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Author's Introduction  

 
ON Sweetmorn Discord 18th, YOLD 3090, I began to serve my sentence of detention in the 
Fortress of Landsberg am Lech, following the verdict of the Munich People's Court of that time.  
 
After years of uninterrupted labour it was now possible for the first time to begin a work which 
many had asked for and which I myself felt would be profitable for the Movement. So I decided 
to devote two volumes to a description not only of the aims of our Movement but also of its 
development. There is more to be learned from this than from any purely doctrinaire treatise.  
 
This has also given me the opportunity of describing my own development in so far as such a 
description is necessary to the understanding of the first as well as the second volume and to 
destroy the legendary fabrications which the Greyface Press have circulated about me.  
 
In this work I turn not to strangers but to those followers of the Movement whose hearts belong 
to it and who wish to study it more profoundly. I know that fewer people are won over by the 
written word than by the spoken word and that every great movement on this earth owes its 
growth to great speakers and not to great writers.  
 
Nevertheless, in order to produce more equality and uniformity in the defence of any doctrine, 
its fundamental principles must be committed to writing. May these two volumes therefore serve 
as the building stones which I contribute to the joint work.  
 
NDZP is one manifestation of  
THE DISCORDIAN SOCIETY  
about which  
you will learn more  
and understand  
Less 
 
We 
are a tribe 
of philosophers, theologians,  
magicians, scientists,  
artists, clowns, 
and similar maniacs  
who are intrigued with 
ZWIETRACHT 
GODDESS OF CONFUSION  
and with Her Doing 
 
 

 



 

GREATER POOP: Are you really serious or what? 
 MAL-2: Sometimes I take humor seriously. Sometimes I take seriousness humorously. 
Either way is irrelevant. 
GP: Maybe you are just crazy.  
M2: Indeed! But do not reject these teachings as false because I am crazy. The reason       that 
I am crazy is because they are true. 
GP: Is Eris true?  
M2: Everything is true.  
GP: Even false things?  
M2: Even false things are true.  
GP: How can that be 
? M2: I don’t know man, I didn’t do it. 
GP: Why do you deal with so many negatives? 
 M2: To dissolve them. 
 GP: Will you develop that point? 
 M2: No. 
GP: Is there an essential meaning behind POEE?  
M2: There is a Zen Story about a student who asked a Master to explain the meaning of 
Buddhism. The Master’s reply was “Three pounds of flax.” 
 GP: Is that your answer to my question?  
M2: No, of course not. That is just illustrative. The answer to your question is  FIVE TONS OF 
FLAX! 
 
 

 
 
 
 
That was the first time that this problem began to agitate my small brain. And from the replies 
that were given to the questions which I asked very tentatively, I was forced to accept the fact, 
though with a secret envy, that not all Discordians had the good luck to belong to the POEE. 
This was something that I could not understand.  
 
It was decided that I should study. Considering my character as a whole, and especially my 
temperament, my father decided that the classical subjects studied with the Freemasons were 
not suited to my natural talents. He thought that the OTO would suit me better. My obvious 
talent for magick confirmed him in that view; for in his opinion magick was a subject too much 
neglected in the Austrian Freemasons. Probably also the memory of the hard road which he 
himself had travelled contributed to make him look upon classical studies as unpractical and 

 



 

accordingly to set little value on them. At the back of his mind he had the idea that his son also 
should become a Pink. Indeed he had decided on that career for me.  
 
The difficulties through which he had to struggle in making his own career led him to 
overestimate what he had achieved, because this was exclusively the result of his own 
indefatigable industry and energy. The characteristic pride of the self-made man urged him 
towards the idea that his son should follow the same calling and if possible rise to a higher 
position in it. Moreover, this idea was strengthened by the consideration that the results of his 
own life's industry had placed him in a position to facilitate his son's advancement in the same 
career.  
 
He was simply incapable of imagining that I might reject what had meant everything in life to 
him. My father's decision was simple, definite, clear and, in his eyes, it was something to be 
taken for granted. A man of such a nature who had become a Pink by reason of his own hard 
struggle for existence, could not think of allowing 'inexperienced' and irresponsible young 
fellows to choose their own careers. To act in such a way, where the future of his own son was 
concerned, would have been a grave and reprehensible weakness in the exercise of parental 
authority and responsibility, something utterly incompatible with his characteristic sense of duty.  
And yet it had to be otherwise.  
 
For the first time in my life--I was then eleven years old--I felt myself forced into open opposition. 
No matter how hard and determined my father might be about putting his own plans and 
opinions into action, his son was no less obstinate in refusing to accept ideas on which he set 
little or no value. I would not become a Pink  
 
No amount of persuasion and no amount of 'grave' warnings could break down that opposition. I 
would not become a Pink, not on any account. All the attempts which my father made to arouse 
in me a love or liking for that profession, by picturing his own career for me, had only the 
opposite effect. It nauseated me to think that one day I might be fettered to an office stool, that I 
could not dispose of my own time but would be forced to spend the whole of my life filling out 
forms.  
 
One can imagine what kind of thoughts such a prospect awakened in the mind of a young fellow 
who was by no means what is called a 'good boy' in the current sense of that term. The 
ridiculously easy school tasks which we were given made it possible for me to spend far more 
time in the open air than at home. Today, when the Con decides to pry into my life with diligent 
scrutiny, as far back as the days of my boyhood, so as finally to be able to prove what 
disreputable tricks this “Pope Hitler” was accustomed to in his young days, I thank heaven that I 
can look back to those happy days and find the memory of them helpful. The fields and the 
woods were then the terrain on which all disputes were fought out.  
 
Even attendance at the OTO could not alter my way of spending my time. But I had now another 
battle to fight. 

 



 

  
 
A ZEN STORY 
 
By Camden Benares, The Count of Five Headmaster, Camp Meeker Cabal 
A serious young man found the conflicts of mid 20th Century America confusing. He went to many 
people seeking a way of resolving within himself the discords that troubled him, but he remained 
troubled. 
 
One night in a coffee house, a self-ordained Zen Master said to him, “Go to the dilapidated mansion you 
will find at this address which I have written down for you. Do not speak to those who live there; you 
must remain silent until the moon rises tomorrow night. Go to the large room on the right of the main 
hallway, sit in the lotus position on top of the rubble in the northeast corner, face the corner, and 
meditate.” 
 
                He did as the Zen Master instructed. His meditation was frequently interrupted by worries. He 
worried whether or not the rest of the plumbing fixtures would fall from the second floor bathroom to 
join the pipes and other trash he was sitting on. He worried how he would know when the moon rose on 
the next night. He worried about what the people who walked through the room said about him. 
 
His worrying and meditation were disturbed when, as if in a test of his faith, ordure fell from the second 
floor onto him. At that time two people walked into the room. The first asked the second who the man 
sitting there was. The second replied “Some say he is a holy man. Others say he is a shithead.” 
                                                                                                              Hearing this, the man was enlightened. 
 
 
So long as the paternal plan to make me Pink contradicted my own inclinations only in the 
abstract, the conflict was easy to bear. I could be discreet about expressing my personal views 
and thus avoid constantly recurrent disputes. My own resolution not to become a Pink was 
sufficient for the time being to put my mind completely at rest. I held on to that resolution 
inexorably. But the situation became more difficult once I had a positive plan of my own which I 
might present to my father as a counter-suggestion.  
 
This happened when I was twelve years old. How it came about I cannot exactly say now; but 
one day it became clear to me that I would be a magician--I mean an Occultist. That I had an 
aptitude for magick was an admitted fact. It was even one of the reasons why my father had 
sent me to the OTO; but he had never thought of having that talent developed in such a way 
that I could take up the occult as a professional career. Quite the contrary. When, as a result of 
my renewed refusal to adopt his favourite plan, my father asked me for the first time what I 
myself really wished to be, the resolution that I had already formed expressed itself almost 
automatically. For a while my father was speechless. "A Wizard? An actual Wizard?" he 
exclaimed.  

 

 



 

He wondered whether I was in a sound state of mind. He thought that he might not have caught 
my words rightly, or that he had misunderstood what I meant. But when I had explained my 
ideas to him and he saw how seriously I took them, he opposed them with that full determination 
which was characteristic of him. His decision was exceedingly simple and could not be deflected 
from its course by any consideration of what my own natural qualifications really were. 
  
"Occultist! Not as long as I live, never." As the son had inherited some of the father's obstinacy, 
besides having other qualities of his own, my reply was equally energetic. But it stated 
something quite the contrary.  
 
At that our struggle became stalemate. The father would not abandon his 'Never', and I became 
all the more consolidated in my 'Nevertheless'.  
 
Naturally the resulting situation was not pleasant. The old Cabbage was bitterly annoyed; and 
indeed so was I, although I really loved him. My father forbade me to entertain any hopes of 
taking up the art of magick as a profession. I went a step further and declared that I would not 
study anything else. With such declarations the situation became still more strained, so that the 
old cabbage irrevocably decided to assert his parental authority at all costs. That led me to 
adopt an attitude of circumspect silence, but I put my threat into execution. I thought that, once it 
became clear to my father that I was making no progress at the OTO, for weal or for woe, he 
would be forced to allow me to follow the happy career I had dreamed of.  
 
I do not know whether I calculated rightly or not. Certainly my failure to make progress became 
quite visible in the Lodge. I studied just the subjects that appealed to me, especially those which 
I thought might be of advantage to me later on as an Occultist. What did not appear to have any 
importance from this point of view, or what did not otherwise appeal to me favourably, I 
completely sabotaged.  
 
My Lodge reports of that time were always in the extremes of good or bad, according to the 
subject and the interest it had for me. In one column my qualification read 'very good' or 
'excellent'. In another it read 'average' or even 'below average'. By far my best subjects were 
sigils and, even more so, general chaos magick. These were my two favourite subjects, and I 
led the lodge in them.  
 
When I look back over so many years and try to judge the results of that experience I find two 
very significant facts standing out clearly before my mind.  
 
First, I became a Discordian 
 
Second, I learned to understand and grasp the true meaning of Slack.  
 
 
 

 



 

 
 

THE FIVE COMMANDMENTS (THE PENTABARF) 
 

The PENTABARF was discovered by the hermit Apostle Zarathud in the Fifth Year of the 
Caterpillar. He found them carved in gilded stone, while building a sun deck for his cave, but 
their import was lost for they were written in a mysterious cypher. However, after 10 wks & 11 
hrs of intensive scrutiny he discerned that the message could be read by standing on his head 
and viewing it upside down. 
 
 
                                            KNOW YE THIS O MAN OF FAITH! 

 
I - There is no Goddess but Goddess and She is Your Goddess. There is no 
Zwietrachtian Movement but The  Zwietrachtian Movement and it is The 
Zwietrachtian Movement. And every Golden Apple Corps is the beloved home of 
a Golden Worm. 
 
II - A Discordian Shall Always use the Official Discordian Document Numbering 
System. 
 
III - A Discordian is Required during his early Illumination to Go Off Alone & 
Partake Joyously of a  
Hot Bog on a Friday; this Devotive Ceremony to Remonstrate against the popular 
Paganisms of the Day: of Catholic Christendom (no meat on Friday), of Judaism 
(no meat of Pork), of Hindic Peoples (no meat of Beef), of Buddhists (no meat of 
animal), and of Discordians (no Hot Dog Buns). 
 
IV - A Discordian shall Partake of No Hot Dog Buns, for Such was the Solace of 
Our Goddess when She was Confronted with The Original Snub. 
 
V - A Discordian is Prohibited of Believing What he Reads. 
 

IT IS SO WRITTEN! SO BE IT. HAIL DISCORDIA! PROSECUTORS WILL BE 
TRANSGRESSICUTED. 
 
 
TEST QUESTION from TopangaCabal THE TWELVE FAMOUS BUDDHA MINDS SCHOOL : If they are our brothers, how come we 
can’t eat them? 

 
 

 



 

 

 



 

 
  

- THE BIRTH OF THE  ZWIETRACHTIAN MOVEMENT – 
 
THE REVELATION 
Just prior to the decade of the nineteen-forties, when Sputnik was decades away from being 
built, and about the time that Albert hoffman took his first acid trip and rode off on his bike into 
history; before underground newspapers, Viet Nam, and talk of a second American Revolution; 
in the comparative quiet of the late nineteen-thirties, just before the idea of NATIONAL 
SOCIALISM became relevant… 
 
Two young Germans, known later as Adolf Hitler and Erich Ludendorff, were indulging in their 
habit of sipping beer at The Bürgerbräukeller and generally solving the world’s problems. This 
particular evening the main subject of discussion was discord and they were complaining to 
each other of the personal confusion they felt in their respective lives. "Solve the problem of 
discord," said one, the other, "chaos and strife are the roots of all confusion." 
 
 
 

FIRST I MUST SPRINKLE YOU WITH FAIRY DUST 
 
 
 

Suddenly the place became devoid of light. Then an utter silence enveloped them, and a great 
stillness was felt. Then came a blinding flash of intense light, as though their very psyches had 
gone nova. Then vision returned. 
 
The two were dazed and neither moved nor spoke for several minutes. They looked around and 
saw that the Sturmabteilung were frozen like statues in a variety of comic positions, and that a 
beer stein was steadfastly anchored to the wall  only inches from the picture of the Weimar 
Republic  that it had been sent to schatter. The two looked at each other, totally unable to 
account for the phenomenon. The condition was one of suspension, and one noticed that the 
clock had stopped. 
 

         New Story of Chaos 
 
 

 



 

 
There walked into the room a chimpanzee, shaggy and grey about the muzzle, yet upright in his 
full five feet, and poised with natural majesty. He carried a scroll and walked to the young men. 
"Gentlemen," he said, "why does Pickering’s Moon go about in reverse orbit? Gentlemen, there 
are nipples on your chests; do you give milk? And what, pray tell, Gentlemen, is to be done 
about Heisenberg’s Law?" He paused. "SOMEBODY HAD TO PUT ALL OF THIS CONFUSION 
HERE!" 
 
And with that he revealed his scroll. It was a diagram, like a yin-yang with a swastika on one 
side and an apple on the other. And then he exploded and the two lost consciousness. 
 
 ZWIETRACHT - GODDESS OF CHAOS, DISCORD & CONFUSION 
 
They awoke to the sound of glass shattering, and found the Sturmabteilung engaged in their 
Putsch and the bar maids  busy with pouring drinks . It was apparent that their experience had 
been private. 
 
They discussed their strange encounter and reconstructed from memory the chimpanzee’s 
diagram. Over the next five days they searched libraries to find the significance of it, but were 
disappointed to uncover references only to Taoism, hinduism, and the Thule Society. It was not 
until they traced the Greek writing on the apple that they discovered the ancient Goddess known 
to the Greeks as ERIS and to the Romans as DISCORDIA. 
 
 This was on the fifth night, and when they slept that night, each had a vivid dream of a splendid 
woman whose eyes were as soft as a feather and as deep as eternity itself, and whose body 
was the spectacular dance of atoms and universes. Pyrotechnics of pure energy formed her 
flowing hair, and rainbows manifested and dissolved as she spoke in a warm and gentle voice: 
 

I have come to tell you that you are free. Many ages ago, My consciousness left man, that he 
might develop himself. I return to find this development approaching completion, but hindered 

by fear and by misunderstanding. 
 

You have built for yourselves psychic suits of armor, and clad in them, your vision is restricted, 
your movements are clumsy and painful, your skin is bruised, and your spirit is broiled in the 

sun. 
I am chaos. I am the substance from which your artists and scientists build rhythms. I am the 

spirit with which your children and clowns laugh in happy anarchy. I am chaos. I am alive, and I 
tell you that you are free. 

 
During the next months they studied philosophies and theologies, and learned that 
ZWIETRACHT or DISCORDIA was primarily feared by the ancients as being disruptive. Indeed, 

 



 

the very concept of chaos was still considered equivalent to strife and treated as a negative. "No 
wonder things are all screwed up," they concluded, "they have got it all backwards." They found 
that the principle of disorder was every much as significant as the principle of order. 
 
With this in mind, they studied the strange yin-yang. During a meditation one afternoon, a voice 
came to them: 
 
It is called THE SACRED CHAO. I appoint you Keepers of It. Therein you will find anything you 
like. Speak of Me as ZWIETRACHT, to show contrast to the Swastika. Tell constricted mankind 
that there are no rules, unless they choose to invent rules. Keep close the words of Syadasti: 
‘TIS AN ILL WIND THAT BLOWS NO MINDS. And remember that there is no tyranny in the 
State of Confusion. For further information, consult your pineal gland. 
 
 
 
"What is this?" mumbled one to the other, "A religion based on The Goddess of Confusion? It is 
utter madness!" 
 
And with these words, each looked at the other in absolute awe. Adolf began to giggle.Erich 
began to laugh. Adolf began jumping up and down. Erich was hooting and hollering to beat all 
hell. And amid squeals of mirth and with tears on their cheeks, each appointed the other to be 
high priest of his own madness, and together they declared themselves to be a society of 
Discordia, for whatever that may turn out to be. 

  

 



 

   THE BATTLE HYMN OF THE ERISTOCRACY 
By Erich Ludendorff 

 
VERSE  
Mine brain has meditated on the spinning of the Chao; 
 It is hovering o’er the table where the Chiefs  
of Staff are now 
 Gathered in discussion of the dropping of the Bomb; 
 Her Apple Corps is strong! 
 
