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from the
editrex

Oink for OGDIEL TERRESTRE, piggies, oink!

Do you have what it takes to set the bar lower? Earthly
Delights Ogdo welcomes pitches and submissions of any-
thing weird and upsetting—essays, fiction, interviews,
poetry, visual art, or anything else that can be printed.
There are no form requirements, just send us what you've
got at editrex@ogdo.run.

1s 18 IT. The first, or, depend-

ing on your temporal viewpoint, the

last, edition of our acclaimed pub-
lication's widely maligned third volume, or some
would say third volume. As usual, certain small
¢hanges have been made to our format:

Due to a certain staff member not
showing up for work due to “dying when a
food cart covered in horse tranquiliser needles ex-
ploded near him” or some pussy shit like that, we've
had to cut down the amount of demon dick in this
edition by 30%.

To maintain our quota of menacing the reader
(falsely so called) with Shapes, we have increased the
amount of diacritics triplefold, and have spared no
threat and no punishment corporal, incorporeal, or
otherwise in getting the interns work double time
(doubly in time, going backwards and forwards simult-
aneously) to sharpen eac¢h and every one of them until
they part flesh with ease. The world is the whetstone
against which we grind our blade of want.

While we usually avoid commenting overmudh on cur-
rent, or any, events, to get Lawrence Miles to agree to an
interview with us, we have agreed (not with him) to declare
as a matter of editrexial policy and under the eye of God that
Big Russell Davies is a bit¢h-ass motherfucker. If there’s any-
thing else going on in the world, well, “we don’t believe in any
of that”.

Finally, attendant as always to our mission statement to
“unleash pain and despair” and convinced by pleas that some
of our articles have been too dense to understand, the latter
half of this issue’s long, ¢hitinous body is entirely in Toki
Pona, a wonderful constructed language engineered on the
basis of the noble philosophy contained in that burger-grade
American classic, the tao of pooh, to make it impossible to say
anything useful but sound self-righteous while doing it, and
therefore a perfect gentler introdudtion to the concept of
linguistic reference for the more swinish end of our
readership’s bell curve.

God bless the great state of New Jersey.
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VENUS
As sanguine as the summer sun at noon,
Her asana a yungdrung draped in black,
So opens now the door of rusted brass,
And for her I, the Fairest, do the same,
That she recall the name % ¥ <},
Whose beauty pilots % <} in his barque,
As she before the season turns to heme.
Io to "Epus, loveliest of Nvé!
Ilay Cythera’s feast before you bare.
Would you deny the night to Heaven's bull,
And starve the eye of watching B=H&?
Across the Mytilini let him recline,
Asin the dog days’ heat,
You me of the weaver’s art remind.

Some lines of
this were too
gunged up with
ectoplasm to be
legible. —EDX

ERris
Who'd dare not know the host of heaven's spread?

The pearl of lone Appodity's rosy shell.
What weaver would surpass Apdyvys count

And through the wall what row of teeth incise
On Nuit’s arc the root of Scission’s Law:
“With all your might, please cut this rodent through.”

And as I hear this catacomb’s a grave,

It pleases me to find a vat to lay

Upon the damp of dolmens not yet stone.
So I who pull the surf obtain the star

Whose dimples bear the mark of Babalon.

And seeing me they the gates throw open.
Where heat and perfume can lead undo
Within the lotus-bearer’s copper hills

I flare the ingot brought from Dilmun land
And tie me straight with % #1 ).

XAIPEAIQNAIAXAIPEEPIAAKPATYNOIENAIAEXTTOINAIOTAIEATEPPEXTPE
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Series 2,
Serial 4

Lawrence

Miles

The Ogdo sat down to talk myth, magic, and
monsters with the inventor of Star Wars.

Just on the face of it, a time-travelling voodoo cult who wear
the skulls of vampiric monsters from another timeline as
masks and whose time machines are living templesisanin-
credibly cool concept. How did you arrive at it?

Before anything else, bear in mind that it was only
supposed to work as a subset of Doctor Who. And specific-
ally the kind of Doctor Who that was going on in the Great
Interregnum between the old and new series, not speci-
fically the shot-on-video kind and not the cGi-driven
DisneyWho version either. With that as the background...

...the whole set-up of Doctor Who only functions if you
think of it as a symbolic kind of science fiction, whi¢h
means it’s always verging on sorcery. The TARDIS is a sym-
bol of time, there’s never any pretence that it’s an operable
piece of scientific tedhnology, except in awful Terry Nation
scripts where it works like a space rocket. So there’s in-
evitably a low-key element of ritual in it. Like so many
others of my generation, I was obsessed with / triggered
by the Sapphire and Steel episode with Shape, the element-
al horror who entered the world through the first photo-
graph because the first photograph was a window, and
therefore an opening. It makes no rational sense. It’s
symbolically perfect.
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And I was writing Doctor Who at a time when Marc
Platt’s vision of Time Lordism, which started in the last
few Target novelisations, was all the rage and would've
been on telly if Season 27 had happened. There was a sense
of SF mysticism there, the idea of Time Lords being so
ancient that they’d effectively formatted the universe to
run the way they liked it, a kind of magical thinking even
if it was performed by a race who claimed to hate magic.
That vision informed the Virgin novels, so I for one was
happy to goth it up a bit.

Soo00 I was in my twenties and focused on ritual
thought, and also obsessed with eighteenth-century his-
tory, and therefore drawn towards voodoo. This now feels
like what we'd call cultural appropriation. I paid for that,
though: I was hospitalised in 2005, spent several days hal-
lucinating mid-fever, and believed a West African religi-
ous order was planning to kill me as a punishment. The
things I saw were horrific, and also not real. Once I'd fully
recovered, the Nigerian man who'd spent two nights
watching me in case of self-harm forgave me for accusing
him of being part of a sacrificial cult.

Sometimes cool ideas cross the line into racism.






LAWRENCE MILES

You've talked about your writing being in a mythic or folkloric
mode. How would you define ‘myth’? How does it differ from a
mere story — if there is such a thing?

I'm 1970s enough to think that even if most of Jung is
horribly over-literal, there are still some things that stick
with humans just because humans have a common bio-
logy and live under reasonably similar conditions. How-
ever simplistic the whole “journey of the hero” thing might
be, the reason it’s popular — at least among boys, who are
generally flattered by it — is that it’s rooted in a human
life-cycle. You know how baby kangaroos are born, then
crawl into the mother’s pouch, then stay there until
they’re big enough to come out into the light again? I'm
100% sure that if kangaroos were sapient, their myths
would involve at least two rebirth sequences, whereas
human myths only have one. Their story-structures would
feel weird and lopsided to us.
So when I talk about “myth”, I
think I'm just suggesting that
I'm less interested in intel-
ledtual storytelling than in
something primal and instin-
ctive. Intellect is how you make
stories interesting, it isn't
what makes them important. The Minotaur is terrifying
because it lives in an actual model of the subconscious and
represents something that’s bestial and horrifyingly
Freudian. Take it out of that environment, try to make a
rational point with it, and it loses its power. You can still
write an intelligent story around it, but there’s always a
primal “it” at the centre. Anyone who knows dreams
knows that the subconscious always wins.

Would it be tasteful to think of your work as a machine?

A structure, certainly. More Lego than Meccano.

How do you feel about allegory? Suppose someone comes up to
you and says, “Oh, the Wartime Houses are a metaphor for the
collapse of the British Empire” or “Oh, the War in This Town
Will Never Let Us Go is the one against terror”.

This ties in with what I was saying about instin, I
think. I give H. G. Wells massive credit for War of the
Worlds and its “well, how would you British people like it if
colonialism happened to you?” approach, but that was at
the beginning of industrial-era science fiction. When it
comes to things like the twenty-fir§t-century Battlestar
Galactica — “it’s a metaphor for the War on Terror, but
with shape-dhanging robots in outer space!” — then it
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“If kangaroos were sapient,
their myths would involve at
least two rebirth sequences.”

can just fuck off. If you want to make a series about what’s
happening in the Middle East, make a series about the
Middle East. Battlestar Galactica did an episode about sui-
cide bombing when suicide bombing was a daily event, in
the most wretched, shitty, “ahhh, but do you see?” way.
People are dying and you're treating it as water-cooler
nerdism.

But the thing is... I do think fi¢tion, even — no, espe-
cially — fantasy fiction should be political, in the widest
sense. Because politics isn’t about party, it's about moral-
ity, about human responsibility, about the assumptions
we make when we're dealing with our own society. I think
most of the things I've written could only have been writ-
ten in the era when they were written, and I'm quite happy
about that. I never wanted to write anything timeless, that
would be boring. I'd say that you can see, in most of the
fiction I was responsible for, a
sort of imprint of the time. I
just wouldn’t be awful enough
to say “look, the flailing Love-
craftian idiot god at the centre
of the universe is actually
George W. Bush, do you get it?”

Why do you think it’s not more commonly acknowledged that
‘red mercury’ is obviously the philosopher’s stone? The name’s
the same.

To be fair, more people have been killed because they
were believed to have been in possession of red mercury.

Do you practise magic?

I did when I was younger. Magical thinking is wonder-
ful as long as you remember that it’s not literally true.
Things can be true without being literal, which is some-
thing that seems to be harder to grasp in a monotheistic
culture. I've known Hindus who absolutely believe in
Ganesha but would treat you like a maniac if you suggest-
ed there’s physically a man with the head of an elephant
sitting on a cloud somewhere. Speaking as an atheist, this
is what the worst kind of acultural atheist doesn’t under-
stand: the problem isn't superstition, it’s literalism. Our
entire culture is based on superstition, it’s only when you
treat superstition as a palpable, material fact that you
become a fanatic.

But the reason I don't play at magic any more is for the
same reason I don't write books any more. I ran out of
strength a long time ago, and things are only getting
worse. If I wrote, I'd probably do magic, and vice versa.



How did you come to run out of strength?

I say “Strength’. I'd say “hope” if it didn’t make me
sound like an attention-seeking prick. The last time I was
interviewed... I think it was about 2013..? I was asked why
I stopped writing, and I said it was because I'd run out of
hope. I till think that’s true, but I also still think I sounded
like a prick for saying it. I don't believe there’s any point
creating anything if you don'’t think there’s a viable future.
I didn't think there was a future twelve years ago, so you
can guess how I feel now.

The future of “Western civilisation” is a white suprem-
acist empire stret¢hing from America to Russia, taking in
much of continental Europe and absolutely, unequivocally
the UK. I've heard people I trust say “Britain will be a liter-
al fascist state within ten years”, and I think... Jesus, ten?
That many?

And nothing I can possibly do or say will stop that.
Why write? If 'd managed to become A Successful Writer
at the last point when it mattered, twenty or thirty years
ago, then writing might have been worthwhile. It’s too late
now.

What has struck you about how your work has, or hasn’t, been
received? Do you think it has generally been understood?

I think, because of the way I have no social graces and
just say what I think without any sense of diplomacy, that
I've been misunderstood as someone who perpetually
wants a fight. I hate fights. I have opinions that I blurt out
instantly because I hate lying and detest liars. Bear in
mind that I've spent thirty years pointing out that Neil
Gaiman is a manipulative prick, and that you can see it
even in his earliest work, and only now is everyone accept-
ing it. Now we know he does exactly the same thing in his
personal life that he does on the page.

If there’s one thing I'd like to say about myself that’s
true and hasn't been recognised enough, it’s that I'm an
experimentalist. I've always disliked doing the same thing
more than once. I never did anything knowing it’d be well-
received, I just wanted to see whether doing something on
the edges of what I found interesting would work. Culture
is democratic after the fa®, if you try to make something
based on what you think people want then you're guaran-
teed to make something rubbish. Or something horribly
abusive.

You've seen than most the damage caused by the emergence

of ‘the nerd’ as a marketable demographic, and you've also

LAWRENCE MILES

LRIITY
DIESS.
WOoMaAN
WAR:
WORKER'

expressed a particular disdain for Star Trek...

No, wait. Most of the Star Treks are perfectly-all-right
programmes, in the same way that most competent
drama series are perfectly-all-right programmes. What I
have disdain for is the idea that they’re in some way deeply
meaningful. I remember hearing a Trek fan at some SF
convention or other saying, “Star Trek taught me to have
respect for other cultures.” And I thought... Jesus, living on
Earth should teach you that. Watdhing a testosterone-
soaked twat like Captain Kirk shake hands with a guy
who's been painted blue shouldn’t be necessary for you to
understand the concept of racial tolerance.

Our question would be, what do you think Jonathan Frakes’s
fursona would be if furry conventions had never split from sci-
fi conventions?

He strikes me as the happy-bear type. But with a
twinkle in the eye that suggests he'd like to go down to the
woods today and give you a big surprise.
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LAWRENCE MILES

How do you think the commentary in your works on the impact
of pop culture — I think of the Remote or Tiffany Korta in This
Town— has aged?

In both cases, the full impact of the internet hadn't yet
been felt. Both of those books assumed that television
would be the base medium of the future, which it sort of
dtill is, but now it’s only the background rather than the
focus. I was a 1990s utopian who believed the internet
could take everyone to the next stage of human develop-
ment. The idea that it’s better at spreading misinform-
ation than human goodwill didn’t really occur to us in
those days.

The Book of the War anticipated the emergence of the wiki as
a primary interface to sprawling fictional universes. Apart from
wikis compiled from preéxisting corpora, Orion’s Arm and SCP
Foundation are two notable examples of works written in wiki
form — | think you've used the phrase “the story-universe asan
endinitself”. Do you think hypertext of this kind has become
passé?

Honestly, I haven't seen enough online nonlinear fic-
tion to judge. Actually, never mind online, I haven't even
read House of Leaves. I've repeatedly been told that I
should. Also the works of Jorge Luis Borges. One day I'll
get around to it.

What'’s your favourite roguelike? According to our staff writer,
you “seem like the type”.

I'm not a video game person, I'm a board game per-
son. But interestingly, the only video game I've enjoyed
this century is Hades... which is a roguelike. So your “seems
like the type” person is basically correct.

What are some of your favourite board games?

On this very day, 'm about to unpack the modern ver-
sion of Cyclades, a huge Greek-mythology-inspired board
game that’s as close as you can get in the real world to the
game played by the gods in Jason and the Argonauts (1963). 1
love modern board-game mechanics, I love board-game
analysis, and I love old-sc¢hool fantasy that lets me put a
massive hydra on the table somehow. Though I should
point out that I also loathe “Warhammer” and all its ugly,
worthless, parasitic progeny.
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Our ‘big myriapoda’ donors require us to namedrop Burroughs
in every issue. Am | wrong to say there’s something of the
“dead-end horror of the centipede god” in the paranoia of the
War and especially the Celestis?

I'm assuming you mean William S. rather than Edgar
Rice, although come to think of it, the movie version of At
the Earth’s Core is one of my foundational experiences (I
was four). I read Naked Lunch as a teenager and quite liked
it, but it wasn't a big influence.

For that matter, we wonder how Robert Anton Wilson would
have regarded it. Or regarded it?

Ah. Yes. I did read the Illuminatus! trilogy at the age of
sixteen, which is the ideal time to read it if you're in the
1980s. But it’s been so under-the-surface influential that
any young person reading it today would wonder what all
the fuss was about. Also, so much boy-wank.

Do you like the KLF?
Uh-huh. (Uh-huh.) Uh-huh. (Uh-huh.)

Any current projects?

It’s been twenty years since I did anything of note, and
even then, within a very, very small arena. Why would any-
one think I have current projects..?

Oh, except I design board games. Does that count?

If Johnny BBC, head of the BBC, called you tomorrow, begged
you to take charge of Doctor Who, and promised to have Steven
Moffat driven through the streets like a dog, would you accept?

Hahahah! Yes. Of course. If anybody asked me to write
anything for television, I'd accept, unless they came from
a particularly evil ¢hannel. The reason I don't write for TV
isn't because of some strict moral code, it’s because you
need people skills to navigate a job in mass media, and I'm
an autistic, self-destructive pain in the arse with no
¢harm, grace, or ability to prevent myself saying what I'm
thinking. I could barely even hold a conversation with an
executive without telling them in precise detail what
they’re doing wrong. I mean, I'd probably be right, but
that’s not the point.

Yes, [ am very unhappy.
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WORDS Colophon COVER Panopticon Rose

The Western
Sangha

Over the last few hundred years, the western imagination has

found in Buddhism a wealth of suitably meaningless pithy

aphorisms rivalled in its capacity for being turned into a market-
able slurry to dump in the troughs of cozy bookstores, screen-
plays, and Reddit threads only by Daoism. A tendency among

religious studies communicators to see its phantom around

every corner is, then, understandable. Things have come a ways

since the nadir of Alan Watts's “Buddhism is Hinduism packaged

for export”, but claims of “secret Buddhism” persist. When

Andrew Mark Henry (ReligionForBreakfast) cites proposals

that Nagarjuna was a secret Pyrrhonist, and Justin Sledge

(Esoterica) shrugs and half-jokingly says, “‘some say the

Therapeute were secret Theravadins, because they sound a-
like?” they are putting on display ideas about how Buddhism

spread that can be checked against the historical record, and

against Buddhism in its own terms. Manjusri willing, this will

be ajoyless endeavour which will drain from Buddhism a great

mass of its charming and delightful mystery and leave it a dry

and miserable husk. You're welcome.
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ow FAR WEST DID Buddhism spread? The typic-
H al answer is Afghanistan, give or take Greco-

Badtria or the Indo-Greek Kingdom, or perhaps
“I think Iran?” or “Persia someplace, maybe the ‘stans”.
Occasionally, a more precise account is made of the areas
in Central Asia where groups on the periphery of Buddhist
influence might form a thin, quasi-diasporic membrane
that might bump the border this way or that west of the
stronghold in Gandhara, which geographically so marked
the Buddhist heartland in the early days of its transmis-
sion that the Swat Valley is considered overlaid with the
beyul (see OGpo V) of Oddiyana, the birthplace of the
great vidyadhara-s. Eventually the answer might get gran-
ular enough to reach “Sogdia”, and out come the various
historical maps. Commendable as this form of ¢hartfuck-
ing surely is, it seems like a dead end. Buddhism didn’t
just show up and then vanish into thin air the moment it
got pushback from the various séhools of thought present
in Persia. The rulers of the Indo-Greek Kingdom had ad-
opted it, and Buddhism in Bactria was so strong that it
was still quite present by the time Islam arrived —Ja‘far
ibn Yahya, famous vizier and naga TF enthusiast (Aladdin,
1992), was a member of the Barmakid family of one-time
Balkh-based Buddhists well-known to the Islamic world.
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What counts as Buddhist? If we stick to confessionally
Buddhist populations and polities whi¢h adopted Buddh-
ism as their state religion, we will not get much further
than eastern Iran. But even at that far Western edge,
people knew of Buddhism and could be in contact with
Buddhists. India was a bit far for a Greek, but within ready
trading distance for Parthians. Parthians may not have
adopted Buddhism wholesale, but Buddhism left some
mark on their notions of the world. And when they traded
to their west and talked on the side about the world, then,
the conversation would be somewhere downstream of the
glacier of Buddhism proper even if Buddhism did not
form its headwater.

That a population might nominally nod to it does not
mean they have any idea what Buddhism proper entails,
any more than an Amazon mindfulness closet makes a
Zen monastery out of the sweatshop which installed it. We
want the transmission of the Dharma, the heartwood of
Buddhism, rather than merely its name. “The Buddha had
extraordinary sanctity and so became a foreign deity of
some sort” of St. Jerome is not engagement with Buddh-
ism. Objects such as the Buddha statuettes found in Egypt
(Berenike) and Sweden (Helgo) testify to the health of the
trade routes along which Buddhist goods travelled (once



there were such things as Buddhist goods), but tell us no-
thing about the penetration of Buddhist concepts. “They
have the words, but not the music”.

An element with some place in Buddhism that could
be derived from any number of other places is too diffuse.
“Reincarnation”, for example, is not enough. We want a
belief or practice we can recognise as either definitely hav-
ing origins in Buddhism, or so particularly tailored to
Buddhism to seem incongruent outside it. By way of ana-
logy, the possibility of having some unspliced sections of
DNA in one’s genome from an ancestor reduces with each
generation, along with the size of the unspliced sections,
until by the 7" generation (perhaps only 200 years), the
size of the contribution is on average less than 1% of the
genome. Cultural contributions last considerably longer,
but are subject to their own form of splicing. Even the
strictest ‘cloning’ cannot withstand the selective pressures
of the needs of the Sangha.

