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WELCOME TO THE INTRODUCING OF THE 23.5 VER-
SION OF THE PRINCIPIA DISCORDIA. WE WANT TO
SNARF, RIGHT UP FRONT, THAT WE£ DON'T HAVE

A PROBLEM WITH THE OTHER TWENTY-TWO AND
ONE HALF KNOWN PRINCIPIAS THAT HAVE BEEN
PUBLISHED 8Y OTHER NOODLES OF THE CHURCH.
INFACT, WE FREELY ADMTIT THAT THIS VERSION
WAS WRITTEN IN A COMPLETE DRUNKEN STUPOR,
AND FOR ALL WE KNOW, TT COULD HAVE BEEN
SOME SON-OF-A-GREYFACE WITH A BULLHORN
OUTSIDE THE DOOR TRYING TO LEAD US ASTRAY.
8UT WE DON'T THINK SO.

UNFORTUNATELY, THE ORIGINAL VERSION OF THIS
TOME HAS BEEN LOST. IT WAS WRITTEN ON
PRINCE MU-CHAOD'S DORM ROOM CEILING WITH
KRAFT MACARONT AND CHEESE BY ALL THAT AT-
TENDED THE FATEFUL PREYER CEREMONY ON
MUDAY, 3162. REV. MARSHMELLOW FLUFF FEVER-
ISHLY COPIED 1T DOWN WITH SPAM ON THE WALL,
AND GOT AMOST OF 1T BEFORE A FALLING PTECE OF
MACARONT HIT HIM IN THE LEFT £EYE. WE GAVE
HIM A PURPLE PINEAL, THE HIGHEST DECORATION
WE COULD THINK OF AT THE TIME. FLUFF, THE
WORLD OF DISCORD WILL FOREVER BE IN YOUR
D'EBT. 00002
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CHANNELS OF THIS BOOK INCLUDE (BUT ARE NOT
LIMITED T0) REV. PRINCE MU-CHAO, REV.
MARSHMELLOW FLUFF,REV. Y7, EMPEROR GHOT]
PILATE, JUSTICAR HAMMAN CHEEZ,
NECROFUCKER BABYSMASHER THE UNCOUTH,
POPE £VIL FNORDFNORD, REV. SEYKNOW
TONORTON,
REV.DAVE,REV. Q-BERT LE OMNTHOPPINGEST,
POPE AMISH JEHOVAH, POPE BOUNCING JEHOVAH
OF THE FIVE CORNERS, CHAO UTTER,
AND JO£. UNFORTUNATELY, PRINCE MU-CHAO
DIED OF AN NTH DIMENSIONAL BRAINFRY IN 3172
INAFAILED ATTEMPT TO ENTER THE HEINOUS
SNAPPLE CORP.'S TOP SECRET FILES. NET COMMU-
NITY 22AERISXX DEEPLY MOURNED THE LOSS UN-
TIL THEY NOTICED THE PRINCE POPPING UP
REGULARLY ON THE CHAT LINES ONCE AGAIN
STARTING ON MU-DAY 3223 AND CONTINUING TO
THE PRESENT DAY (3255).
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COPY WRIGHT IS REHERSED ON A SOUNDSTAGE US-
ING THE FINEST EQUIPMENT RUBLES COULD 8ULY.
IT WOULD B£ REVERSED, BUT WE REFUSE TO
ACCEPT COPYRIGHT REPONSIBILITY IN THE FIRST
PLACE. WE'DRATHER GET TOASTED AND RUB OUR
PINEAL GLANDS AGAINST €£RIS' HIPS THAN WORRY
ABOUT ALL THAT LEGAL CRAP THAT GO£S ALONG

WITH COPYRIGHTS.

PLUS, TASSURE YOU, WE STOLE A BIT (JUST A TINY
BIT FNORD) OF THE MATERIAL, IN

TRUE DISCORDIAN FASHION. SO IF YOU WANT TO
REPRINT IT, SEND US A GALLON OF YOUR HOME -
MADE BEER OR A LEAF OF YOUR HOME-GROWN OR
SOMETHING. ALL HAIL £RIS! ALL HAIL DISCORDIA!
YOSSARIAN LIVES!