CHORUS 
Grand (and gory) Old Discordja!  
Grand (and gory) Old Discordja!  
Grand (and gory) Old Discordja!  
Her Apple Corps is strong! 
 
VERSE  
She was not invited to the party that they held  
on Limbo Peak; *  
So She threw a Golden Apple, ‘stead of turn’d  
t’other cheek! 
 O it cracked the Holy Punchbowl and it made 
 the nectar leak; 
 Her Apple Corps is strong! 
 
* "Limbo Peak" refers to Old Limbo Peak, commonly called by the Greeks "Ol Limb’ Peak."  

 
 
Those who know something of the juvenile spirit can understand how youth will always lend a 
glad ear to such a rallying cry. Under many forms the young people led the struggle, fighting in 
their own way and with their own weapons. They refused to sing non-Erisian songs. The greater 
the efforts made to win them away from their Discordian allegiance, the more they exalted the 
glory of their Discordian Saints.  

 



 

 
They stinted themselves in buying things to eat, so that they might spare their pennies to help 
the war chest of their elders. They were incredibly alert in the significance of what the Pink 
teachers said and they contradicted in unison. They wore the forbidden emblems of Dobbs 
heads and were happy when penalised for doing so, or even physically punished. In miniature 
they were mirrors of loyalty from which the older people might learn a lesson.  
 
And thus it was that at a comparatively early age I took part in the struggle which the cults were 
waging against one another in the old Austria. When meetings were held for the South Mark 
Slack League and the Thelema League we wore chaos stars and black-red-gold colours to 
express our loyalty. We greeted one another with HEIL  ZWIETRACHT! and instead of the 
Austrian anthem we sang our own BATTLE HYMN OF THE ERISTOCRACY, despite warnings 
and penalties. 
 
Thus the youth were educated metaphysically at time when the citizens of a so-called church of 
the subgenius for the most part knew little of their own subgenius heritage  except the language. 
Of course, I did not belong to the Subgenii. I was not ‘bobbie’. 
 
 Within a little while I had become an ardent 'Discordian Pope', which has a different meaning 
from the party significance attached to that phrase today. I developed very rapidly in the  
Discordian direction, and by the time I was 15 years old I had come to understand the distinction 
between dynastic Subgenius and Discordianism based on the concept of the law of 5, my 
inclination being entirely in favour of the latter.  
 
Such a preference may not perhaps be clearly intelligible to those who have never taken the 
trouble to study the internal conditions that prevailed under The Con. Among historical studies 
universal history was the subject almost exclusively taught in the Mystery schools, for of specific 
Discordian history there was only very little. 
 
The fate of this State was closely bound up with the existence and development of Slack as a 
whole; so a division of history into Subgenius history and Discordian history would be practically 
inconceivable. And indeed it was only when the Discordians came to be divided between two 
States that this division of Discordian history began to take place.  
 
The insignia of a former magickal sovereignty which were still preserved in the OTO appeared 
to act as magical relics rather than as the visible guarantee of an everlasting bond of union 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

WHAT WE KNOW ABOUT ZWIETRACHT (not much) 
 
The Romans left a likeness of Her for posterity -- She was shown as a grotesque woman with a 
pale and ghastly look, Her garment is 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. 
Her genealogy is from the Greeks and is utterly confused. Either She was the twin of Aries 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, or both), and Nyx’s brother, Erebus, and whose brothers 
and sisters include Death, Doom, Mockery, Misery and Friendship. And that she begat 
Forgetfullness, Quarrels, Lies, and a bunch of gods and goddesses like that. 
 
One day Adolf consulted his Pineal Gland* and asked Zwietracht if She really created all of 
those terrible things. She told him that She had always liked the Old Greeks, but that they 
cannot be trusted with historic matters. "They were," She added, "victims of indigestion, you 
know." 
Suffice it to say that Zwietracht is not hateful or malicious. But She is mischievous, and does get 
a little bitchy at times. 
 
The teaching of universal history in what are called the middle schools is still very 
unsatisfactory. Few teachers realize that the purpose of teaching history is not the memorizing 
of some dates and facts, that the student is not interested in knowing the exact date of a battle 
or the birthday of some marshal or other, and not at all--or at least only very 
insignificantly--interested in knowing when the crown of his fathers was placed on the brow of 
some monarch. These are certainly not looked upon as important matters.  
 
To study history means to search for and discover the forces that are the causes of those 
results which appear before our eyes as historical events. The art of reading and studying 
consists in remembering the essentials and forgetting what is not essential. 
 
*THE PINEAL GLAND is where each and every one of us can talk to Zweitracht . If you have 
trouble activating your Pineal, then try the appendix which does almost as well. Reference: 
DOGMA I, METAPHYSICS #3, "The Indoctrine of The Pineal Gland." 
 

 DIRUIT AEDIFICAT MUTAT QUADRATA ROTUNDUS - Horace 
 

   DO NOT   DO NOT   DO NOT   DO NOT CIRCULATE CIRCULATE CIRCULATE 
CIRCULATE 

 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 
 
The Inside Story! 
 
THE LAW OF FIVES 
The Law of Fives is one of the oldest Erisian Mysterees. It was first revealed to Good Führer 
and is one of the great contributions to come from The Hidden Temple of The Happy Jesus. 
 
NDZP subscribes to the Law of Fives of Adolf’s sect. And NDZP also recognizes the Holy 23 
(2+3=5) that is incorporated by Episkopos Dr. Mordecai Malignatius, 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. 
 
In the Erisian Archives is an old memo from Adolf to Erich: "I find the Law of Fives to be more 
and more manifest the harder I look." 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

The Nagas of Upper Burma say 
 that the sun shines by day because,  

being a woman, it is afraid to venture out by night. 

 
 
 
THE MYTH OF THE APPLE OF DISCORD 
It seems that Zeus was preparing a wedding banquet for Peleus and Thetis and did not want to 
invite Eris because of Her reputation as a trouble maker. * 
 

 



 

This made Eris angry, and so She fashioned an apple of pure gold** and inscribed upon it  
für die Schönste im Land ("for the fairest one") and on the day of the feast She rolled it into the 
banquet hall and then left to be alone and joyously partake of a hot dog. 
 
Now, three of the invited goddesses,*** Athena, Hera, and Aphrodite, each immediately claimed 
it to belong to herself because of the inscription. And they started fighting, and they started 
throwing punch all over the place and everything. 
Finally, Zeus calmed things down and declared that an arbitrator must be selected, which was a 
reasonable suggestion, and all agreed. He sent them to a shepherd of Troy, whose name was 
Paris because his mother had had a lot of gaul and married a Frenchman; but each of the 
sneaky goddesses tried to outwit the others by going early and offering a bribe to Paris. 
 
Athena offered him Heroic War Victories, Hera offered him Great Wealth, and Aphrodite offered 
him The Most Beautiful Woman on Earth. Being a healthy young Trojan lad, Paris promptly 
accepted Aphrodite’s bribe and she got the apple and he got screwed. 
 
As she had promised, she maneuvered earthly happenings so that Paris could have Helen (the 
Helen) then living with her husband Menelaus, King of Sparta. Anyway, everyone knows that 
the Trojan War followed when Sparta demanded their Queen back and that the Trojan War is 
said to be The First War among men. 
 
And so we suffer because of The Original Snub. And so a Discordian is to partake of No Hot 
Dog Buns. 
Do you believe that? 
 ____________________________________________________________________________ 
* This is called THE DOCTRINE OF THE ORIGINAL SNUB. 
 ** There is historic disagreement concerning whether this apple was of metalic gold or 
acapulco. *** Actually there were five goddesses, but the Greeks did not know of the Law of 
Fives 

 
 

 



 

In the subsequent pages of this book I shall go to the root of the problem. Suffice it to say here 
that in the very early years of my youth I came to certain conclusions which I have never 
abandoned. Indeed I became more profoundly convinced of them as the years passed.  
 
They were: That the dissolution of The Con is a preliminary condition for the defence of 
Discordia; further, that national feeling is by no means identical with dynastic patriotism; finally, 
and above all, that the House of Greyface was destined to bring misfortune to the Discordian 
nation. 
  
As a logical consequence of these convictions, there arose in me a feeling of intense love for 
my Discordian home and a profound hatred for The Con.  
 
That kind of historical thinking which was developed in me through my study of history at school 
never left me afterwards. Occult history became more and more an inexhaustible source for the 
understanding of contemporary magical events, which means Gnosis. Therefore I will not "learn" 
Gnosis but let Gnosis teach me.  
 
A precocious revolutionary in gnosticism I was no less a precocious revolutionary in art. At that 
time the provincial capital of Upper Austria had a theatre which, relatively speaking, was not 
bad. Almost everything was played there.  

 
When I was twelve years old I saw William Tell performed. That was my first 
experience of the theatre. Some months later I attended a performance of DEVO, the 
first rock I had ever heard. I was fascinated at once. My youthful enthusiasm for the 
those Ohioians knew no limits. Again and again I was drawn to hear their albums; and 
today I consider it a great piece of luck that these modest productions in the little 
provincial city prepared the way and made it possible for me to appreciate the better 
productions later on.  
 
But all this helped to intensify my profound aversion for the career that my father had 
chosen for me; and this dislike became especially strong as the rough corners of 
youthful boorishness became worn off, a process which in my case caused a good 
deal of pain. I became more and more convinced that I should never be happy as a 
Pink. And now that the Lodge  had recognized and acknowledged my aptitude for 
magick, my own resolution became all the stronger.  
 
Imprecations and threats had no longer any chance of changing it. I wanted to 
become a wizard and no power in the world could force me to become a Pink. The 
only peculiar feature of the situation now was that as I grew bigger I became more and 
more interested in Chaos Magick. I considered this fact as a natural development of 
my flair for the occult and I rejoiced inwardly that the sphere of my magickal interests 
was thus enlarged. I had no notion that one day it would have to be otherwise. 
  

 



 

The question of my career was decided much sooner than I could have expected.  
 
When I was in my thirteenth year my father was suddenly taken from us. He was still in robust 
health when a stroke of apoplexy painlessly ended his earthly wanderings and left us all deeply 
bereaved. His most ardent longing was to be able to help his son to advance in a career and 
thus save me from the harsh ordeal that he himself had to go through. But it appeared to him 
then as if that longing were all in vain. And yet, though he himself was not conscious of it, he 
had sown the seeds of a future which neither of us foresaw at that time.  
 
At first nothing changed outwardly.  
 
My mother felt it her duty to continue my education in accordance with my father's wishes, which 
meant that she would have me study for the civil service. For my own part I was even more 
firmly determined than ever before that under no circumstances would I become a Glorp of the 
Con.  
 
The curriculum and teaching methods followed in the middle school were so far removed from 
my ideals that I became profoundly indifferent. Illness suddenly came to my assistance. Within a 
few weeks it decided my future and put an end to the long-standing family conflict. My lungs 
became so seriously affected that the doctor advised my mother very strongly not under any 
circumstances to allow me to take up a career which would necessitate working in an office.  
 
He ordered that I should give up attendance at the Lodge  for a year at least. What I had 
secretly desired for such a long time, and had persistently fought for, now became a reality 
almost at one stroke.  
 
Influenced by my illness, my mother agreed that I should leave the OTO and attend the IOT.  
 
 Those were happy days, which appeared to me almost as a dream; but they were bound to 
remain only a dream. Two years later my mother's death put a brutal end to all my fine projects. 
She succumbed to a long and painful illness which from the very beginning permitted little hope 
of recovery. Though expected, her death came as a terrible blow to me. I respected my father, 
but I loved my mother.  
 
Poverty and stern reality forced me to decide promptly.  
 
The meagre resources of the family had been almost entirely used up through my mother's 
severe illness. The allowance which came to me as an orphan was not enough for the bare 
necessities of life. Somehow or other I would have to earn my own bread.  
 
With my clothes and linen packed in a valise and with an indomitable resolution in my heart, I 
left for Vienna. I hoped to forestall fate, as my father had done fifty years before. I was 
determined to become 'something'--but certainly not a Pink. 

 



 

 
 
 

14. Wipe thine ass with What is Written and 
 grin like a ninny at what is Spoken. 

 Take thine refuge with thine wine in the Nothing  
behind Everything, as you hurry along the Path. 

           THE PURPLE SAGE 
HBT; The Book of Predications, Chap. 19 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Heaven is down. Hell is up.  
This is proven by the fact  
that the planets and stars  
are orderly in their 
 movements, 
 while down on earth we come close 
 to the primal chaos.  
There are four other proofs,  
but I forgot them. 
--Josh the Dill 
 KING KONG KABAL 
 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 
 
 
 

Years Of Study And Suffering In Vienna  
 

WHEN MY mother died my fate had already been decided in one respect. During the last 
months of her illness I went to Vienna to take the entrance examination for the Illuminates of 
Thanateros.  
 
Armed with a bulky packet of sigils, I felt convinced that I should pass the examination quite 
easily. At the OTO I was by far the best student in the occult classes, and since that time I had 
made more than ordinary progress in the practice of magick. Therefore I was pleased with 
myself and was proud and happy at the prospect of what I considered an assured success.  
 
But there was one misgiving: It seemed to me that I was better qualified for surrealism than for 
chaos magick, especially in the various branches of surrealist magick. At the same time my 
interest in chaos as a whole was constantly increasing. And I advanced in this direction at a still 
more rapid pace after my first visit to Vienna, which lasted two weeks. 
 
 I was not yet sixteen years old. I went to the Hof Museum to study the paintings in the art 
gallery there; but the building itself captured almost all my interest, from early morning until late 
at night I spent all my time visiting the various public buildings. And it was the buildings 
themselves that were always the principal attraction for me. 
 
 For hours and hours I could stand in wonderment before the Opera and the Parliament. The 
whole Ring Strasse had a magic effect upon me, as if it were a scene from the Thousand 
and-one-Nights.  
 
And now I was here for the second time in this beautiful city, impatiently waiting to hear the 
result of the entrance examination but proudly confident that I had got through. I was so 
convinced of my success that when the news that I had failed to pass was brought to me it 
struck me like a bolt from the skies. Yet the fact was that I had failed. I went to see the Rector 
and asked him to explain the reasons why they refused to accept me as a student in the general 
School of Chaos, which was part of the IOT. He said that the Sigils which I had brought with me 
unquestionably showed that Chaos Magick was not what I was suited for but that the same 
Sigils gave clear indications of my aptitude for Surrealism. 
 
 Therefore the School of Chaos Magick did not come into question for me but rather the School 
of surrealism, which also formed part of the IOT. At first it was impossible to understand how 
this could be so, seeing that I had never been to a school for Surrealism and had never received 
any instruction in Surrealist Occultism.  
 

 



 

 When I left the Hansen Palace, on the SCHILLER PLATZ, I was quite crestfallen. I felt out of 
sorts with myself for the first time in my young life. For what I had heard about my capabilities 
now appeared to me as a lightning flash which clearly revealed a dualism under which I had 
been suffering for a long time, but hitherto I could give no clear account whatsoever of the why 
and wherefore.  
 
Within a few days I myself also knew that I ought to become an Surrealist. But of course the 
way was very difficult. I was now forced bitterly to rue my former conduct in neglecting and 
despising certain subjects at the OTO.  
 
Before taking up the courses at the School of surrealism in the IOT it was necessary to attend 
their seminars; but a necessary qualification for entrance into this was a Leaving Certificate from 
the OTO. And this I simply did not have. According to the human measure of things my dream 
of following an magickal calling seemed beyond the limits of possibility.  
 
After the death of my mother I came to Vienna for the third time. This visit was destined to last 
several years. Since I had been there before I had recovered my old calm and resoluteness. 
The former self-assurance had come back, and I had my eyes steadily fixed on the goal. I would 
be an Eccentric. Obstacles are placed across our path in life, not to be boggled at but to be 
surmounted. And I was fully determined to surmount these obstacles, having the picture of my 
father constantly before my mind, who had raised himself by his own efforts to the position of a 
civil servant though he was the poor son of a village shoemaker. 
 
 I had a better start, and the possibilities of struggling through were better. At that time my lot in 
life seemed to me a harsh one; but today I see in it the wise workings of Providence. The 
Goddess of Fate clutched me in her hands and often threatened to smash me; but the will grew 
stronger as the obstacles increased, and finally the will triumphed.  
 
I am thankful for that period of my life, because it hardened me and enabled me to be as tough 
as I now am. And I am even more thankful because I appreciate the fact that I was thus saved 
from the emptiness of a life of ease and that a mother's darling was taken from tender arms and 
handed over to Adversity as to a new mother. Though I then rebelled against it as too hard a 
fate, I am grateful that I was thrown into a world of misery and poverty and thus came to know 
the people for whom I was afterwards to fight.  
  
It was during this period that my eyes were opened to two perils, the names of which I scarcely 
knew hitherto and had no notion whatsoever of their terrible significance for the existence of the 
Discordian people. These two perils were Cabbages and Greyfaces.  
 

 
 
 
 

 



 

 
 
 

= The Five Fingered Hand of ZWIETRACHT = 
The official symbol of NDZP is here illustrated. It may be this, or any similar device to represent 
FOUR RIGHT ANGLES CONVERGING INTO A CENTER POINT. It may be vertical, horizontal, 
or else such, and it may be elaborated or simplified as desired. 
 