To address the spread of Buddhism rather than pass-
ing resemblances by happenstance, we must restri¢t our-
selves to what has a reasonable link back to Buddhism,
preferably as represented by the Pali canon, the best win-
dow we have into early Buddhism, barring some new
means of determining whether the Sanskrit canon pre-
dates it, which is not forthcoming. Mahayana is not ex-
cluded; Mahayana is generally additive on the Pali, accept-
ing it as Buddhavacana but expanding on it with sutra-s
not accepted by those who stick to the Pali and the
Abhidharma. It is useful to recall that Mahayana (includ-
ing Vajrayana) and Theravada are the survivors of a once
more crowded field of Buddhist s¢hools, and any trace of
Buddhism we may find need not derive from either of
them. To prevent getting lost in the weeds of what might
be considered a feature of this s¢hool or that, the Pali
sutta-s will help us verify that we are dealing with some
¢hunk of Buddhism proper. Last, to trace the line from
Buddhism accurately, it is useful to cap our search before
the early modern period. If the contact with Buddhism
could be traced to a colonial venture, we have gone too far.

Pyrrhonism

Our first candidate is the Greek sceptical s¢hool Pyrrhon-
ism, which has a long history of claims to Buddhist line-
age; either that Pyrrhonism was inspired by Buddhism, or
that Nagarjuna’s Madhyamaka was inspired by Pyrrhon-
ism. The former claim is by far the older, having, in some
form, been around during Nagarjuna’s lifetime, Diogenes
Laértius being approximately his contemporary.

THE WESTERN SANGHA

Shortly after the life of the Buddha, Alexander’s con-
quests in the 320s BCE brought the Greeks into direct
contact with the §ramanik tradition of which Buddhism
forms one surviving strand. Pyrrho of Elis travelled with
Alexander, and is recorded to have come into contact with
§ramana-s, or, as the Greeks called them, gymnosophistai,
‘naked sages’. This appellation could have come by any
number of movements: Jainism, historically Buddhism’s
twin, has the s¢hool of ‘sky-clad’ monks, Digambara Jains,
who forego clothing. According to the Digambara s¢hool,
the split between it and the clothed ‘white-clad’
Svetambara s¢hool happened during the lifetime of
Acarya Bhadrabahu, who would have been in his forties
during Alexander’s conquests. (According to Svetambara-
s Bhadrabahu was white-clad, and the Digambara-s date
from some 350 to 400 years later.) Likewise in the sutta-s
accounts of an almost endless variety of ascetic practices
contemporary to Buddhism whidh the Buddha saw the
need to comment on, a number were definitely nude;
among them the lost Ajivika s¢hool of atomic determin-
ists, at one point considered the third nastika séhool
alongside Buddhism and Jainism, and what amount to
furries (Majjhima Nikaya 57):

Atha kho punno ca koliyaputto govatiko acelo ca seniyo
kukkuravatiko yena bhagava tenupasankamimsu; upasan-
kamitva punno koliyaputto govatiko bhagavantarh abhiva-
detva ekamantam nisidi. Acelo pana seniyo kukkuravatiko
bhagavata saddhirh sammodi. Sammodaniyarn katharh
saraniyam vitisaretva kukkurova palikujjitva ekamantarh
nisidi.

“Then Punna the Koliyan, a cow votary, and the naked ascetic
Seniya, a dog votary, went to see the Buddha. Punna bowed
to the Buddha and sat down to one side, while Seniya ex-
¢hanged greetings and polite conversation with him before
sitting down to one side curled up like a dog.”

In the age before fursuits, the fight against poodling ap-
parently took on more financially viable forms.

We can be reasonably certain, then, that Pyrrho actu-
ally did have contadt with the very early Buddhists, and
completely certain that the Greeks with Alexander came
into prolonged contadt and extensive cultural ex¢hange
with them. It is admittedly extremely unlikely Pyrrho
could deduce all that much of the densely technical in-
strudtions of the §ramana-s if it were through translators
alone, but the results speak for themselves as to the simil-
arities in philosophical underpinnings, and it is known
that Alexander and Pyrrho were accompanied by the
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Taxilan gymnosophist Kalanos for a period of time before
his self-immolation upon coming down with a fatal ill-
ness. He did not flinch.

From Matthew Neal’s “Madhyamaka and Pyrrhonism”™:

“(...) we have seen that Bett’s ‘water through mud’ hypothesis,
that one Indian teacher’s reluctance can be extrapolated to
argue that language translation problems prevented Pyrrho
learning philosophy from any of the sages of the [north-west-
rn] borderlands of India, is almost impossible to credit in the
face of the evidence, which includes Alexander’s having en-
countered two bilingual Greek-speaking communities there,
the formal use of Aramaic in educational institutions at
Taxila where most of the recorded encounters took place, and
the knowledge of Greek writing in Indian texts of the time. We
have seen that other Greek philosophers were in the region
then— at least Onesicritus the Cynic, Anaxarchus, and
Clearchus the Peripatetic— and that a number of Greeks in-
cluding one of Alexander’s bodyguards habitually received
instruction from Indian sages.”

Pyrrhonism exhibits features of broader §ramana philo-
sophy. Diogenes Laértius, writing of Pyrrho and having
stated his indebtedness to the gymnosophistai, says “uni-
versally, he held that there is nothing really existent, but
custom and convention govern human action, for no
single thing is in itself any more this than that”. Pyrrho
taught a form of the suspension of hypostasising, epoche
(¢mox, ‘cessation’), which would have been familiar to the
Buddha. Pyrrhonism puts forward that phenomena ap-
pear, but are not determinate; that they ¢hange with time,
appear stable only through the discourses in which they
are named, and are hence not known in their essences be-
yond these discourses, which themselves can ¢hange. All
this positively reeks of dependent origination. Clinging to
delusional hypostasising (in Buddhist terms, clinging to
ditthi, views in the sense of hypostatic determinations) is
painful, leading to 1dfn pathe, ‘affli¢tion’ in the sense of
what is done to a person and tapaxy tarakhé, mental dis-
tress. Both terms carry connotations much closer to the
meaning of dukkha than its conventional translation as
‘pairt or ‘suffering. In the Alagaddupama Sutta, the Water-
Snake Simile, the Buddha makes explicit that wrong views
may very well cause anguish, but that the premise of
Buddhism is not the replacement of wrong views for
“right views”, but the extinguishing of the root of wrong
views. “Right views” are those which are conductive to the
ending of stress; and it is these the Buddha teaches, a path
to the cessation of suffering, not a path to universal know-
ledge. In the Sisapavanasutta (Sarhyutta Nikaya 56.31):
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[E]tadeva bahutararh yarh vo maya abhinfiaya anakkhatarh.
Kasma cetarn, bhikkhave, maya anakkhatarm? Na hetarh,
bhikkhave, atthasarhhitarh nadibrahmacariyakarh na nibbi-
daya na viragaya na nirodhaya na upasamaya na abhinfiaya
na sambodhaya na nibbanaya samvattati.

“[TIhere is much more that I have directly known but have not
explained to you. What I have explained is a tiny amount.
And why haven't I explained it? Because it’s not beneficial or
relevant to the fundamentals of the spiritual life.”

And in the Alagaddapamasutta (Majjhima Nikaya 22):

So sunati tathagatassa va tathagatasavakassa va sabbesarh
ditthitthanadhitthanapariyutthanabhinivesanusayanarm
samugghataya sabbasankharasamathaya sabbapadhipati-
nissaggaya tanhakkhayaya viragaya nirodhaya nibbanaya
dhammarh desentassa.

“They hear the Realised One or their disciple teaching
Dhamma for the uprooting of all grounds, fixations, obses-
sions, insistences, and underlying tendencies regarding
views; for the stilling of all activities, the letting go of all at-
tachments, the ending of craving, fading away, cessation,
extinguishment.”

Paralleling Pyrrhonist scepticism, the Buddha also makes
extensive use of negation without advancing any positive
position of his own. In the Brahmajalasutta (Digha Nikaya
1), we find him making use of the catuskoti, the tetra-
lemma of serially negating the proposition (“is”), its priv-
ation (“is not”), their conjuncdtion (“is and is not”), and its
negation (“neither is nor is not”), to produce an inventory
of views he does not hold to be useful. So thorough is this
list that it includes at length a critique of “recluses and
brahmins who are endless equivocators”, denying that it
is enough merely to suspend judgment alone. Sucdh a posi-
tion is not to be confused with Pyrrho or, for that matter,
Nagarjuna; their scepticism is put forward not merely as
a “well I don't know so I better not embarrass myself”, but
instead a means of understanding dependent origination
through leaving hypostasising no ground whatsoever on
which to stand. When Nagarjuna makes use of the catus-
koti, it is the Buddha he is citing and paraphrasing, not
Pyrrho. There are analogies in common with Pyrrhonists:
Nagarjuna uses a ladder simile as Sextus Empiricus (his
contemporary) did, rather than the raft simile Siddhartha
used in order to convey the same sentiment. Just the same,
Nagarjuna’s logical form has Indian precedents, and spe-
cifically Buddhist precedents. Shared features between
Madhyamaka and Pyrrhonism, however close we might
get to confirming the second claim regarding the influ-
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ence of Pyrrhonism, is all the more in favour of Pyrrho-
nism being marked by the contact with Buddhism.

We can start to more confidently check the box of the
first claim. Pyrrho had contact with Buddhism, and came
out of that contact with something that would not look at
all out of place among §ramana-s, though he was not a
Buddhist, and did not operate in the same normative
framework. His was philosophy first, and coming to full
terms with the philosophy is the practice, as it is with
Madhyamaka, as gelugpas have long attested. What
causes some level of doubt is the degree to which a direct
transmission to Nagarjuna is historically viable. One
would have to suppose that he got all of it from Pyrrho-
nists, approximately five hundred years after Pyrrho ac-
companied Alexander, and in all that time, with all that
exdhange, it was Nagarjuna in particular that those doc-
trines reached, and they just happened to slot so perfedtly
into Buddhism that he could then cite the sutta-s as their
basis. It does not strain credulity to suppose Pyrrho got
something from the §ramana-s—it would be stranger if
he didn't— or that the Graeco-Bacdtrians and Indo-Greeks
had access to both, or even that Nagarjuna would have had
access to arguments familiar to Pyrrhonists. But it does
seem incredulous to suggest Nagarjuna would have
‘smuggled in’ arguments from them that would not be
known to Buddhists already. Claims that Nagarjuna was

so shrewd as to be able to completely mask Pyrrhonism by
creatively stret¢hing Buddhist terminology (as is Joseph
Walsner’s position in his book Nagarjuna in Context) are
difficult to square with how the literal proximity of Pyr-
rhonism must have been close but not too close, there for
Nagarjuna (from central India) to access in his day but not
there for others to pick up on, and dormant within the
Buddhist sphere for some five hundred years between
Pyrrho and Nagarjuna. If, as Neal asserts, “It was the
Mahasanghikas, with whom Nagarjuna was most associ-
ated in his early career, who held that understanding was
sufficient for liberation, leaving mental absorption as
rather superfluous, and that constitutive thought still
operated in the highest tates of trance”, then it is an es-
pecially funny coincidence that a quasi-foreign system
such as Pyrrhonism would happen to be within spitting
distance without anyone noticing, most especially if we
are to believe that the fall of the Maurya empire resulted
in a xenophobic vacuum suspicious of foreign influence.
Nobody noticed until recently? The narrative here grows
convoluted. The truth can be convoluted, but if Madhya-
maka and Pyrrhonism are so close already, must we try
and make one into the other?

In any case, as we return to the question of Westward
expansion, “it didn’t quite take”. Pyrrhonism, with its
stress upon the philosophy as the practice, lasted as a
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philosophy, but the lack of a practical structure on which
to build meant that it eventually lost ground to perhaps
more tangible s¢hools, such as... ughhhhh, Stoics. By the
time of Roman preéminence, Graeco-Bacdtria had frag-
mented beyond the point of meaningful contact with the
Hellenic world. The Indo-Greek Kingdom fell around the
time Jesus popped out of the virginal womb. Strabo re-
counts a Sramana from Bharuch self-immolating in
Athens after being sent to Rome, in what was by then a
particularly Buddhist hobby, but this is a relationship to
Buddhism as only a foreign novelty, not as neighbours on
the other end of a cultural continuum.

The Therapeuta

Another candidate sometimes put forward are the
Therapeutz, a Jewish ascetic group in Egypt during the
early first century. God only knows why. The Essenes pre-
date them by a century or more and provided them with a
pattern for ascetic religious communities in a Jewish con-
text which was quickly becoming amenable to forms of
practice whidh look historically distinct, maybe even, gulps
and pulls collar Gnostic (vide infra), but not Buddhist. The
Therapeute were not secret Theravadin-s, or if they were,
they did an atrocious job. Ascetic practice alone does not
a Buddhist make, and none of their practices align with
Buddhism moreso than with any ascetic movement at all:
no sex, no meat, no property, and soforth. “What if they
were the descendants of Ashoka’s missionaries”, even if
true, would not pass our litmus. The claim that their name
is a corruption of ‘Theravadin' is extremely dubious; the
term “Theravada” only rose to prominence after Ashoka’s
time, even if we accept Theravadin accounts of the term
being coined at the third council under him (and it isn't
agreed by all parties that the third council looked anything
like the Theravadin version), and why would they have
introduced themselves as Theravadins and not Buddhists,
to the Greeks, during the period of maximum contact
between the Greek and Buddhist worlds when the Greeks
would be both able and willing to hear them out? They in-
troduced themselves enough to half-establish their name
in Pali, only to then decline the opportunity to discuss
Buddhadharma? The conversion of the Therapeutz to
Judaism would have been blindingly fast and unbelievably
thorough; two hundred years is a long time for a specific
missionary expedition, but if these constituted a diaspor-
ic group somehow, two centuries to have all the distingui-
shing features from Buddhism abandoned without any
claimed memory of them, is practically speedrunning.
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Our primary source for the Therapeute is De Vita
Contemplativa whose author (maybe Philo of Alexandria,
but that isn't universally accepted) apparently knew them
around Lake Mariotis personally, and attested to their de-
votion to Torah study and its central prominence in their
observation of the sabbath; the Therapeuta seem to have
conceived of themselves in Jewish terms above all. If this
is our primary source for their “Buddhist” qualities, it is
doing an odd job of it. When did they convert to Judaism?
They have no memory of their own conversion, but they
were a §trong enough group to win converts apparently
widely throughout Egypt (so says Contemplativa’s author),
and nobody, Greek, Egyptian, or otherwise at the time
thought to compare them to §ramana-s, even though they
felt comfortable doing so for Pyrrhonists some two hun-
dred years after the Therapeutz? If they were once mis-
sionaries, they seem to have had barely any contact with
the non-monastic world once established in their monas-
teries. These narratives of a lost missionary group don't
add up, and if they did, it would be embarrassing for them
as missionaries.

The Cathars

Our search would probably then end with the Pyrrhonists
but for one last candidate, the Cathars.

The Cathars (from xaBapds, ‘pure’, ‘clear’) , or Albi-
gensians, were a semi-loose (the Council of Saint Felix de
Caraman seems about as close as they came to formal or-
ganisation) group of heterodox Christians in the Languedoc
(modern southern france), centred around the town of
Albi. Seeking an end to rebirth in the world, Cathars
worked to disillusion themselves with the dissatisfying
world of temporal phenomena, and were primarily divid-
ed between the laity and an order of renunciates, the
perfecti, who survived on alms, with a minor priesthood
sometimes facilitating between the two.

In Christianity, an engaged clerical arm forms the
primary administrative structure and tends to eclipse the
renunciates, assuming those even exist. Buddhist priest-
hoods, where they appear, are consistently less authoritat-
ive as an organisational body than either the monastic
Sangha or, in certain cases, the local yogin-s, who are cer-
tainly not known for their administrative acumen. One
area of definite overlap between Buddhists and Cathars is
the tension between monastic practice and laity; Buddhist
laity is “expected to behave itself” (Ajahn Sona) and follow,
as best they are able, the five precepts, but they are not es-
pecially expedted to be monks, barring temporarily, which
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in many parts of the Buddhist world has been a rite of pas-
sage. Still, laity are not monks, and where laity must fill in
for monks or are expected to fill in for monks, we can tend
to expect development to address the tension between the
relatively lax rules for laity and the hundreds of sub-rules
(most of them rules lawyering on the basis of a small num-
ber of themes) for monks which regulate their daily con-
duct. For Cathars, this tension between credentes and
perfedti is addressed principally by the convenientia, or
pledge to take the consolamentum, the Cathar “baptism in
the Holy Spirit”, and become a perfectus eventually.

An unscissioned piece of Buddhism in Catharism ap-
pears in their renunciates’ rejection of eating meat, ex-
cepting fish. Their pescetarianism was based in part on
the grounds that a soul might be reborn in an animal, and
that the animal should ideally not be harmed or killed,
presumably because harming and killing it would deepen
attachment to the material world and harm the killer’s
¢hances to be released from the grip of rebirth. This prac-
tice was so emblematic of the Cathars that inquisitors
would request suspects to kill animals or consume meat
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to ¢heck if they were perfecti. Béatrice de Planissolles
recounts:

“He encouraged me then to leave with him to go to the Good
Christians, citing as examples many noblewomen who had
gone. He first told me of Alestra and Serena, two ladies of
Chateauverdun, who painted themselves with colours to ap-
pear to be foreigners, in order not to be recognized and went to
Toulouse. Arriving at an inn, the hostess wished to know if
they were heretics or not, and gave them live chickens, asking
them to prepare them because she had something to do in the
town and left the house. At her veturn she found the ¢hickens
still living and asked them why they had not prepared them.
They replied that if the hostess would kill them they would
prepare them, but that they would not kill them. The hostess
hearing this, went to tell the Inquisitors that two heretics were
at her inn. They were arrested and burned. When they had to
go to the pyre, they asked for water to wash their faces, saying
that they did not wish to go to God painted thus... He told me
also that God had made all the spirits of heaven and that these
spirits sinned by the sin of pride, wishing to be equal to God.
By reason of this sin they fell from the sky through the air and
onto the earth. They dwell and penetrate into the bodies they
meet, indiscriminately, whether into the bodies of brute beasts
or the bodies of men. And these spirits who are in the bodies
of brutes are also endowed with reason and knowledge just as
those in human bodies, except that they cannot talk when
they dwell in the bodies of brute beasts. And the fact that the
spirits who are in the bodies of brutes are endowed with rea-
son and knowledge can be seen because they flee what is noxi-
ous to them and seek what is profitable. This is why it is a sin
to kill such a brute beast or a man, because each one as well as
the other has a spirit endowed with reason and understand-
ing. He said also that it was necessary for these spirits to enter
into a human body to do penance for this sin of pride and that
this must be done before the world is finished. It is only in
human bodies, he said, that the spirits can do penance for this
sin. They cannot do it in the bodies of brute beasts.”

Here she lays out not only a theory of non-harm in relation
to animals, but the specific nature of what qualifies a sen-
tient being: “they flee what is noxious to them and seek
what is profitable”.

None of not eating meat, not harming animals, or a
belief'in rebirth is uniquely Buddhism; but their specific
combination with an explanation rooted in something
very much like karma does gives us pause. A belief in re-
birth does not, by itself, entail that animals may be en-
souled as people are, nor would them being ensouled
entail that they ought not to be harmed or even eaten after
death. We might imagine a much wider variety of beliefs
held regarding their reasoning, and indeed Cathars had
multiple explanations, but there are many moving parts
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here which reduce significantly the possibility that Cath-
ars simply devised this from the clear blue, most especially
if there is a plausible route by which they picked it up as a
“genetic contribution”.

Alittle digging and we find other unscissioned con-
tributions. Peter of Castelnau wrote:

“They denied the resurrection of the body, and invented new
myths, claiming that our souls are really those angelic spirits
who were driven from heaven through their rebellious pride
and then left their glorified bodies in the ether; and that these
souls after successively inhabiting seven earthly bodies will
then return to their oviginal bodies, as though they had then
completed their long penance.”

Seven rebirths is the maximum number of rebirths guar-
anteed after stream entry in Buddhism. Here, as with the
explanation for the diet, it sits alongside variants. Béatrice
de Planissolles:

“These spirits incarnate themselves as a vesult and the world
will not be finished before all of them are incorporated in the
bodies of men and women. This is how the spirit of a baby who
was just born is just as old as the spirit of an old man. He said
furthermore that when the spirits of men and women who are
not Good Christians, leave their bodies, they enter into the
bodies of other men and women until they have entered nine
bodies. If amongst these nine bodies the body of a Good
Christian is not found, the spirit is damned. If on the contrary
it finds the body of a Good Christian, the spirit is saved... He
told me as well that the spirits of God who have sinned place
themselves wherever they can in order to dwell there.”

