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Third Edition

by the Very Left Reverend Doktor Magistra Batrix,
Το Μικρον Θεριον  \cw  ]xh 

The Infra-Red Woman of the Church of the SubGenius,
Pope of All Broadview and About Half the 134th Block of Greenwood Avenue North,
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(A slightly altered version of this article was published in Lamp of Thoth Nos. 22 and 23 (1988), 
published by The Sorcerer’s Apprentice, The Crescent, Hyde Park Corner, Leeds LS6 2NW Yorkshire, 

England, UK.  Another was published by Djehuti/Quetzlcoatl Press, Seattle, WA USA, in the same year. 
This edition has been slightly edited to remove prices, which have long since become outdated.  For 

information concerning prices and other things related to the Church of the SubGenius, go to 

http://www.subgenius.com/ and http://www.subgenius.com/scatalog.html.  Or write to The SubGenius™ 
Foundation P.O. Box 181417, Cleveland Hts, OH 44118, or call 1-888-669-2323. )

This  article  was written  in  response  to  numerous  desperate  pleas  for  illumination  on the  nature, 
essence, rituals, Gods, goals, High (!) Holidays, etc. of the Church of the SubGenius (e.g., “Hey!  Just 
what  the  hell  is this  shit,  anyway?!”).   In  it,  I’ll  give  a  brief  introduction  to  the  Church,  and try  to 
describe, at least in very broad, general terms, something of its history, organization, beliefs, and other 
essential  ingredients  that  went  into  its  making.   However,  as  explaining the  Church  would  be  as 
impossible as, say,  explaining the evolution of lint-bunnies from primordial  crud, where laps go when 
you stand up, the reason for cats,  the quantum-mechanics of income-taxes,  the selective values of in-
laws, the moral justification for Monday, and so forth, I won’t even attempt such a task!1

Now, it has been claimed that the ultimate aim of the Church of the SubGenius is to get people to  
think for themselves – or at the very least, to pull the wool over their own eyes,  themselves, rather than 
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relying on various sorts of con-artists (“politicians,” “clergy,” “mystics,” “New Age gurus,” etc.) to do it  
for them.  It has been said of the Church that it is in fact trying, via all sorts of Nasrudinoid, Crowleyan, 
Neumanish ploys sneakily disguised as “entertainment,” “parties,” “jokes,” etc., to get people to not only 
ask for themselves such questions as, “Since specialization came to be, and for ages long served to bind 
people more closely together – HOWCUM  it now functions only to alienate them from one another and 
drive  them far  apart  spiritually?”,  “HOWCUM the  more  we Progress,  the  Shittier  everything  gets?”, 
“HOWCUM I pay more and more for  less and less”,  and “Who the  FUCK is RUNNING this show, 
anyway?!”,  but  actually  go  out  and  get  the  answers  for  themselves,  the  real answers  to  these 
questions . . . and then act on what they find out, on their own initiative.

All life on Earth – including Homo sapiens – has been so badly gene-damaged and brain-warped by 
everything from radioactive fallout to dioxin and silver iodide in the watersheds from whence cometh the 
runoff that we store and use as our drinking- and cooking-water, to DDT, BHT, Red Dye No. 7, and vari-
ous nitrates in what passes in our “food,” to the atrocious television programming and disinformation 
bombardment that daily batters our minds and judgment from all sides and all media, that we are already 
living in Post-Apocalyptic  times,  denizens of a brave New Earth (whether or not with equally valiant 
New Heavens to match!),  for whom the old-time cultures,  churches,  politics,  and so on simply  won’t  
work any more.  We are all therefore sadly in need of brand-new institutions to cope with this staggering 
astral-body-burden of Future Shock.  It has been claimed that to this end, J. R. “Bob” Dobbs, Head High 
Epopt and founder of the Church of the SubGenius, has declared, “I want to do for mutants what Disney 
did for kids.”2

In short, it has been claimed that the Lords of Chaos have opened the gates on Infinity for this planet, 
to

. . . a seething, noisome vortex of grinning Chaos that can reach out with titanic, 
sizeless hands and twist the fabric of time and space if so inclined . . . a hulking dread 
that literally inhabits each and every one of us to some unguessable extent.

The Book of the SubGenius, First Edition, p. 38

If we and this poor, battered, gutted, sick world of ours are to have any chance at all of survival into 
the centuries ahead, we’d bloody well better do our ultimate best to GROW THE FUCK UP:  we who do 
the living and the dying had better take back the power of life and death and the responsibility for our 
lives and souls and ACT on it, use our minds and hearts and spirit for what they were MEANT for instead 
of clinging to the gutters of spiritual poverty, complacently retreating to the back-wards of life as self-
willed imbeciles,  happily rotting away in the sewers of the soul and letting the treasures of our hearts 
putrefy into psychic pus and then turn to dust and blow away on the winds of Eternity!  THIS, it has been 
claimed, is what the Church of the SubGenius is all about:  To give this planet a real choice, instead of 
the same old echo that has been all it’s had for millennia, so that, for those who truly Will to follow it out 
of the gutter-mud of “civilized” despairing complacency, there is a real road out to the stars.

Of course, that’s all a crock of shit.
It  would  be  an  offense  to  Reason,  Right-Thinkingness,  and  the  Laws  of  Nature  to  believe  that 

anything like that could exist!  Why, it would spell the End of Civilization as We Know It! No one would 
want  anything  to  do with  it,  however  low and  perverted  and  warped  he  or  she  might  otherwise  be, 
anyway.   No,  friend,  just  disregard  those ugly rumors:   they’re  all  just  so much Pink flapdoodle,  to 
distract the Yetinsyny3 who might otherwise investigate the Church and decide to join by turning them 
thoroughly OFF from the whole idea BEFORE they ever take a look at it.