LLOSUCHISLIFE...

oooort



The Magpam Opiate of the 23 Rpples of ris
PriNcipia DiScordia
vel. 235

OrR

FURTHER TALES AND TRIALS
OF GODD+£5SS

whetein is explained mote wotth knowing about something.

A LPint of Vodka
A 1ifth of scotch
Hod acid!

Fass me the joint,
You've screwed up
Ihe rotation.

"TO DIVERSE GODS DO MORTALS BOW,
HOLY COW AND WHOLLY CHAOD" --REV. DR. GRINDLEBONE

oeoicateo to chaos ano slack, respectioely

suspend
v %ennil?i‘ilafio" 00005

Do what thou whilt shall be the whole of the law.
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THEHUNCHBACK
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THE SOLDUIER
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In a state of orgasmic pleasure, Prince Mu-Chao came out of his
self-induced trance. With wild eyes he turned to me and
said, "Pez is good. She approves. Do you have a Dino dispenser?”

Praise be to Eris. -Chao Utter

“"GOATS ARE AN IMPORTANT SOURCE OF FIBER.”
- DR. S. HEMOPHILIA, K.5.C.

00008

And the GraPe said unto me: Squeeze me harcl som
JUICCS run free. Then squeeze my brothers for 1 alone will
not be enoug]’] to quench your mlg]‘l’cg thxrs’c lLet us germent

and gou mag Partal(c O{: thC wine we Wl” bccome

| crushed the grape and his brothers and let them sit. When |

dranl( them FIVC years later thh deeP reverance, | was leFt

without even a buzz. So ! boug]ﬁt a case of Boones ancl Godaicos
be Pralse& | became drunk. Mlglﬁty is she of the Golden APPle and 51”3 are those that
talktograpcs _— PRINCE MU-CHAO

The Purple Sage cursed and waxed sorely pissed and cried out in a loud voice: A pox upon the
accursed Illuminati of Bavaria; may their seed take no root.
May their hands tremble, their eyes dim and their spines curl up, yea, verily, like unto the backs of
snails; and may the vaginal orifices of their women to be clogged with Brillo pads.
For they have sinned against God and Nature; they have made of life a prison; and they have stolen
the green from the grass and the blue from the sky.
And so saying and grimacing and groaning, the Purple Sage left the world of men and women and
retired to the desert in despair and heavy grumpiness.
But the High Chapperal laughed, and said to the Erisian faithful: Our brother torments himself with
no cause, for even the malign llluminati are unconsaous pawns of the Divine Plan of Our Lady.

- Mordecar Ma/gna/u;, K]VS :
”771é Book of Contradiction 3 " Liber SSS

00008 M5 esplained in past edifions. N
sin fo parfake in hof dog buns. If is also a sin against Dur Ladg o
believe what gou read medliaie on ﬂlls and feel your egeballs pop
i frastration! Praise Erig!




It should be stated here that Dogma Il History 2, a lost chaPter in many editions of the PrinciPia
Discordia was mistranslated in several areas. That JHVH person stole our lac{gs story, as will be evident

after reading...

Genalysis

THE FIRST BOOK OF
POPE MOE-2EUS

THE CREATION

Once apop a time, becaase it alwaps starts that wap, Oar [ady
E_ris acheiVed boredom and, i a sulk, made oar Heaveps and

Carth,

E_ris hovered oler the Void of her assigned reglity, looking at its
water. dhe didp't know why Voids came with water, thep jost
did. “let there be gas," Cris did say, and so there was. Cris
could now see better, what with the explosions, and this was
g0od, “Neat-o,* Eris said, and proceeded to differentiate between
light and darkpess.

Rfter mach thoaght, she named the gasball residoe light, and elerything else dark. dhe was jost in one of those moods. Rl
this thinking was irritating, so she pat her work aside for tomorrow.