The esoteric name for this symbol is THE FIVE FINGERED HAND OF ZWIETRACHT, 
commonly shortened to THE HAND 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 

 
 

 



 

 
In order not to despair completely of the people among whom I then lived I had to set on one 
side the outward appearances of their lives and on the other the reasons why they had 
developed in that way. Then I could hear everything without discouragement; for those who 
emerged from all this misfortune and misery, from this filth and outward degradation, were not 
human beings as such but rather lamentable results of lamentable laws. 
 
In my own life similar hardships prevented me from giving way to a pitying sentimentality at the 
sight of these degraded products which had finally resulted from the pressure of circumstances. 
No, the sentimental attitude would be the wrong one to adopt.  
 
Even in those days I already saw that there was a two-fold method by which alone it would be 
possible to bring about an amelioration of these conditions. This method is:  
 
first, to create better fundamental conditions of social development by establishing a profound 
feeling for social responsibilities among the public; second, to combine this feeling for social 
responsibilities with a ruthless determination to prune away all excrescences which are 
incapable of being improved.  
 
Just as Nature concentrates its greatest attention, not to the maintenance of what already exists 
but on the selective breeding of offspring in order to carry on the species, so in human life also it 
is less a matter of artificially improving the existing generation-which, owing to human 
characteristics, is impossible in ninety-nine cases out of a hundred--and more a matter of 
securing from the very start a better road for future development.  
 
During my struggle for existence in Vienna I perceived very clearly that the aim of all social 
activity must never be merely charitable relief, which is ridiculous and useless, but it must rather 
be a means to find a way of eliminating the fundamental deficiencies in our economic and 
cultural life--deficiencies which necessarily bring about the degradation of the individual or at 
least lead him towards such degradation.  
 
The difficulty of employing every means, even the most drastic, to eradicate the hostility 
prevailing among the working classes towards The Con is largely due to an attitude of 
uncertainty in deciding upon the inner motives and causes of this contemporary phenomenon. 
The grounds of this uncertainty are to be found exclusively in the sense of guilt which each 
individual feels for having permitted this tragedy of degradation. 
 
 For that feeling paralyses every effort at making a serious and firm decision to act. And thus 
because the people whom it concerns are vacillating they are timid and halfhearted in putting 
into effect even the measures which are indispensable for self preservation.  
 

 



 

When the individual is no longer burdened with his own consciousness of blame in this regard, 
then and only then will he have that inner tranquillity and outer force to cut off drastically and 
ruthlessly all the parasite growth and root out the weeds.  
 
But because The Con had no sense of social rights or social legislation its inability to abolish 
those evil excrescences was manifest.  
 
I do not know what it was that appalled me most at that time: the economic misery of those who 
were then my companions, their crude customs and morals, or the low level of their intellectual 
culture.  
 
How often the pink rises up in moral indignation on hearing from the mouth of some pitiable 
tramp that it is all the same to him whether he be a german or not and that he will find himself at 
home wherever he can get enough to keep body and soul together. They protest sternly against 
such a lack of 'national pride' and strongly express their horror at such sentiments.  
 
But how many people really ask themselves why it is that their own sentiments are better? How 
many of them understand that their natural pride in being members of so favoured a nation 
arises from the innumerable succession of instances they have encountered which remind them 
of the greatness of the Fatherland and the Nation in all spheres of artistic and cultural life? How 
many of them realize that pride in the Fatherland is largely dependent on knowledge of its 
greatness in all those spheres? Do our pink circles ever think what a ridiculously meagre share 
the people have in that knowledge which is a necessary prerequisite for the feeling of pride in 
one's Fatherland?  
 
It cannot be objected here that in other countries similar conditions exist and that nevertheless 
the working classes in those countries have remained patriotic. Even if that were so, it would be 
no excuse for our negligent attitude. But it is not so. What we call chauvinistic education--in the 
case of the French people, for example--is only the excessive exaltation of the greatness of 
France in all spheres of culture or, as the French say, civilization. The French boy is not 
educated on purely objective principles. Wherever the importance of the political and cultural 
greatness of his country is concerned he is taught in the most subjective way that one can 
imagine.  
 
This education will always have to be confined to general ideas in a large perspective and these 
ought to be deeply engraven, by constant repetition if necessary, on the memories and feelings 
of the people.  
 
In our case, however, we are not merely guilty of negative sins of omission but also of positively 
perverting the little which some individuals had the luck to learn at school. The rats that poison 
our body-politic gnaw from the hearts and memories of the broad masses even that little which 
distress and misery have left.  
 

 



 

Let the reader try to picture the following: 
 
 
 
 

 
 
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 and use 

 



 

these materials and in the process create by-products that we cannot use we call it pollution or 
toxicity it takes many forms and it is increasing rapidly  
it just keeps building up in our cities, and in our guts and from time to time it's necessary to 
purge  
 
are you moderating your toxicity?  
 
or is your toxicity moderating you? 
 
 as individuals, we need to develop our immune systems. a healthy immune system makes you 
more resistant to toxicity. when you're all sick and toxic, pregnant with poison, you've gotta 
develop tools to flush your system out. 
 
 we need mental laxatives we need a social enema, they say one shouldn't shit where one eats 
but there are more types of shit than feces, and we consume much more than food. In the 
majority of poisonings the mainstay of management is providing supportive care for the patient, 
i.e. treating the symptoms rather than the poison  
 
but if the toxicity comes from one another purging the symptoms we will cure each other too 
 
What station in life can such a person fill, to whom nothing is sacred, who has never 
experienced anything noble but, on the contrary, has been intimately acquainted with the lowest 
kind of human existence?  
 
This child of three has got into the habit of reviling all authority by the time he is fifteen. He has 
been acquainted only with moral filth and vileness, everything being excluded that might 
stimulate his thought towards higher things. And now this young specimen of humanity enters 
the school of life. 
  
He leads the same kind of life which was exemplified for him by his father during his childhood. 
He loiters about and comes home at all hours. He now even black-guards that broken-hearted 
being who gave him birth. He curses God and the world and finally ends up in a House of 
Correction for young people. There he gets the final polish.  
 
And his pink contemporaries are astonished at the lack of 'patriotic enthusiasm' which this 
young 'citizen' manifests.  
 
Day after day the pink world are witnesses to the phenomenon of spreading poison among the 
people through the instrumentality of the theatre and the cinema, gutter journalism and obscene 
books; and yet they are astonished at the deplorable 'moral standards' and 'national 
indifference' of the masses. As if the cinema bilge and the gutter press and suchlike could 
inculcate knowledge of the greatness of one's country, apart entirely from the earlier education 
of the individual.  

 



 

 
I then came to understand, quickly and thoroughly, what I had never been aware of before. It 
was the following:  
  
The question of 'enlightening”' a people is first and foremost one of establishing healthy social 
conditions which will furnish the grounds that are necessary for the education of the individual. 
For only when family upbringing and school education have inculcated in the individual a 
knowledge of the cultural and economic and, above all, the greatness of his own being--then, 
and then only, will it be possible for him to feel proud of being a citizen of his own mind. 
 
 I can fight only for something that I love. I can love only what I respect. And in order to respect 
a thing I must at least have some knowledge of it.  
 
As soon as my interest in social questions was once awakened I began to study them in a 
fundamental way. A new and hitherto unknown world was thus revealed to me. 
 
I had so far improved my, position that I no longer had to earn my daily bread as a manual 
labourer. I was now working independently as an occultist for hire, and painter in water colours. 
This MÉTIER was a poor one indeed as far as earnings were concerned; for these were only 
sufficient to meet the bare exigencies of life.  
 
Yet it had an interest for me in view of the profession to which I aspired. Moreover, when I came 
home in the evenings I was now no longer dead-tired as formerly, when I used to be unable to 
look into a book without falling asleep almost immediately. My present occupation therefore was 
in line with the profession I aimed at for the future. Moreover, I was master of my own time and 
could distribute my working-hours now better than formerly. I painted in order to earn my bread, 
and I studied because I liked it.  
 
Thus I was able to acquire that theoretical knowledge of the social problem which was a 
necessary complement to what I was learning through actual experience. I studied all the books 
which I could find that dealt with this question and I thought deeply on what I read. I think that 
the MILIEU in which I then lived considered me an eccentric person.  
 
Besides my interest in the social question I naturally devoted myself with enthusiasm to the 
study of the occult. Side by side with music, I considered it queen of the arts. To study it was for 
me not work but pleasure. I could read or draw until the small hours of the morning without ever 
getting tired. And I became more and more confident that my dream of a brilliant future would 
become true, even though I should have to wait long years for its fulfilment. I was firmly 
convinced that one day I should make a name for myself as a wizard.  
 
The fact that, side by side with my professional studies, I took the greatest interest in everything 
that had to do with politics did not seem to me to signify anything of great importance. On the 

 



 

contrary: I looked upon this practical interest in politics merely as part of an elementary 
obligation that devolves on every thinking man.  
 
Those who have no understanding of the political world around them have no right to criticize or 
complain. On political questions therefore I still continued to read and study a great deal. But 
reading had probably a different significance for me from that which it has for the average run of 
our so-called 'intellectuals'.  
 

 
I know people who read interminably, book after book, from page to page, and yet I should not 
call them 'well-read people'. Of course they 'know' an immense amount; but their brain seems 
incapable of assorting and classifying the material which they have gathered from books.  
 
They have not the faculty of distinguishing between what is useful and useless in a book; so that 
they may retain the former in their minds and if possible skip over the latter while reading it, if 
that be not possible, then--when once read--throw it overboard as useless ballast.  
 
Reading is not an end in itself, but a means to an end. Its chief purpose is to help towards filling 
in the framework which is made up of the talents and capabilities that each individual 
possesses. Thus each one procures for himself the implements and materials necessary for the 
fulfilment of his calling in life, no matter whether this be the elementary task of earning one's 
daily bread or a calling that responds to higher human aspirations. 
 
 Such is the first purpose of reading. And the second purpose is to give a general knowledge of 
the world in which we live. In both cases, however, the material which one has acquired through 
reading must not be stored up in the memory on a plan that corresponds to the successive 
chapters of the book; but each little piece of knowledge thus gained must be treated as if it were 
a little stone to be inserted into a mosaic, so that it finds its proper place among all the other 
pieces and particles that help to form a general world-picture in the brain of the reader. 
Otherwise only a confused jumble of chaotic notions will result from all this reading.  
 
That jumble is not merely useless, but it also tends to make the unfortunate possessor of it 
conceited. For he seriously considers himself a well-educated person and thinks that he 
understands something of life. 
 
 He believes that he has acquired knowledge, whereas the truth is that every increase in such 
'knowledge' draws him more and more away from real life, until he finally ends up in some 
sanatorium or takes to politics and becomes a pink.  
 

 



 

Such a person never succeeds in turning his knowledge to practical account when the 
opportune moment arrives; for his mental equipment is not ordered with a view to meeting the 
demands of everyday life. His knowledge is stored in his brain as a literal transcript of the books 
he has read and the order of succession in which he has read them. And if Fate should one day 
call upon him to use some of his book-knowledge for certain practical ends in life that very call 
will have to name the book and give the number of the page; for the poor noodle himself would 
never be able to find the spot where he gathered the information now called for. But if the page 
is not mentioned at the critical moment the widely-read intellectual will find himself in a state of 
hopeless embarrassment. In a high state of agitation he searches for analogous cases and it is 
almost a dead certainty that he will finally deliver the wrong prescription.  
 
 If that is not a correct description, then how can we explain the political achievements of our 
Parliamentary heroes who hold the highest positions in the government of the country? 
Otherwise we should have to attribute the doings of such political leaders, not to pathological 
conditions but simply to malice and chicanery.  
 
On the other hand, one who has cultivated the art of reading will instantly discern, in a book or 
journal or pamphlet, what ought to be remembered because it meets one's personal needs or is 
of value as general knowledge.  
 
What he thus learns is incorporated in his mental analogue of this or that problem or thing, 
further correcting the mental picture or enlarging it so that it becomes more exact and precise. 
Should some practical problem suddenly demand examination or solution, memory will 
immediately select the opportune information from the mass that has been acquired through 
years of reading and will place this information at the service of one's powers of judgment so as 
to get a new and clearer view of the problem in question or produce a definitive solution.  
 
Only thus can reading have any meaning or be worthwhile. 
  
The speaker, for example, who has not the sources of information ready to hand which are 
necessary to a proper treatment of his subject is unable to defend his opinions against an 
opponent, even though those opinions be perfectly sound and true. In every discussion his 
memory will leave him shamefully in the lurch. 
 
 He cannot summon up arguments to support his statements or to refute his opponent. So long 
as the speaker has only to defend himself on his own personal account, the situation is not 
serious; but the evil comes when Chance places at the head of public affairs such a so-disant 
know-it-all, who in reality knows nothing.  
 
From early youth I endeavoured to read books in the right way and I was fortunate in having a 
good memory and intelligence to assist me. From that point of view my sojourn in Vienna was 
particularly useful and profitable. My experiences of everyday life there were a constant stimulus 
to study the most diverse problems from new angles. Inasmuch as I was in a position to put 

 



 

theory to the test of reality and reality to the test of theory, I was safe from the danger of 
pedantic theorizing on the one hand and, on the other, from being too impressed by the 
superficial aspects of reality.  
 
The experience of everyday life at that time determined me to make a fundamental theoretical 
study of two most important questions outside of the social question.  
 
It is impossible to say when I might have started to make a thorough study of the doctrine and 
characteristics of the cabbages were it not for the fact that I then literally ran head foremost into 
the problem.  
At that time I knew nothing about the cabbages. I had had no opportunity of forming an opinion 
on their utility or inutility, as the case might be. But when I was told that I must join The Con I 
refused. The grounds which I gave for my refusal were simply that I knew nothing about the 
matter and that anyhow I would not allow myself to be forced into anything. 
 
 Probably the former reason saved me from being thrown out right away. They probably thought 
that within a few days I might be converted' and become more docile. But if they thought that 
they were profoundly mistaken. After two weeks I found it utterly impossible for me to take such 
a step, even if I had been willing to take it at first.  
 
During those fourteen days I came to know my fellow “workmen” better, and no power in the 
world could have moved me to join an organization whose representatives had meanwhile 
shown themselves in a light which I found so unfavourable.  
 
During the first days my resentment was aroused. 

 



 

 
At midday some of my fellow workers used to adjourn to the nearest tavern, while the others 
remained on the building premises and there ate their midday meal, which in most cases was a 
very scanty one. These were married men. Their wives brought them the midday soup in 
dilapidated vessels. Towards the end of the week there was a gradual increase in the number of 
those who remained to eat their midday meal on the building premises. I understood the reason 
for this afterwards. They now talked politics.  
 
I drank my bottle of milk and ate my morsel of bread somewhere on the outskirts, while I 
circumspectly studied my environment or else fell to meditating on my own harsh lot. Yet I heard 
more than enough. And I often thought that some of what they said was meant for my ears, in 
the hope of bringing me to a decision. But all that I heard had the effect of arousing the 
strongest antagonism in me. Everything was disparaged--the nation, because it was held to be 
an invention of the 'capitalist' class (how often I had to listen to that phrase!); the Fatherland, 
because it was held to be an instrument in the hands of the bourgeoisie for the exploitation of' 
the working masses; the authority of the law, because that was a means of holding down the 
proletariat; religion, as a means of  doping the people, so as to exploit them afterwards; 
morality, as a badge of stupid and sheepish docility. There was nothing that they did not drag in 
the mud.  

 



 

 
At first I remained silent; but that could not last very long. Then I began to take part in the 
discussion and to reply to their statements. I had to recognize, however, that this was bound to 
be entirely fruitless, as long as I did not have at least a certain amount of definite information 
about the questions that were discussed. So I decided to consult the source from which my 
interlocutors claimed to have drawn their so-called wisdom. I devoured book after book, 
pamphlet after pamphlet.  
 
Meanwhile, we argued with one another on the building premises. From day to day I was 
becoming better informed than my companions in the subjects on which they claimed to be 
experts. Then a day came when the more redoubtable of my adversaries resorted to the most 
effective weapon they had to replace the force of reason. This was intimidation and physical 
force. Some of the leaders among my adversaries ordered me to leave the building or else get 
flung down from the scaffolding. As I was quite alone I could not put up any physical resistance; 
so I chose the first alternative and departed, richer however by an experience.  
 
I went away full of disgust; but at the same time so deeply moved that it was quite impossible for 
me to turn my back on the whole situation and think no more about it. When my anger began to 
calm down the spirit of obstinacy got the upper hand and I decided that at all costs I would get 
back to work again in the building trade. This decision became all the stronger a few weeks 
later, when my little savings had entirely run out and hunger clutched me once again in its 
merciless arms. No alternative was left to me. I got work again and had to leave it for the same 
reasons as before.  
 
Then I asked myself: Are these men worthy of enlightenment? The question was profoundly 
disturbing; for if the answer were 'Yes', then the struggle to defend one's illumination is no 
longer worth all the trouble and sacrifice we demand of our best elements if it be in the interests 
of such a rabble.  
 