What,  then,  is the Church of the SubGenius?  When,  where,  and how did it  originate?  At whose 
instigation?  Why was it formed, and what are its purposes?

The Church of the SubGenius was founded by one J. R. “Bob” Dobbs, who, up until the 1950s, was 
just a young nobody who made his sparse, intermittent living as an odd-jobber and part-time salesman. 
But in that strange era just after the opening of the Atomick Age, but prior to the inception of the Spaced 
Age and the Cybernetic Age, Dobbs suddenly found himself inflicted with an Emaculation, a series of 
visions concerning the history and the future of this planet and our own species.  These visions were so 
awesome, frightening, and urgent that he was impelled to found the Church of the SubGenius in order to 
alert  the world to what  lay in wait,  just  around the Apocalyptic  corner,  in the 1990s;   and to gather 
together those with eyes to hear and footglands to psmell, instruct them in the wisdom imparted to him in 
his Emaculation, and thus do all that could be done to save at least a small but deserving remnant from 
otherwise certain extinction.
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Throughout  our  planet’s  history,  he  learned  from  these  visions,  the  destinies  of  Earth,  and  in 
particular  of  our  own species  have  been  shaped  and  manipulated by extraterrestrial  influences.   The 
foremost  of these  have been  the mad machinations  of an E.T.J.D.  whom we know as JHVH-1, who, 
having created our world as the result of a bar-bet, has taken great amusement ever since in diddling his 
creation in the most sinister ways possible.  This “mad alien from some corporate sin galaxy” is at one 
and the same time the Author of all  our destinies and the ultimate underlying Prime Mover of all  the 
conspiracies,  evil  conclaves,  and  sinister  covens  that  have  ever  existed,  from  the  Old  Man  of  the 
Mountain to the Trilaterals to the Aldebaranian Snake-Men, the Deros, the UFO-AIDS-plague creators 
and disseminators, and, worst of all, the American Cardboard Box Manufacturer’s Association.  And yet . 
. .

And yet, as the Bible of SubGenius, The Book of the SubGenius, has to say:

.  .  .  Oh, all  that  that  right-wing stuff about the Council  on Foreign Relations is true 
enough.  The world is run by rich, old, white, ugly men . . . but they’re just the  plant  
supervisors of this Hell Factory Earth . . ..

Ibid., p. 45

In short,  the worst scenario you could possibly  think of in your wildest,  Acid-spawned, paranoid-
schizophrenic fever-dream fantasy falls far,  far short of the true horror of the reality.  The UFO-kidnap 
cases – the microwave/Bakelite traps from the fractal Cosmoid dimension – the Venus fortune-cookies – 
these are the very least of it!  The Hollow Earth Nazis are merely the gofers, the email-room crew for the 
real villains . . . who are the ones you don’t see, and never will..

If you’re lucky.
The true owners of this world.
Oh, yes, friends, this world is on a downhill skid to Hell – and Pink Boyz, the fat, dumb, and happy 

dupes, agents, and  front-men of the Conspiracy, have bought themselves  first-class tickets on that little 
old Down-Bound Train!

If we would be spared  the horrors about  to be visited upon an unrepentant,  smugly comfortable, 
Slackless world, we have to WAKE UP!, absorb the message that Slack-Master Dobbs has tried so heart-
breakingly hard to get across to us all these years, and act NOW to turn this world around and get it on a 
new heading, before doom falls on us all.

And time’s-a-wastin’!  On July 5, 1998, at 7 o’clock a.m. (that’s Central Daylight Pink Time, folks, 
i.e., at the meridian of Dallas, Texas, USA), still other space aliens, the Xists, will land on Earth, to judge 
the Quick and the Dumb.  When the crunch comes, will we be ready by then to return with them to our 
true homes,  our  True Selves  –  as  Stars,  among  the  Stars?   .  .  .  Or  will  we  be  stomped  back  into 
primordial goo like so many cockroaches in the kitchen of a chef mad for hygiene, ready to serve as the 
raw material for another start at it all over again?!?

Only if J. R. “Bob” Dobbs has succeeded in his desperate, Augean labors, and it is clear even to the 
alien  tri-fold pnostrils  of the E.  T.  Xists that  the  world belongs to  the  SubGenii,  and to  the  Muthuh 
Church of SubGenius –  one world, gathered lovingly into the folds of the all-embracing fleece of  one 
World Religion – will  we be  safe.   And,  even  then,  our  enemies,  the  Pinks,  and  the  “Bobbies,”  the 
Pseudo-Subs, will be out in the cold – will never be allowed aboard those great Golden Ships in the Sky 
at  any price.   No,  only the  true elect,  those  saved in “Bob”,  will  be aboard the Xist saucers on that 
terrifying, glorious Day of Days!

