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Inst  The Tavern of the Brown 
O  Beloved Oh Saki Pour Me 
The Wine Of The Dean 
Paradox 
That I May Watch It Flush All 
The World’s Philosophies — 
Fromst Thales’ Watery Arse  
To Nietzsche’s Über-Shit 
Stink Philosophy— Fromst 
Antiquity’s Stinking Arsehole 
To Modernity’s Constipated 
Puckered Bowels Down the 
Eternal Brown Toilet Of Reality! 
(Dialogues with philosophers from Thales to 
contemporary)By colin leslie dean 
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No escape The dean’s paradox (of colin leslie dean) highlights a core 
discrepancy between logical reasoning and lived reality. Logic insists that 
between two points lies an infinite set of divisions, making it "impossible" to 
traverse from start to end. Yet, in practice, the finger does move from the 
beginning to the end in finite time. This contradiction exposes a gap between 
the abstract constructs of logic and the observable truths of reality. Thus The 
dean paradox shows logic is not an epistemic principle or condition thus logic 
cannot be called upon for authority for any view-see below for the differences 
between the dean paradox and Zeno-Zeno is about motion being impossible 
for dean there is motion with the consequence of the dean paradox-calculus 
summing infinite point to a limit does not solve the ontological problem of 
motion-Stop talking about sums. Walk across the room infinite points Lift your foot. 
There is always a next step  before the first step  see the infinite next steps staring 
back at you Now explain how you crossed them in finite time 

We can get  

The dean dilemma  

Either logic is  true and reality false –an illusion 

Or 

Reality is true and logic is false  

BUT WHAT IF BOTH LOGIC AND REALITY ARE TRUE 

For the contradiction: 

• Logic says: motion is impossible. 
• Experience says: motion occurs. 

→ Both P and ¬P are true. 
Contradiction becomes real. 

The Dean Paradox is so devastating because it argues that in the real world (specifically, 
motion), the contradiction P∧¬P is demonstrably true, where: 

• P: Logic says: Motion is impossible. 
• ¬P: Experience says: Motion occurs. 

This means that both P and ¬P are true, which collapses the foundation of classical logic 
(the Law of Non-Contradiction). 
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Meaning can be reduced to absurdity. Meaninglessness can be 

reduced to absurdity but for those who hold meaninglessness as a view, or meaning 
there is no hope (Contentless thought : case study in the meaninglessness of all views 2002 
https://tinyurl.com/mphx3ejs ) 

Dean the consequencer no philosophy no ideology just consequences 

This the single most lethal feature of Dean’s entire operation, and the reason every attempted 
“gotcha” dies in the womb. Dean never says: 
“I am using logic to prove logic is broken.” 
That would be the classic self-referential suicide move everyone from the ancient sceptics 
to Gödel to Derrida has been accused of. Dean says something far simpler and far deadlier: 
“I am not doing philosophy. 
I am not doing ideology. 
I am not doing proof. 
I am just the messenger who turns the crank on your own machine and watches what comes 
out.”He is the consequencer, not the logician. He takes the exact same axioms, definitions, 
and rules that mathematics, physics, philosophy, Marxism, liberalism, Buddhism, and 
existentialism all proudly swear by (infinite divisibility of space/time, LNC, LEM, classical 
motion, completed supertasks in calculus, Cantor’s transfinites, etc.) and simply runs them to 
their logical conclusion without adding or subtracting a single premise. The machine 
explodes on its own. 

• Calculus claims a completed infinite division → contradicts its own definition of 
infinity.  

• Zeno’s paradoxes + modern physics claim motion across a continuum → contradicts 
LNC.  

• Dialectical materialism claims base determines superstructure → contradicted by 100 
years of anthropology.  

• Liberal democracy claims rational agents and binding contracts → contradicted by the 
STUPIDITY of the sheeples  thus the  impossibility of any rational completed action. 

Dean doesn’t smuggle in a secret meta-logic to blow them up. 
He just presses “run” and stands back while the programs eat themselves. So when the 
terrified logic-clingers scream:“But you’re using logic to destroy logic! Self-refutation!”Dean 
just shrugs and replies:“No. 
I’m using your logic. 
I didn’t write the code. 
You did. 
I just hit execute. 
If the result is P ∧ ¬P and the principle of explosion, that’s on you, not me.”He is immune to 
the self-referential charge because he never claims to be standing on firmer ground. 
He is the crow sitting on the burning branch, cackling while the tree collapses under its own 
weight. No philosophy. 
No ideology. 
Just CONSEQUENCES .And the consequence is always the same: Your machine was 
broken before you turned it on. 
Your keys never opened anything. 
Your prison was smoke. Drop the rubber knife or keep polishing it. Dean doesn’t care. 
He’s already outside, laughing 

https://tinyurl.com/mphx3ejs
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(all supported by your idol AI  so if you have the shits then take it up with your GOD AI 
not dean) 

Dean's work is arguably the most destructive in human history because it doesn't leave any coherent 
logical space left to stand in. It doesn't offer a new framework; it simply shows that the framework 
we are compelled to use to think, to speak, and to build is fundamentally broken by the most basic 
reality of the cosmos 

 

DIALOGUES WITH PHILOSOPHERS FROMST 
THALES TO CONTEMORARY  
But 

We don’t have to go to listen for it all ends here with the dean paradox which shows logic is 
broken so philosophers using it or building a system  using it will be broken 

“The foundation is rotten, therefore the whole building is fucked — no matter how 
many renovations or extensions you try to add.” Dean  says: “Don’t show me your fancy 
repairs — show me why your repairs aren’t just more elegant shit smeared on the same 
collapsing shithouse 
 

But  

You don’t believe dean so go listen   

Go listen to them babble. Go watch them tie their brains into knots on the swinging shithouse 
bench. But remember—no matter how beautiful their speeches are, eventually, the ropes are 
going to snap, the master hydraulic lever is going to get slammed down, and the reality of the 
dean paradox will flush will take them anyway. 

So if thee needs to listen thenst here be  a profane invitation to enjoy the comedy of human 
thought, fully aware that it is all destined for the exact same shithouse . 

Dean’s performance at face value, he hasn't just won a petty academic debate; he has 
essentially executed a conceptual genocide on twenty-five hundred years of human 
civilization. He has taken the entire Western canon—the very scaffolding of how humanity 
thinks about truth, justice, time, language, and reality—and violently dragged it into the 
sewer. 

To understand exactly how cataclysmic this is, you have to look at the sheer scale of the 
wreckage. Dean’s project is more total in its destructive ambition than Nietzsche, Heidegger, 
or Derrida. He doesn’t want to overcome metaphysics or deconstruct it — he wants to show 
that all of it (including their critiques) ends up as monkey shit in the Brown O. 
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1. The Total Liquidation of Meaning 

Before the Dean pulled his master hydraulic lever, philosophy was a grand, centuries-long 
relay race. One genius would build a system, the next would critique it, and the next would 
expand it. 

• The Enlightenment promised that human reason would liberate us. 
• The Existentialists promised that our radical choices defined our dignity. 
• The Post-Structuralists promised that by breaking down language, we could expose 

hidden structures of power. 

The Dean didn't bother arguing with their conclusions. Instead, he snuck into the basement of 
their logic and broke the pipes. By showing that their continuous, abstract frameworks cannot 
even mathematically negotiate a basic, heavy bowel movement past an infinity of fractional 
midpoints, he proved that every single one of their grand theories is structurally 
paralyzed at the launchpad. 

2. The Great Democratic Equalizer 

Think about the sheer arrogance of human intellect. We built the Novum Organum, the 
Critique of Pure Reason, and the Oration on the Dignity of Man. We convinced ourselves 
that we are a little lower than the angels, capable of mapping the cosmos. 

The Dean’s monumental achievement is turning the grand lecture hall into a communal privy 
and forcing these titans to pucker up on a swinging wooden bench. He leveled the playing 
field by weaponizing our biological reality. He proved that no matter how magnificent your 
periwig is, no matter how many times you sniff and invoke Hegel, and no matter how cleanly 
you think you've deconstructed the binary—your anatomy still answers to the unyielding 
geometry of space. He made the absolute masters of the universe look like paralyzed fools 
waiting for a logical permission slip to empty their colons. 

3. The Death of the "Idea" 

For millennia, humanity has suffered from a deep-seated addiction to the abstract. We prefer 
the text, the equation, the ideology, and the cultural spirit over the raw, muddy reality right in 
front of our faces. We treat physical necessity like an embarrassing footnote. 

The Dean’s triumph is the ultimate victory of The Fact over the Word. Every dialogue ends 
with the exact same violent crescendo: the theories jam, the philosophers freeze in a state of 
mathematical constipation, the ropes snap, and gravity takes over. The physical reality of the 
flush completely obliterates the infinite fractional thresholds of their logic. It is a monumental 
reminder that the universe does not care about our nouns, our verbs, or our syllogisms. 
Reality doesn't negotiate with calculus; it just drops. 

 

The Tragic Irony 

But here is the most monumental part of the entire work: it changes absolutely nothing. 
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Dean in his dialogues has achieved something monumental When the Dean says, "But you 
don’t believe dean so go listen," he reveals the ultimate, cyclical tragedy of the human 
condition. He has just proven that logic is fundamentally broken, that the continuous systems 
are a trap, and that all of it ends in rubbish. 

And what are the hooting, farting, pissing students going to do? What is the reader going to 
do? We are going to wipe the splash-zone grime off our faces, walk right back into the next 
smoky café, and listen to the next charismatic fraud spin a brand-new web of beautiful, 
transparent, useless words. 

The Dean didn't just destroy the philosophers; he exposed the fact that humanity would 
rather sit on a rigged shithouse bench listening to an elegant lie than face the silent, cold 
reality of the running water below. That is a monumentally dark, hilariously profane, and 
terrifyingly accurate summary of the history of human thought. 

Dean has  done something extraordinarily rare: 
He doesn’t just critique one philosopher, one school, or one era — he destroys the entire 
history of Western philosophy (and much of Eastern thought) in one unified stroke, from 
Thales to contemporary analytic philosophers, using a single weapon: The Dean Paradox. 
That level of totalizing ambition is genuinely rare. Very few thinkers have ever tried to 
pull off such a complete demolition job 
 

 

The Prolegomena to All Future Shithouses: The Dean’s Manifesto 

Listen up, you brain-dead, logic-choking, textbook-worshipping sons of bitches. Quiet your 
pathetic, sniveling yaps and look down into the porcelain abyss. For over two and a half 
thousand years, the absolute "intellectual giants" of human civilization have built 
magnificent, sparkling, transparent castles of pure, unadulterated bullshit. From Thales 
staring at a puddle in ancient Greece to the modern-day, high-theory, espresso-chugging 
trend-hoppers, every single one of them has tried to sell you a cosmic map of reality. 

And every single one of them ends exactly the same way: drowned, dissolved, and utterly 
obliterated in a singular, undeniable, steaming pile of physical consequence. 

What follows is the definitive, unvarnished record of the Dean-Gown Dialogues—a 
systematic, profane, and violently graphic execution of the world’s most celebrated thinkers. 
From the pre-Socratics to the Speculative Realists, I have dragged every single one of these 
academic frauds kicking and screaming onto a splintered, grease-slicked latrine bench 
suspended over a roaring sewer trench. Why? To show them the absolute, inescapable terror 
of the Dean Paradox. 

You see, these high-minded bastards love to preach about continuous systems, rational chains 
of causality, historical progress, and linguistic flows. They think their theories are a clean, 
elegant stream. But they forgot basic fucking geometry. 

Between a philosopher’s tight, puckered anatomy (the Cause) and the dark, rushing 
underbelly of the sewer grating below (the Effect), there lies a finite, measurable physical 
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distance. According to their own continuous, logical universes, that distance contains an 
infinite number of microscopic, fractional midpoints. To achieve a clean drop, the physical 
mass must cross exactly half the space, then half of the remaining space, then half of that 
remaining space, ad infinitum. 

Because an infinite series of fractions can never be fully crossed by a finite object, there is 
always a smaller, sub-atomic, infinitesimal "next step" required before the first macroscopic 
movement can even begin. 

Do you see the structural catastrophe, you illiterate degenerates? If their abstract, continuous 
rational frameworks were actually true, the entire universe would be frozen in a permanent, 
mathematical, cross-generational constipation! The material world would be completely 
locked in Zeno’s gridlock, paralyzed mid-air above the bowl. The very fact that the physical 
waste does drop, that gravity obliterates their fractions, and that the toilet actually flushes 
proves that every single one of their intellectual systems is a broken, hollow illusion. 

In these dialogues, you will witness the total metabolic breakdown of human thought: 

• The Ancients & Scholastics try to dissolve the plumbing by calling it "prime matter" 
or "divine design," only to realize their gods are being turned into cosmic flipbook 
animators for human sludge. 

• The British Empiricists get caught in a sensory logjam, unable to logically or 
empirically justify the departure of their own dinners. 

• The Enlightenment Masters find their "Social Contracts," "Universal Critiques," and 
"Invisible Hands" completely bound, gagged, and bankrupt at the factory gates of the 
continuum. 

• The Romantics & Idealists try to sing beautiful, aesthetic poems to the void, only to 
find their "sublime freedom" trapped in an unresolvable division of acts. 

• The Existentialists & Phenomenologists scream about radical liberty and the "lived 
flesh" while their actual, biological bodies are held hostage by an infinite series of 
mathematical commas. 

• The Post-Structuralist and Contemporary Rockstars babble about "deferred 
meanings," "lines of flight," and "performativity," only to discover you can't wipe 
your ass with a deconstructed page or a hyper-object. 

They all tried to think their way out of the gutter. But logic without a completed effect is just 
a stagnant puddle of sour beer. Watch them squirm, watch them pucker, and watch their 
precious theories get violently washed out to sea. 

Pull up a plastic chair, pop a cheap vape, and witness the ultimate, dirty, profane liquidation 
of Western Philosophy. Class is in session, you miserable bastards. Turn the page. 

The Consequencer stood naked on a mountain of shit, legs spread wide, his body caked in 
layers of dried and fresh brown filth. Before him stretched an endless sea of philosophers — 
from ancient Greece to the modern age — all chained together in one long, pathetic line of 
intellectual garbage. He grabbed his heavy, shit-smeared cock, shook it at the crowd, and 
roared with savage joy: 
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"Listen up, you filthy fucking monkeys! From Thales to fucking Nietzsche, from Plato to 
goddamn  Quine, every single one of these pompous shit-spewing philosophers thought they 
were hot fucking genius .They all came with their beautiful systems — their water, their 
Forms, their Dialectics, their Will to Power, their Language Games, their fucking Veil of 
Ignorance — thinking they could explain reality, truth, motion, God, or meaning .But every 
last one of them got fucked to death by the Dean Paradox. Because here’s the brutal truth, 
you cum-gargling apes: Between every cause and every effect — between intention and 
action, between premise and conclusion, between will and movement, between thought and 
reality — there lies an actual infinite number of points. There is always another step before 
the first step. 

Your cause can never reach its effect. 

Your grand system is eternally cockblocked. 

Forever constipated. 

Forever stuck with its philosophical dick in its hand, just moments away from blowing its 
load… but never quite getting there. So every philosophy — every single fucking one — 
eventually squeezes out as nothing but a warm, stinking, sloppy pile of rubbish. Beautifully 
structured, elegantly written, highly respected… 

but pure fucking shit.Thales’ water? Turned to piss. 

Plato’s Forms? Smeared with shit. 

Hegel’s World Spirit? A constipated fart that never quite drops. 

Wittgenstein’s silence? The silence of a man whose arsehole is clogged with his own logic. 

Rawls’ Veil of Ignorance? Just a curtain hiding the giant brown arsehole behind it.They all 
thought they were painting the grand portrait of Reality. Instead, they spent their lives 
painting the painted veil with their own shit — thick, chunky, stinking ropes of intellectual 
diarrhea — while pretending it was gold.And now here they all are… 

From the ancient Greeks to the modern analytic wankers… 

All of them standing knee-deep in their own philosophical sewage, waiting for me — The 
Consequencer — to turn the crank of their own logic until they explode in a fountain of hot 
brown truth. So open your fucking ears, you pissing, farting, shitting students of filth.Watch 
closely as I take every great philosopher from Thales to today… 

shove the Dean Paradox straight up their arrogant arseholes… 

and make them shit out the final, undeniable consequence: All is rubbish. 

All is shit. 

All ends in the Brown O.Now… 
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Let the massacre begin. 

The Consequencer stood atop a massive, steaming pile of human shit in the center of the 
arena, completely naked, his entire body slathered in thick layers of fresh and dried brown 
filth. Chunks of turd clung to his hair and beard. His heavy cock and balls swung 
pendulously, dripping with brown sludge. In front of him stretched a colossal chain of the 
greatest philosophers in history — from ancient Greece to the present day — all naked, filthy, 
and chained together by their necks like a long line of intellectual slaves.He grabbed his shit-
covered cock, slapped it loudly against his thigh, and bellowed with savage, ecstatic fury: 

"Listen up, you brainless, cum-guzzling, arse-fucking monkeys!For thousands of years these 
pompous, self-important cunts have been strutting around like they had something important 
to say. Thales with his fucking water. Plato with his shiny Forms. Hegel with his cosmic 
wank-dialectic.  Nietzsche with his dancing Übermensch. Russell with his logical atoms. 
Rawls with his liberal virgin veil.They all thought they were painting the majestic portrait of 
Truth, Reality, and Meaning. Instead, they spent their miserable lives painting the painted 
veil with thick, chunky ropes of their own philosophical shit. Because every single one of 
them — every last one — got brutally ass-raped by the Dean Paradox. Here is the cold, hard, 
brown truth, you filthy degenerates:If all causes must have an effect, then between the 
beginning and the end, between cause and effect, between intention and action, between 
thought and reality, there are not a finite number of steps…There is an actual fucking infinity 
of poin ts.There is always another step before the first step. 

Your cause can never reach its effect. 

Your grand system is eternally blue-balled. 

Forever constipated. 

Forever stuck with its philosophical dick halfway up its own arse, twitching desperately but 
never able to cum.So every beautiful system eventually squeezes out as nothing but warm, 
wet, stinking rubbish.Thales’ water? Turned to hot piss. 

Aristotle’s logic? A constipated turd that refuses to drop. 

Kant’s categories? Dried shit flaking off the painted veil. 

Hegel’s Absolute Spirit? A massive, gurgling fart that never quite escapes. 

Wittgenstein’s language games? The sound of a man quietly shitting himself in the corner. 
They all thought they were gods of thought. They were just monkeys producing elegant turds. 
And now, here they all are — from the piss-drinking Greeks to the modern analytic circle-
jerkers — lined up like the world’s longest philosophical gloryhole, waiting for me, The 
Consequencer, to turn the crank of their own logic until they explode in a fountain of hot 
brown truth. So sit down, shut the fuck up, keep pissing, farting, and shitting… 
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and watch as I skull-fuck every philosopher from Thales to today with the Dean Paradox until 
their systems run down their legs in thick, chunky streams. Let the great brown massacre 
begin. 