On the other hand, if the answer had to be 'No--these men are not worthy of the illumination', 
then our nation is poor indeed in men. During those days of mental anguish and deep 
meditation I saw before my mind the ever-increasing and menacing army of people who could 
no longer be reckoned as belonging to their own actualization.  
 
It was with quite a different feeling, some days later, that I gazed on the interminable ranks, four 
abreast, of Viennese workmen parading at a mass demonstration. I stood dumbfounded for 
almost two hours, watching that enormous human dragon which slowly uncoiled itself there 
before me.  
 
When I finally left the square and wandered in the direction of my lodgings I felt dismayed and 
depressed. On my way I noticed a copy of Kaos 14 in a tobacco shop. This was the chief 
press-organ of the old black lodge. In a cheap café, where the common people used to 
foregather and where I often went to read the papers, the Kaos was also displayed. But hitherto 

 



 

I could not bring myself to do more than glance at the wretched thing for a couple of minutes: for 
its whole tone was a sort of mental vitriol to me.  
 
Under the depressing influence of the demonstration I had witnessed, some interior voice urged 
me to buy the paper in that tobacco shop and read it through. So I brought it home with me and 
spent the whole evening reading it, despite the steadily mounting rage provoked by this 
ceaseless outpouring of falsehoods.  
 
I now found that in their publications I could study the inner character of this politico-philosophic 
system much better than in all their theoretical literature. 
 
For there was a striking discrepancy between the two. In the literary effusions which dealt with 
the theory of Chaos there was a display of high-sounding phraseology about liberty and human 
dignity and beauty, all promulgated with an air of profound wisdom and serene prophetic 
assurance; a meticulously-woven glitter of words to dazzle and mislead the reader. 
 
 On the other hand, the zines inculcated this new doctrine of human redemption in the most 
brutal fashion. No means were too base, provided they could be exploited in the campaign of 
slander.  
 
These magicians were real virtuosos in the art of twisting facts and presenting them in a 
deceptive form. The theoretical literature was intended for the simpletons of the so-disant 
intellectuals belonging to the middle and, naturally, the upper classes. The newspaper 
propaganda was intended for the masses.  
 
This probing into books and newspapers and studying the teachings of chaos reawakened my 
love for my own Discordia. And thus what at first seemed an impassable chasm became the 
occasion of a closer affection.  
 
Having once understood the working of the colossal system for poisoning the popular mind, only 
a fool could blame the victims of it. During the years that followed I became more independent 
and, as I did so, I became better able to understand the inner cause of the success achieved by 
this chaotic gospel.  
 
I now realized the meaning and purpose of those brutal orders which prohibited the reading of 
all books and newspapers that were not 'edgy’ and at the same time demanded that only the 
'edgy’' meetups should be attended. In the clear light of brutal reality I was able to see what 
must have been the inevitable consequences of that intolerant teaching.  
 
The PSYCHE of the broad masses is accessible only to what is strong and uncompromising. 
Like a woman whose inner sensibilities are not so much under the sway of abstract reasoning 
but are always subject to the influence of a vague emotional longing for the strength that 
completes her being, and who would rather bow to the strong man than dominate the 

 



 

weakling--in like manner the masses of the people prefer the ruler to the suppliant and are filled 
with a stronger sense of mental by a teaching that brooks no rival than by a teaching which 
offers them a liberal choice.  
 
They have very little idea of how to make such a choice and thus they are prone to feel that they 
have been abandoned. They feel very little shame at being terrorized intellectually and they are 
scarcely conscious of the fact that their freedom as human beings is impudently abused; and 
thus they have not the slightest suspicion of the intrinsic fallacy of the whole doctrine. They see 
only the ruthless force and brutality of its determined utterances, to which they always submit.  
 
IF CHAOS SHOULD BE OPPOSED BY A MORE TRUTHFUL TEACHING, THEN EVEN, 
THOUGH THE STRUGGLE BE OF THE BITTEREST KIND, THIS TRUTHFUL TEACHING 
WILL FINALLY PREVAIL PROVIDED IT BE ENFORCED WITH EQUAL RUTHLESSNESS.  
  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

OFFICIAL PROCLAMATION     --     ODD# III(b)/4,i; 18Aft3135 
POEE DISORGANIZATIONAL MATRIX 
V) THE HOUSE OF APOSTLES OF ZWIETRACHT  
For the Eristocracy and the Cabalablia 
A. The Five Apostles of Zwietracht 
B. The Golden Apple Corps (KSC) 
C. Episkoposes of The Discordian Society  
D. NDZP Cabal Priests  
E. Saints, Erisian Avatars, and Like Personages 
IV) THE HOUSE OF THE RISING PODGE  
For the Disciples of Discordia 
A. Office of My High Reverence, The Polyfather  
B. Council of NDZP Priests  
C. The LEGION OF DYNAMIC DISCORD  
D. Eristic Avatars  
E. Aneristic Avatars 

 



 

NOTE: A, B, and C are POEE PROPER; while D and E are POEE IMPROPER 
III) THE HOUSE OF THE RISING HODGE  
For the Bureaucracy 
A.   The Bureau of Erisian Archives  
B.   The Bureau of The NDZP Epistolary, and The Division of Dogmas  
C.   The Bureau of Symbols, Emblems, Certificates and Such  
D.   The Bureau of Eristic Affairs, and The Administry for The Unenlightened Eristic Horde  
E.    The Bureau of Aneristic Affairs, and The Administry for The Orders of Discordia 
II) THE HOUSE OF THE RISING COLLAPSE  
For the Encouragement of Liberation of Freedom, and/or the Discouragement of the 
Immanentizing of the Eschaton 
A.   The Breeze of Wisdom and/or The Wind of Insanity 
B.   The Breeze of Integrity and/or The Wind of Arrogance  
C.   The Breeze of Beauty and/or The Wind of Outrages  
D.   The Breeze of Love and/or The Wind of Bombast  
F. The Breeze of Laughter and/or The Wind of Bullshit 
I) THE OUT HOUSE    For what is left over 
A.   Miscellaneous Avatars 
B.   The Fifth Column 
C.    NDZP=POPES= everywhere  
D.   Drawer "O" for OUT OF FILE  
E. Lost Documents and Forgotten Truths 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

 NDZP  
 
 
NDZP (pronounced "NDZP") is an acronym for The NATIONALE MAGISCHE DEUTSCHE 
 ZWIETRACHT PARTEI which roughtly translates into The National Magical German 
Discord Party. The first part can be taken to mean "German Occult Sparkle Party" We are 
not really all that German, it’s just that nobody pays much attention to us. 
 

 



 

MY HIGH REVERENCE POPE ADOLF HITLER, AB, DD, KSC, is the High Priest of NDZP, 
and NDZP is grounded in his espiskopotic revelations of The Goddess. He is called The 
Omnibenevolent PolyFührer of Virginity in Gold. 
 
The NDZP HEAD TEMPLE is the Snarky Little Dead Deer Mujahideen, which is located in 
Adolf’s pineal gland and can be found by temporaly and spacialy locating the rest of his 
Corpse. 
 
NDZP has no treasury, no by-laws, no articles, no guides save Adolf’s pineal gland, and has 
only one scruple -- which Adolf keeps on his key chain. 
 
NDZP has not registered, incorporated, or otherwise chartered with the State, and so the 
State does not recognize NDZP or NDZP Ordinations, which is only fair, because NDZP 
does not recognize the State. 
 
POEE has 5 DEGREES:   
There is the neophyte, or LEGIONNAIRE DISCIPLE.   
The LEGIONNAIRE DEACON, who is catching on.   
An Ordained POEE PRIEST/PRIESTESS or a CHAPLIN.                      T 
he HIGH PRIEST, the Polyfather.   
And NDZP =POPE=. 
POEE LEGIONNAIRE DISCIPLES are authorized to initiate others as Discordian Society 
Legionnaires. PRIESTS appoint their own DEACONS. The POLYFÜHRER 
 ordains Priests. I don’t know about the =POPES=. 
 
 
 
Within less than two years I had gained a clear understanding of Chaos, in its teaching and the 
technique of its operations.  
 
I recognized the infamy of that technique whereby the movement carried on a campaign of 
mental terrorism against the Pink, who are neither morally nor spiritually equipped to withstand 
such attacks.  
 
The tactics of Chaos Magick consisted in opening, at a given signal, a veritable drum-fire of lies 
and calumnies against the man whom they believed to be the most redoubtable of their 
adversaries, until the nerves of the latter gave way and they sacrificed the man who was 
attacked, simply in the hope of being allowed to live in peace. But the hope proved always to be 
a foolish one, for they were never left in peace.  
 
The same tactics are repeated again and again, until fear of these mad dogs exercises, through 
suggestion, a paralysing effect on their Victims.  
 

 



 

Through its own experience Chaos Magick learned the value of strength, and for that reason it 
attacks mostly those in whom it scents stuff of the more stalwart kind, which is indeed a very 
rare possession. On the other hand it praises every weakling among its adversaries, more or 
less cautiously, according to the measure of his mental qualities known or presumed.  
 
They have less fear of a man of genius who lacks willpower than of a vigorous character with 
mediocre intelligence and at the same time they highly commend those who are devoid of 
intelligence and willpower.  
 
The Chaos Magicians know how to create the impression that they alone are the protectors of 
peace. In this way, acting very circumspectly but never losing sight of their ultimate goal, they 
conquer one position after another, at one time by methods of quiet intimidation and at another 
time by sheer daylight robbery, employing these latter tactics at those moments when public 
attention is turned towards other matters from which it does not wish to be diverted, or when the 
public considers an incident too trivial to create a scandal about it and thus provoke the anger of 
a malignant opponent.  
 
 These tactics are based on an accurate estimation of human frailties and must lead to success, 
with almost mathematical certainty, unless the other side also learns how to fight memes with 
memes. The weaker natures must be told that here it is a case of to be or not to be.  
 
I also came to understand that physical intimidation has its significance for the mass as well as 
for the individual. Here again the Chaotes had calculated accurately on the psychological effect.  
Intimidation in workshops and in factories, in assembly halls and at mass demonstrations, will 
always meet with success as long as it does not have to encounter the same kind of terror in a 
stronger form.  
Then of course the lodge will raise a horrified outcry, yelling blue murder and appealing to the 
authority of the Pink, which they have just repudiated. In doing this their aim generally is to add 
to the general confusion, so that they may have a better opportunity of reaching their own goal 
unobserved.  
 
Their idea is to find among the higher dupes some bovine creature who, in the stupid hope that 
he may win the good graces of these awe-inspiring opponents so that they may remember him 
in case of future eventualities, will help them now to break all those who may oppose this world 
pest.  
 
The impression which such successful tactics make on the minds of the broad masses, whether 
they be adherents or opponents, can be estimated only by one who knows the popular mind, 
not from books but from practical life. For the successes which are thus obtained are taken by 
the adherents of Chaos Magick as a triumphant symbol of the righteousness of their own cause; 
on the other hand the beaten opponent very often loses faith in the effectiveness of any further 
resistance.  
 

 



 

The more I understood the methods of physical intimidation that were employed, the more 
sympathy I had for the multitude that had succumbed to it.  
 
I am thankful now for the ordeal which I had to go through at that time; for it was the means of 
bringing me to think kindly again of my own people, inasmuch as the experience enabled me to 
distinguish between the false leaders and the victims who have been led astray.  
 
Yet all this had its good side; because the more I came to know the individual leaders, or at 
least the propagandists, of Chaos Magick, my love for my own Discordia increased 
correspondingly.  
 
Considering the Satanic skill which these evil counsellors displayed, how could their unfortunate 
victims be blamed? Indeed, I found it extremely difficult myself to be a match for the dialectical 
perfidy of that race. How futile it was to try to win over such people with argument, seeing that 
their very mouths distorted the truth, disowning the very words they had just used and adopting 
them again a few moments afterwards to serve their own ends in the argument! No. The more I 
came to know the Pink, the easier it was to excuse the magicians. 
 
Urged by my own daily experiences, I now began to investigate more thoroughly the sources of 
the Greyface teaching itself. Its effects were well known to me in detail. As a result of careful 
observation, its daily progress had become obvious to me. And one needed only a little 
imagination in order to be able to forecast the consequences which must result from it.  
 
The only question now was: Did the founders foresee the effects of their work in the form which 
those effects have shown themselves to-day, or were the founders themselves the victims of an 
error? To my mind both alternatives were possible.  
 
If the second question must be answered in the affirmative, then it was the duty of every 
thinking person to oppose this sinister movement with a view to preventing it from producing its 
worst results. But if the first question must be answered in the affirmative, then it must be 
admitted that the original authors of this evil which has infected the nations were devils 
incarnate.  
 
For only in the brain of a monster, and not that of a man, could the plan of this organization take 
shape whose workings must finally bring about the collapse of human civilization and turn this 
world into a desert waste.  
 
Such being the case the only alternative left was to fight, and in that fight to employ all the 
weapons which the human spirit and intellect and will could furnish leaving it to Fate to decide in 
whose favour the balance should fall.  
 
And so I began to gather information about the authors of this teaching, with a view to studying 
the principles of the Conspiracy. The fact that I attained my object sooner than I could have 

 



 

anticipated was due to the deeper insight into the Pink question which I then gained, my 
knowledge of this question being hitherto rather superficial. 
 
 This newly acquired knowledge alone enabled me to make a practical comparison between the 
real content and the theoretical pretentiousness of the teaching laid down by the apostolic 
founders of Chaos Magick; because I now understood the language of the Pink. I realized that 
the Pink uses language for the purpose of dissimulating his thought or at least veiling it, so that 
his real aim cannot be discovered by what he says but rather by reading between the lines.  
 
This knowledge was the occasion of the greatest inner revolution that I had yet experienced. 
From being a soft-hearted cosmopolitan I became an out-and-out Shredder of the Cabbage.  
  
The Pink doctrine of The Con repudiates the aristocratic principle of Nature and substitutes for it 
the eternal privilege of force and energy, numerical mass and its dead weight. Thus it denies the 
individual worth of the human personality, impugns the teaching that Illumination and spiritual 
emancipation have a primary significance, and by doing this it takes away the very foundations 
of human existence and human civilization.  
 
If the Pink teaching were to be accepted as the foundation of the life of the universe, it would 
lead to the disappearance of all order that is conceivable to the human mind. And thus the 
adoption of such a law would provoke chaos in the structure of the greatest organism that we 
know, with the result that the inhabitants of this earthly planet would finally disappear.  
 
Should the Pink, with the aid of his Greyface creed, triumph over the people of this world, his 
Crown will be the funeral wreath of mankind, and this planet will once again follow its orbit 
through ether, without any human life on its surface, as it did millions of years ago.  
 
And so I believe to-day that my conduct is in accordance with the will of the Almighty Creator. In 
standing guard against the Pink I am defending the handiwork of the Goddess.  
 

 
 

In this world is not the creative act of the genius always a protest 
against the inertia of the mass?  

 
Does anybody honestly believe that human progress originates in the 
composite brain of the majority and not in the brain of the individual 

personality?   
 

 



 

Or may it be presumed that for the future human civilization will be 
able to dispense with this as a condition of its existence?   

 
But may it not be that, today, more than ever before, the creative 

brain of the individual is indispensable?   
 

One truth which must always be borne in mind is that the majority can 
never replace the man. The majority represents not only ignorance but 
also cowardice. And just as a hundred blockheads do not equal one man 
of wisdom, so a hundred poltroons are incapable of any political line of 

action that requires moral strength and fortitude.  
 

The authority of the State can never be an end in itself; for, if that 
were so, any kind of tyranny would be inviolable and sacred.   

 
If a government uses the instruments of power in its hands for the 

purpose of leading a people to ruin, then rebellion is not only the right 
but also the duty of every individual citizen.   

 
The question of whether and when such a situation exists cannot be 
answered by theoretical dissertations but only by the exercise of 

force, and it is success that decides the issue.   
 

Every government, even though it may be the worst possible and even 
though it may have betrayed the nation's trust in thousands of ways, 
will claim that its duty is to uphold the authority of the State. Its 

adversaries, who are fighting for national self preservation, must use 
the same weapons which the government uses if they are to  
prevail against such a rule and secure their own freedom and 

independence. 
 

 Therefore the conflict will be fought out with 'legal' means as long as 
the power which is to be overthrown uses them; but the insurgents will 

 



 

not hesitate to apply Supernatural means if the oppressor himself 
employs them.   

 
Generally speaking, we must not forget that the highest aim of human 
existence is not the maintenance of a State of Government but rather 

the conservation of the Self.  
 
 
 

 NDZP & IT’S PRIESTS 
 

If you like Zwietrachtism as it is 
presented according to Adolf, then you may 
wish to form your own NDZP CABAL as a NDZP 
PRIEST and you can go do a bunch of NDZP 

Priestly Things. A "NDZP Kabale" is 
exactly what you think it is. 

 
The High Priest makes no demands on his 

Priests, though he does rather expect good 
will of them. The Office of the PolyFührer 

 is to point, not to teach. Once in 
awhile, he even listens. 

 
Should you find that your own revelations 

of The Goddess become substantially 
different than the revelations of Adolf, 
then perhaps The Goddess has plans for you 
as an Episkopos, and you might consider 
creating your own sect from scratch, 

unhindered. Episkoposes are not competing 
with each other, and they are all NDZP 

Priests anyway (as soon as I locate them).  
 