And the rest of Homo so-called sapiens?
. . . Well, where does the candle-flame go when it’s – blown out?
But how will the Xists know?  How will they separate the Pink-fleeced psheep from the SubGoats?
By one simple criterion: Slack.
What is Slack?
Slack is . . .
. . . never having to say you’re sorry. – Or even secretly think it.
Slack is the Golden Fleece,  the Pot of Gold at  the end of the Rainbow, the Piper at the Gates of 

Dawn,  the  Ultimate  Orgasm,  winning  the  Irish Sweepstakes,  the  Ultimate  Cancer  cure,  the  stingless 
honey-bee, a 100% successful cure for AIDS, a 101% successful cure for horniness, seeing your worst 
enemy go roaring off a cliff – in your  second-worst enemy’s brand-new Porsche, finding somebody to 
scratch your back exactly where it itches, five more minutes in bed, finding nobody is in the john when 
you have to pee in the worst way – in short, what you’d sell your soul to get . . . without having to sell 
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your soul to get it.   All true SubGenii are dedicated to Life,  Liberty, and the Eternal Pursuit of Slack. 
Slack is to the Muthuh Church what Grace is to Christianity, Nirvana is to Buddhism, Submission to the 
Will of Allah is to Islam, Thelema is to Crowleyanity, and Agape is to Thelema – the ultimate goal and 
crown of existence.

This attitude cannot be faked.  SubGenii, descendants of the noble Yeti (however bastardized by the 
genetic taint of Homo sap they may be) seek Slack by instinct.

Pinks, on the other hand, believe in work.
Selling  (out)  their  libidos to  the  Conspiracy  in  exchange  for  the  Nice,  the  Pleasing,  the  Comfy, 

Normalcy, Pinks labor for their False God, Calvin the Mammonite, with a good will, a hey nonny-nonny, 
and a happy heart, knowing, like the good little ants they are, that come winter-time they will be on the 
warm, cozy inside looking out – at all us poor, freezing, starving grasshoppers.

. . . Never noticing, or caring, that somehow it’s always they, not us, who seem to get the majority of 
heart-attacks,  cancers,  perforated  ulcers,  children  who  hate  them,  permanent  nervous  breakdowns, 
suicidal depressions, and Screaming Indigo Mid-Life Horrors.  After all, it has been they, not us, who’ve 
been able to buy all those keen Yuppie toys, from a houseful of slaves and seventy on-call courtesans of 
all sexes ‘way back there in Nineveh, Tyre, and Babylon, to a stableful of racing-chariots and race-horses 
and the jockeys to go with them in Old Imperial Rome, to fine Swiss watches and a brace of pistols with 
silver-chased grips in 17th and 18th Century Europe and America, to their very own desk-top computer 
systems,  swimming-pools,  and boxed sets of custom-made vibrators of  every  shape  and style,  today. 
Hasn’t the world always been their oyster, not ours?

Yes – but not for very damned much longer.
For in just a few more short, fleeting years, the Xists will land, and then – and THEN . . .  then all 

those pretty toys and constipated attitudes and Normal life-styles won’t be worth a red-hot revolving fart 
in a hurricane:  only Slack – and those who cherish it – will survive the Millennial Maelström that will 
be visited on this poor suffering world on that day, that great day, that GLORIOUS DAY – (*)!  (Kaff . . . 
Somebody,  please  pour me a glass of water  from that  pitcher  over there,  would you? – Thanks .  .  .) 
Anyway, only SubGenii will MAKE it on that day when “Bob” gathers his faithful to his capacious, vora-
cious bosom and, with them, takes off for the stars!

Until then, what can we do?
First, understand and ACT on the Four Divine Rules of SubGenius:
The first Rule is:  “Too Much Is Always Better Than Not Enough.”
The  second  Rule  is:   “If  you  can’t  tell  shit  from  tunafish,  DON’T order  seafood  in  a  French 

restaurant.”
The third Rule is:  “Anyone you see driving a Porsche DOESN’T DESERVE IT.”
And  last,  but  certainly  not  least:   “If  you  don’t  have  a  sense  of  humor,  DON’T TRY  TO  BE 

FUNNY!!!”
Second, take to heart that Golden Maxim of the “Bob”:  “FUCK ‘EM if they can’t take a joke!”
And third,  understand that  while  the ways of the world may be Pink,  even so,  the money of the 

Conspiracy is green.  This understanding leadeth to the Way of True Slack.
And what about all those  claims, those  allegations about the  true nature, aims, and policies of the 

Church of the SubGenius?  Those irresponsible rumors and rumblings of revolutionary revelations quoted 
at the beginning of this article?

Why, don’t you believe a word of it!  How could it be?
For don’t you see . . . if people really thought for themselves, rather than merely deciding which bit 

of cultural junk soul-food to trot out from moment to moment on their mental Lazy Susans – why, the 
next thing  you  know,  we’d  have  real  freedom!  And  how  could  anyone ever  stand  that hellacious 
burden?!

. . . You will pay to know what you really think!
– Or kill me.
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Endnotes

1Rather, the interested reader can, for a mere $30 of their hard-earned, blood-stained, sweat-soaked 
Slack, send away to the SubGenius Foundation in Dallas, Texas, USA, the Silver Lone Star Capital of the 
Inner Order of the New Aeon of Odin,** for a full, lifetime. membership in the Church of the SubGenius. 
Or, for just $15† (again, the same numismatic considerations apply), he or she can obtain from the same 
address a copy of  The Book of the SubGenius, which goes into all of this in full,  bullshattering detail, 
leaving the reader totally confused.

*American currency or international postal money-orders only, please!  Those outside the United States 
should add something extra for postage, if possible.  Postal money-orders, Traveler’s Checks, checks 
drawn on banks in the United States are preferable to notes and coins, which often become lost in the 
mail, but these are nice, too . . . assuming they escape the greasy clutches of the Mailgate Daemons 
and arrive safely.

**See the glossary at the end of this paper for the full address of the SubGenius Foundation.

†Until next year’s dues come due and prices go up, that is.
– Don’t kvetch over the price!  With inflation, in just a few more years it’ll go up to $23 – not to 

mention  the  $93  which  authentic  High  Church  Initiation  is  gonna  ding  those  frantic,  desperate, 
wannabe Saved-in-”Bob” by June 1998, just before the Xist Muthuh Ship lands in Dallas!