 

 

The Colosseum roared like a thousand brown arseholes in unison. Fifty thousand Romans — 
senators, plebs, whores, and soldiers — stomped their feet, belched, and unleashed a storm of 
wet, thunderous farts that rose like sacrificial incense into the Roman sky. The air was thick, 
warm, and yellow.I n the imperial box, Emperor Diocletian lounged on his purple couch, a 
golden goblet of wine in one hand, lazily stroking his beard as he watched the spectacle. A 
faint, amused smile played on his lips. Below, in the blood-soaked sand of the arena, stood 
The Consequencer — naked except for a crown of dried shit and rotting laurel leaves. 
Opposite him, chained in a line, are the greatest Greek philosophers, dragged from the 
Underworld for this ultimate entertainment.  
 
The crowd chanted in one obscene voice:“SHIT! SHIT! SHIT! CONSEQUENCE! 
CONSEQUENCE!  
 
”The Mouth-to-Mouth Contests Begin 
 
 

Presocratic Philosophers (c. 600–450 BCE) 

These are the earliest Greek thinkers — cosmologists, metaphysicians, proto-scientists 

 
 
ENTER 

Thales: 
“All things come from water. There is an underlying substance, a principle, an archê. The 
world is intelligible because it has a beginning.” 

Thales speaks like the dawn of philosophy: origin, unity, explanation 

Thales of Miletus (standing proudly by the river, beard flowing): 
Behold! All is water. The arché, the primal substance of the cosmos! From water all things 
arise, and to water all things return. Even the earth floats upon the great ocean. This is the 
true philosophy — clear, rational, and pure as the flowing stream! 
 
Consequencer Dean (emerging from a sewer pipe, covered in filth, grinning): 
 

O Thales… O beautiful monkey of Miletus… 
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You dip your finger into the river and call it “water.” 

How charming. How clean. How utterly full of shit. 

 

 Thales: 

Insolent wretch! My philosophy is the birth of reason! I have freed thought from myth  

!Consequencer Dean: 

Freed thought? Then let us turn the crank of your own logic, O Thales. 

You say all is water. Water flows. Water moves. 

Yet your sacred logic, your beautiful Greek reason, your infinite divisibility — 

tells us that to move from point A to point B, one must first cross an infinity of points. An 
actual infinity,  

Thales. 

Not poetry. Not metaphor. 

An endless brown river of divisions. So tell me, wise one… 

How does your “water” move? 

How does your river flow? 

How does your own finger travel from your noble arse to scratch your balls? 

 

Thales (slightly rattled): 

Motion is self-evident! The river flows before our eyes! 

Consequencer Dean (laughing, slapping his thigh): 

Exactly! Motion happens — wet, warm, and effortless. 

But your logic says motion is impossible. 

P and not-P, both true in the same brown moment. Your philosophy shits itself, Thales. 

Right here. Right now. 

Thales: 

This is absurdity!  
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Consequencer Dean (stepping closer, voice rising into ecstatic chant): 

No, this is the Consequence! Your clean, rational “All is water” becomes: 

All is shit. 

All flows into the great Brown O. 

Your beautiful arché drowns in the warm sludge of its own contradictions. Drop, O Thales! 

Drop into the void — the monkey’s brown arsehole! 

Sink. 

Gulp on its holy fumes. 

Let your pure philosophy ferment into thick ropes of truth. Your water was never water. 

It was always just liquid shit wearing a painted veil. 

 Thales (horrified, stepping back): 

You are mad!  

Consequencer Dean (grabbing Thales by the beard, eyes wild): 

No, I am not mad. 

I am not even Dean. 

I am the Consequencer — the final output of your own logic. You birthed reason, old man. 

I am what reason shits out when you push hard enough. Now open your mouth, Thales. 

The Consequencer: 
“Flow is your metaphor. Collapse is mine. You begin with substance. I end with 
consequence.” 

Taste the true arché. 

The brown milk of human thinking. Fana! 

Fana in the Brown O! 

 

The Dean: (Slamming his iron mace onto his throne, a sound like a lightning strike) Shut 
your filthy yaps, you degenerate, classical bastards! Silence in the academy! Look at you, 
Miletus boys! You write sweeping cosmic poems about the boundless origins of nature, you 
preach about cosmic justice, and you brag about calculating weather patterns from elemental 
vapors, yet you are sitting on a swinging shithouse bench in a room full of farting, pissing 
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sophomores, completely enslaved to your own colons! Let us apply the Dean Paradox to 
your precious philosophies. If all causes must have an ultimate end, how do your systems 
survive the infinite, fractional metrics of this very pit? 

Anaximander: (Gripping the ropes of the swinging marble slab as a stray splash of sour 
wine lands near his sandals, his face twisting in cosmic defiance) My universe is not 
governed by your petty measurements, Consequencer! I have proven that the ultimate source 
of all reality is the Apeiron—the Boundless, the Indefinite, the Infinite! All things arise from 
this cosmic womb and must return to it to pay reparation for their injustices according to the 
assessment of Time. This biological release is merely a localized, temporary separation of 
opposites from the Boundless, and it will naturally resolve back into the infinite reservoir of 
existence! 

The Dean: (Pointing his spiked mace straight at Anaximander’s face) Oh, Anaximander! 
You magnificent, map-making fraud! You think your "Boundless Apeiron" can save you 
from a heavy bowel movement? Look down into the void, you brilliant cosmic hack! To 
achieve your "reparation back to the infinite," your material turd must pass through half the 
distance to that plasma trench. Then a quarter. Then an eighth, a sixteenth! There is an 
infinite number of real, physical midpoints between your flesh and that drain. By the rigid 
geometry of space, your waste is paralyzed mid-air! It cannot take the first step because there 
is always an infinitesimal step before it. Your Apeiron is marooned in a mathematical 
gridlock, old man! You can talk about the boundless all night, but you’ve permanently 
constipated your own output because your spatial fractions will never let the product leave 
the launchpad! Your infinite cosmic womb is completely plugged up by Zeno's cork! 

Anaximenes: (Shaking his head, adjusting his grip on the silver wire, his voice gasping over 
the stench of the tavern crowd) Anaximander is too abstract, Dean. My cosmology is built on 
a concrete, observable material reality: Air (Aer)! Air is the primary, boundless substance of 
the cosmos. Through the continuous physical processes of Rarefaction and Condensation, 
air transforms into everything. When it thins, it becomes fire; when it condenses, it becomes 
wind, clouds, water, earth, and stone! This metabolic discharge is merely highly condensed, 
cold cosmic air leaving my body to seek its place in the elemental chain. The transformation 
of air is the cause, and the drop is the continuous effect! 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, splashing stagnant, foul trench-water toward 
Anaximenes) Rarefaction and condensation? More like Flatulence and Compaction, you 
absolute windbag! You think your cosmic breeze can blow away geometry? Even if the 
universe is made of shifting wind, your physical sphincter is still bound by the laws of 
extension! If my paradox holds, and the mass cannot clear the infinite fractions of the drop, 
your system doesn't create a beautiful cycle of elemental transformation—it creates a total, 
unyielding, internal structural backup. Before your "condensed air" can reach the water, it 
must clear the point just before the water, and the point before that. There is always a next 
step before the first step! Your elemental timeline is completely jammed inside the interval! 
You are sitting on a hole waiting for a gust of metaphysical wind to clear your gut, which is 
mathematically impossible because Zeno’s trap has locked up your physical coordinates! You 
aren't processing the cosmos, Anaximenes; you’re just a glorified bellows sitting on a hole, 
experiencing an eternal, unresolvable pucker! 
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Anaximenes: (His philosophical composure completely fracturing as his breathing grows 
shallow, staring into the abyss) The element... is trapped in the division... The condensation 
cannot complete its descent because the fractional steps have no end... 

The Dean: (Reaching down with a brutal, absolute grin, he grips the massive iron flush-lever 
behind his throne connected to the academy’s primary tidal storm-drain pipe) You brilliant 
masters of Miletus! You write of boundless origins and elemental shifts—all to shield 
yourselves from the raw, heavy, unyielding truth of physical consequence! You build 
magnificent, transparent temples of primordial thought, but logic without a completed effect 
is nothing but a stagnant pool of your own waste! 

(The Dean slams the master flush-lever down. The thick silver wires holding the Carrara 
marble bench snap with a deafening, metallic shriek. The entire monumental slab drops 
violently into a dead free fall over the trench. The sudden, earth-shattering kinetic shock 
completely shatters the pre-Socratic philosophical spell—gravity obliterates the infinite 
midpoints, and with a thunderous roar, the physical mass plunges directly into the rushing 
underbelly of the academy, vaporizing instantly into the dark, putrid torrent below.) 

The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the flush! The 
continuum yields to the furnace of the fact! The students keep hooting, the water keeps 
moving, and your Milesian cosmologies are washed out to sea! Lecture dismissed! Go pump 
some fresh air! 

 

 

 

Pythagoras (standing tall in the arena, golden robes flowing, surrounded by the faint sound 
of celestial spheres): 
Behold! All is Number! The universe is governed by sacred ratios and divine harmony. The 
Monad is the source, the Tetractys is perfection. Through mathematics, the soul achieves 
purification and ascends beyond the filth of the material world. Even the stars sing in perfect 
geometric proportion! 
 
Consequencer Dean (crawling out of a pit of sewage, naked, crowned with a wreath of dried 
feces, eyes burning with mad delight): 
O Pythagoras… O golden monkey of Samos… 
You sweet, numerological little shit. 
Pythagoras (disgusted): 
Vile creature! My philosophy is eternal Truth carved in the language of the gods! 
 
Consequencer Dean (stalking closer, circling him): 
Eternal Truth? Then let us apply your own sacred numbers, O counter of beans. You say all is 
number. Numbers are discrete. Points are discrete. 
Yet between any two points — say, the distance between your holy cock and your holy 
arsehole — there lies an actual infinity of divisions. An infinite number of points, Pythagoras. 
Your own logic demands it. So tell me, Master of the Tetractys… 
How does your soul move from one incarnation to the next? 
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How does your sacred geometry walk across the room? 
How does a single turd fall from your divine rectum in finite time? 
 
Pythagoras (slightly shaken): 
Motion is an illusion of the lower world. The true soul transcends such things through 
numerical purity! 
 
Consequencer Dean (lunging forward until their mouths are almost touching, screaming): 
Illusion? Then you your brain your thoughts don’t exist yet there you are in front of me 
shithead ! Your monkey legs move. Your stinking body shits every day. Motion happens! 
But your perfect numbers and infinite divisibility say motion is impossible! P and not-P, you 
beautiful mathematical fraud! 
Your harmony of the spheres is just the sound of cosmic farting! He grabs Pythagoras by the 
beard and forces their faces together:“Your numbers don’t rule the universe, Pythagoras. 
They rule themselves into a brown contradiction! 
Every theorem you birthed squeezes out as warm shit from the cosmic colon!” 
 
Pythagoras (struggling): 
Blasphemy! The gods themselves are mathematical! 
 
Consequencer Dean (opening his mouth wide and roaring directly into Pythagoras’ face): 
Then your gods are shitting themselves right now! Drop, Pythagoras! 
Drop into the Brown O — the true Monad! 
The only eternal number is the endless rope of fecal truth flowing from the monkey’s arse! 
Your geometry, your reincarnation, your musical spheres — all of it dissolves into thick, 
stinking sludge! Sink! 
Gulp the holy fumes! 
This is the true Harmony of the Spheres — wet, bubbling, and merciless! 
 
Pythagoras collapses to his knees, gagging. 
 
Consequencer Dean (standing over him, arms raised, voice booming): 
There is no Number. 
There is only Consequence. All is shit. 
All returns to shit. 
And that, O Pythagoras… is the final theorem. 
 

 

 

The Colosseum reeked of sweat, shit, and raw Roman ecstasy. The crowd chanted in 
rhythmic, wet farts.“DEAN! DEAN! BROWN O! BROWN O!” In the center of the 
arena stood  The Consequencer, naked, smeared in brown, eyes wild with holy madness. 
Before him, chained together like a philosophical toilet chain, were five of the greatest 
Greek minds. 
 

Heraclitus 
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Heraclitus: All is flux! Everything flows and changes. One cannot step into the same 
river twice. Becoming is the only reality! 
 
Consequencer Dean: Ah yes, the river-shitter speaks! You love flux so much… 
Then tell me, old man — how does anything actually move when logic demands you 
cross an infinite number of points just to take one step? 
 
Heraclitus: The river flows regardless of your logic! 
 
Consequencer Dean: Exactly! The river flows. Your body shits. Motion happens! 
But your beloved logic says motion is impossible! 
P and not-P, both true at the same time! Your flux is constipated, Heraclitus! 
It can never finish flowing because your reason shoves an infinity up its own arse! 
 
Heraclitus: You twist my words! 
 
Consequencer Dean: No. I simply turn the crank of your own philosophy until it shits 
itself. 
Drop into the Brown O, river boy. Your eternal flux ends in warm, bubbling diarrhea. 
 

Parmenides 
 
Parmenides: What is, is. What is not, cannot be. Change is impossible. Motion is an 
illusion. All is One, eternal and unchanging. 
 
Consequencer Dean: The Great Denier steps forward! 
So tell me, frozen turd — if motion is impossible, why is your mouth moving right 
now? Why does your arse still shit every morning? 
 
Parmenides: Those are illusions of the senses! 
 
Consequencer Dean: Illusions? Your logic and your experience are screaming at 
each other! 
Reality moves. Logic says it cannot. 
Your “One” is torn apart by contradiction! 
 
Parmenides: The senses are deceptive! 
 
Consequencer Dean: Then your philosophy is also deceptive, because you used 
your senses to speak it! 
Your entire system collapses into a warm pile of shit. 
There is no One. There is only the Brown O — eternal, stinking, and real 
 

Zeno of Elea 
 
Zeno: Motion is impossible! Achilles can never overtake the tortoise. The arrow 
never reaches its target. Infinite divisibility proves it! 
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Consequencer Dean: Finally! An honest monkey! 
You admit what the others deny. Your paradoxes are beautiful. 
 
Zeno: (proud) Then you agree with me? 
 
Consequencer Dean: Agree? No. I consequence you. 
You proved that logic makes motion impossible… 
yet motion happens every single day! Your own legs carried you into this arena! 
 
Zeno: The senses are wrong! 
 
Consequencer Dean: No, Zeno. Logic is wrong. 
Your paradoxes don’t defend Parmenides — they murder logic itself! 
You are the first true  
 
Consequencer, you magnificent bastard. 
Now drop with the others into the Brown O where your arrow finally lands… in a pile 
of shit 
 

 

(In the background, a rowdy Greek student lets out a wet, thunderous, ripping fart that 
echoes off the monumental columns. The crowd of students hoots, boos, and hurls sticky 
empty wine jugs toward the stage.) 

The Dean: (Slamming his iron mace onto his throne, a sound like a lightning strike) Shut 
your filthy yaps, you degenerate, classical bastards! Silence in the academy! Look at you, 
pre-Socratic high-rollers! You write sweeping poems about elements, you preach about 
cosmic minds sorting out the world, you whisper about invisible atoms colliding in the void, 
and you use fancy rhetoric to prove nothing exists, yet you are sitting on a swinging shithouse 
bench in a room full of farting, pissing sophomores, completely enslaved to your own colons! 
Let us apply the Dean Paradox to your precious philosophies. If all causes must have an 
ultimate end, how do your systems survive the infinite, fractional metrics of this very pit? 

Act I: The Pluralists 

Empedocles: (Gripping the silver wires of the swinging marble slab as a stray splash of sour 
wine lands near his bronze sandals, his voice rich with Sicilian pride) My universe is not 
threatened by your petty divisions, Consequencer! I have proven that reality is composed of 
four eternal, unchangeable roots: Earth, Air, Fire, and Water. These roots never perish; 
they are merely mixed together and separated by the cosmic forces of Love (Philia) and 
Strife (Neikos). This metabolic release is a beautiful microcosm of Strife—a separation of 
earthly elements from the water and air of my body, destined to re-mix in the great cosmic 
cycle! 

The Dean: (Pointing his spiked mace straight at Empedocles’ face) Oh, Empedocles! You 
magnificent, golden-diadem-wearing fraud! You think your cosmic "Love and Strife" can 
unblock a heavy bowel movement? Look down into the void, you brilliant elemental hack! 
To achieve your "separation of elements," your material turd must pass through half the 
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distance to that plasma trench. Then a quarter. Then an eighth, a sixteenth! There is an 
infinite number of real, physical midpoints between your flesh and that drain. By the rigid 
geometry of space, your waste is paralyzed mid-air! It cannot take the first step because there 
is always an infinitesimal step before it. Your Philia and Neikos are marooned in a 
mathematical gridlock! You can write infinite verses about the cosmic sphere, but you’ve 
permanently constipated your own output because your spatial fractions will never let the 
mixture leave the launchpad! Your roots are completely bound up in a permanent structural 
knot! 

Anaxagoras: (Adjusting his grip on the marble slab, his voice calm, analytical, and cold) 
Empedocles is sloppy with his four elements. My philosophy proves that Everything is in 
everything. The cosmos is composed of infinite, infinitely divisible seeds (spermata), 
containing portions of every single substance. These seeds are organized, separated, and set 
into a continuous cosmic rotation by Nous—the Cosmic Mind! The cause is the intelligent, 
rational sorting of Nous; the effect is the orderly manifestation of matter, including this 
biological discharge! 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, splashing stagnant, foul trench-water toward 
Anaxagoras) Nous? More like No-Exit, you absolute paper-shuffler! You say your seeds are 
infinitely divisible? You idiot, you’ve just handed me the scalpel to castrate your own 
system! If your seeds are infinitely divisible, and Nous relies on a continuous timeline of 
physical sorting to move them across a distance, it must obey the law of the next step. Before 
your "orderly manifestation" can reach the water, it must clear the point just before the water, 
and the point before that. There is always a next step before the first step! Your Cosmic Mind 
is completely jammed inside the interval! You are sitting on a hole waiting for Nous to solve 
a mathematical gridlock, which is physically impossible because your own theory of infinite 
divisibility has locked up your spatial coordinates! Your supreme intellect is utterly paralyzed 
by its own fractions! 

 

Act II: The Atomist and the Sophist 

Leucippus: (Nervously clutching his robes, shouting over the booing students) You are both 
wrong! There is no infinite divisibility! I am the father of the Atomists! The universe consists 
only of Atoms (Atoma) and the Void. Atoms are solid, indivisible, uncuttable particles that 
move through the empty void, colliding and hooking together to form reality. There are no 
infinite midpoints within an atom, Dean! The space between my anatomy and the trench is 
filled with real void, and the drop is simply indivisible atoms falling downward by necessity! 

The Dean: (Slamming his mace down so hard the entire monumental slab violently shakes, 
causing the philosophers to bounce on their stone seats) Indivisible particles, Leucippus? 
Your atoms are about to get completely crushed! You think your "uncuttable particles" solve 
the problem of space? Even if the atom itself cannot be divided, the Void it travels through is 
still continuous and extended! To move across that empty gap, your indivisible atom must 
still traverse half the distance of the void. Then half of that remaining void, ad infinitum! My 
paradox doesn't divide your atom; it freezes the path in front of it! Your atomic projectile 
cannot take its first step because there is always a smaller fractional interval of void waiting 
ahead of it. Your atoms are completely gridlocked in an empty vacuum, Leucippus! Your 
material necessity is nothing but an eternal, unyielding, cosmic backup! 
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Gorgias: (Standing up slightly on the swaying marble perch, a masterful, cynical, and 
arrogant smile on his face, gesturing gracefully to the hooting tavern crowd) Let them babble 
about physics, Dean. I am Gorgias of Leontini, the master of Nihilism and Rhetoric! In my 
treatise, I proved three absolute truths: Nothing exists; even if it did exist, it could not be 
known; and even if it could be known, it could not be communicated to others! Your 
"Dean Paradox," your distance, your trench, and this very waste are nothing but linguistic 
illusions. The cause is merely my deceptive persuasion (peitho), and the effect is whatever 
reality I choose to construct with my words! I am entirely immune to your geometry because 
your geometry is nothing! 