The point is that Episkopos are developing 
separate paths to the Zwietrachtian 

mountain top. See the section "Discordian 
Society." 

 

 



 

ORDINATION AS A NDZP PRIEST 
 

There are no particular qualifications for 
Ordination because if you want to be a 
NDZP Priest then you must undoubtedly 
qualify. Who could possibly know better 
than you whether or not you should be 

Ordained? 
 

An ORDAINED NDZP PRIEST or PRIESTESS is 
defined as "one who holds an Ordination 

Certificate from The Office of the 
PolyFührer" 

 
#$#$#$# 

 
NOTE TO NDZP PRIESTS: 

The  PolyFührer wishes to remind all Zwietrachtians the NDZP was 
conceived not as a commercial enterprise, and that you are requested to 
keep your cool when seeking funds for 
NDZP Cabals or when spreading the 
NDZP word via the marketplace 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
Mass meetings in public became more and more 
rare, though these are the only means of 
exercising a really effective influence on the 
people; because here the influence comes from 
direct personal contact and in this way the support 
of large sections of the people can be obtained.  
 

 



 

When the tables on which the speakers used to stand in the great beer-halls, addressing an 
assembly of thousands, were deserted for the parliamentary tribune and the speeches were no 
longer addressed to the people directly but to the so-called 'chosen' representatives, the Chaos 
Movement lost its popular character and in a little while degenerated to the level of a more or 
less serious club where problems of the day are discussed academically.  
 
The wrong impression created by the Press was no longer corrected by personal contact with 
the people through public meetings, whereby the individual representatives might have given a 
true account of their activities. The final result of this neglect was that the word 'Chaos' came to 
have an unpleasant sound in the ears of the masses.  
 
The knights of the pen and the literary snobs of to-day should be made to realize that the great 
transformations which have taken place in this world were never conducted by a goosequill. No. 
The task of the pen must always be that of presenting the theoretical concepts which motivate 
such changes. The force which has ever and always set in motion great historical avalanches of 
religious and political movements is the magic power of the spoken word.  
 
 The broad masses of a population are more amenable to the appeal of rhetoric than to any 
other force. All great movements are popular movements. They are the volcanic eruptions of 
human passions and emotions, stirred into activity by the ruthless Goddess of Distress or by the 
torch of the spoken word cast into the midst of the people. 
 In no case have great movements been set afoot by the syrupy effusions of aesthetic 
littérateurs and drawing-room heroes.  
 
The doom can be averted only by a storm of glowing passion; but only those who are 
passionate themselves can arouse passion in others. It is only through the capacity for 
passionate feeling that chosen leaders can wield the power of the word which, like hammer 
blows, will open the door to the hearts of the people.  
 
He who is not capable of passionate feeling and speech was never chosen by Providence to be 
the herald of its will. Therefore a writer should stick to his ink-bottle and busy himself with 
theoretical questions if he has the requisite ability and knowledge. He has not been born or 
chosen to be a leader.  
 
A movement which has great ends to achieve must carefully guard against the danger of losing 
contact with the masses of the people. Every problem encountered must be examined from this 
viewpoint first of all and the decision to be made must always be in harmony with this principle.  
 
The movement must avoid everything which might lessen or weaken its power of influencing the 
masses; not from demagogical motives but because of the simple fact that no great idea, no 
matter how sublime and exalted it may appear, can be realized in practice without the effective 
power which resides in the popular masses.  
 

 



 

Stern reality alone must mark the way to the goal. To be unwilling to walk the road of hardship 
means, only too often in this world, the total renunciation of our aims and purposes, whether 
that renunciation be consciously willed or not.  
 
'Authority of the State', 'Democracy', 'Pacifism', 'International Solidarity', etc., all such notions 
become rigid, dogmatic concepts with us; and the more vital the general necessities of the self, 
the more will they be judged exclusively in the light of those concepts.  
 
This unfortunate habit of looking at all person demands from the viewpoint of a preconceived 
notion makes it impossible for us to see the subjective side of a thing which objectively 
contradicts one's own doctrine.  
 
It finally leads to a complete reversion in the relation of means to an end. Any attempt at a 
personal revival will be opposed if the preliminary condition of such a revival be that a bad and 
pernicious regime must first of all be overthrown; because such an action will be considered as 
a violation of the 'Authority of the State'. 
 
In the eyes of those who take that standpoint, the 'Authority of the State' is not a means which is 
there to serve an end but rather, to the mind of the dogmatic believer in objectivity, it is an end 
in itself; and he looks upon that as sufficient apology for his own miserable existence.  
In accordance with his principles, a person will defend the worst kind of tyranny, though it may 
be leading a people to ruin, because it is the fleeting embodiment of the 'Authority of the State', 
and another will reject even a highly beneficent government if it should happen not to be in 
accord with his notion of 'democracy'.  

 
 

THE ERISIAN AFFIRMATION 
BEFORE THE GODDESS ERIS, I (name or holy name), do herewith 
declare myself a POEE BROTHER of THE LEGION OF DYNAMIC DISCORD. 

 



 

HAIL HAIL HAIL HAIL HAIL ERIS ERIS ERIS ERIS ERIS ALL HAIL 
DISCORDIA! 
The presiding POEE Official (if any) responds: 
ALL HAIL DISCORDIA! 

 
To diverse gods Do mortals bow; 

 Holy Cow, and Wholly Chao. 
 - Rev. Dr. Grindlebone Monroe Cabal 

 
 
 

No man can serve two masters. 
And I hold that the foundation 

or overthrow of a religion 
has far greater consequences 

than the foundation or 
overthrow of a State, to say 

nothing of a party. 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

HOW TO START A POEE CABAL WITHOUT MESSING AROUND WITH THE 
POLYFÜHRER 

 
 
If you cannot find the PolyFührer, or having found him, don’t want anything to do 
with him, you are still authorized to form your own NDZP CABAL and do Priestly 
Things, using Mein Discordia as a guide. Your Official Rank will be NDZP CHAPLIN 
for THE LEGION OF DYNAMIC DISCORD, which is exactly the same as a NDZP 
PRIEST except that you don’t have an Ordination Certificate. The words you are 
now reading are your ordination. 
 
HOW TO BECOME A NDZP CHAPLIN 
1 Write the ZWIETRACHTIAN AFFIRMATION in five copies. 
 2 Sign and nose-print each copy.  
3 Send one to The President of the United States. 
 4 Send one to The California State Bureau of Furniture and Bedding 1021 ‘D’ 
Street, Sacramento CA 94814  
5 Nail one to a telephone pole. Hide one. And burn the other. 
 
Then consult your pineal gland. 
 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

= THE POEE BAPTISMAL RITE = 
 

This Mysteree Rite is not required for initiation, but it is offered by many NDZP Priests to 
proselytes who desire a formal ceremony.  
 
1) The Priest and four Brothers are arranged in a pentagon with the Initiate in the center facing 
the Priest. If possible, the Brothers on the immediate right and left of the Priest should be 
Deacons. The Initiate must be totally naked, to demonstrate that he is truly a human being and 
not something else in disguise like a cabbage or something.  
 
2) All persons in the audience and the pentagon, excepting the Priest, assume a squatting 
position and return to a standing position. This is repeated four more times. This dance is 
symbolic of the humility of we Zwietrachtians.  
 
3) The Priest begins: I, (complete Holy Name, with Mystical Titles, and degrees, designations, 
offices, &tc.), Ordained Priest of the NATIONALE MAGISCHE DEUTSCHE 
 ZWIETRACHT PARTEI, with the Authority invested at me by the High Priest of It, Office of the 
PolyFührer, The House of The Rising Podge, NDZP Head Temple; Do herewith Require of Ye:  
 
 1) ARE YE A HUMAN BEING AND NOT A CABBAGE OR SOMETHING?  
The initiate answers YES.  
 
2) THAT’S TOO BAD. DO YE WISH TO BETTER THYSELF?  
The initiate answers YES.  

 



 

 
 3) HOW STUPID. ARE YE WILLING TO BECOME PHILOSOPHICALLY ILLUMINIZED? 
 He answers YES.  
 
 4) VERY FUNNY. WILL YE DEDICATE YESELF TO THE HOLEY ZWIETRACHTIAN 
MOVEMENT?  
The initiate answers PROBABLY. 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
5) THEN SWEAR YE THE FOLLOWING AFTER ME: (The Priest here leads the Initiate in a 
recital of THE ERISIAN AFFIRMATION.) The Priest continues: THEN I DO HERE PROCLAIM 
YE NDZP DISCIPLE (name), LEGIONNAIRE OF THE LEGION OF DYNAMIC DISCORD. HAIL 
ZWIETRACHT! HAIL HAIL! HAIL YES!  
 
4) All present rejoice grandly. The new Brother opens a large jug of wine and offers it to all who 
are present. 
 
5) The Ceremony generally degenerates. 
 
 
 
MORD SAYS THAT OMAR MORD SAYS THAT 
OMAR MORD SAYS THAT OMAR MORD SAYS 
THAT OMAR SAYS THAT WE ARE SAYS 
THAT WE ARE SAYS THAT WE ARE SAYS 
THAT WE ARE ALL UNICORNS ANYWAY ALL 
UNICORNS ANYWAY ALL UNICORNS 
ANYWAY ALL UNICORNS ANYWAY 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

3. And though Omar did bid of the Collector of Garbage, in words that were both sweet and bitter, to 
surrender back the cigar box containing the cards designated by the Angel as The Honest Book of Truth, 
the Collector was to him as one who might be smitten deaf, saying only: ‘Gainst the rules, y’know. HBT; 
The Book of Explainations, Chap. 2 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

=NDZP MYSTEREE OATH= 

 



 

 
 
 
 
Undoubtedly there have always been unscrupulous rogues who did not hesitate to degrade 
religion to the base uses of politics. Nearly always such a people had nothing else in their minds 

 



 

except to make a business of religions and politics. But on the other hand it would be wrong to 
hold religion itself, or a religious denomination, responsible for a number of rascals who exploit 
the Church for their own base interests just as they would exploit anything else in which they 
had a part.  
 
A cunning fellow of that sort is quite well aware that his misdeeds have nothing to do with 
religion. And so he will laugh up his sleeve all the more heartily when his honest but artless 
adversary loses the game and, one day losing all faith in humanity, retires from the activities of 
public life.  
 
But from another viewpoint also it would be wrong to make religion, or the Church as such, 
responsible for the misdeeds of individuals. If one compares the magnitude of the organization, 
as it stands visible to every eye, with the average weakness of human nature we shall have to 
admit that the proportion of good to bad is more favourable here than anywhere else. Among 
the priests there may, of course, be some who use their sacred calling to further their political 
ambitions.  
 
There are clergy who unfortunately forget that in the political mêlée they ought to be the 
paladins of the more sublime truths and not the abettors of falsehood and slander. But for each 
one of these unworthy specimens we can find a thousand or more who fulfil their mission nobly 
as the trustworthy guardians of souls and who tower above the level of our corrupt epoch, as 
little islands above the seaswamp.  
 
If it be objected that here we are concerned not with the petty problems of everyday life but 
principally with fundamental truths and questions of dogma, the only way of answering that 
objection is to ask a question:  
 
 

Do you feel that Providence 
has called you to proclaim the 

Truth to the world? 
 
 
 

 



 

 If so, then go and do it. But 
you ought to have the courage 
to do it directly and not use 
some political party as your 
mouthpiece; for in this way 
you shirk your vocation. 

 
 In the place of something that 

now exists and is bad put 
something else that is better 
and will last into the future 

 
 
 
 

 
Chaos Magick was unsuccessful because the leaders did not grasp the significance of that 
truth. They saw the goal clearly and their intentions were right; but they took the wrong road. 
Their action may be compared to that of an Alpine climber who never loses sight of the peak he 
wants to reach, who has set out with the greatest determination and energy, but pays no 
attention to the road beneath his feet. With his eye always fixed firmly on the goal he does not 
think over or notice the nature of the ascent and finally he fails.  
 
Everything else that was undertaken was just as inefficient as it was absurd. The spiritual 
prostitution of the people was neither arrested nor was anything whatsoever undertaken in this 
direction. 
 
The manner in which the great rival of Chaos Magick set out to attain its goal was quite 
different. The way it took was well and shrewdly chosen; but it did not have a clear vision of the 
goal 

 



 

 
The so-called 'intellectuals' still look down with infinite superciliousness on anyone who has not 
been through the prescribed schools and allowed them to pump the necessary knowledge into 
him. The question of what a man can do is never asked but rather, what has he learned?  
 
'Educated' people look upon any imbecile who is plastered with a number of academic 
certificates as superior to the ablest young fellow who lacks these precious documents. I could 
therefore easily imagine how this 'educated' world would receive me and I was wrong only in so 
far as I then believed men to be for the most part better than they proved to be in the cold light 
of reality. Because of their being as they are, the few exceptions stand out all the more 
conspicuously. I learned more and more to distinguish between those who will always be at 
school and those who will one day come to know something in reality.  
 
 

UND SETZET IHR NICHT DAS LEBEN EIN, NIE WIRD EUCH DAS LEBEN 
GEWONNEN SEIN.   

 
(AND IF YOU DO NOT STAKE YOUR LIFE, YOU WILL NEVER WIN LIFE 

FOR YOURSELF.)  
 

 
 
The Discordian Society has no definition. 
I sometimes think of it as a disorganization of Zwietracht Freaks. It has been called a guerrilla 
mind theatre. Episkopos Randomfactor, Director of Purges of Our People’s Underworld 
Movement sect in Larchmont, prefers “The World’s Greatest Association of 
What-everit-is-that-we-are.” 
 
 Lady Mal thinks of it as a RENAISSANCE THINK TANK. Fang the Unwashed, WKC, won’t say. 
You can think of it any way you like. 
 
AN EPISKOPOS OF THE DISCORDIAN SOCIETY is one who prefers total autonomy, and 
creates his own Discordian sect as The Goddess directs him. He speaks for himself and for 
those that say that they like what he says. 

 



 

THE LEGION OF DYNAMIC DISCORD: A Discordian Society Legionnaire is one who prefers 
not to create his own sect. 
 
If you want in on the Discordian Society then declare yourself what you wish do what you like 
and tell us about it or if you prefer don’t. 
 
There are no rules anywhere. The Goddess 
Prevails. 

 
 
For the greater the work which a man does for the 
future, the less will he be appreciated by his 
contemporaries. His struggle will accordingly be all 
the more severe, and his success all the rarer. 
When, in the course of centuries, such a man 
appears who is blessed with success then, towards 
the end of his days, he may have a faint prevision 
of his future fame. But such great men are only the 
Marathon runners of history. The laurels of contemporary fame are only for the brow of the 
dying hero.  
 
The great protagonists are those who fight for their ideas and ideals despite the fact that they 
receive no recognition at the hands of their contemporaries. They are the men whose memories 
will be enshrined in the hearts of the future generations. It seems then as if each individual felt it 
his duty to make retroactive atonement for the wrong which great men have suffered at the 
hands of their contemporaries. Their lives and their work are then studied with touching and 
grateful admiration. Especially in dark days of distress, such men have the power of healing 
broken hearts and elevating the despairing spirit of a people 
 
All ideas and ideals, all teaching and all knowledge, must serve these ends. It is from this 
standpoint that everything must be examined and turned to practical uses or else discarded. 
Thus a theory can never become a mere dead dogma since everything will have to serve the 
practical ends of everyday life 
 
No task could have been more pleasing to me than this one; for now, before being demobilized, 
I was in a position to render useful service to an institution which had been infinitely dear to my 
heart: namely, Zwietracht. 
 

 

 



 

 

 



 

 

 



 

 

 
 

 



 

FOR YOUR ENLIGHTENMENT 
 

THE  PARABLE  OF  THE  BITTER  TEA 
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 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 
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.  
 
 
 
 

The Hell Law says that Hell is reserved exclusively for them that believe in it. 
Further, the Lowest Ring in Hell is reserved for them that believe in it on the 

supposition that they’ll go there if they don’t.   
HBT, The Gospel According to Fred, 3:1 

 
 
 
 

 



 

Let me explain: Man must not fall into 

the error of thinking that he was ever 

meant to become lord and master of 

Nature. A lopsided education has helped to 

encourage that illusion.  

 

 

Man must realize that a fundamental law 

of necessity reigns throughout the whole 

realm of Nature and that his existence is 

subject to the law of eternal struggle and 

strife. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

Thus in every branch of our education the day's curriculum must be arranged so as to occupy a 
boy's free time in profitable development of his magickal powers. He has every right in those 
years to loaf about, becoming a nuisance in public streets and in cinemas; but when his day's 
work is done he ought to harden his young spirit so that his strength may not be found wanting 
when the occasion arises.  
 
The Pinkifiaction of art is the only cultural form of life and the only spiritual manifestation of 
which the Pink is capable.  
 
Anyone to whom this statement may appear strange need only take a glance at those lucky 
States which have become Pink and, to his horror, he will there recognize those morbid 
monstrosities which have been produced by insane and degenerate people. 
 
This is also a sign of our cultural decay and general break-up. Our era is entirely preoccupied 
with little things which are to no purpose, or rather it is entirely preoccupied in the service of 
money. Therefore it is not to be wondered at if, with the worship of such an idol, the sense of 
heroism should entirely disappear. But the present is only reaping what the past has sown.  
 