This is not far at all from the Buddhist notion of the “pre-
cious human rebirth” which is necessary factor for release
from transmigration, and though it has picked up some
notions unfamiliar to Buddhism (in which there is no con-
cept of a lifetime limit), it still rhymes easily enough.

In just about every theological issue, the Cathars
seemed similarly riven. Was Christ a person? If Christ ap-
peared, was his appearance merely illusory and immateri-
al, or was there a real material Christ? If there was an ap-
parent Christ at all of any kind, was he influenced by the
heavenly Christ of whic¢h he was a sort of shadow, or an
evil false prophet working to pervert the celestial Christ’s
teadhings? Was the Devil (the evil god of the material
world, by whatever name) an underling of the true God or
the result of some sort of error on another’s part? Was the
Devil oppositional because he was just that much of an
asshole, or was he provoked into rebellion by being cuck-
olded by the true God? Is the world of matter a prison run
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by the Devil so he can be an evil god all he wants, or is this
the shadow realm punishment cube for the Devil as well?

Docetism, the belief that Christ’s suffering was illus-
ory, by itself is a stance that necessarily occurs as a possi-
bility when considering Christ’s human and divine nat-
ure. Ioan Couliano in his Tree of Gnosis discusses gnostic-
ism as a kind of game, where, the initial move having been
made, other ones follow in a logical structure, the titular
tree, leading to similar results across time without need-
ing to posit direc¢t historical influence.

Across the breadth of Cathar belief, we see branches of
this kind, despite the end results of all of them looking
very similar to us, and involving similar dichotomies.
Peter of Vaux-de-Cernay, hardly a pro-Cathar source by
any means (if he could have had Toulouse nuked, he would
have run to the button, apparently), still attests to the
variety of Cathar belief:

“Further, in their secret meetings they said that the Christ who
was born in the earthly and visible Bethlehem and crucified
at Jerusalem was ‘evil’, and that Mary Magdalene was his
concubine — and that she was the woman taken in adultery
who is referred to in the Scriptures; the ‘Good’ Christ, they
said, neither atenordranknor assumed the true flesh and

was never in this world, except spiritually in the body of Paul.
I have used the term ‘the earthly and visible Bethlehen’
because the heretics believed there is a different and invisible
earth in which — according to some of them — the ‘good’
Christwas born and crucified. Again, they said that the good
God had two wives, Oolla and Ooliba, on whom he begat sons
and daughters. There were other heretics who said that there
was only one Creator, but that he had two sons, Christ and the
Devil; they said moreover that all created beings had once
been good, but that everything had been corrupted by the vials
referred to in the Book of Revelations.”

We can see how multiple explanations might bolster the
same positions without necessarily following from one
another. Is eating meat bad because animals (except fish)
are of a kind with people, or is it because these are the
producdts of sex-havers? Either explanation on its own may
suffice for a Cathar perfectus. Neither by itself would ne-
cessitate any modification of the practice, but both would
have implications for how modifications to the practice
would be read. Cathars were pescetarian, not vegetarian.
If it is permissible to eat fish, but it is not permissible to
eat ensouled beings, then it does follow that fish don't have
souls. If they did, why would Christ feed others with
them? We could imagine an evil Christ convincing others
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to consume meat to trap them here, and there were —
there are, in the form of Mandaans —those who hold the
view that Christ was a perverter, but to them, John the Bapt-
ist was the real big man on campus and that baptism rules,
whereas Cathars thought baptism was a disgusting, per-
verse shadow of the spiritual anointing of consolamentum.

Cathars apparently considered the notion of a physical
Christ revolting, supposing that Christ, to in any way be
meaningfully capable of releasing others from the physic-
al world, must not be of it, at most granting merely the
appearance of a body. The parallel is closer to notions of
bodhisattva-s projecting ‘holograms’ of themselves (this is
common enough Buddhist parlance now for emanations)
across time and lives than it is the Buddha of the sutta-s,
who certainly had a body. The Buddha got sick, had a bad
back, and physically died. The Tatiyagilanasutta (Sarhyutta
Nikaya 46.16) clearly describes the Buddha as gravely ill,
even using “suffering” (dukkha) to describe it, “tena kho
pana samayena bhagava abadhiko hoti dukkhito balhagi-
1ano”, at which point a recitation of the seven awakening
factors seems to so please the Buddha that he comes out
ofit.

Just so, the Buddha at length presents the body as a
negative, excepting to the extent that the body is a con-
venient source of disgust which might be carried forward
into a loss of passion for impermanent things, and a read-
ily available place to put one’s attention during medit-
ation. The Buddha is clear that even his own physical body,
despite his enlightenment, is foul, filthy, that the physical
form is a putikaya, ‘putrid mass’. Of the body, the Buddha
says, “kayo rogabhtto gandabhtito sallabhiito aghabhtito
abadhabhtito’, “this body is a disease, a boil, a dart, a mis-
ery, an affliction”. He describes beautiful women present-
ed to him as “muttakarisapunnary’, “full of piss and shit”,
using gender-neutral terms (“kimevidam”) so as to denote
a body, any body, as a mass of sores. When Venerable
Vakkali, on his deathbed, told the Buddha that he had
wished to see the Buddha in person, he was ¢hided, ‘Alarh,
vakkali, kirh te imina patikayena ditthena? Yo kho,
vakkali, dhammarh passati so marh passati.” “Enough,
Vakkali! Why do you want to see this foul body? One who
sees the Dhamma sees me.”

The Buddha did not expect the body to be replaced by
something else upon death, however, and refused to en-
tertain questions about “what happens to” a Buddha or an
arhat upon death. These questions, as covered in the
Brahmajala Sutta, are “the thicket of views, the desert of
views, the twist of views, the dodge of views, the fetter of
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views. They’re beset with suffering, distress, anguish, and
fever.” “They don't lead to disillusionment, dispassion, ces-
sation”, the Buddha tells the monk Vacc¢hagotta. Through
realising the specific nature of phenomena, a monk un-
does the root ignorance which motivates wrong positions,
ditthigatam, through coming to fully understand the con-
ditional nature of the aggregates. To Vac¢ha's questions
regarding “where they go” when they die, the Buddha
denies that they are reborn at all, but then goes on to deny
that they are not reborn, specifically saying that this de-
finite position doesr’t apply: “Na upapajjatiti kho, Vaccha,
na upeti”. Buddha compares the questions to watching
the extinguishing of a fire, and then asking which of the
cardinal directions the extinguished fire “went”. Release
in Buddhism is not a “place” to which one goes. Neither is
it mere annihilation, an un-place. Higher and lower
realms do exist in Buddhism, but are not the goal. The
Buddha holds that seeking rebirth in successively better
realms might feed into attaining release (Majjhima Nikaya
120), but as a rule strongly discourages taking birth again
at all even in a deva realm if it can be avoided. The prefer-
able rebirths are preferable only insofar as they might fa-
cilitate full release, without remainder. Anguttara Nikaya
3.18 has the Buddha directly encouraging monks to be
“horrified, repelled, and disgusted” by the notion that
their practice will lead them to the deva realms, but this
same sutta makes it as clear that the deva realms are ob-
viously preferable in their contents to those of the lower
realms, from which direct release is precluded.

Here, the Cathars diverge, holding that a person re-
leased from the world is an angel, freed from the Punish-
ment Box or Shadow Realm of the material world, and,
having no more sin to fetter them to it, returns to the be-
nign, benevolent true God, in whose hands is placed the
responsibility to guarantee non-return.

Manichaism

The Cathars sat at the westernmost end of a ¢hain of het-
erodox transmission through the Christian world, gener-
ally agreed to begin in Christendom with the Paulicians in
Armenia, through the Bogomils in Bulgaria and the Bal-
kans, and from there through Lombardy to the Langue-
doc. The Bogomils held to similar dietary standards as the
Cathars, and had clear guidelines for what actions would
bind one to the evil material world. Per the (disgusted
Hank Hill voice) Britannica:

“They condemned those functions of man that bring him into



close ontact with matter, especially marriage, the eating of
meat, and the drinking of wine. In fact, the moral austerity of
the Bogomils invariably was acknowledged by their fiercest
opponents... By the early 13th century the dualistic commun-
ities of southern Europe — comprising the Paulicians and
Bogomils in the east and the Cathari in the west— formed a
network stretching from the Black Sea to the Atlantic.”

Following the ¢hain of ‘dualistic’ transmission back, we
arrive at Manichaism. Mani, its prophet, was born to a
Docetit family of Elcesaites in Ctesiphon in the 3* cent-
ury CE. Already under the instruction of heaven, he under-
took a journey to India, Pyrrho-style, before returning to
the Sasanians to preach his new religion, a melange of the
different s¢hools found around the region: Buddhism,
Zoroastrianism, and, after a fashion, Christianity. In its
attempt to systematise these geographically distant posit-
ions, Manichzism had to form a view that these groups
could see at least part of themselves in, but the Manichz-
ans regarded themselves as belonging to none of the
three, but as constituting fourth thing on par and com-
patible with but not equivalent to them. Only as Manichz-
ism in the west (here meaning “west of eastern Iran”) col-
lapsed did its eastern holdouts see significant Buddhific-
ation, and this especially starting in the 700s, after the
early Paulicians.

The Manic¢haans held that the material world was a
prison for souls wandering through rebirths bound by
ignorance of their conditions, and that there was a way
out of this predicament through the practice of Manichze-
ism whic¢h undoes root nescience. The dualism with which
they came to be so strongly associated amounted to the
claim that the World of Light and World of Darkness were
two entirely separate creations, which did not either re-
duce to the other, and had only by accident become inter-
mingled, an accident which Manichism looked to fix.
This idea, carried over from Zoroastrianism (The notion,
once current, of purely dualistic ‘original’ Zoroastrianism
and a later monistic movement called “Zurvanism’, in
which the good and evil spirit came from a singular pro-
genitor, has been shown to be a phantasm of 19* century
sc¢holarship. Both variant cosmologies historically coexist-
ed without either being seen as deviant to the other.) is not
found as such in Buddhism, but is not too far removed
from the Buddhist rejection of the phenomenal world in
favour of the unconditioned, which, crucially, also denies
any causal or formal link between the two, in contradic-
tion to Abrahamic religions or monistic Hinduism.

Manicheism organised itself along lines more familiar

THE WESTERN SANGHA

“Augustine sacrificing to an idol of the Manicheans”
by Aert van den Bossche, 15th century.

to Buddhists than Christians. A group of renunciates
(electi) form a transmitting institution, supported materi-
ally by a laity (auditores) defined by an intention to eventu-
ally join said backbone, in this life or in some future one.
This pattern closely parallels the Cathar one.

Buddhist communities read Manichaism as a hetero-
dox Buddhism, with responses ranging from inclusion (or,
in one case, inclusion of it as a form of Buddhism during
a mass slaughter of Buddhists) to state repression. Its het-
erodoxy did not prevent its spread as far as Chang’an,
crossing north of the Tibetan Plateau by the 700s, through
routes that already had been used for the spread of
Buddhism hundreds of years earlier, and along the way,
many surviving examples of Manichzan art and writings
were deposited in Buddhist collections throughout the
Western Regions, like in the Mogao caves in Danhudng,
Gaochang, effectively anywhere we might find material
from Sogdia through Uyghur lands is likely to have evid-
ence of this final arm of Manichaism, by then long since
snuffed out as an organised group in the West. Manichz-
ans seemed to have an almost supernatural ability to piss
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off rulers wherever they established themselves, and most
were converted to Buddhism in China in the 14™ century,
though an extremely well-camouflaged community re-
portedly may still exist in Fjian.

Gnosticism

‘Gnosticisnt, under which rubric the Cathars and the
Manichzans have been subsumed, remains a problematic
term; the movements so designated were called that by
outsiders and after the fact. With the powerful draw the
idea of a religion or form of religion called Gnosticism has
exerted on such 20% century figures as Herman Hesse,
Carl Jung, and Philip K. Dick, as well as on those eager to
categorise just about every modern phenomenon from
Marxism to fascism and positivism to psychoanalysis as a
resurgence of the Gnostic heresy, one can be moved to
wonder — as numerous s¢holars have — if we aren't, in
reality, dealing with a modern phenomenon and a mod-
ern obsession that has merely attached itself to the name
of an ancient fringe movement. Couliano’s ‘ideal object’
view of Gnosticism excludes Buddhism by the simple
virtue of it not playing on the same exegetical board.

It has been floated (by eg. Edward Conze) that Buddh-
ism shares with Gnostics generally the notion of gnosis, re-
velation not derived from the senses. I disagree that
Mahayana presents a notion of gnosis that would be fami-
liar to Gnostics, but there are comparisons to be made,
most especially regarding the material world and the role

Mani as the “Buddha of Light” (YEBHBE Guangmingfo)
at the Cioan (5LJE) temple, Fisjian.
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of the body in it. Here, Cathars appear closer to Buddhism
than Manic¢hzans; the latter held that the world was the
result of a kind of ontological dialectic that could be navi-
gated, the pure distinguished from the foul and held to,
despite the shared view of all three that the material world
is confining, prison-like. As we've seen, Buddhism does
not hope for the release of souls from this prison to an
explicable or expected ‘somewhere else’, Cathars and
Manichzans apparently do; but Cathars do not seem to
hold out hope of knowing what of the world is derived
from the good. Buddhism concurs. The world of pheno-
mena, according to Buddhism, is a dialectic, but not a
moral one; rather, all phenomena condition one another.
This being so, knowing that the branches of dissatisfac-
tion have roots whic¢h have conditions of their own, one
might remove the conditions for the arising of more dis-
satisfaction, primarily through the undoing of root nesci-
ence. Holding out hope of the arising of some dependent-
ly originated satisfaction which will not cease is nonsen-
sical in the Buddhist view, and this precludes the possibil-
ity of rebirth causing release of its own accord. Cathars
agree, denying that rebirth will ever be satisfying, and
concluding that release is found nowhere in the world of
distinguished phenomena.

The most significant practical gulf between Buddhism
and Catharism seems to be the extent to whi¢ch Buddhism
made itself into an institution, first and foremost during
the life of the Buddha, who went to great lengths to make
Buddhisnt’s case to local rulers and to establish the Sangha
as the storehouse of Buddhadharma into the future. Mani-
¢hxans tried this with limited success, Paulicians and
their ideological descendants largely did not, and seemed
to treat their persecution as conferring a kind of validity.
This was not the case with Buddhism; Bodhidharma could
tell Emperor Wu that his temples had accrued no real
merit, because he’s Bodhidharma, but he was the outlier.
Cathars were quite adept at embedding themselves within
the society of the Languedoc at all levels, but were living
on borrowed time.

The Churdh had every reason to believe Catharism was
a direct threat to their continued preaching in Occitania,
and it is very hard to argue that a system of belief directly
denying baptism, the Eucharist, and the divinity of the
God of Abraham is somehow “just a variant of Catholic-
ism”. Following the assassination of the papal legate
Pierre de Castelnau, the ¢hurch’s apparently feeble and
tone-deaf efforts to persuade the generally pro-Cathar
public fell through, and his fellow legate Arnaud Amaury



assumed an early role in the Albigensian Crusade, com-
mitting effectively every kind of atrocity known to Christ-
endom (whidh is all of them), most especially under
Amaury and Simon de Montfort, 5% Earl of Leicester, who
was held (even by Catholic accounts) to be such a monster
that the general public of every persuasion primarily re-
members him for how much they loved his extremely gris-
ly death: outside the walls of Toulouse, his head was
Nickelodeon gacked by a mangonel operated by the city’s
women in 1218. Following their military ousting, the
Cathars gave the inquisition a good hundred years of in-
surgency, but could not reéstablish themselves. The last
perfectus was burned at the stake in what is now Ariege in
1321, and though an exceptional hatred for the Church re-
mained in Occitania, it never translated to a revival of
Cathar beliefs or practices specifically.

Heaps of garbage are still produced in service to a no-
tion of “perennial philosophy”, whi¢h would have frag-
mented and scattered about to be then cobbled back to-
gether like a pseudo-Theosophist starseed-powered Vol-
tron. This idea is simply false; there is no throughline that
could be threaded through all or even most of the world’s
religions. What we are left with is, as we have seen, an
evolving game or series of games through whidh we might
witness the transfer of practice and theory alike, so long
as they are maintained. It is remarkable, then, that
Cathars, at the end of a game of telephone nearly two mil-
lennia in length, showed the marks of their ideological
predecessors so clearly and coherently.

The Buddhism we are contemporary with is what’s
survived to the present day, not what was planned from
the beginning, and Buddhism does not hold that its ¢hain
of transmission will last forever. What may be hoped for
is that its time is long and its roots are deep (no yuga-
watching in these parts), but not that the institution of
Buddhism will be ‘seen standing for an eternity. But as
Buddhism’s normative framework has its precedents, its
headwaters, so the streams of today will form the head-
waters of the novel forms to come.

Dissati, bhikkhave, imassa catumahabhatikassa kayassa
acayopi apacayopi adanampi nikkhepanampi. Tasma
tatrassutava puthujjano nibbindeyyapi virajjeyyapi
vimucceyyapi.

“This body made up of the four principal states is seen to ac-

cumulate and disperse, to be taken up and laid to rest. That’s
why, when it comes to this body, an unlearned ordinary per-
son might become disillusioned, dispassionate, and freed.

THE WESTERN SANGHA

Colophon is a Dzogchenpa and the senior staff

writer for the Ogdo.
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It's 2017 and Donald ). Trump has just become the
President of the United States. It’s 2025 and Donald ].
Trump has just become the President of the United

States. It's 20

E HAVE PREVIOUSLY argued that time™, or at
least our conceptions of it, broke irrevocably
sometime in the late 90s, and everything

since then has just been circling the drain on some left-
over meta-axis. Trump is the best example of the skin and
fur sloughing off the rotting flesh of the Great Rough
Beast, America.

Donald J. Trump might be the most talked about man
alive. There is no such thing as not having an opinion on
him. He is the emblem of the age: any discussion of our
political and cultural moment comes back to him. And just
as Napoleon may have embodied his time, Trump, petty,
ridiculous, and demented, puts to display ours. Trump is
democracy manifest.

He may be the perfect lifeform of the late anthropo-
cene, a man entirely without superego. He has no sense of
shame. He has a brand, but that is not the same thing as a
sense of selfhood. He has needs, ¢hief among them the
need for publicity, and he adts upon them. He is a barely
sentient, highly mobile slime mould guided by a string of
strange obsessions and whatever he heard or looked at
last. One can sometimes discern the outline of a thought
percolating through the cavities of Trump’s skull—it
seems likely that his claims about Haitian immigrants

came from his consternation about Kirsti Noem killing
and possibly eating her dog—and on occasion he demon-
strates strange flashes of insight into things he, by rights,
should know nothing about—such as his startling obser-
vation on Noem that “Most voters don't like politicians
who kill dogs”, or him correctly judging a $600 corona-
virus relief dheque far too low. One can feel the rhythm of
his bioeleétricity coughing and humming from the stres-
ses and pauses and meandering asides of his speech. He
is an effortless extrovert, an instinctive social animal.

And he has genuine ¢harisma. No other word exists for
the Messianic (their words) hold he has on his supporters.
And whoever denies that he’s funny—when he asks his
national security adviser during a meeting with the
Taoiseach, “John, was Ireland one of the countries you
wanted to bomb?”, or a five-year old at a meet and greet,
“At your age belief in Santa has got to be pretty marginal,
right?” —is lying to themselves.

A core part of his appeal is his drag-like performance
of masculinity. His sublimely fake hair, the comically overt
phallic symbolism of his ties, his queenly hand gestures.
The contemporary right’s obsession with the loss and re-
covery of masculinity paints it as something unspeakably
fragile and inorganic that can, in any moment, be
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shattered by drinking from a straw or imbibing a smidgen
of soy. It is therefore entirely fitting that Trump become
their alpha of alphas. Here is the phallic death urgein a
blue suit.

It’s easy to fall into the trap of overmythologising
Trump. ‘Teflon Don’ was never real —his talent isn't not
failing which he does constantly, embarrassingly, and oft-
en, but not staying down. Probably his most inexplicable
trait, mysterious in the proper sense, is his ability to sur-
round himself with an endless throng of bagmen willing
to be thrown under the bus by him despite him openly de-
monstrating his contempt of them and none of their pre-
decessors ever having benefited from it any —all of them
end up unpaid, humiliated, prosecuted. Rudy Giuliani
was America’s mayor. Mike Pence could have stood for
president. Then Trump ate them. Is this also not the
American dream?