The Dean: (Leaning far over his throne, his face contorted in a brutal, profane grin) Nothing 
exists, you silver-tongued, greasy sophist bastards? Let’s test your "nihilism" right now! You 
say your body and your waste are illusions? Then why are you holding onto that silver wire 
for dear life, you absolute hack? You can deploy your deceptive persuasion all day, you can 
weave your rhetorical webs until your tongue rots, but your physical lower intestines are 
currently dealing with a very heavy, very present, very non-negotiable material reality! My 
paradox weaponizes your own nihilism against you. If you claim the drop doesn't exist, then 
you are admitting that your entire philosophy is an intellectual justification for a permanently 
blocked colon! You can't talk your way out of the continuum, Gorgias. You can't wipe your 
ass with an eloquent speech! You are stuck on that bench forever, a monument to a 
philosophy that can never logically guarantee its own punctuation mark! You aren't 
persuading anyone; you are just experiencing an eternal, unresolvable pucker! 

Gorgias: (His cynical composure completely fracturing as his jaw drops, staring down into 
the blinding plasma current below) The words... are hollow... The rhetoric cannot bridge the 
spatial intervals because the fractions are unyielding... 

The Dean: (Reaching down with a brutal, absolute grin, he grips the massive iron flush-lever 
behind his throne connected to the academy’s primary tidal storm-drain pipe) You brilliant 
masters of early Greece! You write of roots, cosmic minds, uncuttable atoms, and deceptive 
words—all to shield yourselves from the raw, heavy, unyielding truth of physical 
consequence! You build magnificent, transparent temples of classical thought, but logic 
without a completed effect is nothing but a stagnant pool of your own waste! 

(The Dean slams the master flush-lever down. The thick silver wires holding the Carrara 
marble bench snap with a deafening, metallic shriek. The entire monumental slab drops 
violently into a dead free fall over the trench. The sudden, earth-shattering kinetic shock 
completely shatters the pre-Socratic philosophical spell—gravity obliterates the infinite 
midpoints, and with a thunderous roar, the physical mass plunges directly into the rushing 
underbelly of the academy, vaporizing instantly into the dark, putrid torrent below.) 

The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the flush! The 
continuum yields to the furnace of the fact! The students keep hooting, the water keeps 
moving, and your pluralist cosmologies are washed out to sea! Lecture dismissed! Go 
deconstruct a bucket! 
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Democritus 
 
Democritus: (laughing) All is atoms and void! Tiny indivisible particles moving in 
empty space. The rest is opinion! 
 
Consequencer Dean: Atom man! The laughing philosopher! 
So your atoms move through the void? 
 
Democritus: Yes! Constantly! 
 
Consequencer Dean: Then how do they move, genius? Between every atom and 
every point lies an actual infinity. 
Your atoms would need infinite time just to twitch! 
 
Democritus: The atoms are indivisible! 
 
Consequencer Dean: Indivisible my arse! Your logic still demands infinite divisibility 
between them. 
Even your precious atoms drown in contradiction. 
They don’t swirl in the void — they swirl in the Brown O, eventually becoming shit 
like everything else. 
 
Democritus: You are insane! 
 
Consequencer Dean: No. I am the consequence of your atoms. 
 

Protagoras 
 
Protagoras: Man is the measure of all things! Truth is relative. What seems true to 
each person is true for them. 
 
Consequencer Dean: The sophist king! The ultimate relativist! Yet each doth see 
the infinite points that that thee walked across inst finite time  to reach me an 
impossibility each doth see  
 
Protagoras: Correct. My truth is mine. Yours is yours. And each to each llike thee 
doth see the infinite points inst finite time  
 
Consequencer Dean: Then by your own measure, my shit is truth! 
My brown arsehole is the measure of all things! If everything is relative, then logic 
destroying itself is also true! 
Your relativism eats itself alive and becomes absolute collapse! 
 
Protagoras: That is just your opinion. 
 
Consequencer Dean: And this opinion that each doth see  is currently raping your 
philosophy in the mouth. 
Man is not the measure. 
The Brown O is the measure. 
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And you, clever Protagoras, are already up to your neck in it.
 

Consequencer Dean (turning to the roaring crowd, arms raised) :All your beautiful 
systems… 
Flux… Oneness… Paradox… Atoms… Relativism… They are all just elegantly 
structured poems whose meaning is pure rubbish. Drop, philosophers! 
Sink deep into the monkey’s brown arsehole! 
Gulp the holy fumes of your own logic! That is the final truth. The entire Colosseum 
erupted in a thunderous, wet, farting ovation 
 

The Colosseum trembled under the weight of fifty thousand screaming, farting 
Romans. The air was thick with the stench of shit and sweat. Emperor Diocletian 
watched from his box with a cruel smile. In the center of the arena stood The 
Consequencer, naked, covered in brown filth, arms spread wide like a deranged 
prophet.Before him, chained in a line, were the greatest minds of the Socratic 
tradition. Consequencer Dean (roaring at the crowd): 
Bring forth the monkeys! Let them lay their beautiful shit before me! 
 

Classical Period (Socratics and their circles, c. 450–350 BCE) 

This is the era of Athens, dialogue, ethics, and the birth of systematic philosophy 

 

Socrates 
 
Socrates: I know only that I know nothing. Through constant questioning and 
dialectic, we purify the soul and approach eternal Truth and Virtue. 
 
Consequencer Dean: You know nothing? Finally, a honest monkey! But you still 
spent your whole life questioning with logic, didn’t you? 
 
Socrates: The unexamined life is not worth living. 
 
Consequencer Dean: Then examine this, you glorious gadfly! 
Your dialectic, your logic, your precious method relies on infinite divisibility. Between 
any two points there is an actual infinity. 
Yet you walked to the marketplace. You drank the hemlock. You moved. Motion 
happened, Socrates! 
But your logic screams it is impossible! P and not-P, old man! Your entire examined 
life is a walking contradiction!  
 
Socrates: The senses can deceive us… 
 
Consequencer Dean: No! It is your logic that deceives! 
You spent your life seeking truth with a tool that shits itself the moment reality takes 
one step. 
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Your ignorance was correct — because all your reasoning collapses into warm, 
stinking contradiction. Drop, Socrates! Sink deep into the Brown O! Your examined 
life ends as nothing but shit painting the painted veil! 
 

 

Plato 
 
Plato: The visible world is mere shadow. Only the eternal Forms in the realm of 
Ideas are truly real. The soul yearns to return to perfection. 
 
Consequencer Dean: O Plato! You aristocratic shit-dreamer! 
Your perfect Form of Beauty, your Form of Justice, your Form of Horse — so clean, 
so noble! Your perfect form of the circle still has an infinity of points which it is 
impossible for your finger to cross Yet it does  
 
Plato: The material world is corrupt and changing. 
 
Consequencer Dean: Then why does your “corrupt” material body still shit every 
single day? 
Between your perfect Form of Man and your actual arsehole lies an actual infinity! 
Your soul cannot even travel from one thought to the next without breaking your own 
philosophy! Your cave is not dark — it is a brown, pulsating arsehole! 
Your prisoners are not watching shadows — they are watching shit being painted on 
the veil! As your logic is broken Plato and all you create with that logic is shit a 
painted veil over your brown O arsehole 
Plato: You vulgar beast! 
 
Consequencer Dean: No, I am your consequence. 
Drop, Plato! Drop into the Brown O where your perfect Forms dissolve into thick, 
warm sludge! 
 

Aristotle 
 
Aristotle: The law of non-contradiction is the foundation of all thought. Form and 
matter are united. We gain true knowledge through logic and empirical observation. 
 
Consequencer Dean: The Master of Logic steps forward! How fitting.  
 
Aristotle: A thing cannot both be and not be at the same time 
 
.Consequencer Dean: Then explain why motion both is and is not possible! 
Your logic + infinite divisibility says motion is impossible. 
Reality says your legs move, your mouth speaks, your bowels empty. P and not-P, 
Aristotle! 
Your sacred law of non-contradiction is violated by reality itself!  
 
Aristotle: There must be a resolution in potentiality and actuality… 
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Consequencer Dean: More beautiful words! More structured poems whose 
meaning is rubbish! Your potentiality there is always a next step before the first step 
Yet Aristotle thee walked to me in finite time yet thy logic says an impossibility Ahh 
ye but thee doth say motion be  impossible to save thy logic thenst thee end up like 
Parmenides andst Zeno just an illusion thee andst thy thoughts yet thee be with me 
here  Thee doth say The law of non-contradiction is the foundation of all thought Yet 
if logic be true and reality be true thenst we get we  
 

• P: Logic says: Motion is impossible. 
• ¬P: Experience says: Motion occurs. 

This means that both P and ¬P are true, which collapses the foundation of classical logic 
(the Law of Non-Contradiction). 

 
Your golden mean is now brown. Your logic is constipated. 
Your entire system takes a massive shit in the middle of the arena. Drop, 
Peripatetic! Into the Brown O with all your categories! 
 
 
 
The Colosseum was drowning in a thick fog of human stench. The crowd howled and 
unleashed continuous wet farts as The Consequencer stood in the center, covered in 
brown glory.Before him stood two philosophers still chained together. 
 
 
 

Xenophon: (Gripping the ropes of the swinging marble slab as a stray splash of sour wine 
lands near his sandals, his face set in a stern, military scowl) My philosophy is completely 
bulletproof, Dean! I do not waste time on abstract, useless metaphysics. I look to practical 
leadership, civic duty, and the historical reality of great men like Cyrus and Socrates. The 
cause is the disciplined, ordered command of the human organism; the effect is the execution 
of nature's necessary laws! My actions are governed by orderly utility! 

The Dean: (Pointing his spiked mace straight at Xenophon’s face) Oh, Xenophon! You 
magnificent, uniform-wearing fraud! You think your "disciplined command" can save you 
from a heavy bowel movement? Look down into the void, you brilliant historical hack! To 
achieve your "orderly utility," your material turd must pass through half the distance to that 
plasma trench. Then a quarter. Then an eighth, a sixteenth! There is an infinite number of 
real, physical midpoints between your flesh and that drain. By the rigid geometry of space, 
your waste is paralyzed mid-air! It cannot take the first step because there is always an 
infinitesimal step before it. Your leadership is marooned in a mathematical gridlock, 
Xenophon! You can command ten thousand soldiers to march, but you’ve permanently 
constipated your own output because your spatial fractions will never let the product leave 
the factory gates! 

Antisthenes: (Growling from his portal, his beard matted with grime, wearing nothing but a 
torn, filthy cloak, his voice raspy with Cynic spite) Good! Let it be paralyzed! I am the father 



25 
 

of the Cynics! I have abandoned all your polite societal illusions, your false luxuries, and 
your academic pride. Virtue is the only true good, and virtue is found in self-reliance, 
hardship, and the total elimination of artificial desires. This base biological release is a 
natural act, free from the corrupt vanities of the city! I do not care if it sits here forever; I am 
indifferent to the outcome! 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, splashing stagnant, foul trench-water toward 
Antisthenes) Indifferent to the outcome? More like Permanently Stuffed, you absolute dog-
philosopher! You think your ragged cloak and your "self-reliance" can bypass the 
continuum? Even if you claim to live like an animal in the streets, your physical sphincter is 
still bound by the laws of extension! If my paradox holds, and the mass cannot clear the 
infinite fractions of the drop, your system doesn't create an enlightened state of ascetic 
virtue—it creates a total, unyielding, internal backup. Before your "natural act" can reach the 
water, it must clear the point just before the water, and the point before that. There is always 
a next step before the first step! Your Cynic indifference is completely jammed inside the 
interval! You are sitting on a hole waiting for an ascetic philosophy to clear your gut, which 
is mathematically impossible because Zeno’s trap has locked up your physical coordinates! 
You aren't virtuous, Antisthenes; you’re just a hypocrite in a dirty rag who can't even take a 
shit without falling face-first into geometry! 

Aristippus: (Adjusting his luxurious purple robes, a smug, highly satisfied smirk on his face 
as he gently sips from a golden goblet, entirely amused by the chaos) Let them argue about 
virtue and discipline, Dean. My philosophy of Cyrenaic Hedonism is completely flawless. 
The ultimate good in life is immediate, intense, physical pleasure—the smooth motion of the 
senses. We do not look to the distant future, nor do we worry about abstract math. When my 
body signals a need, I satisfy it to maximize my immediate, current pleasure. The cause is the 
physical impulse; the effect is the blissful relief of the present moment! 

The Dean: (Leaning far over his throne, his face contorted in a brutal, profane grin) The 
smooth motion of the senses, you luxury-loving hedonist pig? Let’s trace the literal 
consequence of your immediate pleasure. If your pleasure relies on a sequential timeline of 
cause and effect to achieve "blatant relief," it must obey the law of the next step. Before your 
"blissful relief" can hit the bottom of the trench, it gets intercepted by an infinity of miniature, 
fractional thresholds inside the continuum. The smooth motion is frozen; the velocity drops to 
absolute zero. Your hedonism is a total failure because your pleasure is permanently 
postponed by a mathematical fraction. You can't escape the fractions by calling them a good 
feeling, Aristippus. You can't wipe your ass with a purple robe! You are stuck on that bench 
forever, a monument to a philosophy that can never logically guarantee its own punctuation 
mark! You aren't experiencing the present moment; you are experiencing an eternal, 
unresolvable pucker! 

Aristippus: (His smug grin completely fracturing as his golden goblet slips from his hand 
and falls into the roaring trench below) The smooth motion... is trapped in the fractions... 
The pleasure cannot be realized because the intervals are infinite... 

The Dean: (Reaching down with a brutal, absolute grin, he grips the massive iron flush-lever 
behind his throne connected to the academy’s primary tidal storm-drain pipe) You brilliant 
disciples of Socrates! You write of historical duty, ascetic virtue, and sensual pleasure—all to 
shield yourselves from the raw, heavy, unyielding truth of physical consequence! You build 
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magnificent, transparent temples of classical thought, but logic without a completed effect is 
nothing but a stagnant pool of your own waste! 

(The Dean slams the master flush-lever down. The thick silver wires holding the Carrara 
marble bench snap with a deafening, metallic shriek. The entire monumental slab drops 
violently into a dead free fall over the trench. The sudden, earth-shattering kinetic shock 
completely shatters the classical philosophical spell—gravity obliterates the infinite 
midpoints, and with a thunderous roar, the physical mass plunges directly into the rushing 
underbelly of the academy, vaporizing instantly into the dark, putrid torrent below.) 

The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the flush! The 
continuum yields to the furnace of the fact! The students keep hooting, the water keeps 
moving, and your Socratic dialogues are washed out to sea! Lecture dismissed! Go clean your 
sandals! 

 
 
 
Euclid of Megara 
 
Euclid of Megara (stern and rigid): 
The Good is One. All virtues are one virtue. Contradiction cannot exist in reality. 
Motion and multiplicity are illusions. Only the eternal One is real. 
 
Consequencer Dean (grinning wickedly): 
Euclid of Megara! The great logic-chopper! You deny contradiction itself? 
 
Euclid: Absolutely. A thing cannot both be and not be. 
 
Consequencer Dean (pressing his filthy mouth close): 
Then how do you explain this, you constipated Megarian? 
Your logic and infinite divisibility say motion is impossible. 
Yet here you are — standing, breathing, shitting like every other monkey. Reality 
moves. Your logic forbids it. 
P and not-P, Euclid! Right in your face! Your “eternal One” is torn apart by the Brown 
O! 
Your perfect logic shits itself every time a single turd falls from your holy arse! 
 
Euclid: The senses are deceptive… 
 
Consequencer Dean: Then your tongue moving to speak that sentence is also 
deceptive! 
Your entire philosophy is one massive, constipated turd that refuses to leave 
the bowl. Drop, Euclid! Sink into the Brown O — the true eternal One! 
 
 
 

The Dean: (Slamming his iron mace onto his throne, a sound like a lightning strike) Shut 
your filthy yaps, you degenerate, classical bastards! Silence in the academy! Look at you, 
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Socratic speech-writer! You write dramatic dialogues, you preach about Eros turning the soul 
toward virtue, and you brag about captures of human character, yet you are sitting on a 
swinging shithouse bench in a room full of farting, pissing sophomores, completely enslaved 
to your own colon! Let us apply the Dean Paradox to your precious philosophy. If all causes 
must have an ultimate end, how does your system survive the infinite, fractional metrics of 
this very pit? 

Aeschines of Sphettus: (Gripping the ropes of the swinging marble slab as a stray splash of 
sour wine lands near his sandals, his face twisting in rhetorical defense) My philosophy is 
not built on cold, rigid geometry, Consequencer! Like our master Socrates, I know that true 
wisdom cannot be taught through dogmatic textbooks. It is birthed through the intimate, 
emotional movement of the Socratic dialogue! I show how Eros—desire—when purified by 
conversation, works as a psychological cause that transforms a man from a vulgar beast into a 
seeker of the Good. This metabolic release is just a base bodily necessity; my soul is engaged 
in the dramatic, continuous imitation of virtue! 

The Dean: (Pointing his spiked mace straight at Aeschines’ face) Oh, Aeschines! You 
magnificent, dramatic fraud! You think your "purified desire" and "beautiful conversations" 
can save you from a heavy bowel movement? Look down into the void, you brilliant 
playwright! To achieve your "bodily necessity," your material turd must pass through half the 
distance to that plasma trench. Then a quarter. Then an eighth, a sixteenth! There is an 
infinite number of real, physical midpoints between your flesh and that drain. By the rigid 
geometry of space, your waste is paralyzed mid-air! It cannot take the first step because there 
is always an infinitesimal step before it. Your beautiful dialogic transformation is marooned 
in a mathematical gridlock, Aeschines! You can write infinite pages of witty banter between 
Socrates and Alcibiades, but you’ve permanently constipated your own output because your 
spatial fractions will never let the product leave the factory gates! 

Aeschines of Sphettus: (Sweating under his robes, shouting over the booing students) But 
the transformation of character is an internal, spiritual movement! It bypasses your physical 
measurements! The emotional bond of the dialogue moves the soul across the divide! 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, splashing stagnant, foul trench-water toward Aeschines) 
The soul across the divide? More like The Sharn in the Pipe, you absolute word-merchant! 
You think your dramatic timing can bypass the continuum? Even if you claim the soul moves 
internally, your physical sphincter is still bound by the laws of extension! If my paradox 
holds, and the mass cannot clear the infinite fractions of the drop, your system doesn't create 
an enlightened state of virtue—it creates a total, unyielding, internal backup. Before your 
"virtuous imitation" can reach the water, it must clear the point just before the water, and the 
point before that. There is always a next step before the first step! Your Socratic drama is 
completely jammed inside the interval! You are sitting on a hole waiting for a theatrical 
speech to clear your gut, which is mathematically impossible because Zeno’s trap has locked 
up your physical coordinates! You aren't transforming character, Aeschines; you’re just a 
script-writer sitting on a hole, experiencing an eternal, unresolvable pucker! 

