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The Article





Presented here for the enlightenment of  the proletariat is an article authored by one Anthony Music, 
freelance reporter, intended for publication in a major international magazine until it was quashed 
by the Neo-Catholic Church’s Freedom of  the Press Division:

For	what	seems	like	an	eternity	I	have	searched,	sacrificing	my	job,	my	family,	my	very	
peace of  mind, as I followed the ethereal trail of  men that may not exist. So many nights 
as the weeks blurred into months blurred into who knows how long. From nervous 
whispers	in	the	offices	of 	highest	political	power	to	the	deranged	cackling	of 	the	homeless	
insane in rainwashed gutters to a certain handshake known only to select members of  the 
pornography	import	industry.	The	frightened	looks	passed	between	men	of 	influence,	
the all too insistent denials from men of  knowledge. All painted the disturbing picture 
of  a web of  corruption, a veil placed over the eyes of  society, blinding us to who is really 
pulling the strings.
	 My	seemingly	endless	quest	finally	bore	fruit	when	I	was	contacted	by	a	person	
willing to talk, to reveal to me the knowledge I sought. I met this man in his domicile, 
a modest inner city ziggurat reeking of  corruption and pies. He handed me a business 
card. Written in a cribbed, childlike scrawl, in crayon, was: ‘Sanctus Jack; Living Saint-In-
Residence,	Chief 	Offender	of 	the	Faith,	and	official	sex	toilet	to	the	Pope.’

Most of  Mr. Music’s research is no longer extant...

Neo-Catholicism

An Article by Anthony Music
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Path: news5.select.org !newsfeed01.select.org!newsfeeds.masons.co.uk!nntp-
relay.masons.net!masons.co.nz!nntp.eris.ubc.ca!newsfeed.chao-
illumined.com!chao-illumined.com!golden-brick.chao-illumined!cheese.chao-
illumined.com.POSTED!not-for-mail
From: “Most Holy Mallard” <pope@neo-catholic.org>
Subject: Re: Fourteen years in the desert: what would you do for lunch?
Newsgroups: alt.religion.gnostic.selectivism
Message-ID: <91m1sm1212purpl11r4221r11@guest.address.com>
X-Newsreader: Hippyware 2.70.1155
Lines: To be ascertained by the relevant authorities
Date: Sat, 07 Apr 2001 06:47:13 GMT
NNTP-Posting-Host: 222.33.232.323
X-Complaints-To: abuse@chao-illumined.com
X-Trace: cheese.indirect.com 52322132 462.23.115.138 (Fri, 06 Apr 2001 
23:47:13 PDT)
NNTP-Posting-Date: Fri, 06 Apr 2001 23:47:13 PDT
Organization: Sacred Unclean Chao - http://www.chao-illumined.com
Xref: news5.select.org alt.religion.gnostic.selectivism:23546

>On the 11th of the 5th, 1863, Eris provided us with the following 
>statements, selected at will...

>>On the 8th of the 7th, 2000, Stith’ctib wrote:

>>It’s all a matter of objectivity; we are holding different things to 
>>be objectively true, and that seems to be our common bugbear. We 
>>understand the coherence innate in the system but we see this... set of 
>>rules, I suppose, quite differently.

>What is this coherence you speak so highly of? An illusion, or an illusion 
>masking an illusion? Anyway, I think, as our little one will say below, 
>that structure, or lack therof, falls outside of his ‘domain.’

Stith’ctib: Your views upon my view is not what I view at all. To claim 
objectivity is to hold the meta-philosophy to be true, and I don’t even 
claim to know of the meta-philosophy as anything other than a topic 
you and your kid have muttered in passing. And then there is that 
word again, ‘system’...

Eris: Stop predicting what I’m going to write. ‘Tis most disconcerting, and 
isn’t indicative of you at all.

>>I don’t see what is entirely wrong with my point of view, anyway.

>So you admit some degree of error?

What has right or wrong got to do with this all?

-- 

Pope

“Are you guilty of Thought Crimes 
against the State?”



The Preface





reetings, children.

Within these pages you will find that which you seek. You know it to be 
true, if only because you have no idea what you really want. These written words are 
simply manifestations of those things you feel deep within your hearts and hidden 
from you by your meta-philosophies, your systems.
 But enough ominous claptrap. The Holy Father, me, says some remarkably 
suspicious things about Neo-Catholic theology, cosmology and the therapeutic use of 
the the trouser press. The one thing that all burgeoning Neo-Catholics need remember 
is this; what His Holiness, me, says is not the guaranteed gospel of the Eunuch 
Church. What gets written by our glorious benefactor, me (so much me, so very... 
much), is of import, certainly, but of words only that which is said in the Vatican, upon 
our (w)hol(e)y throne (which is an instance of the ‘Royal’ ‘we;’ ‘tis my throne and 
not even that bastard Ransome shall pry it from my decaying hands), with some form 
of holy liquid in one hand (but he, me, would prefer it to be both), is infallible and 
vitally, vitally important.
 Which, to a large degree, is why there are some remarkably suspicious things 
said in regard to the teachings of the Church.
 So seek and you shall find. Go and you shall arrive. Bugger off and stop 
annoying me. I have altar servers to... chastise.

Consider this the one true gospel of the Church.

Pope Xander Teilhard de Chardin, MHM

Most Holy, being a creature of some rumbunctious habit, simply forgot to give thanks to all those 
who have helped him shape this work into the entity it is today. As the Pontifical Under-Secretary 
it is my place to offer condolences, apologies and general waves of praise towards the fellow writers 
of this Manifesto. Your work has not gone entirely unnoticed. Except Ben’s. And Amanda’s.

HORansome, PhD(DNS)

The Preface to the Manifesto of Self-Revocation
The Truth of the Utterances of Most Holy

ix

G





The Preliminaries





n many an occasion, I have found myself  asked the question: “Wot’s this Neo 
Catholic	bollocks’	about,	then?	Are	you	lot	just	mental,	or	wot?”
 Well, perhaps not those exact words, and certainly the question has rarely been 

asked in a poor attempt at a cockney accent. I would be hard pressed to say the question was 
never asked in such an accent. Indeed, His Holiness Himself  has been known to adopt a 
particularly appalling example of  such on occasion in order to show Himself  to be in touch 
with the common people. This is often accompanied by touching the common people in 
what, in another man, might be considered a grossly inappropriate manner. However, this 
is a necessary part of  blessing the common people. I myself  have administered many such 
blessings to young, spunky lads clearly in need. Oh, yes, they most certainly needed it. My 
word, they were positively begging for it...
 But I digress. What is the purpose of  the Holy Church? Well for many, the Church 
offers the answers to the great questions of  life, though one can’t help feeling that these 
people haven’t been paying attention. The Lord knows they certainly weren’t listening to my 
masterful	sermon	entitled	“Great	Questions?	Fuck	off,	I’d	rather	have	a	wank.”
 Others see it as their duty to glorify The Lord through His Church. Personally, though, 
I feel it is better to glorify myself. The Lord’s big enough and ugly enough to glorify Himself. 
After	all,	if 	I	could	shoot	lightning	bolts	from	my	fingers,	I’d	scarcely	need	the	likes	of 	you	
to make myself  feel important.
 No, the Church is about something far more fundamental to life than that. The 
Church is, to put it succinctly, about alcohol and funny hats. These are clearly the only things 
that our predecessors in the Church of  Rome got right. Well, that and, of  course, those 
exciting young altar boys.
 After all, alcohol and funny hats are clearly two of  the Church’s greatest traditions. 
Hence, in the Neo-Catholic mass, that deeply moving moment when the His Holiness gives 
a young lad a bottle of  tequila, and speaks the immortal words, “Shoot this, for it is the 
blood	of 	Christ.”	Invariably,	the	young	lad	ends	up	dancing	around	the	Church	in	a	funny	
hat, often chased by several cardinals armed with the paddles of  immortal chastisement.
 This glorious ritual is, of  course, taken directly from the Church of  Rome, though 
His Holiness did take the liberty of  translating it from the traditional Latin into a far more 
easily digested fourteenth century English. However, despite this modern accoutrement, 
His Holiness remains a stickler for tradition, and when he calls out those glorious words, 
“Right-O,	spankings	all	round,”	well	-	it	just	brings	a	tear	to	every	eye	in	the	house.

Cardinal Hewligan

An Introduction to the Neo-Catholic Church
Ask not what the Church can do for you, ask instead how you may service your 
church

By Cardinal Hewligan of the Mighty Wrist
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he following extract belongs to Walter Tulloch’s ‘Esoteric Cult Histories,’ a so-
far unpublished work, detailing some thirty-five different ‘minor’ religions still 
functioning in this modern era. Tulloch, an Armenian-descendent, was tragically 

killed some four weeks before he was due to submit the final manuscript. The police report 
details the crime, claiming that Tulloch was the victim of a series of six attempted murders one 
Wednesday evening in Budapest (the cultic capital of the world), all trying to dissuade those 
associated with publishing from releasing the book. The first attempt, that of the Disciplinarians 
of Malta, was the sole successful one; they took Walter and hanged him, driving two nails into 
his feet. News travelling fast, another group, the Poong-Shen, afraid that Tulloch might not 
be dead, set fire to his body, fleeing the scene of the crime when they heard two cars arrive, 
suspecting that it was the police. They were wrong, thus allowing the Prime Exponents of 
Ancient Babylon to drive a hollow steel staff up through Walter’s bowels before pumping in 
several litres of powerful acid. Three minutes later an identified cult stole the smouldering body 
and removed both hands and feet, as well as severing the arteries in Tulloch’s neck. The body 
was then dumped, where it was found by the Unlimited Pagan Union of Satanist Deriders, 
who dragged the body to a river, weighted it with stones and then proceeded to drown the 
corpse. The body was then found by the Flesheaters of Dagon, who began to devour the remains 
before being unavoidably stopped by a hail of police bullet fire.
 Pope Xander Teilhard de Chardin I approached the estate of Walter Tulloch, seeking 
permission to publish a section of the book “in the interests of right-minded, free-thinking 
individuals in the Church, phah.” Mrs. Tulloch refused. She is now dead.

A Brief History of Neo-Catholicism

Walter Tulloch

he Neo-Catholic Church’s history is not one clouded in that much mystery, 
despite claims by its current Pontiff  Xander Teilhard de Chardin I. While he 
(and	his	faithful	chroniclers)	date	the	first	year	of 	the	Church	back	to	AD1998	

in a smoky, shady, well-priced university bar in the city of  Auckland, New Zealand, 
any true historian can point you to earlier instances of  Neo-Catholicism that show the 
current Church to simply be a revisitation of  a much earlier quasi-mystic-theology-cum-
philosophy.
 Neo-Catholicism’s philosophical and mystic roots predate Christianity quite 
significantly,	owing	as	much	to	the	rise	of 	Greek	atheism	as	it	does	to	the	Illuminati/
Erisian split. No writings of  this time period exist, although references to texts of  the 
time appear in the ‘Diaries of  Leopold’, a rewriting of  an earlier Neo-Catholic treatise, 
probably called the ‘Treaty of  Others’. Among the lost writers are names such as 
Quiranius, a probable student of  Plotinus, and Tremblath (probably anglicised), a traveller 
referenced by Iotus, who wrote a commentary on Herodotus. The ‘Diaries of  Leopold’ 
indicate that these writings focussed upon the rise of  ‘System’ in the world, a result of  
the	Illuminati	split	from	the	original	joint	mass	of 	Discordian/Erisian	philosophy-cum-
theology. Exactly what stance these early ‘Neo-Catholics’ had is unclear; the ‘Diaries...’ 

Neo-Catholicism: A History
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show an organisation struggling, in its present day, with the rigidity of  views, both in the 
natural sciences and in philosophy.
	 The	 ‘Diaries...’	 marks	 the	 first	 concrete	 evidence	 of 	 Neo-Catholicism,	 and	 it	
appears in the middle of  the fourth century after Christ. The text was written for Neo-
Catholics and gives no real understanding of  the social structure of  the organisation, 
referring obliquely to a “high priest, two deacons of  high order and a legion of  lay 
ministers who can be found to be working within the bounds of  Rome, administering in 
their own little way to a congregation, if  we were to call it that, that stretches across the 
known	world.”
	 Neo-Catholicism	disappears	from	history	until	 the	fifth	century,	when	the	 little	
known Theodosius of  Rhodes mentions them in a short treatise on the fall of  Gnosticism. 
He claims that Neo-Catholicism died out in the second century AD, having given itself  
over to sheer mysticism. Edward Dray has argued, in a recent paper, that Theodosius is 
largely correct, that the rewriting of  the ‘Treaty...’ was simply a group of  Neo-Catholic 
hopefuls trying to reinvent a theology, and that real Neo-Catholicism was  short-lived. 
Whatever the truth of  that statement, some ‘religious’ organisation survived and used 
the name Neo-Catholic.
	 From	the	sixth	century	on	certain	specifically	Neo-Catholic	names	start	to	appear	
in royal houses, often working as house staff  or as advisors in small, or great, capacity. 
A number of  Morthoses appear around the area of  Italy right up until the thirteenth 
century. An Hieronymus Oliphant is found as an advisor to Louis XIV of  France, while 
an entire family of  Darmeuses are recorded in the employ of  the Medicis up until the 
early nineteenth century. A Francis Hewligan wrote on the discovery of  the spyglass 
to an unknown Alexander in Constantinople, writing “The world changes quickly with 
this new view upon the celestial bodies and I have great hope that the System of  our 
ancestors	might	well	be	about	to	be	broken.”
 Names, though, mean nothing; all of  this can be put down to mere coincidence. It 
is	only	in	AD1712	that	a	series	of 	Neo-Catholic	pamphlets	finally	appear	that	gives	us	a	
solid date to work with. The pamphlets, collectively known as the ‘Pantheon of  Choices’, 
appear almost simultaneously, it seems, in Paris, London, Madrid, Venice, Genua and 
Rome. Linocut printings, the simple twelve pages of  text reveal an organisation that is 
more political than philosophical, asking its readers to question the role of  government 
in the affairs of  individuals while, at the same time, asking that taxes be raised to create 
a public purse for the welfare of  artists and academics. The word ‘System’ and the term 
‘Meta-philosophy’ are mentioned nowhere. Thirteen variations on the same message are 
known to have been printed.
 Near forty years later, in 1750, a book appears, written by ‘Morthos’ called the 
‘Rites and Rituals of  the Neo-Catholic.’ It is a kind of  apologetic, explaining that Neo-
Catholicism is a movement within contemporary Christianity. The text contradicts itself  
both internally and in respect to its claims about the current Christianity, yet it seems to 
acknowledge this fact in asking ‘that the reader accept, if  for but one moment, that all 
things to God might well be true...’
 Neo-Catholicism, according to ‘Rites and Rituals...’ is an exercise in ‘creative 
theology’ designed to improve the intellect of  the reader. Some commentators have 

5

A Brief History of Neo-Catholicism cont.

Notice to ALL astra-Hungarians
 Dinner will not be served tonight due to the imminent departure of Brother Morthos. 
Patrons are asked, therefore, to save all extraneous fabrics in case tents are needed.
 Management



argued that this was merely a ruse; Neo-Catholicism was a purely intellectual mind game 
about the supposed ‘System’ of  the world and that Neo-Catholicism feared being slighted 
by a still largely Christian worldview.
	 Whatever	the	truth	of 	the	matter,	Neo-Catholicism	was	officially	condemned	by	
the Roman Catholic Church in 1823, or at least this is what Mattias Furlong reports in his 
history of  that year, since no records to support this claim appear in the Vatican archives. 
A pamphlet, entitled ‘That would be the end of  that, then’, authoured by an H. Oliphant, 
seem to indicate that at least Neo-Catholics believed it to be true, since he goes to great 
length to both dismiss and support the Church of  Rome’s view.
 In 1912 Neo-Catholicism appears listed as a ‘workers’ club’ in both the United 
Kingdom and some parts of  the Western United States. By 1946 it appears in New 
Zealand, in the Rotorua area, before heading south to Wellington and north to Auckland. 
By 1970, though, it has virtually disappeared from anywhere except Rotorua and 
Auckland, the club halls abroad sold or mysteriously burnt down. Finally, by 1980, no 
record appears anywhere of  Neo-Catholicism. But in the middle of  1998 it reappears at 
Auckland	University.	Its	latest	history,	suffice	it	to	say,	seems	more	than	a	little	confused,	
officially.

A Brief History of Neo-Catholicism cont.
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Administration





Pope Xander Teilhard de Chardin I. MHM

Cardinal	Hewligan,	Head	of 	the	“Misanthropes	‘Charity	Hatred’	Society”
Cardinal Darmeus, Head of  the ‘Secretariat of  the Gnostic Scientists’
Cardinal Borusa1

Cardinal Jenni

Car(di)nal Fang, Head Honcho of  the ‘Holy Ordure of  Bouncing Yog-Shoggoths’

Hieronymus Oliphant Ransome, Papal Under-Secretary

Elder God E. Cthulhu2

Primary Manifest ‘the’ Revoker3

The Earth Servant4

Arch-bishop Ben, Papal (Barely) Legate
Arch-bishop Amanda
Arch-bishop The Blessed Jack (He Who Shall be Dying for Our SinsTM) Head of  the 
‘Offenders of  the Faith’

Bishop Leslie, Missionary
Bishop Eric of  Arkansas, Patriarch of  the Americas 
Bishop	Jamie,	Head	of 	the	‘Office	of 	the	Pummelling	of 	the	Faithful’	AKA	the	
‘Inquisition’
Bishop Darryl, Minister of  Labour

Bishop Grisham, Founder of  the ‘Grisham Langston Foundation for Fashion Re-
education’
Bishop Alan
Bishop Swami Sanatan Botiswati5

The Current Clerical Staff of the Auckland Diocese 
of the Neo-Catholic Church

Being a record of the members of the Vatican of Neo-Catholicism

9
Allow me to introduce the dancing 

munchkin brigade.

1. Cardinal Borusa does not currently exist for legal reasons.
2. Miss. Cthulhu is the author of the best-selling ‘My Life with Yoggy’ and a life-long proponent of a system of 
human submission to the elder things from beyond the stars.
3. The Revoker is currently the Church’s resident ‘newsgroup’ evangelist, which seems to involve engaging 
in inflammatory verbal sparring.
4. The World Spirit, or Servant, should not be approached or contacted without express permission of 
the Pontiff
5. Bishop *Swotti-botti* was recently censured for one year following the discovery that he ordered 10,000 
copies of the ‘Manifesto of Self-Revocation’ burnt due to it being ‘an heretical text.’



Mor(timer) T(imothy), Vicar, Church Sociopath

Father Stuart (Issuer of  Indulgences)
Father Kira
Father Brian
Father ‘The Other’ Stuart, Offender of  the Faith
The Late Father Ted6

Father Archimedes Savant, Eurotot Missionary
Father Simone, Improv Everything (on demand)
Father Marvin the Paranoid
Father Paul

Brother Morthos, Order of  Brother Morthos
Brother Homunculus

Deacon Eden, of  the Gateau

Mother Superior Justine

Sister Stef
Sister Eleanor

Sebastian, an Altar Girl

Mark, a Choir Boy
Arna, a Choir Girl
Moo the Great, a Choir Girl
Kylov Arandri, a Choir Boy

Mary the Magdalene
Comptess, Whore of  Babylon

The Current Clerical Staff of the Church

10
After a deep probing and a bit of crumpet, why not 
stop by Morthos’s Malacca Morphine Mealhouse?

6. Whilst Craggy Island’s most popular priest is no longer with us we hope that, with time, others will 
follow in his footsteps and resurrect his name as a mark of respect for the stirling work that he did in 
the field of gambling



The Structure of the Church

Positions and Colleges of the Church

The Papal Throne

urrently	 held	 by	 Pontificus	 Minimus	 Xander	
Teilhard de Chardin I, Most Holy Mallard, the 
Papal Throne is an elected title. While most 

Church records are hazy and incomplete almost nothing 
is known about Pope Xander’s elevation to Primallard 
of 	the	Church.	The	two	major	Cardinals,	Hewligan	and	
Darmeus, would have needed to vote in the new Pontiff, 
but a third Cardinal vote would also have been required. 
While there are at least three Cardinals active within the 
Church today it is suspected that, at the time of  papal 
elevation, Xander Teilhard de Chardin (pre-election name 
not known) was, in fact, the third Cardinal, making him 
somewhat an Orson Welles, a ‘Third Man’.
 Ascendance to the Papacy is through election. 
Papal elections are undertaken when the current 
Pontificus	Minimus	 is	 unable	 to	 fulfil	 their	 obligations	
to the Church and to the (W)hol(e)y See. Cardinals (and 
special members of  the Church given explicit permission 
by the Red Noses) are eligible to vote in the Papal election. The (W)hol(e)y See, and 
associated voting members must amount to an odd number so that no tie can be had 
in the voting. The voting should take place as soon as possible after the demise of  
the	current	Pope,	and	majority	rules	on	the	vote,	as	long	as	the	successful	member	
has	over	fifty	percent	of 	the	vote	taken.	Possible	papal	candidates	are	encouraged	to	
campaign as soon as possible; some will take even the slightest sign of  illness in the 
current	Pontiff 	as	justification	for	crying	‘The	End	is	Nigh;	vote	for	me!’.
 Anyone can be elected to the position of  Pope, even non Neo-Catholics. Elected 
Popes may abdicate upon hearing of  their election; no one is ever forced the mantle of  
Church leadership; in fact abdication has been a common ‘demise’ of  Neo-Catholic 
Pontiffs over the last three centuries, with many Popes ruling for several years, dealing 
with	a	specific	issue	they	feel	best	suited	to	fixing,	and	then	retiring	back	to	normal	
Church life.
 The current Pope has been behind a rather lacklustre recruiting drive for his 
Church and is hoping that with swelling numbers and growing coffers that more beer 
will	soon	be	provided	to	all	and	sundry,	as	long	as	it	passes	through	his	lips	first.

The Various Positions and Orders of the Church
A Guide Prepared by the Freedom of the Press Division of the Neo-Catholic Church
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The Papal Under-Secretary

he Papal Under-Secretary is the personal secretary to the 
Pontiff, responsible for all the mundane tasks surrounding 
the	Office	of 	the	Primallard;	typing	up	missives,	sending	

messages to the members of  the (W)hol(e)y See and wiping the Pope’s 
bottom.	This	 position	 is	 currently	 enjoyed	by	 a	Mr.	Hieronymus	
Oliphant Ransome, Esq., a suspicious-looking ferret of  a man the 
current Pope, Pope Xander Teilhard de Chardin, apparently found 
under a bridge while elephant hunting.
	 Papal	Under-Secretaries	 tend	 to	 be	 hired	 and	 fired	 (it	 is	 a	
position	that	can	be	filled	easily	by	a	non	Neo-Catholic)	with	great	
regularity, especially if  they start asking awkward questions like 
“Why	am	I	filing	building	plans	to	a	facility	you	claim	we	haven’t	got	
and	aren’t	going	to	build	in	‘Recent	Constructions?’”.	The	previous	
Pontiff, Enriche Vladostok (the Great Numerator), had a grand total of  seven times 
seventy	secretaries	in	the	year	1982	alone,	often	hiring	and	firing	five	in	a	day.
 The position requires little skill and those who are actually good in the role often 
find	themselves	richly	rewarded	(even	if 	they	have	to	embezzle	the	money	themselves).	
Two past Papal Under-Secretaries went on to run tinpot dictatorships; a third currently 
controls half  of  Essex to ransom in regard to her superb lawn mulching business. Mr. 
Ransome’s	 financial	 fortunes	 are	 currently	 unknown,	 although	 he	 is	 thought	 to	 own	
close	to	five	suits	of 	superb	craftsmenship.

The (W)Hol(e)y See

he See of  the Church, often 
called the ‘Red Noses’ 
(due to their exclusively 

meeting in beer halls, pubs or cheap 
hostelries) is the collection of  acting 
Cardinals. The See, in times past, has 
been	a	moderating	influence	upon	the	
actions of  the then current Pope, but 
in recent years the Red Noses have 
lessened in their want to share power 

and seem quite happy to support the Pope in all his actions, especially beer-drinking 
ones.
 While the See may well have lost its powerhold upon the Primallard it still excercises 
great strength in matters of  the faith. Cardinals rise to their position due to sterling 
work in matters philosophical, theological and basically anything teleological. Superb 
orators, sophists and general know-it-alls, the See, quite often diverse in opinion, can 
come together and destroy the illusions of  those beneath them with a few well-chosen 
words.
 Cardinals are priests within the Church that the Pope (or the papal predecessor(s)) 
chose for especial attention. Cardinals can, subsequent to their promotion, be returned 

The Structure of the Church cont.
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to the position of  Priest Ordinary (of  which the bulk of  the Church is comprised) or, 
unusually, dismissed. Some Pontiffs, upon elevation to the Papal Throne, like to clean the 
Cardinal College and start afresh. To be dismissed from the Church is often taken as a 
great insult and gives many the excuse to go off  to start counter-counter-revolutionary 
movements in retaliation.

The Offices of the Church

The Misanthrope ‘Charity Hatred’ Society

isanthropy is not an essential part of  Neo-Catholicism, but it is an important 
one. Many notable Church members have been, or are, 
misanthropic in one way or another. Many are also 

socialist in their tendencies. No matter what kind of  misanthrope 
they	are	they	can	find	unwelcome	companionship	in	the	Misanthrope	
‘Charity Hatred’ Society, an Order of  the Church headed by the 
notable people-hater, Cardinal Hewligan.
 The purpose of  the ‘Misanthropes...’ is simply to pursue 
misanthropic venture. The logistics of  such actions are best 
summed up by Cardinal Hewligan’s second favourite refrain ‘Bugger 
that, I’m drinking’. Despite the inherent lethargy and apathy of  
most misanthropes, the Misanthrope ‘Charity Hatred’ Society is 
a particularly active group, complete with its own newsletter, the 
bizarrely named ‘Mutopia.’ The ‘Misanthropes...’ claim to meet each 
Wednesday for drinks, although due to their natures this is often a truth found only in 
theory. Notable members of  the group include the Blessed Jack and the World’s Cuddliest 
Misanthrope, Pope Xander.
 Application to the society is automatic upon a member of  the ‘Misanthropes...’ 
recognising	misanthropic	behaviour	in	a	Church	member.	Requests	to	join	the	society	will	
be met with demands for more beer; this, though, will not, unfortunately, guarantee you 
membership.

Secretariat of the Gnostic Scientists

he Secretariat of  the Gnostic Scientists is a counter-
revolutionary reformationist thinktank headed by the 
notable gnostic (and leading Church expect on things 

religious) Cardinal Darmeus.
 The ‘Gnostics...’ is comprised of  scientists, mystics, realists, 
existentialists, philosophers and even engineers. The Secretariat 
was actually an entirely Selectivist organistion on the skids that 
was adopted into Neo-Catholicism half-way through the century 
before last. Down on its luck, the Papal Under-Secretary of  
that time, Ollivander Jones, recommended to the (W)hol(e)y 
See	that	the	Secretariat	of 	Gnostic	Scientists	be	invited	to	join	

the Neo-Catholic Church as one of  its pre-eminent Orders. 

The Offices of the Church
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Acceptance of  the idea was quick and so the integration was made.
 Under the tutelage (for there is no better word to describe the role) of  Cardinal 
Darmeus	the	‘Gnostics...’	have	been	influential	in	the	education	of 	the	Church	elite.	
Always striving to look at the problems of  the world (and their solutions) in new 
lights, the ‘Gnostics...’ have begun (with the help of  the Misanthrope ‘Charity Hatred’ 
Society) to work on a new publication (forthcoming) to provide their knowledge and 
expertise to the wider world.
 Application to the ‘Gnostics...’ is through Cardinal Darmeus. All correspondance 
is kept (somewhat) private.

Office of the Pummelling of the Faithful - The Inquisition

he	 Office	 of 	 the	 Pummelling	 of 	
the Faithful, also known as the 
Inquisition, is headed by Bishop 

Jamie, an intelligent lad, even if  he has (or 
had) gothic tendencies. The Inquisition is 
a powerful force within Neo-Catholicism 
and its members have many restrictions 
placed upon them, the chief  one beng that 
no	member	 of 	 that	Office	may	 rise	 above	
the position of  Bishop, lest they become 
too powerful. The answer to ‘Who Watches 
the	 Watchmen?’	 is	 simple;	 more	 qualified	
watchmen (and women).
 The Inquisition exists primarily to maintain orthodoxy within Neo-Catholicism. 
Since the Neo-Catholic creed could almost be summarised as ‘Anything Goes!’ the 
Office	of 	the	Pumelling	of 	the	Faithful	usually	just	makes	sure	that	people	have	at	
least some opinion on a matter at hand. On a more menacing note, the Inquisition is 
often called upon to force Church members to act, usually simply to fetch the Pope a 
drink but sometimes for darker purposes.
 Entry to the Inquisition is through action and inaction. Neo-Catholicism is 
not known for the coherence of  its orthodoxy, so people keen to push particular 
viewpoints, even if  they appear to have come from the Papal Throne, are not often 
thought to be good recruits. Often it is the sophists (annoying as they can be), or the 
devil’s	advocates	that,	over	a	 jug	of 	beer,	pipe	up	 in	the	middle	of 	someone	else’s	
conversation to say ‘No it isn’t’ when two people are unnecessarily agreeing upon a 
matter (important or otherwise).

The Orders of the Church

The Order of Brother Morthos

The	Order	of 	Brother	Morthos,	founded	by	Morthos	the	First	(but	not	the	very	first,	
mind you) in the eight century Anno Domini, is headed by the current Brother Morthos, 

The Offices of the Church cont.

14 B000002SOL - 7

A panel from ‘Bishop Jamie Dispenses Justice!’