If this all sounds like admiration of Trump, maybe
that’s correct — the same way yowd admire a natural dis-
aster, or your house burning down. Morally, he is absol-
utely loathsome on every level: a rapist, a conman, a real
estate developer who makes other scummy real estate de-
velopers look legitimate, a demagogue who stirs up hate
against society’s most vulnerable, a politician who makes
the rich richer. Whatever you value, he’s probably trans-
gressed it. As a person, it is very difficult to pick even one
unambigously virtuous trait he has. Even his bottomless
confidence is marred by his social climbing and his trem-
endous suspectibility to the opinions of those around
him.

Trump is so execrable to liberals not due to this polic-
ies, which they supported under Obama and continued to
support under Biden, either of whom deported more
people than Trump, but the fact he does not let them feel
good about it. Genocide is bad when he does it but a reg-
rettable necessity when Biden does it. He is the bare face
of the American project hanging out.

Comparisons of Trump to Hitler (it always seems to be
Hitler and not Mussolini or Franco) are comforting be-
cause they reduce him to a problem which, to the liberal
mind, was already solved, and because they suppose there
is a roadmap to everything, that Trump is working his way
down “First they came for..” or any number of ‘Steps of
genocide’ infographics floating through social media like
a ¢hecklist. In short, they make it possible to pretend his-
tory is still over.

If we grant that Trump is a fascist, then it's remarkable
that the Democrat response to him has been to also

00037

become more overtly fascist, not only in their enthusiastic
support of genocide, which should certainly suffice, but
also in their advocation of a retvrn to a lost age of civility
(by which they appear to mean Reagan or even Bush), their
abandonment of what token support for immigrants or
trans people they may have offered in the past, their celeb-
ration of the spectacular killing power, in those words, of
the American armed forces. What do you call Kamala
Harris promising to bar asylum seekers from the country
in violation of international law? What do you call the con-
tention that politicians are divinely appointed to office (“It
was her turn”), and that for voters to signal their genuine
preference rather than bowing to their betters is evil? And
what exactly is the point of trying to egg Trump on on his
sanctions?

There is no ‘Trumpismy, no coherent ideology, and
barely a movement, either, just an accidental agglomer-
ation around a single ¢harismatic centre. Authoritarian-
ism' and ‘populisny are just ways a liberal says they dis-
agree with something, not explanantia. Racism, that most
American of products, does not suffice to explain Trump
simply because if every racist in America voted for Trump,
he wouldn'’t be bringing in seventy million, he'd be bring-
ing in 120 million. Racism has to be among the reasons for
supporting Trump, but it cannot be the only one. All of
Trump’s base is racist in a structural, functional sense. Yet
there is a real difference between the racists who “don’t see
colour” and the proud white supremacists; between the
vision of suburban, small business -owning America and
the vision of a Based Crusader Ethnostate; between a
FedSoc-trained textualist judiciary and vat-grown think
tank homunculi who think the law should, at any moment,
be whatever they consider convenient to pretend it is; be-
tween KekistaniHimmler1488 (of late employed by Doge),
and the Trump voter who went on 60 Minutes to say, “I vot-
ed for [Trump] because he said he was going to get rid of
the bad hombres. [My deported neighbour] Roberto is a
good hombre.” They don't want ethnic cleansing, they only
want the Bad immigrants, who are bringing crime, deport-
ed, and the Good immigrants to stay. This is, obviously,
itself a racist framing, but a framing every Democrat pol-
icymaker shares. It is not a racism that can be confined to
any particular segment of America. It's the racism that’s
in the air and the bloodsoaked dirt. “The cruelty is the
point” say some, but really, there is no point, not on a per-
sonal level. Most of these people are simply very stupid.

Well-known cave-dwelling ogre John Fetterman’s
former dhief of §taff is currently heading a project to push
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the Democrats towards “broadly popular positions”, con-
structed to mean racism and transphobia and not, say,
single-payer healthcare. One could go on at length about
the failure of a political party to understand that the con-
cerns that its opponents cater to are not organic to the
eledtorate but drummed up by the selfsame opposition,
about the completely misbegotten idea of ‘winning’ where
it means doing the things your opponent would also do,
about the failure to understand that what the people who
came out in record numbers in 2020 to vote for “not
Trump” want is “not Trump”, not “Trump lite”, about the
fantasy of a ‘moderate Republican’ who agrees that the
Democrats are Satanic padophiles who eat mole ¢hild-
ren’s brains, but doesn't like Trump’s incivility... But of
course the Democrats are also detached from reality. Their
party at the close of the second decade of 2016 is an organ-
ism for producing urgently-worded fundraising emails,
optimistically overspecialised to an island ecosystem
where nothing would ever really change. It exists only to
sustain its cadre of policy dorks, quote unquote media
savvy consultants, and op-ed writers all travelling to the
same diner in lowa to ask the same corn farmer to point
which position he would like the racism dial to be in,
whose advice will always be to lean further right — the
tragedy to the farce of ‘patriotic socialists’ watdhing the
right prosper on proposing destructive solutions to fake
problems and thinking, “We should also propose destruct-
ive solutions to fake problems”, proceeding to say slurs,
and still getting called pinkos. The Democratic party, at
one time capable of conceiving and forcefully fulfilling an
agenda, is no longer able even to mask the basic
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bankruptcy of its right-wing policies with the superficial
¢harm of Clinton or Obama. Trump, in the fashion of a
good fool, exposes this. He shows the “institutions of our
democracy” for the farce they are. Now that he is in office
again, the Democrats can't even block his legislation be-
cause just enough of their Congressmen died of old age
while it was being pushed through the machinery.

Trump does not really care about power that much,
either, not the way Mit¢h McConnell cared about power
before his brain leaked out. The Shing dynasty of pre-
imperial China appeared to have a vast range of special-
ised offices, but no actual structures to carry out its
orders. Its rulers were shaman-kings who ruled by cere-
mony; the infamous mass human sacrifices, the shows of
power over life and death, substituting for the physical
monopoly of violence. Its method of taxation and redis-
tribution was the great hunt which travelled through its
vassals’ territories and had to be fed by them. With the
requisite apologies for the insult to the Shing, this is
Trump, grinning as he uses his big boy crayon to sign an
executive order to send a dozen people directly to torture
jailin a foreign country or some other extravagant, inef-
ficient, and easy-to-mobilise-against cruelty.

The Democrats believe in America. Trump is America.
The collision of belief with reality is harsh. Trump is Amer-
ica’s lunch finally naked at the end of the fork. He is dis-
gusting because America is disgusting. €%

horsefucker thicc is a community organiser and small
business owner based in scenic Enumclaw, Washington.
She does not fuck horses.



The Billionaire

E BILLIONAIRE IS holding a press conference.

“There’s massive fraud — massive—" he hears

himself say. “None of the mainframes are en-
crypted—no defragmentation of the blocks at all—" He
likes that. It sounds like a really smart guy thing to say. He
should make note of it so he can remember it later.

The president’s eyes have sunk further back into the
pink folds of flesh that envelope them.

“And they’re storing it all in a cave—it’s like in the 50s
—and all this data is just going in the cave —it’s not effi-
cient because there’s only one elevator—and it’s like the
50s when you go into that cave because it was built in the
50s—” He doesn’t understand why the government was
storing data in a cave. He knows it’s not efficient to do
that.

There’s a ¢hild between his legs, its name is Hyperion
or Romulus or Endymion or something like that. It keeps
saying “You're not the president. You need to leave.” It’s
unclear if it’s talking to the billionaire or the president.
The president watches it like a deep sea fish seeing a
submarine.

The billionaire knows all about submarines. He built
one, once. He told his engineers to make it and then it was

there. He wonders what happened to it. Was there a court
case? He thinks he probably won.

He sends the interns, all dressed in suit jackets over
polo shirts and cargo shorts, to raid the Department of
Education and they come back with a truck full of binders.
He orders them all burned for efficiency’s sake.

He thinks the entire Department of Education should
be deleted. He can just import skilled workers from other
countries. They have fewer rights that way. If he doesn't
like them he can have them taken away by men in tactical
gear. He and the president understand this.

The president keeps rambling on about kings and real
estate and what he (The president, not the billionaire. The
billionaire knows the difference. He knows they’re differ-
ent people.) would do if he was attacked by a shark.

He has to fire an intern after getting into an argument
about if Jews are white or not.

The drug is the only thing keeping him moving. He
needs it. He's back at his doctor’s— or does the doctor
come to him? —having a scrip written. The doctor’s smile
reminds him uncomfortably of his mother’s vulva. “Well,
huh huh, I don't usually with my patients, but, heh heh, in
this case, surely..” and he is handed a sack full of the drug,
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he can barely lift it. He has to drop his trousers because
the ¢hild on his lap has pissed itself. The doctor will ¢hase
it out with a broom. He is a billionaire; he has places to be.

Someone has published one of the intern's name and
face online. He yells for the criminal to be arrested but
noone comes.

He’s worried about his safety since that CEO got assas-
sinated. They shot at the president twice but didn't hit
him. The president says it's because of God, but he knows
God is just a story made up by people whose IQs aren't as
high as his. He thinks computers will become the new
God.

He would like to go to Mars. He thinks about it often.
He thinks it will be like in Total Recall. Everyone will think
he’s cool when he’s on Mars.

The president’s office is full of sweaty men in ill-fitting
suits. They’re drafting an executive order to strip citizen-
ship from everyone who didn’t vote for them. He likes
that. It’s efficient that way. No wasted votes.

He spends the afternoon trying to call his ¢hildren but
none of them pick up. He resolves to remarry and make
more as soon as he is done deleting the government.

The new bodyguards are dressed up like Preetorians.
They say it’s because of how much they hate degeneracy.
He thinks that’s cool. Isn't it cool how he likes Rome? He
should post some memes about Rome so people know he’s
cool.

He tries to have an Al generate a more fertile wife for
him but passes out before they’ve arrived at the correct
number and arrangement of limbs.

He struggles for three hours to light an enormous
candle and by the time he’s done he’s forgotten what he
needed the light for. “It’s my gaming candle”, he says and
grins. There’s noone else around.

He keeps dreaming of a second, even larger cave sys-
tem, with more files in it. He sends interns looking for it
but most don't come back.

The president doesn’t even blink when he accidentally
calls him Daddy. It’s unclear if the president is alive.

He's slept in the office again. He doesn't know what
time or day or year it is. He had all the furniture replaced
with sofa beds so his workers wouldn't need to go home to
sleep. Sleep is weakness. He's not weak. He yells until an
intern emerges to bring him his computer monitor so he
can get to work. After five hours he realises it’s not plug-
ged in to anything. He masturbates furiously to images of
fertile 19-year-old anime catgirls until the blank black dis-
play is splattered with gray.

00033

“And here’s our couch fucker!” the president says sud-
denly and he realises the vice-president has entered. “Yes
sir. Thank you, sir”, the vice-president says with a smile
that’s no more pained than usual. “Did you know that he
fucked a couch? We've been hearing it more and more. He
fucked it like a dog”, the president says. The vice—presid-
ent steps on one his ¢hildren who bursts open and splat-
ters green and purple innards over the floor. Interns in
suspenders and Bavarian hats rush to lick it up. He notes
this with dissatisfaction; he wants his ¢hildren to be
strong, not splattered by couchfuckers. He has never
fucked a couch.

He spends six hours practising his jump. He would like
all letters of the alphabet other than X deleted.

Maybe the Al was right—maybe a wife with six legs
would be able to give birth three times as fast. He tries to
explain his idea to the president but the president doesn't
seem to be listening.

He notices his gums are bleeding. He goes to ask his
doctor about it but remembers he’s replaced the doctor
with a robot that discharges more of the drug when he
presses a button. It's more efficient. The robot doesn't look
like his mother’s vulva. He made sure his engineers
understood that when he told them to make it.

“...for his many projedts, his cars that don't drive and
his rocketships that don't fly... We love to fly, don't we,
folks? We don't love it so much when they don't fly... and if
I'd asked him to beg on his knees he would have done it.
It’s true... Should we make him beg? We won’t. Would it be
beautiful if we did? We won't do it folks. He’s our big
beautiful billionaire, that’s true, and maybe if I tell him
‘you're fired’ he won't be so much anymore, but who
knows..” The president trails off, staring at a strange
angle. Who's the president talking about?

He yells at some government employee until she cries,
and feels a bit better.

He realises it’s 6 PM and it’s time to go home to his
wife, or ex-wife, number six or seven, something like that
—he’s the alpha of the relationship and that's what's im-
portant. They flap around like a pair of dying fish secret-
ing their fluids and make another ¢hild. It slips out from
between them and hides under the bed. It has three faces
on three sides of its tailed body but the fourth side is
blank. This disturbs him slightly. He's tired. The cleaners
will find it in the morning.

The sofa beds have all been replaced with anti—-home-
less benches so his employees would spend less time



sleeping and more time working. He
feels good about his efficiency. He hasn't
slept in 88 hours.

The president’s office is full of crawl-
ing things with many arms and great
curving horns on their heads and c¢hests
with floppy penises disc¢harging bitter
yellow fluid but no legs, no legs at all.
They’re drafting an executive order to
mabke it illegal for anyone to be a wo-
man. He likes that. He makes sure all his
c¢hildren are men so they can spread his
genes.

He sends the interns, all dressed as
Harkonnen soldiers from Dune (the old
good one, not the new woke one), to raid
the Department of Energy, and they
come back with a truck full of radio-
active materials.

He deleted everyone who knows
what a nuke is. That's good. Nukes are
old. They will have new weapons soon,
rods from God (the new God, made by a
computer, not the old woke one) and
nanoviruses and all the cool things from
the Culture books. He likes The Culture.




THE BILLIONAIRE

He comes across the vice-president mounting a couch,
redfaced and sweating, hips thrusting, arms trembling,
surrounded by a ring of rhythmically clapping interns.
They disperse as he arrives, leaving the vice-president
alone. The vice-president keeps thrusting and bellows as
if in pain.

He's ordered his engineers to make the Treasury more
efficient. “Dogecoin taxes! Make it cyberpunk! Delete
everyone who can't explain what they do in 30 seconds!
Like the kind of government the Blade Runner would
have!” His engineers scramble to write it all down. They
think he’s funny. They think it’s cool how he knows who
the Blade Runner is.

The interns are all skeletons with brown shirts and red
and white armbands. They march in circles with their
arms propped in a permanent erection and chatter up-
roariously when he quotes Rick &Morty.

The president doesn’t even breathe when he accident-
ally calls him Fuehrer.

Great fat white maggots the size of small dogs squirm
at his feet. He picks one up and wonders which one is his
¢hild. It says “No, no, no”, and he throws it, or tries to, it’s
heavy and won't fly far, then picks up another and wraps
it around his neck. If he can't tell how would anyone else?
He's a genius after all.

He looks into a mirror and sees himself physically
turning into a frog. He needs to up his dosage.

He's found the entrance to the underground tunnels.
He sends the interns all clad in Great War trench coats and
gas masks to raid them and they come back with a truck
full of mole dhildren with social security numbers tattoo-
ed on their skins.

It’s terrible what the deep state pedomen are doing, he
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thinks as he idly daydreams of eager teenage girls with
voluminous babymaking-holes.

The president appears to be slowly rotting.

He has a machine for impregnating his wives with. It’s
big and has a lot of tubes and it looks just like it was from
Alien, like it was a machine the alien from Alien would
have. He had his engineers make it like that. That's why
he’s an innovator.

He likes to sit inside the control booth and watch as the
machine whirrs to life and the wives eye the approaching
mechanical penis suspiciously, trying to relax.

He sends the interns, all armed and armored as crus-
aders, to raid places of worship and they come back with
a truck full of icons that weep blood and scripture made
of teeth.

He comes across the vice-president being tortured by
the Inquisition. He remembers the Inquisition from
Monty Python. It’s funny. He should make a post about it
on X so people will know he remembers the funny thing
from Monty Python.

He browses the internet for news of his wife’s death in
a fiery car crash, but finds none.

The president has two faces, one that smiles and one
that leers. He wonders how he hasn't noticed that before.
It must be because his dosage was too low. The president
has two faces and four great curving phalluses that dis-
c¢harge urine like a fountain.

He has finally uncovered the location of the Depart-
ment of Wokeness. He sends his interns, all dressed as
Totenkopfverbinde, to raid it. €%

Dedicated to £.






What are these?

Who knows, we don't.



Ouroborous of Snake

Fellatio

Good afternoon. I, like you, am
Bryce Youngquist. Fair warning,
this one’s going nowhere pleasant.

E MOST COMMON un-
derstanding of the
psychology of geno-

cide, as presented by liberal media, is as an expression of
insane hatred, by an insane person, who has also driven
an entire society insane, so that they are willing to go a-
long with it on the condition someone uses the word ‘in-
sane’ to describe the whole experience five or six more
times. This understanding is simple, easy, and as a com-
plete coincidence allowed the western allies of World War
2 to show up in West Germany and say, “BoOyY IT SURE IS A
GOOD THING WITH THAT EVIL WIZARD HITLER GONE ALL
OF YOU STOPPED BEING NAZIS”.

While it is against the principles of Youngquistian
thought to examine something beyond the most super-
ficial possible level, this explanation contradicts one of
our higher laws: the Law of Solipsism. To be Bryce Young-
quist is to understand you are not the center of the uni-
verse, you are the universe. In its entirety. Ours is the only
existence in the world.

WORDS Guest Contributor

From this, we can derive a far more comprehensive
understanding of the issue at hand, and its expressions
both historical and here-and-now. The refrain from liberal
Zionists for a quarter century has been “if only Netanyahu
were gone, the nation I love would wake up, and stop com-
mitting these horribly embarrassing crimes”. For those of
you unfortunate enough to be American, this will sound
remarkably similar (and indeed frequently it is the exact
same people) to all the liberals who insisted that Donald
Trump “was not who we are”, a self-serving lie that pushes
all the Bad Stuff of the group they identify with off on the
Bad Man presumably responsible for it all. It is from that
self-service, that snake bending back to suck itself to com-
pletion, that the true nature of the genocidal mind reveals
itself.

The Holocaust was many things, but first and foremost
it must be understood it was its perpetrators’ Plan G after
plans A through F were shot down due to being “physically

» «

impossible” “reliant on the British being nice to us” “just

kind of hoping the problem would go away on its own” or
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OUROBOUROS OF SELF-FELLATIO

“vaguely Chinese” (Actual internal objection in early dis-
cussions!). The fear that Jews had the supernatural ability
to make Germany lose wars was an intensely stupid one,
and that intense stupidity offered the people tasked with
solving the issue a tremendous amount of latitude to ad-
dress it or not address it depending on how convenient it
was at the moment. Somewhere around Plan C the Nazis
entered into a partnership with a Zionist group that
would later go on to found Benjamin Netanyahu’s political
party, in what their founder called “an eternal alliance
between a Kingdom of Israel founded on fascist principles
and the German Reich”. From the Nazi perspective, this
was a win/win: fund terrorism against the British, and
export a bunch of their Jews to go do it. In gamer parlance,
this got them a low-percentage dheevo: “make the British
Empire the good guys in a conflict”.

But time moved on, and for some reason “Come To
Israel: It's Been Endorsed by Adolf Hitler” was not a sales
pitch that moved a lot of Jews, and World War Two proper
broke out, and the Nazis faced a problem that a non-
Youngquistian mind would absolutely have seen coming:
“hey remember how we tried to get all our Jews to leave the
country?”

“You know how people don't like moving a long
distance?”

“You know how we just expanded our borders?”

“Can you guess where most of the people we kicked
out went?”

In reaction to this totally predictable outcome, plan E
came into existence: the Einsatzgruppen. Picture, if you
will, the kind of s¢hlubby, balding dork who's a volunteer
firefighter to try to feel like he’s part of any kind of com-
munity at all. The perfedt, Youngquistian logic was “well
we need the army to go do army stuff, and there’s way too
many Jews in Eastern Europe for the SS to go through
them all. Where do we have some spare manpower lying
around we can use to get rid of them”. And so the volun-
teer firefighters of Germany were loaded onto trains,
handed pistols, given a list of addresses, and told, “re-
member to have fun out there!”