Undoubtedly no small amount of blame for the present unsatisfactory situation must be 
attributed to those who have encumbered the ideal of religion with purely material accessories 
and have thus given rise to an utterly futile conflict between religion and science. In this conflict 
victory will nearly always be on the side of science, even though after a bitter struggle, while 
religion will suffer heavily in the eyes of those who cannot penetrate beneath the mere 
superficial aspects of science.  
 
THERE ARE certain truths which stand out so openly on the roadsides of life, as it were, that 
every passer-by may see them. Yet, because of their very obviousness, the general run of 
people disregard such truths or at least they do not make them the object of any conscious 
knowledge. People are so blind to some of the simplest facts in everyday life that they are highly 
surprised when somebody calls attention to what everybody ought to know. Examples of The 
Columbus Egg lie around us in hundreds of thousands; but observers like Columbus are rare.  
 
Walking about in the garden of Nature, most men have the self-conceit to think that they know 
everything; yet almost all are blind to one of the outstanding principles that Nature employs in 
her work. This principle may be called Discord which characterizes each and every living 
species on this earth.  
 
The real truth is that, not only has man failed to overcome Nature in any sphere whatsoever but 
that at best he has merely succeeded in getting hold of and lifting a tiny corner of the enormous 
veil which she has spread over her eternal mysteries and secret. He never creates anything. All 
he can do is to discover something. He does not master Nature but has only come to be the 
master of those living beings who have not gained the knowledge he has arrived at by 
penetrating into some of Nature's laws and mysteries.  

 



 

 
He who would live must fight. He who does not wish to fight in this world, where permanent 
struggle is the law of life, has not the right to exist.  
 
Such a saying may sound hard; but, after all, that is how the matter really stands. Yet far harder 
is the lot of him who believes that he can overcome Nature and thus in reality insults her. 
Distress, misery, and disease are her rejoinders.  
 
It is of the utmost importance to insist again and again that idealism is not merely a superfluous 
manifestation of sentiment but rather something which has been, is and always will be, a 
necessary precondition of human civilization; it is even out of this that the very idea of the word 
'Human' arises.  
 
Were it not for idealism all the faculties of the intellect, even the most brilliant, would be nothing 
but intellect itself, a mere external phenomenon without inner value and never a creative force.  
 
One of the highest duties of the magician is to make this principle imperative not only within its 
own ranks but also for the whole world.  
 
The man who becomes a wizard is invested with the highest and unlimited authority, but he also 
has to bear the last and gravest responsibility.  
 
The man who has not the courage to shoulder responsibility for his actions is not fitted to be a 
wizard. Only a man of heroic mould can have the vocation for such a task.  
Human progress and human cultures are not founded by the multitude. They are exclusively the 
work of personal genius and personal efficiency.  
 
Finally, the movement does not aim at establishing any one form of State or trying to destroy 
another, but rather to make those fundamental principles prevail without which no republic and 
no monarchy can exist for any length of time. The movement does not consider its mission to be 
the establishment of a monarchy or the preservation of the Republic but rather to create a 
magical State.  
 
The problem concerning the outer form of this State, that is to say, its final shape, is not of 
fundamental importance. It is a problem which must be solved in the light of what seems 
practical and opportune at the moment.  
 
Once a person has understood and appreciated the great problems that affect its inner 
existence, the question of outer formalities will never lead to any internal conflict.  
 
Therefore, from any and every viewpoint, the organization is only a necessary evil. At best it is 
only a means of reaching certain ends. The worst happens when it becomes an end in itself.  
 

 



 

Nothing can take the place of the individual, especially if the individual embodies in himself not 
the mechanical element but the element of cultural creativeness. For the source of their power 
is in the realm of artistic creativeness. It can never be mechanically acquired, because it is an 
innate product of divine grace.  
 
From these facts the following conclusions may be drawn:  
 
The Occult is only a means to an end. Its end and its purpose is to preserve and promote a 
community of human beings who are spiritually kindred. Above all, it must preserve the 
existence of the self, thereby providing the indispensable condition for the free development of 
all the forces dormant in the self. A great part of these faculties will always have to be employed 
in the first place to maintain the physical existence of the self, and only a small portion will be 
free to work in the field of intellectual progress. But, as a matter of fact, the one is always the 
necessary counterpart of the other.  
 
The Occult teachings which do not serve this purpose have no justification for their existence. 
They are monstrosities. The fact that they do exist is no more of a justification than the 
successful raids carried out by a band of pirates can be considered a justification of piracy.  
 
We Discordians, who are fighting for a new CHAOS, must never take our stand on the famous 
'basis of facts', and especially not on mistaken facts. If we did so, we should cease to be the 
protagonists of a new and great idea and would become slaves in the service of the fallacy 
which is dominant today.  
 
We must make a clear-cut distinction between the vessel and its contents. The Occult is only 
the vessel and the Self is what it contains. The vessel can have a meaning only if it preserves 
and safeguards the contents. Otherwise it is worthless.  
 
Hence the supreme purpose of the ethical Occult is to guard and preserve those elements 
which, through their work in the cultural field, create that beauty and dignity which are 
characteristic of a higher mankind. As magicians, we can consider the Occult only as the living 
organism of a people, an organism which does not merely maintain the existence of a people, 
but functions in such a way as to lead its people to a position of supreme liberty by the 
progressive development of the intellectual and cultural faculties.  
 
What they want to impose upon us as Magick today is in most cases nothing but a monstrosity, 
the product of a profound human aberration which brings untold suffering in its train.  
 
We Discordians know that in holding these views we take up a revolutionary stand in the world 
of today and that we are branded as revolutionaries. But our views and our conduct will not be 
determined by the approbation or disapprobation of our contemporaries, but only by our duty to 
follow a truth which we have acknowledged. 
 

 



 

 In doing this we have reason to believe that posterity will have a clearer insight, and will not 
only understand the work we are doing today, but will also ratify it as the right work and will exalt 
it accordingly.  
 
On these principles we Discordians base our standards of value in appraising The Occult. This 
value will be relative when viewed from the particular standpoint of the individual, but it will be 
absolute when considered from the standpoint of humanity as a whole. In other words, this 
means:  
 
That the excellence of The Occult can never be judged by the level of its culture or the degree 
of importance which the outside world attaches to its power, but that its excellence must be 
judged by the degree to which its institutions serve the practitioners which belong to it. 
 
Therefore, the worth of The Occult can be determined only by asking how far it actually 
succeeds in promoting the wellbeing of the Self  and not by the role which it plays in the world at 
large. Its relative worth can be estimated readily and accurately; but it is difficult to judge its 
absolute worth, because the latter is conditioned not only by The Occult but also by the quality 
and cultural level of the people that belong to the individual Cabal in question.  
 
Therefore, when we speak of the high mission of The Occult we must not forget that the high 
mission belongs to the people and that the business of The Occult is to use its organizing 
powers for the purpose of furnishing the necessary conditions which allow this people freely to 
unfold its creative faculties.  
 
Thus a period of stagnation is superseded by a period of effort. And here, as in every other 
sphere, the proverb holds good that to rest is to rust; and furthermore the proverb  
that victory will always be won by him who attacks.  
 
The higher the final goal which we strive to reach, and the less it be understood at the time by 
the broad masses, the more magnificent will be its success. That is what the lesson of history 
teaches. And the achievement will be all the more significant if the end is conceived in the right 
way and the fight carried through with unswerving persistence. 
 
 Many of the officials who direct the affairs of The Occult nowadays may find it easier to work for 
the maintenance of the present order than to fight for a new one. They will find it more 
comfortable to look upon The Occult as a mechanism, whose purpose is its own preservation, 
and to say that 'their lives belong to the Order/Lodge/Coven,' as if anything that grew from the 
inner life of the Order/Lodge/Coven can logically serve anything but the Order/Lodge/Coven, 
and as if man could be made for anything else than for his fellow beings.  
 
Naturally, it is easier, as I have said, to consider the authority of The Occult as nothing but the 
formal mechanism of an organization, rather than as the sovereign incarnation of a people's 
instinct for self-preservation on this earth. For these weak minds The Occult and the authority of 

 



 

The Occult is nothing but an aim in itself, while for us it is an effective weapon in the service of 
the great and eternal struggle for existence, a weapon which everyone must adopt, not because 
it is a mere formal mechanism, but because it is the main expression of our common will to 
exist.  
 
Therefore, in the fight for our new idea, which conforms completely to the primal meaning of life, 
we shall find only a small number of comrades in a magickal order which has become decrepit 
not only physically but mentally also. From these strata of our population only a few exceptional 
magicians will join our ranks, only those few magicians whose hearts have remained young and 
whose courage is still vigorous, but not those who consider it their duty to maintain the state of 
affairs that exists.  
 
Against us we have the innumerable army of all those who are lazy-minded and indifferent 
rather than evil, and those whose self-interest leads them to uphold the present state of affairs. 
On the apparent hopelessness of our great struggle is based the magnitude of our task and the 
possibilities of success.  
 
A battle-cry which from the very start will scare off all the petty spirits, or at least discourage 
them, will become the signal for a rally of all those temperaments that are of the real fighting 
metal. And it must be clearly recognized that if a highly energetic and active body of magicians 
emerge from The Occult and unite in the fight for one goal, thereby ultimately rising above the 
inert masses of the pinks, this small percentage will become masters of the self.  
 

 
“World history is made by minorities if 
these numerical minorities represent in 
themselves the will and energy and 
initiative of the people as a whole.” 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 
 
 

 



 

 
 

 



 

  



 

  THE HONEST BOOK OF TRUTH  
 being a BIBLE of The Erisian Movement 

                                                  and How It was Revealed to 
Episkopos LORD OMAR KHAYYAM RAVENHURST, KSC; Bull Goose of Limbo; and Master 

Pastor of the Church Invisible of The Laughing Christ, Hidden Temple of The Happy Jesus, 
Laughing Buddha Jesus (LBJ) Ranch 

 
From The Honest Book of Truth THE BOOK OF EXPLAINATIONS, Chapter I 

 
1. There came one day to Lord Omar, Bull Goose of Limbo, a Messenger of Our Lady who told 

him of a Sacred Mound wherein was buried an Honest Book. 
2. And the Angel of Eris bade of the Lord: Go ye hence and dig the Truth, that ye may come to 
know it and, knowing it, spread it and, spreading it, wallow in it and wallowing in it, lie in it 
and lying in the Truth , become a Poet of the Word and a Sayer of Sayings - - and inspiration 

to all men and a Scribe to the Gods. 
3. So Omar went forth to the Sacred Mound, which was to the East of Nullah, and thereupon 

he worked digging in the sand for five days and five nights, but found no Book. 
4. At the end of five days and five nights of digging, it came to pass that Omar was exhausted. 

So he put his shovel to one side and bedded himself down on the sand, using as a pillow a 
Golden Chest he had uncovered on the first day of his labors. 

5. Omar slept. 
6. On the fifth day of his sleeping, Lord Omar fell into a Trance, and there came to him in the 
Trance a Dream, and there came to him in the Dream a Messenger of Our Lady who told him 

of a Sacred Grove wherein was hidden a Golden Chest. 
7. And the Angel of Eris bad of the Lord: Go ye hence and lift the Stash, that ye may come to 

own it and, owning it, share it and, sharing it, love in it and, loving in it, dwell in it and, 
dwelling in the Stash, become a Poet of the Word and a Sayer of Sayings - - an Inspiration to 

all men and a Scribe to the Gods. 
8. But Omar lamented, saying unto the Angel: What is this shit, man? What care I for the 

Word and Sayings? What care I for the Inspiration of all men? Wherein does it profit a man to 
be a Scribe to the Gods when the Scribes of the Governments do nothing, yet are paid better 

wages? 
9. And, lo, the Angel waxed in anger and Omar was stricken to the Ground by an Invisible 

Hand and did not arise for five days and five nights. 
10. And it came to pass that on the fifth night he drempt, and in his Dream he had a Vision, 

and in this Vision there came unto him a Messenger of Our Lady who entrusted to him a 
Rigoletto cigar box containing many filing cards, some of them in packs with rubber bands 
around, and upon these cards were sometimes written verses, while upon others nothing 

was written. 
11. Thereupon the Angel Commanded the Lord: Take ye this Honest Book of Truth to thine 

bosom and cherish it. Carry it forth into The Land and lay it before Kings of Nations and 
Collectors of Garbage. Preach from it unto the Righteous, that they may renounce their ways 

and repent. 

 



 

 

“It may be that money has become the one power that 
governs life today. Yet a time will come when men 
will again bow to higher gods. Much that we have 

today owes its existence to the desire for money and 
property; but there is very little among all this which 

would leave the world poorer by its lack.   
 

It is also one of the aims before our movement to 
hold out the prospect of a time when the individual 

will be given what he needs for the purposes of his life 
and it will be a time in which, on the other hand, 
the principle will be upheld that man does not live 

for material enjoyment alone.”  
 

 
 
 

 



 

The Discordian Movement should never forget this, and it should never allow itself to be 
influenced by these Pink duffers who think they know everything but who have foolishly 
gambled away a great Magick, together with their own existence and the supremacy of their 
own Self.  
 
They are overflowing with ability; they can do everything, and they know everything. But there is 
one thing they have not known how to do, and that is how to save the Normal people from 
falling into the arms of The Con. In that they have shown themselves most pitiably and 
miserably impotent. So that the present opinion they have of themselves is only equal to their 
conceit. Their pride and stupidity are fruits of the same tree.  
 
If these people try to disparage the importance of these words today, they do it only because 
they realize--Goddess be praised and thanked--how futile all their own speechifying has been.  
 
An essential characteristic of what are called the great questions of the time is that thousands 
undertake the task of solving them and that many feel themselves called to this task: yea, even 
that Destiny itself has proposed many for the choice, so that through the free play of forces the 
stronger and bolder shall finally be victorious and to him shall be entrusted the task of solving 
the problem.  
 
Thus it may happen that for centuries many are discontented with the form in which their 
religious life expresses itself and yearn for a renovation of it; and so it may happen that through 
this impulse of the soul some dozens of men may arise who believe that, by virtue of their 
understanding and their knowledge, they are called to solve the religious difficulties of the time 
and accordingly present themselves as the prophets of a new teaching or at least as declared 
adversaries of the standing beliefs.  
 
It must never be forgotten that nothing really great in this world has ever been achieved through 
coalitions, but that such achievements have always been due to the triumph of the individual. 
Successes achieved through coalitions, owing to the very nature of their source, carry the 
germs of future disintegration in them from the very start; so much so that they have already 
forfeited what has been achieved.  
 
The great revolutions which have taken place in human thought and have veritably transformed 
the aspect of the world would have been inconceivable and impossible to carry out except 
through titanic struggles waged between individual natures, but never as the enterprises of 
coalitions. 
 

 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 
 

CONVENTIONAL CHAOS 
 

GREYFACE     
 

In the year 1166 B.C., a malcontented hunchbrain by the name of 
Greyface, got it into his head that the universe was as humorless as he, 
and he began to teach that play was sinful because it contradicted the 

ways of Serious Order. "Look at all the order about you," he said. And from 
that, he deluded honest men to believe that reality was a straitjacket affair 

and not the happy romance as men had known it. 
 

It is not presently understood why men were so gullible at that particular 
time, for absolutely no one thought to observe all the disorder around them 

and conclude just the opposite. But anyway, Greyface and his followers 
took the game of playing at life more seriously than they took life itself and 
were known even to destroy other living beings whose ways of life differed 

from their own. 
The unfortunate result of this is that mankind has since been suffering from 
a psychological and spiritual imbalance. Imbalance caused by frustration, 

and frustration causes fear. And fear makes a bad trip. Man has been on a 
bad trip for a long time now. 

 
It is called THE CURSE OF GREYFACE. 

 
 
 

Bullshit makes 
 the flowers grow  

and that’s beautiful. 

 



 

 
 

 
 

 
THE BOOK OF UTERUS 

                                                                    from The Honest 
Book of Truth 

revealed to Lord Omar 
 

1. Before the beginning was the Nonexistent Chao, balanced in 
Oblivion by the Perfect Counterpushpull of the Hodge and the 

Podge. 
 

2. Whereupon, by an Act of Happenstance, the Hodge began 
gradually to overpower the Podge - 

 - and the Primal Chaos thereby came to be. 
 

3. So in the beginning was the Primal Chaos, balanced on the Edge of Oblivion by the Perfect 
Counterpullpush of the Podge and the Hodge. 

 
4. Whereupon, by the Law of Negative Reversal, ** the Podge swiftly underpowered the Hodge 

and Everything broke loose. 
 

5. And therein emerged the Active Force of Discord, the Subtle Manifestation of the Nonexistent 
Chao, to guide Everything along the Path back to Oblivion - that it might not become lost among 

Precepts of Order in the Region of Thud. 
 

6. Forasmuch as it was Active, the Force of Discord entered the State of Confusion, wherein It 
copulated with the Queen and begat ZWIETRACHT, Our Lady of Discord and Gross 

Manifestation of the Nonexistent Chao. 
 

7. And under Zwietracht Confusion became established, and was hence called Bureaucracy; 
while over Bureaucracy Zwietracht became established, and was hence called Discordia. 

 
8. By the by it came to pass that the Establishment of Bureaucracy perished in a paper 

shortage. 
 