He gazed at her 
erotic brow and 
thought ‘Repent, 
sinner, and feel my 
wrath!’T



the twenty-third to hold the position. All the Morthos’ have been 
chosen	for	 their	close	affinity	 to	 the	Pope;	as	Pope	Maximus	
Frivolus (the second and third Pontiff) said ‘A Morthos in every 
ecclesiastical	 office,	 whore	 house	 and	 tavern	 and	 the	 world	
would be a better place!’.
 The Order of  Brother Morthos is also known, colloquially, 
as the Devil’s Parakeets. Members of  the Order, all aspiring to 
be a Morthos some future day, are trained to oppose the Papal 
ViewTM in any conversation. A good parakeet can create a polar 
sentence out of  the most long-winded diatribe the Pope has to 
offer; a superlative parakeet will think through the diatribe and 
present copious counter-examples. The best possible-Morthos, 
though, trains herself, or himself, in physical endurance so that 
any	 slap	 in	 the	 face	with	 a	 trout	 (or	 herringbone	 jacket)	will	
present no obstacle to their continuing train of  thought and 
speech.
 The Order of  Brother Morthos is a vocational one and it exists in a completely 
amorphous state. No one member of  the Order is ever sure whether they are actually a 
member until such time that they are called to be the new Morthos. Thus the competition 
for the role (of  which, three centuries ago, there was much, usually involving late-night 
stabbings, poisonings and abusive letters sent to the neighour (written in another’s 
hand...)) is slight, allowing possible-Morthos’ to get on with the all important roles of  
toadying,	being	contrary	and	ensuring	that	there’s	always	another	jug	being	filled.

Offenders of the Faith

he Offenders of  the Faith is the ‘activist’ branch of  
Neo-Catholicism, and as activists they are willing to 
rise	up	 in	 anger	 and	 righteous	 fury	over	 just	 about	

anything. Activists need a cool and strong mind to lead them, 
so often go with someone who could be called ‘somewhat 
jaded	about	the	whole	deal’.	Thus,	the	Offenders	of 	the	Faith	
have as their leader the incomparably misanthropic Sanctus 
Jack, whose thoughts on matters philosophic are a matter of  
public record.
 Neo-Catholic, or Selectivist, activism is non-discrimatory; 
often	members	of 	the	Church	will	find	themselves	fighting	on	
entirely different sides of  the same activist debate. The Church 
never	sponsors	or	officially	supports	any	activist	motion,	instead	
it	relies	upon	the	weight	of 	its	members	to	do	as	they	see	fit.	
And like any activist front, Church members are as willing as a 

National MP to turn one political oppurtunity to another, entirely different, one.
 Since the Offenders of  the Faith is such an amorphous organisation there is little 
need	to	apply	for	membership;	indeed,	doing	so	might	well	just	incur	the	ire	of 	the	

The Orders of the Church cont.
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Blessed Jack. Simply turn up, shout your slogan and carry a confusing messageboard. 
The news will soon travel.

The Holy Ordure of Bouncing Yog-Shoggoths  - The Church of Fritz

hen Car(di)nal Fang, Head Honcho of  the 
Church	of 	Fritz	asked	to	join	the	Neo-Catholic	
Church the (W)hol(e)y See said “A thousand 

times, no. Now go away and let us continue our work with 
children!”	Fang	was	persistent	(yet	utterly	misguided)	and	
asked all and sundry how he might gain acceptance in the 
One	True	Faith.	Rejected	by	the	See	at	Rome,	turned	away	
from the Dome of  the Rock and kicked, screaming and 
bleeding, from the Dalai Lama’s presence, Fang turned 
himself  back towards the New Vatican and the generous 
loins of  Pope Xander Teilhard de Chardin.
 No one is quite sure why the Church of  Fritz gained 
rank in and within the Church; the word bribery was bandied 
about (as were ‘eistelfodd’ and ‘rubicon’), but nothing has 
ever been conclusively proven. And no one is entirely sure 
what the Church of  Fritz actually stands for, lies for and 
sleeps for (aside from money) or with. Simultaneously 
supporting and running against Neo-Catholicism, the 
Church of  Fritz does satisfy the more ‘gothic’ elements of  
New Rome’s catechism, and can be counted upon to consume enough drugs for most of  
the Church’s population.
 Entry to the Church of  Fritz (also known, uncommonly, as ‘The Holy Ordure of  
Bouncing Yog-Shoggoths’) is as easy as subscribing to the views of  its chief  advocate, 
Car(di)nal Fang. The views themselves, thoughtfully scribbled with colourful crayons, are 
provided to all those who seek the serenity and peace of  Fritzology. Ask, the old saying 
goes,	and	you	will	find.	Seek	and	you	will	be	destroyed.	It	is	all	rather	beautiful.

The Orders of the Church cont.
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he Offenders of  the Faith is the Activist wing of  the Neo Catholic Church. It 
is	our	responsibility	to	look	upon	the	world	and	to	rage	at	the	injustices	we	find	
there. We see the degradation, the depravity, the strangeness of  the world, and 

we	ask	“Why?”	The	world	has	so	much	potential	to	be	a	place	of 	love	and	fraternity.	It	
is the holy mandate of  our order to effect positive change in the world.
 Of  course, can you think of  a practical way of  doing that?
 No, I said practical.
 There are a great many ideas that look good on paper - libertarianism, communism, 
leaving the Pope unsupervised with a busload of  choirboys and an industrial sized bucket 
of  chutney. However, held up to even the smallest scrutiny (or, more horribly, actually 
acted	upon)	these	plans	reveal	themselves	as	monstrously	flawed	and	untenable.
 The closest we can come to good ideas are those that we haven’t found the ruinous 
flaws	in	yet.	The	Offenders	of 	the	Faith	exist	to	argue	loudly	and	obnoxiously	in	bars	
over ideologies and doctrines,  knowing very well we will no longer support them by 
week’s end, possibly not even at the close of  the discussion.
 Of  course, should we be convinced that we are, in fact, wrong about something, 
it must never be admitted. We will disguise our change of  heart by arguing our old, 
incorrect, opinion with renewed vigour and obstreperous philosophasty1. Should anyone, 
in the course of  later arguments, point out that the previous week we held x to be y, or 
black to be white, we will prove beyond a shadow of  a doubt, using our own brand of  
philosophy-cum-hitting-folk-over-the-head-with-beer-bottles, that we have always held 
the	point	of 	view	du	jour.	Our	opponent’s	claim	that	he	or	she	held	it	last	week	shows	
that at the very least, they are the most shameful sort of  liar, trying to take credit for our 
unquestioned genius, and at worst they are quite frighteningly mad.
 We must give the best arguments that we can. We must put forward the best case 
for a philosophy or an opinion. Because by doing that, we are able to discern the smallest 
crack in the thinking behind it.
 And we live in a world where nothing will work all of  the time.
 You’ve truly believed in something, haven’t you? You’ve had total faith in something. 
You’ve thrown yourself  at a cause - cried, sweated and bled for what you knew to be 
right.
 And you were wrong, weren’t you?
 I speak as the founder, leader and poster girl for the order. I was once the most 
idealistic of  them all. I truly believed that we could overcome the apathy and hatred that 
polluted our psyches, that we could work together to create a world of  co-operation and 
harmony.

A Message From the Founder of the ‘Offenders of the Faith’

Shut up, I’m Talking - Why I’m Right, and the Reason your Mother Thinks so too.

By He Who Shall Die for Our SinsTM, Sanctus Jack
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1. For an example of obstreperous philosophasty, we point you to the following phrase: 
‘Obstreperous philosophasty’



 Then I grew up.
	 My	 idealism	was	 ground	 into	 a	 quivering	mush	 by	 jackbooted	 selfishness.	My	
hope for the future was taken out the back and abused horribly. My belief  in the innate 
goodness of  humanity was dressed up in a sailor suit and forced to sing Bee Gees medleys 
in a hideous three day ordeal of  humiliation and questionable sexual conduct.
 And you know who did this to my once unsoiled idealism?
 You.
 You may not remember, you were drunk at the time, and quite clearly distracted 
by impure thoughts about your cousin.
 When was the last time you thought that your ideas were better than those of  the 
proletariat? That recently huh? No surprises there. Well, have you managed to convince 
anyone else of  this great and undeniable fact? I didn’t think so.
 That is because people get an idea in their head, and they are too lazy and self  
centered to question it, no matter how obviously wrong. People are so caught up in their 
own stupid small ideas that they can’t see common sense, or even basic reality.
 And I am their king.
 To be an Offender of  the Faith, all you have to do is have an idea that you want 
to get across to everyone else - some way to better things. Do you want to reform policy, 
spread a new philosophy, disseminate dangerous art to open peoples’ minds and bring 
about	a	thought	revolution?	Then	join	with	the	Offenders	of 	the	Faith	and	spread	your	
message. Tell us how the world will be made greater. Tell us why we should listen, why 
your plan is The One. How will the collective psyche be reshaped? How will society 
improve? How will lives be changed?
 Of  course, it’s all bullshitting in a bar.
 If  you talk about it, that’s all you are doing - talking. Even if  you should take the 
remarkably rare step of  working towards it, you won’t get any help from the apathetic, 
soulless, artless sacks of  meat around you.
 It is hopeless. You can’t make a difference.
 Of  course, I can feel the idealism throbbing in your blood from here - you think 
I’m wrong. You see hope for the world, for your ideas and your ideals. Well, please, don’t 
let me stop you. We all had to learn the hard way...

The Offenders of  the Faith - Telling Idealists to ‘Get the Fuck Over It’, since 
1BH.

A Quiet Word from the Head of the Offenders of the Faith
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The Highest Honour, awarded to members of the ‘Offenders of the 
Faith,’ the Iron First-Year-Philosophy-Student for Services to Sophistry
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ar(di)nal Fang, Third Figleaf of the Holy Ordure of Bouncing Yog-Shoggoths 
and Grand High Get-up-for-God’s-sake of the 1st Church of Fritz, is in 
perfect health for one suspected to be so very profoundly deceased. He takes 

brisk and healthy constitutionals assisted by his able embalmer and personal mortician 
Mulch, and still enjoys his warm glass of lightly-spiced virgin’s blood in front of the 
fire. His blindness and apparent complete lack of eyeballs are only an indication that his visions 
are beyond the physical plain, and the alleged complete and utter lack of brain activity is merely 
a reflection of the irrefutable proof in the duality of the human mind, for while that kilogram of 
grey sponge may float limply in its glass jar, his soul is still off doing good deeds and loitering in 
Kindergarten changing rooms.
 Furthermore, there is no smell. None at all1.

Below is an extract from Car(di)nal Fang’s opening address in his lecture series: An Urge 
to Quell the Demon’s in the Armpits of  Depravity: Fritzology 101 (Second Semester, Bar 
Campus)

“The quasi-phallocentric, pseudo-fascist, over-hyphenated religious orders of  today are 
normally	 dismissed	 as	 backwards	 fuddy-duddies,	 with	 fingerless	 gloves,	 drinking	 warm	
milky tea in the conservatory, giving Miss Scarlet the lead pipe, and into this melting-pot 
this Ordure is sometimes cast. We feel it necessary to lay to rest these misconceptions.
 “Firstly, the Neo-Catholic church does not comprise of  stick-in-the-muds. The 
church is comprised entirely of  mud, the mud that traps other unwary religions in its murky 
embrace. The entirety of  the insidious vermilion-tinged Judeo-Christian conspiracy comprise 
of  mere peanuts clinging to the grand monkey-shit that is the one true guiding light, the 
Neo-Catholic Lurch.
 “A second preposterous theory is that the Fnording Church promotes homosexual 
encounters	between	its	female	contingents.	“Promotes”	has	been	deemed	an	inflammatory	
term to try and debase the beauteous couplings of  the Church’s many reformed Swedish 
bikini-models, who have found the path and the way in the clutches of  the Church’s many 
disciples. Promote is a term for Pro-Wrestling and Dwarf-throwing events in seedy dives, 
frequented by lecherous brothel-keepers and lascivious baby-fondlers wading thigh-deep 
through	the	swirling,	viscous	swamp	of 	ejaculate	and	rancid	blood,	not	a	term	to	describe	
the Pope’s benevolent encouragement of  perfectly natural acts, involving variable-speed 

Fritzology 101
As dictated by Car(di)nal Fang to Messrs. Ransome and Dentith
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1. Other gross errors revolving around the Car(di)nal and his order, that of the Screaming Penguins 
of Licentious and  Impetuously Flammable Fornication, are varied and colourful. Therefore we will 
tackle and dismiss the following accusations:
 The whole ‘Dealing-crack-to-seal-clubbing-necrophile-pre-teens-in-exchange-for-Satanic-
backyard-low-budget-amputee-midget-snuff-porn matter’ (also known as ‘Recruiting Goths’): This 
arose when a nameless Pope returned the wrong video to his local Blockbuster. Apparently the 
tape he actually returned he had found on the side of the road and had never watched. He has 
since returned the library’s copy of ‘Syphillitic Vampire Cunt-Munchers eat the Living Fecalbeast 
from the Planet Uranus’ fully rewound, and not overdue as was unfairly suggested.

Fang
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shower	 attachments,	 flying	helmets	 and	wet	 celery.	 Such	 remarks	 are	 purely	 attempts	 to	
undermine the Church’s purity and high moral standards and should be seen as the petty 
jealousy	of 	those	not	surrounded	by	lesbian	Swedish	bikini	models.
 “Also, all suggestions that I funded that sterling piece of  adult experimental cinema 
‘All Holes Filled With Hot Cocks 4’ (Described as a “crotch-melting, cum-guzzling treat 
for	 the	whole	 family,	 two	 thumbs	 up	 so	 far	 you	 could	 prod	 her	 kidneys”)	 are	 baseless.	
Those who have further investigated these allegations have proven that the sponsorship of  
this cinema verity extravaganza was the Ceo-Natholic Church, wholly unconnected to any 
branch of  any tree in any forest remotely connected to anything . The alleged cameos by the 
Pope	and	11	of 	his	all-male	choir	have	been	reputably	identified	as	3	cases	of 	swamp	gas,	2	
lights	reflecting	off 	Venus,	Elvis,	4	cases	of 	mass	hysteria,	a	cactus	and	the	Pope	of 	the	Neo	
Catholic Church. Sorry, that was meant to read ‘Another cactus.’
 “Finally, the bodies were there when we moved in, and the bite marks were already 
on	their	smooth,	perky	breasts	and	cool,	moist	loins.”

Fritzology 101

 The whole World War Two thing; enough already. He was visiting a sick aunt in Switzerland 
from 1939 until 1945 as she had a dicky ticker, which finally took her life and he is very sensitive 
about it so stop hassling him, you pig bastards. And she did die of natural causes; inhalation of 
pillow-ticking is perfectly natural if you tend to sleep with a pillow over your face. Any similarities 
drawn by the gutter press and Herr Von Fluckenschweinhund of the thirty-first Toten Hosen Uber-
gratuitous Vivisection Corps(e) are purely conjecture and, if true, enabled Aryans to journey to 
Venus.

Isolinear	Exchange	of 	Temporal	Co-efficients,	According	to	Hoyle	(Revised	by	Scarne)	Report

Re: the 60 second minute

Due to the increasing number of  complaints over the state of  the minute I am proposing the 
changing of  the minute to a new standard of  63 seconds. Previous attempts to extend the minute 
have revolved around the extension of  the ‘Second’ unit. This approach, while accurate, has 
not been a PR success whatsoever. People want more bang for their buck; people want a more 
obviously longer minute.
 By extending the minute by 3 seconds everyone gains an extra hour and twelve minutes 
a day. This is considerably more than currently exists with the day and does not fully accord 
with the decline in spin of  Mother Earth. While we could claim that this is a forward looking 
investment I would prefer that we simply increase the decrease in Terra’s spin, probably using 
rockets. This way we can also gain an ancillary advantage of  weighing less.

Thoughts and feelings, one and all.

HORansome, Director
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f  there has been one thing the Church has stood for, knelt for and sleep with ugly 
people for, it has been the abolition of  the current calendar and the instatement 
of  the ‘Neo-Catholic Constantly Revised Chronology.’ Not because the Church 

has a far more sensible system of  keeping time, because that is not true. No, Neo-
Catholicism wants a new calendar because it will be eminently easier, under the ‘Neo-
Catholic Constantly Revised Chronology,’ to create new, arbitrary holidays to get the 
Faithful off  work. Plus it includes a FNORD each month for safe-keeping.
 The ‘Neo-Catholic Constantly Revised Chronology’ was the invention of  the third 
Brother Morthos (the so-called Brother ‘Late for his Cat but not His Mistress’ Morthos) 
who devised an entire new cosmology while waiting for his Pope to slip on a frock 
before dinner one eve. Unfortunately the calendar alone survives; Brother Morthos was 
force-fed his orrery (built of  potato, bread rolls and a turkish blade) later that night by a 
wandering minstrel.
 The Neo-Catholic Calendar is based on sixteen months that, on the whole, 
comprise of  twenty-three days. Two of  the months, Morthos and Dearth, have slightly 
less,	but	overall	the	calendar	fits	the	standard	conception	of 	a	three	hundred	and	sixty-
five	day	year,	although	not	happily.

The Year

The Week

The year consists of  sixteen months, each month containing two eleven day weeks and 
a	twenty-third	day,	the	Fnord.	The	weeks	can	be	divided	up	into	the	Major	and	Minor	
Arcana, being Week-Primus and Week-Secundus.

The Major Arcana:

The	days	of 	the	Major	Arcana	are:

Alpha-Primus, Caesar-Primus, Rum-Primus, Ape-Primus, Budgie-Primus, Xander-Primus, 
Nagel-Primus, Snickle, Taragona-Primus, Turmois-Primus and Morthos-Primus.

These days always always fall on the same cardinal number of  the month, so Alpha-
Primus	is	the	first	day	of 	the	month	and	Morthos-Primus	is	the	eleventh.	This	is	thought	
to be a virtue, what with it being easier to remember strange and pointless names rather 
than a logical sequencing of  numbers. Note the irony. I shall use it again... And I suppose 

The Year in Review
The Neo-Catholic Constantly Revised Chronology

Summary provided by Killarney Poppet, Esq.

Please do not adjust your sets. The brief pause 
in transmission is not yet over...

I
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it is a good idea, since the current Pope is hardly good with numbers (and only slightly 
better with names).

The Minor-Arcana:

The days of  the Minor Arcana:

Alpha-Secundus, Caesar-Secundus, Rum-Secundus, Ape-Secundus, Budgie-Secundus, 
Ransome, Nagel-Secundus, Snicket, Taragona-Secundus, Turmois-Secundus and 

Morthos-Secundus.

are	not	so	rigidly	defined,	as	in	two	months	the	cardinal	number	of 	the	days	is	warped	
due to irregularities in the calendar system. However, generally, the Minor Arcana runs 
from the twelfth to the twenty-second. The twenty-third day is Fnord, and should always 
be considered a holiday.

The Months

The months, named after notable, not-so-notable and the generally forgotten patrons of  
the Church hold a special place in the mind of  the Faithful. Normally this place is a well-
forgotten cesspit of  thought, only activated when a member of  the Church has drunk 
too much and realises that they need ritual cleansing, or an enema. Numbering sixteen, 
the months are:

Alpha,
Morthos (which has only twenty-two days),

Puddle,
Brickbat,
Brewers,
Jeeves,

Interim,
Hauer,
Papal,

Augustus,
Crowley,

Succubus,
Jillarth,

Portrico,
Dearth (which has only twenty-one days) and

Omega.

The month of  Papal is always the month that contains the birthday of  the Pope, so this 
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month tends to swap its place from tenure to tenure. The logic for the replacement of  
the month with the name of  another is obscure, possibly because there is no rhyme, nor 
reason.

Correlations to the ‘Common’ Reckoning

These sixteen months roughly correspond to the twelve months of  the ‘standard’ calendar 
in the following way:

January begins on Alpha-Primus (1st) of  Alpha and ends on Snickle (8th) of  Morthos.

February begins on Taragona-Primus (9th) of  Morthos and ends on the either Rum-
Secundus (14A) or Ape-Secundus (14B) of  Puddle.

March begins on Budgie-Secundus (15th) of  Puddle and ends on Morthos-Secundus 
(22nd) of  Brickbat.

April begins on Fnord (23rd) of  Brickbat and ends on Xander-Primus of  Jeeves (6th).

May beings on Nagel-Primus of  Jeeves (7th) of  Brickbat and ends on Rum-Secundus 
(14th) of  Interim.

June begins on Ape-Secundus (15th) of  Interim and ends on Turmois-Secundus (21st) 
of  Hauer.

July begins on Morthos-Secundus (22nd) of  Hauer and ends on Xander-Primus (6th) of  
Augustus.

August begins on Nagel-Primus (7th) of  Augustus and ends on Rum-Secundus (14th) 
of  Crowley.

October begins on Ape-Secundus (15th) of  Crowley and ends on Morthos-Secundus 
(22nd) of  Succubus.

September begins on Fnord (23rd) of  Succubus and ends on Xander-Primus (6th) of  
Portrico.

November begins on Nagel-Primus (7th) of  Portico and ends on Caesar-Secundus (13th) 
of  Dearth.

December begins on Rum-Secundus (14th) of  Dearth and ends on Fnord (23rd) of  
Omega.
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Abnormalities of the System

Due to the use of  leap years to account for inaccuracies in the keeping of  the standard 
day	 (something	Brother	Morthos’s	 cosmology	promised	 to	fix),	 the	 ‘standard’	month	
of  February often accrues a new day every four years. To accomodate this, and to make 
sure the month stays at the standard twenty-three days, an additional day fourteen is 
added to the month of  Puddle. We say additional day fourteen; in truth the fourteenth 
is converted to a forty-eight hour day. This does have the unfortunate effect of  making 
the fourteenth simultaneously Rum-Secundus and Ape-Secundus, and therefore, for the 
rest of  the month, moving the days out of  alignment of  one. Thus, in Puddle, there is 
a Fnord on the twenty-second and on the twenty-third. Thus, Puddle is the Fnordiest 
month of  the year.
 Some theologians have explained the extra Fnord as being the missing Fnord of  
Dearth, but this is untrue. The extra Fnord is not a feature; it is a bug in the construction 
of  the calendar and should be celebrated as such, a very human error.
 Two of  the months, Morthos and Dearth, have fewer than twenty-three days. 
In the case of  Morthos the seventeenth has been dropped out of  the month due to 
‘personal issues’. Once again this creates a slight problem as it shifts the month out of  
alignment by one day but, unlike the situation of  the leap year, the entire day is deleted, 
so that in the month of  Morthos the day of  Ransome is missed entirely, thus ensuring 
that the month ends on a Fnord. This ‘missing Ransome’ is very much approved of  by 
the	current	Brother	Morthos,	who	wished	he	had	been	the	one	to	think	of 	it	first.
 Dearth, named for its lacking, has no twenty-third day, and thus no Fnord occurs 
during the month. Dearth was Brother Morthos’s last ditch attempt to stop the year from 
over-running wildly and causing so much instability as to topple the current Byzantine 
Emperor.	That	being	said,	Pope	Oriental	Spigghot,	473BH,	justified	the	month	of 	Dearth	
as being one “...of  sorrow that the year comes to an end, a sorrow that indicates that I 
have to cater beer, wine and spirits for the bloody masses. What am I? A repository of  
money? Join a Church that cares. I’m going to my room, and only my special three may 
come	and	‘disturb	me!’”

The Dating System

The dating system of  the Church used to be based upon the year of  ascension of  the 
current Pope to the Papal Throne. This meant that the dates of  important events often 
changed every ten years or so, when a Pope would be toppled and replaced, causing 
wholescale revision to gravestones and drinking horn trophies. For this reason apparently 
(although it was actually obscene bribery), Mr. Hieronymus Oliphant Ransome, Papal 
Under-Secretary had the dating of  the years revised to a new, rigid standard. Called the 
Ransome Scale, the years are now dated in relation to Hieronymus’s intial appointment 
(and	ignoring	the	year	where	he	was	a	troll	living	under	a	bridge	after	being	fired).	Every	
date before the ‘momentous’ event is BH, or ‘Before Hieronymus’, everything after is 
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AH, or ‘After Hieronymus.’ Thus, in the ‘common’ reckoning, AD1999 is 1BH, AD2001 
is 1AH, and AD2000 is simply AH, since we take account of  the zero year missing from 
other Western Standards.

Some (W)Hol(e)y Days of the Year

Fnord Day: Occurs on the twenty-third (where existent) of  each month. A holiday of  
fnordic proportions. Fnord, FNORD, fnord.

Rising Day: Rising Day occurs on Budgie-Secundus of  Puddle (March 1st in the 
‘Common’ Reckoning), and celebrates the Rising. What the Rising is no one is quite sure 
of. An enquiry into the matter has been delayed due to a lack of  interest.

Minty Monday: Minty Monday was designed by Pope Xander Teilhard de Chardin I, 
MHM, to bring the Church year in line with the Julian Calendar. It turned out that his 
want to ‘update’ was based on a bad dream, possibly caused by prunes, and that there was 
no need for Minty Monday to come into existence. However, His Holiness was insistent, 
so every month that includes a third Tuesday (according to the ‘common’ reckoning 
of  the week) is Minty Monday, and is a day of  rogue Scottish accents and the supping 
of  beer in bars. So far it has been a rousing success; three people celebrate it almost 
religiously.

Towel Day: Towel occurs on both Caesar-Primus of  Brickbat and Ransome of  Jeeves. 
The most rational of  Neo-Catholic feast days, Towel Day celebrates the work of  Sanctus 
Douglas Adams. Towels are expected to be carried by the Faithful for the full day.

Monkey Month: A bit like Lent, only about Apes. Possibly a pro-Darwin thing. No 
rules or regulations. Monkey Month starts on Ransome (17th) of  Crowley and runs until 
Budgie-Secundus of  Jillarth. It takes place over forty-six days, but the Pope insists it is 
just	one	month.

The Feast Day of  Sanctus Chucky H.: Nagel-Secundus (18th) of  Crowley is the feast 
day for the Great Enforcer, Patron Saint of  the Inquisition. Fear Bishop Jamie on this 
day, for his anger is righteous and he holds a gun.

Killarney Poppet, Esq.

Killarney Poppet leads a boring life inside a cubicle and wishes to engage the ire of Bishop Jamie next Nagel-
Secundus of Crowley, so as to end his money-pushing existence.
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The Interview





The Conversation

We began our interview...

“Why don’t we start with you telling me exactly what is this mysterious, and oft rumoured, 
Neo-Catholic	Church?”

Are you insane, man? Do you know what would happen to me if  I told you our secrets? I mean, I’m not 
sure either, but I’m almost certain it wouldn’t be very nice. You wouldn’t think that a greased Bible and 
two unnaturally sized chickens could be used as implements of  torture, but that bastard Hieronymus has 
taken a course, and he has a nasty sense of  humour...

“Ahem	-	Might	I	remind	you	that	it	was	you	who	contacted	me?”

Oh, right. I... Why do you suppose I did that? I wonder if  I’ve taken my pills today...

“If 	I	could	just	get	you	back	to	the	point...”

Well, basically, the Neo -Catholic Church is a group of  acolytes dedicated to reshaping the world through 
the application of  the Selectivist Creed.

“And	what	exactly	does	that	mean?”

I don’t really know - It’s on one of  our flyers. To be honest, I never really pay that much attention at the 
strategy councils. Near as I can tell, the Church is about sodomy and big pies. That’s all I’ve ever really 
seen going on there.

“I see... If  we could look at how you, yourself, were indoctrinated into the 
organisation.”

Alright, let’s see... It was the summer of  ninety-nine - it was a moist heat, as I recall - I was interfering 
with a woman sexually, as was the style of  the time...

“Um,	is	this	actually	going	to	answer	my	question?”

Honestly, no it is not. Anyway, the long hot summer of  ninety-nine...

“If 	you	could	stick	to	the	point...”

Well, truth be told, I really don’t clearly remember how I came to hook up with the feeding frenzy of  
indulgence that is the Church. A few years ago, I got to chatting with a man I met in a bar. He introduced 
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himself  as the enigma wrapped in a mystery that was the insane Mr. XXXXXX.

“Did	this	not	strike	you	as	somewhat	of 	a	strange	name?”

Well, it seemed appropriate for his style of  dress, which I would describe as Victorian, if  it wasn’t for 
the fact that it was a rubber cat suit with strategic holes allowing his nipples to breathe. He offered to 
buy me a drink, and the first thing I remember, after downing the pint he promptly produced from his 
briefcase, is waking up in chains.

“You	think	he	may	have	spiked	the	drink?”

Thinking about it, the way that it glowed bright green and steamed hotly did seem a little unusual. But 
no more so than the fact that he handed it to me with tongs.

“Take	me	through	the	induction	process.	How	are	new	members	chosen?”

Well, the more attractive the better - I mean, we’ve got to look at them all the bloody time, and deflowering 
hardbodied new acolytes is the best the union could get us in return for the shockingly poor annual leave 
- but you’d best not get me started on that little management decision... Basically, the core values we look 
for are gullibility, educational subnormalism, and, wherever possible, a genetic predisposition towards 
alcoholism.

“And	the	actual	initiation	process?”

After we’ve hit them over the back of  the head with the holy sock full of  sand, we bundle them into the 
back of  whichever bus gets nominated Popemobile for the night, and take them to a hidden location - a 
Presbyterian church secretly deconsecrated in a hideous late night orgy of  cheeseburgers and heresy. Once 
there, the Pope spends several days slapping them and screaming a ‘What you’re doing is wrong!’

“And	this	is	an	effective	conversion	technique?”

Oh no, its just a hobby of  his. Once he’s finished, we start with the deprogramming.

“Deprogramming?”

We have to break them of  the crushing fallacies and terrible hypocrisies they’ve been indoctrinated with 
their whole lives: The belief  that wealth brings happiness, the rigid faith in bureaucracy, the misguided 
not buying of  drinks for any wandering members of  the diocese who happen to be truculently demanding 
them.

“What can you tell me about the shadowy leader of  the order, the deranged hierophant 
Pope	Xander	Teilhard	de	Chardin?”
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He is all things to all people. Well, he is once he gets drunk enough - I tell you, you have to pry him off  
you after he’s so much as looked at a shot of  the hard stuff. It’s quite embarrassing for everyone involved. 
But you know, we don’t like to talk about it.