2I am indebted for this bit of Dobbsiana to Reverend Doktor Ivan Stang, Sacred Scribe of the Muthuh 
Church,  who  had  the  wit  to  record  this  some  time  ago.   Otherwise,  after  the  untimely,  stunning 
martyrdom of “Bob” in early 1984,  this and much else of the Master’s sayings would have been lost to 
us forever, for which the whole world would have been much poorer.

3See the glossary, below.

Glossary

“Bob”:  J. R. “Bob” Dobbs.  Born October 29, 1929 (possibly in Los Angeles, California,  USA, about 
dawn;  records are uncertain);  died January 21, 1984, at 11:30 p.m., in San Francisco, California,  
victim of the bullets from the gun of an Unknown Assassin.  While a young itinerant salesman and 
television repairman eking out a bare living in the 1950s, this American Boddhisvata experienced a 
series  of  Visions  or  Emaculation  by  which  was  revealed  to  him  the  Ultimate  Truth  Behind 
Everything, plus a good recipe for tuna casserole.  Impelled by the urgent power of these visions, he 
founded the Church of the SubGenius, to prepare humanity for the hell about to descend on the world 
during the closing years of the 20th century, and give our poor, battered little planet a chance in the 
coming End Times lurking just around Time’s cruel corner to wreak havoc upon it – and us.

Bobbies:   The  fake  SubGenii.   Those  who think  that  the  Path to  Slack  is  paved  with ejaculation  of 
SubGenius slogans, weird behavior, Sub-trendy clothing, and so on.  Those who espouse SubGenius 
orthodoxy,  who do not understand that  those who would  truly cherish “Bob” must  kill him. – As 
many times, as messily, and as soul-satisfyingly thoroughly as possible, until even the remotest tinge 
of Pinkness, taken by “Bob” onto his broad shoulders as he descends into SubGenial Avernus (only 
to cum again on the third day) is thereby completely  purged from the Psoul.

The Book of  the SubGenius:   See the bibliography,  infra,  for  publication data  as well  as information 
concerning price and ordering.

The Con:  See “The Conspiracy,” infra.
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The Conspiracy:  The true rulers of this world.  The Occultati.  Them.  Those behind everything – even 
the American Cardboard Box Manufacturers Association.  Those who serve the Elder Gods (the ones 
to whom Charles Hoy Fort referred when he said, “We are owned.”  See The Book of the SubGenius, 
pp. 43-47.

Couch-Do:  The Way of the  Potato.   The New Age Schism of SubGenius.   (Like,  the  Upper Lower 
Devonian.   Mit terres de pomme,  yet.)   The  Zen of Head-launching:   “First  there  is a scheduled 
program, / Then there is no scheduled program, / Then there is .  . .”  A sect that  consumes only 
pretzels, beer, and TV dinners . . . except for the Exerciser Heresy, which demands of the Faithful 
that occasionally they get up, go into the kitchen, make some hot, fresh, buttered popcorn, and bring 
it back to the Viewing Room to consume as a sacrament during Beevis & Butthead.

Footgland:   The SubGenius foot doubles as a gland.  It “intuits” the world around us so subtly that we 
rarely notice its functioning.  According to Dr. Philo Drummond,

.  .  .  When Man stands on his brain and thinks with his feet,  THEN HE’LL KNOW 
EXACTLY WHICH WAY TO GO and how to FIND “BOB”.

It is activated by walking.  Better than a brain, because it doesn’t talk to itself all the time.

’frop:  Short for HABAFROPZIPULOPS.  An herb grown high in the Himalayas by Yeti High Priests of 
JHVH-1 and their Sherpa slaves.  From this Heavenly Herb is made Nectar, Ambrosia, ordinary food 
and fine cordials, smoke and PILS, all used freely and copiously by SubGenii at all times.  Produces 
superhuman clarity  of insight,  sensory hyperanaesthesia,  total  loss of judgment  identical  with the 
most profound wisdom, placid ecstasy, bless‚d repose, and a pretty good buzz,  as well.  The only 
shortcut  to the realization of the Dobbs state.   Safe,  beneficial,  and necessary to the SubGenius’s 
bodily health.   Promotes – nay,  makes  possible – the biological  transmutation from Yetinsyny to 
Übermanhood.  (See The Book of the SubGenius, Second Edition, p. 54.)

High Holidays:  There are as many of these per year per SubGenius as he/she has Ünbirthdays in that 
year, plus one to grow on.  You do anything on a given High Holiday that increases your Slack as 
much as possible.  What makes them High Holidays is the ritual partaking by the Faithful of ’frop, 
the  “Sacramental  Herb  of  SubGenius,”  the  “closest  thing  to  the  untainted  essence  of  ODIN on 
Earth.”  