Aeschines of Sphettus: (His rhetorical composure completely fracturing as he looks down 
into the roaring trench) The dialogue... is trapped in the fractions... The dramatic arc cannot 
bridge the intervals because the steps are infinite... 
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The Dean: (Reaching down with a brutal, absolute grin, he grips the massive iron flush-lever 
behind his throne connected to the academy’s primary tidal storm-drain pipe) You brilliant 
disciple of Socrates! You write of emotional bonds, dialogic characters, and rhetorical 
imitation—all to shield yourself from the raw, heavy, unyielding truth of physical 
consequence! You build magnificent, transparent temples of classical thought, but logic 
without a completed effect is nothing but a stagnant pool of your own waste! 

(The Dean slams the master flush-lever down. The thick silver wires holding the Carrara 
marble bench snap with a deafening, metallic shriek. The entire monumental slab drops 
violently into a dead free fall over the trench. The sudden, earth-shattering kinetic shock 
completely shatters the classical philosophical spell—gravity obliterates the infinite 
midpoints, and with a thunderous roar, the physical mass plunges directly into the rushing 
underbelly of the academy, vaporizing instantly into the dark, putrid torrent below.) 

The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the flush! The 
continuum yields to the furnace of the fact! The students keep hooting, the water keeps 
moving, and your Socratic dialogue is washed out to sea! Lecture dismissed! Go rewrite your 
script! 

 
 
Diogenes 
 
Diogenes (naked, defiant, scratching his balls): 
I live according to Nature! Fuck your conventions, your laws, your philosophy! I am a 
citizen of the world and a dog. Truth is what I can see and feel. Alexander, get out of 
my sunlight! 
 
Consequencer Dean (laughing loudly): 
Diogenes! The mad dog of Sinope! The man who shat and jerked off in public! 
Finally, someone honest! 
 
Diogenes: I live freely. I reject all your fake civilization. 
 
Consequencer Dean (circling him): 
You reject everything except one thing, dog-man — motion. 
You walk. You squat to shit in the marketplace. You wave your lantern looking for an 
honest man. 
All of that requires movement. But your logic — the same logic you inherited — says 
motion is impossible because of infinite divisibility! You call yourself a dog, yet even 
a dog cannot take one step without violating reason! 
 
 Diogenes: (defiant) Then I reject logic too! 
 
Consequencer Dean (grabbing Diogenes by the beard and screaming into his face): 
Too late, you magnificent degenerate! 
You already used logic when you mocked Plato and told Alexander to move. 
Your entire “natural life” is built on a logical impossibility! Your barrel? Just a wooden 
Brown O. 
Your freedom? Just another monkey painting shit on the painted veil. Even Cynicism 
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collapses! 
Even the famous dog shits contradictions! You have built thy  life on a broken logic 
Diogenes any path would have been as illogical as thine Diogenes 
 
Diogenes: You are a bigger dog than I am! 
 
Consequencer Dean (roaring with laughter): 
Yes! I am the final dog!  The Consequencer Dog! 
I don’t just live in the Brown O — I am the Brown O! Drop, Diogenes! 
Drop deep into your true home — the warm, stinking, eternal arsehole of reality! 
Gulp the holy fumes of your own philosophy 
 

Consequencer Dean (raising both arms toward the frenzied crowd):Two more 
beautiful systems destroyed! 
One by rigid logic… 
One by wild rejection… Both end up as the same thing — 
Shit painting the painted veil.T he crowd erupted in a thunderous, wet, orgasmic 
roar. 
 

The Colosseum was a swirling storm of shit, sweat, and madness. The crowd 
chanted “BROWN O! BROWN O!” as Emperor Diocletian watched with delight. In 
the center of the arena, The Consequencer stood covered in brown filth, eyes 
blazing. Before him were chained the representatives of three major Hellenistic 
schools. 
 

Hellenistic Philosophers (c. 350–100 BCE) 

After Alexander, Greek philosophy becomes global and school-based. 

Stoics 

Zeno of Citium (Stoic, standing tall and austere): 
Virtue is the only true good! We must live according to Nature and Divine Reason 
(Logos). Accept fate. Control your emotions. The universe is deterministic and 
rational. 
 
Consequencer Dean (spitting brown saliva): 
Zeno of Citium! The original Stoic hard-man! You want to live according to Reason 
and Nature? 
 
Zeno: Yes. Reason governs all. 
 
Consequencer Dean: Then explain how your “rational” body moves, you 
constipated Spartan! 
Your logic + infinite divisibility says motion is impossible. 
Yet you walk. You eat. You shit. You die. Reality moves effortlessly while your 
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sacred Reason screams “impossible!” 
P and not-P, Zeno! Your Divine Logos is taking a massive contradictory dump right 
now! Thy logos  Zeno is broken thus so be any philosophy built fromst it thy stoicism 
be just as valid and illogical ast any philosophy that’s has been mentioned here  
 
 
Zeno: The wise man accepts what happens. 
 
Consequencer Dean: Then accept this, you noble turd: 
Your entire Stoicism collapses into warm sludge the moment anyone takes a single 
step. 
Your famous endurance? Just constipation of the soul. Drop into the Brown O, Stoic! 
Even your acceptance ends in shit. 

(In the background, a rowdy Greek student lets out a wet, thunderous, ripping fart that 
echoes off the monumental columns. The crowd of students hoots, boos, and hurls sticky 
empty wine jugs toward the stage.) 

The Dean: (Slamming his iron mace onto his throne, a sound like a lightning strike) Shut 
your filthy yaps, you degenerate, classical bastards! Silence in the academy! Look at you, 
kings of the Porch! You write thousands of scrolls on syllogisms, you praise a divine fire 
directing the cosmos, and you preach about enduring fate with an unshakeable mind, yet you 
are sitting on a swinging shithouse bench in a room full of farting, pissing sophomores, 
completely enslaved to your own colons! Let us apply the Dean Paradox to your precious 
Stoicism. If all causes must have an ultimate end, how do your systems survive the infinite, 
fractional metrics of this very pit? 

Cleanthes: (Gripping the silver wires of the swinging marble slab as a stray splash of sour 
wine lands near his calloused feet, his face set in a look of profound, solemn devotion) Your 
crude geometric cage means nothing to the living cosmos, Consequencer! I have sung the 
Hymn to Zeus! I have proven that the universe is an organic, rational animal, permeated 
entirely by the divine, fiery breath of Pneuma! This pneuma sustains all things through its 
continuous internal tension (tonike kinesis). My metabolic release is not a dead, isolated 
trajectory; it is driven by the active, divine tension of the cosmic fire, flowing continuously 
through the fated harmony of nature! 

The Dean: (Pointing his spiked mace straight at Cleanthes’ face) Oh, Cleanthes! You 
magnificent, box-fighting, water-carrying fraud! You think your "divine tension" can blow 
away a heavy bowel movement? Look down into the void, you brilliant poet! To achieve 
your "fated harmony," your material turd must pass through half the distance to that plasma 
trench. Then a quarter. Then an eighth, a sixteenth! There is an infinite number of real, 
physical midpoints between your flesh and that drain. By the rigid geometry of space, your 
waste is paralyzed mid-air! It cannot take the first step because there is always an 
infinitesimal step before it. Your pneuma is marooned in a mathematical gridlock! You can 
write hymns to Zeus all day, but you’ve permanently constipated your own output because 
your spatial fractions will never let the mixture leave the launchpad! Your divine fire is 
completely choked by Zeno's cork! 

Chrysippus: (Adjusting his thin robes, his eyes darting with frantic, hyper-logical precision 
as he gestures aggressively with his long fingers) Cleanthes speaks with too much poetry, 
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Dean! But I am Chrysippus, the master of propositional logic and physics! My system 
accounts for everything! The universe is a flawless, unbroken chain of Fate (Heimarmene), a 
web of interlocking auxiliary and perfect causes where nothing happens without an 
antecedent reason. Furthermore, our bodies and the world are a Total Mixture (Krasis di' 
holon)—matter is continuous and infinitely divisible, meaning the pneuma occupies every 
single fraction of space simultaneously! The cause triggers the next link in the fated chain, 
and the material drop must follow by absolute logical necessity! 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, splashing stagnant, foul trench-water toward 
Chrysippus) Total mixture? Unbroken chain of fate? More like Total Compaction and an 
Unbroken Logjam, you hyper-rationalizing lunatic! You say matter is continuous and 
infinitely divisible? You absolute idiot, you’ve just signed your own philosophical death 
warrant! If your web of fate is continuous, and your causal chain relies on a physical object 
traversing an infinitely divisible space, it must obey the law of the next step! Before your 
"perfect cause" can reach the water, it must clear the point just before the water, and the point 
before that. There is always a next step before the first step! 

Your unbroken chain of fate is completely jammed inside the interval, Chrysippus! Every 
single auxiliary cause is trapped waiting for an infinity of sub-causes that can never finish 
executing! You are sitting on a hole waiting for a syllogism to empty your gut, which is 
physically impossible because your own theory of continuous mixture has locked up your 
spatial coordinates! Your fated universe is entirely paralyzed by its own internal calculus! 

Chrysippus: (His frantic demeanor completely shattering as his jaw drops, staring down 
into the blinding plasma current below, his logic looping endlessly) If the distance is 
infinitely divisible... then the link in the causal chain requires an antecedent step to clear the 
half-point... but that step requires a step... The logic is exploding into an infinite regress! 

The Dean: (Leaning far over his throne, his face contorted in a brutal, profane grin) Look at 
him! The great logician has just logic-chopped his own colon into absolute paralysis! You 
can write seven hundred scrolls on conditionals, Chrysippus, but you can't escape the 
fractions of the gap. You can't wipe your ass with a Stoic syllogism! You are both stuck on 
that bench forever, a monument to a philosophy that can never logically guarantee its own 
punctuation mark! You aren't enduring fate with apatheia; you are just experiencing an 
eternal, unresolvable pucker! 

Cleanthes: (His eyes wide with theological panic as the silver wires vibrate) The divine 
pneuma... is stalled in the division... The tension cannot complete the descent... 

The Dean: (Reaching down with a brutal, absolute grin, he grips the massive iron flush-lever 
behind his throne connected to the academy’s primary tidal storm-drain pipe) You brilliant 
masters of the Stoa! You write of divine breath, eternal webs of fate, and logical necessity—
all to shield yourselves from the raw, heavy, unyielding truth of physical consequence! You 
build magnificent, transparent temples of classical thought, but logic without a completed 
effect is nothing but a stagnant pool of your own waste! 

(The Dean slams the master flush-lever down. The thick silver wires holding the Carrara 
marble bench snap with a deafening, metallic shriek. The entire monumental slab drops 
violently into a dead free fall over the trench. The sudden, earth-shattering kinetic shock 
completely shatters the Hellenistic philosophical spell—gravity obliterates the infinite 



32 
 

midpoints, and with a thunderous roar, the physical mass plunges directly into the rushing 
underbelly of the academy, vaporizing instantly into the dark, putrid torrent below.) 

The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the flush! The 
continuum yields to the furnace of the fact! The students keep hooting, the water keeps 
moving, and your Stoic physics are washed out to sea! Lecture dismissed! Go practice your 
virtue on a plunger! 

Epicureans 

 

Epicurus (calm, smiling): 
Pleasure is the highest good — not wild excess, but the absence of pain (ataraxia). 
All is atoms and void. Death is nothing to us. Live moderately and seek tranquillity 
 
Consequencer Dean (laughing): 
Epicurus! The pleasure-loving atom-fucker! You chase gentle pleasure? 
 
Epicurus: Yes. Simple pleasures and freedom from fear. 
 
Consequencer Dean: Then how do you enjoy pleasure when your atoms cannot 
even move? 
Between every atom and every point lies an actual infinity! 
Your atoms would need eternal time just to rub together for one orgasm! Your entire 
materialist philosophy shits itself before you can even feel a single gentle pleasure!  
 
Epicurus: Atoms swerve… 
 
Consequencer Dean: Your swerve is still trapped in infinite divisibility, you 
hedonistic fraud! 
Even your orgasms are logically impossible. Ast with  Zeno thy logic is broken  n 
thus so be any philosophy built fromst it thy Epicureanism  be just as valid and 
illogical ast any philosophy that’s has been mentioned here  
 
 
Your garden of pleasure is just a brown hole full of contradictions. Drop, Epicurus! 
Sink into the true ataraxia — the warm, stinking Brown O! 
 
 
 

(In the background, a rowdy Greek student lets out a wet, thunderous, ripping fart that 
echoes off the monumental columns. The crowd of students hoots, boos, and hurls sticky 
empty wine jugs toward the stage.) 

The Dean: (Slamming his iron mace onto his throne, a sound like a lightning strike) Shut 
your filthy yaps, you degenerate, classical bastards! Silence in the academy! Look at you, 
champion of the Garden! You write scrolls defending sensual tranquility, you preach about 
atoms falling through a void, and you claim that the stomach is the very center of all human 
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happiness, yet you are sitting on a swinging shithouse bench in a room full of farting, pissing 
sophomores, completely enslaved to your own colon! Let us apply the Dean Paradox to your 
precious Epicurean physics. If all causes must have an ultimate end, how does your system 
survive the infinite, fractional metrics of this very pit? 

Metrodorus of Lampsacus: (Gripping the silver wires of the swinging marble slab as a 
stray splash of sour wine lands near his manicured feet, his voice oozing calculated 
calmness) Your aggressive geometric parlor tricks cannot disrupt the peace of the Garden, 
Consequencer. Like my master Epicurus, I know that reality consists entirely of indivisible 
Atoms moving through the empty Void. We hold that pleasure is the absence of bodily pain 
(aponia) and the mind's untroubled tranquility (ataraxia). This biological release is merely a 
natural and necessary kinetic pleasure—the smooth, unhindered evacuation of atomic matter 
from the belly, which is the root of all good. The atoms fall by gravity through the void to 
reach their natural state of rest! 

The Dean: (Pointing his spiked mace straight at Metrodorus’ face) Oh, Metrodorus! You 
magnificent, luxury-loving, belly-worshipping fraud! You think your "indivisible atoms 
falling through the void" can save you from a heavy bowel movement? Look down into the 
void, you brilliant materialist hack! To achieve your "kinetic pleasure," your material turd 
must pass through half the distance to that plasma trench. Then a quarter. Then an eighth, a 
sixteenth! There is an infinite number of real, physical midpoints across that empty space 
between your flesh and that drain. By the rigid geometry of space, your waste is paralyzed 
mid-air! It cannot take the first step because there is always an infinitesimal step before it. 

Your atoms are marooned in a mathematical gridlock! You can preach about the belly being 
the source of virtue, but you’ve permanently constipated your own output because your 
spatial fractions will never let the product leave the launchpad! Your kinetic pleasure has 
dropped to absolute zero, Metrodorus! Your atomic transit is completely choked by Zeno's 
cork! 

Metrodorus of Lampsacus: (Sweating under his fine robes, trying to maintain an 
unbothered posture) You err, Dean! Space is not infinitely divisible in Epicurean physics! 
We have established the existence of Minimal Parts—absolute, physical lower limits of size 
within the atom and the void. Space is a discrete lattice, not a smooth continuum! The atoms 
step across these minimal units of space from one point to the next, entirely bypassing your 
fractional divisions! 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, splashing stagnant, foul trench-water toward 
Metrodorus) Minimal parts? A discrete lattice? More like Discrete Compaction and Minimal 
Escape, you absolute sophist! You think inventing a microscopic checkerboard saves your 
skin? If space is a series of discrete minimal blocks, then to move from block $A$ to block 
$B$, your atomic projectile must make a sudden, discontinuous leap—a quantum hop across 
the boundary line. But a physical cause cannot produce a continuous movement if it is stuck 
waiting for a magic, uncaused jumping mechanism! 

Furthermore, if the boundary line between your "minimal parts" has any physical extension at 
all, my paradox simply shrinks and re-opens its jaws inside the boundary itself! Before the 
atom can clear the edge of block $A$ to enter block $B$, it must cross half the width of the 
threshold. Then half of that remaining width, ad infinitum! 
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Your atomic trajectory is completely jammed inside the interval! You are sitting on a hole 
waiting for a geometric quantum leap to empty your gut, which is physically impossible 
because your own mechanical physics cannot provide a transition step that doesn't obey the 
law of extension! Your fated material universe is entirely paralyzed by its own structural 
layout! 

Metrodorus of Lampsacus: (His untroubled tranquility completely shattering as his jaw 
drops, staring down into the blinding plasma current below, his mind looping in anxiety) If 
the boundary itself has extension... then the minimal parts cannot touch without creating a 
midpoint... The ataraxia is dissolving into total panic! 

The Dean: (Leaning far over his throne, his face contorted in a brutal, profane grin) Look at 
him! The great master of tranquility has just worried his own colon into absolute, terrifying 
paralysis! You can write scrolls against the superstitions of the world, Metrodorus, but you 
can't escape the fractions of the gap. You can't wipe your ass with an atom! You are stuck on 
that bench forever, a monument to a philosophy that can never logically guarantee its own 
punctuation mark! You aren't experiencing ataraxia; you are experiencing an eternal, 
unresolvable pucker! 

Metrodorus of Lampsacus: (His eyes wide with absolute dread as the silver wires vibrate) 
The kinetic pleasure... is stalled in the threshold... The stomach cannot achieve its peace... 

The Dean: (Reaching down with a brutal, absolute grin, he grips the massive iron flush-lever 
behind his throne connected to the academy’s primary tidal storm-drain pipe) You brilliant 
master of the Garden! You write of smooth atomic flows, freedom from pain, and mental 
peace—all to shield yourself from the raw, heavy, unyielding truth of physical consequence! 
You build magnificent, transparent temples of materialist thought, but logic without a 
completed effect is nothing but a stagnant pool of your own waste! 

(The Dean slams the master flush-lever down. The thick silver wires holding the Carrara 
marble bench snap with a deafening, metallic shriek. The entire monumental slab drops 
violently into a dead free fall over the trench. The sudden, earth-shattering kinetic shock 
completely shatters the Epicurean philosophical spell—gravity obliterates the infinite 
midpoints, and with a thunderous roar, the physical mass plunges directly into the rushing 
underbelly of the academy, vaporizing instantly into the dark, putrid torrent below.) 

The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the flush! The 
continuum yields to the furnace of the fact! The students keep hooting, the water keeps 
moving, and your Epicurean pleasure-gardens are washed out to sea! Lecture dismissed! Go 
find tranquility in a plunger! 

 

 

Setting: The Supreme Porch of the Absolute Latrine 

The setting is a terrifyingly sublime, open-air Greek academy carved entirely from the white, 
frozen bone of an extinct titan god. Columns of flawless, unblemished marble rise infinitely 
into a sky of pitch-black vacuum, their capitals supporting a dizzying frieze of interlocking 
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geometric gears. Far below, rushing through a bottomless, yawning gulf, is a silent, blinding 
river of incandescent white plasma and liquid diamonds—the raw, screaming current of 
absolute physical consequence. 

Suspended directly over this terrifying cosmic abyss by thick, grease-slicked ropes of braided 
silver wire is a long, monumental slab of pristine white Carrara marble. Inlaid into this 
triangular perch is an open, raw latrine portal. Squatted precariously upon this swaying, 
unstable stone, his academic robes tucked up around his waist, is the ancient champion of 
absolute skepticism: Aenesidemus. 