“Why	not?”

He’s blackmailing us. His Eminence is in possession of  certain photographic evidence of  our indiscretions. 
Well, actually, if  you want to get pedantic about it, they’re his indiscretions, but we’re the ones in the 
harnesses and ball gags, so we’d still rather our grandparents didn’t see them.

“What	about	your	own	specific	role	within	the	Church?”

Well, I’m currently Saint-in-Residence, which, as far as administration duties go, involves apotheosis and 
some dying for the sins of  others.

“How’s	that	working	out?”

Not spectacularly. Some of  the others are getting impatient with me not dying to redeem them with 
my blood. Last week, Bishop Jamie “accidentally” ran me down with his car. Only good luck and an 
improbably placed mattress truck kept me alive. And the other day, I was having a friendly game of  
chess with Cardinal Hewligan. I moved my Bishop to capture his Knight, and he countered by working 
me over with a baseball bat for half  an hour.

“So	what	do	you	see	as	the	role	of 	the	Neo	Catholic	Church	in	society?”

It is our job to inoculate the masses. To spread open the lobes of  their brains, let the apathy, the 
unquestioned assumptions, hemorrhage out onto the dirty streets, and let in a cornucopia of  strange and 
beautiful ideas. Open peoples’ minds to a torrent of  deadly quickening ideas. Rip the scales from their 
eyes, and strobe an infinite range of  concepts through them. We want thought to become the new art, the 
new religion.

“And	how	do	you	plan	to	accomplish	this?”

We spread locust-like to every whorehouse, alehouse, tinnyhouse and schoolhouse to disseminate our 
terrible message.

“Which	is	to	say...?”

We get trollied. But we do it with the due sense of  reverence.

“You	mentioned	the	Selectivist	Creed	earlier?	What	is	that?”
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Selectivism is the philosophy that all ideas, no matter how obviously incorrect, are valid.

“Could	you	explain	that	more	fully?	That	really	doesn’t	seem	to	make	much	sense.”

Of  course it does. So called fact is fluid, mercurial, changing at the whim of  an unstable reality, and all 
lies are true.

“No...	No	they’re	not.	That’s	why	they’re	called	lies.	You’re	just	a	garden	variety	lunatic,	
aren’t you?’

Am I? Am I really?

“Yes. Finally; What is the appeal of  Neo-Catholicism? Why do so many young and 
beautiful	things	give	themselves	bodily	to	the	Church	in	ever	increasing	numbers?”

Hey baby - Neo-Catholicism is the new punk!

“Really?”

No, not really. But we have casual dress Fridays, and management buys donuts for the staff  
meetings...
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The Nature of the Faith





1. Thou shalt listen to the wisdom of  the Pope at all times, even if  drunk or under the 
influence	of 	any	non-veterinarian	prescribed	drugs.

2. If  the Pope is sitting upon anything in the Sacred Vatican1 then his word is gospel. If  
he asks for a drink, thou shalt buy. ‘Tis the way of  things.

3. The Pope does not care about mundane things. Trouble him not with these discussions, 
unless your ‘mundane things’ happen to be orgies and such-like.

4. There is no such thing as ‘sin’. There is only wrong and your perspective upon it.

5. Beer is good; spirits are better, and a glass of  water once in a while can be your 
friend.

6. Pagans and atheists ‘keep it real’. Whatever that means...

7. Goths are funny. It’s in the Old Testament after the bit about having to train shrimp 
to dance.

8. The Pope rants... a lot. Hear him out. He stops eventually and usually doesn’t talk 
much afterwards. Otherwise, buy him beer.

9.	Ten	is	a	holy	number,	so	this	is	just	to	fill	up	space.

10. The Law of  Fives and the Law of  Threes are important because anything can be 
attributed	to	them.	However,	as	Selectivists	we	tend	to	just	choose	whatever	reason	there	
is to keep on drinking.

The Tenets of the Faith

To Aid the Neo-Catholic in Obtaining Correct Deportment

“From the darkness came a single yell, dressed in a sensible mini-skirt, ready 
for a night out on the plains.”
 -E. Cthulhu, from her book ‘My Life with Yoggy.’

1. The Papal Throne of the Selectivist Cabal of New Zealand is located in Auckland University’s 
closest working model of the Elysian Fields, Shadows, the Student Bar. Closest working model 
here is an operative term, if you understand what I mean. Any seat, barstool or, generally, any 
space in which the Pontiff happens to be existing in said establishment is technically the Papal 
Throne of the Neo-Catholic Church. Obey his commands. Buy him his drinks. There is no try.

Five Points of  Interest to Someone Devoted to Living the Neo-Catholic Way
	 1.	When	not	wearing	pants,	saying	“Oh,	yes,	it’s	because	I’ve	shaved	my	legs”	is	probably	not		
the best of  excuses. Best not to mention the baby oil, either.
	 2.	The	proper	insertion	of 	an	aardvark	often	solves	the	most	difficult	of 	situations.
 3. Sense is for the illiterate, Nonsense for the educated and non is not ‘no’ in Greek  
(Ancient).
 4. Discern those better suited to the task at hand, elevate them accordingly (even to a station  
above	your	own)	and	then	offer	to	lend	them	a	hand	in	finishing	what	you	were	doing.
 5. Your name is unimportant. Make sure everyone believes that.
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ight, listen up you ignorant, ignoble and igneous oiks!

A. The rites and rituals of  the Church play an important function in regard to 
Neo-Catholicism. They provide structure, and from structure it is an easy segue (especially 
with a Segway) into chaos.

2. The rites and rituals of  the Church are useless, promoting a structure that people will 
hardly stray from and, therefore, are things not only unnecessary but also destructive (in 
the detrimental way) to Selectivists.

iii. Brother Morthos and his cake-stealing friend, Hieronymus Oliphant Ransome, are 
not to be allowed near the kitchen this side of  Christmas as they are hopeless thieves 
who were, literally, caught frolicking in the chocolate-mud sauce vat!

Of  the three rules above I feel that only a mere two should ever be held to be self-evident 
in the mind of  an honest Neo-Catholic. I mean, feel free to hold them all, or none, or a 
paltry one, or, to be radically different and deserving of  a mass-produced t-shirt with iffy 
slogan, hold one of  your own. Although number three is to be enforced until such time 
that I get over my phobia of  chocolate nobs... again.
	 Anyway...	Some	stupid,	 in	need	of 	 swift,	malign	flagellation,	 secretary	of 	mine	
reminded	me,	just	this	morning,	that	this	new	‘collected	works’	edition	of 	Neo-Catholic	
thought probably needed something in the way of  a few introductions or overviews 
here	and	there.	Bugger	that,	I	thought	to	myself,	sucking	at	my	mint	julip	lollipop.	No	
one needs that onerous task after yet another night of  Chartreuse and ronrico drinking. 
I climbed back into my cubbyhole, dragged up the ‘Bumper Book of  Rhino Porn’ and 
readied myself  for another educating read on animal anatomy. It was then that the 
calculating Brother Morthos decided to knock, gingerly, at the entrance to my most 
private (and (w)hol(e)y) space. Knocking gingerly was a good description; it was, in fact, 
a recording of  him knocking at my cubby hole, since he is, rightfully, morbidly afraid 
of  what I might do to him should I get my sweaty palms around his neck. I heard his 
recorded voice before I saw the tape-recorder.
	 “Write	the	bloody	intro	and	get	Heironymus	off 	my	back.”
 I began to swat at the machine. It was on the ground and I was very much above 
it, being up a ladder and all.
	 “Please,	I	mean	that	quite	literally,”	his	voice	reported.
 I smiled wanly at no one in particular and then promptly fell to the ground, snagging 
the ladder on the way down. I landed without damage, the luxurious price one pays for 
wearing a good suit. The ladder, though, disintegrated into a myriad of  non-erotic parts. 
So,	estranged	from	a	jumbo	book	of 	‘jumbo	parts’	I	decided,	good	naturedly,	to	write	
this bloody intro to Neo-Catholic rites. So listen up, book-botherers.
 Neo-Catholic rituals are shite, okay.
 That is to say that the rites beyond this point are bloody terrible.

Introduction to Neo-Catholic Ritual

An Overview of the Rites and Rituals of the Neo-Catholic Church

Brother Morthos says to try not to believe anything you 
proclaim; it only leads to downfall

R
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	 Which	is	to	say	that	I	wrote	them	to	fill	a	needed,	but	useless,	niche	in	this	textbook	
of  Selectivism.
	 So,	 finally,	 so	 that	 you	 can	 stop	 bothering	my	 hypothetical	 instance	 here,	 you	
don’t have to pay them any attention whatsoever. Follow the wise words of  our (lewd) 
secretary,	Mr.	Ransome	and	use	any	old	text	you	find	as	your	basis	for	rites	(should	you	
need them), even a modest (hardly!) Bible will do. Of  course you’re allowed to make up 
rituals on the spot, or disregard them as necessary. In times of  trial and drunkeness you 
might not be able to make something up that seems wholey appropiate or otherwise 
(although we would look at you askance if  this actually were the case) and so you might 
want to use those in here. Good show. I like them. I use them. I bloody well wrote the 
buggers! Anyway, ‘tis most professional to show them to the unconverted; religious texts 
always gives oneself  so much more authority to a drunken stranger. They’ll give you 
money and all!
 Hopefully I can rustle up a ladder somewhere. Pip pip.

Pope Xander Teilhard de Chardin I, MHM, NC

An Overview of the Rites and Rituals of the Neo-Catholic Church cont.
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Report on the Remnant of a Play, circa 1812. Translated by Messrs. Ransome and 
Hewligan.

Eris: Tall, lithe woman who wears volumptuous robes that 
make her appear obsese or pregnant. Dressed in an array of 
discordant colours Is this a very real reference to Erisian phi-
losophy or a convenient description for an eclectic array of 
colours? HOR. Don’t know. Keep annotations simple. H., Eris, as 
the Greek goddess of Discord, is a mistress of chaos within 
order and order within chaos. In the course of the various 

acts the man who will play Eris will need to swing from near lunancy of action to 
cool and calm power and deliberate action Aneristic Illusion and Eristic Illusions, 
respectively... HOR. Isn’t it the other way around? H.

Stithc’tib: A servant of the Assembly, the government of the 
nation of.... Word missing, looks like Lemuria, HOR. Could 
also be ?????? H. A short, pudgy man, balding with greying hair, 
Stith’ctib is a puppet of a less than monstrous re Word incom-
plete, could be rebounding-banana... HOR. Don’t be stupid, it’s 
obviously ‘regime’. H. that rules over the ‘historians of esoteric 
Fragment ends ... (Stith’ctib?) is the ideal stereotype of the man who thinks his 
‘system’ is free and overwhelming A rather strange statement. H., often believing that 
he and Eris share the same views. Controlled by the Ancient Illuminated Seers of 
Word missing... Lemuria? HOR. Or Bavaria... H.
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ystem is the pathway between nodes; birth heralds the addition of another node, and 
Neo-Catholic birth brings with it the hope that this new node can be fashioned into 
one that does not easily slip into the Systemic web of the Meta-Philosophy.
The Rite of Birth, often mistaken for a baptismal rite, is not a blessing, nor is it a 

saving grace conferred upon the child. Of all the Neo-Catholic rites this is probably the most 
serious, in that the child, and this is not a rite that can be performed upon an adult, is unable 
to enter fully into the discourse of Neo-Catholicism to appreciate what is going on around 
them. The birth rite is a welcome to the child, a reminder to the parents of their Neo-Catholic 
mindset, and a general excuse for a celebration.

The Ritual

The Celebrant will have a bowl of  water ready. There must also be a place nearby that the Celebrant can 
safely place the child during the rite.

Celebrant (holding child): Today we are here to welcome a new node into the Meta-
Philosophy. If  you could all rise?

The Congregation should rise.

Celebrant: This	child,	product	of 	system,	and	some	filthy,	filthy	sexual	habits,	is	here	
today as a reminder of  our place within its uber-parent, the System. Would the parent(s) 
please come forward.

The parent(s) should come to the Celebrant.

Celebrant: As	Neo-Catholics,	as	Selectivists,	as	whatever	we	want	to	be,	we	find	ourselves	
acting in ways that may not be entirely our own but rather as agents of  System. This child 
is	primarily	a	product	of 	a	definite	pathway	between	the	nodes	of 	the	Meta-Philosophy,	
but	s/he	is	also	a	social	product,	and	in	this	way	s/he	can	be	Neo-Catholic.	Do	you,	the	
parent(s) agree to sponsor this child as Neo-Catholic?

The parent(s) should answer “Yes” or “No’” If  “No’” then a sponsor may come forward and say ‘Yes” instead.

Celebrant: Good. The name under which you wish to sponsor this child is?

Either the parent(s) or the sponsor will then tell the Celebrant the desired name.

Celebrant: Neo-Catholcism cares not one whit about the child’s name. Names mean 
nothing. If  I wanted to I could call the child ‘Mud’ and you could do naught about it, as 
long as I did so far enough away from you...

The Ritual of Baptism
Birth in Neo-Catholicism

S
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Allow a long enough pause to be uncomfortable to appear here.

Celebrant: Still, a name is useful, no matter how trapping. <Insert child’s name>, I 
welcome	you	to	System.	Enjoy	the	stay,	don’t	try	the	veal;	it’s	a	bit	off 	this	week.	The	
bread isn’t bad and I can’t highly enough recommend the squid, unless you select to be 
Jewish. You’ll be meeting a large number of  mundane people, most of  which will think 
they’re pretty unique, some of  them supposedly Neo-Catholic. There’ll be music you’ll 
like and then regret, music people will hate you for not listening to, and a number of  bad 
books to reminisce over in a few years time. Films will continue to divide opinion and 
peer pressure could be good or bad, depending on who your parent(s) allow you to hang 
around. You might even meet Fritz, and a dwarf  with a limp. All in all, your life begins 
sometime about... now. Use it wisely.

The Celebrant places the child to one side and then washes their hands.

Celebrant: If 	the	parent(s)	would	take	<Insert	child’s	name>	and	nurture	him/her	for	
a while I am sure we’d all be a lot happier.

The parent(s) take the child and hold it.

Celebrant: Thank you. The rite is over.

The Celebrant should fill out some of kind of form detailing where and when the child was 
born, where and when the Rite of Birth was performed and who the Celebrant was. The form 
should be copied and one copy sent to the local Bishop or Arch-Bishop to be included in Church 
records. Should the child eventually be ordained at a later stage in life this form should be sent 
to the Pope along with the ordination information.

Birth in Neo-Catholicism cont.

Sex with unborn children is just wrong
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he Rite of Ordination in the Neo-Catholic Church is the promotion of a lay outsider 
to the ecclesiastical first rank, the priesthood, of the Church hierarchy. Ordination 
can be performed by any member of Neo-Catholicism, even those who do not hold 

the position of priest (indeed, only the (W)Hol(e)y Father himself can give a new entrant a 
special position other than priest within the Church hierarchy).
 Ordination can be performed anywhere and at any time, although especial preference is 
held for bars often frequented by university students. This is a reminder of the Church’s modern 
origin in regard to Shadows, the University of Auckland’s student bar and the Vatican of Neo-
Catholicism.
 In cases of special need, where a member of the Church is unavailable for the purposes 
of ordination, the supplicant can apply in writing for ordination with the form found on page 
36 of this Manifesto.

The Ritual

The new entrant must be facing the ordainer, and some kind of  drinkable liquid needs to be set between in a 
single glass. If  witnesses are present they are encouraged to have drinks of  their own ready.

Ordainer: Are you now, or have you ever been, a missionary for Neo-Catholicism?

The Entrant should answer “No.” If  the Entrant should fail to answer “No” then start again, possibly ad 
nauseam.

Ordainer: Are you willing to be a missionary for Neo-Catholicism?

The Entrant may answer “Yes” or “No” to this question.

Ordainer: Do you wish to align yourself  with the Selectivist Creed of  Neo-Catholicism, 
to hold contrary thoughts in your heart, your mind, your very loins?

Entrant: I do.

Ordainer: Will you hold the ‘Tenets of  the Faith’ to be self-evident?

Entrant: Might I know what they are?

Ordainer: Yes. The ‘Tenets of  the Faith’ are... (the Ordainer shall read aloud the ‘Tenets...’, 
found on page 29, to the Entrant)

Ordainer: I ask again: Will you hold the ‘Tenets of  the Faith’ to be self-evident?

The Ordination Rite
Taking One’s Place in the Church
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Entrant: No.

Ordainer: I shall ask it once more, with suitable revision: Will you hold the ‘Tenets of  
the Faith’ to be self-evident if  it suits your whim?

The Entrant may answer “Yes” or “Maybe.”

Ordainer: Finally, will you be ready to act as I have done should someone approach you 
to learn more of  what you shall profess?

Entrant: Yes.

Ordainer: Then, by the power vested in me by the Most Holy, the Primallard of  the 
Church, I ordain you as a priest of  the Neo-Catholic Church, for all time, or until the 
beer runs out.

The Ordainer and the Entrant should now reach for the drink set between them. Should the 
Ordainer reach the glass first then the Entrant is obliged to fetch the Ordainer another drink 
once the first is finished. Should the Entrant reach the glass first then they must drain the vessel 
in one go. All witnesses are encouraged to drink at this time.
 In addition, should the Entrant have answered “Yes” when asked whether they should 
like to be a missionary for the Neo-Catholic Church then give them a ‘Missionary Position’ 
card. Should they have answered “No” then give unto them a ‘Lay Minister’ card. It is up to 
both the Entrant and the Ordainer to notify the current Pontiff of what has passed so that it 
may be recorded officially in the Church’s books, along with a birth certificate issued by a Neo-
Catholic celebrant, if applicable.

The Rite of Ordination cont.
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Answer all questions unless specifically asked not to. Do not use 
any form of  Peruvian writing instrument. Do not write marginalia 
unless a) inciteful, b) humourous, c) corrective, d) all of  the 
former or e) none of  the former.

1. What is your name? (Bonus points if you can guess the marker’s 
name and the butcher they frequent)

2. How old will you be at the next vernal equinox?

3. Are you:
 Male,
 Female,
 Undecided,
 or Yet to be ascertained?

4. Would you be insulted if I called your mother a smelly old herring, fit 
only for the coalmines? Why or why not?

5. Are you now, or have you ever been, a mock-Shakespeare? Give 
reasons.

6.A train leaving Berlin at 10:52pm, Eastern Standard Time, speeds 
towards Oxford using the Southern Limited Express Freight Service. 
At 5:15pm (Atlantean Revisionist Time) the occupant of cabin 23B/
1 notices a comet hurtling towards the Earth when the cloud cover 
breaks. What colour is the watch of the passenger sitting beside her?

7. What colour is your watch?

8. The word FNORD occurs three times in this test. Please circle all 
occurrences.

9.Short essay question: “The purpose of System is to hide the various 

Application in Writing to Join the Neo-Catholic Church
So you want to be a Neo-Catholic Lay Minister?

Damn all ye  
who worry about 
writing in this 
space.
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other pathways between meta-philosophical nodes. Most ‘users’ aren’t even aware 
of this but subconsciously fight against being told about it; it is the circular fate of 
System itself.” Do you agree or disagree with all or parts of this statement? Give 
supporting reasons and use an example that makes explicit use of an aardvark and 
Newton’s theory of gravity.

10. An eistelfodd is:
 A gardening implement
 Belongs in another test
 The descaler used on your mother
 Recipient of a moosey fate, or
 Probably designed for right-handers

11.Where did you hear about the Neo-Catholic Church?

12.I would vote for _________ in the next election.

12B.According to the ‘standard notational form’ (STF), Freemasonry is an acronym 
of ‘Blood Sausage for Tea, Miss Higgins?’ Provide STF interpreations of the following 
entities:
 The Illuminati 
 Discordianism 
 Sufi Mystics 
 Mrs. Edith Aldernann, 33 Mycroft Rd., Thames 
 Upper Baseltoke Council Bylaws Division 
 Neo-Catholicism 

13. The following is a puzzle. Fill in the last place:
 12,57,768,2 sdf,wer,QW,vi //-* _____

13.Please provide a valid contact address:

14. (This space intentionally left blank.)

23. Please submit a question for future versions of this test:

Thank you for answering the Neo-Catholic Ordination Test. Please send your 
answers to the current Pontiff’s address.

Written Ordination Application cont.

Not for Office use only.
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e will come straight and out and say that Roman Catholicism got this one right, 
even if they do cloak it in mysticism. Confession (now known as Reconciliation 
in theistic mobs) is a wonderful tool for showing remorse for past action, or 

inaction, in that you are asked to publicly admit your wrongs to someone else. And, recognising 
this, Neo-Catholicism dispenses with the intricacies of the action and goes for the jugular; full 
public ‘sin’ admittance. A Celebrant leads the ‘sinful’ in a ceremony of recognition, preferably 
in the most public of spaces, and in the most obvious way. We are talking naked sermons and 
loud flagellation, people. The Church’s stance on SinTM being somewhat... different from most 
others, a little discourse on what is considered ‘sinful’ is probably in order.
 ‘Sin’, in Neo-Catholicism can be (and we really stress the following) and normally 
is, a subjective judgement upon an individual made by said individual. This very simple 
characterisation is sufficient for the purposes of the Confession Rite. Confession, then, is the 
public admittance of a subjective feeling of wrong-doing. It is remarkably cathartic, and it 
is recommended that the faithful engage in it at least twice a year, with something sullying 
afterwards to ensure some semblance of balance in the life of the congregation.
 What is an admission of SinTM? An admission of ‘sin’, in regard to this rite is a simple 
‘I...’ statement like ‘I admit to being deceitful about x...’ For many simply making that 
statement would be a large step indeed, but, in the interests of the individual, no one should 
be chastised for a long and complex explication of their ‘sinful’ ways. If someone wants to spend 
three minutes discussing their failed relationship with their father, allow them. Some will wish 
to admit several ‘sins’ over the course of the rite; this is also perceived as a ‘good thing.’
 Confession is not about forgiveness, it is about admittance. Forgiveness is a personal 
issue best left to the people involved. Confession is all about letting other people know what you 
are.
 What is said within the bounds of the Confession Rite should be respected by all those 
who attend, whether they stay the duration or not. This is information that should not be 
shared by anyone other than the person who confessed it.

The Ritual

Public confession, by its name, needs a ‘public’ or congregation. Public confession should also be done en masse; a 
large audience hearing the sins of  one person alone can be considered to be a bad psychological experiment; trust 

is only engendered in the group if  everyone, including the Celebrant, gets in on the act.
The congregation should be comfortable and the Celebrant should be seated, standing, whatever, with them. 

Ideologies of  separation or elevation should be abandoned (should you hold them) for this rite.

Celebrant: We gather here today as a group to admit, before one another, that we are 
aware of  our faults. ‘SinTM,’ note the air quotes, is a threat to us all because in SinTM we 
are all equally aware of  our limitations. The admission of  such a fault does not negate 
our frailties, but it at least tells others that we are aware and are happy to let others know 
of 	them.	If 	there	are	those	here	who	do	not	feel	comfortable	in	joining	us	in	this	public	
display then please leave us quietly so we can begin.

The Confession Ritual
What is Confession in the Neo-Catholic Church?

Next week, on ‘The Adventures of Dr. Timothy Leary and His Roving 
Child-care Van’ we meet the Fabulous Revoking Dance Twins!
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The congregation and Celebrant will quietly wait to see if  anyone wishes to leave.

Celebrant: Then, as ‘sinners’-in-common, let us admit our faults one by one, piece by 
piece.

The congregation and the Celebrant now, one by one, admit their ‘sins’, continuing until such time that there is 
a significantly long period between admissions. Never draw attention to this by asking if  anyone else is going 
to speak, as this may stop someone in mid-composition who does not wish to delay anyone who is finished any 

longer.

Celebrant: I, both as an ordained minister of  the Neo-Catholic Church and as a ‘sinnerTM’ 
myself, thank you all for your willing admissions. Let us hope that by admitting to fault 
that we become better equipped to deal with them in our daily lives.
 May our admissions to one another also remind us not only that others, too, are 
flawed,	but	that	we	share	a	common	sense	of 	frailty.	Our	systems	are	full	of 	tight	loops	
and dead ends that make us act other than sometimes we would like to. And to further 
impress upon you this point, a bout of  heavy drinking is in order, so that we can see both 
our natures in one sitting. Let’s hit the bar.

There should, ideally, be no record of any kind of the Confession Rite. Alcohol aids in this.

Confession in the Neo-Catholic Church cont.
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he Rite of Comfort is known as the ‘Useless RitualTM’. It is similar in purpose to the 
Roman Catholic Confirmation in that it restates, on the part of the now ‘matured,’ 
baptised Neo-Catholic, their allegiance to the (W)Hol(e)y Church. Unlike 

traditional confirmation, the Rite of Comfort is completely unnecessary and Celebrants are 
urged to dissuade people from using it or asking to have it performed. The Comfort ritual 
really should only be used as an aid to help Neo-Catholics who feel that they may have lost 
their way.

The Ritual

Like most rituals, this can be performed anywhere, some even prefer to perform a ritual like this over 
the phone. Nothing and no one, aside from the Celebrant and the person concerned, need be present. 

The ritual is not at all structured; the Celebrant needs to seek an answer to why the troubled one finds 
issue with their position in life. If  the ritual is being performed as if  it where a traditional Christian 

confirmation rite then reverse the situation; the Celebrant must appear to lose faith; the confirmee needs 
to remind them of  the Neo-Catholic way.

According to Sanctus Jack, who is currently failing to die for our ‘sins(TM)’ (and mine especially), the 
Faithful require something of  a hint as to what this Rite of  Comfort should be. Well, after communing 
with the Fabulous Revoker Dance Twins in their latest diplomatic blundering in the war between the 
Greater Flying Polyps and the Slightly-smaller Crawling Tulips, I have come up with a list not at all 

influenced by steroids designed specifically for helping donkeys have sex.
A Comfort Ritual, being a confirmation of  Neo-Catholicism, can be performed in a variety of  good 
and wholesome ways. Vigorous, firm sex, simple cuddling and playing rugby with a small child as 
a ball are all common, nay, necessary events in the life of  a sub-normal Neo-Catholic. Incorporate 
them into ritual with the use of  candles, incense and suspicious white powders. Of  course, just being 
Neo-Catholic tends to be confirmation enough; some of  the Faithful are even, and this might be a 

shock to the systems of  many a reader, law-abiding citizens. Being a universal belief  system has some 
drawbacks; you end up associating with people your parents might actually admire.

That is it. As I wrote, this is hardly an important ritual, which should be a lesion to us all.

The Rite of Comfort
What is this ‘Rite of Comfort?’

A Weekend in the Country’s Blue Room is 
perfect for the abolition of Spodes...
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he Sickness Rite is a completely different state of affairs compared to, say, the Church’s 
ceremony of Last Rites. The Sickness Rite is basically a palliative ‘prayer’ for those 
who may have indulged a little too much, eaten something they shouldn’t have, et 

cetera.
 Sickness is something most Selectivists will seek ‘outside’ help for (outside help being 
some form of medico, certified or otherwise), so the rite here is designed for no other good reason 
than to fill a seemingly vacant space in Church practice. Use it if you will, don’t if you won’t.

The Ritual

The ritual requires no celebrant and is usually undertaken by the ill themselves, although in cases of  
serious illness, or vomiting in a public toilet, someone else may wish to say the prayer for them.

Oh body close and body dear
These words I wish for you to hear.

I have sinned, I know this now.
The things I’ve done are pretty foul.

And yes a glorious waking has there been
My tonsils fresh, bowels loose and clean

But	now	I	find	my	throat	is	dry
My eyes are gummed, and I might know why.

The bowl I’ve worshipped, yes it’s true.
I did not wish it, but still I do.

So take this cup from upon my mouth
And give me fresh breath and health

So that I might reform and change for good
Be a healthy neighbour in my neighbourhood.

Cessate	from	evils	of 	the	flesh
No longer dream of  dens in Marrakesh
And strive to teach others of  my ways

So that they too can behave
This I promise that I shall keep
I’ll try and make it last the week.

The Sickness Rite
What is the role of the Sickness in the Church?
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arriage, traditionally, is the spiritual bondage of two individuals celebrated 
under the auspices of a deity. Neo-Catholic marriage is the recognition of a bond 
between two individuals. It is not a legally binding contract, nor is it a promise 

between two people that confers upon it some responsibility of being true to each other for all 
time. This marriage rite is a recognition of a moment in time, a moment that the two parties 
wish to preserve via ritual.
 Marriage, then, in Neo-Catholicism, has no basis in sexuality and anyone, therefore, 
can be married to anyone else. It need not be limited to two people; a group of friends can easily 
be joined under this marriage rite. It does not interfere with any other position in the Church 
hierarchy that you might have, or be aiming for, and can be performed multiple times; you 
need not worry about anything like a divorce (of which the rite would be something along the 
lines of “You fed up with him? Then you can both go and bugger off somewhere separate!”) 
Neo-Catholic marriage is a bond between people acknowledged by all involved parties. This is 
all it need be.

The Ritual

The ritual can be performed anywhere and at anytime. The Celebrant should be standing before the people who 
wish to be wed to one another. If  those who are about to be married wish to exchange symbols of  appreciation 

they may have a ‘best man’-style accomplice (or set of  accomplices), who will stand in as witnesses.
The Celebrant will call those who are to be married up one at a time; be sure to have sorted out the order in which 

people are to approach.

Celebrant:	Greetings	 to	 you	both/all.	 I	welcome	you	 (and	 those	who	have	 come	 to	
watch)	to	this	Rite	of 	Marriage.	Would	the	first	please	step	forward?

The first will step closer to the Celebrant.

Celebrant: You are here to show your affection. Please tell us your name.

The first will give either their given name or the name they have taken on. They may choose to use their title 
within the Church as well, if  they so desire.

Celebrant: Well, <Insert name here>, why do you wish that this marriage be 
performed?

The first will give their reasons for the union.

Celebrant: Do you believe this to be a good reason?