On High Holidays,  especially  July 5, the pre-anniversary of the Xist landing,  and Dobbsmas, 
October 29, the SubGenius Wor Flag, representing the ultimate triumph of the Will of Odin over the 
Conspiracy, must be flown (preferably upside-down, to show the all-permeating of influence of ’frop 
on all things SubGenial).  This rectangular flag has a snowy-white background, to symbolize the pur-
ity of dedication to the pursuit of life, liberty, and Slack of Dobbs’ spiritual children, on which are 
two horizontal  scarlet  stripes,  one near the top, one near the bottom;   between these two stripes, 
centered in the rectangle,  is a Unicursal hexagram with a pentagram at its center, surrounded by a 
circlet of chain with many of its links broken open explosively, the whole of the circlet rippled and 
otherwise disturbed as if by perturbed by the shockwave of some violent  nearby explosion,  all  – 
hexagram, pentagram,  and chain – done in the same explosive scarlet  as the stripes.   The scarlet 
symbolizes the blood of Dobbs, shed for us when he was gunned down by Unknown Assassin # 1 
during Night of Slack in January 1984,  or maybe the usual color of the ink in the account-books of 
the SubGenius foundation.  The hexagram symbolizes the unity of SubGeniusdom;  the pentagram at 
its center represents either the Will of Odin or something Stang’s car ran over the other night after he 
was  coming  home  from  a  talk  given  to  the  Dallas  DSR*’s  Friday  Night  Sewing-Circle  and 
Fornication Committee  Meeting on SubGenius Morals and Ethics (about two minutes long;  then 
they adjourned for beer  & brownies).   The shattered chain represents the destruction of all  things 
Normal and Pink , and the end of the Conspiracy, through the efforts of “Bob” and his followers, 
with a final wrap by the Xists on July 5, 1998.

*Daughter’s of the SubGenius Revolution.
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IRS:   The  Church  of  the  SubGenius  does  not enjoy  tax-exempt  status.   We  pay  our  dues,  just  like 
everybody else!  (Not for want of trying, of course – it’s that alas, the Conspiracy proved to be just  
too big for us on this one!)

JHVH-1:  A “mad alien from some corporate sin galaxy,” NOT GOD.  AKA Yah-Weh, Odin, Pan, Bog, 
Rag,  Iah,  AFFA,  Mammon,  Shiva,  Wotan,  Adonai  Moloch,  Abulldad,  Ad-Llubad,  Shamash, 
Demiurgus, Iadabaoth, Old Nobodaddy, Crom, etc.  The creator of this world and all in it, including 
both Humanity and Yetianity.  A cosmic nut.  Warning:  is armed and may be very dangerous.  In the 
past has used Deluges, rains of frogs, plagues of locusts, falls of fire and brimstone, banishing to an 
Inferno, etc. to make points and eliminate the opposition.  If you see him, DO NOT ATTEMPT TO 
ARREST HIM!!!  Instead,  report it  to your nearest Xist Interfuzz Headquarters by calling 1-8888-
888-705-1998.

Last Church of Nhee-Ghee:  See also entry under “Nhee-Ghee,” below.  The Way of the Left-Hand Path 
of SubGenius.  Teaches that the Path to Slack lies  straight through the Conspiracy – using a  late-
model road-grader and a couple of cases of  TNT!!  (Or maybe a couple of cases of ’frop, dumped 
into  the  central  reservoir  of  the  biggest  urban  bastion  of  Pinquitude  around?  –  But  seriously, 
folks . . . primo ’frop is too hard to come by to waste it so criminally!!)  Current head of the Church 
is the Reverend Rabbi Doktor Ipsillimus Anson Relay,  Head High Poobah of the Last  Church of 
Nhee-Ghee, and one mean Head-launcher!

Marginals  Movement  (AKA  The  Alternative  Press):   The  Outer  Order  of  the  New  Aeon  of  Odin, 
comprising all Yetinsyny efforts anywhere in the world, individual or collective,  to transmute this 
world from one infested by creeping Normalcy to one fit for Übermen/women to inhabit.    Includes 
all  Internet  and  Usenet/Newsnet  communications,  as well  as publication  of  prozines,  slickzines, 
APA publications, garage-band tapes and CDs, garage-cinema VCRs, broadsides done in purple-and-
green  crayon  on butcher-paper  and  pasted  up on  the  sides  of  buildings  and  mailboxes,  etc.  etc. 
devoted to WARNING THE WORLD about the Conspiracy, EDUCATING the masses about ’frop and 
other aspects of our SubGenius heritage, or just having FUN.  Does NOT include CNN, USA Today, 
the New York Times, or any other Pink media organ.  Includes about 150,000,000 members in the U. 
S. alone.   Represented by a flag comprising seven horizontal  red stripes and six horizontal  white 
ones, and a canton of night-sky blue containing a circlet of thirteen silver stars.

Nhee-Ghee:  JHVH-1’s alternate personality (he also has 22 others on tap, ready for all emergencies or 
the next good party that comes along).  Lord of the Left-Hand Path of SubGenius.

Normals:  If the term doesn’t speak for itself,  YOU SHOULDN’T BE READING THIS!!!!  Those who 
make a religion of worship of the Great God Status Quo, i.e., of Normalcy.  (The term was, after all, 
invented by Warren Gameliel Harding – and look where it got him!)

Overman/woman (Überman/woman):  A fully developed, sexually mature Yetinsyny who has, with the 
help of ’frop and a few Xists,  achieved the Final  Transformation  into post-imago maturity.   The 
Overman/woman is possessed of a huge, bulbously swollen cranium, a permanent smile, powers of 
flight and invisibility, the Cough of Command, an  indescribably superior mental state, and a  nose  
that picks itself.

Pinks:   (Colloq.)   Slang  corruption  of  the  formal  SubGenial  derogatory  term  PINK BOYS or  PINK 
BOYZ.  Refers to all conformist, sheeplike, status-quo cherishing, Normalcy worshipping idiots who 
live in terror of making their own decisions.  This term refers to neither skin-color, sexual identity or 
preference,  nor age,  though it  does come from Black slang for “suburban white men.”   The term 
refers to the outlook and attitudes of people so designated, and to the view through the rose-colored 
shades they gotta wear while gawping at their Yuppie future.