This, also totally predictably, failed miserably. The Ein-
satzgruppen killed plenty of Jews, to be clear. But the
paunchy saddos tasked with going door to door shooting
women and ¢hildren had not signed up for this, and they
were extremely bad at it. Casualties to suicide and desert-
ion started mounting, rapidly, and rightly so. Towards the
end of their operational run, their commanders were only
capable of getting the team out to work on gameday if
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they were falling-down drunk beforehand. And now, for
the first time in this entire miserable saga, the High
Command recognised, “we need to do something about
this”.

All the horrors up to this point they’d had no issue
with. But now, the pride and dignity of Germany had been
tainted. Cold, cruel, impersonal killers dispatching
threats to the fatherland they could handle. A bunch of
blubbering babies stumbling drunkenly around East Ger-
many crying about the things they saw when they closed
their eyes? That needed to be fixed, and fast. The ultimate
conclusion of this you know: division of labour and gas
¢hambers, to prevent any one guy from having to bear the
full psyc¢hological weight of his part in genocide. The revel-
atory part, and the one you may not know, is the interim
step.

The pep talks.

Heinric¢h “Mr. Too Damn Good-Lookin” Himmler,
head of the SS and so impromptu head of the project, was
tapped to get out there and get the boys’ morale up. The
Holocaust is a period of tremendous darkness, and these
speedhes are among its darkest parts. It would be easier
to metabolise the Nazis as insane, hideous, monstrous,
insane, insane, or insane, if they had been some cartoon-
ish crowing about the glorious victory of the master race,
and the pride the men should be taking in their work. They
are so much worse.

They are entirely self-pity.

Talking about the tragic sacrifice of the soldiers. Of the
terrible necessity that drove them to this. Of the cruel fate
that brought Germany to this, the place where of all the
awful options that lay before them, the least possible evil
was to go door to door and keep shooting Untermenschen
until there were no more Untermenschen to be found, lest
an even worse future come to pass. Of the grim nobility,
of bringing their eyes down, and luxuriating in their own
pain, and letting themselves know that because they feel
bad about what is happening, that proves they are still
good men, no matter what visions come to them in the
night.

Sure, a bunch of people are being genocided. But, says
Ourobourous indistindtly, as he briefly pauses his self-
suck, those are just details. The part that matters is what
this is doing to me.

If you think about it, I'm the real victim here.

And that is the core of the genocidal mind. To treat a
people as lesser than yourself is one thing. To have achiev-
ed the height of solipsism that you can kill them and, as



the comedian Frankie Boyle put it, go back a decade later
and make a movie about how killing them made your sol-

diers feel sad —that is the point where you can see the

camps’ smoke rising in the distance, where you will feed
millions into the flames rather than stop thinking about

your own comfort for a quarter of a second. The snake
does not slouch toward Bethlehem, he rolls, powered by

the regular bursts of his own semen that manage to surge

out past his thirsty jaws.

1. Isthe Ogdo:
(a) a magazine;
(b) a periodical;
(d) a grimoire; or
(c) all of the above?

2. What is Colophon:
(@) Buddhist;
(c) alion;
(¢) your grandmother the Queen’s new spiritual ad-
visor and magma pump consultant; or
(d) tankie?

3. How many eyes are there in “Earthly Delights §gdo”:

(a) seven;

(d) eight;

(c) some other number; or

(p) there’s no “I” in ‘centipede’?

4. What was the main contention of the preceding piece:

(b) that Hitler had traumies;

(a) it failed to condemn Hamas;

() that no6ne knows how “Ouroboruous” is really
spelled; or

(b) Bryce Youngquist?

5. What's a good reading strategy:

(2) read the text one sentence at a time, repeating as
necessary until you understand it fully;

(b) skim the text and return to difficult parts later;

(0) ask an adult to read it for you and explain what it
means; or

(d) imagine something it could have said and get
mad about it?

OROUBUROS OF SELF-FELLATIO

In conclusion, the liberal Zionist is a creature lower
than dirt and who spits on the ashes of the Holocaust in
order to lubricate their jerk-off sessions. Also I'm Bryce
Youngquist, that remains an important part of the
package.

Guest contributors’ opinions are their own, and do not
necessarily represent the stances of the Ogdo, the German
antisemitism commission, or Bryce Youngquist.

Reading comprehension test

6. Read the following dialogue. What has Bert asserted:
(0 by right views, one is released;
(2) the Thus-Gone attains the eternally real;
(3) Ernie has soiled himself; or
(4) minions banana?

BERT: Disvana tanhar aratirh ragafica, nahosi chando
api methunasmir. Kimevidarh muttakarisa-
punnarn? Padapi narh samphusitur na icche!

ERNIE: Etadisafice ratanarh na icchasi, narirh narindehi
bahuhi patthitam, ditthigatarh silavatar nu jivitam,
bhavupapattifica vadesi kidisarn?

(Erniyati Bertiya)

BERT: Dhammesu niccheyya 'samuggahitam’. Passafica
ditthisu anuggahaya, ajjhattasantirh pacinarh

adassam

7. Isthe phrase “I will annihilate you”:
(e) funny;
(b) a credible death threat;
(c) both; or
(d) good clean old-fashioned family values?

8. What's wrong with this questionnaire:
(a) the letters keep ¢hanging;
(q) the questions are leading;
(9) it denies the Holodomor; or
(u) I don’'t know, I can’t read?

Fill out this questionnaire, make four copies, mail one to
your congressional or parliamentary representative, bury
one, nail one to the door your local place of worship, then
burn the original and drink the ashes mixed with water.
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ocate your anus mentally.
Touch your tongue to the roof of your mouth as far back as
ossible and feel the N

-

d) Tense the anus muscle.

; e) Exhale and relax the anus muscle. 2

—_— PR R o )

¢ The sensations produced by practicing this tcc

warmth all over the body,

waves of vibrations in and around the body,
tingling in the head, and

expanding sensations in the head as you mer
pulse of the COSMIC ORGASM.

[

See more of Davey’s art at http://daveysart.neocities.org.

00025



00024



-><- 0DD# 111(b)/5,iv;30Aft3191

The Mass of
Eris Esoteric

a ritual of the Cocooning Unicorn Priory

1s MEDIAL FORM of the Mafs of Our Lady is

suited for Celebrating Weekly, on Boomtime,

or on the Feasts of Non-Apostolic Saints. Mafs
is held in a Chamber which is Pyramidal or Pentagonal or
some other Shape, and should have at least Two doors, one
opening Unto the Narthex, one unto the Sacristry, and
Optionally a second Exit to the narthex. The Malfs is offici-
ated by the CELEBRANT, who should be a Priest or Chaplin
of POEE, or any other organization if none can be located;
and the OTHER ELEPHANT, who afsists, and should be at
least a POEE Deacon, or someone else.

Part A: Her Comingto Us

The Celebrant and the Other Elephant Prepare the Altar.
The Altar should be in the Eastern Part of the Chamber,
either Square or Pentagonal, and covered with a Golden
Cloth. At the back is a Icon, Statue, or Other Represent-
ation of Our Lady. On either side of Her are Represent-
ations of the Eristic and Aneristic Principle. These can be
anything: an apple and a Rubik’s cube, a black and white
rock, a broken shoe and the Tractatus. Before the Icon of
Our Lady is laid a representation of the Mandada; and be-
fore it, two Bowls (one of the eating and one of the smok-
ing kind), a Cup, and a Chalice. In each Corner of the Altar
is a Candle, color'd either all White, or the Northeastern
one Golden, the Southeastern one Red, the Southwestern
one Black, Blue, or Green, and the Northwestern one
White. Also on the Altar, or, if the space does not permit,
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TEXT AND DIAGRAMS courtesy of the
Cocooning Unicorn Priory



This has no particular
meaning.

The Mandada. No two elements
interlink, but all five do.

on an Adjacent Table, should be a Roach (either kind), a
Keychain, a Cabbage, and a Copy of the Principia or like
Scripture, or just a Blank Piece of Paper, which ought to
be about as Good.

The Celebrant and the Other Elephant Blefs & Con-
secrate the first themselves, then the Space, then Each
Other, and Finally the Altar using Formule Not Given
Here.

The Other Elephant now goes Out into the Narthex to
look for the CONGREGATION, and, finding None, shall re-
turn, and the Celebrant and the Other Elephant Celebrate
the Mafs By Themselves; but an they find Any, now require
of them, “So do you want in or what?”

And should the Congregation answer in the affirmat-
ive, the Other Elephant will now Shake Their Heads, and

Take Up a Bowl of Water, a Cup of Salt, and a Towel, going
to fet¢h these if they have Forgotten to Prepare them, or if
the Congregation has Toppled or Stolen them or Some-

thing. They then add a Pinch of Salt into the Water, Wet

the Towel, and Wring it Almost Dry.

V First I Must Sprinkle You With Fairy Dust 8 @ @ ﬁ

The Congregants line up to the Other Elephant, who

Slaps each of them with the Towel to to drive them to Suggested altar arrangement. Objects that do

their Senses, or failing that, Banish Impurity. not appear in the diagram are not shown.
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MaAss OF ERIS ESOTERIC

All Congregants Duly Driven Away or Else Purified, the
Other Elephant now draws a Pentagram upon the Floor in
front of the Entrance with their Foot.

The Other Elephant turns unto the Entrance, and gives
the Short Invocation of Chaos:

V ZAZAS ZAZAS NASATANADA ZAZAS
Turning back to the Congregants:
YV You may now approach the Gatekeeper.

Each Congregant in Turn Steps upon the Pentagram, and
the Other Elephant make the Sign of the Five over Them.

V Hail Eris! Y

YV Praise Discordia.

Each Having Done So, the Other Elephant enters, smudg-
ing the Pentagram with their foot as they Do. This Con-
cludes Part A.

Part B: Our Coming to Her

The Congregants all Line Up in the Chamber. The Other
Elephant closes the Entrance.

O

Fotible P3|Dlk

The Sya-
dastian compass.
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L. The Welcome
The Celebrant first jangles the Keychain.

V Praise to the Omnibenevolent Polyfather of Virginity in
Gold.

They then throw the Roach on the Floor.
Y Praise to Saint Gulik, the Mefsenger of the Gods.

Finally they hold up the Scripture. The Other Elephant has
By Now hopefully made their Way to the Altar.

W There is no Goddefs but Goddefs, and She is our God-
defs. There is no movement but the Erisian Movement,
and it is the Erisian Movement; and every Golden Apple
is the beloved home of a golden worm.

R Her Apple Corps is strong!

V She is Chaos. She is the substance from which artists
and scientists build rhythms. She is the spirit with
which children and clowns laugh in happy anarchy. She
is the heart of reality, the beating pulse of Magick, and
the buzz of infinite ®ther. She is Alive; She is what sets
us free. Her name is Strife.

R Sheis Chaos!

R Sheis alive!

R Her Name is Strife! \{

The Congregants can now be Seated.

I1. The Exhibition

The Other Elephant first Holds Up the Representation of
Order.

Y Behold Order!
R (jeers from the Congregants)

The Celebrant now Holds Up the Representation of Dis-
order, and the Other Elephant reads the Versicle in their

Stead:

YV Behold Disorder!
R (applause from the Congregants)

Both are laid down.

Y Behold Chaos.
R (confused silence from the Congregants)



In the next part, the Celebrant and the Other Elephant
alternate which gives the Versicle and whom the Res-
ponse, while the Congregants look on in Dismay:

No rules everywhere
The Goddefs Prevails!

The Congregants can now Respond:

R The Goddefs Prevails!

I11. The Adoration

Praise to Aneris, abiding in emptiness.

Hail Aneris!

Praise to Eris, delighting in the dance of creation.
Hail Eris!

Praise to Enyo, harsh and hateful.

Hail Enyo!

< SI SIS

Praise to Discordia, wielding the lightning-flash of
liberation.
R Hail Discordia!

At each Versicle, the Other Elephant lights one of the
Candles on the Altar: the Northwestern, the Northeastern,
then the Southeastern, and Finally going back for the
Southwestern.

YV Sheis All Goddefses and She is No Goddefs. She is the
Mother of All and All that Is Not; and through Her do all
things come to pafs and pafs away.

All hail Eris!

ERrR1s ENYO ANERIS DISCORDIA: from the empti-

< &

nefs of our Heart we Adore Thy Twenty-Three letter
Name! X

R ERIS ENYO ANERIS DISCORDIA!

R We Adore Her Name!

IV. The Benedictation

V' Her Spirit hovers now about us. Let it fall upon us, let it
fill us and free us; let Her Hand guide us back along the
Path to Oblivion, so we may not become lost among the
Precepts of Order in the Region of Thud.

R Let Her guide us!

R Nothing is true

YV Everything is permifsible

R Everything is true The Quidri-
Y Nothing is permifsible skelion; the four
R faces of Eris.

MAss OF ERIS ESOTERIC

Y Her Work Be Done!
R Her Work Be Done.

<

Blefsed are the Sacred Chao, the Mandada, and the
Pentabarf, the symbols of our Faketh
Blefs the Symbols!

Blefsed the Five Winds and/or Breezes which therefrom

< &

emanate

Blefs the Breezes!

Blefsed the Apostles of Eris

Blefs the Apostles!

And Blefsed the Keepers of the Sacred Chao and the
Notary Sojac.

Blefs the Keepers!

Blefsed all the Saints and Avatars of Our Lady

Blefs the Saints!

Blefsed Emperor Norton, Her only Begotten Son

<< F

Blefs the Emperor!

Blefsed POEE =POPES=, wherever they may be

Blefs the Popes!

Blefsed the Discordian Society, and the Unenlightened
Horde.

Blefs us!

< I I SD

o)

The Unicorn germinates in Her Cocoon.
We Are All Unicorns Anyway X

o<

At this Point, a Reading may be given. In a regular Mafs,
it should be the Chapter of the Principia corresponding to
the Number of the Week; if the Mafs is held to Celebrate
some Saint, it should be related to that Saint; and so forth.
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MaAss OF ERIS ESOTERIC

V. The Meditation
YV Let us meditate now ‘pon the Spinning of the Chao.

All but the Other Elephant Bow their Heads, Stick their
Tongues to the Roofs of the Their Mouths, and Meditate,
the Other Elephant ready to Beat any who Falter. The Sil-
ence Concludes Part B.

Part C: Her Coming Onto Us

The Celebrant now Requires of the Congregants, “Are
there any here who are not Baptised into the Erisian
Movement of the Paratheoanametamystikhood of Eris
Esoteric in the Legion of Dynamic Discord?”

If any Come Forth, the Celebrant shall Judge for Them-
selves whether to have them Thrown Out, quickly Baptize
them, or merely Shake Their Head and Go On regardlefs.

In each Blefsing, the Celebrant gives the first Versicle
to the altar, presenting the Sacrament to it, and the Sec-
ond to the Congregation, holding it aloft. After each Bles-
sing, the Other Elephant takes the Portion of the Sacra-
ment not placed on the Altar and Circulate it Amongst the
Congregation.

Blefsing of the Host:
V Inthe name of Saint Hung Mung, I blefs and consecrate
this host.
Here is the host: the fruit, the body, and the goat.

o<

Five tons of flax!

Blefsing of the Tea:
Y Inthe name of Saint Mojo, I blefs and consecrate this
drink.

Here is the nectar, the elixir of immortality.

o<

Ewige Blumenkraft und Ewige Schlangekraft!

Blefsing of the Smoke:
Y Inthe name of Saint Syadasti, I blefs and consecrate this
drug.
Here is the grafs, the cud of the Holy Cow.
Mu Mu!

o<

Blefsing of the Wine:

Y Inthe name of Saint Malaclypse the Elder, I blefs and
consecrate this liquid.

YV Enter us as we pour this wine, O strange concubine, and
make us free.

R Immanentize the Eschaton!

Part D: Us Coming In Her

The Syadastian Chant is ¢hanted, pofsibly followed with
other Exultations, Readings, or Homilies. The Altar may
be Circambulated, and personal Prayers and Offerings
made.

Part E: Us Going With Her

The Ceremony generally devolves. &

The Cocooning Unicorn Priory is an arm of the

Paratheoanametamystikhood of Eris

Esoteric under the House of

Rising Collapse.

2OTAMONOYOTNIZYOOZIEIOMATEMXIOTAPOOO®AIA
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An epistle to the unen-
|ighiened FROM Mother Panchromatine

OSE WHO DISMISS it and most of its self-de-

clared adherents both labour under the mis-

apprehension that Discordianism is a 'parody
religion'. This notion entails that to be a 'real' religion and
to not be serious are mutually exclusive. Yet Discordian-
ism posits the opposite: what if Truth, whatever it is, can-
not be expressed in straight, serious speec¢h? What if the
proper response to it is not solemn awe, but laughter?

The western mind is founded on a series of lopsided
dualisms: Apollonian-Dionysian, anal—oral, male-fe-
male, rational—-irrational, order—disorder, Aneristic—
Eristic. All of them find their root in a psychic contagion
we call the Curse of Grayface, after the hunchbrained mal-
content who originated it. The Grayfaced mind resists
treatment. Even when, and all the more for being, keenly
aware of its own spiritual misery it will turn medicine into
more poison. This is a defence which cannot be overcome
head-on. Discordianism aims to embody, not merely
argue, the cure.

For this to work, one must take the joke dead seriously.
Most self-declared Discordians are barely Eristic, and that
on accident, and rarely Erisian. To them, it amounts to a
game or a mere practical joke. By these lights, it is a total
failure: Tékumel is more inventive, Laibadh are more
transgressive. Discordianism only makes sense as joke as
areal religion; and as a religion, as a joke.

To worship the Goddess of Chaos and Madness with a
knowing wink is not to worship Her at all. Neither can we
forget how stupid a notion it is, nor allow ourselves to be
embarrassed by it. One must embrace the absurdity, learn
to live in the space between the put-on and the put-onee.

Our Lady is real. To know Her is impossible, to love
Her, insane, and to worship Her, idiotic. )Y(

Mother Panchromatine is the Prior-
ess of the Cocooning Unicorn Priory.

The Mass of
Eris Exoteric COURTESY OF Jo Entropic

1 Get high on pcp.

2 Masturbate furiously, fully nude, in front of a street-
facing window.

3 Stage a loud argument with yourself. Shout things like
“Yowve been out whoring again haven't you” and “I
swear to God if I catéh you pissing in the sink one more
time I'll drown you in it”. Slap yourself on the belly and
thighs, topple furniture, break tableware. Stomp
around and slam the door while wailing hysterically.
Move on to sobbing quietly.

4 Decapitate your landlord with a sword and dissolve
their body in lye (acid is for larpers).

5 Read the Ogdo daily. Study it as you would scripture.

6 Invent a god. Worship it earnestly and ask for it to
bring you prosperity and to destroy your enemies. Do
not falter if these do not manifest. Make your devo-
tions more extreme. Look for omens and signs from
the god.

7 Go to a town hall or another official meeting open to
the public. The less important the better. Accuse the
officials present of embezzling public funds to build a
sex dungeon for entertaining alien dignitaries of the
uro kind. Demand they allow ordinary taxpayers to
also use the sex dungeon. After the meeting if anyone
so much as looks at you, go over to them and start
telling them in detail about the sex acts the aliens like
to perform.

8 Assume the godform of Chris Dorner.

9 Have sex you find repugnant.

10 Run for president on a platform of “Kill everyone now”
and “Build the Zikkurat”.

11 Make a magazine where you tell people to take pcp and
kill their landlord. €%

Jo Entropic is the heat death quing and
once and future presidential candidate.
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XaKele Ha YOBELWKNTE AYLWN —XYMaAHUTAPEH

knbepruHK is a Bulgarian cyberpunk novel marked

as written in 2001—2002 and published 2004.
Available sources report the author, Viea MTonos,
deceased as of 2019, a significant loss for a small

and stagnant language. This translated excerpt

has been provided for publication in the Ogdo by

General Linguistics, LLC in the interest of preserv-
ing and disseminating certain arriere-garde apo-
crypha originating in former Warsaw Pact ter-
ritories during the period 1989—2014, a measure

considered necessary in light of the developments

of the subsequent decade.



ACATA E 3EJIEHA u nipogbirosara. C dopma Ha

CUJIHO eKCLeHTpUYHa KoMeTHa opbura. BbB

doxyca, Ha MSICTOTO Ha CIBHIETO, € 3abur
U3SIEH OpraHu3aTopcKy nyit. Ha Hai-6nuskus go po-
Kyca CTOJI, 3Haud B Ilepuxesus, ceau fACHO Kou. Havai-
HUKBT Ha oTZena cegu, Acanosud. Ha eHa pbka pa3cTos-
HUe OT Iy/ATa. Bcuuku Apyru ca Ha oBede OT pbka pascTo-
gHue. JIU3aliHBT HeHaTpalldykMBO HallOMHS KOM KbJe € B
repapxusara.