The next day, apon retarping to her stadio, Cris said, T ditide the waters from the waters. Rpd so she did. Detween the
waters, by God, was a firmament. E_ris wasn t quite sare what a firmament was, bat it looked terribly nice so she spent
the rest of the day moling in. s

o'
The next day she corralled most of the water together and lol Denold! Rod Bteff! [apd appeared. Bhe immediately planted
grass and it did grow. §hc smoked it, and it was good! That took aboat a day? Who cares, it was good. "Ncat~o," E_ris

Said. )
&
LK

Upon awakening the next dap, she prettied ap the sky with more balls of gas and elen made a smaller Version of E_arth,
bat she didp't like it so she blew it ap. ﬁhc threw the remaining rock in a circle aroand E_arth. }hc Span E_arth also so

there woald be seasons and days. Hhe felt this was terribly okay. “Neat-ol" Eris said. s e
.
. e
Op the fifth day, she planted bones of lopg-dead creatares in the soil, pat goldfish in the sea, apd canaries in the sky. The
birds had great aim, and this was good. )
.
o ®

Op the sixth day, she realized the inspectors were coming tomorrow, and all she had made were two creatares, so she
created all the ofher beasties in ope shot. ﬁhc also decided to prodace a thumbed tyrant to rale over it all This took all of

the sixth day. “Damn, I'm good!" Eris said.
* e
00009 KX



ZARATHUD'S ENLIGHTENMENT Mg SPlééﬂ
& | Have a3 SpLeeN,

@%&Mﬁe became a Rewnit. Sarathud was ANd it WorkKs.

a young Futest, and. took great 2elght v g | gyess, A
making fools of s gfponents i front of fiis Qee.

folbwers. 4 | doNt eveN Know
Ore day Serathud took Kis students to a WHat a SpLeeN doeS
pleasant pastire and there fe confronted Or WHy We Have ONe
1aging. A BecauSe everyoNe does

"ol e, youw dund. beast, " demanded e ANd No oNe'S taKeN MiNe

Siest in Kis commanding vaice, "why don't % & out.

you d@dme%w% wortBuhite. What is Yet
yowr Gipose in Liffe. angquay?” M Sure it'S iMportant,
THe SpLeeN
gf@@%%@aﬁ Ne/ s/ 00010 WOULCI it he tHere?
A A Jyst so it coyld Sit
Wpou feriog His. abuolidely nobocy was ANd do NOtHING?
enliglioned. Puimard bocouse nabocy ol No |M Sure tHe SpLeeN
%%i@imasa IDEOGRAM IS 3 800& °rgaN
FOR NO-THING AN OrgaN tHat WiLL
Stand by you,
B | . THrougH twiek aNd tHN.
sshopper always wrong in argumen
wi’:ﬁchicizn" i ? ? l Have 4 SPLeeN- %
-Book of Chan & Yoy caNt Have it
compiled by O.P.U. sect It'S [ViNe.

- PriNce Mu-CHao
A FRUSTRATED? KISSAFLY! A



TAO FA TJ'U-DAN

FIND PEACE WITH
AL CONTENTED CHAO

00011

is a number, no more, no less.
But of apples our Lady has 23:

&

%Ne . Supydeus Jysi| Joj auo £
o, for lun

‘g PhreE FOR THE $T00GES

ONE FOR HEAVJJSNACKIN(?:;SII g’

9ﬁe‘feF o it asstld dug paiqphonalia quool &y "°l

()
two for twmsS e,y Uo

r greyface Ol sllo
ON-E FOR one for all-night diners
AT \@QD WRTHS’

one /O’V CZ’LVLWQ’V’

one for the Chao

You Get What FNORD YOUR ONES!

TURN IN YOUR UNUSED AMERICAN CURRENCY
FOR VALUABLE CASH PRIZES!



The PentaBarf

b reroranosie vHE Fileé  COMMANDMENTS

Zarathudin the
Fifth Year of The Caterpillar. ie. Hhe Pentabarf
He found them carvedin
gilded stone, while building a sun deck for his cave, but theirimport was lost
for they were written in a mysterious cypher.
However, after 10 weeks & 13 hours of ntensive scrutiny he discermed 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 Erisian Movement
but The Erisian Movement and it is The Erisian 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 Joy-
ously of a Hot Dog 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 God-
dess 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!

75T PROSECUTORS WILL BE TRANSGRESSICUTED.