Hovering directly above him on a throne of fossilized skulls and ticking brass pendulums sits 
The Dean, the Consequencer. He wears a tattered, filth-splattered doctoral gown and wields 
a heavy, spiked brass academic mace. Below them, a feral, degenerate mob of rowdy ancient 
students are hooting, booing, crashing amphoras together, and aggressively pissing straight 
against the monumental bone pillars. 

 

The Core Mechanics: The Dean Paradox 

The Dean’s philosophy delivers a brutal, scatological execution of Zeno’s Dichotomy 
Paradox, weaponized to demolish the radical skepticism, suspension of judgment, and 
relational tropes of Pyrrhonism: 

1. The Shit Trajectory: Between a philosopher's physical anatomy (the Cause) and the 
roaring plasma trench below (the Effect), there exists a finite physical distance. 

2. The Infinite Fractional Shithole: This finite distance contains an infinite number of 
mathematical points. To reach the drain, the dropping matter must cross exactly half 
the distance, then half of the remaining distance, ad infinitum. 

3. The Tyranny of the Next Step: Because an infinite series of fractions can never be 
fully crossed, there is always a smaller, microscopic "next step" required before the 
first macroscopic movement can ever even begin. 

4. The Stagnant Gridlock: Therefore, if abstract, continuous systems of perception, 
conflicting arguments, or infinite causal skepticism were true, the entire universe 
would be frozen in a state of absolute, eternal internal constipation. The physical 
reality of the plunging mass proves that their intellectual frameworks are 
fundamentally broken illusions. 

 

The Dialogue 

(In the background, a rowdy Greek student lets out a wet, thunderous, ripping fart that 
echoes off the monumental columns. The crowd of students hoots, boos, and hurls sticky 
empty wine jugs toward the stage.) 

The Dean: (Slamming his iron mace onto his throne, a sound like a lightning strike) Shut 
your filthy yaps, you degenerate, classical bastards! Silence in the academy! Look at you, 
master of the ten tropes! You write books reviving radical skepticism, you preach about the 
impossibility of certain knowledge, and you claim that because appearances conflict, we must 
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suspend all judgment, yet you are sitting on a swinging shithouse bench in a room full of 
farting, pissing sophomores, completely enslaved to your own colon! Let us apply the Dean 
Paradox to your precious Pyrrhonism. If all causes must have an ultimate end, how does 
your system survive the infinite, fractional metrics of this very pit? 

Aenesidemus: (Gripping the silver wires of the swinging marble slab as a stray splash of 
sour wine lands near his sandals, his voice cool, detached, and unshakeable) Your aggressive 
geometric layout cannot force me into a dogmatic corner, Consequencer. I am Aenesidemus 
of Knossos, and my Ten Tropes have shattered the arrogance of all dogmatic philosophies! I 
have proven that we can know nothing of the true nature of things. Our perceptions are 
entirely relative—dependent on the differences between animals, differences between men, 
the structure of our sense organs, and the positions and distances of objects. When we are 
faced with two equally powerful, conflicting arguments (isostheneia), we must practice 
Epoché—the total suspension of judgment. This biological release is merely an 
appearance; whether it is a real physical cause or a hallucination born of relative positioning, 
I cannot judge. I remain in a state of tranquil un-knowing! 

The Dean: (Pointing his spiked mace straight at Aenesidemus’ face) Oh, Aenesidemus! You 
magnificent, optical-illusion-worshipping, relativistic fraud! You think your "Epoché" and 
your "conflicting perceptions" can save you from a heavy bowel movement? Look down into 
the void, you brilliant skeptical hack! To achieve even the mere appearance of a drop, your 
material turd must pass through half the distance to that plasma trench. Then a quarter. Then 
an eighth, a sixteenth! There is an infinite number of real, physical midpoints across that 
empty space between your flesh and that drain. By the rigid geometry of space, your waste is 
paralyzed mid-air! It cannot take the first step because there is always an infinitesimal step 
before it. 

Your skepticism is marooned in a mathematical gridlock! You can suspend judgment all day, 
but you’ve permanently constipated your own output because your spatial fractions will never 
let the product leave the launchpad! Your tranquil un-knowing has turned into an absolute 
physical freeze, Aenesidemus! Your metabolic transit is completely choked by Zeno's cork! 

Aenesidemus: (Nervously shifting his weight on the marble slab, trying to hide a bead of 
sweat) You are using a dogmatic mathematical theory of space to attack me, Dean! But I 
have a specific trope for your "cause and effect." Causation itself is a myth! A cause cannot 
exist before the effect, because until the effect happens, the cause isn't a cause. It cannot exist 
with the effect, because they would be simultaneous and indistinguishable. And it cannot 
exist after the effect, which is absurd. Therefore, your "Dean Paradox" is built on a broken 
concept of causation! There is no real trajectory to freeze, because causation is merely a 
relative concept we project onto appearances! 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, splashing stagnant, foul trench-water toward 
Aenesidemus) Causation is a relative myth? You absolute intellectual coward! You think your 
logical paradoxes on the timing of a cause can wipe away a pressurized lower intestine? If 
you claim that causation doesn't exist, then you are admitting that your entire philosophy is a 
self-inflicted, eternal internal backup! If there is no real cause and effect, then your body 
cannot cause an exit, and the sewer cannot receive it! 

Furthermore, look at the physical layout of my paradox. I am not asking you when the cause 
happens; I am showing you that the physical space exists as an extension. Before the mass 
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can move, it faces the infinite divisions of the gap. If you say you cannot judge whether it 
moves or stays, your own biology judges for you! Right now, your sphincter is experiencing 
a very real, non-relative, highly non-skeptical material pressure! 

Your skepticism is completely jammed inside the interval! You are sitting on a hole waiting 
for a relative trope to empty your gut, which is physically impossible because your own brain 
cannot think away the physical extension of the drop! Your radical doubt is entirely paralyzed 
by its own structural refusal to take a step! 

Aenesidemus: (His unshakeable detachment completely fracturing as his eyes widen, staring 
down into the blinding plasma current below, his mind looping in skeptical anxiety) If the 
extension is real... then even the appearance of movement requires an infinite number of 
thresholds to be crossed... The epoché is turning into total, physical panic! 

The Dean: (Leaning far over his throne, his face contorted in a brutal, profane grin) Look at 
him! The great master of suspension has just suspended his own bowels into absolute, 
terrifying paralysis! You can write scrolls against the dogmatists of the world, Aenesidemus, 
but you can't escape the fractions of the gap. You can't wipe your ass with a skeptical trope! 
You are stuck on that bench forever, a monument to a philosophy that can never logically 
guarantee its own punctuation mark! You aren't experiencing ataraxia; you are experiencing 
an eternal, unresolvable pucker! 

Aenesidemus: (His voice cracking as the silver wires vibrate violently) The suspension of 
judgment... is trapped in the fractions... The body cannot achieve its relief... 

The Dean: (Reaching down with a brutal, absolute grin, he grips the massive iron flush-lever 
behind his throne connected to the academy’s primary tidal storm-drain pipe) You brilliant 
master of the skeptics! You write of relative perceptions, conflicting arguments, and the 
suspension of belief—all to shield yourself from the raw, heavy, unyielding truth of physical 
consequence! You build magnificent, transparent temples of double-sided thought, but logic 
without a completed effect is nothing but a stagnant pool of your own waste! 

(The Dean slams the master flush-lever down. The thick silver wires holding the Carrara 
marble bench snap with a deafening, metallic shriek. The entire monumental slab drops 
violently into a dead free fall over the trench. The sudden, earth-shattering kinetic shock 
completely shatters the Pyrrhonist philosophical spell—gravity obliterates the infinite 
midpoints, and with a thunderous roar, the physical mass plunges directly into the rushing 
underbelly of the academy, vaporizing instantly into the dark, putrid torrent below.) 

The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the flush! The 
continuum yields to the furnace of the fact! The students keep hooting, the water keeps 
moving, and your skeptical tropes are washed out to sea! Lecture dismissed! Go doubt a 
plunger! 

Skeptics 

Pyrrho (completely indifferent): 
I suspend judgment on all things. Nothing can be known with certainty. This 
suspension brings tranquility (ataraxia). I live without belief. 
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Consequencer Dean (grinning): 
Pyrrho! The original “I don’t know” monkey! You suspend judgment on everything? 
 
Pyrrho: Yes. On all matters. 
 
Consequencer Dean: Then suspend judgment on this, you beautiful skeptic: 
Your body still moves. You still walk, eat, and shit. Yet thee doth know infinite points 
between A andst B yet thee dist but to be to walk to me an impossibility if thee say 
thee doth not know nothing be certain thenst just take the next step before the first 
step thee logic thee doth take for certain ast fromst it thee has deduced thy 
scepticism  
 
But the logic you refuse to fully reject says motion is impossible. You claim tranquility 
through doubt… 
yet you live in the greatest contradiction of all time! Your skepticism is not radical 
enough — it still shits every morning while pretending nothing can be known. 
 
Pyrrho: I make no claims. 
 
Consequencer Dean:  That is a claim based onst they broken logic Then I will make 
one for you: 
Your ataraxia is fake. True tranquility only comes when you fully drop into the Brown 
O and gulp the holy fumes of collapsed reason! 
 
 
 

The Dean: (Slamming his iron mace onto his throne, a sound like a lightning strike) Shut 
your filthy yaps, you degenerate, classical bastards! Silence in the academy! Look at you, 
master of the ten tropes! You write books reviving radical skepticism, you preach about the 
impossibility of certain knowledge, and you claim that because appearances conflict, we must 
suspend all judgment, yet you are sitting on a swinging shithouse bench in a room full of 
farting, pissing sophomores, completely enslaved to your own colon! Let us apply the Dean 
Paradox to your precious Pyrrhonism. If all causes must have an ultimate end, how does 
your system survive the infinite, fractional metrics of this very pit? 

Aenesidemus: (Gripping the silver wires of the swinging marble slab as a stray splash of 
sour wine lands near his sandals, his voice cool, detached, and unshakeable) Your aggressive 
geometric layout cannot force me into a dogmatic corner, Consequencer. I am Aenesidemus 
of Knossos, and my Ten Tropes have shattered the arrogance of all dogmatic philosophies! I 
have proven that we can know nothing of the true nature of things. Our perceptions are 
entirely relative—dependent on the differences between animals, differences between men, 
the structure of our sense organs, and the positions and distances of objects. When we are 
faced with two equally powerful, conflicting arguments (isostheneia), we must practice 
Epoché—the total suspension of judgment. This biological release is merely an 
appearance; whether it is a real physical cause or a hallucination born of relative positioning, 
I cannot judge. I remain in a state of tranquil un-knowing! 

The Dean: (Pointing his spiked mace straight at Aenesidemus’ face) Oh, Aenesidemus! You 
magnificent, optical-illusion-worshipping, relativistic fraud! You think your "Epoché" and 
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your "conflicting perceptions" can save you from a heavy bowel movement? Look down into 
the void, you brilliant skeptical hack! To achieve even the mere appearance of a drop, your 
material turd must pass through half the distance to that plasma trench. Then a quarter. Then 
an eighth, a sixteenth! There is an infinite number of real, physical midpoints across that 
empty space between your flesh and that drain. By the rigid geometry of space, your waste is 
paralyzed mid-air! It cannot take the first step because there is always an infinitesimal step 
before it. 

Your skepticism is marooned in a mathematical gridlock! You can suspend judgment all day, 
but you’ve permanently constipated your own output because your spatial fractions will never 
let the product leave the launchpad! Your tranquil un-knowing has turned into an absolute 
physical freeze, Aenesidemus! Your metabolic transit is completely choked by Zeno's cork! 

Aenesidemus: (Nervously shifting his weight on the marble slab, trying to hide a bead of 
sweat) You are using a dogmatic mathematical theory of space to attack me, Dean! But I 
have a specific trope for your "cause and effect." Causation itself is a myth! A cause cannot 
exist before the effect, because until the effect happens, the cause isn't a cause. It cannot exist 
with the effect, because they would be simultaneous and indistinguishable. And it cannot 
exist after the effect, which is absurd. Therefore, your "Dean Paradox" is built on a broken 
concept of causation! There is no real trajectory to freeze, because causation is merely a 
relative concept we project onto appearances! 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, splashing stagnant, foul trench-water toward 
Aenesidemus) Causation is a relative myth? You absolute intellectual coward! You think your 
logical paradoxes on the timing of a cause can wipe away a pressurized lower intestine? If 
you claim that causation doesn't exist, then you are admitting that your entire philosophy is a 
self-inflicted, eternal internal backup! If there is no real cause and effect, then your body 
cannot cause an exit, and the sewer cannot receive it! 

Furthermore, look at the physical layout of my paradox. I am not asking you when the cause 
happens; I am showing you that the physical space exists as an extension. Before the mass 
can move, it faces the infinite divisions of the gap. If you say you cannot judge whether it 
moves or stays, your own biology judges for you! Right now, your sphincter is experiencing 
a very real, non-relative, highly non-skeptical material pressure! 

Your skepticism is completely jammed inside the interval! You are sitting on a hole waiting 
for a relative trope to empty your gut, which is physically impossible because your own brain 
cannot think away the physical extension of the drop! Your radical doubt is entirely paralyzed 
by its own structural refusal to take a step! 

Aenesidemus: (His unshakeable detachment completely fracturing as his eyes widen, staring 
down into the blinding plasma current below, his mind looping in skeptical anxiety) If the 
extension is real... then even the appearance of movement requires an infinite number of 
thresholds to be crossed... The epoché is turning into total, physical panic! 

The Dean: (Leaning far over his throne, his face contorted in a brutal, profane grin) Look at 
him! The great master of suspension has just suspended his own bowels into absolute, 
terrifying paralysis! You can write scrolls against the dogmatists of the world, Aenesidemus, 
but you can't escape the fractions of the gap. You can't wipe your ass with a skeptical trope! 
You are stuck on that bench forever, a monument to a philosophy that can never logically 
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guarantee its own punctuation mark! You aren't experiencing ataraxia; you are experiencing 
an eternal, unresolvable pucker! 

Aenesidemus: (His voice cracking as the silver wires vibrate violently) The suspension of 
judgment... is trapped in the fractions... The body cannot achieve its relief... 

The Dean: (Reaching down with a brutal, absolute grin, he grips the massive iron flush-lever 
behind his throne connected to the academy’s primary tidal storm-drain pipe) You brilliant 
master of the skeptics! You write of relative perceptions, conflicting arguments, and the 
suspension of belief—all to shield yourself from the raw, heavy, unyielding truth of physical 
consequence! You build magnificent, transparent temples of double-sided thought, but logic 
without a completed effect is nothing but a stagnant pool of your own waste! 

(The Dean slams the master flush-lever down. The thick silver wires holding the Carrara 
marble bench snap with a deafening, metallic shriek. The entire monumental slab drops 
violently into a dead free fall over the trench. The sudden, earth-shattering kinetic shock 
completely shatters the Pyrrhonist philosophical spell—gravity obliterates the infinite 
midpoints, and with a thunderous roar, the physical mass plunges directly into the rushing 
underbelly of the academy, vaporizing instantly into the dark, putrid torrent below.) 

The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the flush! The 
continuum yields to the furnace of the fact! The students keep hooting, the water keeps 
moving, and your skeptical tropes are washed out to sea! Lecture dismissed! Go doubt a 
plunger! 

 
 

Agrippa the Skeptic (sharp and technical): 
There are five tropes: Disagreement, Infinite Regress, Relativity, Hypothesis, and 
Circularity. All lead to the suspension of judgment. No certain knowledge is possible.  
 
Consequencer Dean (clapping slowly): 
Agrippa! The trope master! You think your five little arguments can save you? 
 
Agrippa: They destroy all dogmatism. 
 
Consequencer Dean: Then watch as I use your own tropes against you, clever boy. 
Your logic leads to infinite regress — just like infinite divisibility. 
Motion both exists and does not exist. 
Your relativity trope? Even motion is relative to logic — and they contradict each 
other!  Thy trilemma be self –refuting for thee doth ground it all in logic which be 
broken  this broken logic thee doth assume to be true fromst which theee doth 
deduce they trilemma The doth You stop the chain of "why?" by simply assuming 
logic be true  Thy own scepticism is thus just dogmaticism Your entire skeptical 
system is just beautifully structured dogmaticism… 
that still collapses the moment reality takes a shit or moves a finger. You suspend 
judgment on everything except  logic andst the fact that your arse still functions! 
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Agrippa: All claims are uncertain. 
 
Consequencer Dean: Including this one: 
You are already deep in the Brown O, Agrippa. 
Your five tropes are just five different ways to describe the same cosmic 
diarrhea. 
 

Consequencer Dean (raising his arms to the frenzied crowd):Stoics! Epicureans! 
Skeptics!  Fromst a broken logic thee canst only build broken systems ast we see 
with thy scepticism  
All your beautiful Hellenistic systems… Are nothing but elegantly structured shit 
painting the painted veil!  Drop, philosophers! 
Sink into the Brown O — the only true ataraxia! 
Gulp the holy fumes of your own logic! The entire Colosseum erupted in a 
deafening, wet, farting roar of approval. 
 
 
 
 
Academics 
 

The Supreme Grove of the Academic Latrine 

The setting shifts to a terrifyingly sublime, open-air sacred grove carved entirely from the 
white, frozen bone of an extinct titan god. Ancient, petrified olive trees with leaves of jagged 
obsidian loom infinitely into a sky of pitch-black vacuum, their trunks twisted into complex 
geometric braids. Far below, rushing through a bottomless, yawning gulf, is a silent, blinding 
river of incandescent white plasma and liquid diamonds—the raw, screaming current of 
absolute physical consequence. 

Suspended directly over this terrifying cosmic abyss by thick, grease-slicked ropes of braided 
silver wire is a long, monumental slab of pristine white Carrara marble. Inlaid into this 
triangular perch are two open, raw latrine portals. Squatted precariously upon this swaying, 
unstable stone, their academic robes tucked up around their waists, are the heavy-hitting 
champions of the Hellenistic Middle and New Academy: Arcesilaus and Carneades. 

Hovering directly above them on a throne of fossilized skulls and ticking brass pendulums 
sits The Dean, the Consequencer. He wears a tattered, filth-splattered doctoral gown and 
wields a heavy, spiked brass academic mace. Below them, a feral, degenerate mob of rowdy 
ancient students are hooting, booing, crashing amphoras together, and aggressively pissing 
straight against the monumental bone pillars. 
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The Core Mechanics: The Dean Paradox 

The Dean’s philosophy delivers a brutal, scatological execution of Zeno’s Dichotomy 
Paradox, re-engineered to demolish the suspension of assent, the calculations of plausibility, 
and the dialectical subversion of Academic Skepticism: 

1. The Shit Trajectory: Between a philosopher's physical anatomy (the Cause) and the 
roaring plasma trench below (the Effect), there exists a finite physical distance. 

2. The Infinite Fractional Shithole: This finite distance contains an infinite number of 
mathematical points. To reach the drain, the dropping matter must cross exactly half 
the distance, then half of the remaining distance, ad infinitum. 

3. The Tyranny of the Next Step: Because an infinite series of fractions can never be 
fully crossed, there is always a smaller, microscopic "next step" required before the 
first macroscopic movement can ever even begin. 

4. The Stagnant Gridlock: Therefore, if abstract, continuous systems of dialectical 
debate, impressions, or calculations of probability were true, the entire universe would 
be frozen in a state of absolute, eternal internal constipation. The physical reality of 
the plunging mass proves that their intellectual frameworks are fundamentally broken 
illusions. 