The Marriage Ritual
What is Marriage in the Neo-Catholic Church?
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First: Yes.

Celebrant: Would it also be true that you would have probably said ‘Yes’ if  it hadn’t been 
a good reason, if  only to escape answering the question ‘Why not?’

First: Yes.

Celebrant: Very good. It is not my business to pry into your affairs in these matters. You 
may step back. Will the second please approach?

The Celebrant repeats the process for all those left.

Celebrant: Would those who wish to be married now step forward en masse?

Those who wish to be married step forward.

Celebrant: You have come forward today to give reasons, publically, for your bond, and 
possibly out of  some misguided feeling towards your beloved Church. Do you wish to 
symbolise this marriage with the exchange of  gifts?

Those who are to be married will answer ‘Yes’ or ‘No’. If  they answer ‘No’ then ignore the next section. If  ‘Yes’ 
then the best-person or people should step forward with the gifts. If  there are no best-persons then ignore the text 

where applicable.

Celebrant: Please present to me the gifts.

The gifts are presented to the Celebrant.

Celebrant: These are symbols, nothing more and quite possibly less than the value of  
the union we are now commemorating.

The Celebrant gives the gifts to the best-person(s).

Celebrant: Do you accept these gifts to one another as mere symbols of  this instance 
of  time?

Those to be wed say ‘Yes’.

Celebrant: Do you recognise the possibility that this may well pass, the union, the value 
of  the gifts?

Those to be wed say ‘Yes’.

Marriage in Neo-Catholicism cont.

“Of course, a better question would be 
‘Where’s the fnord?’” 43



Celebrant: Do you also recognise that, for however long this union may last, that this 
makes things different?

Those to be wed say ‘Yes’.

Celebrant: Do(es) the witness(es) agree to watch over this exchange?

Witness(es): Yes.

Celebrant: You may exchange gifts.

The best-person(s) give the gifts to those who are to be wed, who exchange gifts.

Celebrant: This union, between <Insert names here> is complete. Long may it last, 
beautifully, if  it must, may it fall. I bind you in the Neo-Catholic Church by the power 
vested in me by the (W)Hol(e)y See, for as long as you desire it to last.

Those who are now married may do as they wish.

There is no need for the marriage to be recorded, although those involved can inform the local 
Bishop or the Pope directly if they wish the news of the union to be promulgated to the rest of 
the Church.

Marriage in Neo-Catholicism cont.

Now for a little light relief in the form of 
a ‘spanking’ new musical.44



 Last Rite is a farewell of any permanent, or long term, kind. The Last Rite marks 
the end of a era, the rearrangement of system to fit the coming of a new set of 
pathways, to fill what will be a noticeable gap.

 When someone goes away, for whatever reason, people like to mark the occasion. The 
Last Rite fulfils this role in regard to Neo-Catholicism; it is especially relevant to those leaving 
on missionary roles, or positions, in foreign lands (whether that be the next town or to the 
Moon). People use the Last Rite for all sorts of reasons, and one person’s major rationale might 
not count even as incredibly minor for the next (including the actual person going away).

The Ritual

The Celebrant and Departee stand near each other. The Celebrant, in the case of  a farewell party, should 
be choosen, preferably, for their emotional attachment to the Departee, although some deference (although 
unwarranted) may be placed on senior Church officials. If  gifts are to offered, have them standing by. 
Awkward pauses in a rite like this can totally disrupt the train of  thought. Current thought indicates 

that the Last Rite should be held as close to the point of  departure as is possible.
This rite has a distinct visual flavour to it when performed with a congregation and so it is recommended 

that someone is directing all the actions taken so as to complete the effect.

Celebrant: This is the end, but the end has been prepared for.

Congregation (waving arms): The End, the End, the End. Ia Ia Ia Ia!

Celebrant:	Of 	all	the	lives	in	all	the	world,	you	had	to	walk	into	ours/mine.

Congregation (shaking hips): Ours, ours, ours. You had to walk into ours!

Celebrant:	And	now,	now	you	have	just	decided	to	walk	away,	leave	us	to	our	own	self-
destruction, walk into the shadow that is the past, the death of  memory, the grave that 
you cannot return from. Perhaps another like you in all aspects other than time, will 
return to us, but this departure marks the end of  you as a part of  us. Do we regret this?

Congregation (backs turned): We do, we do, we do.

Celebrant: Do we hold this against you?

Congregation (dancing): We do not, we do not, we do not. Ia Ia Ia!

The Last Rite
What is a Last Rite?
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Celebrant: This point of  departure is ours too; as the world moves around you we move 
away. We hope that you will regret this as much as we do, and that you won’t hold this 
against us.

Congregation: It’s true, it’s true, it’s true!

If  there are gifts to be given, add the following line.

Celebrant: In our hope that we can live on in your memory, we give these parting gifts.

There is a pause for effect.

Celebrant (cont.): And now, it is time for you to go.

Congregation: So go, go, go!

Celebrant: Go, SinnerTM, and meet thy doom. Let it be as pleasant as our own.

Much hugging and kissing can now be engaged in.

The Last Rite cont.
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hen a person dies, even within the extreme bounds of System, loss is noticed. 
It is even expected; within a system of pure conformity people are granted 
individuality in death because the deceased cannot use it to their advantage. 

The ‘uniqueness’ of the dead’s existence is granted only an half-life of several weeks. Death, in 
Neo-Catholicism and in Selectivism, is a quasi-mystic event that celebrates not the advent of 
the recognition of an individual but the instantiation of a new existence for the deceased as 
part of System.
 Roman Catholicism’s idea of creating saints from the remarkable dead has been liberally 
borrowed by Neo-Catholicism and truncated, rebuilt and reapplied in a Selectivist fashion. 
All the dead in Neo-Catholicism are treated as saints; technically this is true of Catholicism 
as well, but in Neo-Catholicism we officially recognise that all the dead are equal. As each 
member of the Church (and anyone else we approve of ) dies we add them to the Book of the 
Dead, a text of little meaning but great import. We do not assign saints any particular area 
of provenance in the aiding of our lives; ‘tis the decision of the believer to assign the dead an 
active role in the lives of the living. We do, however, encourage the congregation to act in the 
name of the dead, or to invoke those who have passed on in everyday actions.
 Death, in regard to System, is the permanent placing of a character as a node. In death 
you do not change, in an objective sense that is the continuing study of the Church’s leading 
philosophers; you become a reference point, subjectively known by those around you. System 
changes to fit in the concept of the deceased; they can no longer be made to fit into System (It 
is true that people can choose to ignore aspects of an individual’s existence, but this is always 
subjective). The death of a Selectivist is a transformation; heaven, you could say, is other 
people.

The Ritual

A funeral preferably needs a corpse, although, with permissions, a non-decaying substitute may be used (although 
the threat of  the deceased springing back to unlife and converting the congregation to the undead is a thrill many 
celebrants would rather not miss). Aside from reservations over the place of  the deceased in regard to the ritual 

this is yet another Neo-Catholic ceremony that can be performed anywhere and at anytime.
The corpse, or dead-substitute, should be nearby. Funerals tend to be separate from burial rites, although one can 

lead into the other if  wished. A congregation is preferable but not essential.

Celebrant: Before us lies someone quite, quite dead, or at least they give that impression. 
Hail <Insert name here>, are you really dead?

The Celebrant and congregation wait a little while to await any possible reply.

Celebrant: I ask again, are you alive, <Insert name here>?

Or (if  an answer is given):

The Funeral Rite
What is Death in the Neo-Catholic Church?
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Celebrant: Really? Are you completely sure?

More time is wasted awaiting a reply. If  one is given, stop the ceremony, post haste.

Celebrant: As the deceased cannot assure us of  their state of  health we’ll assume that 
those more qualifed in the life sciences may have got it right. It appears a funeral is in 
order.
 <Insert name here> is dead. In life they probably did a whole host of  exciting 
things that friends and family would like to remind us of. Fine and good. I certainly 
wouldn’t like to have my life remembered for copious TV watching and the occasional 
masturbatory fantasy. But, frankly, this funeral isn’t about life. It’s about death, and what 
we can do about it.
 Now, I’m rather fond of  the idea of  one day storing our brain patterns in solid 
carbon blocks and existing as electrical entities for all eternity. In that perfect world the 
owner of  the deceased body would give this ritual, having passed over to a completely 
new existence online. But that day, that glorious day, is not yet ours, so I have to assume 
that the deceased is quite, quite dead and if  there is an afterlife, they’re not coming back 
to chat about it with us, although you have my number if  they do.
 Death is the cessation of  mental change in a person’s life. It allows System to 
kidnap us in one foul swoop and add us as a complete item to its pathways between the 
nodes of  the Meta-Philosophy. But a Selectivist in death is still as contrary an individual 
as	they	were	in	life,	so	System	can’t	just	mould	them	to	itself,	it	has	to	become	that	little	
bit	more	flexible	as	well.
	 But	death	isn’t	just	about	change	to	System.	We,	as	the	living	(although	some	of 	
you look like you could be next for the funeral rite) have to participate so that the dead 
are part of  our own systems, especially since this will mean a greater appreciation of  all 
our characters when we happen to kark it.

If  there is a friend or family member (or series thereof) who wish to give a few words then the following can be 
added.

Celebrant (cont.): With those words an utter waste of  your oxygen, here’s some more 
from <Insert name of  the speaker here> who wants to tell us a little of  why we should 
hold <Insert name here> in our hearts.

The friends or family members say their piece(s).

Celebrant: Wasn’t that nice? Now for an ad for... Oh, sorry, I got a bit lost there.

The Celebrant looks closely at the deceased.

The Funeral Rite cont.
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Celebrant: Are you sure you’re still dead? Oh well. In death, <Insert name here>, you 
are	transformed,	even	 if 	 it	 is	 just	an	amendment	to	the	membership	 list	of 	the	Neo-
Catholic Church and a completely new entry to our very own ‘Book of  the Dead!’ For 
the	reasons	already	detailed,	ones	I	can	hardly	be	bothered	repeating,	you	have	just	made	
a	somewhat	major	effect	upon	the	rest	of 	our	world.	We’ll	miss	you	in	life,	but	enjoy	you	
just	as	much	in	your	newfound	role	of 	death.	And	now,	a	moment	of 	silence	where	we	
can think about our own mortality.

The Celebrant and congregation fall silent for a minute or so. The Celebrant begins the following quietly, 
raising their voice with each repetition.

Celebrant: Doom, doom, doom, doom, doom...

The Celebrant rings a bell of  some kind.

Celebrant (cont.): Go home!

The Celebrant should send notice to the local Neo-Catholic official of the death and the 
imminent admission to the Book of the Dead of one of the faithful, all so that this can be 
marked in the official archives and that others may know and may adopt the deceased into 
their lives.

The Funeral Rite cont.
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espite the hermeneutics of  the ‘Manifesto of  Self-Revocation’ it has been 
asked of  His Holiness whether it would be possible for acolytes of  the various 
Orders to read something else illuminating on the nature of  the Creed. Usually 

His Most Holy Father simply spanks them soundly and sings a show tune or two, but in 
recent	days	he	has	become	most	sombre	on	the	subject.	The	Cardinals,	along	with	Brother	
Morthos and the trained pre-hominid editors of  ‘Improbable Anecdotes...’ decided to 
take matters into their own hands and stop the question from being asked [EMPHASIS 
REMOVED].	Stretching	their	amorphous	tentacles	far	and	wide,	they	found	five	ways	
to further educate the masses.

The Principia Discordia

The (W)Hol(e)y Text of  the Second Origin of  the Neo-Catholic Cabal/Church, being the 
Revelations of  Malaclypse the Younger

The Principia Discordia is often thought to be the most respected of  all the formation 
documents that lead towards this new formulation of  Neo-Catholic faith. This is, 
of 	course,	untrue;	a	vast	majority	of 	the	Faithful	have	never	read	the	Principia	and	
may never wish to do so. Some, and we stress that these creatures are obviously not 
responsible for their actions, might even think that Malaclypse’s words are meaningless 
twaddle. What is true of  the Principia Discordia’s place in the Church is that it is highly 
regarded by the (W)Hol(e)y See, for the most part. It contains much of  interest, is 
easy to read and provides much in the way of  material for sermons and readings.

The Bible

The Holy Text of  Neo-Catholicism, being a great weight and burden to all

“The	Bible?”	a	 lot	of 	you	will	be	saying.	“That	old	book?”	For	those	of 	you	who	
have already read Cardinal Darmeus’s wonderful tract on Bible-use we apologise for 
repeating some of  that salient information now.
 The Bible is a large and weighty book. You can hit people with it and it is not 
an offensive weapon. Within the text there are a number of  cures to insomnia, some 
very lewd poetry and some rather useful parables. It also provides the owner (who 
has studied their book properly) with ammunition when preachers come to visit. Out-
quoting people is fun.

The (W)Hol(e)y Texts of the Neo-Catholic Church

A Guide Pre-pared by the ‘Freedom of the Press’ Division
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The Gospel of Thomas

Being a text much missed from the Christian Scriptures

Cardinal Darmeus, the Church’s leading expert on esoteric lore, has been known to 
wax	lyrical	on	the	subject	of 	 ‘Mine’s	better	than	yours.’	Most	of 	the	Congregation	
can remember his Sunday sermon ‘Why Fundamentalist Christians do not Go Far 
Enough!’ where our good Library Protocologist showed that the Conservative Right 
Wing is decidedly liberal when it comes to being ‘biblical.’ With this in mind, we can 
hardly fail to bring to your attention the Gospel of  Thomas. One of  the earliest 
accounts of  the Christian Saviour, the Gospel of  Thomas is not only older than 
anything you can read in the Bible, it is Gnostic to boot.

At the Mountains of Madness

A reminder that some things are best left undisturbed

The early Twentieth Century produced a number of  remarkable works in the genre 
of  the macabre. The works of  a Mr. Howard Phillips Lovecraft are among the best 
of  them, being admonitions that the world is not the kind and loving centre of  the 
universe that perhaps your parents told you it was. Whilst any of  his works could be 
said to be apt, ‘At the Mountains of  Madness’ is perhaps the best, being, in turn, the 
longest and the coldest. It also rates highly in the ‘giant albino mutant penguins.’

Stupid White Men

Being a compendium of  the Acts of  the Neo-Catholic Church

Michael	Moore,	 notable	 socialist	 and	 accidental	 American,	 is	 a	 fine	 commentator	
on the nature of  modern, corporate society, using that most despised medium of  
communication, thinking, to pass on words of  wisdom, words of  hope and words of  
four letters. ‘Stupid White Men’ is a fairly accurate account of  the SinsTM and failings 
of  most Neo-Catholics, and should not be used as a primer in case of  emergency.

Now, SinnerTM, go forth and be fnorded in the name of  His Holiness’ most beloved 
predecessors.

The (W)hol(e)y Texts of the Neo-Catholic Church cont.

“That Mad Arab even wanted me to sign his 
book!”

-E. Cthulhu, from her book ‘My Life with 
Yoggy.’ 51



s the Church’s leading authority on that loose collection of  badly written short 
stories and endless family genealogies I am often asked, “Superlativeness, what 
is the Neo-Catholic position on the Bible?” The answer is of  course “Strictly 

missionary, my son!” although doggy style is not out of  the question. In the following 
sermon I shall illuminate my answer fully.
 The Bible is perhaps, short of  the stone aardvark, the most useful and pertinent 
item to members of  the Neo-Catholic Church.
 The primary and most exciting characteristic of  the Bible is its size: it’s bloody 
huge. This makes it ideal as a doorstop and, perhaps more importantly, for Bible Bashing 
FundamentalistsTM. Bible Bashing FundamentalistsTM is a sacred rite of  the Neo-Catholic 
Church, involving the repetitive hitting of  Fundamentalists with the Bible. Using the 
Bible, rather than a baseball bat or crowbar, has the distinct advantage of  not leaving 
much in the way of  bruising, while still hurting a lot. And oh, the irony...
 Let us not forget the other important use for the Bible. The Bible is without a 
doubt the most potent cure for insomnia...1 by the sixth ‘begat’ even the most wired 
speed freak will be snoring.
	 A	final	characteristic	worth	mentioning	is,	of 	course,	the	holiness	of 	the	Bible,	
or, as we prefer to say in the Neo-Catholic Church, the Wholiness. For if  you manage 
to stay awake during the begettings and manage to read the entire collection then its 
profound wholiness becomes self-evident. To believe that the Bible is true is to believe 
in contradiction and paradox, two of  our most favourite doctrines.
 Originally written as a comedy, translated and expanded into a family genealogy 
and	finally	edited	by	a	deaf-dumb-and-blind	mute	(King	James)	the	Wholey	Bible	does	
indeed have a position in the Neo-Catholic Church.

Cardinal Darmeus

Why Not Start A Wholey Library?
The Purpose and Authority of the Holy Bible in the Neo-Catholic Church

By Cardinal Darmeus, Library Proctologist

Good Evening, Mr. Bond. I do not expect 
you to die, I expect you to proselytise.

1. Should you be lacking a Bible and still need a cure for insomnia, try the non-cinematic 
‘Lord of the Rings.’ The elfsong has almost the same effect as the ‘begats.’

A

52



i, Popey, what what.

Some	cove	down	Blightersfield	way	just	rang	me	up	and	asked	me	whether	
Collingwood’s ‘Arch-presentation of  the Linwood Collection’ would be suitable as a holy 
book,	or	even	just	a	wholey	one.	I	gave	him	a	stiff,	perhaps	unfriendly,	affirmative	and	
then let him drone on about appropriateness for a while before hanging up on him.
 So it’s made me think that we need some kind of  statement to the masses, my dear 
Pontiff, to explain to them that, basically, any book can be useful to a Selectivist if  they’re 
engaged in quasi-religious ceremonies.
 It was Cardinal Darmeus, I think, who, over a brandy and scotch on the rocks, 
pointed out to me that we shouldn’t even have a distinction between kinds of  text. 
Frankly, those Frenchies who came up with post-modernism have done a wonder for us 
Chaos types, since now we’ve got qualifed (apparently) academic backing to what we’ve 
been saying and doing for simply ages. It’s not intent that’s important, it’s apparent use. 
Someone	asked	me	to	define	stagnancy	 in	regard	to	process	the	other	day;	I	pulled	a	
book off  the shelf  at random (turned out to be Dick’s ‘Divine Invasion’) and quoted 
page	eighty-four,	second	paragraph	(having	opened	the	book	to	the	first	page	my	thumb	
found).	I	just	swapped	the	names	around	and	gave	that	as	my	answer.	She	seemed	quite	
content with it too.
 Ritual, pomp and ceremony, as well you know, are structures that point between 
nodes; miniature systems if  you will (and you do, don’t you?). The pathways seem to be 
the important thing; the actual how can be totally disregarded most of  the time with the 
same results showing through. So the words and their intent in a ceremony, in a reading, 
and	blah	blah	blah	can	be	ignored,	swapped	or	just	left	for	granted.
 Whether a book is holy is a matter only for the celebrant, I feel. We need to get 
that message out there, don’t you agree?

Yours sincerely,

HORansome, Esq.

The Nature of (W)hol(e)y Texts
By HORansome, Papal-Under-Secretary

“Brother Morthos is not missing.”
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The Papal Missives





he	missives	of 	Pope	Xander	Teilhard	de	Chardin	are	definitely	unique	in	Neo-
Catholic	 history	 and	 quasi-theology.	 Firstly,	 as	 the	 first	 of 	 his	 namesake	 to	
take the Neo-Catholic throne, his sermons and collected writings mark a new 

paragraph in the totality of  the Vatican archives, possibly a chapter (a chapter most 
assuredly	starting	with	 ‘X’,	 just	because	we’ve	never	had	a	Pontiff 	with	such	a	poncy	
name).	Secondly...	Well,	admittedly	I	wasn’t	really	briefed	on	just	how	unique	the	Pontiff 	
is, but he’s pretty special, I’ve got to tell you.
 Aha, my scrawl has revealed something of  import. I like barmaid’s aprons, although 
you shouldn’t wash them; the notes come right off. Yes, Pope Xander is, was, shall be, the 
first	Primallard	of 	the	Church	to	publish	the	missives	of 	lessers	as	if 	on	equal	footing	
with the Pope himself. Wonderful... I suppose.
	 Within	 these	 pages	 you	will	 find	 a	 delicious	 cornucopia	 of 	 thoughts,	 insights,	
slights and ramblings of  a man very much given over to nonsense with a few good ideas 
from time to time. Xander Teilhard de Chardin’s tenure has been marked by an increase 
in	annual	spending	in	all	financial	directions	(he	even	buys	money,	just	for	the	hell	of 	
it; we have the largest Peso collection, well, of  anywhere) and he attributes it to his 
Selectivist vision of  economics.
 Selectivism, as detailed everywhere, allows the practioner to believe quite contrary 
things in the space of  one mouthful of  Ernest Nagel’s delightful butter chicken (send 
us the recipe, please!). The Pope has this down pat; getting him to consistently sign his 
own name on Church documents is the trouble. One thing, though, that he remains 
remarkably	consistent	on	 is	 the	definition	of 	 the	 ‘MHM’	after	his	name.	“Most	Holy	
Mallard,”	he	will	say	to	me	when	I	test	him	upon	it,	“yes,	indeed	I	do	think	I	shall	define	
it	 as	Most	Holy	Mallard,	Heironymus.”	 I	 can	only	 presume	 that	 the	 title	 ‘Primallard’	
comes	directly	from	this,	but	as	he	won’t	actually	define	the	terms	of 	MHM	I	can	only	
guess.
 A note on the manuscripts themselves: the current Pontiff  tends to write his 
homilies in the strangest of  places and with the most peculiar collection of  stenographic 
devices. The works you are about to read are presented as an homage to arcane writing 
machines, seeing that no one could really be bothered doing much more than cursory 
restoration work upon these missives.
 Anything else of  note on this buxom wench’s coverall? No... As I’m sure you can 
imagine, there really isn’t much to say about the Pontiff, aside from “Draw your own 
conclusions	 from	 the	 collection	within;”	 that’s	 essentially	what	 I	 had	 to	 do,	 and	 you	
probably get paid more than me for it. How a man can be tithed for unpaid work I’ve 
never been able to work out...

Hieronymus Oliphant Ransome, PhD (DNS)

An Introduction to the Thought of Pope Xander Teilhard de 
Chardin, MHM

Wherein we Try to Explain what the Bloody Hell the Pope is Writing About
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1 alvete, my friends in varying levels of  faith. 2It gladdens the imperial might of  this 
heart of  mine to know that you’ve come to the ‘truth’, such as it is.

 3What is truth? 4As one friend of  mine might say ‘Fuck knows’, and indeed, that 
brother certainly does. 5Unfortunately he has yet to come down from that beautiful 
experiment in which he tried to splice absinthe and peote into one glorious plant. 6He 
enjoys	his	little	cage,	with	the	fluffy	bears	and	man-eating	crocodiles.
 7Anyway, truth. 8Funny concept that. 9Neo-Catholicism is the advocate, but not 
the	enforcer,	of 	the	Selectivist	Creed,	first	formulated	by	Messrs.	Ransome	and	Dentith	
whilst running one Portrico night. 10Now why they were running we still don’t know; 
Mr. Dentith becomes especially red-faced when quistled on the matter. 11Often he then 
points his arm to a space in the air behind me and says ‘Look, a UFO!’. 12By the time I 
have	verified	this,	Mr.	Dentith	has	usually	slunk	away.	13I think there might be something 
wrong with his eyesight, as the other day he did this when we were in the underground 
bunker... 14Not that you’re meant to know about that (the bunker, not the UFO).
 15Now some of  you might be asking exactly what is Selectivism? 16A good question. 
Selectivism, put simply, would be the most elegant idea you’ve heard, but I’m not one 
for calling a spade a spade. 17I prefer to know it as that tool used by the lower classes 
(who serve me) to mess up the backyard. 18Often they then go home and leave the mess 
overnight, when the rain makes the place look worse. 19Craftsmen	today	just	aren’t	up	
the standard that they were when my father was contemplating being a woman.
 20I’m rambling a bit here, aren’t I? 21Better sign off; someone wants a cup of  
coffee and is expecting me to get it. 22This waitress disguise is obviously detrimental to 
my bohemian lifestyle.
Pope Xander Teilhard de Chardin I, MHM, NC

Encyclical the First!
A message from our founder: Being the Repository of Much Information Useful in 
Corrupting the Formative Years of Adolescents everywhere...
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1 n acolyte, the other day, said unto me:
 2”Father,	what	is	the	Church’s	position	upon	SinTM?”
 3Well, after chaining him up and hitting him around the head with a dead rat 
filled	with	nails	(just	punishment	for	referring	to	me	incorrectly;	my	title	is	either	His	
Sanctimonious, Your Eminence, Pope, Most Holy or Ferrous Charley) I asked him to 
rephrase the query.
 4“Ferrous	Charley,”	he	said,	spitting	his	teeth	at	me	(for	it	had	been	quite	a	beating,	
I’ve	got	to	tell	you),	“whasht	ith...”
 5I stopped him then and there, because my robe was being pelted with gnashers 
which	looked	undignified.	6I decided to ask the question for him.
 7“Ferrous	Charley,	what’s	all	this	guff 	about	sins,	eh?”	I	said.	8“I mean, what’s it all 
about,	Alfie.”	9I smacked the side of  my head here. 10“Is	it	just	a	game	we	play?	11What’s 
it	all	about,	when	you	work	it	out,	Alfie?”
 12The acolyte groaned and fell into a deep slumber. 13I	find	that	my	singing	voice	
has that effect upon people. 14It’s how I replaced the Castro robot with the Bush robot 
last year. 15I also replaced the Bush robot with the faulty Thatcher bot which Uncle 
Polomius made. 16Nice arse on that, with a superb handlebar moustache.
 17Anyway, sin. 18Most people, including myself, claim that the Neo-Catholic 
Church has no particular stance on sin. 19Mainly because we deny its existence. 20That 
isn’t strictly true. 21SinTM exists, but sin isn’t what it used to be. 22Just like butter. 23!Butter 
used to be milk. 24Yoghurt... 25Well, truth be told, no one knows what yoghurt used to 
be. 26Personally, I think it was the fungus McKenna used to talk to. 27But it may have 
been lying to me as well. 28If  McKenna actually ever returns and tells us the truth of  
the matter maybe I’ll have more reason to believe, but I don’t and would rather eat 
a sandwich. 29Not that I want to remind you about the secret bunker... 30Suicide pill, 
anyone?
 31Sin	is,	to	most	religions,	the	objective	movement	away	from	ordained	normalcy.	
32Since Aquinas, the accidental wrong, while not pure, is not as tainted as the conscious 
action against the theistic. 33All of  this relies upon an idea of  strict religious orthodoxy 
or rule-making.
 34The	Neo-Catholic	Church	believes	firmly	(and	fruitily)	that	rules	are	made	to	
be	broken,	so	traditional	religious	dogmatism	is	just	a	Pacino	‘woohah;’	an	accidence	of 	
character thought to be essential.
 35So what do we offer as alternative?
 36First, a bit of  Evolution. 37It would be wrong to say there aren’t rules to the 
contingent world. 38They exist (and I speak here only as a moralist and not to the 
scientific	community	who	seem	to	think	that	my	flagrant	abuse	of 	gravity	in	regard	to	
my bouncing rabbit collection is needless and rather cruel) in the same way that narrative 
rules	exist	in	fiction.	39They are created. 40Not divinely (or at least we do not demand 
divine	creation	of 	rules	in	respect	to	our	more	atheistic	brethren),	 just	created.	41The 
action of  evolutionary movement (process, not progress) creates a set of  circumstances 
most suitable to our survival. 42!Ignore them and suffer the fate of  the Gogo (the prettier 

The Second Encyclical
SinTM
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dodo that died out when the Moulin Rouge closed).
 43Never one to furnish a full explanation I moved on... 44But this isn’t a narrative, 
it’s a missive, I said to myself.
 45So what, you ask exasperatedly, is SinTM, oh Pope, oh light of  my life, oh payer 
of  my bills, oh sweet, sweet, succour? 46A good question.
 47SinTM, technically, is a non-survival action. 48However, that means sky-diving, 
drug	use	and	the	watching	of 	Chevy	Chase	films	is	quite	sinful.	49Now, I don’t know 
about you, but only two of  those seem wrong. 50And even then I know someone who 
sky-dived who I would only want to call sinful because it arouses his family and that leads 
us into... 51But that’s a matter for the courts to decide. 52So the evolutionary argument, 
while a useful tool of  explanation for some things, isn’t one for sin. 53Use it if  you need 
to, but otherwise...
 54Contradiction, you say, reading the last paragraph. 55You say one thing and then 
disagree with it, all in the space of  a few lines. 56No real argumentation, no anything. 
57And I agree; shut up and listen. 58If  you really wanted to cognate over sin you wouldn’t 
be coming to a barely veneered Victorian thug whose discourses make little sense at the 
best of  times, would ye? 59No,	you’d	sit	down	and	think	about	what	you	find	so	oppressive	
in the world, you’d drop the pornographic magazine in your right hand and you would 
come to rely on other pleasures. 60So, you’re fucked up? 61Aren’t we all, darlings?
 62My, aren’t I getting ranty. 63Dictating missives to half  comatose acolytes is 
probably the second worst idea I’ve had all morning. 64The	first,	of 	course,	was	eating	
the mushroom salad. 65Not that the mushies were ‘special,’ oh no. 66No, the problem 
is, apparently, that according to the cook we didn’t have any mushroom salad in the 
kitchen.
 67Do you feel, I ask, that child rape is wrong? 68Do you disagree with tipping? 
69Are you happy with Americans trying to run local affairs? 70If  so, how do you explain 
all of  it? 71Do you construct epic rationales or do you rely, like Brother Homunculus, 
on dancing and theme song writing? 72Because there you have your answer. 73Sin is the 
power you give it. 74Attribute sinfulness upon the act and you create sin. 75The trouble 
with	sin	is	not	the	act,	it	is	the	judgement.
 76Which, of  course, begs the question:
 77“Father,	if 	not	sin,	then	what	is	wrong?”
 78Which, of  course, will get you no answer, because you’ve failed to address me 
properly. 79Now begone, I have things to do and a strange habit including naked pictures 
of  pot plants to indulge in.
Pope Xander Teilhard de Chardin I, MHM, NC
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1 sometimes wish that people would ask me about the Church’s attitude towards 
legalisied gambling, if  only so I could tell them of  the wonders of  ‘Penguin Pirate 
II,’	which	was	 the	discovered	 joy	of 	my	papal	 existence	 in	 the	merry	month	of 	