Always Remembet!
# OUR LADY IS
S NOT THE WAY

N7 TO SALVATION
. o FRCY .
I Is ARE, lsn't 1t: THAT 1S WHAT

| ] YHVH S FOR.

| had a Pc/\chanJ( (—\ov cal(m Oveos whoj(e. ) bnew | had Jmc sickness and was n need o(—\
immediate help, but V didnt knew where To tura. | pad ene shvink tousands of dojjars
without any \uc\(. V fred to o[u'\j( co\d J(W\('elﬁ“ but that turned inte a mess. Eien Bob

cou\dn{' hchD me.

Then a Qr‘\c»'\d 9a'\d, “1)999{'" and handed me {'hc {'h‘\\rd Jokume OC {'he —P\r'\nc'\P'\ﬂ Discovda.
\m h"‘??‘} to rcForJ( {‘haj( } now Jm'\sj( the coolie open and }(\c\«_ {‘he cream out be(-\orc \
euj( an Oveo. A\so, as an Ur\c~/-‘>6cj(cd bonus, \ve found {‘ha it ‘h\r_es 23 \'\c\(_s J(o ij(
‘\’o '\T\C CC/\“’CY OC a {'oo‘\’s'\c POP {—&ﬂ\k g\r\é/ -——‘-—-‘DMC




SIDE SPLITTING
(OR SPLEEN 2)

Side-eplitting laughtor
Enupts all anound.
Qnd. ol T hear
Qe nupturing spleens.
Oh. the humanityl

More
~for your ’

Money

Reserve this space for words.

1*//.\_

?"x‘ -y /" — *”'/‘

al ,_gq/, ’f"&/‘ -y ?&}..r-} /h?-&;""?r ”h?,»c/:""'}
h(‘-/ {-c’" u(‘_/ ‘(J

The orbital mind control lasets can see you when you masticate.

M’m ity




Siqns of the Apocolqpse

Rev. ¥?: What do you think the Signs of the Apocolypse will be?

Prince Mu-Chao: T'm glad you asked that question, Revy... the signs of the
Apocolypse include but are not limited to:

Stop Signs. These vicious beings (along with stoplights and mailboxes) are
definitely one of the many signs of the apocolypse. I was strangling one just the other
day and it said something cryptically idiotic... "The Play's The Thing Wherein We'll
Catch The Conscience Of The King" or some such thingy. SO, stop signs are the first
sigh of the apocolypse.

Cosines. Math is the pinnacle of order, so the cosine and all of its kin are
Greyface in disguise. Those damn mathematical systems are doubtless a crude form
of attack against humanity by millions of math Majors who meet late at night in mail-
boxes (toldja they were in on it). Following this impeccable logic, cosines are the sec-
ond sines of the apocolypse.

Bumperstickers. Yes, a minion of Greyface was the person who introduced
bumper stickers to the unsuspecting public. Vicious bastard. I can picture it now...

sheaking out of his cave late at night and pasting "My Other Car's A Porsche" on

suburban cars throughout the nation. It was a sad day for humanity. On the positive
side, if one would want to collect stupid and witless sayings, it could be done with
bumperstickers. Anyway, bumpersickers are the third sign of the apocolypse.

The Snapple Lady. 'Nuff said.

Keep Off The Grass Signs. We can't even walk on grass anymore. Oh, how have
we sunk so low?!?1?! Keep SHOES off the grass would be an acceptable sign, but no,
THEY want you to stay off the grass all fogether. Ahh, the humanity!

T could sit here and name other signs: Clear Pepsi (ruthlessly thwarted by the
world's Discordians), Talk Shows, the Village People... but i've got some important
stuff to do before the world is destroyed in a fiery mess...

-Still PMC, still pathetically optimistic.

TRANSMISSION Have a nice day!

Wiglaf Widfaras baked potatoes are the best in the whole m ultiver se!
Your s Truly,
Thargon

4 CONVERSATION

Pope Bouncing Jehovah: "Ducks Running Free" sounds threatening

to me.

Prince Mu-Chao: I happen to know that there are plenty of ducks

running free at THIS MOMENT and there ain't an ERIS-DAMNED

thing the U.N. is doing about it!

Pope Bouncing Jehovah: The people just don't wear the right
trousers when shooting ducks. That's one of the world's biggest
problems.