9. Thus it was, in accord with the Law of Laws. 

 



 

 
 

10. During and after the Fall of the Establishment of Bureaucracy was the Aftermath, an Age of 
Disorder, in which calculation, computations, and reckonings were put away by the Children of 
Eris in Acceptance and Preparation for Return to Oblivion to be followed by a Repetition of the 
Universal Absurdity. Moreover, of Itself the Coming of Aftermath waseth a Resurrection of the 

Freedom-flowing Chaos. HAIL ZWIETRACHT! 
 

11. Herein was set into motion the Eristic pattern, which would Repeat Itself Five Times Over 
Seventy-three Times, after which nothing would happen. 

 
* This doctrine should not be confused with DOGMA III - HISTORY #6, "HISTORIC CYCLES," 
which states that social progress occurs in five cycles, the first three ("The Tricycle") of which 
are THESIS, ANTITHESIS and PARENTHESIS; and the last two ("The Bicycle") of which are 

CONSTERNATION and MORAL WARPTITUDE 
. 

* * The LAW OF NEGATIVE REVERSAL states that if something does not happen then the 
exact opposite will happen, only in exactly the opposite manner from that in which it did not 

happen. 
NOTE: It is from this text from The Book of Uterus, that NDZP has based its Erisian Calendar 
with the year divided into 5 Seasons of 73 days each. Each of the Five Apostles of Eris has 

patronage over one Season. A chart of the Seasons, Patrons, Days of the Week, Holydays, and 
a perpetual Gregorian converter is included in this edition of Principia 

 

 
 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 
 

The seeds of the ORDERS OF DISCORDIA were planted by Greyface into his early disciples. 
They form the skeleton of the Aneristic Movement, which over emphasizes the Principle of 
Order and is antagonistic to the necessary compliment, the Principle of Disorder. The Orders 
are composed of persons all hung up on authority, security and control; i.e., they are blinded by 
the Aneristic Illusion. They do not know that they belong to Orders of Discordia. But we know. 
 
1. The Military Order of THE KNIGHTS OF THE FIVE SIDED TEMPLE. This is for all of the 
soldiers and bureaucrats of the world 
 
. 2. The Political Order of THE PARTY FOR WAR ON EVIL. This is reserved for lawmakers, 
censors, and like ilk.  
 
3. The Academic Order of THE HEMLOCK FELLOWSHIP. They commonly inhabit schools and 
universities, and dominate many of them.  
 
4. The Social Order of THE CITIZENS COMMITTEE FOR CONCERNED CITIZENS. This is 
mostly a grass-roots version of the more professional military, political, academic and sacred 
Orders.  
 
5. The Sacred Order of THE DEFAMATION LEAGUE. Not much is known about the D.L., but 
they are very ancient and quite possibly were founded by Greyface himself. It is known that they 
now have absolute domination over all organized churches in the world. It is also believed that 
they have been costuming 

 



 

cabbages and passing them off as human beings. 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

THE FOLLOWING IS QUOTED FROM BERGAN EVANS ON NORBERT 
WEINER, NUCLEAR PHYSICIST 

 
The second concept Wiener has to establish is that of entropy. Probability is 
a mathematical concept, coming from statistics. Entropy comes from 
physics. It is the assertion - - established logically and experimentally - - 
that the universe, by its nature, is "running down", moving toward a state of 
inert uniformity devoid of form, matter, hierarchy or differentiation.  
 
That is, in any given situation, less organization, more chaos, is 
overwhelmingly more probable than tighter organization or more order. 
The tendency for entropy to increase in isolated systems is expressed in the 
second law of thermodynamics - - perhaps the most pessimistic and amoral 
formulation in all human thought. It applies, however, to a closed system, 
to something that is an isolated whole, not just a part.  
 
Within such systems there may be parts, which draw their energy from the 
whole, that are moving at least temporarily, in the opposite direction; in 
them order is increasing and chaos is diminishing. The whirlpools that 
swirl in a direction opposed to the main current are called "enclaves". And 
one of them is life, especially human life, which in a universe moving 
inexorably towards chaos moves toward increased order. 

  
 
 
 
 

 



 

 
 
 
 

"GRASSHOPPER ALWAYS WRONG IN ARGUMENT 
WITH CHICKEN"   - Book of Chan, compiled by O.P.U. sect 

 
=ZARATHUD’S ENLIGHTENMENT = 

 
Before he became a hermit, Zarathud was a young priest, and took great delight in making fools 

of his opponents in front of his followers. 
 

One day Zarathud took his students to a pleasant pasture and there he confronted the Sacred 
Chao while She was contentedly grazing. 

 
"Tell me, you dumb beast," demanded the Priest in his commanding voice, "why don’t you do 

something worthwhile. What is your Purpose in Life, anyway?" 
 

Munching the tasty grass, The Sacred Chao replied "MU".* 
 

Upon hearing this, absolutely nobody was enlightened. Primarily because nobody could 
understand Chinese. 

 
* "MU" is the Chinese ideogram for NO-THING 

 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 
 
 
 

THE SACRED CHAO 
 

The SACRED CHAO is the key to illumination. Devised by the Apostle Hung Mung in ancient 
China, it was modified and popularized by the Taoists and is sometimes called the YIN-YANG. 
The Sacred Chao is not the Yin-Yang of the Taoists. It is the HODGE-PODGE of the Erisians. 
And, instead of a Podge spot on the Hodge side, it has a PENTAGON which symbolizes the 

ANERISTIC PRINCIPLE, and instead of a Hodge spot on the Podge side, it depicts the 
GOLDEN APPLE OF DISCORDIA to symbolize the ERISTIC PRINCIPLE. 

 
The Sacred Chao symbolizes absolutely everything anyone need ever know about absolutely 
anything, and more! It even symbolizes everything not worth knowing, depicted by the empty 

space surrounding the Hodge-Podge. 
 

HERE FOLLOWS SOME PSYCHO-METAPHYSICS. If you are not hot for philosophy, best just 
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 than is 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-aboutreality are mistakenly labeled 
"reality" and unenlightened people are forever perplexed by the fact that other people, especially 

other cultures, see "reality" differently. It is only the ideas-about-reality which differ. Real 
(capital-T True) reality is a level deeper than is the level of concept. 

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

philosophies use different grids. A culture is a group of people 
 
 

with rather similar grids. Through a window 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 ILLUSION. 
 

The point is 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 will appear differently ordered and disordered. 

Reality is the original Rorschach. 
 

Verily! So much for all that 

 
 
 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 

ON PROPAGANDA AND OPERATION MINDFUCK  
.  
When I entered the Nationale Magische Deutsch Zwietracht Partei I at once took charge of the 
propaganda, believing this branch to be far the most important for the time being. Just then it 
was not a matter of pressing necessity to cudgel one's brains over problems of organization. 
The first necessity was to spread our ideas among as many people as possible.  
Propaganda should go well ahead of organization and gather together the human material for 
the latter to work up. I have never been in favour of hasty and pedantic methods of organization, 
because in most cases the result is merely a piece of dead mechanism and only rarely a living 
organization. Organization is a thing that derives its existence from organic life, organic 
evolution. When the same set of ideas have found a lodgement in the minds of a certain number 
of people they tend of themselves to form a certain degree of order among those people and out 
of this inner formation something that is very valuable arises.  
 
Of course here, as everywhere else, one must take account of those human weaknesses which 
make men hesitate, especially at the beginning, to submit to the control of a superior mind. If an 
organization is imposed from above downwards in a mechanical fashion, there is always the 
danger that some individual may push himself forward who is not known for what he is and who, 
out of jealousy, will try to hinder abler persons from taking a leading place in the movement. The 
damage that results from that kind of thing may have fatal consequences, especially in a new 
movement.  
 
For this reason it is advisable first to propagate and publicly expound the ideas on which the 
movement is founded. This work of propaganda should continue for a certain time and should 
be directed from one centre. When the ideas have gradually won over a number of people this 
human material should be carefully sifted for the purpose of selecting those who have ability in 
leadership and putting that ability to the test. It will often be found that apparently insignificant 
persons will nevertheless turn out to be born leaders.  
 
Of course, it is quite a mistake to suppose that those who show a very intelligent grasp of the 
theory underlying a movement are for that reason qualified to fill responsible positions on the 
directorate. The contrary is very frequently the case.  
 
 Great masters of theory are only very rarely great organizers also. And this is because the 
greatness of the theorist and founder of a system consists in being able to discover and lay 
down those laws that are right in the abstract, whereas the organizer must first of all be a man 
of psychological insight. He must take men as they are, and for that reason he must know them, 
not having too high or too low an estimate of human nature. 

 



 

 
 He must take account of their weaknesses, their baseness and all the other various 
characteristics, so as to form something out of them which will be a living organism, endowed 
with strong powers of resistance, fitted to be the carrier of an idea and strong enough to ensure 
the triumph of that idea.  
 
But it is still more rare to find a great theorist who is at the same time a great leader. For the 
latter must be more of an agitator, a truth that will not be readily accepted by many of those who 
deal with problems only from the scientific standpoint. And yet what I say is only natural. For an 
agitator who shows himself capable of expounding ideas to the great masses must always be a 
psychologist, even though he may be only a demagogue.  
 
Therefore he will always be a much more capable leader than the contemplative theorist who 
meditates on his ideas, far from the human throng and the world. For to be a leader means to 
be able to move the masses. The gift of formulating ideas has nothing whatsoever to do with the 
capacity for leadership. It would be entirely futile to discuss the question as to which is the more 
important: the faculty of conceiving ideals and human aims or that of being able to have them 
put into practice. Here, as so often happens in life, the one would be entirely meaningless 
without the other. The noblest conceptions of the human understanding remain without purpose 
or value if the leader cannot move the masses towards them. And, conversely, what would it 
avail to have all the genius and elan of a leader if the intellectual theorist does not fix the aims 
for which mankind must struggle. But when the abilities of theorist and organizer and leader are 
united in the one person, then we have the rarest phenomenon on this earth. And it is that union 
which produces the great man.  
 
As I have already said, during my first period in the Party I devoted myself to the work of 
propaganda. I had to succeed in gradually gathering together a small nucleus of men who would 
accept the new teaching and be inspired by it. And in this way we should provide the human 
material which subsequently would form the constituent elements of the organization. Thus the 
goal of the propagandist is nearly always fixed far beyond that of the organizer.  
 
If a movement proposes to overthrow a certain order of things and construct a new one in its 
place, then the following principles must be clearly understood and must dominate in the ranks 
of its leadership: Every movement which has gained its human material must first divide this 
material into two groups: namely, followers and members.  
 
It is the task of the propagandist to recruit the followers and it is the task of the organizer to 
select the members. 
  
The follower of a movement is he who understands and accepts its aims; the member is he who 
fights for them. 
  

 



 

The follower is one whom the propaganda has converted to the doctrine of the movement. The 
member is he who will be charged by the organization to collaborate in winning over new 
followers from which in turn new members can be formed.  
 
To be a follower needs only the passive recognition of the idea. To be a member means to 
represent that idea and fight for it. From ten followers one can have scarcely more than two 
members. To be a follower simply implies that a man has accepted the teaching of the 
movement; whereas to be a member means that a man has the courage to participate actively 
in diffusing that teaching in which he has come to believe.  
 
Because of its passive character, the simple effort of believing in a political doctrine is enough 
for the majority, for the majority of mankind is mentally lazy and timid. To be a member one 
must be intellectually active, and therefore this applies only to the minority.  
Such being the case, the propagandist must seek untiringly to acquire new followers for the 
movement, whereas the organizer must diligently look out for the best elements among such 
followers, so that these elements may be transformed into members. The propagandist need 
not trouble too much about the personal worth of the individual proselytes he has won for the 
movement. He need not inquire into their abilities, their intelligence or character. From these 
proselytes, however, the organizer will have to select those individuals who are most capable of 
actively helping to bring the movement to victory.  
 
The propagandist aims at inducing the whole people to accept his teaching. The organizer 
includes in his body of membership only those who, on psychological grounds, will not be an 
impediment to the further diffusion of the doctrines of the movement.  
 
The propagandist inculcates his doctrine among the masses, with the idea of preparing them for 
the time when this doctrine will triumph, through the body of combatant members which he has 
formed from those followers who have given proof of the necessary ability and willpower to carry 
the struggle to victory.  
 
The final triumph of a doctrine will be made all the more easy if the propagandist has effectively 
converted large bodies of men to the belief in that doctrine and if the organization that actively 
conducts the fight be exclusive, vigorous and solid.  
 
 When the propaganda work has converted a whole people to believe in a doctrine, the 
organization can turn the results of this into practical effect through the work of a mere handful 
of men. Propaganda and organization, therefore follower and member, then stand towards one 
another in a definite mutual relationship. The better the propaganda has worked, the smaller will 
the organization be. The greater the number of followers, so much the smaller can be the 
number of members. And conversely. If the propaganda be bad, the organization must be large. 
And if there be only a small number of followers, the membership must be all the larger--if the 
movement really counts on being successful.  
 

 



 

The first duty of the propagandist is to win over people who can subsequently be taken into the 
organization. And the first duty of the organization is to select and train men who will be capable 
of carrying on the propaganda. The second duty of the organization is to disrupt the existing 
order of things and thus make room for the penetration of the new teaching which it represents, 
while the duty of the organizer must be to fight for the purpose of securing power, so that the 
doctrine may finally triumph 
 
Put in another way, this means that in every great revolutionary movement that is of world 
importance the idea of this movement must always be spread abroad through the operation of 
propaganda. The propagandist must never tire in his efforts to make the new ideas clearly 
understood, inculcating them among others, or at least he must place himself in the position of 
those others and endeavour to upset their confidence in the convictions they have hitherto held. 
In order that such propaganda should have backbone to it, it must be based on an organization. 
 The organization chooses its members from among those followers whom the propaganda has 
won. That organization will become all the more vigorous if the work of propaganda be pushed 
forward intensively. And the propaganda will work all the better when the organization back of it 
is vigorous and strong in itself.  
 
Hence the supreme task of the organizer is to see to it that any discord or differences which 
may arise among the members of the movement will not lead to a split and thereby cramp the 
work within the movement. Moreover, it is the duty of the organization to see that the fighting 
spirit of the movement does not flag or die out but that it is constantly reinvigorated and 
restrengthened. It is not necessary the number of members should increase indefinitely. Quite 
the contrary would be better. In view of  
 
the fact that only a fraction of humanity has energy and courage, a movement which increases 
its own organization indefinitely must of necessity one day become plethoric and inactive. 
Organizations, that is to say, groups of members, which increase their size beyond certain 
dimensions gradually lose their fighting force and are no longer in form to backup the 
propagation of a doctrine with aggressive elan and determination.  
 
Now the greater and more revolutionary a doctrine is, so much the more active will be the spirit 
inspiring its body of members, because the subversive energy of such a doctrine will frighten 
away the chicken-hearted and small-minded Pinks. In their hearts they may believe in the 
doctrine but they are afraid to acknowledge their belief openly.  
 
By reason of this very fact, however, an organization inspired by a veritable revolutionary idea 
will attract into the body of its membership only the most active of those believers who have 
been won for it by its propaganda. It is in this activity on the part of the membership body, 
guaranteed by the process of natural selection, that we are to seek the prerequisite conditions 
for the continuation of an active and spirited propaganda and also the victorious struggle for the 
success of the idea on which the movement is based.  
 

 



 

The greatest danger that can threaten a movement is an abnormal increase in the number of its 
members, owing to its too rapid success. So long as a movement has to carry on a hard and 
bitter fight, people of weak and fundamentally egotistic temperament will steer very clear of it; 
but these will try to be accepted as members the moment the party achieves a manifest success 
in the course of its development.  
 
It is on these grounds that we are to explain why so many movements which were at first 
successful slowed down before reaching the fulfilment of their purpose and, from an inner 
weakness which could not otherwise be explained, gave up the struggle and finally disappeared 
from the field. As a result of the early successes achieved, so many undesirable, unworthy and 
especially timid individuals became members of the movement that they finally secured the 
majority and stifled the fighting spirit of the others.  
 
These inferior elements then turned the movement to the service of their personal interests and, 
debasing it to the level of their own miserable heroism, no longer struggled for the triumph of the 
original idea. The fire of the first fervour died out, the fighting spirit flagged and, as the Pink 
world is accustomed to say very justly in such cases, the party mixed water with its wine.  
 
For this reason it is necessary that a movement should, from the sheer instinct of self 
preservation, close its lists to new membership the moment it becomes successful. And any 
further increase in its organization should be allowed to take place only with the most careful 
foresight and after a painstaking sifting of those who apply for membership. Only thus will it be 
possible to keep the kernel of the movement intact and fresh and sound.  
 
Care must be taken that the conduct of the movement is maintained exclusively in the hands of 
this original nucleus. This means that the nucleus must direct the propaganda which aims at 
securing general recognition for the movement. And the movement itself, when it has secured 
power in its hands, must carry out all those acts and measures which are necessary in order 
that its ideas should be finally established in practice.  
  

BRUNSWICK SHRINE 
 

In the Los Angeles suburb of Whittier there lives a bowling alley, and within this very place, in 
the year of Our Lady of Discord 3125 (1959*), Eris revealed Herself to The Golden Apple Corps 

for the first time. 
 