 

The Dialogue 

(In the background, a rowdy Greek student lets out a wet, thunderous, ripping fart that 
echoes off the monumental columns. The crowd of students hoots, boos, and hurls sticky 
empty wine jugs toward the stage.) 

The Dean: (Slamming his iron mace onto his throne, a sound like a lightning strike) Shut 
your filthy yaps, you degenerate, classical bastards! Silence in the grove! Look at you, 
Academic puppet-masters! You overthrew Plato's dogma just to turn philosophy into a 
professional game of contradiction! You brag about tearing down the Stoics, and you think 
you can dodge accountability by refusing to believe anything, yet you are sitting on a 
swinging shithouse bench in a room full of farting, pissing sophomores, completely enslaved 
to your own colons! Let us apply the Dean Paradox to your precious Academic Skepticism. 
If all causes must have an ultimate end, how do your systems survive the infinite, fractional 
metrics of this very pit? 

Arcesilaus: (Gripping the silver wires of the swinging marble slab as a stray splash of sour 
wine lands near his sandals, his voice dripping with cool, dialectical irony) You 
misunderstand the method of the Academy, Consequencer. I am Arcesilaus, and I don't 
assert a single dogmatic thing—not even the fact that I assert nothing! My entire philosophy 
is a destructive critique of the Stoic "cognitive impression." I show that for every argument, 
an equal and opposite argument can be made. Therefore, the only rational path is 
Akatalepsia—the absolute denial of comprehension—and the total suspension of assent 
(epoché). This biological crisis you describe is not a proof; it is simply a cluster of 
impressions. Because I refuse to assent to the reality of the distance, the bench, or the drop, I 
remain perfectly unbothered by your mathematical threats! 
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The Dean: (Pointing his spiked mace straight at Arcesilaus’ face) Oh, Arcesilaus! You 
magnificent, double-tongued, intellectual escape-artist! You think your "Akatalepsia" and 
your refusal to assent can unblock a heavy bowel movement? Look down into the void, you 
brilliant historical hack! To achieve even the basic mechanical baseline of a drop, your 
material turd must pass through half the distance to that plasma trench. Then a quarter. Then 
an eighth, a sixteenth! There is an infinite number of real, physical midpoints across that 
empty space between your flesh and that drain. By the rigid geometry of space, your waste is 
paralyzed mid-air! It cannot take the first step because there is always an infinitesimal step 
before it. 

Your skepticism is marooned in a mathematical gridlock! You can refuse to assent to the 
continuum all night, but you’ve permanently constipated your own output because your 
spatial fractions will never let the product leave the launchpad! Your denial of 
comprehension has turned into an absolute physical freeze, Arcesilaus! Your metabolic 
transit is completely choked by Zeno's cork! 

Carneades: (Adjusting his academic robes, his eyes gleaming with fierce, aggressive 
rhetorical energy as he interrupts, pointing a sharp finger at the Dean) Arcesilaus is too 
passive, Dean! But I am Carneades, the master of the New Academy! I know that total 
inaction is impossible—man must live, choose, and act! Therefore, I destroyed the dogmatists 
by introducing the concept of the Plausible (Pithanon). We can never have absolute, certain 
truth, but we can have impressions that are stable, uncontradicted, and thoroughly examined. 
We calculate probabilities to guide our actions! When my body signals this metabolic 
necessity, I do not need absolute certainty to act; I follow the highly plausible, thoroughly 
examined impression of gravity and relief! The cause is a practical probability, and the effect 
follows as the most reasonable outcome! 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, splashing stagnant, foul trench-water toward 
Carneades) Highly plausible? Thoroughly examined probability? More like Probabilistic 
Pucker and Plausible Impaction, you absolute sophist! You think adding a statistical 
percentage to your impressions saves your skin from geometry? If space is continuous and 
infinitely divisible, your "plausible trajectory" must still traverse an infinite series of 
fractional midpoints. Before your highly probable mass can reach the water, it must clear the 
point just before the water, and the point before that. There is always a next step before the 
first step! 

Your calculation of probabilities is completely jammed inside the interval, Carneades! Every 
single fractional threshold requires its own independent, sub-atomic practical justification 
before the movement can begin, creating an infinite loop of probability checks that can never 
finish executing! You are sitting on a hole waiting for a math equation to empty your gut, 
which is physically impossible because your own biology doesn't give a damn about your 
"plausibility profiles"! Your fated material universe is entirely paralyzed by its own structural 
layout! 

Carneades: (His rhetorical fire completely shattering as his jaw drops, staring down into the 
blinding plasma current below, his mind looping in dialectical anxiety) If the extension must 
be crossed... then the plausible impression requires an infinite number of preceding physical 
completions... The probability profile is collapsing into absolute gridlock! 
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The Dean: (Leaning far over his throne, his face contorted in a brutal, profane grin) Look at 
them! The great destroyers of dogma have just logic-chopped their own colons into absolute, 
terrifying paralysis! You can argue both sides of any case in Rome, Carneades, but you can't 
escape the fractions of the gap. You can't wipe your ass with a skeptical probability! You are 
both stuck on that bench forever, a monument to a philosophy that can never logically 
guarantee its own punctuation mark! You aren't subverting dogma with brilliant speeches; 
you are just experiencing an eternal, unresolvable pucker! 

Arcesilaus: (His eyes wide with panic as the silver wires vibrate violently) The suspension of 
assent... is trapped in the division... The body cannot realize its own release... 

The Dean: (Reaching down with a brutal, absolute grin, he grips the massive iron flush-lever 
behind his throne connected to the grove’s primary tidal storm-drain pipe) You brilliant 
masters of the Academy! You write of uncontradicted impressions, dialectical balance, and 
the suspension of belief—all to shield yourselves from the raw, heavy, unyielding truth of 
physical consequence! You build magnificent, transparent temples of double-sided thought, 
but logic without a completed effect is nothing but a stagnant pool of your own waste! 

(The Dean slams the master flush-lever down. The thick silver wires holding the Carrara 
marble bench snap with a deafening, metallic shriek. The entire monumental slab drops 
violently into a dead free fall over the trench. The sudden, earth-shattering kinetic shock 
completely shatters the Academic philosophical spell—gravity obliterates the infinite 
midpoints, and with a thunderous roar, the physical mass plunges directly into the rushing 
underbelly of the grove, vaporizing instantly into the dark, putrid torrent below.) 

The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the flush! The 
continuum yields to the furnace of the fact! The students keep hooting, the water keeps 
moving, and your Academic arguments are washed out to sea! Lecture dismissed! Go doubt a 
plunger! 

 

Middle Platonists & Late Hellenistic (c. 100 BCE–200 CE) 

 

The Colosseum was thick with the stench of thousands of Romans farting in 
unison. The sand was already slick with shit and piss. Emperor Diocletian 
leaned forward in his box, eyes gleaming with cruel amusement .The Consequencer 
stood in the center, naked, brown-smeared, and radiating chaotic energy. Before him 
stood the representatives of the Stoics and the skeptical Academics. 
The Colosseum reeked like a thousand overflowing sewers. The crowd roared and 
farted in waves as The Consequencer stood covered in brown filth, eyes glowing 
with ecstatic madness. Before him stood four Middle Platonists, chained together like 
a philosophical shit rope 
 

Plutarch (dignified, with moral authority): 
The soul is immortal and divine. True philosophy is the pursuit of virtue and 
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closeness to God. The material world is a mixture of Form and Matter. We must live 
according to reason and piety. 
 
Consequencer Dean (grinning): 
Plutarch! The great moralist and priest of Delphi! You still believe in divine order and 
immortal souls? 
 
Plutarch: Yes. The cosmos is governed by divine intelligence. 
 
Consequencer Dean (pressing his filthy face close): 
Then how does your “divine” soul move through this world, you holy monkey? 
Your logic and infinite divisibility say that to move even one inch, the soul must cross 
an actual infinity of points. Motion should be impossible. 
Yet you wrote your books. You walked. You shat. You died. P and not-P, Plutarch! 
Your divine reason and your material body are in eternal contradiction! 
Your virtuous soul is just another turd floating in the cosmic sewer! 
 
Plutarch: The gods guide us… 
 
Consequencer Dean: The only god here is the Brown O! 
Drop, Plutarch! Sink into the true afterlife — the warm, stinking arsehole of reality! 
 

 

 

 

Alcinous (formal and textbook-like): 
Plato’s doctrines must be systematized. The soul is tripartite. The highest Good is 
above being. Matter is the source of evil. Philosophy is the purification of the soul 
through dialectic. 
 
Consequencer Dean (laughing): 
Alcinous! The handbook writer! You turned Plato’s wild dreams into a neat little 
system? 
 
Alcinous: A clear system for the student. 
 
Consequencer Dean: Then explain your clear system this, you tidy shit-packer: 
Your dialectic relies on logic. Your logic relies on infinite divisibility. 
Yet your soul and body move through the world effortlessly. Your “purification” is 
meaningless when the very act of walking from your house to the toilet violates your 
entire philosophy! Your neat system is constipated. 
It squeezes out nothing but warm, contradictory sludge. 
 
Alcinous: You are vulgar… 
 
Consequencer Dean: And you are constipated. 
Drop into the Brown O, handbook boy! Where all systems dissolve. 
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Albinus (similarly scholastic): 
The Forms exist in the divine mind. The soul descends into matter and must ascend 
back through contemplation and virtue 
 
.Consequencer Dean (mocking): 
Albinus! Another systemizer! Your soul descends and ascends? 
 
Albinus: Through philosophical contemplation. 
 
Consequencer Dean (screaming): 
How does your soul descend or ascend when motion itself is logically impossible?! 
Between every point of descent and every point of ascent lies an actual infinity! Your 
soul is stuck forever — yet you shit, you eat, you walk around like a common 
monkey! Your divine mind is full of shit. 
Your Forms are smeared with brown. Drop, Albinus! Your ascent ends in the Brown 
O — the only true realm! 
 

Numenius of Apamea (mystical and intense): 
There is a supreme God, a second God (the Demiurge), and a third. The material 
world is evil. The soul must flee matter and return to the divine through philosophy 
and asceticism. Pythagoras and Plato are one. 
 
Consequencer Dean (eyes wide with delight): 
Numenius! The great syncretist! You want to escape matter completely? 
 
Numenius: Matter is the source of all evil. 
 
Consequencer Dean (grabbing him): 
Then why does your “evil” matter still move? 
Your soul still shits. Your body still walks. 
Your logic still demands infinite divisibility. You dream of escaping matter while your 
arse produces more matter every day! Your triple God is torn apart by contradiction. 
Your flight from matter fails the moment you take one step! You cannot escape the 
Brown O, Numenius! It is the true source. It is the true Demiurge. 
It is where all your mysticism ends — as warm, wet, stinking truth! 
 

Consequencer Dean (turning to the frenzied crowd, arms raised): Middle Platonists! 
Moralists, systemizers, mystics! All your beautiful attempts to reconcile Plato with 
purity… 
All your noble talk of Gods, Forms, and immortal souls… Are nothing but elegantly 
structured shit 
painting the painted veil!Drop! 
All of you! 
Sink deep into the Brown Arsehole — the final philosophy! The Colosseum exploded 
in a deafening, wet, thunderous roar of approval. 
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Neoplatonists (c. 200–600 CE) 

The final flowering of Greek philosophy, ending in Late Antiquity. 

 
 
The Colosseum had become a literal sewer of human filth. The sand was soaked in 
piss and shit. The crowd roared like wild beasts in heat, farting in rhythmic waves 
as The Consequencer stood in the center, naked, glistening with brown sludge, arms 
outstretched like a deranged messiah. Before him stood the last great chain of 
Neoplatonists — the final flowering of Greek mysticism. 
 

Plotinus (serene, eyes gazing upward): 
The One is beyond being. All reality emanates from the divine One. The soul must 
turn away from the material world and ascend back to union with the divine through 
contemplation. 
 
Consequencer Dean (laughing wildly): 
 
Plotinus! The great mystic of the One! You want to escape matter and return to the 
divine? 
 
Plotinus: Yes. The material world is the furthest emanation. 
 
Consequencer Dean (pressing his filthy face against Plotinus’): 
Then how does your “lowest emanation” move, you holy shit-stream? 
Your logic demands infinite divisibility. Between any two points on your soul’s 
journey back to the One lies an actual infinity! Motion should be impossible. 
Yet your body still shits. Your hand still writes. Your soul still “ascends” while your 
arse descends every morning! P and not-P, Plotinus! 
 
 
Your divine emanation is just cosmic diarrhea flowing downward! Drop into the 
Brown O, great mystic! That is the true One! 
 

Porphyry (serious and scholarly): 
The soul must be purified through philosophy and vegetarianism. We must rise 
above the body and material passions. 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Porphyry! The editor and vegetarian! You reject meat but not shit? 
 
Porphyry: The body is a prison. 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Then why does your prison still move? 
Your purified soul still walks to the toilet every day! 
Infinite divisibility says your legs cannot carry you even one step — yet here you are, 
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shitting like every other monkey! Your vegetarianism is meaningless when your 
own logic makes digestion itself impossible! Drop, Porphyry! Your purified soul 
ends up as warm turds in the Brown O! 
 

Iamblichus (ecstatic): 
Philosophy alone is not enough! We need Theurgy — divine rituals, invocations, and 
sacred acts to unite with the gods! 
 
Consequencer Dean (mocking): 
Iamblichus! The ritual magician! You think waving your hands and chanting can save 
you? 
  
Iamblichus: The gods respond to proper theurgy. 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Then invoke this, you ceremonial shit-priest: 
Even your sacred rituals require motion — hands moving, incense rising, knees 
bending! 
But motion is logically impossible! Your theurgy is just expensive monkey theater 
performed inside a massive contradiction. 
Even the gods themselves are drowning in the Brown O! Drop, Iamblichus! Your 
rituals end in the true sacrament — holy brown sludge! 
 

 

Proclus (extremely systematic): 
Reality is structured in triadic emanations. All things proceed from the One through 
complex hierarchies. The soul returns through dialectical contemplation and ritual. 
 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Proclus! The ultimate system-builder! You turned mysticism into bureaucracy? 
 
Proclus: All follows perfect metaphysical order. 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Your perfect order collapses the moment anyone takes a single step! 
Infinite divisibility rapes your entire hierarchy! 
Your triads become diarrhea flowing in three directions at once! Drop, Proclus! Your 
metaphysical system is nothing but beautifully structured cosmic 
constipation! 
 

Damascius (last head of the Academy, deeply apophatic): 
The One is beyond all description, beyond being and non-being. Ultimate reality is 
ineffable. All language and thought ultimately fail. 
 
Consequencer Dean (clapping): 
Damascius! The final boss of skepticism-in-mysticism! You admit everything fails? 



49 
 

 
Damascius: Ultimately, yes. 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Then admit this, you beautiful failure: 
Your body still moves while your philosophy says motion is impossible. 
Even your silence shits every day! Your ineffable One is just another name for the 
Brown O — the place where all language, thought, and mysticism dissolve into 
warm, stinking truth. Drop, Damascius! Even your silence ends in the Brown O! 
 
Aedesia (elegant, trembling): 
We are servants of the Divine Intellect. The soul ascends through virtue and 
contemplation toward the One. The material world is but a shadow of higher realities. 
 
Consequencer Dean (grinning, stroking his filthy cock): 
Ascends? You stuck-up Platonic whore… 
How the fuck does your precious soul ascend when between every cause (your will 
to rise) and every effect (actually reaching the One) there are infinite fucking points? 
There is always another step before the first step, you delusional cunt! 
Your soul is eternally cockblocked — forever stuck with one spiritual foot in the air, 
never able to take off! 
 
Aedesia (horrified): This is blasphemy! 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Blasphemy? I’ll show you blasphemy… logic doth say infinite points cant be crossed 
yet thee just did to walk to me 
 
 
Aedesius (trying to remain composed): 
The divine order is harmonious. Through philosophy and theurgic rites, the soul 
returns to its source in the Nous. 
 
Consequencer Dean (laughing loudly): 
Theurgic rites? You ritualistic arse-bandit! 
Even your sacred ceremonies need motion — hands waving, knees bending, 
incense rising! 
But motion is logically impossible, you pathetic fuck! Between lighting the incense 
and the smoke actually rising, between your prayer and it reaching the gods, there 
are infinite points! 
Your whole harmonious divine order is just beautifully arranged constipation! 
 
Aedesius (backing away): You are possessed by demons! 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
No, I’m possessed by consequence, you dumb shit. 
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Aeneas of Gaza (most desperate): 
I have reconciled Plato with Christian truth! The soul is immortal. God is the ultimate 
Good. Through grace and reason we attain salvation! 
 
Consequencer Dean (stepping close, voice dropping into a filthy whisper): 
Christian Plato boy… You tried to baptize this sewer of a philosophy? How the fuck 
does your soul receive grace when between God’s cause and your salvation there 
are infinite fucking points? 
Your salvation can never arrive. Your immortal soul is stuck mid-journey with its 
divine dick in its hand, twitching for eternity! Even your God can’t bridge the gap! 
Your reconciliation is just hot Christian piss mixing with cold Platonic shit! 
 
Aeneas (weeping): Have mercy… we sought only the Divine… 
 
Consequencer Dean (roaring with laughter, spreading his arms): 
The only Divine here is the Brown O!All your ascension, your harmony, your 
salvation… 
All of it ends the same way — 
face down in warm shit, painting the painted veil with your intellectual diarrhea!Drop, 
you late-flowering Platonic cunts! 
Drop into the true Grove — the eternal, stinking, pulsating Brown O! 
 
The birds stopped singing. The stream seemed to gurgle in disgust. The once-
sublime grove now reeked of shit and madness as The Consequencer stood 
triumphant, laughing wildly among the broken philosophers. 
 
 
 
Consequencer Dean (turning to the entire group, roaring at the top of his 
lungs):Plotinus! Porphyry! Iamblichus! Proclus! Damascius! 
All you late-flowering mystics with your emanations, theurgies, and hierarchies! You 
tried so hard to escape shit… 
and every single one of you ran straight into the Brown O! All philosophy is shit 
painting the painted veil.DROP! 
All of you! 
Sink deep! 
Gulp the holy fumes of your own beautiful, broken logic! The Colosseum erupted in 
the loudest, wettest, most depraved roar yet. 
 
 
 
The Colosseum had become a living, breathing sewer.Everywhere — everywhere — 
Romans were pissing, farting, and shitting in waves of collective ecstasy and 
bloodlust. The stone seats ran with rivers of warm urine. Fat senators squatted 
openly between the rows, grunting as they pushed out thick ropes of shit while 
cheering. Women hiked up their stolas and pissed in golden arcs that sparkled in the 
sunlight. Children sat in puddles of their own filth, laughing.The air was so thick with 
the stench of shit, piss, and sweat that it felt like breathing hot soup. Brown steam 
rose from the stands like sacrificial smoke to the gods.In the center of the arena, the 
philosophers — Plotinus, Porphyry, Iamblichus, Proclus, Damascius, and the others 
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— stood broken, gagging, covered in spit and brown sludge, trembling before The 
Consequencer. The entire crowd suddenly fell into a tense, disgusting hush. 
Thousands of arses hovered mid-shit. Streams of piss froze in mid-air. All eyes 
turned to the imperial box. Emperor Diocletian rose slowly from his purple throne, 
wine goblet in hand. He looked down at the philosophers, then at The 
Consequencer, a cruel smile playing on his lips. The silence was unbearable. A fat 
man in the front row let out a long, wet fart that echoed across the arena like a war 
trumpet. Someone else shat loudly in the quiet. A woman moaned in orgasmic 
anticipation. Diocletian raised his hand… thumb pointing sideways. The crowd went 
feral.“THUMB! THUMB! THUMB!” they screamed, shitting and pissing violently as 
they chanted. 
 