Ot nBeTe cTpaHU Ha ACAHOBUY Ca 3aMECTHUIUTE My —
Maxwunpoit u Xapuc. Hararsk — Bapuecen u Jle Mour, u
ZBaMaTa PycoJISBU U ¢ Zobpe mopxbpxanu bpaguuku. Kato
IIpaBeHU OT €[JMH U CBILIU FeHeH UHXeHep. Makap 4e Bsp-
HeceH e Habmogasar opurep Ha ,JpxeHepas JIMHIBUCT-
ukc*, a Jle Mour — Ha [IPOTUBHMKA, TOECT Ha ,,OpaKkyn”.
Orrje mo-HaTaTsK e Bapbapa Yect. 3aiwo 1 prUchCTBa IIBK
s, 4yAu ce Cupopuyk. Modxe 61 cefy AUCKYCHATA 1 He
IIpeMHUHe IPaHMLATA Ha IICUXUYIHOTO?... CamusaT CUAOPYYK
e nouTu B adenud Ha macaTa. Kak kasBaxa TaM TyseMUUTe,
KOs AyIKa Ha KaBana? Ako BanabaH e mpaB u mociegHara
JyIKa € HAaUCTMHA aJCKU Ba)KHa 3a aKyCTHUKAaTa, 3HAYU
Cuzopuyk e mpefnociaefHa Aynka Ha KaBaia.

— ...¥CIAX J1a TOCTPOsA JICU-KOHCTPYKT BBPXY ChbBKYIIEH
MaTepuaj OT MeSUUTE Ha TEPUTOPUATA — FOBOPHU TOH C

E TABLE IS GREEN AND OBLONG, shaped like

the strongly eccentric orbit of a comet. In

the focal point, where the Sun would be, an
elegant command console sticks out. On the ¢hair near-
est to the focal point—that is, in the perihelion —sits
you-know-who: section c¢hief Asanovich. He'’s at about
an armr’s length from the console. Everyone else is at
more than an arm’s length. The design unobtrusively
reminds everyone who's where in the hierarchy.

At Asanovidh's sides are his two deputies— Mcllroy
and Harris. Next— Bjarnesen and De Jong, both blond-
ish and sporting well-trimmed goatees. They look as if
made by the same gene engineer, even though Bjarnesen
is observing officer of General Linguistics, and De Jong
represents their competitor, Oraculus. Further on,
Barbara West. Why is she here, Sidoréhuk wonders—
maybe to make sure the debate doesn't go beyond the
psychological? Sidordhuk himself sits at the aphelion of
the table. How did the locals say, whi¢h hole of what
whistle? If Balaban is right and the last hole is crucial to
the indtrument’s acoustic properties, it would mean
Sidorchuk is the second-to-last hole of the kaval.

“...I've been able to assemble an LsI construct based
on materials colle¢ted from the local media”, he says >
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ybexuTenHa MHTOHAUVS. — PesyTaTtuTe, 4€CTHO A2 IpU3-
Has, ca CUJIHO ITOAO03pUTENHU. JIopU caMO MHTEIPAIHUTE
IapameTpu. AcoluupaHaTa pasMepHOCT B IIPOCTPAHCT-
BOTO Ha KoxXOHeH e cpefiHO TeT L4710 U feBeT. [IpunomMHam,
4e [IparsT Ha yCTOMYUBOCT Ce OLleHsIBA Ha YeTUPU U TPH...

..Ha cTeHara cpeity AcaHOBUY CBETAT [1BA OTPOMHU
ekpaHa. Ha eguHug e 3acTUHAI B OYaKBaHe OYMJIaT a3ra-
Tel; Ha uMe [IIumMomypa. EkciepT oT M3TOUHHUS OTZEN Ha
Komurera. OT BTOpUs €KpaH IJIela HEIIO3HATO JIMIIE,
KpBIJIO, TIafKO, IBCKABO U HEHU3pasuTenHo. TumnudeH
denepanen GIOPOKPAT, HIKAKBB UHCIIEKTUPALL OT XyMa-
HUTApHUS JernapTaMeHT. XymzensT obudya ja HMHCIIeK-
THpa — OTKPUTHUTE JOKIaAU, KOM 3Hae 3amo. Makap ue
BCUYKMU 3HAST — OTXKUBENMIA Ca Te3U AOKIaAu. Putyarn,
OCTaHa/ Ollle OT 6e3MalllMHHUA MHTeneKT. CaMo amaT
paboruoTo Bpeme. Ho 3a oru kbemeT Ha CUgopuyK Hart Ha
Heropud JOKJIaJ ce HaTpece MHcIeKkTupaul. Taka U He My
3aIIOMHU UMETO, MaKap Y€ OH3U I'0 Ka3a HAKOJKO IIbTH...
Jpyrute fBa ekpaHa ImycresT. Makap ye CULOpUYK CIIell-
WaJIHO HACTOS BbB BUAEOKOHPEPEHLMATA A Ce BKIIOUU
CuHrX oT nmosieto. UHTeIUreHTHT 0belna, 4e HEIIpEMEHHO
11e e Ha IMHUA. Ho ro HIMa HUKAKEB...

— ..KJIIOYOBUAT MOMEHT € — CUZOPUYYK IPOABI>KaBA
MEeXaHHUYHO J]a TOBTaps TeYalllus B 3bPKeIUTE TEKCT, — 4e
KOHTEHTBT € IIpeKapaH IIpe3 aBTOMaTU4eH IIpeBofay L0
CTaHZAApTeH aHIMUKCKU. Cllel; KOeTO KOHCTPYKTBT Ce CpaB-
HSBA CbC CTAHAAPTHA aHIIKIcKa 6a3a. ToBa 10 MPUHLIUII
He ce IIpernopbyBa OT HUKOs Teopud. U Bpobiie e B paspes
chbC CTIIO0. Ho 32 TO3U e3UK HSIMA pa3paboTeHU MaIIMHHU
CeMaHTUYHU 6a3u. TakuBa ca ob6cTosTencTBaTa. M 13061110
aKo uMallle TyseMHa 6a3a, HIMallle [ ChLIeCTBYBa IIpo6-
JIEMBT, KOUTO pellaBaM...

el HAMAULE DG COM HYHCEH 8 KAUECTIBOMO HA Meope-muk.
ToBa, ectecTBeHO, CUZOPUYK He ro Ka3Ba Ha ry1ac. Ho Bce
HaK cu ro nomucias. CTporo noriefHaTo, TOBa ca KAMBHHU
B IpaZiHaTa Ha XyMTeX-KOMIIAaHUUTE — HAJIU Te NPaABAT
NTUHTBUCTHYEH codpTyep. HO 32 MAIKUTE €3ULIY TOBA € UKO-
HOMUYECKHU HensrogHo. CeMaHTUIHUTe 6a3u ce U3rpax-
zar 6aBHO, TpsabBaT Maca crienuanucty. U ako 06xBaTsT €
[IPEKATIEHO MATBK, 2 OPyTHUSAT IIPOAYKT HA KAIIIAK — OLIle
110-MaJbK...

— ...04€BUZIHO UMa 11pobieM ¢ npeBopumoctra. Codr-
yepBT, KOUTO CbM U3II0N3BaJl, HA TEPUTOPUATA C€ CIUTA YK
3a Hau-7106bp. Ho uMa sBHA KyJATypHA IIPONACT, HECHB-
MEeTHMOCT, KOATO Ce BIDKJA JOPHU OT MaKpOIapaMeTpHUTE...

— 3amo nponact? CUAOPYYK, Ta3U TBOATA... TEPUTOPUL
He e JIU BCe [IaK KYJITYpHO eBpoleiicka? — rmuta Xapuc, 6e3
BBOOIIIE 13 € UCKA AyMaTa.
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> with convincing intonation. “Frankly, the results
arouse strong suspicion, just from looking at the basic
integral parameters. Associated dimensionality in
Kohonen space averages out to five point nine—let me
remind you the stability threshold is four point three..”

..On the wall, opposite Asanovich, glow two huge
screens. On one of them, frozen in expectation, is a spec-
tacled Asian man named Shimomura, an expert from the
Eastern section of the Committee. From the other screen
stares an unfamiliar face, smooth, round, shiny and un-
expressive. Typical federal bureaucrat, some kind of in-
spector from the Department of Humanity. The Hum-
Dep loves to inspect—especially the open access reports,
for some reason. Everyone knows these meetings are an
anachronistic ritual; a remnant from the times of
machineless intelligence. All they do is consume work
hours. Just Sidor¢huk’s luck for an inspector to show up
to his pre-sentation. He failed to remember the name,
even though the man had said it several times... Two
other screens are vacant. Sidorchuk had insisted for the
conference to be joined by Singh from out in the field,
and the intelligent had promised to be online, but he’s
nowhere to be seen...

“...the key point being”, Sidordhuk continues to
medhanically repeat the text from the peepers, “that the
content has been run through an automatic translator to
standard English. Afterwards, the construct is compared
to a standard English base. This is inadvisable per all
theories, and in explicit contradiction with the Special
Theory of Linguistic Relativity. But there are no machinic
semantic bases developed for this language. Such are the
circumstances. If there was an indigenous base, the pro-
blem I'm solving would not exist in the first place..”

...and my services as a theoretical scientist would not be
required. Sidorchuk, of course, doesn’t say that last one.
But he thinks it. Strictly speaking, he’s casting stones
into the garden of the humtech monopolies—they’re the
ones making the languageware. But for small languages
it is economically unfeasible. Building up a semantic
base is a slow process, involving the work of many speci-
alists. So if the effective range is too small, and the Gpp
per cap—even smaller...

“..there is an obvious translatability problem. The
software I'm using is considered best in class for the ter-
ritory. Even so, there’s an evident cultural ¢hasm that one
can immediately observe just from looking at the
macroparameters...”

“Why a ¢hasm? Sidordhuk, this... territory of yours —



— EBponeiicka e. — TekcTsT B 3ppkenuTe Ha CULop-
YyK MUT'OM ce cMeHs. HeKTOIIBT IpecTposaBa U3I0KEHH -
eTo cb0bpasHo 3azazeHuTe BoIpocu. — Ho e or uer-
BbpTU—IeTH QPyHKUMOHAIEH TUI. VIMa CH L1 Kym
0C0OEHOCTH ...

Ha crenata orcpema Ha Cuzmopuyk Bucu rpaduka.
Crun — knacudecku. o crapen ¢ gpiara 6paga crou
IIpef YepHa I’bCKa € IOKA3aIKa B pbka. OOACHSIBA HEII0
Ha rpymnara U3KolaeMH peNTUINU IIpef Hero. Pentunu-
UTe ro 3gIaT XUIHOTU3Upalo. TakbB 3HAUU JOKTIaf.
CaMo f1eTo OTZasIey He ce BUXKJa Ha3BaHUETO...

— ...aHOMaJIHO BHMCOKAaTa pPa3MEePHOCT Ha MoJefa J0-
HAKBIE MOXKe 2 ce OOSCHU ¢ HeCHhBBPLIEHUS NPEBOJ.
O6nanyTe OT CMUCHI Ha IIOHATHATA He chBrajar. Herro,
KOETO 32 TSAX € e31KOB LIa6JI0H, Ha HAC HU U3ITIEXAA KATO
cuymBaHe Ha abnoHa...

— Ho peunux®sT 61 Tpsa6Baso fa ce cripass ¢ TOBA —
Bb3passBa XyMTeIIKUIT opurep BspHeceH, cpiio 6e3 1a
e uckan gymara. — Yusg paspaborka e Tou?

— Ha nakakBa mectHa pupma. ,Ucupma“. U peanHo
He Ce CIIPaBs CbC CIIOKHU 06IaliK OT CMUCHII, MaKap 4e
yox 61 Tps6Baso. CuHOHMMHaTa 6asa e ocTapsuia. Moske
61 3aTOBA KOMITIOTHPBT OTYMTA TAKABA BUCOKA KOHIIEH-
Tpal U Ha OKCUMOPOHU — TPU U IIOJIOBAHA ITBTU Haj
HOpMaJHaTa. B HUKOA cTabuIHA KyATypa HIMA TAKOBA
HelI[0, OCBEeH MOXke 61 B 3eH-OyAM3Ma, HO TOM ITbK Ce OT-
JIM4aBa 110 PyrU MapamMeTpu... Ho Hali-BOXXHUAT pesyi-
TaT OT U3CJIEBAHETO BHOOIIE HE MOXKE 2 ce 0OACHU €
npesoga. KakbB e To3u pesynraT? AKO ce HaIlpaBU pas-
Cl0siBaHe Ha JICU-JaHHUTE BbB BPEMETO, I1le ce BUAU, Ue
70 eJH MOMEHT acollMMpaHaTa Pa3MEpHOCT € efHa, a
Iocjle OTYET/IIMBO TPBrBa ia pacTe. ITak Torasa noysa za
pacTe U KOHIEHTPaLMATa Ha OKCUMOPOHHU. Marnexaa
CSKALI B TO3U MOMEHT €3UKBT 3aI1049Ba OBP30 A2 ce Ipo-
MeHs, II1abI0OHUTe Ce Pa3NafarT...

..HempoHunaemu ca nuiaTa Ha KOJIETUTE, CKPUTHU 337
3bpKennTe. BCUYKY ABHO ca Bbp3aHU KbM 6a3ata 3HAHUS
3a XyMaHUTapHU TeopuH. U TouHO cera 6asara fjaHHU
SPOCTHO MM 3aroBaps HelllOo, aKO €€ CBAU I10 PA3KOTO pas-
IBI>KBaHe. ACAHOBUY YBIEUE€HO ThPKaJIsl TOIYECTO IICEB-
gomuiie. OcTaHaIUTE MPOCTO IIaBaT C NpbCTU. Jla,
CTaHZAPTHUAT HeBpouHTepderic ce ciara Ha AsCHATa
KUTKa. M mpe3 Hero Mo)kell fa CM KOMaHJBalll Malll-
HaTa HallpaBo ¢ MbpJaHe Ha IPBCTHU...

— ..mmorefHeTe Ha rpaduxara — CuUIOpYYK LaBa
KOMaHZa U TPeTUAT eKpaH cBeTBa. — Jlo I0HU Mecel]
IapaMeTpUTe ca IOCTOSHHU, KPUBUTE Ca XOPU30HTAIHU.
AcouuuypaHa pasMepHOCT — IIeT U e1HO. KoHIleHTpanus
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isn't it culturally European, after all?” interrupts Harris.

“It’'s European.” The text in Sidorchuk’s goggles im-
mediately ¢changes as the necktop restructures the ex-
position in accordance with the questions asked. “But it’s
of the fourth/fifth fun&ional type. There are a great deal
of peculiarities..”

On the wall opposite Sidorchuk is a painting in clas-
sical style. A naked old man with a long beard stands in
front of a blackboard, pointer in hand. He’s explaining
something to a group of fossil-record reptiles in front of
him. The reptiles gaze back, hypnotically. That kind of pre-
sentation. Only the title can't be discerned from this far...

“..the anomalously high dimensionality of the model
can be partially explained by the imperfect translation.
The meaning-clouds of various notions don't match up.
What's a linguistic pattern for them, to us looks like the
breaking of a pattern..”

“But the di¢tionary should be handling that”, objects
humtech officer Bjarnesen, also without requesting to
speak. “Whose work is it?”

“Some local outfit called ‘Issirma’. And it doesn’t actu-
ally handle complex clouds of meanings, even though it
should. The synonym base is obsolete. Maybe that’s why
the computer calculates such a high concentration of oxy-
morons —three point five times the norm. No stable cult-
ure has such a thing, except maybe Zen Buddhism, but
that’s distinét by other parameters... Still, the most im-
portant result cannot be explained with translation arti-
facts at all. See, if we group the Ls1 data over time, we can
observe the associated dimensionality remaining stable
up to a certain moment, and then, distinctly, beginning to
increase. And so does the oxymoron concentration —
simultaneously. Looks like at that point the language
begins to quickly dhange, patterns fall apart..”

...The colleagues’ faces are impenetrable, hidden be-
hind the peepers. Looks like they’re all connected to the
humtech knowledge base. And right now the base is tel-
ling them all something intense, judging from the abrupt
shuffling. Asanovich, enthused, rolls around a trackbally
pseudo-mouse. The others just wiggle their fingers. Yes,
the standard neurointerface goes on the right wrist, so
you can command your macdhine just by the wiggling of
fingers...

“..look at this graph”, Sidorchuk issues a command
and the third screen comes to life. “Until June, the para-
meters are constant, curves trend horizontal. Associated
dimensionality —five point one. Oxymoron concentra-
tion —one point seven times the norm. That’s already a
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Ha OKCUMOPOHH — eJIHO LiSJI0 U ceZleM OT HopMasHoTo. 1
TOBa € MHOTI'O, HO He YaK TOJIKOBA. A OT IOHM HaTaTbK I1apa-
MeTpUTe TPBIBaT Harope. [I'bpBO MIaBHO, IOCIE PSI3KO, TOCTIE
IIaK OTHOBO IIJIaBHO....

...HO IIPUCXKAHETO Ha HeBPOUHTEPPENC CTPYBa MHOTO
CKBII0. Xupyp3uTe ca anyHu. Ponganusra ,JIykaud” yx e 3age-
JIWIA Iapy 32 cIykebHU HeBpouHTepdericH, HO 3acera ca
OLIACTIMBEHU CaMO HadajcTBaTa. Y 3aMeCTHUK—Hayajc-
TBaTa. Makap ye AcaHOBMY, Zla peueM, He 111e Jia CU Typs Ta-
KoBa Helr[o. He 6wt magHasI, KasBa, TONKOBA HUCKO, Y€ a IO
OBpHUKAT pasHU JOKTOpU. U cu kapa o ctapomy. Che Cu-
ZOpYyk e 06paTHOTO. TOM e roJIIM MepaKIus 32 HEBPOKYII-
JIyHT, HO OTZe/IBT I'o € IPeABUANII YakK 3a ClIef, TPU FOAUHU, U
TO CaMO aKO I'0 IIOBUILIAT. Makap ye ako ro MoBUIIAT, TOM L
MOJKe JIa CH IUIaTHY CaM orepauusara. TpukseT e ga miaty Ko-
MUTETHT, U TO cera... ETo, oduriepure oT Xxymrexa HIMAT TaK-
uBa npobiemu. TexHUTe KOPIIOPALIMY He ce CTUCKAT, boratu
ca. To He ye 6amunara Jlykad e OezeH...

— ..ITpu LienMs KOHTEHT JIU € TaKa UK CaMO 33 HIKOU
Mexun? — mnura BsapHecen. XyMmTenuTre SBHO ca
3aMHTPUIYBaHU.

— ETO ZaHHUTE OT KOHCTPYKTA, pa3CIO€HU 10 U3TOYH-
nuu. I[Ipu ABe MeIUMHU IPYIIUPOBKU ITapaMeTpUTe TPbrBaT
Jla pacTar ollle B Kpas Ha Mal. [Ipu apyrute — no-kbCHO, HO
B paMKHUTe Ha CIefBalllUTe JBa Mecela.

— U kak obsacHABaTe TO3U cKOk? — ToBa e Jle Mour, apy-
TUAT XyMTEK.

— OOsCHSBAM 'O C MECTHO BbBEXXAAHE HA HOBA XyMaHU-
TapHa TEXHOJOIMS — MU3IIIOBAa KaMbueTo CHUAOpYYK.
— Hu11io ecTecTBeHO CrIOpes MeH He MOXKe Jja Oble IpUYMHA.
Bue 3HaeTe 11 TeXHOIOTUS 32 FeHepUpaHe Ha TEKCT C TaK'bB
aHTHUIIA6I0HEH YKIOH?

Oduriepure 0T XymTexa pa3MbpABAT IPBCTU OLIE IIO-
ApOCTHO. IBHO IIpepaBAT 6asara 3HAHUA.

— Moke 61 CTUMYIHPAHO IOATPITO U306parkeHHEe Ha
KoxoHeH — ka3Ba Jle MoHT. — Ui KpeaTUBeH ailrOpUTHM,
HO IIyCHAT C aHTUKOPEeTaUOHHY mapameTpu. O6paTHO Ha
HOPMAaJIHOTO.