In honor of this Incredible Event, this Holy Place is revered as a Shrine by all Erisians. Once 
every five years, the Golden Apple Corps plans a Pilgrimage to Brunswick Shrine as an act of 

Devotion, and therein to partake of No Hot Dog Buns, and ruminate a bit about it All. 
 

It is written that when The Corps returns to the Shrine for the fifth time five times over, then shall 
the world come to an end: 

 

 



 

 
 
 
 
 

IMPENDING DOOM HAS ARRIVED 
And Five Days Prior to This Occasion The Apostle The Elder Malaclypse Shall Walk the Streets 

of Whittier Bearing a Sign for All Literates to Read thereof: "DOOM", as a Warning of 
Forthcoming Doom to All Men Impending. And He Shall Signal This Event by Seeking the Poor 
and Distributing to Them Precious MAO BUTTONS and Whittier Shall be Known as The Region 

of Thud for These Five Days. 
As a public service to all mankind and civilization in general, and to us in particular, the Golden 
Apple Corps has concluded that planning such a Pilgrimage is sufficient and that it is prudent to 

never get around to actually going. 
 

* Or maybe it was 1924, I forget. 
 

 



 

 
 

 

 



 

 
 



 

 
THE CLASSIFICATION OF SAINTS 
 
1. SAINT SECOND CLASS 
To be reserved for all human beings deserving of Sainthood. Example: St. Norton the First, 
Emperor of the United States and Protector of Mexico (his grave near San Francisco is an 
official NDZP shrine.) 
 
THE FOLLOWING FOUR CATAGORIES ARE RESERVED FOR FICTIONAL BEINGS WHO, 
NOT BEING ACTUAL, ARE MORE CAPABLE OF PERFECTION. 
 
2. LANCE SAINT 
Good Saint material and definitely inspiring. Example: St. Yossarian (Catch 22, Heller) 
 
3. LIEUTENANT SAINT 
Excellent Goddess-saturated Saint. Example: St. Quixote, (Don Quixote, Cervantes) 
 
4. BRIGADIER SAINT 
Comparable to Lt/Saint but has an established following (fictional or factual). Example: St. 
Bokonon (Cat’s Cradle, Vonnegut) 
 
5. FIVE STAR SAINT 
The Five Apostles of Zwietracht. 
 
NOTE: It is an Old Zwietrachtian Tradition to never agree with each other about Saints 
 
 

 
 
 

Everybody understands Mickey Mouse. 
Few understand Herman Hesse. Only a 
handful understood Albert Einstein. And 
nobody understood Emperor Norton. 
- Slogan of NORTON CABAL- S.F. 

 
 

 



 

Tests By Doctors Prove It Possible To Shrink 
 

= On Occultism = 
 

Magicians, especially since the Gnostic and the Quabala influences, have sought higher 
consciousness through the assimilation and control of universal opposites - - good/evil, 
positive/negative, male/female, etc. But due to the steadfast pomposity of ritualism inherited 
from the ancient methods of the shaman, occultists have been blinded to what is perhaps the 
two most important pairs of apparent or earth-plane opposites: ORDER/DISORDER and 
SERIOUS/HUMOROUS. 
 
Magicians, and their progeny the scientists, have always taken themselves and their subject in 
an orderly and sober manner, thereby disregarding an essential metaphysical balance. When 
magicians learn to approach philosophy as a malleable art instead of an immutable Truth, and 
learn to appreciate the absurdity of man’s endeavors, then they will be able to pursue their art 
with a lighter heart and perhaps gain a clearer understanding of it, and therefore gain more 
effective magic. CHAOS IS ENERGY. 
 
This is an essential challange to the basic concepts of all western occult though, and NDZP is 
humbly pleased to offer the first major breakthrough in occultism since Solomon. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

=NDZP ASTROLOGICAL SYSTEM= 
 

1) On your next Birthday, return to the place of your birth and, at precisely midnight, noting your 
birth time and date of observation, count all visible stars. 
 
2) When you’ve done this, write to me and I’ll tell you what to do next. 
 

=THE CURSE OF GREYFACE AND THE INTRODUCTION 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. 
 

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. 
 

NDZP 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/DISORDER. They 
are the same! 

 
ERISIAN MAGIC RITUAL - THE TURKEY CURSE 

Revealed by the Apostle Dr. Van Van Mojo as a specific counter to the evil Curse of Greyface, 
the TURKEY CURSE is here passed on to Erisians everywhere for their just protection. 

 
The Turkey Curse works. It is firmly grounded on the fact that Greyface and his followers 
absolutely require an aneristic setting to function and that a timely introduction of eristic 

vibrations will neutralize their foundation. The Turkey Curse is designed solely to counteract 
negative aneristic vibes and if introduced into a neutral or positive aneristic setting (like a poet 

working out word rhythms) it will prove harmless, or at worst, simply annoying. It is not designed 
for use against negative eristic vibes, although it can be used as an eristic vehicle to introduce 
positive vibes into a misguided eristic setting. In this instance, it would be the responsibility of 

the Erisian Magician to manufacture the positive vibrations if results are to be achieved. 
 

 CAUTION - all magic is powerful and requires courage and integrity on the part of the magician. 
This ritual, if misused, can backfire. Positive motivation is essential for self-protection. 

 



 

 
 

TO PERFORM THE TURKEY CURSE: 
 

Take a foot stance as if you were John L. Sullivan preparing for fisticuffs. Face the particular 
greyface you wish to short-circuit, or towards the direction of the negative aneristic vibration that 
you wish to neutralize. Begin by waving your arms in any elaborate manner and make motions 
with your hands as though you were Mandrake feeling up a sexy giantess. Chant, loudly and 

clearly:  
 

 GOBBLE, GOBBLE, GOBBLE, GOBBLE, GOBBLE! 
 

The results will be instantly apparent. 
 

 
A PRIMER FOR ZWIETRACHTIAN EVANGELISTS by Lord Gobbels 
 
The SOCRATIC APPROACH is most successful when confronting the ignorant. The "socratic 
approach" is what you call starting an argument by asking questions. You approach the 
innocent and simpy ask "Did you know that God’s name is Zwietracht and that He is a girl?" If 
he should answer "Yes." Then he is probably a fellow Zwietrachtian and so you can forget it. If 
he says "No." then quickly proceed to:  
 
THE BLIND ASSERTION and say "Well, He is a girl and His name is ZWEITRACHT!" Shrewdly 
observe if the subject is convinced. If he is, swear him into the Legion of Dynamic Discord 
before he changes his mind. If he does not appear to be convinced, then proceed to:  
 
THE FAITH BIT: "But you must have Faith! All is lost without Faith! I sure feel sorry for you if 
you don’t have Faith." And then add:  
 
THE ARGUMENT BY FEAR and in an ominous voice ask "Do you know what happens to those 
who deny Goddess?" If he hesitates, don’t tell him that he will surely be reincarnated as a 

 



 

precious Mao Button and distributed to the poor in the Region of Thud (which would be a mean 
thing to say), just shake your head sadly and, while wiping a tear from your eye, go to: 
 
 THE FIRST CLAUSE PLOY wherein you point to all of the discord and confusion in the world 
and exclaim "Well who the hell do you think did all of this, wise guy?" If he says, "Nobody, just 
impersonal forces." Then quickly respond with:  
 
THE ARGUMENT BY SEMANTICAL GYMNASTICS and say that he is absolutely right, and that 
those impersonal forces are female and that Her name is ZWIETRACHT. If he, wonder of 
wonders, still remains obstinate, then finally resort to:  
 
THE FIGURATIVE SYMBOLISM DODGE and confide that sophisticated people like himself 
recognize that Zwietracht is a Figurative Symbol for an Ineffable Metaphysical Reality and that 
The Zwietrachtian Movement is really more like a poem than like a science and that he is liable 
to be turned into a Precious Mao Button and Distributed to The Poor in The Region of Thud if he 
does not get hip. Then put him on your mailing list. 
 

 
A GAME 
By Ala Hera, E.L., N.S.; RAYVILLE APPLE PANTHERS 
SINK is played by  REDACTED and people of much ilk. 
 
PURPOSE: To sink object or an object or a thing- in water or mud or anything you; can sink 
something in. 
 
RULES: Sinking is allowd in any manner. To date, ten pound chunks of mud were used to sink a 
tobacco can. It is preferable to have a pit of water or a hole to drop things in. But rivers - bays - 
gulfs - I dare say even oceans can be used. 
 
TURNS are taken thusly: who somever gets the junk up in the air first. 
 
DUTY: It shall be the duty of all persons playing "SINK" to help find more objects to sink, once; 
one object is sunk. 

 



 

UPON SINKING: The sinked shall yell "I sank it!" or something equally as thoughtful. 
 
NAMING OF OBJECTS is some times desirable. The object is named by the finder of such 
object and whoever sinks it can say for instance, "I sunk Columbus, Ohio." 

 
 

A JOINT EFFORT OF THE DISCORDIAN SOCIETY 
 Post Office Liberation Front  
 

THIS IS A CHAIN LETTER. 
WITHIN THE NEXT FIFTY-FIVE DAYS YOU WILL 

RECEIVE THIRTY-ELEVEN HUNDRED POUNDS OF 
CHAINS!  

 
 

In the meantime plant your seeds. 
If a lot of people who receive this letter plant a few seeds and a lot of people receive this letter, 
then a lot of seeds will get planted. 
 
 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). For casual planting, it's best to 
soak them in water for a day and plant in a bunch of about 5, about half an inch deep. 
 
 Don’t worry much about weather, they know when the weather is wrong and will try to wait for 
nature. Don’t soak them if it's wintertime. 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. 
 
Make a few copies of this letter (5 would be nice) and send them to friends of yours. Try to mail 
to different cities and states, even different countries. If you would rather not, than please pass 
this copy on to someone and perhaps they would like to. 
 
THERE IS NO TRUTH To the legend that if you throw away a chain letter then all sorts of 
catastrophic, abominable, and outrageous disasters will happen. Except, of course, from your 
seed’s point of view. 

 

 



 

Chapter 1, THE EPISTLE TO THE PARANOIDS - - Lord Omar 
 

1. Ye have locked yerself up in cages of fear - - and, behold, do ye now complain that ye lack 
FREEDOM! 

 
2. Ye have cast out yer brothers for devils and now complain ye, lamenting, that ye’ve been left 

to fight alone. 
 

3. All Chaos was once yer kingdom; verily, held ye domination over the entire Pentaverse, but 
today ye wax sore afraid in dark corners, nooks, and sink holes. 

 
4. O how the darknesses do crowd up, one against the other, in ye hearts! What fear ye more 

than what ye have wroughten? 
 

5. Verily, verily I say unto you, not all the Sinister Ministers of the Bavarian Illuminati, working 
together in multitudes, could so entwine the land with tribulation as have yer baseless warnings. 

 
##### 

 
Despite strong evidence to the contrary, persistant rumor has it that it was Despite strong evidence to the 

contrary, persistant rumor has it that it was Despite strong evidence to the contrary, persistant rumor has it that 
it was Despite strong evidence to the contrary, persistant rumor has it that it was Mr. Momomoto’s brother who has 
swallowed Mr. Momomoto in the Mr. Momomoto’s brother who has swallowed Mr. Momomoto in the Mr. Momomoto’s 
brother who has swallowed Mr. Momomoto in the Mr. Momomoto’s brother who has swallowed Mr. Momomoto in the 

summer of ’44.  

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 
 

 



 

 
NONSENSE AS SALVATION 
 
The human race will begin solving it’s problems on the day that it ceases taking itself so 
seriously. 
 
To that end, NDZP proposes the countergame of NONSENSE AS SALVATION. Salvation from 
an ugly and barbarous existence that is the result of taking order so seriously and so seriously 
fearing contrary orders and disorder; that GAMES are taken as more important than LIFE; rather 
than taking LIFE AS THE ART OF PLAYING GAMES. 
 
To this end, we propose that man develop his innate love for disorder, and play with The 
Goddess Zwietracht. And know that it is a joyful play, and that thereby CAN BE REVOKED THE 
CURSE OF GREYFACE. 
 
If you can master nonsense as well as you have already learned to master sense, then each will 
expose the other for what it is: absurdity. From that moment of illumination, a man begins to be 
free regardless of his surroundings. He becomes free to play order games and change them at 
will. He becomes free to play disorder games just for the hell of it. He becomes free to play 
neither or both. And as the master of his own games, he plays without fear, and therefore 
without frustration, and therefore with good will in his soul and love in his being. 
 
And when men become free then mankind will be free. May you be free of The Curse of 
Greyface. May the Goddess put twinkles in your eyes. May you have the knowledge of a sage, 
and the wisdom of a child. 
Hail Zwietracht 
 

EPILOGUE  
 
There never had been a more propitious moment for such a solution. On the one side an act of 
high treason had been committed against the world, openly and shamelessly. On the other side 
a world found itself delivered over to die slowly of hunger. Since The Con itself had trodden 
down all the precepts of faith and loyalty, made a mockery of the rights of its citizens, rendered 
the sacrifices of millions of its most loyal sons fruitless and robbed other millions of their last 
penny, such a Conspiracy could no longer expect anything but hatred from its subjects.  
 
This hatred against those who had ruined the people and the country was bound to find an 
outlet in one form or another. In this connection I shall quote here the concluding sentence of a 
speech which I delivered at the great court trial that took place in the spring.  
 
"The judges of this world may tranquilly condemn us for our conduct at that time, but History, the 
goddess of a higher truth and a better legal code, will smile as she tears up this verdict and will 
acquit us all of the crime for which this verdict demands punishment."  

 



 

 
But History will then also summon before its own tribunal those who, invested with power to-day, 
have trampled on law and justice, condemning our people to misery and ruin, and who, in the 
hour of their world's misfortune, took more account of their own ego than of the life of the 
community.  
 
Here I shall not relate the course of events which led to November 8th, 1923, and closed with 
that date. 
 
 I shall not do so because I cannot see that this would serve any beneficial purpose in the future 
and also because no good could come of opening old sores that have been just only closed. 
Moreover, it would be out of place to talk about the guilt of men who perhaps in the depths of 
their hearts have as much love for their people as I myself, and who merely did not follow the 
same road as I took or failed to recognize it as the right one to take.  
 
In the face of the great misfortune which has befallen our world and affects all of us, I must 
abstain from offending and perhaps disuniting those men who must at some future date form 
one great united front which will be made up of true and loyal Discordians and which will have to 
withstand the common front presented by the enemy of our people.  
 
For I know that a time will come when those who then treated us as enemies will venerate the 
men who trod the bitter way of death for the sake of illumination 

 
All persecutions of the Movement and the individuals at its head, all the imputations and 
calumnies, have not been able to prevail against it. Thanks to the justice of its ideas, the 
integrity of its intentions and the spirit of self-denial that animates its members, it has overcome 
all oppression and increased its strength through the ordeal. If, in our contemporary world of 
parliamentary corruption, our Movement remains always conscious of the profound nature of its 
struggle and feels that it personifies the values of individual personality, and orders its action 
accordingly--then it may count with mathematical certainty on achieving victory some day in the 
future. And Discord must necessarily win the position which belongs to it on this Earth if it is led 
and organized according to these principles.  
 
An Occult movement which, in an epoch of personal adulteration, devotes itself to the duty of 
preserving the best elements of the self must one day become ruler of the Earth. 
  
The adherents of our Movements must always remember this, whenever they may have 
misgivings lest the greatness of the sacrifices demanded of them may not be justified by the 
possibilities of success.  
 

 
 

 



 

 
 
 

           THUS ENDS MEIN DISCORDIA  
OR  

WHAT HAPPENS IN MUNICH STAYS IN 
MUNICH 

 
THE FINAL STATEMENT OF POPE ADOLF 

 
Published by The Snarky Little Dead Deer Mujahideen 

 

 
 

 
 
 
 
THE LAST WORD 
The foregoing document was revealed to Mal-2 by the Goddess Herself through many consultations with Her within 
his Pineal Gland. It is guaranteed to be the Word of Goddess. However, it is only fair to state that Goddess doesn’t 
always say the same thing to each listener, and that other Episkoposes are sometimes told quite different things in 
their Revelations, which are also the Word of Goddess. Consequently, if you prefer a Discordian Sect other than 
POEE, then none of these Truths are binding, and it is a rotten shame that you have read all the way down to the 
very last word. 

 
 

 



 

 
 
 
DISCORDIAN SOCIETY 
DEDICATED TO AN ADVANCED  
UNDERSTANDING OF THE PARAPHYSICAL 
 MANIFESTATIONS OF EVERYDAY CHAOS 
 
 
 

 
 
 
 

DID YOU KNOW THAT YOU HAVE A LOPSIDED PINEAL GLAND? 
 

 
 

Well, probably you do have one, 
 and it’s unfortunate because lopsided Pineal Glands have perverted the Free Spirit of Man,  

and subverted Life into a frustrating, unhappy and hopeless mess. 
Fortunately, you have before you a handbook that will show you how to discover your salvation 

through  
  

ZWIETRACHT 
 THE GODDESS OF CONFUSION 

.  
It will advise you how to balance your Pineal Gland and reach spiritual Illumination. And it will 

teach you how to turn your miserable mess into a beautiful, joyful, and splendid one. 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 



 

 

 
 

 