Succubus, in the year 1 AH. 2But no one ever asks that salient question, so all the penguin 
pirates	 of 	my	 cold	 Lovecraftian	 dreams	must	 exist	 unaided	 in	 their	 flights	 of 	 fancy,	
flights	of 	freedom.
 3One thing that is often asked, sometimes without profferance of  beer, is the 
question that surrounds the Church’s place in the ‘Grand Order of  ThingsTM,’	specifically	
the bit involving Eris, Stith’ctib and the can of  fried worms they opened in AD1863 (the 
most useful year of  all the Anno Domini dates). 4While the latter is a secret of  episkopal 
matters, the former is a tale that should be told, a piece of  general gossip, and therefore 
of  great use to us all.
 5The story of  the Golden Apple is, of  course, well known, 
even in the underworld. 6The tale of  Stith’ctib is not so, and further 
elucidation is not forthcoming until Messrs. Ransome and Dentith 
decide	to	write	the	definitive	biography	of 	the	year	0	AH	and	its	
relation to the unicycling gerbil colony of  Brother Morthos (addresses withheld).
 7Contrary to what you may have read, Stith’ctib is not Illuminati, Bavarian or 
otherwise (although his interest in Germanic Philosophies does make an interesting 
counterpoint). 8He is simply a product of  their system, a little psuedo-rebellion in an 
academic bottle, the false freedom that comes from being taught to ignore System 
(the analogy might have less allowance than has been made here). 9And there, my little 
eunuchs, the story rightly ends.
 10Not a bit satisfying, my story-telling, is it? 11No...
 12Neo-Catholicism, Selectivism, Epistemological Druidism, whatever you call 
it, is not a Discordian movement, in the way that everything, fortunately, is essentially 
a Discordian movement (even the Illuminati). 13The trappings of  Discordianism, the 
phrases, keynote addresses and all the other ideas that Selectivism embraces make us, 
as Malaclypse the Younger recommends on page 00024, an Episkopos, a from-scratch, 
unhindered Erisian movement seeking a more gentle, beer-loving path up the mountain 
to see exactly what’s going on...
 14Like good disciples of  Chaotica, we embrace all patterns, all philosophies and 
all conspiracies, especially those concerning international banking cabals (guys, give us a 
call!). 15Selectivism is choice, process for the sake of  process. 16We hold all beliefs; God 
as Yahweh, God as Eris, God as Non-existent. 17Atheists and polytheists sleep in the 
same bed (we fervently hope). 18Managers of  international, monopolistic corporations 
join	with	us	the	same	day	a	local	consortium	of 	socialists	swell	our	ranks.	19Truth is such 
a	subjective	thing,	if 	you	choose	it	to	be.
 20We overuse brackets when need be, too.
 21Think a little, if  only for a short while.
Pope Xander Teilhard de Chardin I, MHM, NC

A Third Encyclical
The Secret of the League of Inebriated Genteel Folk: Eris, Stith’ctib and the Origin of 
the Church
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1 hy does no one do the zombie dance to ‘Thriller’ anymore? 2In my youth 
(six monthes ago, admittedly) we pranced round like the undead prats we 
wanted to be even without the soothing tunes of  Meister Jackson. 3But 

the	halcyon	days	are	now	officially	over	and	people	have	hardly	a	passing	knowledge	of 	
Romero’s opus.
 4Which all leads me to some basic Chaotica, a little pattern 
recognition; computational matrices. 5Forget zen diagrams and 
four dimensional algorithims and go out and examine a dance 
floor	(preferably	with	people	dancing	on	it).	6Everyone of  those 
‘souls’ is a pattern, or part thereof, and as a gestalt they are a 
set, or subset, of  another, greater, pattern, a set of  computations, 
joined	by	several	points	to	the	meta-pattern	(that	subjective	idea	
existing within your own mind), but being individuals still due to 
that	subjective	experience	of 	the	concrete	mathematical	equation	
that is the music under interpretation. 7Add to that that the 
pattern	set	you	are	looking	at	is	just	a	further	pattern	fragment	to	
the	‘objective’	world,	and	that	your	observation	is	creating	pattern	
anyway and the problem of  placement begins in earnest.
 8The	 dancefloor	 holds	 much	 potential,	 no	 matter	 whether	 you	 are	 a	 disciple	
of  Chaos or simply someone interested in people. 9Whether you are a Discordian, a 
Selectivist, a member of  the Vienna Circle, or engaged in amateur cosmic aerobatics, the 
amount of  information being presented by one thing at one time must be of  interest. 
10Yet we either seemingly participate or we watch disdainfully, ignoring, perhaps rightly, 
the middle-ground.
 11I say, as your Pope, as your benefactor, as your paid friend, that you should 
strive to be a natural part of  the pattern and not an expected aspect of  it. 12Cause a stir, 
instil new feelings, form a clique; do something. 13A recognised pattern should not be 
an	intellectual	feat;	it	can’t,	subjectively.	14You have an opportunity before you; at least 
choose not to take it rather than ignore it.
 15The madness will resume. Do not panic.

Pope Xander Teilhard de Chardin I, MHM, NC

Go Fourth Encyclical!
Computational Matrices and Dancing: Zombie Dancing Patterns

B00005NUZN - 4

W

Get Jiggy wid tha Zombi’ 
Pope

62



1   conducted a lengthy survey the other day to ascertain the young generation’s expec-
tation of  society, culture and the continued delights of  Penguin Pirate II. 2Late that 
night I received the following answer from a great American (I leave it to the dis-

cretion of  my parishioners to decide which one). 3I reprint it below. 4There is obviously 
some secret hidden within the message, but all I’ve been able to get from it is ‘XsesSxess-
SexexexeXs,’	which	seems	to	mean	very	little	at	this	juncture.

5Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex SexSex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex sex Sex Sex Sex Sex 
Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex SeX Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex 
Sex Sex Sex SEX Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex SeX Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex 
Sex Sex sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex SEX Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex 
Sex Sex Sex SexSex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex 
Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex SEX Sex Sex Sex SeX Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex 
Sex SEX Sex  Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex SexSex Sex Sex Sex SexSex Sex Sex Sex 
Sex Sex sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Pie Sex Sex SeX 
Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex SEX Sex Sex Sex SeX Sex Sex Sex Sex 
Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex SEX Sex Sex Sex Sex sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex 
Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex SexSex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex SexSex Sex Sex sex Sex Sex 
Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex SEX Sex Sex Sex SeX Sex  Sex 
Sex Sex Sex SexSex Sex Sex Sex SexSex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex sex Sex Sex 
Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex  Sex Sex SEX Sex Sex Sex Sex SeX Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex 
Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex SeX Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex SexSex Sex 
Sex Sex SexSex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex 
Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex Sex

6Not even a bloody full stop to it.

Pope Xander Teilhard de Chardin I, MHM, NC

The Filth Encyclical
This Will Get Your Attention: Lots of Sex (not steaming...)
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1 want to change the world.
 2I was at the Vatican the other day (actually, ‘twas tonight, but when I get around to 

having this transcribed it will be the morrow, or the next, so it’s half  accurate, 
which	is	better	than	three-eighths,	which	is	how	it	sounded	originally;	that’s	the	benefit	
of  using an Akkadian key). 3I have two friends there, close, special, very dear to me, 
friends	 who	 shall	 remain	 nameless	 (but	 happen	 to	 be	 the	 two,	 non-fictional,	 male	
cardinals	listed	upon	the	official	Church	list	(which	I	top);	brackets	within	brackets,	eh.	
Classy.). 4I never see enough of  them, and not due to their movement of  the pressures 
of  our economic society. 5I	owe	so,	so	much	to	them,	especially	Darmeus	(oops,	 just	
slipped one name) who mentioned aardvarks to me, in that he feels 
objectivism	(and	skepticism)	fails	to	appreciate	them	in	regard	to	meta-
physical theories. 6I also especially owe Hewligan (there goes another 
one; two especiallys in one breath probably devalues both of  them) 
for	 his	 constant	 grounding	 of 	my	flights	 of 	 fancy,	 all	 done	with	 an	
impeccable education and a suspect tone of  voice.
 7Anyway, I see them not often enough, and it is, frankly, all my fault. 8Can’t blame 
the	Mongoose	Men	of 	Mars	for	this	one	(although	I	have	sold	the	film-rights).	9They’re 
my ‘conquering the world, old style’ compatriots and I love them dearly. 10Truth be told 
I owe much of  my current mental state to them. 11Hurrah!
 12Anyway, we were talking about whether Ozymandias was a good guy or an evil-
doer likely to buy Richard Simmons’ videos (the latter half  we have yet to decide). 13It’s 
a conversation you can’t really have with academic philosophers as a) they don’t know 
the lit and b)they tend to become nihilists or existentialists well before you meet them. 
14Hewligan thinks Adrian is evil, or at least not good, while Darmeus and I think he is 
the hero of  the piece, despite his large ego (Ozymandias’, not Darmeus’).
 15Where, though, do we draw the line? 16Adrian works for the greater good but 
still is self-serving. 17His motives, then, are somewhat suspect. 18Long term, utilitarian-
wise, his results really don’t deviate from the current norm; he delays armageddon, he 
cannot prevent it. 19So what is the worth of  his actions?
 20Ozymandias sees a pattern, a social structure (probably barn-shaped, due to the 
American setting) and effects pattern change. 21The web of  belief  he elects to revise is 
the whole human inward fascination with itself; he chooses to move that focus outwards, 
away from the growing, festering gaze of  a bored planet of  people. 22And for that 
moment, everything is better. 23!The gaze will return to that inner space.
 24Compare this to the complete egotist who remanufactures reality to their own 
liking. 25He, she, it creates a pattern change, but this change is more of  one around a 
point. 26You could argue that Adrian’s act is point-centric, but the key difference here 
should be that the egotist’s point is entirely based upon the self  and does not even try to 
solve the problem, only to shift it along horizontally. 27Ozymandias changes a structure 
and eradicates an issue, only to know it will reform. 28His movement is vertical, whether 

Encyclical the Sixth
Attention, Loony Revolutionary Alert! I Yearn, You Yearn, We All Yearn to Delta the 
World!

“Oh gods,” he cried, “why must I suffer so?” And the 
Lord replied “Well, if you would take up drinking...”
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it be up or down. 29The problem will reappear in another place.
 30What can I learn from this little bit of  pop-philosophy of  pop-culture? 31To 
sacrifice	oneself 	to	the	devil,	for	the	greater	good,	is	noble?	32The needs of  the many 
outweigh the needs of  the few, the one? 33There is no hope in semolina? 34Well, the 
lesson, I think, is transparent, and with that I am going to bed (with a little deviation on 
the way).

Pope Xander Teilhard de Chardin I, MHM, NC

Encyclical the Sixth: Attention, Loony Revolutionary Alert! cont.

Universal Constant Regulation Committee

Re: Stability of  the Speed of  Light

Been reading a fair bit of  science recently in regard to the whole deterministic, mechanical world 
view being enforced upon unborn grad students by our Bavarian-hopeful friends. Seems that the 
delightful	Johnny	Foreigner	Universe	is	having	a	little	difficulty	being	constant	with	its	application	of 	
light propagation, causing some scientists to cast aspirations on other scientists, et cetera, et cetera.
 Normally I would quite happily allow this kind of  of  frivolity, seeing that it promotes free 
thinking, dissension and dysentry in nearly all quarters, but this really isn’t playing fair (or cricket). 
Allowing	 fluctuating	 speeds	 of 	 light	 will	 only	 make	 the	 Universe	 play	 with	 other	 fundamental	
constants, like sound, viscosity of  certain cheeses and the like. So I’m going to recommend we 
enforce	a	new	value	of 	5.23	on	light	and	jolly	well	force	Johnny	Universe	to	play	ball,	so	to	speak.	
While we’re at it, let’s make Pi equal 3.3 (recurring). We all know it’s meant to.
	 I’m	thinking,	to	get	everything	on	track,	of 	a	leaflet	campaign,	a	few	radio	spots	and	a	cheap,	
made-for-cable documentary. Possibly an encyclical from the other Catholic Church against such a 
move, so we can ensure wider acceptance. All thoughts to the last month’s billing address, with the 
name ‘Cesar McDowell’ written upon it.

Tara ra,

HORansome, Esq.
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1 rescription living, someone once postulated in my presence (that which corpulates 
others), is the systemic guide to existence. 2Which is half  true, or, as Cardinal 
Hewligan would ultimately (and automatically) say, a load of  arse, a piece of  

wanky philosophy if  ever he heard it. 3He’s right, of  course, in the same way that he 
was right about the last statement. 4Which means he’s quite probably wrong about being 
right, and right about it being wrong. 5I think one of  my secret bunker cookies is on 
order for the person who understands all of  this. 6Thoughts	flow	 too	 freely	near	 so	
much	nubile	flesh.
 7Anyway. Guides to Life(TM and otherwise) abound; magazines, self-help groups, 
guide books, girl guides, gurus, girl gurus, nude gurus, nude girls, business managers, 
mismanagers, the whole lot, whether an organised religion or the collected ravings of  
a madman, tell us what we ought to be doing. 8They plot a path through life, tell us to 
do A, forget doing B, forgo C, neglect D, E(cstasy) and possibly F. 9They tell us how to 
create money, how to dispose of  cash, to live alone, to develop communities and how, in 
rare cases, to clean, cook and eat an aardvark. 10Hurrah, yippee and yuppity-shippity.
 11Which poses a bit of  a quandry for an evangelical Selectivist. Gnosticism was as 
successful as the ‘Spread Syphilis this Summer’s concert series; Selectivism, you’d hope, 
might be slightly more effective (and as much fun). 12Nearly each ‘way’ is meant to be 
exclusively true. 13To react against one, then, is to give a new guide to life-living, even 
if 	it	is	“Do	not	follow	the	path	of 	the	‘Big	Teeth’	Man.”	14This missive, especially this 
missive, the one on SinTM,	the	various	‘Tenets...,’	etc.,	are	just	more	bloody	guides.
 15You can’t, unfortunately, actually practice disdain for formulas, it’s intellectually 
self-defeating. 16What you can do, though, is be honest about it. 17You can’t claim yours 
is the right path and you can’t say there is no ‘right’ path either. 18Which	 just	 leaves	
dialogue, mind changing, willy-waggling and the like. 19All good stuff, except the bits 
about the ferrets.
 20I	suppose	it	all	just	boils	down	to	looking	at	it	all	and	selecting	your	way	through.	
21Sounds like a good plan to me.

Pope Xander Teilhard de Chardin I, MHM, NC

Yet Another Contender for the Seventh Encyclical
Thirty things to do before Deep-throating your Man
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1 t is easy to lose hope.
 2There, I’ve said it. 3Hope is the easiest attribute to lose when you are seemingly 

moving against the current of  theology, teleology and simple belief. 4The loss of  
hope leads to the loss of  belief, and that, my friends, lends itself  to the ultimate loss of  
belief.
 5Belief  is, to quote the Erisian rules of  Mornington Crescent (given unto us by 
the Prophent Andrew Bulhak), a tripartite set of  aporia, intension and ellipsis. 6Aporia 
is simple; everything you do is set, not necessarily designed, to further the movement of  
your system (note the lack of  capitalisation there; this is not System improper). 7Loss 
of  hope here stops process, and the cessation of  process is detrimental, not for its own 
sake, but because non-process is the allowance of  the status-quo and its continuance.
 8Intension is the content of  hope, the content of  belief. 9Intension is the ultimate 
ego-centric process, because intension, no matter what the end, results in the content 
being you. 10It centres the system upon your node of  the meta-philosophy. 11Loss of  
hope here robs you of  responsibility, and therefore robs your belief  of  context.
 12Ellipsis is the hardest; ellipsis is, on one hand, the misunderstanding of  what is 
being done. 13Loss of  belief  lends itself  to this interpretation. 14This is not, as a Neo-
Catholic, necessarily wrong but it detracts, possibly from its other function, which is not 
to mask purpose but to reveal it not as a single attribute of  system but rather as part of  
the whole, something that can only be purposeful in the context of  the entirety.
 15Such is the weight of  hope, and its loss.
 16It is also easy to feign positivity.
 17The two, loss of  hope and feigned positivity, lead to System. 18Hope and 
positivity	 are	definitely	Systemic	concepts,	 just	 as	despair	 and	negativity	 are	 found	 in	
the systems of  many individuals. 19And you cannot easily say that hope and positivity 
will take you from System to system. 20The reverse is true as well. 21But, and my, aren’t 
I starting sentences in a way most English teachers would disapprove of, the movement 
to	System,	however	possible,	should	be	enough	to	make	you	think	“Why?”	22We should 
be scared of  System, because System is the package, the rigid guidelines that subsume, 
rather than accommodate.
 23!When hope seems hollow, when despair weighs heavily, you feel alone. 24But 
you are never alone. 25No matter how unique your approach to the Meta-philosophy, 
someone will understand your Selectivism. 26It	is	not	an	easy	fix,	it	is	not	a	simple	matter;	
you	have	to	find	them,	you	have	to	talk	with	them,	or	write	to	them,	or	smoke	signal	
them (or possibly take mind-altering drugs so that the mushrooms can get in contact 
with them for you). 27Better that, though, than the other option.

Pope Xander Teilhard de Chardin I, MHM, NC

Eight, Eight, Eight Encyclicals! Muaha...
Blood from the Heart: Continuing the Story So Far (Without the Amendment of 
Despair)
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1 pparently Catholicism, the old-skool Roman form popular with children and 
religious	figures	for	near	on	two	thousand	years,	 is	having	an	effect	on	the	
faithful, for the faithful are currently engaging in a new depravity, a new SinTM 

so great that I may have to get out the ‘Papal Paddling Stick (Patent Pending)’ and whup 
arses. 2I	might	even,	 for	 the	benefit	of 	our	American	faithful,	whup	asses,	but	 they’ll	
need to provide the dromedary. 3This Pope isn’t made of  money you know (nor cream 
cheeses, despite what the altar servers might be saying behind the bike sheds… the 
trollops).
 4Before you accuse me of  rambling on with euphemisms about sex and general 
perversion (why stop the habits of  several lifetimes?) let me explain myself  fully. 5Many 
of 	my	flock	(note	the	possessive;	I	now	own	your	ungodly	souls	and	trade	them	frequently	
for Guggo, the causal drink of  SinsTM!) are providing the world with accounts of  their 
activities, public accounts. 6For some reason, according to their obviously mongoloid 
brows,	we	are	meant	to	be	interested	in	trips	down	the	pub	or	films	they	may	have	seen	
with friends who might exist (outside their boring, trapped imaginations). 7Well, I, for 
one, am not. 8I care not one whit. 9If  I want to read your diary (and effectively that is all it 
is)	I	will	pillage	your	house	and	take	it	(along	with	any	other	item	I	might	find	delectable;	
stock up on smurfs and Wodehouse, would you?). 10If  I want to know about what you 
did during the week you can confess it to me in private; we must learn to repress. 11Public 
admissions and the defence of  free speech lead the world to America, and we don’t want 
a repeat of  that, do we? 12No. 13We’d rather be paddled, wouldn’t we? 14Good.
 15I have spent some time trying to divine why people feel the need to express their 
boring little lives to the world. 16Diary-writing, an ancient art, was essentially a private 
affair; diaries were hidden and locked away (much like a dairy on a Sunday night when you 
really want a… but that’s another matter); you, the non-writer, were not meant to read 
them. 17Many wanted their personal correspondence destroyed after death, and rightly 
so. 18Nearly everyone in the world is a boring bastard, and most of  what we think to be 
unique experiences aren’t. 19I	could	tell	you	about	five	days	amongst	the	Jesuits;	I	know	
that most of  the faithful know little about the proceedings of  the Marlanok Society, and 
the	hijinks	of 	level	five	of 	the	Secret	Bunker	(Suicide	pill,	anyone?)	would	be	enough	
to	make	de	Sade	write	as	Shakespeare	(once	the	jitters	stopped),	but	do	I	tell	you	about	
them? 20No. 21Sharing and caring (the excuse proffered by some many of  the sinners of  
today’s sermon) is only made interesting when it is selective. 22Tell me something that no 
one else knows and I am happy (and I will undoubtedly enter it in the Junior Ganymede 
book); reveal it to the world the next morning and suddenly I think much less of  you. 
23!And I think so little of  you all anyway. 24You cannot imagine how little. 25I am Jupiter 
to your Uranus; grease that sphincter… 26Oh, yes, sorry.
 27Anyway, stop it.

Pope Xander Teilhard de Chardin I, MHM, NC

Encyclical the Ninth
Public Confessionals...

“Mathematically, my name is meaningless. 
Then again, the name of God in base twelve 
systems doesn’t translate well to anything.”
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1 t appears that I might have forgotten more than I know now, and all the memories 
sacrificed	are	those	I	can	truly	call	my	own.

 2All that we do is recorded by time, although time is not a feature of  the world we 
have complete epistemic access to. 3Some remember what they have done, some 

are	incapable	of 	recalling	even	the	simplest	of 	events,	but	all	in	all,	the	major	events	of 	
world history leave their mark in some way. 4Our pasts, though, the remembrance of  the 
little, unnoticed things that we have done as individuals, these are ours, and ours alone if  
we wish it. 5I remember the Bali bombing, but, for some reason, do not easily remember 
the two girls who hit upon me one night whilst out dancing.
 6It is claimed that a man is the sum of  his life, a Timelord doubly so. 7The sum 
of  my life is less than the total of  my existence; I run across memories from a year ago, 
things I wrote in letters to friends or in my aborted diaries, and I read these happenings 
knowing not how they will end. 8I should be disconcerted, but I am not. 9My life does not, 
in truth, interest me as an historical event. 10I know what I want, I know approximately 
how to achieve those wants and I know that there are some things I have done I wished 
I hadn’t; all my memories and thoughts revolve around what is to 
come, and how I have avoided, or not avoided, certain obstacles. 
11The past, the personal past, is irrelevant. 12I remember bits and 
I forget pieces as my nature dictates. 13As I wish; the individual 
who is Xander Teilhard is not important; any monkey can play my 
role. 14What I achieve is of  import; individuality is a false and non-
precious commodity.
 15The truth of  any social philosophy is found in the removal of  notable individuals; 
the	focus	is	on	the	group	and	the	memetic	influences	that	create	and	support	it.	16Christ, 
in regard to Christianity, is a cipher, an ideal avatar that has a body of  associated literature 
that supports the promulgation of  one of  the world’s most successful religions. 17The 
Manifesto, that which you are reading, is another meme, one that will be tested not by the 
success of  the individuals that follow it but rather by the longevity it has in regard to all 
those who have read it. 18The Selectivists are pre-eminent; the current Brother Morthos 
is not. 19Anyone can be Morthos; everyone has been.

Pope Xander Teilhard de Chardin I, MHM, NC

The Tenth Encyclical
The Last Will and Testament of Xander Teilhard de Chardin
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Theosophy





ftentimes it will happen that one of  the younger, less wise members of  The Church 
will approach me at some opportune moment to enquire of, and discuss, the great 
questions of  life. Normally, of  course, I respond to such questioning with a sound, 

and frequently fatal, beating. No one likes awkward questions, least of  all those of  us engaged 
in the business of  religion.
 On some rare occasions, however, when my mood is lighter, (a chance more rare, 
indeed, even than the great Sanctus Jack venturing out into the Big Blue Room - which would 
break with his vows of  misanthropy) I point the young aspirant in the direction of  an oracle1. 
Oracles, of  course, like the humble dictionary, the out-of-date encyclopaedia and the drunken 
revelation that is working how much you spent at the bar last night.
 Of  late, however, it has come to my attention that The Church is sadly short on 
funds, (it is possible that the cause of  this can be traced to His Holiness’s acquisition of  a 
rather lovely set of  antique sterling silver butt plugs) and that therefore, our donations to the 
Policemen’s Benevolent Fund will have to be curtailed. Well, it was either that or less whisky, 
so there really was little choice. As such, the senior members of  The Church have had to 
drastically curtail the number of  fatal beatings administered to the more inquisitive members 
of 	the	flock.
 In order to be seen to be doing my part, I have chosen to personally question the 
oracles	and	present	my	findings	here	for	the	edification	of 	all.	Thus,	anyone	still	engaged	in	
the activities necessitating such beatings will have clearly brought it on themselves, and need 
be no concern to either The Church or the constabulary. Of  course, as with any oracle, the 
answers	can	be	somewhat	difficult	to	interpret.	Therefore,	I	have	included	my	own	humble	
commentary upon the answers.
 And so, without further ado, I present The Great Questions, and their even greater 
answers.

What is the meaning of life?

This is, of  course, an almost completely meaningless question, that invariably invokes inane 
philosophical drivel. Frankly, the only person more deserving of  a fatal beating than the one 
who	asks	such	a	question	is	the	one	who	actually	dignifies	it	with	what	they	consider	to	be	a	
meaningful answer. Here is a rather more pertinent answer.

life (lf), n. pl. lives (lvz)
 1. The property or quality that distinguishes living organisms from dead organisms 
and inanimate matter, manifested in functions such as metabolism, growth, reproduction, and 
response to stimuli or adaptation to the environment originating from within the organism.
 2. The characteristic state or condition of  a living organism.

Read Darwin and stop looking for easy answers.

Self-service Meanings
By Cardinal Hewligan of the Mighty Wrist, with a little grudging assistance from Mr. Ransome.
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1: In days past the oracle bristled with Googalism, something we have had to forsake re: the printed 
page. Damn the Devil and his legions of tortoise-shelled ink-squirters for their rigidity and non-
connectiveness...
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Why is there evil?

Because mankind, as it turns out, is quite astoundingly stupid, and The Creator is, frankly, 
ashamed of  us.
 Of  course, he did create us in his own image, so what would he know?

What happens to people when they die?

They go to sleep in the ground, neglect their skin care regime and await the day their personal 
god comes and unleashes them as an undead horde upon the world.

When is the day of judgement going to arrive?

When,	and	I	quote,	“Jesus	Kommer	Snart!”

I think that says it all.

If Jesus loves me so much, why can’t I get laid?

Apparently the Lord Jesus Christ, Son of  God, Saviour of  the World, refuses to answer this 
one. Chalk up another loss for the OmniGod theory.

Who put the bop in the bop shee-bop shee-bop?

Satan.	In	fact,	The	Great	Defiler	is	responsible	for	all	of 	those	despicable	forms	of 	music	
that never get played on ‘Songs of  Praise.’
	 Which	really	just	goes	to	show	you,	he’s	not	such	a	bad	bloke,	after	all.

Is the next installment of the Star Wars franchise going to suck?

What	does	is	matter,	you’re	going	to	see	it	anyway.	You	might	as	well	just	mail	ten	dollars	to	
George Lucas, and reclaim what would otherwise be a couple of  wasted hours that could be 
spent on more worthy pursuits - like buying your humble cardinal a drink for all the work 
he’s doing for you, you ungrateful wretch.

Cardinal Hewligan

The Oracle Answers... cont.
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haos, not related by much to the concept of the Sacred Chao, but linked 
to it, is not magick/magic at all, although magic/magick has never 
been what people thought it to be anyway (for it never succumbs to 

peer pressure, unless ritualistic hallucinogenics are involved). Chaos Magick, 
or Chaotica as we shall now know it, is mere pattern recognition at worst, and 
pattern creation at best, with a bit of nullification thrown in at the deep end 
for safety’s sake.
 Mere, I say, because it isn’t as if it is something we don’t happen to be 
doing all the time, yet it is essential as a study because we do it half-heartedly. 
In actually thinking about what we do we change the pattern. Change, even 
when bad, is never negative. Hold that thought, as it’s not a tautology.
 Pattern change, or cementation, was only seen as magical because its 
practitioners had an audience that accepted causal structures other than that 
of pure materialism. This is not to say that Chaotica is not of a wholly differ-
ent order to that of other systems, and this is not to say that it is. Patterns exist 
to us in everything we might care to focus on. Chaos Magick is just this pat-
tern in regard to human interaction. It is chaos because we like to think that 
we are unique and it is chaos because we cannot keep a series of events from 
forming some set of connections in our consciousness.
 Pattern recognition is easy; we do this all the time. There is even a name 
for this mental activity; supervenience. Pattern creation, though, that which 
we wish to supervene on the experience of others, that is more difficult. Yet 
none of this is impossible; for a simple pattern it is as hard as learning how 
to write, which is a pattern-formation skill in itself. Pattern nullification, now 
this is onerous task and often unnatural; most supposed pattern deconstruc-
tions are only changes and most pattern eliminations are simply seen as the 
natural ends of the existing regularities.
 The most important thing to realise, though, is that everything we see 
and do in regard to patterns is creationary and that these patterns exist sub-
jectively. They are unique to the individuals experiencing them. That crea-
ture, my friend, is the practitioner.
 Keep all this in mind.