(1

)




¢1000 “Brace 1@\(9@\(\, {’his % iJ(./././" ZJocBob, at the drivey Fu  $Togg
T He PeNtaﬂoN, a rat and s

cockroach infested old building, is the

symbol of all that is Aneristic in the world. T was
unlucky enough to spend a substantial amount of time
enclosed in its walls of torturous blandness, so I
decided to interview it for this edition of the Principia _§
Discordia. Below are some excerpts from our
conversations.

PMC: Pentagon, is there any truth to the rumor that
there is a Yog-Shoggoth trapped in your bowels?

PENT AGON: No Mr. Mu-Chao, that is a vicious lie propagated by the endless array of
rumormongers and conspiracy buffs that plague my existance.

PMC: Many people travel through you every day. How do you handle the wear and tear?
Are you falling apart?

PENT AGON: Another vicious rumor designed to discredit order! T am not falling apart. T
am in tip-top condition.

PMC: I've seen your basement myself. Aren't some of your walls down there literally
falling down?

PENTAGON: Oh, it's all cosmetic. T AM 50 years old, you know. You have to expect a
few wrinkles.

PMC: Hmmm... yes. Well, then, how do you feel about Chaos and Disorder?

(at this point, 2,120 of its urinals explode)
PENT AGON: Excuse me... order is important. Why, look at me! You can get anywhere
you're going inside of me within 7 minutes. If I was disorderly, that would never be

possible.

PMC: Actually, you CAN'T do that anyway. All that construction that you're under
makes that quite impossible, right?

PENT AGON: Well... yeah, but...

PMC: One final question. How is it that you, a building, can talk if you DON'T have a
Yog-Shoggoth in your bowels?

PENTAGON: Oops...



We would like to declare Chaos 14 National Eta Particle APPreciation Day. Hallmark R
will be Pub!ishing a series of wittg cards for you to give to your favorite eta i

Particle next year, but for this year's eventjust tell every eta Par’cic|e you meet
today how much theg mean to you. And magbe give ‘em a thousand or so
electrons as a small giFt‘

(except when we're not) that does .. b
— hot exist (except when it does). Tz
ER“EE-‘%EFH When it does in fact exist, the members '}
izadiin :2-¢ ] immediately celebrate Cabal Existance day

C‘HRONOS7 by getting thoroughly shitfaced. They, of

*  course, forget that the Cabal exists when they
pass out, but when they feel the touch of Eris' hip once again, they recall
and the cycle continues.

We believe that Eris carresses our pineal glands because we are the
incarnations of the Spirits of the Apple of Discord. Some of us even
have the worms to prove it.

Alas! All is not well in Dementia, folks. It seems that Chronos (pictured up top, there) has
set time against us, Eris' faithful servents (except when we're not), and is determined to
bring Armeggedon to bear before Eris' word (herring) is spread throughout the land. We
shant let that happen (unless we're too drunk to stop it).

Parenthesis are an important tool used in the right hands because it seems that
(mighty Chronos cannot read parenthetical statements). But he doesn't know, so don't
tell him!

Have a pickle and a Pez; thank you for your support.

O O O I 6 -Rev. Prince Mu-Chao, member: 23AE (except when he's not)

L 1 d T L

.-dﬂ-:"""

THE RANT OF THE HOT DOG
10 ERI3! 10 DISCHORD!
S FEFFERY
A EVERT 3INKH GRMUS NKEYA EERPR!
o BIRN TMOH ARIEA. EYHA 200021
FEFFERY
10 ERI3! 10 CHAQS!
FEFFERY
10 DISCHORD! 10 ERI3!

AN EXPLAINATI ON : The Rant Of The Hot Dog becomes, in essence, a

round pinkish square that contains the truth. When consumed, the truth resides outside of you.
Activating the truth while at a 90 degree angle to it is much more tricky, and is too complicated

to go into here. See the original Principia Discordia (page 00122) for further enlightenment.