Slack:  “Slack was known to the Buddha – to Lao-Tse – to Jesus – to Billy Graham – to all the great 
avatars.”  (The Book of the SubGenius, First Edition, p. 63).  Yes – but what the Hell is it?!
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– Man, when you have to  ask what  Slack is,  you don’t have it!  To quote the immortal  Ivan 
Stang, Sacred Scribe of the Church of the SubGenius:

People have to ask me what Slack is.  And that’s sad, mister.  You were born with 
Slack.   Oh,  yeah!  You were  born with Slack – and then the Conspiracy took it  all 
away.

From  Media  Barrage  Tape  No.  0,  “What  the  HELL  Do  You  Think  You’re  
DOing?!”  See bibliography for tape listings

Slack is what ain’t there any more after society and “civilization” get through training the Godhead 
out of you – the Godhead each of us was born an heir to, that all Life partakes of.  The Way of Slack 
is Wu-Wei – if you think you know what it  is, you’ve just  lost it.  See The Book of the SubGenius, 
First Edition, Chapter 5 (pp. 61-69).

The SubGenius Foundation:  Headquarters of the Church of the SubGenius.  This is where you send your 
money for copies of The Book of the SubGenius, the infamous “Pamphlet No. 2,” The Stark Fist of  
Removal (the official organ of the Church of the SubGenius!), Media Barrage Tapes, the (whisper it!) 
SubGenius  Video  Tapes,  and  lots  of  other  SubGenial  goodies,  as  well  as  for  a  LIFELONG 
membership as a fully ordained minister of the Church of the SubGenius:

The SubGenius Foundation
Post-Office Box 140306
Dallas, TX 75214
USA

(Checks  or  money-orders  preferred.   Overseas  residents  please  send  international  postal  money-
orders or Traveler’s Checks in U.S. Currency only, please – and add a little something for postage, 
which ain’t cheap!)

Full  membership in the  Church costs a mere  $XXX, and it  gets you – in addition to FULL 
membership privileges,  such as unlimited access to cute  little  Bobbies and fantastic  discounts on 
’frop orders – four copies of  The Stark Fist of Removal,  Pamphlets,  Catalog,  posters,  documents, 
stickers,  and a wallet-sized,  legal-looking MINISTER’S CARD granting you EVERY imaginable 
(and a few UNimaginable)  rights,  and excusing  ALL SINS).   This  is  the  only way to get  on the 
Mailing List of the Chosen, pierce the shroud of secrecy insulating the cult from the Normal world 
and the Conspiracy, and obtain such privileges as benefit  membership in an elite secret  society of 
this scope.

X-Day:  July 5, 1998.  (Not to be confused with the End of the Fourth World.  That belongs to a different 
calendar entirely.)  On this day, at 7 a.m., Dallas, Texas USA time, the Xists will land.  On this day, 
all  true SubGenii will be transformed in an instant into Overmen and Overwomen, and will be car-
ried out to the Stars by the Xists to reclaim their full Yeti heritage and fulfill their True Will as the  
true heirs of Atlantis – while the Normals, Pink wimps, and the Conspiracy will be . . . dealt with.

Xists:  A race of benevolent aliens somewhere between Man and JHVH, but without most of the nasty 
habits  of  the  latter.   (They  have  nastier ones!)   Normally  bodiless,  but  can  manifest  infinitely 
polymorphically.  Omnipresent and, in some ways (but NOT ALL) almost omniscient.  (Occasionally 
omnipotent as well.)  Henchbeings of WOTAN, they have been instrumental from the beginning in 
shaping the evolution and destiny of Earth’s life –  including OURS.  On X-Day they will land  in  
force,  descending with their  scientific  Magick and Magickal  high technology to deluge us with a 
superabundance of goodies which we simply won’t be able to handle.  If “Bob” isn’t there to explain 
to them our subsequent misery, panic, and collective nervous breakdown, they will PUT US OUT OF 
OUR MISERY.

Yeti:  All SubGenii, regardless of their apparent individual “races” or “ethnic backgrounds,” are true kin. 
Their common ancestor is  Homo directus, the True Atlanteans, one of two lines of descent from a 
small, insectivorous proto-primate called  Primoanthropocus originalis that existed some 70 million 
years ago, when WOTAN used the Dark Star Shiva, his Star Fist of Removal in its most fearsome 
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apotheosis, to edit the dinosaurs out of the cosmic television script that is Earth’s planetary history, 
in order to modify the plot into something more in line with the tastes of the Trans-Universe Couch 
Potatoes  that  have  been  happily  mind-bombing themselves  forward  into the Post-Biotic  with our 
cruddy little Solar Space Opera for several gigayears now.  The other line of descent from this tiny, 
monkeylike animal, which itself only avoided the dinosaur’s fate because Wotan had a hangover that 
day and couldn’t draw a bead on it properly, was Australopithecus, the forerunner of Homo sapiens.

Full-blooded  Atlanteans  still  exist,  inhabiting  the  lost  Glass  City  of  Chang-Eng  on  the  Ice 
Plateau that Time Forgot somewhere in the remotest, least accessible regions of Tibet.  Infrequently 
glimpsed as they run naked through Himalayan snows by lowland indigenes or explorers, these are 
the beings called the Yeti – “Abominable Snowmen” – by the Sherpas.