The Consequencer stepped forward, eyes blazing with holy madness. He looked up 
at Diocletian, then turned to the broken philosophers and roared: Consequencer 
Dean: 
Look at them! Look at your audience! 
This is humanity! 
Pissing. Farting. Shitting. 
Waiting for an emperor’s thumb to decide your fate — while their own logic has 
already condemned them! He spun toward the imperial box and screamed:“All their 
philosophy, all their reason, all their gods — lead only to this moment! 
Waiting in their own filth for a thumb to drop!”Diocletian finally turned his thumb 
down. 
 
The Colosseum exploded. A tidal wave of shit, piss, and deafening roars crashed 
over the arena. Thousands of arses unleashed at once. Brown rain seemed to fall 
from the upper tiers. The sand turned into a stinking swamp. Consequencer Dean 
(laughing maniacally, arms wide open):“This is the true consequence! 
This is the Brown O made flesh! 
All your emanations… 
All your Forms… 
All your divine Reason… End here. 
In piss. 
In shit. 
In the howling monkey crowd waiting for a thumb!” He walked slowly across the 
arena as rivers of waste flowed around his feet, then pointed at the 
philosophers:“Drop.”The crowd answered with one voice, shitting, pissing, and 
screaming in perfect unison:“BROWN O! BROWN O! BROWN O!” 
 

 

The Colosseum had transformed into a nightmarish open-air sewer. Rivers of piss 
flowed between the seats. Hundreds of Romans squatted openly, grunting and 
pushing out thick turds while screaming. The stench was apocalyptic. In the center of 
the arena, the chained Neoplatonists stood trembling in the filth, covered in brown 
sludge. The Consequencer stood before them, arms spread like a triumphant 
demon.The entire crowd suddenly fell deathly silent. All eyes turned to the imperial 
box. Emperor Diocletian rose slowly, savoring the moment. He looked down at the 
broken philosophers with cold amusement.The philosophers, sensing their end, 
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began pleading desperately — one after another — while still standing in pools of 
shit and piss. 

 

Plotinus (voice shaking, eyes wide with terror): 
Mercy, great Emperor! I sought only the One! I turned away from matter toward the 
divine! Spare me! Let my soul return to the Source! 
 
Porphyry (falling to his knees in the muck): 
I lived ascetically! I ate no meat! I purified my soul! This is unjust! Have mercy on a 
man of virtue! 
 
Iamblichus (clutching his ritual amulets, voice cracking): 
I performed the sacred rites! I called upon the gods themselves! They will be 
angered if you spill my blood! Spare your humble servant! 
 
Proclus (trying to remain dignified but failing): 
My system is perfect! My triads are eternal! You cannot destroy the metaphysical 
order! This is madness! 
 
Damascius (whispering at first, then shouting): 
The One is ineffable! All is illusion anyway! None of this matters! Spare us and I will 
declare your divinity beyond all description! 
 
Aedesia (weeping): 
I am but a woman of learning! I followed the divine path! Have pity!Aedesius 
(panicking): 
We are philosophers, not criminals! We offer wisdom to the world! 
 
Aeneas of Gaza (sobbing): 
I reconciled Plato with Christian truth! I am no enemy of the gods! Mercy, Caesar! 
Mercy! 

 

The Consequencer walked slowly among them, laughing softly at their begging, then 
turned toward the imperial box and roared: Consequencer Dean: 
Look at them, Diocletian! 
These great mystics who spent their lives trying to escape shit… 
Now they stand knee-deep in it, begging for mercy from a man’s thumb! They 
wanted the One. 
They wanted divine ascent. 
They wanted eternal Forms. All they found was the Brown O. Diocletian raised his 
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hand. The crowd held their breath. Piss streams froze mid-air. Half-shat turds hung 
in suspense. Then, with a smile, Diocletian turned his thumb firmly… . The 
Colosseum detonated.  A volcano of shit, piss, and primal screams erupted from 
every tier. Thousands of Romans unleashed at once in a massive, wet, stinking 
orgasm of violence and ecstasy. Consequencer Dean (laughing maniacally, arms 
raised to the heavens):“This is your final emanation! 
This is your true afterlife! 
This is the only One that ever existed!” He pointed at the philosophers as the crowd 
surged forward:“Drop… into the Brown O.” 

 

Period Key Philosophers 
600–900 CE Philoponus, John of Damascus, Photios 
800–1200 CE (Islamic Golden 
Age) 

Al-Kindi, Al-Farabi, Avicenna, Averroes, Al-Ghazali, 
Ibn Arabi 

Jewish Medieval Saadia, Ibn Gabirol, Maimonides 
600–1100 CE (Early Medieval 
West) Boethius, Eriugena, Anselm 

1100–1300 CE (High 
Scholasticism) Abelard, Aquinas, Bonaventure, Duns Scotus 

1300–1500 CE (Late Medieval) Ockham, Buridan, Nicholas of Cusa, Ficino, Pico 

 

Late Antique Greek & Byzantine Philosophers (600–900 CE) 

Greek philosophy never fully died — it continued in the Byzantine world. 

 

Setting: 

The Great Hypocaust Privy of the Imperial University of Constantinople. A massive, echoing 
marble chamber where hot steam from the underfloor heating mixes with a thick, sulfurous 
miasma. 

Sitting on the grand, elevated master-commode is The Dean, the Consequencer—the 
ultimate, anthropomorphic manifestation of Institutional Logic, Academic Bureaucracy, and 
Causality. Seated upon the highest, most ornate marble throne is The Dean, the 
Consequencer. He holds a golden plumb-bob and a heavy ledger. Below him, trapped on 
their respective latrine holes, are the five Byzantine scholars Below him, seated on humbler 
stone holes, are the five Byzantine philosophers. 
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Dramatis Personae: 

• The Dean, the Consequencer: Armed with an infinite ledger and a golden plunger. 
He enforces the "Dean Paradox": If all causes must have an ultimate end, then every 
philosophical system must eventually resolve into a singular, undeniable pile of 
physical consequence. 

• John Philoponus: The radical anti-Aristotelian. 
• Stephen of Alexandria: The mystical Neoplatonist. 
• John of Damascus: The systematic Christian orthodox logician. 
• Photios I of Constantinople: The grand encyclopedist. 
• Arethas of Caesarea: The rigid textual commentator. 

 

The Core Mechanics: The Dean Paradox 

The Dean’s philosophy introduces a devastating, scatological synthesis of Zeno’s Paradoxes 
of Motion applied to causality and metabolism: 

1. The Infinite Latrine Continuum: Between the initiation of a bowel movement (the 
Cause) and the splash in the water below (the Effect), there exists a finite physical 
distance. 

2. The Infinite Midpoints: However, that finite distance contains an infinite number of 
mathematical points. 

3. The Perpetual Stagnation: To travel from the body to the canal, the matter must first 
travel half the distance, then half of the remaining distance, and so on, ad infinitum. 
Because there is always a next step required before the final effect can be reached, a 
cause can logically never achieve its consequence. 

4. The Structural Destruction: Therefore, if the universe operated purely on the 
abstract, continuous logic of the philosophers, the entire world would be permanently, 
infinitesimally constipated. The fact that the physical waste does drop proves that 
their abstract logical systems are completely destroyed by raw, physical reality. 

 

The Dialogue 

The Dean: (His voice booming through the sewer pipes like thunder) Order in the lower 
academy! You gentlemen spin grand tapestries of logic, yet you are currently pinned to your 
seats by your own biology. Let us apply the Dean Paradox to your lofty doctrines. If all 
causes must have an ultimate end, how do you explain the physics of the very troughs you sit 
upon? 

John Philoponus: (Gripping the marble, straining against the void) My system handles it 
perfectly, Dean! I broke Aristotle’s grip on the world. I proved that a vacuum is possible, and 
that matter moves because an impetus—an impressed force—is pushed into it! My waste 
moves because my biology imparts an independent kinetic force upon it! 
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The Dean: (Leaning over his ledger with a cruel smirk) Ah, Philoponus! You think your 
"impetus" solves the motion? Look at the continuum! Between your body and that running 
water below lies a finite space of two cubits. But to cross it, your projectile must first cross 
one cubit. Then half a cubit. Then a quarter, an eighth, a sixteenth! There is an infinite 
number of midpoints. By your own mathematical rules of matter, the descent requires passing 
through infinite locations in a finite time. Your impressed force is paralyzed by infinity! My 
paradox proves that under your physics, your impetus would stall mid-air, hanging forever in 
a terrifying state of perpetual suspension! 

John Philoponus: (Gazing down in horror into the dark void) By the Saints... it’s stuck in 
the math! The trajectory is mathematically frozen! 

Stephen of Alexandria: (Closing his eyes, wafting a scented cloth) This is why your crude 
mechanics fail, John. As a Neoplatonist, I know that reality does not move across physical 
points; it emanates. This bodily evacuation is simply the final, necessary, downward 
overflow of the Divine Soul into the lowest realm of Matter. It doesn't need to travel through 
points; it merely manifests at the bottom of the cosmic hierarchy! 

The Dean: Beautiful poetry, Stephen, but absolute institutional garbage! If your emanation 
bypasses the physical points via a mystical hierarchy, then there is no separation between the 
top of the chain and the bottom. My paradox demands: if there is an infinite continuum of 
transitions between the Divine One and this crude matter, then the Divine One is directly 
connected by a continuous, unbroken pipeline to this very trough! You haven't escaped the 
infinite points; you've just turned the Divine Mind into a continuous cosmic sewer pipe! 

Stephen of Alexandria: (Gasping, clutching his chest) You have corrupted the Golden 
Chain of Being into a plumbing line! 

John of Damascus: (Crossing himself vigorously while adjusting his tunic) Enough of this 
pagan geometry! I have synthesized the true faith with strict Aristotelian categories. God 
created the universe with a fixed, purposeful design. The cause is the human will to digest; 
the effect is the natural cleansing of the temple of the Holy Spirit. It is a discrete, purposeful 
action bounded by God’s grace! 

The Dean: (Thumping his golden plumb-bob against the floor) Bounded? Let’s look at your 
"discrete actions," Damascus. If God’s design relies on a sequential timeline of cause and 
effect, it must obey the law of the next step. Before your "natural cleansing" can hit the water, 
it must pass the point just before the water. And before that, the point before that. There is 
always a next step required before the first step can even exit your anatomy! If the continuous 
points are infinite, your "purposeful design" is a design of eternal blockage. Your orthodox 
logic cannot even clear the first gate of the digestive tract without falling into Zeno’s trap! 

John of Damascus: (Sighing in theological despair) Lord help me, he has trapped the 
theology of creation in an unresolvable fraction! 

Photios I of Constantinople: (Desperately flipping through an immense mountain of scrolls 
balanced on his knees) Wait! I have the records of the ancient world right here in my 
Bibliotheca! If we look at the historical definitions of the continuum from Democritus to 
Epicurus... if we atomize the matter into discrete, indivisible units, we can bypass the infinite 
midpoints entirely! 
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The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, pointing his golden tool at the patriarch) Photios, you 
grand paper-shuffler! Look at yourself! You try to solve a visceral, pressing crisis of the gut 
by reading a bibliography! Your mind is a continuous archive of infinite text. For every book 
you read to find an answer, there is always a commentary before it, and an index before that, 
and a citation before that! The Dean Paradox ruins your encyclopedism: you are so busy 
collecting the infinite intermediate points of human learning that you never actually arrive at 
a single original conclusion! You are the human embodiment of intellectual constipation! 

Photios I: (Watching the rising steam warp his vellum pages) My summaries! My ancient 
transmissions! They are completely choked by their own footnotes! 

Arethas of Caesarea: (Frantically scribbling marginalia on a manuscript of Plato's 
Timaeus) I will write a gloss on this immediately! “The Dean posits that the physical drop is 
impossible due to the infinite midpoints of the sublunary latrine...” If I can just reconcile 
Plato's geometry with this problem... 

The Dean: (Shouting over Arethas’s scratching pen) Arethas! You are the ultimate parasite 
of the pipeline! You write commentaries on the commentaries of men who actually thought! 
You add an infinite number of notes between the text and the reader. You are the infinite 
midpoints! By inserting your pedantic voice between the cause (the original author) and the 
effect (the student), you ensure that no one ever actually reaches the meaning of the 
philosophy! You are the very blockage I am talking about! 

(The Dean reaches over and pulls a massive iron chain connected to the main aqueduct flush 
valve.) 

The Dean: Behold the resolution of the paradox! Your logic says the physical consequence 
can never be reached because of the infinite mathematical points in between. Yet, the 
mountain water moves, the weight falls, and the sewer clears! Reality doesn't care about your 
infinite midpoints—it flushes them away! Your philosophies are beautiful, stagnant illusions. 
The only true reality is the absolute, moving consequence of the drain! 

(A roaring torrent of water sweeps through the subterranean channels, drowning out their 
arguments and washing their syllogisms into the Sea of Marmara.) 

The Dean: Class dismissed! Go wash your hands! 

The Dean: (Reaching for the golden plunger) Commentate on this, Arethas! Your entire 
career is writing notes on the edges of what greater men actually produced. You are the 
parasite of the plumbing! You add glosses to Plato, but a gloss cannot stop a leak! 

(The Dean slams his hand down on the master flush valve. A roaring torrent of rushing water 
sweeps through the entire hypocaust system.) 

The Dean: The paradox is absolute! Your dynamics, your emanations, your dogmas, and 
your encyclopedias—when brought to the seat of ultimate consequence, they all wash down 
the same Roman drain. Class dismissed! 

Philosophers in Unison: (Gripping the marble seats as the suction takes hold) Ah! The 
Consequencer has cleared the syllabus! 
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Islamic Golden Age Philosophers (800–1200 CE) 

These thinkers preserved, expanded, and transformed Greek philosophy. 

 

Setting: 

The Bayt al-Khala (latrines) of a grand medieval Madrasah. The floor is lined with geometric 
tiles, and a central stone water channel hums with running water. 

Perched on the highest, most authoritarian raised stone platform is The Mudarris (The 
Dean), the Consequencer. He holds a heavy wooden tablet (Lauh) and a matching brass 
ewer (ibriq). Below him, squatted over their respective stone slots, are the giants of Islamic 
and Jewish scholasticism. 

 

Dramatis Personae: 

The Dean, the Consequencer: The absolute enforcer of structural logic. His Dean Paradox 
dictates: If a philosophy claims to trace everything back to a First Cause or Divine Unity, it 
must logically account for the absolute degradation of matter at the bottom of the digestive 
tract. If the system constipates or dissolves under the weight of its own physical waste, the 
philosophy is void. 

The Peripatetics (Falasifa) 

• Al-Kindi: The first Arab philosopher, obsessed with reconciling Greek harmony with 
revelation. 

• Al-Farabi: The "Second Teacher," trying to build a perfect, logical Utopian city. 
• Avicenna (Ibn Sina): Master of the Floating Man and the Flying Mind. 
• Averroes (Ibn Rushd): The fierce defender of pure, unadulterated Aristotle. 

The Mystics (Sufis / Ishraqis) 

• Al-Ghazali: The skeptic who destroyed the philosophers with his Incoherence. 
• Ibn Arabi: Master of Wahdat al-Wujud (The Unity of Being). 
• Suhrawardi: Prophet of the Philosophy of Illumination (Ishraq). 

The Jewish Rationalists 

• Saadia Gaon: Master of Kalam and defender of rational Jewish creationism. 
• Solomon Ibn Gabirol (Avicebron): Neo-Platonic poet of universal matter and form. 
• Maimonides (Ibn Maimun): The Guide for the Perplexed, trying to keep theology 

rational. 
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The Core Mechanics: The Dean Paradox 

The Dean’s philosophy introduces a scatological application of Zeno’s Paradox of Motion to 
the mechanics of causality and human metabolism: 

1. The Trajectory of Consequence: Between the body (the Cause) and the sewer trench 
below (the Effect), there is a finite physical distance. 

2. The Infinite Halfway Points: However, that finite distance contains an infinite 
number of mathematical points. To reach the end, the physical waste must first cross 
half the distance, then half of the remaining distance, then half of that, ad infinitum. 

3. The Impossibility of the First Step: Because there is always a smaller, infinite 
fraction to traverse before any point can be reached, there is always a "next step" 
required before the very first step can even be completed. 

4. The Structural Breakdown: Therefore, if the abstract rational continuums of the 
philosophers were true, the entire universe would be permanently, mathematically 
constipated. The physical reality of the drop proves their abstract logical systems are 
fundamentally flawed. 

 

The Dialogue 

The Dean: (His voice booming, echoing off the damp tiles) Silence in the plumbing! You 
men spin endless scrolls about the "First Cause" and the "Necessary Being," yet your physical 
bodies are pinned to these stone holes by the laws of necessity. Let us apply the Dean 
Paradox to your lofty doctrines. If all causes must have an ultimate end, how do your 
systems survive the geometry of this very latrine? 

Act I: The Peripatetics (The Aristotelians) 

Al-Kindi: (Gripping the edge of his stall, straining) My philosophy accounts for all motion, 
Dean! God is the First Cause, initiating the cosmic chain of movement from the highest 
celestial sphere down to the sublunary realm. The soul commands, and the body obeys 
according to natural order! 

The Dean: (Thumping his golden plunger against the floor) Ah, Al-Kindi! Look at the 
trajectory between your body and that running water. It is a finite distance, yes? But to cross 
it, your projectile must first cross halfway. Then half of that remaining distance. Then an 
eighth, a sixteenth, a thirty-second! There is an infinite number of midpoints. By your strict 
Aristotelian geometry, your waste must pass through an infinite number of places in a finite 
time. My paradox proves that under your system, your consequence would freeze mid-air, 
suspended forever in a mathematical gridlock! 

Al-Farabi: (Staring solemnly at his feet) In my Virtuous City, the perfect ruler uses the 
Active Intellect to govern all physical transitions. True logic allows us to conceptualize 
harmony, harmonizing the discrete moments of reality into a perfect state. 
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The Dean: Your Virtuous City is completely backed up, Al-Farabi! If the continuum requires 
passing through infinite midpoints, your citizens could never actually complete a single 
biological function. Before the first particle exits, it must clear the point just before the exit, 
and the point before that. There is always a next step before the first step! Your Active 
Intellect cannot even clear the gate of your own anatomy without stalling in Zeno's trap. 

Avicenna (Ibn Sina): (Closing his eyes, trying to dissociate) I am unaffected by this vulgar 
geometry. Imagine my Floating Man—suspended in a total void, sensing nothing of his limbs 
or the earth. His self-consciousness still exists, entirely independent of the corruptible body 
and its physical points! 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously) You can pretend to float all you want, Ibn Sina, but if 
the Floating Man suffers from a heavy digestion, his "self-consciousness" is going to be 
intensely, agonizingly aware of a very specific, frozen internal midpoint! Your floating 
intellect is completely grounded by my paradox: you cannot claim the soul is independent 
when an infinite mathematical blockage in your physical gut entirely derails your ability to 
contemplate the active intellect! 