A Treatise on Chaos and Selectivism
~ Part One ~

The Initiation as to the Knowledge of the Art
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e aware that by taking what I say here to be true you suffer under what I warn 
against!
 There is a thing called System and a group of items known as system; they are the 

Meta-Philosophy.
 Meta-Philosophy is the life-force, the essence, the very existential substance of the lives 
you lead. It comes pre-packaged and it is available in digestible tablets that allow you to 
construct whatever you want of it. It cloaks science in obfuscating terms and makes astrology 
seem understandable and true. Dictionaries don’t define it, artists avoid it and the Bohemians 
ignore it socially because it’s an embarrassment to them. Only small children pay attention 
to it and we train them out of that. Why? Because the Meta-Philosophy is good, the Meta-
Philosophy is powerful and, most importantly, the Meta-Philosophy is useful. The Meta-
Philosophy explains things. The Meta-philosophy also disempowers, it destroys and it hates. A 
little from column A and a little more from column B, depending on your outlook. And your 
outlook is most, at least, system.
 It’s all beginning to sound a bit like Continental Philosophy, isn’t it? Wank we can’t 
escape from, so we just get a little depressed, and start wearing berets.
 System is the explaining mechanism of the ‘actual’, the realm of objectivity we currently 
labour under, although it should be pointed out objectivity is an idea belonging mostly to the 
middle-class (and not one entirely supported by upper echelon academics, who took some very 
fruity concoctions a few decades back and still balk at the idea of a mushroom salad). System 
is like a song by Queen: a good beginning but it tails off in quality before the supposed end, 
making you wonder what the fuss was all about. And like Queen it has become an institution. 
Systems don’t compete anymore.
 That’s not strictly true, but then again, as Selectivists, we should not be believing all and 
sundry anyway; having contrary thoughts in your mind, and accepting both, is a very healthy 
thing to do. Just like trepanning. You do get system competition; astrologists and astrophysicists, 
for example. But System, the whole shebang, the great moolah maker, the trouser press of 
uniformity, that is a bumpy, but continuous sheet that intersects all patterns. And what an 
intersection it has become.
 System pervades because it is expressive and has become generally accessible to all and 
sundry; emphasis on sundry. The drive towards uniformity of thought and language either is 
the result or the cause of rampant System; it is hard to tell this far back down the track. Did 
we invent the axe to chop trees or to cave someone’s head in more efficiently? Answers on a 
postcard.
 As an expressive attribute System has become an essential one. Communication 
strategies make that movement; the better you think the world is explained by one set of beliefs 
over the other the more likely you are to start using it. Pity the poor fundamentalist creationists 
(and I do, believe me), although with closer inspection they might well have a freedom we 

A Meta-Philosophic Primer
~ Part One ~

The First Set of Principles

B00002480N - 01

B

76



don’t, at least in theory (blind obedience to a book, though, seems an interesting way out of 
that system).
 Some of the modern French philosophers have been right to question language’s role 
as a communication strategy. System really only exists if you have concrete ideas you want 
to distribute, and language, especially with certain people having an insistance upon the 
dictionary as the final arbitrator of meaning. System is the structure that places the stuff of our 
surroundings into tidy boxes, usually with sub-standard labelling. And System is remarkably 
resilient.
 System is not the Meta-Philosophy, rather it is a Meta-Philosophy, and a successful one. 
As survival stratagems go, the current System will be with us for a while.
 All this would be rather pointless if I wasn’t suggesting some kind of survival mechanism 
for non-System thinkers, or those who would like to be part of such a ‘thing’. The answer, is, 
of course, Selectivism, or the hodge-podge belief system. And make no mistake, Selectivism is 
system. It has coherence, of a sort, and it gets catagorised, quantified, specified and ostracised 
by System. Selectivism is not an escape, it is a diversion, an avenue the mind can take to escape 
‘objectivity’ and look at itself and System with healthy derision. It is the atheist’s gnosticism, the 
Pope’s kabbalah, Mr. Potatohead’s diseased pancreas. Selectivism is in a constant movement 
away from itself, just as it moves towards itself, around itself and ignores itself with each 
practitioner. Thus lies the apparent problem of rule creation. But more incoherent ramblings 
later.

Meta-Philosophic Primer Parte the First cont.

77



haos Magick, or Chaotica, is, in my usage, the creation and utilisation 
of patterns in the world. The ideal goal is to create or nullify self-
ordaining patterns, known more commonly, and inaccurately, as 

prophecies.
 Chaos is not solely about begetting disorder, although such Chaos 
Magicks are, indeed, practiced; if you seek them then look elsewhere, for 
this text will not be your aid in that life. If you seek to understand the 
way of things, how System interacts, then here is a beginning, a middle 
and an end, but probably not all three for every reader.  Let me literally 
illustrate that which I care to explain here; a demonstration of pattern creation, 
acknowledgment and fulfilment.

The above diagram is an example of a pattern chart. The why and how of 
such charts is not currently important; all we need do is show how a pattern, 
or patterns, can be created.
 Upon the chart you will notice five symbols and the letter ‘Z’. Beneath 
each symbol is a collection of five letters and five numbers; beneath ‘Z’ is the 
number 1. Between each of these symbols is a link to at least one other of the 
sigils. Make of these links what you will.
 Pattern charts, Zen diagrams, whatever you might call them, are focal 

A Treatise on Chaos and Selectivism
~ Part Two ~

Patterns, Assemblages, Reflection
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points for simple pattern creation or recognition; they are akin to a deck of 
tarot cards, a palmister’s open hand and the I Ching. Such tools are simply an 
aid to their reader and a draw to the subject under examination.
 In our case study we ask for, from our subject, a number and a letter, 
or a collection of letters and numbers. Starting from a chosen point (if you 
know the subject, start from your own symbol (chosen or found with the help 
of another); if the subject is a friend of a friend then start from the friend’s 
symbol as arrived to via moving her/him through the transformation from 
your own), process the letter first, moving through the series to the closest 
point to the chosen character. Then move according to the number to the 
closest numeral. We are at a symbol. We have already, in someone’s eyes at 
least, created a pattern.
 The symbol has meaning; otherwise why would you be moving towards 
it? But what meaning? We will delve into this at a later point; for the moment 
we will discard the diagram’s symbolic representation and we will just create 
a series of meanings from the knowledge of the target.
 In this case study we know the target and want to create a pattern for 
him or her. The first thing we need to do is create a pattern that will appear 
to be coming true, self-ordaining. The examples here are rather commonplace 
and entirely logical (to the extent that the magician is seen here to be almost 
stupid); it is the lesson that is important. Let us assume that our target is a 
heavy smoker; she inhales deeply and smokes often. It is not unreasonable, in 
this day and age, to suggest that she could be prone to emphysema. Playing 
this as a prediction allows you to, every time she coughs and splutters, every 
time she is out of breath, to note it. Let us assume, then, that in time she 
comes to believe such a prediction, or admit its likelihood. There is now a 
preponderance to give more weight to the other predicted items. Now even 
vague utterances such as ‘You will lose something dear to you’ will have 
weight, despite the fact that it is so general as to be meaningless. Everyone 
loses things dear to them all the time, whether it be family members, or 
something lost in a house move. But the more these things cascade, the more 
what you say becomes a fulfilled prophecy.
 This, then, is creating the semblance of a pattern; by telling the person 
these things they create, for themselves, should they come to believe them, 
a web of truths-that-have-come-to-be. True ‘magick’ though would be to say 
something that would appear unlikely to be true.
 The target has begun to believe what you have said. They place weight 
upon these things; the subject has imbued them with meaning. Once one 
set of beliefs seems true they are more likely to believe in the next, or in 
that unlikely claim you first made (although it would be unwise to make 
such unlikely claims in the first instance, as the subject will tend to ignore 
everything you say thereafter; wait until they believe before you go this far).

Chaos and Selectivism Treatise Parte the Second cont.
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eo-Catholicism, as I was saying to Brother Morthos, who was safely encased in 
the Cage of  Good Misfortune, is nothing if  it isn’t about choice, freedom and 
the proper insertion of  the word ‘aardvark’ into good dinner conversation (and 

the host(ess), if  you’re lucky).
	 “But,	Ferrous	Charley,”	Morthos	began,	removing	the	leather	straps	from	around	his	
ankles, “Your preceding monologue on the nature of  System and its structure in regard to 
the	Meta-Philosophy,	while	delightfully	vague,	pompous	and	deserving	of 	a	first	year	meta-
physics student, the kind destined to cultivate long hair, hippy ways and no girl-friends in the 
local	area	code,	didn’t	tell	us	much	about	the	movement,	know	what	I	mean?”
 I had resisted slapping Brother Morthos, not because he was long-winded, taking 
liberties, or even that he had a point I wasn’t really willing to concede to him, but rather 
because there were these rather large, strong iron bars between us and my arm would have 
got	jammed.	Morthos	has	beady	eyes	and	I	am	sure,	given	the	chance,	he’d	choose	to	gnaw	
at my good person. Bastard.
 “You	do	realise,”	I	started,	an	acolyte	wiping	the	saliva	and	blood	from	one	side	of 	
my mouth, “that your tirade has nothing to do with my preceding statement. Plus you’re 
beginning	to	sound	a	little	too	much	like	me	for	our	narrative	good.”
	 “Right	you	are,	guv’nor...”	Morthos	said,	smiling.
	 “Too	Hewligan-esque.”	I	replied	quickly.
	 “You	think?	Ne’ermind.	Well,	Pontificus	Minimus,	what	I	am	pointing	out	is	that	you	
laboured	the	point	of 	us	being	trapped,	and	all,	in	System,	muttered	briefly	on	Selectivism	
and	then	buggered	off 	to	write	part	three,	leaving	us	a	bit	in	the	lurch.”
	 “I	see,”	I	said	slowly,	watching	him	open	the	cage	door.	A	quick	movement	forward	
and... slap, a large Pope-hand-shaped mark on his cheek. I smiled happily, ready to burble.
 The preceding account says very little about Selectivism, aside from raising dubious 
questions about what Brother Morthos was doing inside that cage. Better to move backwards 
through time to the day Morthos, a lowly acolyte, came into my presence. I was a simple 
Cardinal	in	those	days,	my	days	filled	with	drink	from	the	founts	that	would	soon	become	
the Vatican of  our precious organisation. Morthos was a man of  account somewhat close 
to Blessed Jack’s vision of  the new world, although now Brother Morthos has strayed from 
that path and taken upon himself  the weight of  several kegs, internally kept.
	 “Father,”	he	asked	of 	me,	“what	the	hell	is	this	Neo-Catholic	shite	about?”
	 Half-drunk,	I	turned	to	the	first	face	I	could	see	clearly	to	explain	my	position	on	things	
philosophical,	but	Hewligan,	untitled	at	the	time,	forced	me	away	from	her	magnificient	eyes	
and into the visage of  a gaunt, wan creature. I blinked several times, making sure this was 
not	some	Lovecraftian	flashback.	It	wasn’t.
	 “This	shite,”	I	said	without	slurring,	“is	all	about	selection.”
 Morthos didn’t let his stare waver. His serene stillness seemed to be a pox upon my 
drunken movements and I was getting motion sick.
	 “Selection...”	he	said	slowly,	obviously	doubting	my	credentials.

A Meta-Philosophic Primer
~ Part Two ~

The Approach to the Meta-Philosophy Through The Accepted Tyranny of System: Selectivism
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	 “Yes.	What’s	the	worst	thing	about	most	Christian	Churches?”	I	asked.
	 “Dunno.	Literalism.”
	 “Well,	yes,	of 	course,”	I	said,	aggravated	that	he	had	given	a	right	answer,	but	not	the	
answer I was hoping for. “But aside from that, the main trouble is that they’re full of  bloody 
Christians.	No	fun	in	Tokyo.”
	 “No	fun	in	Tokyo?”	Morthos	asked.
	 “Beside	the	point.”	I	took	a	long	gulp	from	my	beer.	“Neo-Catholicism	doesn’t	have	
that problem. I think I’m one of  two Christians in the bloody organisation, and the only 
one who belongs to, and practices in, a mainstream Church. The mainstream Church, if  
you	like	precision.	The	rest	of 	these	reprobates	of 	mine,”	I	said,	swinging	my	arm	around	
gloriously and accidentally (and most gloriously) soaking a girl’s top in beer, “are pagans, 
atheists,	libertarians,	Jews,	bi,	gay,	hetero,	asexual,	blah	blah	blah.”
	 “So	it’s	all	about	inclusion,	then?”	said	the	young	Morthos.
 “If  it were about inclusion then Roman Catholicism, while not explicit about it, 
would negate the need for little academic exercises like my own. No, the Neo-Catholic Cabal 
of  Selectivism is about holding everyone’s views all at once, propounding them contrarily 
and	selectively	changing	your	mind	just	because	it	seems	a	good	idea,	if 	even	that.”
	 “Uh-huh.”	Which	was	Morthos	asking	“And	what	does	that	achieve?”’
	 “By	being	all	things	to	all	people,	just	not	always	at	the	same	time,	we	fuck	System	
over.”	I	was	pleased	with	myself,	having	not	stuttered	or	stammered	a	single	time.	The	fact	
that the girl with the wet top now had pert nipples was simply an ingratiating side-effect of  
my	power	and	majesty.
	 “System?”
 “For a saucy, and scary, looking boy you certainly seem fond of  using very short 
statements	posing	as	questions.”	I	finished	my	beer.	This	conversation	would	soon	be	over.	
“System, my boy, is the set of  straight lines between ideas and theories that is the grand 
conflagration	of 	the	Meta-Philosophy.	The	Meta-Philosophy	is	everything;	Terence	McKenna	
sits	next	to	Sir	Isaac	Newton,	while	the	wit	of 	Groucho	flirts	with	Karl.	Creationism	sits	
within its web, along with stuff  about the poles being swapped every ten thousand years, and, 
of  course, my most favoured evolutionary theory. Systems, note the plural, connect these 
points up. But System, singular, the thing we labour under, is vaguely coherent; you can’t 
get easily from tortoises to the formal logic of  Storm Constantine these days. Everything 
remains linked, but we’re somewhat forced to use the well-treaded paths. Selectivism is an 
attempt to return a few curves, a few shortcuts and some inspired guesswork, to get from Z 
to	B	in	under	30	seconds,	give	or	take	a	minute	based	on	your	level	of 	sobriety.”
	 “Oh	yeah...	And	you	do	what	in	regard	to	this...	cabal?”	Morthos	said.
	 “Mainly	drink	beer.”	Which	is	usually	the	best	conversion	statement	you	can	make.	
Worked for the early Christian Church.
	 “And	to	join?”
	 I	handed	Morthos	my	empty	jug.	“Fill	this	up,	brother.”

Meta-Philosophic Primer Parte the Second cont.

Part Two of our exciting adventure in 
polyphonics continues. 81



he ‘Face’ on Mars conspiracy 
tells us that an ancient, alien, 
civilisation built a monumental 

sculpture, visible and comprehensible 
only when seen from orbit. We are 
told that it was built to communicate, 
somehow, with present day humanity. 
The Martian Face is a message. Of 
course, some would say that, like the 
‘Man on the Moon’ it is just a collection 
of shapes that we recognise as being 
face-like. Supervenience. We are trained 
to recognise faces from a very early age. 
An unavoidable survival trait.
 Patterns, we will argue, are very 
much the same. The systemic study of 
patterns is relatively new, in human 
terms, and can pose a number of valid 
counter-points we are about to make and 
examine. Therefore I shall argue, for the 
time being at least, that we are dealing 
only with patterns on a social level.
 Patterns are, of course, entirely 
subjective even if they are universal. Let 
us examine that point for a moment. 
Universal patterns, on the whole, do not 
stand up to much scrutiny. Gender roles, 
family structures, etc., are all, to some 
extent, taken as a gospel truth in a society, 
and this ‘truth’ often gets extrapolated 
to other similar and dissimilar societies. 
Ethnographies, memetic influences, 
psychological roles provided by genetics, 
psychological roles provided by our 
up-bringing, assumed histories, revised 
histories; all present themselves as the 
truth, and each of these truths comes from 
an archetype that gives us some reason 
to respect this position in the hierarchy 
of belief. Make no mistakes, archetypes 
are patterns; archetypes are formed from 
a certain kind of systemic repetition. 
Archetypes are habit-forming.
 There is a question surrounding 
archetypes that is unanswerable. Are 
archetypes real? Which is to ask ‘Do 

A Treatise on Chaos and Selectivism
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here is a misapprehension 
about System in the literature 
that surrounds the Counter-

Revolutionary Philosophies of  it, and that 
‘myth’ is that System is a product of  an 
over-riding conspiracy, possibly created by 
reptiles from another dimension, possibly 
by	banking	cartels	and	maybe,	 just	maybe,	
the	 foetid	 offspring	 of 	 some	 pus-filled	
Fundamentalist Preacher out to save their 
accountant from buying a Japanese import.
 Truth be told, System is probably 
the result of  something, and it is probably 
human, since we’re so good at enslaving 
ourselves. Now I’m not going to argue that 
ties are stupid ideas (with the right suit a tie 
can be a masterpiece of  structural moving 
art), but... Slightly off  the point there, 
methinks. System, as we know it, goes back 
a lot farther than the Bavarian Illuminati. 
Look at Rome, look at Akkad. It’s there. 
As far as we know the dinosaurs laboured 
under it.
 Within the Meta-Philosophy, though, 
we have some degree of  awareness. It may 
well take a supposed ‘external’ medium to 
access it, but it is there.
 What is it that seems to be being 
said about the world? Is it a deterministic 
playground of  celestial mechanics and 
Einsteinian Relativity that conquers free will 
and makes us slaves of  physics? Probably 
not. System is a social minimalism that takes 
us directly from A to B and leaves out all the 
really interesting alphabetic characters that, 
by rights, should lurk inbetween. System is 
a series of  straight lines that are ugly and 
effective. The Meta-Philosophy is a series 
of  points rotating in relation to each other; 
System is the map.
	 It	is	just	that	it	wasn’t	the	only	map.
 But now we live in a new and 
glorious age of  rampant anti-consumerism! 
Where choice is regulated against in the 
marketplace! Where a man (or woman) 
isn’t shot for scattering exclamation marks 
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archetypes have any form of existence 
other than an accident of human 
intellectual activity?’ Do we create 
archetypes, or do archetypes create 
us? I do not think this question can be 
answered; our pattern formation activity 
certainly could well be responsible for 
seeing regularities where there are none, 
yet it could still be possible for patterns 
to exist without the presence of the 
mind. Yet this question we must have 
an answer to, even if we are forced to 
abandon it later on. I believe, and note 
the mind-full notion that this entails, that 
patterns are the result, not the cause, of 
the actions we take. System is never true, 
it is only persuasive and powerful.
 Patterns then, are to be thought as 
subjective on wide-scale levels, but they 
can also be, and are, highly subjective 
individually and inter-individually. Two 
individuals may not see the same pattern 
(one might not realise there is one at all...) 
and an individual may not recognise a 
given pattern at a given time.
 Working with patterns entails the 
recognition that you are now a part 
of one. True majority, true System 
consists of patterns interacting like cogs. 
Your principle mechanism initialises yet 
another part of the machine that will do 
your intended, much desired, work. But 
a pattern is a pattern, and no one escapes 
being its slave.
 Individuals, actors or otherwise, 
are slaves to System. There is no acting 
outside of it, there is only acting outside 
of the sphere of someone else, activity 
that is the process of not adhering to the 
system of another.
 Applying pattern change, 
nullification, whatever, requires that the 
actor already be aware of their part of 
System, their node(s) in the Meta-
Philosophy. It can be as easy as building 
a pattern chart and placing yourself on it 
(although the wiser counsel you to place 
others on the chart rather than your good 
self).
 Building a simple pattern like that 
discussed in the first lesson is a start; it 

Chaos and Selectivism Treatise Parte the Third Cont.
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across their writings! Hurrah for capitalism! 
Hurrah for socialism! Hurrah for porn! 
Huzzah!!!
 Sarcasm aside, System is still a result 
of  choice, a pretty well engendered choice 
too. And from it comes organisation, 
approaches to the Meta-Philosophy. 
Whether these groups exist as concrete 
instantiations matters not one whit. What 
does matter is that they are used in respect 
to what the discourse is about...
 They are:

The Illuminati: The Illuminati come from 
Selectivity, for they chose, at some time, 
what their relativity was and shall be. The 
Illuminati are the Status Quo (on which a 
little shall be said below), and can be seen 
as the true supporters or proponents of  
System. The Illuminati as an organisation 
is made up of  Tautologists and Selectivists; 
the Tautologists are the ground level 
minions, vaguely aware of  System, while 
the Selectivists are those who have chosen 
to	fulfil	their	path	in	embracing	the	System	
sponsored view of  the Meta-Philosophy. 
The	Illuminati	who	find	the	Status	Quo	to	
be either liberating or a tool.
 How long do the Illuminati insiders 
stay Selectivists? The question may well be 
moot if  they change the rules (and they may 
well be doing this...)...

The Status Quo: Those in the Status 
Quo are often known as the Tautologists. 
They can be either Radicals or they can be 
Illuminati. More likely, though, they will be 
neither, beings who know not of  System, 
people who have never seen structure, or 
do not think it could even exist within the 
world they know. A Selectivist, who selects 
the	Status	Quo,	can	fit	here	as	well,	but	a	
Selectivist will not be a Tautologist, as they 
do not assume Platonism; they select it.

The Radicals: Those who cannot see 
that there is no escape from Status Quo, 
mainly because they think Status Quo has 
a	qualitative,	objective	(true,	to	an	extent),	
existence. They are the ones who feel 
oppressed by how things, supposedly, are. 
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not only centres you but it then gives 
that ‘centre’ some new meaning. Simple 
pattern change. Not that there is such a 
thing as ‘simple’ change; the mind that 
can hold all in it and see how the cogs 
will turn if one mechanism is swapped 
for another is not this one, and I find it 
hard to believe that you would think it 
more possible than I. It is a power, and 
like all things powerful, it is subject to 
limits.
 It would, perhaps, be wise to ask 
at this juncture whether pattern change is 
a good-in-itself or whether it is a means-
to-an-end? In truth this is an answer 
that comes from existing patterns around 
you. The truth or value of any statement 
would seem to rest upon its context. Tony 
Robbins advocates several things some 
others would frown upon as being too 
forward, too ego-centric, and so forth. 
Which could well be a dodge of an 
answer.
 Change is always disruption, no 
matter what way you look at it. Change 
revokes, revolves and revises the ‘well-
thought’ schemas of humankind. Change 
moves the ‘nodes’ of System, whether 
ordained ‘change’, where the pathway is 
simply a less-used option, or unordained, 
where the interested parties are ‘forced’ 
to do something alien. Which still doesn’t 
answer whether change is good or 
otherwise. All-in-all change is something 
that is done for a purpose, and context 
or otherwise, it will be bad for some and 
good for others.
 Applying a pattern change requires 
that the actioner, the actor, know some 
semblance of what is going to be the 
result, if only because it gives the actor 
some knowledge as to what the 
repercussions will result in. You cannot 
change in isolation and you cannot expect 
to be untouched by what you do.
 This lesson is in many ways simply 
a warning, one you will only ever know 
well once you find pattern change failing 
in a way you never expected.

Chaos and Selectivism Treatise Parte the Third Cont.
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weighted word we shan’t use again), be a 
Radical. A Selectivist who selects to be in 
the	Status	Quo	 is	 either	 Illuminati	 or	 just	
Status Quo.
 The Radical knows System, accepts 
its existence in regard to others, but believes 
that System (of  any kind) will not apply to 
them. They do not act in accordance to it, 
they do not try to act in disobedience to it. 
They, in all respects, think that we can be 
freed from System by seeking to disrupt it. 
But any disrupted System repairs itself  by 
swallowing the cancer into itself. System’s 
immunology is quite perfect.

The Discordians/Erisians: Often 
Selectivists, often Radicals and are thought 
to have come from the Illuminati. The 
former group make up the whole but the 
middle terms exist because, like Gnosticism, 
Discord cannot be taught, it can only be 
learnt. In theory the middle terms aren’t 
what they would like to think they are, but 
Eris approves of  such things, so they are 
as they appear to be. ‘Tis the Eristic and 
Aneristic Illusion.

The Selectivists: Those who do not 
deny the Meta-Philosophy of  meaning 
but simply pay it no interest. Not trapped 
because there is nothing, aside from your 
own interests stagnating, to be trapped by. 
While something of  Selectivism has already 
been said, even more will be said later. The 
‘Manifesto’ is a Selectivist text, is it not? 
Answer carefully.

The Neo-Catholic Church: Comprised 
of  Radicals, the Illuminati and Selectivists, 
it thrives on healthy disrespect for all 
disciplines. Neo-Catholicism is Selectivist, 
but not all parts of  it know that yet. I 
suspect Cardinal Darmeus would have us 
lead as Gnostics. I think there is some truth 
to that. And from that truth more shall be 
made.

From these simple stereotypes much, in the 
way of  triangles and relationships, can be 
made. Bear with us as we do so.
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hile wandering through the 
‘Misanthropes Charity Hatred 
Society’s’ new home the other 

day when I came across a book written 
by one of  Mr. Ransome’s predecessors, 
Mr. Ollivander Jones, a Papal-Secretary of  
some note (he devised a fake woman for 
the Pope of  the time). He wrote a textbook 
on ‘Selectivist Thought Throughout Lunch 
Time,’ a startling discourse on the nature 
of  claret and contrary viewpoints. It is 
also a fascinating insight into the ritualistic 
practices of  the earlier iterations of  the 
Selectivist Creed. And since copyright law 
a) didn’t exist then, and b) I’m the Pope! I 
shall paraphrase Mr. Jones to death (well, 
somewhat after the fact, I realise).
 The Place of  Beliefs: Humans need 
to believe in something, whether it be the 
eminent arrival of  chicken (roasted with 
almonds) or a theory of  a person’s place 
in the natural order of  things. None of  
this is true (I can vouch for the chicken 
personally); at best these beliefs have a 
sort of  accidental truth value when one 
set of  circumstances matches another. You 
think the cook is acting upon a set of  meal 
orders made concrete at the staff  meeting 
last week, but she acts of  her own accord. 
You sip the claret, though, and discover it 
is	just	to	your	liking.	You	end	up	deciding,	
somehow, that one of  these occurrences 
was due to preparation and the other was 
an unhappy accident. Nonsense! The world 
is chaos; admit to that and life becomes a 
lot simpler. Just look at the present Brother 
Morthos...
 I am not trying to dictate, my reader, 
that everything is chaotic. That would be 
the height of  folly. No, what I seek to assert 
is that there is no point to even trying to 
discern instances of  order and instances of  
chaos. By acting in that way, where you 

A Meta-Philosophic Primer

~ Part Four ~

Acting in Regard to Patterns: How One Approaches 
System

“Self-help Missionaries get the 
best positions...”

ow does one select a pattern 
shift or change?
 Ponder the above question 

for a moment; the world is a set of 
assemblages which change and move 
through cycles, random or otherwise. 
Change is also inconstant; it is the height 
of folly to think otherwise. If everything 
is changeable then no theory of the 
world is true; now that is a matter we 
need not be concerned about. What we 
should be concerned about is that if 
change is everything then no theory shall 
be accurate, and without some notion 
of applicability then supervenience, 
System, regularity; all of this will be to 
naught. Radical skepticism is the fool’s 
path. So accept something along the 
lines of ‘Change happens’ and ‘Concrete 
is concrete only if you add thought and 
water.’
 No matter how much the 
preparation, any act of change can result 
in ill. You could even construct 
arguments to say that over-preparation 
is the very nature of the bad shift, for too 
much knowledge of a particular angle of 
movement can leave you unprepared for 
the inevitable variable that changes the 
process you want to set in motion. This, 
though, is a matter for contemplation at 
another time. Instead we shall ask not the 
‘Why?’ of Change but rather the ‘Why’ of 
the Choice.
 We are, by nurture, creatures of 
habit. We like System, we like knowing 
the pathways between the node of one 
choice and the node of another. Because 
of this, because the things we are trained 
to do and the choices we decide to make, 
we often act in ways that are somewhat 
predictable. What is the point of such an 
existence? We move onwards with those 
around us, inured in the beliefs of others. 
Choice, often, seems forced. We are never 
offered an exhaustive set of options, only 

A Treatise on Chaos and Selectivism
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Selecting Pattern Change
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those relevant, or so we think, to our 
surroundings, or position or our nature. 
We would not even know what to do 
with an exhaustive set of possibilities, 
as it would bewilder and confuse us. It 
is hard enough to know what goes on in 
our world as it currently stands; to then 
demand of us that we create meaning 
out of chaos is a hard question indeed. 
Yet what is our existence if we do not?
 Every action has consequences, 
every reaction is caused. Forget about 
physical causation and the set of 
principles that govern it; we are talking 
here about the unique, human action of 
societal shift, societal change and societal 
causing-to-be. We cannot understand the 
entirety of it, but this does not mean 
we should abandon an understanding of 
the all. If we cannot gain full access to 
the mechanisms that govern us, if we 
cannot obtain a coherent, consistent set of 
deterministic principles and a calculus to 
go with them, then we should seek a new 
understanding, a self-referential focus on 
that we can claim to know, ourselves. The 
individual stands alone no matter what 
goes on around them. We are ordered; 
we understand ourselves as ordered, we 
act as ordered and we create as ordered 
beings, yet we can act on whim and move 
the world from beneath the feet of others 
if we need to.
 Selecting a pathway in which to 
act is not easy, nor should it be. Our 
movements are first those of a child, then 
of a drunk and, hopefully, finally as those 
of a turbulent adolescent. We are scared 
and we are worried; we hope to know the 
result but we can never truly calculate or 
comprehend its extent on us or others. 
We act alone.
 We are scared of losing personal 
identity in the results of any action we 
undertake. What if the world changes 
around us and therefore changes us? 
Such fears are abundant and reflective of 
the nature we are ‘given’. Systems ‘teach’ 
us how much consequence we should 
reasonably take and how much we 
should be responsible for. But why? Is this 

Chaos and Selectivism Treatise Parte the Fourth Cont.
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seek	to	find	structure	to	things	that	might	
have none, your creationary abilities are 
wasted. All you achieve is a brief  moment 
of  intellectual satisfaction, and then what? 
A wry smile? A sip of  port to congratulate 
you on your pleasures? Is that enough?
 I hope to the last questions you 
thought a strong and hearty ‘No!’ If  you 
come to accept that chaos rules overall you 
can learn to be a part of  it. If  the cook 
gives you asparagus rather than pork you 
can	either	curse	her	flaxen	hair	or	you	can	
change your outlook upon the situation. 
Take control. If  chaos be true then either 
reaction is appropriate to the moment. 
Take a step back, then, and consider the 
future. The asparagus was always the meal 
you ordered. It does not matter that you did 
not hold that belief  a few moments ago.
 Take it further. You can alter your 
perception to accept the dish as that which 
you wanted, for sure, and the world around 
you will, or might not, remark upon it. If  you 
change so utterly they will believe themselves 
mistaken as to what they thought of  you. 
If  you start to proclaim, when asked, that 
this was always your preferred dish they 
might very well believe you. This could be 
to your own good. But if  you express both 
views; you tell them that yes, you ordered 
the asparagus and then assert that yes, you 
did order the chicken, you do something 
completely different. This is the Selectivism 
that the Pope and the clergy speak of. This is 
a simple holding of  two seemingly contrary 
views. Of  course, having taken our method 
into account they are not contrary in the 
simple sense your audience might think 
them to be.
 If  chaos rules then patterns are 
just	 sophic	 constructions	 in	 most	 cases.	
If  patterns guide the thoughts of  men 
and women then it would seem that those 
who create or manipulate chaos perform 
a certain kind of  magic, a certain trick of  
consciousness that ends up in our liking 
asparagus or founding a religion or belief  
system on the tenets of  nothingness.
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 Thus contrary views seem powerful, 
although the philosophically trained would 
argue that testing the views will result in 
coming on side with one and not with 
the other, because such a process, such a 
dialectic,	ends	with	a	result.	I	say	fie	to	this	
idea;	 the	process	 is	 just	as	 important.	Yes,	
come to a viewpoint, but do not dismiss 
those who want it all. There could be much 
merit to their contrariness.