These are the True Men, what we all should be.
But ‘way back when, the Yeti fell – they degenerated so far that they even lusted after and mated 

with  HUMANS,  those bovine,  ITless beings who, though close cousins of the Yeti,  evolutionarily 
speaking, were stupid, physically weak specimens with a genetic tendency to mental and emotional 
malfunctions, such as drawing to an inside straight, as well as this thing for highly processed sabre-
tooth meat and refined white acorns dipped in sugar-cane juice, who hadn’t even the  potential for 
further evolution.  The result was Homo yetinsyny, the SubGenius – a half-breed Yeti who, though 
genetically  tainted  by  human  admixture  with  the  noble  Yeti  blood,  still  has  the  potential  for 
SALVATION.
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A Very Small Sampler of Church Saints, Current and Posthumous

Barnum, Phineas T.:  “Bob” may be the Saint of Sales, but P. T. Barnum was the Buddha of Bulldada, 
and to some extent has the same relationship to “Bob” that John the Baptist did to Jesus of Nazareth.

Dobbs, Constance  Marsh:  “Bob”’s first wife,  now his widow.  Born on March 23, 1933, daughter of 
refugees  of the Innsmouth Horror (the sea-coast  town of Innsmouth,  Massachusetts),  in which an 
unknown number of innocent émigrés into the United States from the South Seas were massacred by 
the United States Navy on orders of the Conspiracy puppets in the United States government, who 
finally  settled  in  Washington,  DC (where  things  are  so  fishy,  anyway,  that  no  one  would  ever 
notice!).   The ultimate exemplar for all  true Überwomen, she is still  true to the spirit of her first, 
undying love:

Hymn to Connie*

Roses, red roses, from the deep, warm breast
Of Her, whose progeny in Space and Time
Are one with us, Her children, – latest, best
And fairest fruitage of Her prime –

Within thy chaliced heart there glows
The crimson tide of Life.  The wine
Of youth, eternal, welling, flows
O’er thy curved rim incarnadine.

The fragrance of Her tresses, sweet
As tender breezes that o’erflow
The sun-kissed hills at dawn, and meet
And whisper love to buds that blow;

A pulsing flame – a sky that burns –
A sun god’s pyre and altar blent,
Veiled by thy velvet breast that yearns
To spill its gold and be content;

The music of soft rains that beat
With pattering fingers on our doors,
In gusty, flying showers, replete
With memories of the wind-swept moors;

Of tender flesh, the keen, sweet tang;
Of fruitful earth, the warm embrace
That lured the lusty vine which sprang
To bear aloft thy virile grace –

Roses, red roses, jeweled Grails of Love
And Sex – mysterious and more divine
Thy symbols shine on high above
The lilies pale on Mary’s shrine.

The rich, red torrent of thy life made bold
Since Time began, the hearts of men
To sing of freedom and of joys untold –
Inspired in turn the voice and pen

Of those who know that Love is Power
And Power is love, beyond the reach
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Of mortal minds that halt and cower
Before the truths thy roses teach.

And yet, thy fire is in the bard
Who sings of love or ruthless strife.
Thy flame is in the hearts that guard
The spirit’s growth from life to life

Till forms shall fade and systems rest.
The rhythm of thy magic pulse is stilled.
Still flames thy  symbol on the breast
Of Isis, Ishtar – mother, matter filled.

The snow-white wonder of Her form divine,
Stretched cruciform with upturned face,
Awaits with radiant joy the coming sign
Of Him, Creation’s Lord, in Time and Space.

Her eyes, eternal wells of loving light,
The Beauty dread and high which Gods can know –
And lo – within Her mighty heart, for Him, enshrined
Roses, red roses ever-blooming glow.*

*”Red Roses.”  From A. M. Stephen’s The Rosary of Pan (Toronto:  McClelland & Stewart, Publishers, 
1923), pp. 24-25.

Drummond, Philo:  So far, the only SubGenius who has made the fearful transition to Überhood, through 
the Magick of Xist technology under the direction of his late friend J. R. “Bob” Dobbs.

Eris:   AKA “Isis,”  “Kali,”  “Spider-Woman,”  etc.   Consort  of JHVH-1,  head  of the Rebel  Gods,  and 
Mother of most or all other Rebel Gods (the dreaded “Yurugu Gang”)  by JHVH-1.  May also be the 
ultimate Creator/ix, the Source of All Things, being both mother of Chaos and mother of the children 
of  Chaos,  the  Elder  Gods,  including  JHVH-1.   See  “Hymn to Connie,”  under  entry  for  “Dobbs, 
Constance Marsh,” above.  Also:

I love that Dark Beauty,
With the ruffled hair, enticing the world.
So I love her.

This black darling resides in the heart
Of Shiva, the god of all gods.
Again Krishna the Dark
Is the very life of the Brajaland,
Engrossed with cowgirls there.
Hence I love black, I adore it.

Banamali Krishna became the Black Goddess, Eris.
So says Celine, making no distinction
Between the two.

So I love the dark beauty,
Syama, the heart’s throb, the ruffled hair,
I love and adore her.*
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*Paraphrased from Ajit Mookerjee,  Kali:  The Feminine Force (New York:  Destiny Books, 1988), p. 
106.