BeFore tHe begiNNiNg OF great briLLiaNce, tHere MuSt be CHaoS. BeFore a briLLiaNt person
begiNS SoMetHiNg great, they MuSt LooK FooLiSH to tHe croWd. - | CHINg

COYOTE
LOVE
If you under- 00017 POT I ON
stand, things are
just as they are. — 00017 SOLD
If you don't e HERE :
understand, 00017 f—\li\\ 00017 5

things are just as

they are. 00017 3&60017 CENTS
GRAPES AND GRAPES AND GRAPES AND GRAPES AND GRAPES

The Aneristic:

ALPHABETIZES EVERYTHING
ARE CONSTIPATED

BELIEVES WHAT THEY READ
GOES SHOPPING WITH A LIST
LIKES STRAIGHT LINES
LOVES TO NUMBER THINGS
SUCKS

If you have one or more of the above symp-
toms, please consult the nearest Eristic
Doctor of Divinity for an adequate dosage of
L BN A DL H LOD. Bring plenty of hempscript.

Al

A 9“?\)\”‘3 aear could [ejf Yeur Mzo3 oy o P\a Sink, one must have <Slack
grenade |auncher five when Yeu leﬂéjr To 6ej( <lack, ene may, F““} Sink.
e)(PecJ( it That would make you ctu\J(e Bob and Evis ave e‘fj(\reme\l} aeod (-\\r'\ends.

unPoPu[a\r n what is \e ot Yyour unit.

Rev. Dave: Ts the Church of the 23 Apples of Eris a POEE cabal or a whole other
Discordian sect?

PriNce Mu-CHao: Well, it's hard to say. Some of its members claim it is a POEE cabal,
and others claim it belongs to the Randy Caboose Cabal. A couple of ‘em start raving
about avocados as soon as the subject comes up. I, myself, have consulted mine own

pineal gland on the matter, but all T got was a headache and forty-six cents. Hail Eris!
All Hail Discordial



"NO ORDINARY TOMATO COULD DO THIS, BUT..."

WARNING! beware of a weird cult which...

-uses premises of money, a job, and other favors to recruit people

-indoctrinates beginners in an armed camp until they're completely brainwashed
-employs terror, assassination, murder, and threats thereof

-is particularly interested in the young and those that follow orders without question
-holds against their will members who wish to leave

-goes by many names: Service, military, Armed Forces, ROTC, JROTC, Army, Navy,
Marines, Air Force, National Guard, Green Berefts, etc...

A GNice Story oF KNowLedgel
BeNeatH tHe AppLe Tree OF CHaoS reSideS a
gNoMe by tHe gNaMe oF KNowM. dy
"KNOWM," | aSKed HIM ONe day WHILSt | WaS LOUNGING arouNd tHeg el ig
AppLe TTee OF CHaoS, "WHat iS tHe Square [oot of 25%"
“"Five," KNoWM Said triumpHaNtLy.
"JeS," | Said. "NoW, WHat iS tHe Square root of 529%"
“T'WeNty tHree™ KNowM Said.
"JeS," | repeated. "ANd WHal iS tHe Square root of tiS treed”
AFter aN Houl oF SiLeNce, tHe gNoMe LooKed at Me.
“GNiNe?"
"KNow”
"GNiNety-gNiNe?"
"KNow”
"eveNteeN, of gNObHING."

"KNow " '
"WeLL, WHat iS itP" When Our Lady did roll her toy,

‘Five Ppez’ The apple of chaotic joy,
Paris did choose
In 2 nutshell, the battle of Troy.
THE 23AE IS YET ANOTHER MANIFESTATION OF THE
DISCORDIAN SOCIETY, ABOUT WHICH YOU CANNOT LEARN AND

WILL NOT UNDERSTAND.
WE ARE A MOTLEY CREW OF NUTCASES, ODDBALLS, DRUNKS,

ARTISTS, DRUGGIES, FRUITS, AND SIMILAR MANIACS WHO
ARE INTRIGUED WITH ERIS,GODDESS OF CONFUSION, AND

WITH HER DOINGS.

00018

If two raindrops tuh down a window anhd meet, what is one plus one?




AND £RIS SAID UNTO ME, "WHY DO YOU WASTE YOUR TIME SO, WATCHING
YOUR FOOLISH TELEVISION SHOWS AND 'SURFING' YOUR INNANE
INTERNET?"

IREPLIED, "I DON'T HAVE ANYTHING £LS€ TO DO," AS 1 STUBBED
OUT MY CIGARETTE AND SHOT ANOTHER GLASS OF VODKA.

£RIS SLAPPED ME HARD.