Meta-Philosophic Primer Parte the Fourth cont.

“My other armband is pink.”

true, objectively? Are social institutions 
necessary or simply sufficient for the 
treatment of human nature.
 Selecting pattern change, it seems, 
cannot be based on a series of important 
calculations; we can do this but it 
guarantees nothing. Instead, we must act 
almost as if on whim. Choose to act, select 
to act, because it is action. There is little 
in observation to sate the soul.
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It occurred to me that in writing these ‘educational tracts’ I was embarking on a voyage 
of self-discovery, that in the act of writing about my thoughts and feelings towards 
modern philosophy I was developing my own view so as to better espouse it at the 
superior class of dinner party I hope to one day gate crash.
 All of which was a little bit of a lie.
 Meta-philosophy (or Meta-Philosophy) is the grand concept of pervading, 
persuasive, powerful thought systems that govern us. Writing is a meta-philosophic 
system; grammar is a totalitarian regime that stops us from voicing certain thoughts. Ice 
cream... Well, ice cream isn’t the friend you think it is; it hides under the bed at night 
and dreams dark thoughts consisting of your imminent death and the overthrow of the 
Spanish civil authority. But that, as I am now saying, is another matter entirely.
 Selectivism was the Chaotic afterbirth, an attempt to rule change rather than be 
governed by it. It only seemed natural that Selectivism and Meta-philosophy should 
fondle once in a while; nothing too serious, though, since they’re both career ideas and 
want to leave off from having a family till after the retirement fund is sorted out. If Meta-
philosophy was the poison, Selectivism was one of the respites. Not a cure, just a rest, 
an available moment of peace without some idiot mentioning peace-pipes. Or peace 
pies... Hmm.
 Life is not just, unjust, malign, benign, ordered, chaotic, different, indifferent, 
kind, cruel, large, small, meaningless, meaningful, circular, linear, infinite, finite, 
repressive, oppressive, free or filled with dancing squirrel powder. Life simply is. No 
point adding adjectives to it. Life does as life does. If you live in a pessimistic fugue 
then life looks dirty; when you live in optimism then life looks grand; cliches, cliches, 
cliches... Why, gods below and gods above, can I not get away from these bloody 
things?
 Look. The worst kind of people are the educated middle-class, the snobs. The 
middle-class wishes to hate the rich and admire the hard-working poor; intellectual 
members of this unholy middle ground talk about ‘what the common people believe’ 
automatically, in their minds, adding themselves as a special class of ‘common people;’ 
the sympathetic ‘doing well.’ They spend eternities talking about making their discourses 
open to the commoners, how standing out isn’t the best thing to do, that... Well, it’s rot; 
well meaning rot, but rot nonetheless. All of this intellectual discourse does one thing 
above all; it separates the educated into an elite that just loves to talk in ways that are 
truly condescending whilst pretending not to be. Just like ye olde middle-class racism; 
they claim not to really mean it...
 That is Meta-Philosophy. You can’t escape it. Meta-Philosophy wrote the 
‘Manifesto of Self-Revocation.’ Selectivism is You. Make up your mind, or don’t. I care 
not one whit.

Bye.

The Meta-Philosophy and Chaos
~ Part Five ~

The Summation
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The Aftermath





Message;

From: Hieronymus Oliphant Ransome <hor@neo-catholic.org>
To: Sanctus Jack <apathy_jack@hotmail.com>

Subject: Friendly reminder - This is SECRET cult

Revealing secrets to outsiders again. This is last warning. 
Had to send holy assassins after reporter, and give coroner 
substantial bribe to fudge death certificate. Pope not 
pleased with man who smells of hamburgers and desperation. 
Pain will come soon. Am standing behind you as you read 
this.

Kisses,

Hieronymus.





Of Merit





od does not love you the way you are, you know.
 Oh, I realise that the idea of  loving one’s self  and being happy with the 
person you are is very much in fashion at the moment.  However, the Lord 
cares	nothing	for	your	ill-advised	attempts	to	be	content	with	“yourself ”.	If 	

who you are is so hot, why are you not in any magazines? Why is it that magazines are 
filled	with	bored	looking	waifs	sporting	carefully	affected	disaffectation?
 Yes yes, you may think that God made you in His image, but the last time I saw 
God,	it	involved	a	skinny	unwashed	little	junkie,	so	I	have	no	reason	to	doubt	the	true	
form of  the Holy.
 Yep, God wants you emaciated and unhealthy looking.  So if  that diet’s not working, 
it’s probably in your best interests to cultivate a heroin habit.
 This is advantageous for many compelling reasons.  Over and above the obvious 
weight loss caused by no longer bothering to eat, it also promotes theft and prostitution 
to	support	your	filthy	addiction.		In	addition,	the	numbing	warm	haze	of 	a	dependency	
on opiates loves you more than anyone else ever could.
 Except us, of  course.
 Yes, for we in the Neo-Catholic Church offer, without reservation, our unconditional 
love, on the simple condition of  scars, track marks and obscenely visible ribs.
 Heaven is too full for our liking, and frankly, we’ve been looking for an excuse to 
dump	that	“whosoever	believeth	in	Him”	coattail	ride	for	a	while	now.
 We want (and are in the process of  reverse engineering) a Heaven of  eyeshadowed 
razorblade artists, reeking of  corruption and rock-n-roll.  Neon terrorists, spreading 
decadence and ruined beauty like heroin cancer wherever they fall.
 Bugger all this sitting-around-on-clouds-watching-over-loved-ones nonsense. 
When	the	faithful	pass	on	from	this	world,	they	can	expect	to	find	themselves	in	a	pre-
lapsarian garden of  tattooed prostitutes, self-abuse, and pierced, shining aesthetes.
 And if  we in the Neo-Catholic Church have our way, they won’t even notice 
they’ve gone anywhere.
 Happiness is a crack whore who steals from you.
 You have been warned.
Sanctus Jack, Arch-Bishop

Inner Beauty Secrets
Written on commission by the Blessed Jack, He Who Shall Soon Be Dying For Our SinsTM
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t	this	time	we	would	like	to	discuss	the	filthy,	sordid,	degrading	business	of 	
sex.	We	at	the	Neo-Catholic	Church	are	firmly	in	favour	of 	sex,	and	indeed	
in	 favour	 of 	 firm	 sex,	 and	 indeed	 even	 of 	 rough	 sex	 (time	 and	 utensils	

permitting).
 For sex is the process by which life is created, and creating life is a marvellous - 
indeed, divine - past time. God created life, you know. All over the place - created the shit 
out of  it, he did.
 Of  course, while it takes two humans having sex to create life, God did it alone. 
This leads us to the conclusion that all of  creation is in fact the result of  a divine act of  
cosmic masturbation.
	 Think	about	that	-	we	are	all	of 	us	merely	a	part	of 	the	great	ejaculatory	discharge	
of 	 life.	The	sexual	effluvium	of 	God	Himself,	dribbling	down	the	 toilet	door	of 	 the	
universe. A thought to keep us all warm at night, I’m sure.
 Now, some might say, that having had his way with Madam Palm, the Lord 
buggered off  for a sandwich and the resultant dose of  Roman Catholic guilt that comes, 
well, after. But the Lord didn’t take a day’s rest (well, there was the Sabbath, but that’s 
another story), but bravely soldiered on. For having created a viscous mass of  material 
was one thing; creating a mate is another.
 God’s search for further post-coital highs has focussed mainly on getting the 
technique down pat. Most people turn to guidebooks or senatorial enquiries for advice, 
but God, being all-powerful, all-knowing and quite alone had to make do with the 
ejaculate.	So	God	created	Man.	And	what	a	creation	that	was.	So	enamoured	with	the	
work	God	moved	on	to	Woman,	Snake,	Tortoise	and,	 in	a	drunken	fit	one	Thursday	
afternoon, the Yak.
 Well, the creational urge went overboard and an entire planetful of  beasts appeared. 
God,	not	being	one	for	record-keeping	and	the	like,	then	had	to	invent	bestiality	just	to	
keep the things amused (especially those randy little humans), although that passed out 
of  fashion after a time, what with instructional videos and guidebooks being written by 
the disgruntled few who weren’t getting anywhere, not even from the gangs of  marauding 
porpoises.
	 Anyway,	God	saw	all	of 	this	and	decided	that	it	was	good.	It	wasn’t	just	good,	it	
was the fuck-fantastic. So God got involved. And so Mary got up the duff, so to speak. 
The rest, unfortunately, is history.
	 Remember,	 kids,	 a	 wank	 is	 a	 friend	 for	 life.	 Sharing	 bodily	 fluids,	 though,	 is	
something for the pornography industry to look after. There’s a lesson to be learnt from 
all of  this. Answers on a postcard.

Mort, Vicar

A Bunch of Fives
We are not Obsessed by this Topic in any Way Whatsoever. Honest. Oh, Look, a UFO!

By Mor(timer) T(imothy), Vicar and Brother Morthos

Onwards!(to the rumpy pumpy).

A

92



any of  the faithful have a profound desire to become closer to the Lord. This 
is, of  course, perfectly normal, and does not in the slightest suggest that one 
is of  the sort to get embarrassing erections in the shower at the gym. Not, 

of  course, that there is anything wrong with people who do. Why some of  the most 
faithful of  the faithful are well known as raving benders, but among those who are not, 
occasional assurance of  their profound and overwhelming heterosexuality rarely goes 
astray. Except, obviously, for those who whilst steadfastly displaying a preference for the 
fairer sex, still choose to adopt an air of  the effete. They often have many things wrong 
with them, but it is generally best to ignore such things in polite company. They are, on 
the	whole	just	looking	for	attention.	And,	of 	course,	slightly	over	half 	the	population	has	
absolutely no concern whatsoever of  inopportune tumescence at any time.
 But I digress.
 Which is often the case, and generally best avoided, as it can often lead one into 
exactly the sort of  trouble that the above paragraph may well produce. Nevertheless, 
tedious and pointless digressions seem to be a necessary part of  any discussions of  
a religious nature (which this may eventually arrive at). In fact, many might add that 
religion itself  is a tedious and pointless digression. To which I would inevitably reply that 
in	actual	fact	I	find	it	quite	interesting,	before	stumbling	tangentially	into	a	digression	of 	
an entirely different nature.
 The thing about digressions is, though, that given adequate quantities of  both 
time	and	fermented	beverages,	one	may	just	find	oneself 	stumbling	back	to	the	point	
–	which	is	where	I	find	myself 	now.
 So, getting closer to the Lord, you say.
 It seems to me that it is common among the religions of  the world that such 
activities are always engaged in by the hardest and most unpleasant means possible. 
Prayer, fasting, the singing of  appallingly awful dirges, and occasional cash donations to 
television personalities of  dubious provenance seem to be popular choices.
 As Neo-Catholics, it is our duty to look at such behaviour, and say: “There’s got 
to	be	an	easier	way.”
 Well of  course there is. If  the Lord had meant us to give money to televangelists, 
he wouldn’t have made them so annoying. With the application of  a rarely used tool, 
supplied to us by Our Father in the form of  a sponge-like morass of  cells resting in our 
craniums, the answer becomes obvious.
 Amongst the known attributes of  Our Lord is the power of  omniscience. 
Omniscience means that He sees all. He knows when you are sleeping, and He knows 
when you’re awake. He knows whether you’ve been bad or good, so be good for goodness 
sake.
 Ahem.
 So, as I was saying, God sees everything. Including the naughty bits. God’s vision 

Circular Regressive Movements Around Jesus: Lap-dancing for the Religious

Meditations on Our Lord, Jesus Christ, and His Pornographic Emporium

By Cardinal Hewligan of the Mighty Wrist
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of  humanity would get a rating with more X’s than an Australian beer commercial. Being 
of  a more ephemeral nature, however, we are generally expected to avert out eyes during 
such activities, or more often be in a different room entirely. This clearly drives us further 
from the Lord, as while his vision of  the glory of  the world is the DVD-put-all-the-rude-
bits-back-in-to-get-them-to-buy-it-even-though-they-already-have-the-video release, 
ours is more the hacked-to-pieces-for-network-television-so-that-hundred-and-seventy-
year-old-New-Zealand-First-voters-won’t-get-offended-even-though-you-can’t-follow-
the-plot-anymore version.
 It therefore becomes obvious that in order to become closer to the Lord, we need 
to see more of  the rude bits. This is problematic, in that many such endeavours, often 
involving the use of  binoculars, telephoto lenses, and cameras cleverly mounted in shoes, 
are often frowned upon by the less enlightened members of  society and, more importantly, 
the	constabulary.	Fortunately	there	is	a	large,	and	extremely	profitable	industry	dedicated	
to enabling the faithful to bring their vision of  the world closer to that of  the Lord’s. I 
speak,	of 	course,	of 	the	often	unjustly	maligned	pornographic	industry.
 Not only do these wonderful Samaritans commit the Lord’s view of  the world to 
celluloid and magnetic tape, but they can now bring these wonders directly into your very 
home through the wonders of  the internet.
 Truly we live in the most pious days of  all.
Cardinal Hewligan

Meditations on Our Lord, Jesus Christ, and His Pornographic Emporium
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Aside from working on 
educational tracts for the 
blind, Cardinal Hewligan 
also indulges his love for 
evangelism. Recently he 
ran the Church’s first 
advertising competition, 
of which this was the 
winning entry. Cardinal 
Hewligan had much 
praise for the winning 
contestant, thanking 
himself for all the hard 
work he had put in.
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Kant! Kant! Kant! Kanty-kanty-kanty! KANT!
We are not Obsessed by this Topic in any Way Whatsoever. Honest. Oh, Look, a UFO! - Part the Second

By Mor(timer) T(imothy), Vicar

“Why buy a jug when you can 
simply drink beer from the tap?”

1. And indeed, pretty much any other church
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dear sexually frustrated,

hmmmmmm.......the first problem, as i see it, is the strange presence in your missives of respect for this 
woman.  this will not do.  from now on you must think of the object of your erection only as a piece of 
crumpet; as some fresh pouch; as the gleam on your glans.
 i have therefore listed a number of tips for the date:

1) during the meal, as the waitress delivers the mains, take the comely serving wench savagely from 
behind as a potent display of your virility. if your woman isn’t immediately and pungently aroused i’ll eat 
my cat (or, at very least, the nearest piece of good pussy).

2) sleep with all her friends.  this always heightens a woman’s desire. (p.s. this need not necessarily take 
place in the restaurant, but feel free to improvise.)

3) take out your love truncheon and start banging it vigorously on the table, screaming “you’re gonna get 
some lovin’ tonight woman, by christ you are!”  trust me, it never fails.

4) if at any point your woman intimates that she may not actually sleep with you after the meal, yell, 
loud enough for the entire restaurant and casual passers-by to hear: “hey ! bitch ! you’ll suck my dick 
and you’ll fucking like it!”

5) fart loudly and fragrently.  then solemnly declare: “please excuse me.  i’m always flatulent when i’m 
not getting regular rough sex.” what woman would fail to sleep with you under these circumstances? (at 
very least, if your anal expulsions are anything like mine, they may stun her enough for you to have a 
good rub against her while waiting for the desserts.)

6) delcare: “if you don’t sleep with me i’ll have to go back to rent boys. i’m sorry, did i say rent boys?  i 
meant altar boys!” (i don’t know if this will get you laid, but my lord i’d laugh at it!)

anyways, hope all of this is some help for you, you randy little sod.....

archimedes-lost-in-the-desert

Luncheon With the Queen: Style and Subtance Explained

if i’ve told you once, i’ve told you a thousand times!

(Whereby some information about the beauty of romance is offered to the Congregation by 
Eurotot Missionary Archimedes ‘Capitals? Punctuation? What are you dribbling about?’ Savant)
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e here at the Neo-Politan Church of  the Nummy Ice-cream wish to guide 
those less fortunate than those of  us blessed with the healing hands of  a 
messiah, and the grumbling appendices of  a chronic smeg-beater. We are 

the Alfalfa and the Granola, the Ingress and Egress, we are the ones who watch you 
when	you	sleep	and	stick	our	blessed	fingers	up	your	nostrils	to	scratch	the	itch	in	your	
mind, the itch of  doubt and self-loathing. We are better than you.
 And from this position of  lofty yet still humble greatness, we wish to educate you 
on not only how to pray, what to pray to, and how to get the blood out of  the carpet 
afterwards, we also wish to set down a guide to living.
	 1)	Only	date	brunettes.	Blondes	are	evil,	 their	flaxen	hair	a	throwback	to	when	
Lucy	Morningstarfish,	Archangle	and	wielder	of 	 the	shiny	sword	of 	shininess,	sowed	
his wild oats through the land. Many famous blondes have been very, very evil and must 
be punished. Marilyn Monroe, a supremely famous and corrupt lord of  the Platinum 
Horde, was a closet coprophiliac and could not go for an hour without chowing down 
on a steaming turd. She was also the mother of  that other truly terrifying blonde, Ronnie 
Biggs, whose hiding out in South America, molesting the Boys from Brazil, ties him 
and his mother to the blatant fascist-anarchist-Playmobil triumvirate that controls all 
the world’s Papier-Mache. If  you see a blonde, dye it or kill it, but on no account let it 
breed1.
 2) Lego is a right, not a privilege. Never leave home without at least one Lego 
spaceman,	a	flat	2-by-2	tile,	and	a	spare	wheel.	None	of 	life’s	problems	cannot	be	solved	
with these three items. Reports that one can survive in many conditions, including the 
Rapture and immersion in stoats, using only a transparent 1-by-1 cube and a grey aerial2 
are shaky at best and not to be recommended.
 3) When in doubt, always move to the left. In all circumstances the left is your 
friend. The ‘other direction’ has had better PR as it is the tool of  the devil, who in turn is 
the tool of  Patricia Bartlett, who is a pawn in the game of  chess between Cthulhu and a 
piece of  Blu-tack. At last count the latter was winning. Whomsoever wins this Herculean 
battle, the ‘other direction’ must be avoided at all cost. All angles of  90 degrees must be 
thought of  as ‘left angles.’ Directions must be given using the terms ‘left’ and ‘the other 
left.’ Laws past to protect people must be known as ‘Civil Lefts’ or simply ‘Horseshit.’ 
Inscribing letters on paper using an ink-displacing device is of  course ‘lefting,’ ‘scribbling’ 
or ‘spong.’
	 4)	Fear	anything		you	find	in	your	bellybutton,	be	it	lint,	pixies,	the	Pixies	(or	any	
spin-off  groups including the Breeders) or any political refugees. The last are a particular 
hazard when swimming in certain east-coast beaches, and we recommend some form of  

Not a Contradiction to the Prescriptive Living Missive...

The Church’s Missionary Position on Matters of Local Import

By Car(di)nal Fang, Disciple of Fritz

00006JTG2 - 13

1. Honourable exception to enormous Austrian musclemen. You know who you are...
2. Survivalist Monthly, Issue 68, December 1999, pp10-15
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barbed-wire cordon around your navel to protect against waterborne asylum-seekers. The 
Geneva	Convention	outlaws	the	use	of 	mines	or	depth-charges	to	deter	such	flotsam	
and	jetsam,	but	more	passive	deterrents	are	allowed.	Encouraging	sharks	to	flock	to	your	
groin	to	apprehend	and	devour	interlopers	has	met	with	limited	success	in	field	trials,	as	
sharks	do	not	like	fields.
 5) Juggling, a term derived from the practice of  slitting the throat of  any person 
attempting to unnecessarily keep 3 balls in the air, causes cancer. Tobacco companies, 
Dow Corning and the American government have all been unfairly branded as the cause 
of  such problems, however clinical tests carried out by the Neo-Catholic Church’s Science 
Department	based	in	Car(di)nal	Fang’s	bedroom	prove	that	juggling	is	more	likely	to	kill	
a person than smoking, having their silicon implants ruptured, or drinking Agent Orange. 
The results of  these studies are available through the Neo-Catholic Bookshop3.
 6)Finally, one should at all times attempt to immerse oneself  in guided meditation, 
focussing on such things as Rutger Hauer movies, Jellybeans, 80s Australian Pop groups, 
Dirt, and of  course, Fnord. One should chant under one’s breath mantras such as “I 
have	seen	things	you	wouldn’t	believe”	and	“It’s	got	to	be	a	jay-bee”	to	block	out	the	
intrusive pestering of  reality, with its hustle and bustle and brooms and monkeys and 
flashing	lights	that	go	around	and	around	and	around...	Ignore	reality	and	it’ll	go	away,	
leaving	you	at	peace	with	dreams	of 	junk	food	and	electric	sheep	called	Flossy.
Car(di)nal Fang

The Church’s Missionary Position on Matters of Local Import

Pythagoras, when drunk, often remarked that: Numbers are illu-
sions; the Law of Numbers damnably so!

3. ‘Airborne Bowling Balls versus Sex drugs and defoliants; the Juggling conspiracy’ by C. Fang, 
M.D., 1976, Neo Catholic Press.
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aithfully departed, we are gathered here today to commiserate...
  Ah, sorry, wrong piece of  parchment.
  Faithfully departed, we are gathered here today to commiserate...
 Hmm,	may	be	 this	 is	 the	 text	I	am	meant	 to	be	reading...	Cyclopean	Edifices	
of  Repressedness... Doom to the Shrivened Galactic Walnut... Happy-happy-go-go-fun-
times!
 Twelve days of  Christmas, my arse.
	 Sorry,	 this	 is	 really	 getting	 off 	 track,	 especially	 since	 you	 fine	 folks	 of 	 the	
Amalgamated Urinary Cake Dispensing Company have so kindly offered to liquor me 
up in exchange for small talk and some illustrative slides of  my latest trip to Greece (and 
when I say Greece I mean the Greek who lives downstairs and waxes her moustache so 
it tickles me nicely).
 I chose this venue to make my return, albeit brief  and mostly unnoticed, to the 
public arena... Hehehe... Sorry; I thought I had written pubic. Then I thought I might 
have written ‘arenal,’ which isn’t a word but would be most suggestive if  it were admitted 
to the lexicons of  mighty, mighty English!
 Anyway, I chose this place to mark my return for a multitude of  reasons, none 
of  which I will get into today as they are remarkably silly. What I will say is this: Neo-
Catholicism is dead, baby! Undead!
 Much has changed in the Church since last I spoke. The Cardinalature has been 
somewhat overhauled and our position (missionary, of  course; can’t ignore the old 
jokes)	in	regard	to	heresy	has	been	modified	ever	since	I	declared	myself 	schismatic	and	
demanded I be removed from the toilet.
	 Neo-Catholicism	was	never	a	tired	joke,	more	a	retired	sketch	of 	a	possible	stream	
of 	humour	never	fully	realised.	We	codified	ourselves	(and	by	we	I	mean	that	bastard	
Ransome and his chief  cheek monkey, Morthos) far too quickly and thus the crazy-crazy-
fun times that marked the early days became the backstabbing acid-drop of  the last two 
years.
 But all retired sketches need to be reimaged, mostly so the cool kids can think they 
know what was going on before they hit sentience (and salience). Thus, the time was ripe 
for a new strand of  Neo-Catholic thought to hit the streets and seek fresh blood.
 Blood. Blood! BLOOD!!!
	 And	jam.
 I would add more to this cavalcade of  delicious irony and serve it with a helping 
of 	bratwurst,	but	I	think	the	time	has	come	to	fill	this	mouth	with	your	finest	brandy.	
Then, once we are suitable unattired, we can start kicking the living crap out of  Brother 
Morthos who has kindly allowed me to chloroform him and tie him up in this lovely 
hessian sack.
 That will be all.

The First New Sermon
 Address to the Amalgamated Urinary Cake Dispensing 
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ost of  you, if  not all, were probably not expecting me today, here and 
especially in this tawdry uniform. I can explain; you see I have been let off  
early for good behaviour.

 Indeed, I have been remarkably good in recent times; in an act of  perverse 
mismanagement the Church is currently suffering a surfeit of  funds, partially because 
I’ve been gainfully employing myself  but mostly because I’ve stopped Brother Morthos 
from taking any money out of  the ‘Shoot the Tories Into Space’ Fund (which, for the 
numerically interested of  you, is responsible for 13% of  the most recent advances in 
mid-to-long	range	projectile	technologies).
 Employment has been interesting; in need of  a little more pocket money and a 
reason to leave the Bunker I became the Papal Under-secretary’s Under-secretary, making 
me	simultaneously	Mr.	HORansome’s	boss	and	underling.	Whenever	he	fired	me	I’d	just	
sign (and then counter-sign) a new contract, type another derogatory note to the Pope 
and then use Ransome’s stamp to signify it. It was then the matter of  a moment to deliver 
said note to myself  and then ask Hieronymus to send himself  a note to the tune that I 
was notifying him that I would be watching his work all the closer. One should never call 
my Mother a ‘deranged fruitbat with a brain the size of  a Bismarck Herring.’
 Work, as you can ascertain, is ‘Fun’ for all concerned. Although I do worry about 
the raft of  conditional statements I have begun using...
	 The	old	days	of 	slinking	off 	to	my	bunk	bed	with	a	book	of 	jumbo-sized	elephant	
parts and a wagon of  ‘holy water’ have gone the way of  the gannet; now I type away 
for hours on end and have lustful thoughts about the women who wander in to our 
office	(there	is	a	sign	outside	which	says	‘Woman,	come	in	and	ask	about	our	services!’	
which Hieronymus assures me was left over from the last establishment). What it is 
that Ransome tells them I’ve yet to overhear, but it mustn’t please a large section of  the 
female populace because he gets slapped (well, more so than usual).
 Hieronymus Oliphant Ransome, the Papal Under-secretary who I am sure you have 
been	asking	after	recently,	has	taken	to	his	native	gutter	journalism	like,	well,	a	guttersnipe.	
After the incendiary remarks made about him by one of  the Bishops Mr. Ransome has 
taken	to	writing	pieces	on	just	how	ineffectual	any	kind	of 	social	policy	is,	and	why	your	
Mother, in particular, is a deranged fruitbat with a brain the size of  a Bismarck Herring. 
Considering that the Neo-Catholic Church really espouses no particular politic this has 
come as a shock to at least one member of  the clergy, who was unaware that there was 
such a thing as an election.
 Hieronymus’ views can be summarised as ‘The world is a collection of  processes, 
none of  which have any particular assigned purpose, and thus the world is working out 
as the processes dictate, which is neither good nor bad;’ at least this is the view he put 
forward in ‘Drinking With Children: Gin for the Under Fives as a Social Experiment.’ 
As far as I can gather, having had to type up most of  it, his argument is that the world 
isn’t	mean	to	function	in	any	particular	way;	it’s	just	meant	to	be.	If 	there	is	no	purpose	

The Third New Sermon
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to	existence,	other	than	to	exist,	then	you	really	can	only	pass	judgement	over	existence	
if  you import an idea of  how things are meant to work upon it, and that is a suspicious 
move (apparently). He calls the view that the world isn’t working out as ‘middle-class 
angst,’ claiming that it is symptomatic of  the middle-classes to be brought up believing in 
things working out for the best and then being shocked when the world doesn’t provide 
it without large-scale help.
 Frankly, I can’t help but be bemused by it; he seems to be espousing a kind of  
middle-class angst about middle-class angst (and if  you buy my bemusement then I’m 
showing some degree of  middle-class angst about middle-class angst about middle-class 
angst; this could go on ad nauseam)...
 Which is why I plan to retire from my working life and returned to the onerous 
responsibility of  keeping Morthos away from the torture cages and the puppy farms. 
I’ll miss the steady pay check and the playful punching of  the groin that my employer 
delivered,	as	well	as	not	being	able	to	engage	in	the	jabbing	of 	his	kidneys	on	a	daily	
basis,	a	regret	I	will	just	have	to	bear.
	 But	it	does	have	the	immediate	benefit	in	that	I	will	not	need	to	worry,	unduly	
or at all, about the pros and cons of  the modern lifestyle and the invasive nature of  the 
media. No longer will I need to read social commentary or be made aware that certain 
things	are	just	‘not	done.’	Piqued	self-interest	always	comes	before	the	Empire’s	fall	and	
I want to be holidaying elsewhere when that happens, preferably in a bunker.
 Ah, there comes the local constabulary; they’ll want to know what exactly I’ve 
been covering up with this policeman’s helmet.
 Ta ra.
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 oday I wish to talk to you about writers and other artistic idealists.
 	 I	hope	they	rot	in	the	fiery	depths	of 	the	hells	they	call	home.
  Tell me, have you ever heard someone of  artistic intent moan incessantly 
about the fact that they have to write, that they need to write? Usually they are indolently 
smoking a fag and engaged in not cleaning their rooms; sometimes, to be truly perverse, 
they write about it and then show said writing to the world.
 All so that we can appreciate their tortured existence.
 Well, no more. The Neo-Catholic Church is currently cleansing itself  of  writers 
and other artistic idealists. We have no need of  their angst, their whinging, their overt-
gothiness.
 Bugger off, all of  you.
	 Authors	we	like.	Authors	are	writer-esque	people	who	actually	get	the	job	done.	
Often they were writers who, one felicitous (of  fallacious (or fellatio-esque)) day, realised 
that	it’s	all	about	putting	a	manuscript	in	an	envelope,	and	by	jove,	if 	they	couldn’t	do	that	
then	they’d	stop	whining	and	go	off 	and	get	a	job	as	a	tax	accountant.
 (Which, I might add, most failed authors do.)
 The Neo-Catholic Church likes people who do things. We mostly like them to 
keep the fuck away from us, but we still think they are admirable (if  kept at a certain 
distance).
	 But	we	can	no	longer	tolerant	artistic	types	who	waffle	incessantly	on	needing	to	
write (but hardly ever doing so).
 It’s not a need, people, it’s a want. Needs are things you have to; wants are things 
you would like to do, and this is why you hardly ever do them. Because you don’t have 
to.
	 Bah,	‘tis	a	subject	that	makes	His	Wholiness	quite	irrate.
 I’m off  to give pleasure to a duck.