Koresh, David and the Other 86 Martyrs:  Hideously mass-murdered for no particularly good reason (as 
usual!) by Conspiracy tanks and flame-throwers at 12:01 p.m. Central Daylight Pink Time on April 
19, 5 B. X. (Before X-Day) at the Branch Davidian Compound in Waco, Texas.  An example of just 
why we  must  be  on  guard  against  the  Conspiracy,  day  and  night,  until  the  Xists  land  and 
ELIMINATE it.  Doing nothing wrong, not even breaking any U.S. laws, only working out their own 
way of pursuing life,  liberty,  and holy  Slack,  the Branch  Davidians  were  subjected  to an all-out 
Blitzkrieg attack on their home reminiscent of the fire-bombing of Hamburg by armed Conspiracy 
thugs who,  disguised as official  employees  of real  U.S.  federal  police  agencies,  on that  evil  day 
burned  alive all  but  a  tiny remnant  of  the  inhabitants  of  the  compound – the  latter  being  those 
fortunate enough to come out the front way and thus straight at the television news cameras trained 
on them.  Afterwards, of the pitifully few adult survivors of the holocaust, all were given long, harsh 
sentences in federal prisons, not for any real crime, but simply for having been in the compound with 
Koresh, i.e., as “conspirators.” Not the first SubGenial martyrs (that horrifying honor probably goes 
to Gerry Reith, who was almost certainly “suicided” by the Conspiracy in 1984), but definitely the 
most  spectacular to date!!  And whatever the Conspiracy was trying to do when it holocausted the 
Branch  Davidians,  judging from the  growing uproar  over  the  mass-murders  and  the  unspeakable 
“trial” of the survivors that followed, it just may have  failed.  (In some ways similar to “Bob”, the 
Conspiracy does manage to fuck up now and then . . . but unlike “Bob”, it won’t make that $ M over 
this one . . . not if the Xists have their alien, extra-galactic way!!!!)

The Emperor Norton:

“Everybody understands Mickey Mouse.
Few understand Herman Hesse.
Hardly anybody understands Einstein.
And nobody understands Emperor Norton.”
– Malaclypse the Younger, K.S.C.

Joshua Norton, or as he preferred to be called, Norton I, proclaimed himself to be 
Emperor of the United States and Mexico in 1859.

Although a pauper, he was fed free in San Francisco’s best restaurants.
Although  a  madman,  he  had  all  his  state  proclamations  published  in  San 

Francisco’s newspapers.
While  rational  reformers  elsewhere  failed  to  crack  the  national  bank  monopoly 

with  alternate  currency  plans,  Norton  I  had  his  own  private  currency  accepted 
throughout San Francisco.

When the Vigilantes  decided  to  hold a  pogrom against  San Francisco’s  Chinese 
population, and sane men would have tried to stop them, Norton I did nothing but stand 
in the street, head bowed, praying.  The Vigilantes dispersed.

Although a fool, Norton I wrote letters which were seriously considered by Abra-
ham Lincoln and Queen Victoria.

Although a charlatan, Norton I was so beloved that when he died in 1880, 30,000 
people turned out for his funeral.

Pee-Wee Herman:  One of the most beloved of “Bob”’s Tel-Apostles, St. Pee-Wee was framed by the 
Conspiracy in the Summer of 1992 e.v. (6 B.X.), charged with a crime so unspeakable that we dare 
not even mention it here, convicted by one of the Conspiracy’s tame judges, and sentenced to – but 
there are some things just TOO FOUL even to whisper among civilized beings, even in the company 
of  hardened SubGenii . . .  Suffice it to say that he has never again been allowed to continue his 
Mission to the Normals, because of which possibly hundreds of millions of souls will go UNSAVED, 
and will be swept away into Eternal Nothingness on X-Day!  How do you like that, you smug Pink 
Conspiracy-sucking Squirt-Police?!?!
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Puzzling Evidence:  Moderator of The Show, on Radio KPFK, from Berkeley, California.  May have an 
alternate personality, the Dreaded Unibrow, who undergoes transformation into a Werebat whenever 
given unlimited access to ’frop.  For months after “Bob”’s death during Night of Slack in early 1984, 
unkind rumors claiming that Puzzling Evidence was in fact Unknown Assassin #1 – the one who had 
gunned down Our “Bob” – filled the air.  Was Puz really the Judas of the SubGenius movement?  Or 
was he, as some have claimed “Bob”’s last will and testament noted, “Bob”’s Good Kevorkian, come 
to lead him out of this Vale of Tears and into the Beforelife?  Or was “Bad Bob White,” arch-villain 
and Goldstein of SubGeniusdom, the one who wielded the gun?  Depends upon which head you’re 
talking to . . .

someone else:  Who is the  real Power behind it all?  This strange, enigmatic,  shadow-figure,  brains to 
Stang’s  brawn,  may  also  be  the  true  founder  of  the  Church –  and  possibly  even  “Bob”  .  .  . 
underneath that smiling mask!!

Stang,  the  Reverend  Doktor  Ivan,  A.  O.  32º:   The  Sacred  Scribe  of  the  Church  of  the  SubGenius. 
“Bob”’s business agent for the Church.

tENTATIVELY a cONVENIENCE:  An artist, writer, musician, and performance artist who makes the 
wildest, most maniacal of his Church brethren and cistern look like tame Pink pet poodles!  Declared 
the rest of the Church to be a heresy, and has waged the Wor on it ever since.  Even if “Bob” isn’t 
there on X-Day to Explain Things to the Xists, if they so much as pee wrong, all we have to do is 
threaten them with tENT and they will behave their skinny, alien, three-cheeked little anti-buns!
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No. 0:  “What the HELL Do You Think You’re DOing?!” – Hell-rant of the Gods!

No. 5:  ““Bob” Attack!” – You’ll never be the same after listening to this tape!

“The Janor Devices”!  Nos. 1, 2, 3 . . . Weapon of last resort in the Wor on the 
Pinks!   Also  good  for  driving  away  unwanted  in-laws,  etc.   Totally  
confusing!!

Many others.

_____.  “Pamphlet No. 2.”  Introduces the Church, its history, gives Price-List of the Gods.

_____.  The infamous SubGenius Videotape! 
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