— ToyHO Taka — BeJIMKOAYIIHO ce cbriaacsiBa CUIZOpYYK.
Hanu e npepoBui 6aszara rpeaBapuTenHo. — TeXHOIOTUU
“Ma. BBIpOCHT € KoM I'M IpojiaBa U Hali-Bedye — KOU I'M e
pasperunsn 3a ynorpeba. 3a1oto camu pasbupare, ToBa HUBO
Ha OKCUMOpPOHU e dpenepanHa HopMma. [IpenenHo gomycruma
HopMa. M Me>xlyHapoJiHa CBLIO...

— A 3amo Ha THUI He ca UM HaJOKeHU CaHKIUU? —
062>K71a ce HEOYAKBAHO THYCEH I71aC OT BUCOKOTOBOPUTELS B
prela. Hamecun ce e XymzeIlckusT Omopokpar.— 3a
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lot, but not that mudh. Then from June onwards, the
values only increase. First gradually, then abruptly,
then they slow down once again..”

..but implanting a neurointerface costs a whole lot
of money. The surgeons are greedy. Supposedly, the
Lucacs Foundation has already allocated a budget for
providing its workers with neurointerfaces. But so far
only the ¢hiefs have been so lucky — deputy chiefs, too.
Asanovidh, he doesn't want one at all. He hasn't fallen
so low, he says, to let doctors fiddle with him. So he
carries on in the old-s¢hool way. Sidorchuk is the op-
posite. He really wants to get a neurocoupling instal-
led, but the section has s¢heduled him for three years
from now, and only if he’s promoted. But if they pro-
mote him, he'll be able to pay for it out of pocket. The
trick would be to get the Committee to pay for it now...
The humtech officers, they don’t have this problem.
Their corporations aren't as clenched, they’re filthy
rich. Not that Our Daddy Lucacs is poor...

“...is this the case for all content, or just certain
media outlets?” asks Bjarnesen. Looks like the humtex
are intrigued.

“Here is the construct data grouped by source. Two
media conglomerates have these parameters growing
since end of May. The others trail them by no more
than two months.”

“And how do you explain the sharp rise?” goes De
Jong, the other humtek.

“I explain it with the local introduction of a novel
humanitarian te¢hnology”, Sidorc¢huk finally spits
out. “I don't believe anything natural could be causing
this. Do you know of a technology for generating text
with such counter-pattern properties?”

The humtech officers wiggle their fingers even
more intensely. Looks like they’re digging through the
knowledge base.

“Maybe a stimulated heated-up Kohonen image”
says De Jong, “or a creative algorithm, when run with
anticorrelational parameters. The opposite way
around.”

“That’s right”, Sidor¢huk, who's been through the
base beforehand, generously agrees. “The technologies
exist. The question is who's selling them, and, more
importantly—who allowed their usage. Because, as
you know very well, the maximum permitted level of
oxymorons is a federal norm. A boundary condition.
As well as an international one...”

“Why haven't they been subjected to sandtions?” an



CUCTEMATUYHO paspyllaBaHe Ha [abIoHUTe TPA6Ba
Jla OTHEMAT MeIVMNHUS JTUIEH3...

— TaM omle HIMAT TakbB 3aKOH — yTOuHsSBa CU-
ZIOpuyK. — 3a Za IpueMaT 3aKOH, UM Tps6Ba TouHa
METOZMKA 33 M3MepBaHe. A ollje HIMAT JXIleH3MpaHa
cemaHTHYHA 6a3a. MouTe pesynrary, Ka3ax Beye, ca
10 MHOT'O CIIOPHA METOAUKA.

— Ho Torasa... ako HAIMaT MallMHHA 6a3a, Kak
reHepUpaT TEKCT? — YyAU Ce GIOPOKPATST.

»Ex, Pedeparen navx — mucnu cu CUZOPUYK, — mu
Mati Cu 3a6pagua, ue mexcm modice 0a ce nuuLe U PBUHO... Mo-
€eC UBMUCAEH 0m 4o8eK, a He om cogm...“ Ho ToBa camo cu
ro MHUCIH, a Ha IJ1aCc IIOBTaps JAyMHTe, Tedalllu B
3bpKENUTE.

— B cTpaHu OT 4eTBBPTU U IeTU GYHKIUOHAIEH
TUI — PpU3UPA U3PEUEHUSITA HEKTOII'BT — XYMaHHU-
TapHUTE TEXHOJOTUU Ca B 3aYaThUHO CHCTOSHUE, A
MaIlIMHHU TeKCT-TeHEPATOPU Ce U3II0A3BaT PSIAKO.

— W oTCcKOpO — BMeTBa ACAHOBUY.

— Ho Tyk uMa efjHa BBIPOCUTENHA — IPOJBI-
>KaBa Zla JUKTyBa HEKTOIIBT. — AKO M3II0/N3BaT NIPU-
MHUTUBHU TEXHOJIOTHH, HE MOXKEe ITapaMeTpuTe Aa
CKOYaT Taka psA3ko. PU3uyecKky He MoraT Zia HakapaT
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unexpectedly disgusting voice pipes up from the corner
speaker. It’s the humdep bureaucrat. “For the systematic des-
trudtion of patterns, media licences should be taken away..”

“They don't have that law yet”, Sidorchuk clarifies. “To
introduce a law, they need a way to perform the exact mea-
surements. And they don't yet have a licensed semantic base.
As I pointed out, my results are already based on very con-
troversial methods.”

“But then... if they don't have a machinic base, how do they
generate text?” wonders the bureaucrat.

You fed rat! thinks Sidorchuk, You must’ve forgotten that text
can be written by hand... that is, can be thought up by a human, and
not by a soft... But he just thinks it to himself, while his voice
recites the words flowing into his peepers:

“In countries of fourth and fifth functional types”, the
necktop has it, “the humanitarian technologies are in an em-
bryonic state, and madhine text-generators are used infre-
quently.”

“And since relatively recently”, Asanovich adds.

“But this raises a question”, the necktop continues to dic-
tate. “If they use primitive technologies, the parameters can’t
shift so abruptly. It’s physically impossible to get their, whats-
it—journalists —to ¢hange writing style all at once. So there
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BCHYKHTE, KaK OSXa TaM... )KYPHAIMCTU Ja CH CMEHST CTHIA
Ha NycaHe. 3Ha4YM BCe IIaK MMa Helllo MOJIepHO, Helllo Ma-
mrHHO. Ho rspBo Tpsa6Ba 1a IOIUTaM Helllo IIpe/CTaBuTe-
JUTE Ha KOMIIAaHMHUTe-TIIpou3BoAauTen!. HancTuHa 11 He cTe
NIpO/laBaJIu HMKAKBU €3MKOBU TEXHOJIOIMU Ha Ta3U TEPU-
Topus? Mosxe 11 a fekiapupare opUHantHO?

XyMTenuTe OTHOBO II1ABaT C IIPBCTH.

— Odunuanno — kasBa Hakpas BspHecen. — Jla,
HUKaKBU IPOAKOU Ha €3MKOBYU TEXHONIOTUU HSIMaMe TaM.

— U npu Hac e cbu10To — oBTaps Jle Hour. — IIposepux
6a3aTa JaHHU Ha OTAEJA 32 IIPOJAKOU.

— Taka. ToBa e MHOro Ba)XHO. 3aIllOTO M3/13a, 4Ye Ha
T€PUTOPUSATA IOI3BAT HE BalllM TE€XHOJIOTUH, a HIKAKBU
qy>xau. Yinu moxxe 61 Zopy CBOU...

— UzkmoueHo! — Buka Jle MoHr. — TaM e IrbIeH IpUMU-
TUBU3BM. He MoraT fa HanpaBsT IBbIHOLEHEH JICU—KOHC-
TpykT. HAMarT cnenuanucTy. A ¥ MHOTO Iapy ca HY>XHHU,
OTKBJ€ Z1a 'Y chbepar?

— Kak orjensiBaTe, ye He Morar fa chbepar mapure? —
nuTa AcaHoBud. Toil ce e U3IerHaa Hasaz B 1epCKOTO Kpec-
JI0 U CIefY JUCKYCUSTa C He3auHTepecoBaH BUJ. CAKalll He
BSIpBa Ha HUIIO OT Ka3aHOTO, HO HSIMA KeJaHMe Jja CIIOpH,
IIOHE>XKe CMATa TeMaTa 3a 6e3CMUCIeHa.

— Ilo pexnamuus nazap — orrosaps Jle Mour. — Hanu
To#1 popmupa OrozKeTa Ha MeUAHUTE IPyIUPOBKY. MHOrO
e Mu3epeH obave TOH B Ta3u Aynka. Pazpaborkara Ha I'bi-
HOLleHHA CeMaHTHYHa 6a3a CTPyBa KOJIKOTO LieIUs FOAHIIEH
peknameH 060poT.

AcaHOBMY HEZIOBEPYMBO XbMKa, HO He Ka3Ba HUIIO. To3u
ZOBOZ Mail He My ce BiDKAA yoenureneH. Ho mak He posiBsiBa
BOJIEBUS CH XapaKTep U He yAps 10 MacaTa, a Maxa ¢ pbka Jia
IIpOJBbIKABAT.

— AKO TOBa e €3MKOBa TEXHOJIOTUS — U/Ba CU Ha

must be something modern, something machinic. But
first, I will need to ask the vendor representatives the
following. Have you really not sold any linguistic tech-
nologies to this territory? Can you declare this
officially?”

The humtex can be seen wiggling their fingers
again.

“Confirmed. Officially”, says Bjarnesen in the end,
“we have no sales of linguistic technologies there.”

“Same here”, repeats De Jong. “I queried our sales
people’s database just now.”

“Okay. That was very important. Because it means
they’re not using your tec¢h at all, but someone else’s.
Or maybe their very own..”

“Impossible!” De Jong calls out. “It’s total primitiv-
ism out there. They can’t put together a full LsI con-
struct. They don't have specialists, and where would
they get that sort of money anyway?”

“How do you evaluate whether they can raise the
money or not?” asks Asanovich as he lays back in the
big ¢hair and follows the discussion with a look of total
disinterest—as if he doesn't believe in anything being
said, but sees no point in arguing.

“By the advertising market”, De Jong replies. “It’s
what forms the miserable budget of the media con-
glomerates in that dump. Developing a full semantic
base would cost as much as their ad turnover for a
whole year.”

Asanovich hmms in disbelief, but says nothing. This
must seem to him an entirely unconvincing argument,
but again he deigns not to demonstrate his wilful
c¢haracter and does not bang his fist on the table, he
just waves them on.

MUCBHITA HEKTOII'BT, — TPA6BA J1a ce THPCU KOU 4 € Bb-
Besl. TeXHO/IOTUM OT TO3U THUII Ce U3II0/3BaT IIpHU yIIpaB-
JeHue Ha obljecTBeHoTO MHeHue. Ho ce u3monssar
MHOT'0 BHUMATEJIHO, T KaTo ca onnacHU. Kot Ha Tepu-
TOpHATA Ce 3aHUMaBa C 0011[ecTBEHOTO MHeHue? IIbp-
BO — MECTHHUTE BJIACTU U IPyNUPOBKU. TIX OTXBBp-
JIIMe, ThH KaTO ca UM MaJIKO PECypCUTe U HIMAT T€XHO-
noruu. Ilocme — rnobanHu OpraHU3auuu U pasuKa-
HU CEKTU OT CIIMCBKAa Ha IJeHHOCTHUTe Bparose. Ho
3acera Ha TEpUTOPUSATA HE € 3aCMYaHa TAXHA JEeMHOCT.
OcraBa ToBa /1a e CTpaHUYeH epeKT OT HIKOS OMepalus
Ha [Iporpamara...

— Kog, Hamata? — yuyzBa ce pU3MOHOMUATA Ha
MHCIEKTUPAILUS.

— Hamrara, kos gpyra! — HamecBa ce Xapuc. —
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“If this is a linguistic technology”, the necktop gets back to
the point, “we must find out who's responsible for its intro-
duction. Technologies of this type are used for controlling
public opinion. But they are applied carefully, because they
are dangerous. So, who in the territory is working the public
opinion? First, local authorities and criminal groups. Can't
be them —insufficient resources and a lack of technolo-
gical capacity. Second, global organisations and radical cults
from among the list of value-enemies. But their adtivity
hasn't been registered on the territory so far. Therefore, it
remains to be a side effect of some operation of the
Programme..”

“What— our Programme?” questions the face of the
inspector.

“Ours, whose else!” interferes Harris. “Looks like they’ve



Hemo ca mpekynTuBUpanu OOIIECTBEHOTO MHEHUE.
ITopesHaTa U3ABHKA...

..A Xapuc gocra mpasu IIporpamara. [loseue or 1e-
JIUS OCTaHAJI OTZeJI, B3eT 3aefHO. B 6opaa Ha gupexTo-
pute Ha [IporpaMarta UMa HIKaKbB HETOB POJHMHA, KOM -
TO HaBPEMETO MY € CBhCUIIAJ KapuepaTa. Xapuc UMa
MHOTO POAHMHU U BCUUKUTE BAUATENHU. [Ipeguute My
Ca ZIOLUIY Ha KOHTUHEHTA ol1le ¢ Kopaba ,Maiicka pos3a“ u
BIIOCJIEACTBUE IIPOLbdTeny. 3aceaBaT BCe B JUPEKTOPC-
K1 60pAOBE, C KPATKU KOMAaHAUPOBKY BbB BUCIINS defe-
pasieH amapar. PozaTa e pa3kjoHeHa, MOT'bIlIA M OT TUIIA
Ha 6raropogua. Camo Xapuc, OTIBYEH OT Hesl 3apajiyl Hel-
KaKBa KaBra, ce € yraul YakK Ha HUBO HUBII YIpaBaeHel]...

— ..TOBa He € JOCTaThu€H apryMeHT — TBBLPAU
VMHCIIeKTUPAIUAT.

,Omxwde ce e 63eA maxwe 3augumHuk Ha IIpozpamama? —
qyzau ce Cunopuyk. — O6UKH0BEHO UHCHEKMUPAUsUME CAMO
caywam, bes 0a ce Hameceam...

— U ocsen ToBa — fonbnea Jle Mour — IIporpamara
paboTH ¢ HalllKM TEXHOJOTHMU. A HUe He cMe pa3pabor-
BJIM 32 TO3U €3UK HUKAKDB codTyep.

— W Hue — kaspa nevaysHo BapHeceH.

— Ho mo>xe — HacTosBa Xapuc — a ca B3eau copr ot
zpyra ¢upma. Unu ma ca ¢uHaHcupamu cobeTBeHa
paspaborka.

— UskiioueHo! — Buka BsapHeceH. — Mmame ¢ TaX
IIOAIMCAaH IIapTHEOPCKHU orosop. Cblo KaTo ¢ Bac. Hue
CMe eKCKIy3UBeH IOCTABYMK Ha e3ukoB codT. U Ha IIpor-
pamarta e 3abpaHeHo /ja pa3BUBa HaIlIUTe AITOpUTMU. Te
Ca MHTeJIeKTyalHa COOCTBEHOCT. .

— A axo IIporpamara e mnaTHjIa Ha CbBCEM Jpyra
dupma, 3a 1a pa3Bre ChBCEM APYTH AITOPUTMU?

Baprecen Maxa ¢ IpbCTU BbB Bb3jyxa. — He. Hamure
HabmogaBamy opuLEepy TaM He ca JOKJIAJBAIU TAKOBA
Helo.

— ,OpaKyn“ Chl0 U HE ca I/IHCI)OpMI/IpaHI/I?

— He — ka3Ba Jle Mour. HacTsmsa KpaTKa TUILIHUHA.

— Ho Bce mak — B3eMa cu obpartHo gymara Cuzpop-
9yK — HOBA TEXHOJIOTUS € pa3BUTa. 32 TOBA KUMaMe U BTO-
PO Z0Ka3aTelICTBO, MHOIO II0-cepro3HO. IIpeau cegmu-
1ja TOCTBIIU MaTepUal OT [10JIeBUS HY UHTEJIUTeHT. Thi
KaTO € CeKpeTeH, He MOra /ia I'o 00sIBS Ha OTKPUT JOKIAJ.

— Kak e xaTeropusupaH TO3MU... IOJI€BUAT MaTepu-
an? —nura fe Monr. — U BkapaH v e B cekpeTHata 6a3a?

JLa be, waxaii da mu xaxcam!“ — Herogysa mucieHo Cu-
zopuyk. Toli 3Hae: ako e jafieH KaTeropu3upalusT Ipo-
¢u, CHIIHOCTTA Ha MaTepuajia MOXKe a Obie M3MBKHATA
OT CEKpeTHUS KOHCTPYKT. C JeceTHHa UTEepalluu Ha

DELPHIAN EXPERT ORACLE

overcultivated the public opinion again, and then some.
Yet another fuckup..”

...Harris really has it in for the Programme. More than
all the rest of the sedtion put together. On the Program-
me’s board of directors sits some relative of his, who had
once ruined Harris’ career. Harris has a lot of relatives and
all of them are influential. His ancestors had come to this
continent aboard the Mayflower herself, and flourished
accordingly. They all sit on various corporate boards, with
short stints at the upper federal apparat. His family is far-
branching, influential, and sort of aristocratic. Only Har-
ris, excommunicated after some quarrel, has precipitated
to the level of middle management...

“..this is not a sufficient argument..” insists the
inspector.

Where did this defender of the Programme come from? won-
ders Sidorchuk. Usually, the inspectors just listen without
interfering...

“Besides”, adds De Jong, “the Programme works with
our tech. And we have developed no software for this
language.”

“Neither have we”, grieves Bjarnesen.

“But they might've”, insists Harris, “taken another
company’s software. Or financed their original
development.”

“That can’t be!” exclaims Bjarnesen. “We have a part-
nership contract with them. Same as with you. We're an
exclusive provider of linguistic software. And the Pro-
gramme is not permitted to extend our algorithms.
They’re intelle¢tual property...”

“And what if the Programme has paid an entirely dif-
ferent company, to develop entirely different algo-
rithms?”

Bjarnesen waves his fingers across the air. “No. Our
observing officers there have reported no such thing.”

“And neither have Oraculus?”

“That’s corret”, says De Jong. A brief silence ensues.

“But $till”, Sidorc¢huk resumes, “a new technology has
been developed. We have further proof of this, and it’s
even more concerning. A week ago, we received a materi-
al from a field intelligent of ours. Since it’s secret, I can’t
announce it at an open meeting.”

“How’s that material been categorised?” asks De Jong.
“And has it been entered in the classified base?”

Sure, by all means, let us tell you! objects Sidorchuk in his
mind. He knows: given the categorising profile, the gist of
the material can be extracted from the secret construct.
Takes complex search and differential synthesis, just
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CIIOKHO ThpCeHe U ArudepeHIUAIeH CUHTe3. 3aI0TO
MaTepUaIuTe OT ceKpeTHaTa 6a3a ca HeJOCTBIIHU KaTo
II'bJIEH TEKCT, HO €A MHAEKCUPAHU 3apaJy CIy>keOHUTe
JICU-Thpcauky Ha Komurera. [Ione taka T8bpAu bana-
6aH, To¥ 61 TpoOBaN HAKOTA HELLO...

— B cexperHara 6a3a e BKapaH — 3aBBPTA Ce CbC CTO-
na Acanosuy. — Ho He e mpodunrpat. 3a eKCriepTusa Ha
Joknaza Ha CUHIX IPUBILKOX rocrnoguH lIumMomypa ot
U3TOYHMUS OTHEI.

SmoHelpT CKIaHS I7IaBa Ha IIMPOKUS eKpaH.

— U dakruTe B JOKIA2 — Ka3Ba, — U U3BOAUTE HA
VHTEUTEHTA Ca MIPABIONOA0OHN U USBBHPEIHO UHTE-
pecHU 3a TeopusiTa. BipoueM U 3a MpaKTUKaTa CBILO.

U mnbKBa.

— Tosa n1u 6ernie excriepTusata? — Bbc ce Jle MoHr.

about ten iterations— since the materials from the secret
base might be unavailable in full text, but they’re still in-
dexed for the sake of the Committee’s internal LsI crawl-
ers. That's what Balaban claims, anyway —he had tried
something at some point...

“It's been input into the base”, Asanovich spins with
his dhair, “but not profiled. To analyse Singh’s report, I've
invited Mr. Shimomura here from the Eastern section.”

The Japanese man bows on the broad screen.

“The facts in the report”, he says, “and the conclusions
made by the intelligent, are plausible and, furthermore,
extremely interesting for the theory. As well as for the
practice.”

He goes silent.

“That was the analysis?” frowns De Jong.

— Jlokaadwnm Ha CuHzx e
cepuoseH. Tam cmaea
Heuio HepedHo.

“Singh’s report is serious.
Something wrong is hap-
pening there.”