.‘ PLeaSe provide uS WitH tHe date oF your deatH

¢ Nipple Problem

' Ever since I read the third edition of the Principia
Discordia, a problem has vexed my mind and left me
constipated. Why do men have nipples?

I spent hours, days even, searching through dusty old tomes, hoping against
hope some other philosopher had tackled the problem already. But even Darwin
was useless to my sacred quest.

I decided to approach the question myself. Maybe they were for decora-
tion. I mean, without nipples, where would we put nipple rings?

Or, maybe they're dials of some sort. Who knew?

Well, that sounded like a good explanation to me, so I twisted my nipples
and contacted my pineal gland. Eris refused to answer for the longest time. I
fervently pulled at my nipples, trying to get her attention.

Finally, she turned to me and asked, "What is it I reign over, Q-Bert?"

“Chaos," I said.

Moral: Don't twist your nipples for 23 hours straight while meditating be-

cause it hurts afterwards. Badly. - SUBMITTED BY REV. Q-BERT LE OMNIHOPPINGEST

Jad 2y pid pdd i

The Sects of Discordia

FEMALE/MALE/OTHER: believes in Eris and such baly-hoo
CHAOLIST: believes in Eris and such baly-hoo
DISCORDIST: believes in Eris and such baly-hoo
BOBIST: believes in Eris and Bob and such baly-hoo
LEFTIST: believes in Eris and such baly-hoo

ALL OTHERS: believe in Eris and such baly-hoo

"|'|'

--as you can see, the different sex of Discordia are causing loads of trouble trying to cram their
dogmatic belief systems down each others throats. Perhaps we Discordians should study how well

the Christian Sects get along and emulate them...
00079



‘Never whistle while Youre pissing'— haspard Cefine

The Discordians, and their brother group,
the Subgenii, are taking the internet by
storm. It really isn't hard for us to put
two and two together. Why do you think
the conspiracy has enlisted the Aneristic

Christians in the U.S. government to

restrict what can be put on the net?

And all those idiots with their "Why is my
age black?" crap. Like we don't know.
athetic, I tell you. Sad. Hail Eris, and

Our Lady will help us through these heinous

times. Floot.

TIED: &

"I've always said, if
you're going to regret
something, regret thing
you did, not things you
didn't do."

- Rev. ¥?
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Books " Btaff

500[{ Of Gl’@pftSI WHEREIN: 1S COLLECTED DRUNKARDS.
‘BOOR Of PQIOC@dO: WHEREIN: |S COLLECTED AVOCADOS.
ﬁOOk Of P{pplez WHEREIN: 1S COLLECTED PURE CHAOS.
‘500[’{ Of 'BGFT: WHEREIN: IS COLLECTED ALL THAT S SMELLY.

‘BOOR Of (CﬁI)C: WHEREIN: ONE MUSTN'T WHISTLE AND PISS.
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F E T €C H !

When one runs out of things to Sink, should one stop playing and get to more
serious work? Hell, no. Just Sink yourself and play Get.

Or, better yet, don't sink yourself and play Fetch instead.

Get a bunch of greyfaces together and tell them that if they fetch all the stuff
you Sank, you'll tell them the Secret of the Universe. If they still won't do it, offer
them money. All greyfaces like money.

After they fetch all you Sank, play Sink again!

If the greyface gives you any flak about not paying them, perform the Turkey

| WaS oNce caLLed RuFusS.
IN THat iNtligued Me.

YOUR The first time I talked to Eris, she had
taken the form of my third grade
H.EART’ teacher. "Miss Brophy," I asked, "why

Curse.

you don't we pray in school?" e

KNOW "Are you a Catholic?" the disquised Eris ER’?E.%KFH
aSked, R L T R TR

Ir's "Yes," I replied. CHRONOS?

FLAT For the rest of the day, Eris chased me
’ around the classroom with a crucifix,
beating me over the head whenever she
caught up.

WHAT'S IN A HOLY NAME?

DID YOU SPEND HOURS AND HOURS HUNTING THROUGH A
DICTIONARY FOR PIECES OF YOUR HOLY NAME?

IF YOU DID, YOU PROBABLY HAVE SOMEONE ELSES.