The Fourth New Sermon
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In order to understand selectIvIsm you need to realIze that everythIng Is 
controlled by the neo-catholIcs who are made up of gypsIes wIth help from 
the turks.

the conspIracy fIrst started durIng sInkIng of the raInbow warrIor In 
arkansas. they have been responsIble for many events throughout hIstory, 
IncludIng kIng harold InventIng the lollIpop.

today, members of the conspIracy are everywhere. they can be IdentIfIed only 
by rapIng cats.

they want to force omar sharIf Into beIng emo and they plan to ImprIson 
resIsters In tokoroa vIa aIrshIps.

In order to prepare for thIs, we all must begIn splunkIng. sInce the medIa Is 
controlled by mormons we should get our InformatIon from John hood.
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 ood evening.
 	 Modern	Christianity	is	a	vibrant	force,	filled	with	edicts,	papal	bulls	and	

the	waffle	 that	 comes	mostly	 from	 the	 Protestants.	Despite	 claims	 to	 the	
contrary it is mostly a growing religion (but, like many middle-aged gents, is putting on 
weight in the wrong regions) and, like all things that push the envelope, has its ups and 
downs. Roman Catholicism, reeling from the discovery that the Pope’s renal system 
proved to be fallible (Congratulations, Bishop Jamie, on a sentence well parsed) has set 
out to show that the modern cleric can be cool and calm.
	 Not	just	that,	but	in	any	hat.
 Hats are important; as Pope I have at least four good hats and a collection of  
sundry	headpieces	to	fill	out	the	rest	of 	the	week.	Admittedly,	most	of 	my	hats	are	of 	
the ‘about town’ variety, with a few that fall into the ‘going out’ category (as well as one 
that	probably	fits	into	the	type	‘oppressing	the	natives	and	stealing	their	booty’).	Yet	it	is	
hard to compete with the Cardinals in the ‘other’ Church. They have hats of  all shapes 
and sizes (and that’s ignoring those wacky Patriarchs with their super-cool Orthodoxy 
caps).
 But, best of  all, some of  those Cardinals wear Aviators.
	 A	Cardinal,	resplendent	in	red,	wearing	Avaitors	looks	just	like	a	crazed	fantasy	
of  the modern cleric ‘ready for action.’ You can imagine that, in a moment of  crisis, 
he would almost lackadaisically pull out Glock from beneath his robes to administer 
Church Justice before pulling back the hem of  his robes and revealing a scooter, on 
which he would chase evil through the streets of  Rome. Possibly, nay, essentially, he 
would have theme music (preferably a classical composition re-scored by Joby Talbot). 
Then, once sanctity was restored he would return back to the Holy See to party the 
night away...
 The hat, you must understand, doth maketh the man.
 Neo-Catholicism needs an analogue for such men of  action.  We have no 
uncommon hats, no motorscooters or Glocks, and only one of  our number has a pair 
of  Aviators. Currently Neo-Catholicism’s greatest attributes are lethargy and a fanatical 
attachment to the sofa (currently residing in London). I am intent on thinking of  
choosing someone to change this. Someone with hats.
 Or a really good pair of  shades.
	 Definitely	someone.
	 You	may	now	make	you	final	approach.	Over	and	out.
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 he trouble with any future political paradigm is that the future is neither left 
nor right.

  I’ve spent the last eleven sermons bemoaning particular aspects of  the 
‘Now,’ sometimes with serious intent but more often with nothing more than silliness 
on the mind. This being the last of  the ‘New’ Sermons I feel it is time to lay all my cards 
on the table, leave the room (possibly the country) and let you mull my hand over before 
returning to ash my cigar.
	 The	 polities/ideologies	 that	we	 call	 Left	 and	Right	 are	 terms	 that	 apply	 to	 an	
age that, whilst not over, is dying. We are looking at the last ditch effort of  a paradigm 
that	 should	be	 shot	dead	with	 extreme	prejudice.	Leave	 such	 fractured	beliefs	 to	 the	
wildebeest; they, like it, are simply unable to cope with what the future will look like...1

 So if  Left and Right (and Centre) are dying paradigms what does the future hold. 
Quite simply, in the future there will be robots.
 Oh, you want more? Well...
 In the future there will be more than one form of  human consciousness, and it will 
be available in dairies. Patriotism will be something we apply to brand names, trademarks 
and celebrity peer groups. Time will be measured in relative lengths and property will 
extend	not	just	to	insubstantials	but	also	to	non-existents.	Although	people	will	be	able	
to vote on everything they will let computers do that work for them. Cats will be walking 
computers and dogs our roving medi-systems. Cars will refuse to take you out when you 
are	drunk	and	working	days	will	be	flexible	without	the	threat	of 	overtime.	Actors	will	
put themselves in stasis between gigs and musicians will be AI-enhanced with tracks that 
adapt to the mood of  the audience. Taxes will be both high and abolished whilst earning 
money will be seen as an odd past-time that indicates a high level of  sociopathy. Murder 
will be committed by bi-local entities and religions will be the drug-memes your parents 
resent.
 But, most importantly, in the future there will be robots.

This is the Pope signing off.

1 - For those of  you keeping score on your Bingo cards you will be ware  that we have entered the ‘Extreme Hubris(TM)’ round; whatever 
I say about the future is untrue for one of  the following three reasons (and we recommend that once I have hit all three you yell out 
‘Dreidel’ and reenact ‘No Pants Friday.’)
 One - The future has not occurred and thus, consistent with Aristotle, there is no truth to statements about it. Thus anything I 
say	is	fiction,	even	if 	the	fiction	ends	up	being	eerily	close	to	what	shall	obtain.
 Two - The ‘future’ might not obtain in that the ‘future’ might well look something akin to the ‘past’ (‘future’ here applying to 
whatever description I give; given enough pressure or factionalised war-mongering we might revisit feudalism or that exciting hunter-
gatherer	lark	we	had	going	about	one	million	years	ago	rather	than	the	exciting	1950s	utopia	the	Jetson’s	so	enjoyed).
	 Three	-	The	future	is	so	open	at	this	stage	that	any	statement	about	it	will	be	the	equivalent	of 	a	fifties	science	fiction	writer	
describing the world of  2006; no one really got close to the reality of  our current day. Thus whilst the likelihood of  viral analytic 
philosophy is high today a change in teaching methodology tomorrow morning might mean that that particular future will never even 
begin to form. This is a variant on reason one, but it has a free will theodicy thrown in for good measure... The Neo-Catholic Church 
might not promote the belief  of  Free Will (in fact, we oppose its very mention in dispatches and quarterly pornographic glossies) but we 
do like to make use of  it from time to time, partially because it keeps the punters happy but mostly because we get paid by the word and 
‘Free	Will	Theodicy’	is	not	just	three	additional	pence,	it	is	another	pound	of 	exposition.
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A Neo-Catholic Scrapbook





Congratulations on purchasing the Neo-
Catholic Survival Kit. In case of  an 
emergency, it should serve you almost as 
well as a Neolithic Chopper would serve a 
Watchmaker. Due to strict offensive weapon 
laws globally, we have not been able to ship 
the `Karen Carpenter: Re-mastered for the 
Accordion’ CD with your order.
     The Neo-
Catholic Survival 
Kit, of  which this 
is the Executive 
Deluxe Edition, 
sans	 inflatable	 `I	
love the  Monkees’ 
doll, contains 
one (1) stone 
representation of  an aardvark, as well as one 
(1) copy of  `A Canticle for Leibowitz’. The 
stone aardvark can be used for many esoteric 
purposes, some even legal. You could, in an 
emergency, convert it into a cane handle 
when you are trapped in the wilds (trapped, 
of  course, without your standard Neo-
Catholic `Hit ‘Em Until They’re Apostate’ 
Stick). The aardvark can also be used for 
defensive purposes; you can knock yourself  
out with it safely, before the enemy has the 
pleasure of  doing so. If  you are a Brother 
of  the Order of  the Silly Mongoose Saint, 
St. Flexigrip, it can be treated as one of  your 
many household pets. The stone aardvark 
should not be overlooked, of  course, when 
it comes to a crunchy, lunch-time, treat. No, 
it should be ignored completely.
     Your copy of  `A Canticle for Leibowitz’ 
is equally useful. Aside from its sacrilegious 
role as toilet paper, it also can be used in 
foreign countries as a dictionary, as long 
a s you understand that it isn’t. 

Indeed, like most books 
to the budding Selectivist 
or Chaos Magician, a 
‘Canticle for Leibowitz’, 

having a religious picture 
on its cover, is the perfect 
text to perform religious 
or magical ceremonies 
from. A reading from any 
of  its passages, whether in 
a funny voice, translated 
into Pig Latin or done 
with your eyes closed, will 
always impress the natives, 
whether they be found 
in	 the	 deepest,	 darkest	 jungles	 or	 the	 local	
Stock	Exchange.	It	is	also	a	damn	fine	read,	
written by a man called Walter (which might 
well be God’s second name, after ̀ Harold’, if  
you believe in Him (Harold, that is.)).
     Should you feel the need to complain 
about the kit, please remember that the Pope 
is infallible.  He (the current Pontiff, Xander 
Teilhard de Chardin) has decided that you do 
really like it. You are thus asked to either  do 
the dance of the ‘Thirty-four Milky Bars’ (short) 
as gratitude or you could  contribute to the Papal 
Fund in aid of  emptying the Vatican of alcohol a 
jug	at	a	time.	No	receipts given.

The Neo-Catholic Survival Kit
Executive Deluxe Edition

Brought to you by Neo-Catholic Church Supplies: By Edict of the Pope, 1AH

The Neo-Catholic Church
     www.neo-catholic.org

The ‘Hit ‘Em Until They’re 
Apostate’ Stick

Sick and tired of the faithful ‘getting jiggy 
in your face’? Tired of having your beliefs, 
philosophies and choice of clothing 
‘dissed’ by Church ‘homies’? Then worry 
no more with the ‘Hit ‘Em Until They’re 
Apostate’ Stick. As authorised by the 
Selectivist Creed of the Neo-Catholic 
Cabal, we are able, at no little cost, to 
provide you with the latest in epistemic 
answers to the age old question “Can I 
strike one of my own?” With the Hit ‘Em 
Until They’re Apostate’ Stick you can 
beat the Neo-Catholicism out of them, 
blow by blow, and then come back for 
more, know what I mean?
     The ‘Hit ‘Em Until They’re Apostate’ 
Stick has been handcrafted by the finest 
automated laves Church money could 
appropriate. Speedily constructed, the 
‘Hit ‘Em Until They’re Apostate’ Stick 
also comes, free of charge, with splinters 
enough to start a new relic trade through 
Turkey and East Anglia. Available from 
all Church paraphernalia stockists, the 
‘Hit ‘Em Until They’re Apostate’ Stick 
comes in whatever wood happens to 
be available, including new ‘ripped off a 
tree’ variety.
     Retailing at a measley fifteen ducats, 
the ‘Hit ‘Em Until They’re Apostate’ Stick 
is not available for purchase with a valid 
fork-lift operation licence.

As good a (W)hol(e)y 
Text as any other...

Cartoon Aardvark: May not 
match item in package.



Minutes of the Council Meeting of Ape-Secundus of Succubus

Present: The Pope, Father Gillian, Kerr Avon, Sister Silas Meridan, Andrew, Bishop Borris 
the Turgid, The Fang, El Kabong, Father Mary, Eris, Right Rev. Ann, those damned kids, 
eight frogs and the cast of American Gothic.

Absent: Nun

The minutes of the last meeting were discussed and overturned when it turned out that 
the Illuminati had gotten hold of said documents. New minutes were created and felt by 
all to be far more exciting and daring than the last set. The Pope was particularly pleased 
with the pirate ship he was said to have piloted around the Cape of Good ‘Orn.

Once the minutes were finally laid to rest (the Pope promising to bury them somewhere 
east of R’yleh once the Saucy Sue had been scrubbed clear of blistering barnacles) 
members were asked if they had anything to report since the last meeting. Father 
Albrecht began a delightful story about how his outreach programme in the local red 
light district was going well, but was booed down since those events were said not 
to have happened due to the revision of the last meeting. Silence reigned for several 
minutes, aside from the whinnying of the Pope, who was re-enacting a battle between his 
marauding groups of pirates and some Nazis on horseback.

A call for order was announced and everyone returned to their seats. The Pope, suddenly 
sombre, announced that he had some serious matters to discuss. Apparently the ducting 
in the secret bunker needs replacing and there is going to have to be a fund-raiser. He 
then asked whether anyone had any ideas how to raise funds without resorting to a 
slavery bid, like the last time.

Many questions were asked, mainly along the lines of “Why do we have a bunker, 
and more importantly, why has no one ever told me about it?” The Pope was oddly 
silent before he offered people a selection of iced biscuits. After the deaths of Terence 
and Julia people refused the proffered foodstuffs, much to the Pontifex Minimus’ 
righteous rage. More silence ensued. The meeting was then adjourned with only three 
excommunications. All thought this was much better than the meeting from the fortnight 
before last, revised or not.

Brother Anselm



Coherence $0.99
Consciousness £3.00
Conscientiousness $3.25
Gluttony $0.23
Lucidity ¥4500
Rationality £1.00
Normality $230
Balance $5.00
Judiciousness ¥5.60
Moderation $3.95
Sensibility £0.10
Acedia ¥40
Soundness $5.66
Pride $4.00
Level-headedness $3.33
Soundness of Judgement £2.10
Caution ¥50
Self-esteem $0.89
Benevolence $230
Veneration £1.00
Hope $7.89
Ideality $5.00
Constructiveness ¥4060
Reasonableness $14.50
Causality $1.34
Comparison $1700
Caution £0.10
Consciousness $3.25

Wrath £50
Ideality $14.50
Rationality ¥5.60
Balance £14.50
Judiciousness £0.10
Moderation $8.78
Lust $5.66
Envy $23.00
Soundness $5.00
Normality $230
Level-headedness £0.10
Soundness of Judgement ¥50
Coherence $5.00
Self-esteem $333
Reasonable ¥500
Reasonability $4.00
Benevolence $5.00
Conscientiousness £5.00
Veneration $4.00
Hope $230
Avarice $70000
Reasonableness $230
Sobriety $0.89
Comparison $7.89
Caution $3.95
Soundness ¥50
Sensibility $0.23
Lucidity $1.00

SANITY SALE!

S h o p  5 / 2 3
E d m o n d  R d
P e r c y v i l l e
B a l d r i c k s t o n

P h  #

EVERYTHING MUST GO!!!

Lots to select from; every customer guaranteed to be satisified.
Hurry, ends soon. Last days!

C h e a p e s t  p r i c e s  i m a g i n a b l e ! ! !
G o o d s  h a r d l y  u s e d !  S o m e  s t i l l  i n  o r i g i n a l  p a c k a g i n g !
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D
iscordians

-Try to obsequiously insert FN
O

R
D

 into 
everyday conversation

-Ignore sentence coherence, focussing on 
ideational segues

-O
ften one step rem

oved from
 filthy hippy-

dom

Selectivists

-N
ever present the sam

e opinions in a 
given conversation

-A
gree to everything w

ith a ‘but...’

-C
ongregate in bars

-Tend to react to shiny objects

A
cadem

ics

-W
ear w

oollen vests and have leather 
elbow

 patches

-A
rgum

entative and pedantic

-Prone to correct deeply held beliefs

-K
een on educating people, ‘bettering 

them
’... M

isanthropic Socialists

-H
old deep m

isgivings on all political 
stances

-Support the Left-w
ing due to irrational 

hatred of the R
ight

-U
nable to keep fixed view

points over long 
periods of tim

e

D
runken Philosophers

-R
em

arkably coherent after a series of pints

-Insular

-Prone to argue am
ong their ow

n w
hen no 

external threat is visible

-Existentialists

Texts of Social D
isturbance

-Tom
 Jones, A

n A
utobiograpghy

-The C
om

plete W
orks of Shakespeare

-D
ictionaries



A
sk

 t
o 

sp
ea

k 
to

 a
 m

em
be

r 
of

 t
he

 
C

R
R

C
G

 fo
r m

or
e 

in
fo

rm
at

io
n:

In
ve

st
ig

at
or

 D
an

ie
l S

he
eh

an
R

el
ig

io
us

 In
to

le
ra

nc
e 

D
iv

is
io

n
C

R
R

C
G

 H
ea

dq
ua

rte
rs

¤

Pr
oc

to
r B

ill
 B

re
tt

‘S
oc

ia
l C

on
fo

rm
ity

 T
hr

ou
gh

 N
or

m
al

cy
’ 

G
ro

up
R

es
ea

rc
h 

La
b

C
R

R
C

G
 P

ol
yt

ec
hn

ic

¤

In
qu

is
ito

r A
l S

pe
nc

e
R

ig
ht

eo
us

 P
ro

m
ot

io
n 

an
d 

A
cc

ol
ad

es
C

R
R

C
G

 M
ed

ia
 P

ro
du

ct
io

ns

¤

Your Government, in its wisdom and ever-knowing vigilance, is attempting to identify 
dissident activites that could well be promoting detrimental Counter-Revolutionary 
Reformationist policies.

In this regard, the purpose of this information sheet is to assist you, the public, in the 
recognition and identification of individualistic philosophies and tendencies.

Dissident philosophies or policies are defined as: Groups or individuals, operating within 
the bounds of the country attempting to influence the Government or population to 
effect social or political mental change by engaging in intellectual mind games.

In any event, if questionable activity is encountered please contact the organisations 
mentioned in this brochure.
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Contrary to what Father Bil-
lious said last week, Charle-
ton Heston is not yet dead. 
Heston, the only man to have 
played all the main characters 
in the Christian and Jewish 
scriptures, is reportedly fine 
and good in his American 
home. Father Billious had 
mistakenly identified the man 
he ran over as Heston after 
“a few drops of the old tur-
pentine, know what I mean...” 
We wish Billious the very 
best as he undergoes a sex 
change once again to escape 
the Commonwealth’s justice.

Many have been wondering 
as to the reason behind last 
week’s unprovoked attack on 
Car(di)nal Fang, where, you 
may recall, Pope Xander 
pounced upon the good 
Car(di)nal and beat him 
viciously for over three 
quarters of an hour, before 
the rather belated interven-
tion of the Neo-Catholic 
Emancipated Gentlewomen’s 
League.
 Pressed for an explana-
tion, a visibly shaken Pope 
explained that during his 
routine “stocktake” of the 
personal belongings of the 
diocese, he had stumbled 
across Fang’s diary.  He 
refused to elaborate on what 
was found therein, but was 
heard to shriek “My mother is 
a fine upstanding woman, you 
bastard!” whenever Fang’s 
name was mentioned.
 After meditation and 
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Caesar-Primus of Jeeves, AH3

Scandal at Tea-time!

The attached photograph was taken on the occasion of  
the Papal Under-Secretary, Mr. Heironymous Oliphant 
Ransome, and his private nurse, Dr. Anti Mainsplained, 
welcoming fellow members of  The Misanthrope ‘Charity 
Hatred Society’ to their new home. Shortly after the 
photograph	 was	 taken,	 a	 scuffle	 broke	 out	 between	Mr	
Ransome and Cardinal Hewligan, after the cardinal was 
overheard making a comment about leads and pencils to 
His Holiness, Pope Xander.
 It can only be assumed that Mr. Ransome, a 
prodigious writer, took this comment to be a slight upon 
his authorial talents.
	 The	scuffle	was	shortly	broken	up	by	His	Holiness,	
with the grossly inadequate assistance of  Cardinal 
Darmeus.	 Not,	 however,	 before	 significant	 damage	 was	
sustained by Mr Ransome’s walking stick. The stick being 
of  considerable sentimental value, Cardinal Hewligan was 
made to promise the return of  the pieces after appropriate 
surgery was performed.

Mr. Ransome & “Companion” “Welcome” “Visitors”

Parish Gossip
with Clare Sinclair



prayer, His Eminence has 
realised that such violence 
is never the answer, and he 
unreservedly apologises for 
what he acknowledges was 
an “unchivalrous” amount 
of time dedicated to the 
Car(di)nal’s testicular region 
during the attack.

Bishop Grisham wishes 
to advise the faithful that 
stocks of misappropriated 
baby-clothing are up, up, 
up. The Bishop, noted for 
his canary-yellow suits and 
authentic nipples, has been 
recently trawling the nation’s 
capital for new stock for the 
‘Grisham Langston Foun-
dation for Fashion  Re-
education.’ “People give 
generously, especially when 
you pick their pockets,” the 
founder said, speaking from 
his new minimum security 
cell. Bishop Langston is now 
seeking a trifling sum re: his 
bail.

Much to the disgust of the 
Papacy, Bishop Leslie has 
taken residence (again) in the 
United States of America, 
ostensibly to study law. Our 
thoughts and commiserations 
go out to her; get better 
soon.

Bishop Jamie was diagnosed 
with glandular fever during a 
checkup earlier in the week 
by the Church witch doctor.  
As this is a serious afflic-
tion, the Pope is calling for 
the congregation to undergo 
grotesquely thorough medi-
cal checkups.  He will be 
in attendance dressed in a 

The Auckland Diocese News no. XXIII cont.

A New Day of  the Month is Announced!

In order to bring the Church year up to date with the Julian 
Calendar a new day of  the month has been introduced. 
Replacing the third Tuesday of  every month (in re the 
non Neo-Catholic calendar), Minty Monday will be a day 
of  rogue Scottish accents and the supping of  beer in 
bars. All acolytes are encouraged to prepare themselves 
ably for the new day of  the month by preaching in bar 
toilets everywhere. Only with our prayers (and beers) can 
we move forward to the glorious dimness of  the coming 
Dark Age.

More Monkeys, More Fun

Mortimer T. Vicar reports on the long awaited results 
of 	his	experiments	injecting	crack	into	cute	little	bunny	
rabbits.
	 “Just	as	funny	as	I	expected,”	he	told	reporters	before	
being chased from the press conference by representatives 
of  the SPCA, People for the Ethical Treatment of  
Animals, and the FBI.
	 Ostracised	 by	 the	 scientific	 community	 once	 his	
findings	 revealed	no	practical,	 or	 even	 comprehensible	
reasons for his experiments, which a commission of  
enquiry has dubbed “[U]nethical to a degree unheard 
of 	in	even	the	most	sexually	sadistic	of 	hillbilly	prisons”	
the	Vicar	is	dedicating	himself 	to	his	second	love	-	film	
making.
	 Having	received	good	reviews	for	his	first	documentary,	
‘Mortimer T. Vicar kidney punches an endangered 
Caribbean Manatee,’ he is hard at work at what he 
describes as a sweeping historical love saga: ‘Mortimer T. 
Vicar hits a monkey in the face with a claw hammer.’

Parish Gossip cont.

Fritz Explains...
DEUTERONOMY 1.10 

DISCUSSES THE HOUSE OF 
BONDAGE...

THIS IS THE NAME 
GIVEN TO EGYPT.

THIS WAS ILLUSTRATED TO ME BY 
A PARISHIONER WHO DRESSED UP 
LIKE CLEOPATRA AND SPANKED ME 

WITH AN ASP.



nurse’s uniform purely to 
assist the medical staff.
 While the threat of con-
tagion should by no means 
be taken lightly, the medi-
cal staff say it is unlikely to 
have spread far if at all, as 
only those who have been 
in direct salival contact with 
Bishop Jamie are at risk.
 We all know how seriously 
the Bishop, known as the most 
prodigious man-slut of the 
new millennium for some 
reason, takes his vows of 
chastity and celibacy.  Jamie, 
who denies rumours that he 
once systematically pleasured 
the entire church over a period 
of 73 hours because “I was 
bored and they were kinda 
cute” was unavailable for com-
ment, as he is currently in 
quarantine, being ably minis-
tered to by every female con-
gregant in the Church.

Since the Pope’s impassioned 
plea at last week’s service, 
there has been a 36% 
decrease in cannibalism 
amongst parishoners.  Con-
gratulations, everybody!

Cardinal Hewligan was once 
again found huddled under 
the pulpit dressed only in a 
vomit stained Union Jack, 
openly weeping as he quietly 
sung pornographic parodies 
of famous Britney Spears 
songs.
 As he was escorted from 
the premises by Church 
storm troopers, he was heard 
to mutter “You can’t stop me, 
you know. I’ve found it. The 
lost abomination of elder dis-
tillation. I can metabolise ham 
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The Roster of  Services

Confession will be held every night this fortnight at the 
Deconsecrated Presbyterian Church; Sanctus Jack tells me 
that	we	have	all	been	“very	naughty	indeed,	fnarp.”	Times	
to be advertised in your local newspaper under the name 
‘Milkwood’ in the Obituaries.

Pope Xander will be your celebrant for the next two Nagels, 
replacing	Bishop	Grisham	who	 is	 currently	 enjoying	 the	
hospitality	of 	Her	Majesty’s	Justice.	Most	Holy	asks	that	
people arrive at quarter to six. The format of  the service 
will be:

Opening Statement:
 Nagel-Primus: Exchange Rates of  the Day
 Nagel-Secundus: ‘osier’ through ‘ostensible,’ ‘Collins 
Concise Dictionary’

Reading:
 Nagel-Primus: Lucky’s speech, ‘Waiting for Godot.’
	 Nagel-Secundus:	Majikthise	 and	Vroomfondel,	 ‘Hitch	
Hikers Guide to the Galaxy’

Hymn: Those Bulging Neo-Catholics (overleaf)

Discussion Topic:
 Nagel-Primus: What Constitutes a Good Choice: A 
Three Minute Rant with Accompanying Question Time
 Nagel-Secundus: To be advised

Closing Statement:
 Nagel-Primus: Debts Owed to Me
 Nagel-Secundus: Reading of  the Evangelical Report

Hymn:
 Those Bulging Neo-Catholics (overleaf)

Parish Gossip cont.



into alcohol. I am Godlike. I’ll 
show you all...” before laps-
ing into a coma from which 
he has yet to wake.

Fashion conscious members 
of the congregation have been 
admiring the dapper new 
Atomic/Bacterial/Chemical 
environment suit Sanctus 
Jack has taken to wearing 
at all times.  Although his 
voice is quite muffled through 
the gas mask, the blessed 
Jack explains his new sarto-
rial choice as being “To steri-
lise me!  I have been infected 
with the numbing terror of 
human strangeness!  Stained!  
Tainted by sickness!  You’re 
all dirty!  Your minds are 
abscesses of atrocity and stu-
pidity!  The fiiiilllth!”

Parishioners curious as to the 
whereabouts of Cardinal 
Darmeus will be delighted to 
know that we have received 
a postcard from him, return 
addressed from the 23rd Per-
pendicular Intersect of the 
Superreality.  He reports that 
one of his mystical experi-
ments into the flux state of 
Fluidic Heresy went unspeak-
ably right, and he has been 
tossed through the neon dark-
ness of the hyper real ever 
since.
 The Cardinal reports that 
he has fallen in with a paramil-
itary cadre of chaos magician 
guerrillas waging metapoetic 
war against unspeakable 
horror gods, and may not be 
home for at least a couple 
more days.

The Auckland Diocese News no. XXIII cont.

Hymn:

Those Bulging Neo-Catholics (Anon)

See the Faithful rise as one
Smiling,	joyful,	full	of 	fun

Opening beers and cracking wine
Every one a gay old time

See those Bulging ne’er-do-wells
See those men cavort with cows
Hear the screams of  everyone
Bulging Neo-Catholic fun!

Smell the Faithful at their work
Everyone a patent burk

Indulging in favoured past-times
Looking for suggestive rhymes…

Taste the Faithful in the act
In the bedsheets they cavort with Jack

Beware the polis and its guards
With their truncheons big and hard

Parish Gossip cont.

The Pope would like to remind the lesser Deacons 
that this is not a democracy, and that all further 
attempts at revolution will be met with stern and 
decisive buggerings.

There will be meeting of  the Misanthrope ‘Char-
ity Hatred Society’ on the second Tuesday of  next 
month.	All	members	are	invited	to	bring	charity	flyers	
for	the	annual	bonfire.	Snacks	will	not	be	provided,	
so fuck off.



Coda





The Last Word

I want to write something about the state of our culture, but I can’t be bothered.
 Which says everything about society that I wanted to say.
 Post modernism has saved you all from having to suffer through another of my weak attempts 
to rail against society’s lethargic procrastination.
 You people owe post modernism a beer next time you see it.

Sanctus Jack, He Who Understood

The Coda
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Police report: ANTHONY MUSIC

The Coroner’s report has ruled the death as a suicide. It has been determined that after he 
administered a brutal beating to himself, Mr Music stapled a note to his forehead reading “If  
anyone else pries into our business they’ll get what this poor bastard did”, before shooting 
himself  in the back with a crossbow.

The investigation is now closed.