— MarepuansT e cekpeTeH — Kassa [lIlumomypa. —
PasmupeHusaT TEKCT Ha €KCIEepTU3aTa € C OTPpaHUYEH
JOCTBII.

— A 3aI110 UHTEIUTEHTBHT He € Ha IMHUS?

— Tpabsare ga 6pne — xassa Cugopuyk. — Ho ro
HAMa.

— Ho npu ToBa n0N0KeHKE KAKBO CTAHOBHUILIE MOXKEM
Zia B3eMeM? — HefloyMsiBa Makunpoil. — Bcruko e ckpuro,
BCHUYKO € CEKPETHO. A MIaguAT Konera CUZopuyK McKa...
kakBo? OTBapsiHe Ha HOBA IT0JIeBa TeMa, TaKa JIu?

— Hckam ro He a3, a CuHrx — yrouHasa CUZOPYYK.

— A a3 — M3BUCABa MOILIEH I71ac ACAHOBUY — UCKaM
MeXyBeOMCTBEHA eKcrepTusa. Ha geiHocTTa Ha [Ipor-
pamara B 1enus To3u cekTop! Monbara Bede CbM S HaIlu-
cai, cera camo BU yBegomsBaM. llle s npatg b8 onpanu-
sATa ollje AHec cnenoben. Joknansr Ha CUHIX € CepHO3eH.
Tam cTaBa Helo HEpeJHO. A a3 OTTOBapsIM 332 TEpPUTOPU-
ara. U 3a nenus kax Oewe... pyHKIMOHAIEH TUIT. MpBCcHU
crpannyHu edpexty oT IIporpamara — fa 6or 1o Lenus
cBAT. Ollle e1H TaKbB Ha MO TEDUTOPUS He Bb3HaAMeps-
BaM Jia JOIyCHa...

— Axo morckaMe ekcreprusa obade, ot PoHganuaTa
Ille ce pOBAT U B HAallIMTe pa3paboTky — HAOMHS Mak-
unpou. — TaM IpaBAT peBU3UMTE BMHAru JBOMHU —
€HOBPEMEHHO U IIPU TAX, Y IIPU HaC.

— Hexka. Jla ce poBu KoMmucus oT XyMJeIa € IaK
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“The material is classified”, Shimomura says. “The ex-
tended text of the analysis is limited access.”

“Why is the intelligent not online?”

“He should’ve been joining us”, says Sidor¢huk. “But
he isn't”

“Then what are we supposed to we make of all this?”
Mcllroy questions. “Everything’s hidden, everything’s
secret. And our young colleague Sidorchuk wants...
what? To open a new field case?”

“It’s not I that want it, but Singh”, Sidorchuk clarifies.

“And I”, raises Asanovich his mighty voice, “want an
interdepartment investigation of the activity of the Pro-
gramme in this entire sector! I've written a formal re-
quest already, now I'm just informing you. I'll be sub-
mitting it to the Foundation this afternoon. Singh's re-
port is serious. Something wrong is happening there.
And it’s me who's responsible for the territory. Not to
mention the whole, whatsit... functional type. Dirty
blowback from the Programme — there might be un-
countable cases of that all over the world, but I'll be
damned if I let another instance occur on my turf..”

“Should we request an investigation, the Foundation
will be looking into our developments too”, Mcllroy re-
minds. “They always double up the revisions—one at the
Programme, one here.”



110-7100pe, OTKOJIKOTO 1 Cé POBYU KOHTPAUHTENUTeHIIUATA
Ha [Iporpamara...

— U to3u poxnax Ha CHUHIX I1I1e 'O Pa3CEKPETAT —
HaromHus Jle Mowr.

— Amu TgxHa cu paboTa. BrpoueM... e BU Kaka 3a
KaKBO CTaBa AyMa. I1o cbII0TO BpeMe, KOraTo ca TPbrHaIU
Ia CKavaT e3UKOBUTE [IapaMeTpHU, Ha TEPUTOPUAITA e 0TOe-
JsI3aHa CTPAHHA CePUst OT HEMIO3HATU IICUXUYHU 3a06075-
BaHHU{. HermosHatu gopu 3a Teopusra, Haau, lllumomypa?

IITMoMypa KMMa CBbIIacHO. Bcuuky ocTaHaltu MBbI-
yaT. Hukoi He ce pelmaBa fa fopa3nursa. M mpasu-
0. AcaHOBMY 1€ I'M OTpexXe. Makap ue fABHO ca
3aUHTPUTYBAHU...

— Cujopuyk, UMalll iy olle Heujo? Hamarr, go6pe.
ITpuxinrousame. JloknazsT Ha CUHIX Lle ce npoyysa. OT
[InMomypa KaTo KOHCY/ITaHT U Ollle OT HAKou. [lntoc euH
II071eBY areHT fa aybnupa CUHTX... [I]e yToyHs XopaTa 0
cexmuna. ToBae.

Oduuepure ce Hagurar ot cronosere. Onpasar pbdo-
BeTe Ha maHTtanoHute. Je MoHr Hewo MmbpMopy Ha Ma-
kunpoul. HemoBonuu ca sBHO. ExpaHuTe Ha cTeHaTa
racHar.

— A, Cupiopuyk! — BuKa 11ep»T TPKMO KOIaTo U3/IM32
or 3ayata. — Ena 3a Masko B kabuHeTa M.

Bbpiorara Ha ACaHOBUY € CbBCEM BGIM3KO — OTCpelll-
HaTa BpaTa. CUZIOpYYK ThPIIeIMBO U34aKBa HAUJIHUKA [a
cu gonpukassa ¢ Bapbapa Yect. Hakpas Tokyerara Ha IICH-
XOJIOXKKATa U3YATKBAT KbM CTHIOUTE, 2 ACAHOBUY OTKIIIOY-
Ba KabuHeTa. BpTpe e MOoMyThbMHO, 3aBeCHUTE Ca CIIyCHATH U
apxa Ha nuraped gum. [ledsr 06uva 1a cu Tposu gpobo-
BeTe Hallyk Ha MeJUIMHCKaTa koMmucus. Ha Cugopuyk e
IpeJJIoXKEeH JMBAaHBT — KOXKEH U IIMPOK KaTO KpeBaT THUII
,1onoB tenux”. Tou npucana Ha kpad. [1mefa kak Luecbm ce
cyeTy repbOM KbM HErO.

— IIle nuem 1 efHO? — ACAaHOBUY € U3BAJMII OT LIKa-
da 3Be3zxHa OyTHiKa KOHAK 1 yarmn. Cugopuyk ce konebae
Kato BypuzaHOBOTO Marape.

— Xaiize, KakBo ce YyAuII?

— Yyns ce — Habupa cmenoct Cuzopuyk — Janu ga
OTKa)ka OT YYTUBOCT UJIH Jia IpHeMa OT YITUBOCT.

AcaHoBUY ce cMee JOOPOAYILIHO.

— Ot yuruBocr TpsbBa ga ce npuema — kassa. Hamusa
zBe vamku. — Ho fa He ce 3noynorpe6bssa. Jla ce masu
yepHUs Apoo.

JlBaMaTa OTIMBAT. 3BE3/JHATA TEUHOCT APA3HU HECBUK-
HanoTo Hebue Ha CULOPYYK.

— 3Hael 1M — roopu 1iedpsT, — Mail He TpsbBalie ga
Te HaOBpKBaM B Tag uctopus. JJoknaast Ha CUHIX He belrre
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“So be it. Rather have a HumDep commission dig
through our stuff, than the Programme’s counter-intel.”
“And Singl's report will be declassified”, De Jong

adds.

“Whatever they want. Actually... I'll tell you what it’s
about. At the same time the linguistic parameters went
on the increase, a conspicuous series of unknown ment-
alillnesses was recorded on the territory. Unknown even
to theory, is that correcdt, Shimomura?”

Shimomura nods in agreement. Everyone else is
silent. Nobody is up for any more questions. And wisely
s0. Asanovi¢h would just shut them down. Still, they do
look intrigued...

“Sidorchuk, got anything else for us? No? OK, let’s
wrap this up. Singh’s report will be looked into. By
Shimomura as consultant, alongside someone else. Plus
a field agent to pair up with Singh... I'll clarify the per-
sonnel assignments within the upcoming week. That’s
it, we're done here.”

The officers rise from the ¢hairs, they tidy up the
sides of their pants. De Jong is grumbling something at
Mcllroy. They look unhappy. The screens on the wall fade
out.

“Ey, Sidorchuk!” the boss calls out right as he’s exit-
ing the hall. “Come see me in my office for a bit.”

Asanovich’s lair is right opposite. Sidordhuk patient-
ly waits for the c¢hief to finish his colloquy with Barbara
West. Finally, the psychologist’s heels tap stairwards,
and Asanovich unlocks the door. The blinds are lowered
and the semidarkness inside smells like tobacco smoke.
The boss loves poisoning his lungs to spite the medical
commission. Sidordhuk is offered the sofa—leather,
broad, and bedlike. He sits on one corner and watches
the boss fuss around with his back to him.

“A drink?” Asanovich has taken out of the cupboard a
starry bottle of cognac, along with some glasses.
Sidorchuk hesitates like Buridan's ass.

“C’mon now, whatéha wonderin’?”

“I'm wondering”, Sidorchuk gathers his courage,
“whether to refuse out of politeness, or to accept out of
politeness.”

Asanovich laughs genially. “Politeness dictates that
the proper course is to imbibe,” he says, pouring two
glasses, “but not overindulge. Gotta watch that liver.”

They drink. The starry liquid irritates Sidochuk’s
palate, unused to its taste.

“You know”, the boss says, “Maybe I shouldn’t have
involved you in this thing. Singh's report wasn't meant
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3a Tebe. Bbobije TOM € OT KOMIIETEHI[MITa CaMO Ha
KOHTpa-UHTeNIUTeHTCKHUS oTAesN. Ho TpsbBaiiie exciiep-
TH32 OT Hac. Karo y>x Hall-106pe 3ano3HaTu ¢ 06CTaHOB-
KaTa. A ipu Hac Hama Teopetunu. Ocsed Tebe. T cu HU
enuH-cTBeH... 1 cera tpsabsa fa meTui.

— Knpze na nets? — crpscka ce CUAOPYYK.

— Ha repuropusra. Excriept o Temara ,Mopdeir“.
Makap ue 3ariaBUeTo He MU xapecBa. Kak ru Hapuyalie
TU OHE3U IICUXSACATUTE?

— BonHu Mo3BIU.

— Jla. Temata ,BonHu Mo3pnu“ e mo-gpyro. Ceriaacex
7y cu?... Makap 4e KakBo Te nuTam? Hamam apyru xopa,
Cupopuyk. lllumMomypa € Bbp3aH B TAMOILIHUS OTAEN, He
HCKAT Jia To IIyCKaT, UMaJl HIKaKBa MHOI'O Ba)KHa IIpoOr-
pama. Tol 111e HU KOHCY/ITUPA OHNAaKH. [IHaue e ronam
eKCIIepT 10 MOACh3HaHUeTo... Ho TpsbBa 1 yoBek Ha
IIOJIETO.

— A3 CBII0 UMaM Iporpama — Bb3passBa Cugop-
yyk. — Cera TbKMO CMATaM pPa3HU IONIPaBKU KbM JICU-

for you. It’s only in the competence of the counterintel-
ligence department, really. But we had to run an expertise,
being, supposedly, most familiar with the situation over
there. And we have no theoreticians. Except you. You're
our only one...and now you gotta fly.”

“Fly? Where?” Sidordhuk is startled.

“To the territory. Expert on project ‘Morpheus’. I don't
like the name, though. How did you call ‘em, those...
headcases?”

“Il minds.”

“Yes. Project ‘Il Minds’, well now that’s more like it. So,
how about it?... And why am I even asking you? I have no
other people, Sidor¢huk. Shimomura is tied up in their
department, they wouldn't let him go, he’s working on
some very important program. He'll be consulting us on-
line. He's a big expert on the subconscious... but we still
need a field guy.”

“I'm working on a program, too”, objects Sidorchuk,
“Calculating some amendments to the LsI construdts.

KOHCTPYKTHUTE. YTOUHsABaAM MoOZena.

— Kspze ro yroynssa? — npexscsa ro AcaHosuy. — Ha
ronsmMaTa MaliuHa au? Hed Mo>Kelll 1 1o Mpexkara Jia 5 Ko-
MaHzBaul. OT TEPUTOPUATA.

H_Iecl)yr monyBa valaTa cu. [JocmegHara ocTaHIa KallKa
MMJIOCTMBO M3CUIIBa B CAKCHUATA [0 CTeHaTa. PacTrenuero B
CaKCHATA e KPHBO, XUIABO U [T03aBexHaI0. BarabaH kassa, ue
6uno pus uxyc. ,Ilo-ckopo e nponur ce guxyc’, perasa
Cugopuyk.

— Ille mOIyYHI TOCTIE YABIKEH OTIIyCK — obelnaBa lie-
¢wr. — Ha Kanapcxure, Xasaiickure, Kypuickure... Kpgero
pemnm. YcemaMm a3, CUL0pYYK, 4e UMa Hello THUJIO B Tad
TepuTopus. M yecTHO Ka3aHo, He BAPBaM Jia € BUHOBHa IIpor-
pamata. Tyk CUHIX MajIKo ce e u3xBbpani. Ha Bcuuku HU ce
Ille ]a UM HaTpreM HOCOBeTe Ha porpamamxuure. Ho Tps6-
Ba Jla I7IeflaMeé U PEATHOCTTa. A PeaJHOCTTa €, 4e IOALe-
HaBaMe Tysemuure. CTpalllHO I'M MOALEHsSBaMe. A a3 I'u
3Ham! Kato xbTHHUTE cU 3561 ru 3Ham! Tam ca CTpaLIHU -
Bonx. ONpaBAT ce C BCAKaKBA TEXHUKA. TU He UM rienan
OpyTHUS [IPOAYKT, Ye 611 MaTBK y>K. TOBa KOMIIIOTHPBT 'O
Ka3Ba, Ye [JOM UM € MAIbK OPYyTHUST, 3HAUM HULLIO He pas-
6upat. Ho KOMIIOTBPBT He € XOAUII, He e BUASI. A a3 CbM
Bugan U matuwia. OHusa xurpenu, CUAOPYYK, MOTaT He
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“Where's that?” interrupts Asanovich. “On the big

rig? You can command it over the net. From the
territory.”

The boss finishes his drink, mercifully pouring the
last drop into the flower pot in the corner. The plant is
crooked, weak and wilted. Balaban says that’s a wild
ficus. More like a ficus gone wild, Sidorchuk decides.

“You'll get extended leave later”, the boss pro-
mises. “On any island you want— the Canaries,
Hawaii, the Kurils... You just name it. I can sense it,
Sidor¢huk. Something’s rotten with that territory.
And, to be frank with you, I don’t believe it’s a Pro-
gramme job. Singh overdid that. All of us want to stick
it to the Programme. But one has to reckon with reality
—and the reality is that we underestimate the locals!
Terribly, terribly underestimate them. And I know
them! Like the back of my hand I do! Real devils, the lot
of ‘em. Making do with all kinds of tech. So what if
their GDP was low. That's what the computer says: the
GDP is small, there-fore they don't know shit. But the
computer has never set foot there. It hasn't seen any-
thing. And I've seen some, and I've been through.



XyMaHUTapHa, aMU U TpaHCXyMaHUTapHa TEXHO-
norus Aa ckanenar! Ja...

— AKo 11]e Me TIpaljaTe Ha TepPUTOPUSATA, MU Ce
nonara u HeBpouHrepderic — cewa ce CULOPUyK. —
Ha Bcruku mosieBH pabOTHUIM Ce ITOIara.

— He 3HaMm janu 1le MMa BpeMe Jia TU I'o IpuU-
cagsar. Cien omepauusra Tpi6Ba BpeMe 3a TpeHU-
pOBKa Ha HoBUTe pediexcu. Ako CHHIX TOMCKA A Te
IpaliaM BefHara...

Mexko 6unsa medpckusT MOOUIHUK. ACAHOBUY
JIenBa caylanka fo yxoro. Hemo my rosopsr. Tou
kuma: Jla, na..“ Ilocie n3BeIHBXK IULETO MY C€ BKa-
meHsBa. [Tornenst nocspsa. ,Kora? ¥xac... Jla, Hen-

«

peMeHHO uHcreknus.“ IIpubupa cayiazkara.
Ppkara norpenepsa.
— Ot Xymzena ce o6aauxa — kasBa. — CUHIX e

sarnHai. Katactpoda. ITpesy HAKONKO Yaca.

DELPHIAN EXPERT ORACLE

They’re cunning, Sidordhuk! Should they as much as feel like
it, they can hack together not a humanitarian—a transhu-
manitarian technology! Yes...”

“If you're sending me to the territory, I'm supposed to get
a neurointerface”, Sidor¢huk recalls. “All field workers are
meant to get one.”

“I don't know if we'll have time to implant you one of those.
After the surgery, it takes a while to train the new reflexes. If
Singh wants me to send you over there right away..”

The boss’s mobile softly beeps. Asanovich puts the phone to
his ear. They're telling him something, he’s nodding: “Yes,
yes..”

Suddenly his face turns to stone. His eyes wilt.

“When? Horrible... Yes, certainly an inspection..” He puts
the phone down. His hand shakes.

“That was the HumDep,” he says. “Singh is dead. Car
accident. Hours ago.” &
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from

Serpent
Messiah

ELLO THERE! YES, IT’S ME, Serpent Messiah, your
H Senior Staff Artist. Please accept my sincerest apo-

logies for my prolonged absence. It's probably best
to be upfront about this... I did indeed get caught making
thermite in the bathroom at Powell's World of Books. I am
so incredibly sorry for that! It was a foolish and irresponsi-
ble thing to do, and I deeply regret it. But a deep well of res-
pect for our valued readers has drawn me back, and I'm rea-
dy to put all that behind me and get back to what I love most:
drawing scenes with just a touch of magic. Attached is just a
tiny preview of the new and fun creations I will be excited to

share with you in issues to come!

Truly happy to be with you again,
Serpegpt Machineah
PAk. CHOOIE. UNFE.

e
S OLNWNATOR
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Praise for the Ogdo

I thought I'd never see the end of my ditthitthanadhitthana-
pariyutthanabhinivesanusayanarh until I called Hoboken’s
finest. They had it sabbapadhipatinissaggayad within a life-
time. Thanks Ogdo!

— The Greater Maghada Pervert

Ruined my marriage.

—“divorced in Seattle”

This smart thinking show why Ogdo #1 brand in the world ,
excellent tips, Get Ogdo now, help me alot in home and
garden, recommend everyone. htttps://burgerking.com

— Juan Veryportlandlastname

Great for centipedes.

—MoistMao69

I had a very negative view of your magazine before I tried the
tips in your Tarot article in my Etsy tarot reading business.
Now instead of telling my clients they’re on a journey 'm
able to perfectly forecast the place and time of their death,
and instead of telling them they’re radiant ¢hannels of the
divine feminine, I tell them they’re deep into self-delusion
as a way of coping with their role of upholding patriarchy
and white supremacy. I now understand your grandmother-
ly kindness, and I will apologize for my words and deeds by
driving my Toyota Previa into the local Hallmark’s.

— Indigo CrystalDream

It’s thanks to the Ogdo that I learned to read Sumerian
before I could speak English.

—Mason, age 6

We do not usually respond to rejected submissions, but we
do read all material sent to us, and would like to make this
exception to our policy to request you never send us anything
again. It was awful and we're not sure if it even qualifies as
“fiction.”

—The New Yorker fiction editors

I read this and did not like anything except the ligatures.
—Blaadokz of Zephelium
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Lost

Found

One of the largest kingdoms

can rule over

as they see fit

after betraying and decimating the expedition
the provider of a majority the kingdom's food
an entity of unknown origin

and crowned himself king.

While not all of them accepted immortality
he was stabbed to death

within the Catacombs

for reasons unknown

responsible for the Age

of how devout

and extended a similar hand

His solution was the lizardmen.

capable of harnessing

Five years into the famine

known for its vast array

to destinations associated with death

We have known for the past 150 years about the possibility

then we must come to the conclusion
we are told that in these far off lands
energy that emanates from
mysterious differences

Ifwe look

corrupt individuals and break minds

to merge power and dimensions such as life and death

with an agenda.
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The Ogdo will return...
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Through smoke and darkness, a mirror;
and our godmother, the spider...

The Ogdo spreads through its readxrs. Pay our
kindness forward. Make copies and give them out.