TAKE PRINCE MU-CHAO, FOR INSTANCE. IF T WASN'T SO
LAZY, ID GET UP AND CHECK, BUT I DON'T

BELIEVE 'MU OR 'CHAOD' IS IN A (SHUDDER) DICTIONARY.
YOU CAN SEE THAT THIS HOLY NAME WAS BESTOWED BY THE
GODDESS HERSELF. SEE THE ORDER-NOTHING-CHAOS THAT
DANCES THROUGH THE NAME! SEE THE PROUD REFERENCE TO
THE MOST SACRED OF SYMBOLS, THE SACRED CHAO! SEE THE
OBSCURE REFERENCE TO ATLANTIS!
OH, V£$Iw, ONLY A GODD£SS COULD COME UP WITH SUCH A
NAME!

OH Y£AH, IT SOUNDS COOL, T00. MOO-KAY-OW
(NOT WRITTEN BY PRINCE MU-CHAO; THE BOOK OF INANE WORDS)
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"RELIGIOUS CEREMONIES ARE UNHOLY" - HER ACLEITUS




Mantra Against Sani’c9

F‘lu#y kittg want a bagel?

F‘lu#y kittg want a bagel?

I'LL JAM IT DOWN YOUR FLUFFY LITTLE THROAT!
F‘lu#y bagel don't wanna use the litterbox...
..-Odorlord Betagon the Transvestite Dreamer

WHat'S tHe CoLor oF your INSideS?

(or Spleen - Will it Never End?)

IS It PINK?
IS TT WHITE?
DO£S 1T HAVE GREEN POLKA DOTS?

MINE 1S NO BETTER THAN YOURS, “We Discordians mast stick apart"

D WAGER.

1STILL DON'T WANT TO TRADE. - M@l@dQPSC the %(n)gcr, J@C

}/VA:y.Eg(;}H'ER7 "1 DON'T BELIEVE IN THAT
NO ONE CAN SEE ITSCOLOR, 1OROSCOPE CRAP, BUT

THAT'S PROBABLY BECAUSE

-
IT\IJGS‘I:‘BRT [I*M A SAGITARIUS, AND
.VOUCAN‘T;JAV-EIT WE'RE NATURALLY SKEPTI -
MY SPLEEN. CAL.

POPE AMISH JEHOVAH,
THE SHAGALICIOUS

The official bird of the 23 Apples of Eris is the dodo.
Please respect that magnificent bird.
Feed them Pez and they will love you.
The official food of the 23 Apples of Eris is Pez.
Please respect that magnificent candy.
Feed them dodos and the orange ones will love you.

00022 Bullshit makes the flowers Zrow.
That's

beautiful?
POPE EVIL FNORDFNORD

FNORD 1S THE ALPHA AND OMEGA.

FNORD 1S TO FORNITS
AS FORNTITS ARE TO £RIS.
IF THAT ISN'T INFORMATION £NOUGH,
ALL IS LOST, BABY.
FNORD!

if pou stopped breathing, poalld probably live longer.



|

THE SOLDIER
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THEHUNCHBACK
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THUS eNdetH tHe 235 velSioN OF tHe PriNcipia DiScolrdia, a
geNeraL oytLiNe oF tHe 225 editioN oF tWo copieS CHaN-
NeLed by crazed MoONKS tHat eScaped Area 51, WHicH WaS
NOTHINg LiKe tHe 22Nd editioN oF 23 copieS THat iNcLuded
botH tHe SecretS oF tHe uUNivelrSe aNd a KiLLe[ [ecipe For
avocado pie, WHicH WaS aN eXact copy oF tHe 21St editioN
OF 300 copieS peNNed by RicHal'd MiLHOUS NiXON ON HiS
deatH bed, WHicH Had tHe SaMe titLe (+1) aS tHe 20tH
editioN OF tHe PriNcipia DiScordia. WeLL, you get tHe

idea.

- ALL RIGHTS REVERSED - REPRINT WHAT YOU
LIKE.
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THE LAST WORD -

BISCUIT.

You can see more of the 23 Apples of Eris at
http://come. to/discordia/

or

http://23ae. onestop.net/

Visit frequently or often, whichever you prefer. gkﬂﬁ%ﬂm

princemuchao@poboxes.com CHRONOS?