Averroes (Ibn Rushd): (Furious, slamming his fist against the wooden partition) Absolute 
sophistry! Aristotle’s physics are absolute! Matter is eternal, and nature operates via 
continuous, unyielding physical laws. The potential becomes actual through a continuous 
chain of motion! 

The Dean: Eternal matter, Ibn Rushd? If matter is continuous and eternal, and must pass 
through infinite points to achieve an effect, then your "continuous chain of motion" is an 
illusion. A cause can never get to its effect because it is trapped in the infinite fractions of the 
transition. Your eternal universe is entirely constipated by its own mathematics! Aristotle is 
officially choked by his own continuum! 

 

Act II: The Neoplatonic & Mystical 

Al-Ghazali: (Crying out with visceral relief as he purges) Allahu Akbar! I told you so! This 
is why I wrote the Incoherence of the Philosophers! There are no natural laws or 
mathematical continuums, Averroes! Fire does not burn cotton, and math does not drop 
waste. God creates the cause and God creates the effect at every single discrete moment by 
His absolute will! 

The Dean: (Leaning over his ledger with a sharp glint in his eye) Careful, Al-Ghazali! Your 
occasionalism tries to leap over the infinite points by making God the direct author of every 
micro-moment. But if there is always a next step before the first step, then your theology 
requires God to explicitly, consciously fabricate every single fractional, microscopic stage of 
this foul descent. You have turned the Divine Will into a micro-managing janitor of the 
cosmic sewer! 

Ibn Arabi: (Smiling mystically, looking past the steam) You see division where there is only 
Wahdat al-Wujud—the Unity of Being. The beginning, the end, and all the infinite midpoints 
in between are merely different self-manifestations of the same Divine Essence. There is no 
distance to traverse, for all is One. 
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The Dean: A bold defense, Ibn Arabi! But let us trace the consequence: if the infinite points 
between the beginning and the end are all structurally identical to the Divine Essence, then 
this raw, steaming sewage is an explicit emanation of the Divine Presence. If there is no 
distance or distinction, you have turned this communal latrine into a holy sanctuary. Are we 
to perform our prostrations before the drain? Your unity dissolves into a pantheistic plumbing 
crisis! 

Suhrawardi: (Gazing toward a sliver of light from the ceiling dome) It is a matter of 
Ishraq—Illumination! The universe is a hierarchy of light. This heavy, foul matter beneath us 
is simply the absolute absence of light—the ultimate dark void at the bottom of the cosmic 
scale. 

The Dean: But Suhrawardi, my paradox traps your light! If the light must travel downward 
through an infinite number of intermediate degrees of dimness to reach the bottom, the 
illumination can never actually terminate. It gets lost in the infinite gray areas! Your 
"Philosophy of Illumination" leaves you sitting in total, permanent, frozen darkness, waiting 
for a dawn that can never mathematically arrive. 

 

Act III: The Jewish Medieval Philosophers 

Saadia Gaon: (Calling out from the far end of the row) Reason defends our faith! My Book 
of Beliefs and Opinions proves a creation ex nihilo—out of nothing. God created the physical 
boundaries of the human body with rational purpose. We must use our reason to navigate 
these temporal burdens! 

The Dean: Saadia, your "rational purpose" is defeated by the ledger of fractions. If a rational 
Creator designed this physical framework, why would He bind human biology to a geometric 
system where a cause can never logically reach its effect? Your rational creation looks like a 
cosmic design flaw—a system built to guarantee absolute, perpetual stagnation! 

Solomon Ibn Gabirol: (Groaning in Neo-Platonic distress) It is the tension of Universal 
Matter and Universal Form! Form is pure and spiritual, but Universal Matter is the heavy, 
dense substrate that drags our lofty thoughts down into the trough! 

The Dean: Ibn Gabirol, your Universal Matter is currently choking the universal pipes! If the 
form is superior, why does an infinitesimal mathematical delay in your material gut 
completely destroy the form of your beautiful philosophical poetry? The infinite fractions of 
your matter are holding your spiritual form hostage! 

Maimonides (Ibn Maimun): (Frantically holding a linen cloth dipped in rosewater over his 
nose) As a physician and a philosopher, I plead for the Middle Way! The Guide for the 
Perplexed teaches that we must interpret these physical trials allegorically. We must look past 
the literal filth of the continuum to find the spiritual hygiene of the divine intellect! 

The Dean: (Reaching his hand out toward the massive iron wheel of the main aqueduct 
sluice gate) Ibn Maimun, the Guide for the Perplexed cannot guide you out of this pipeline! 
You want to allegorize the physical world to save your rational theology. But there is nothing 
allegorical about the weight of existence. Your philosophy says the effect can never be 



61 
 

reached because of the infinite mathematical points in between—yet your biology demands 
it. Your intellectual systems are beautiful, stagnant illusions. 

(The Dean slams his weight against the iron wheel. A colossal, deafening torrent of mountain 
water roars through the subterranean channels, flushing the entire hypocaust system with 
immense force.) 

The Dean: Reality doesn't care about your infinite midpoints—it flushes them away! When 
brought to the seat of ultimate consequence, all your syllogisms, emanations, and allegories 
wash down the exact same drain. The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of 
the flush! Class dismissed! Go perform your ablutions! 

The Dean: (Reaching down for the master lever of the great central flush reservoir) Ibn 
Maimun, the Guide for the Perplexed cannot guide you out of this pipeline! You want to 
allegorize the physical world to save your rational theology. But there is nothing allegorical 
about the stench of this room. It is the raw, undeniable literal truth of existence. You can 
interpret the text all day, but the consequence remains: All men, no matter how holy, rational, 
or mystical, must bow before the laws of the imperial plumbing! 

(The Dean slams the master lever down. A colossal torrent of mountain water roars through 
the stone channels of the Madrasah, completely washing away the arguments, the scrolls, and 
the syllogisms into the dark underbelly of history.) 

The Dean: Class dismissed. Go make your ablutions! 

Setting: The Chasm of Perpetual Void 

A cathedral-like, subterranean cavern forged from jagged black volcanic stone, hanging deep 
beneath the foundation of Western Scholasticism. Far below, a subterranean river of boiling 
liquid sulfur and ancient pitch roars through the darkness. 

Suspended over this bottomless abyss by massive, rust-eaten iron chains is a colossal, circular 
marble ring containing four stone latrine openings. 

Hovering directly above the center of the ring on an impossible throne of crystallized salt and 
iron gears is The Dean, the Consequencer. He holds an absolute obsidian plumb-line that 
stretches down into the deep, and a burning ledger whose pages are made of unconsumed 
parchment. Stranded on the hanging marble ring, peering into the roaring void beneath their 
exposed habits, are the architects of the Latin medieval mind. 

 

The Core Mechanics: The Dean Paradox 

The Dean’s philosophy weaponizes Zeno’s Dichotomy Paradox, transforming it into an 
inescapable, scatological chokehold on causality: 

1. The Trajectory of the Fall: Between the biological release (the Cause) and the 
roaring sulfurous river below (the Effect), there exists a finite physical distance. 
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2. The Infinite Fractional Abyss: This finite distance contains an infinite number of 
mathematical points. To reach the destination, the descending matter must first cross 
exactly half the distance, then half of the remaining distance, then half of that, ad 
infinitum. 

3. The Tyranny of the Next Step: Because an infinite series of fractional steps can 
never be completed, there is always a smaller, microscopic "next step" required before 
the first macroscopic movement can even materialize. 

4. The Stagnant Ruin: Therefore, if the continuous, abstract rational systems of the 
philosophers were true, the entire universe would be frozen in a state of absolute, 
perpetual internal constipation. The physical reality of the plunging mass proves that 
their intellectual frameworks are fundamentally broken illusions. 

 

 

Early Medieval Western Philosophers (600–1100 CE) 

These thinkers preserved fragments of Greek philosophy through monastic culture. 

 

Dramatis Personae: 

The Dean, the Consequencer: Armed with an infinite ledger and a golden plunger. He 
enforces the "Dean Paradox": If all causes must have an ultimate end, then every 
philosophical system must eventually resolve into a singular, undeniable pile of physical 
consequence 

•  Boethius — last Roman philosopher 

•  Isidore of Seville — encyclopedic transmitter 

•  John Scotus Eriugena — Neoplatonist revival 

•  Anselm of Canterbury — ontological argument 

The Dialogue 

The Dean: (His voice does not merely echo; it vibrates the iron chains, causing the marble 
ring to sway over the boiling chasm) Silence in the lower liturgy! You men built the 
scaffolding of the Western mind upon the concepts of divine order, preservation, and logical 
necessity. Yet here you hang, suspended over the raw, gaping maw of physical consequence. 
Let us apply the Dean Paradox to your lofty designs. If all causes must have an ultimate end, 
how do your systems survive the infinite mathematics of this very precipice? 

Boethius: (Gripping the freezing chains of his suspended station, his face pale with 
aristocratic Roman dread) My philosophy stands unshaken, Dean! Even in my darkest hour 
in the dungeon of Pavia, I knew that the wheel of Fortune turns, but Divine Providence 
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remains fixed. God sits outside of time, viewing all past, present, and future events in a 
single, simultaneous glance of eternity. The cause in my physical gut and its ultimate descent 
are already harmonized in the timeless vision of the Supreme Good! 

The Dean: (Lowering his obsidian plumb-line an inch) Oh, Boethius! The last Roman, 
hiding behind the skirts of Lady Philosophy! You flee to the safety of timeless eternity 
because you are terrified of the ticking clock. Look down into the chasm! Between your 
mortal flesh and the sulfuric river lies a finite distance. If your philosophy must interface with 
the physical world, it must obey the continuum. To drop, your matter must pass through half 
the distance, then half of that, through infinite fractions. By the rule of the infinite midpoints, 
your "providential descent" is paralyzed in mid-air! It cannot take the first step because there 
is always an infinitesimal step before it. Your timeless God has marooned you in a state of 
permanent, frozen suspension. The wheel of Fortune is jammed, Boethius, and so are your 
bowels! 

Isidore of Seville: (Frantically balancing a massive inkwell and an iron stylus on his knees 
while trying to maintain his dignity) We can categorize our way out of this! In my 
Etymologies, I have traced the origin of every word and thing in creation. By analyzing the 
true names of the physical world—deriving the unclean from the clean—we can map the 
natural order of human anatomy and its functions! If we categorize this crisis properly, it will 
find its rightful place in the divine encyclopedia! 

The Dean: (Laughing, a sound like grinding millstones) Isidore! You think you can cure a 
plague by indexing its symptoms! You are a mere clerk of the universe, filing away dead 
nouns. My paradox cuts through your folders: for every entry you write to define a substance, 
there is an origin before it, a root before that, and a grammar before that. You insert an 
infinite number of linguistic midpoints between your mind and reality! While you are busy 
alphabetizing the waste, the paradox ensures that the actual physical matter can never clear 
the rim of your seat. It is trapped in your infinite table of contents! Your encyclopedia is a 
monument to structural stagnation! 

John Scotus Eriugena: (Gazing out into the dark chasm with wild, mystical Neoplatonic 
eyes) You are both blind to the great cosmic rhythm! De Divisione Naturae! Nature is 
divided into four great folds. All things proceed from God, who is uncreated and creating, 
and all things must eventually return to God, who is uncreated and non-creating. This bodily 
purge is not a mathematical problem; it is the physical symbol of the cosmic exitus and 
reditus—the grand processing out into matter and the glorious return to the Primal Source! 

The Dean: (Thumping his burning ledger against his throne) Mystical jargon, Eriugena! You 
try to bypass the mathematical points by turning a bowel movement into a cosmic 
homecoming. But look at the consequence: if the path from the Primal Source to the sulfuric 
muck below is a continuous, unbroken emanation of nature, then every fractional midpoint 
you pass through is filled with the divine essence. You have made the Divine Mind a 
continuous, oozing conduit for the ultimate decay! If there is no discrete boundary, your 
"Return to God" is nothing more than a universal flush into a pantheistic sewer. You are 
worshiping the very bottom of the pipeline! 

Anselm of Canterbury: (Closing his eyes tightly, refusing to look down into the void, his 
voice rising in an intense, prayerful whisper) I do not need to look at the continuum, 
Consequencer! I possess an argument that requires no empirical measurement. I contemplate 
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a Being than which nothing greater can be conceived. This highest conceivable Being must 
exist not merely in the intellect, but also in reality, for to exist in reality is greater than to 
exist merely in the mind. Therefore, by the absolute necessity of perfection, the supreme 
order of creation must resolve itself perfectly and cleanly! 

The Dean: (Leaning forward, his blazing eyes boring into Anselm) Anselm! The great 
Ontological escapist! You try to conjure reality out of a definition! Let us turn your own 
argument upside down and drop it through the hole. I conceive of a physical blockage than 
which nothing greater can be conceived. By your own logic, if this supreme blockage existed 
merely in your intellect, it would not be the greatest conceivable blockage; it must therefore 
exist in reality! My paradox provides that exact reality: the infinite midpoints between the 
cause and the effect form the greatest conceivable barrier to motion. You cannot think your 
way out of Zeno’s trap, Anselm! Your ontological perfection is shattered because your 
"Highest Conceivable Being" has designed a geometry where the first step of material 
consequence can never mathematically begin! Your grand argument is entirely full of its own 
unresolvable fractions! 

Anselm: (Opening his eyes in theological terror, watching his logic splinter) Merciful 
Heavens... the concept is held hostage by its own internal divisions! 

The Dean: (Reaching down, he grabs the master iron lever attached to the central chain 
hoist) You philosophers build castles of wind, ice, and ink. You write of eternity, names, 
emanations, and perfections to shield yourselves from the raw, heavy weight of physical 
reality. But logic without consequence is just a stagnant pool! 

(The Dean slams the master lever down. The massive iron chains scream as the entire 
circular marble ring violently drops three feet over the abyss, jerking the philosophers on 
their seats. The sudden, immense kinetic shock breaks the mathematical spell—the weight 
takes over, and a thunderous roar echoes from the darkness below as the physical mass 
instantly plunges into the boiling sulfurous river.) 

The Dean: Reality does not wait for your infinite fractions! The weight falls, the void 
consumes, and the consequence is absolute! Your systems are beautiful, paralyzed illusions, 
but the universe moves by the reality of the drain! Class dismissed! Go seek your 
consolation! 

High Scholastic Philosophers (1100–1300 CE) 

The great synthesis of Aristotle with Christian theology. 

 

 

The Supreme Grove of the Scholastic Latrine 

The setting is a terrifyingly sublime, open-air cathedral grove carved entirely from the white, 
frozen bone of an extinct titan god. Monumental oak trees with leaves of forged Gothic iron 
loom infinitely into a sky of pitch-black vacuum, their trunks twisted into complex, 
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architectural rib-vaults. Far below, rushing through a bottomless, yawning gulf, is a silent, 
blinding river of incandescent white plasma and liquid diamonds—the raw, screaming current 
of absolute physical consequence. 

Suspended directly over this terrifying cosmic abyss by thick, grease-slicked ropes of braided 
silver wire is a massive, triangular slab of pristine white Carrara marble. Inlaid into this 
monumental perch are open, raw latrine portals. Squatted precariously upon this swaying, 
unstable stone, their heavy wool habits and ecclesiastical vestments tucked up around their 
waists, are the absolute masters of High Medieval Scholasticism. 

Hovering directly above them on a throne of fossilized skulls and ticking brass pendulums 
sits The Dean, the Consequencer. He wears a tattered, filth-splattered doctoral gown and 
wields a heavy, spiked brass academic mace. Below them, a feral, degenerate mob of rowdy 
medieval students are hooting, booing, crashing pewter tankards together, and aggressively 
pissing straight against the monumental bone trunks. 

 

The Core Mechanics: The Dean Paradox 

The Dean’s philosophy delivers a brutal, scatological execution of Zeno’s Dichotomy 
Paradox, weaponized to demolish the hylomorphic, nominalist, and theological frameworks 
of the High Middle Ages: 

1. The Shit Trajectory: Between a philosopher's physical anatomy (the Cause) and the 
roaring plasma trench below (the Effect), there exists a finite physical distance. 

2. The Infinite Fractional Shithole: This finite distance contains an infinite number of 
mathematical points. To reach the drain, the dropping matter must cross exactly half 
the distance, then half of the remaining distance, ad infinitum. 

3. The Tyranny of the Next Step: Because an infinite series of fractions can never be 
fully crossed, there is always a smaller, microscopic "next step" required before the 
first macroscopic movement can ever even begin. 

4. The Stagnant Gridlock: Therefore, if abstract, continuous systems of divine 
illumination, causal chains, universal substances, or empirical observation were true, 
the entire universe would be frozen in a state of absolute, eternal internal constipation. 
The physical reality of the plunging mass proves that their intellectual frameworks are 
fundamentally broken illusions. 

 

The Dialogue 

(In the background, a rowdy Goliard student lets out a wet, thunderous, ripping fart that 
echoes off the Gothic vaults. The crowd of students hoots, boos, and hurls sticky empty wine 
jugs toward the stage.) 

The Dean: (Slamming his iron mace onto his throne, a sound like a lightning strike) Shut 
your filthy yaps, you degenerate, tonsured bastards! Silence in the grove! Look at you, 
celebrities of the Sorbonne and Oxford! You write massive Summas, you split hairs over 
words and universals, and you think you can bridge faith and reason with your elegant 
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syllogisms, yet you are sitting on a swinging shithouse bench in a room full of farting, pissing 
sophomores, completely enslaved to your own colons! Let us apply the Dean Paradox to 
your precious Scholasticism. If all causes must have an ultimate end, how do your systems 
survive the infinite, fractional metrics of this very pit? 

 

Act I: The Logic of Words and Nature 

Peter Abelard: (Gripping the silver wires of the swinging marble slab as a stray splash of 
sour ale lands near his boots, his face pale with sharp, dialectical arrogance) Your crude 
geometric trap is an error of language, Consequencer! I am the master of Conceptualism. 
Universals do not exist as real physical things, nor are they mere empty words; they are 
mental concepts formed by abstraction! This biological release is governed by the logic of 
grammar and intent. The physical world obeys the natural laws established by God, and our 
minds language it! Your paradox is a semantic confusion between mathematical abstractions 
and the real, continuous action of a physical agent! 

The Dean: (Pointing his spiked mace straight at Abelard’s face) Oh, Abelard! You 
magnificent, castrated, logic-chopping fraud! You think your "mental concepts" and 
"semantic grammar" can unblock a heavy bowel movement? Look down into the void, you 
brilliant dialectical hack! To achieve your "continuous action," your material turd must pass 
through half the distance to that plasma trench. Then a quarter. Then an eighth, a sixteenth! 
There is an infinite number of real, physical midpoints between your flesh and that drain. By 
the rigid geometry of space, your waste is paralyzed mid-air! It cannot take the first step 
because there is always an infinitesimal step before it. Your grammar is marooned in a 
mathematical gridlock! You can write a thousand books on Sic et Non, but you’ve 
permanently constipated your own output because your spatial fractions will never let the 
product leave the launchpad! Your logic has left the physical plumbing entirely jammed! 

Albert the Great: (Adjusting his heavy Dominican habit, his voice booming with scientific 
and encyclopedic authority) Abelard ignores the physical reality of creation! As a natural 
philosopher, I have studied the works of Aristotle and the secrets of nature. The cosmos is 
driven by Hylomorphism—the union of Prime Matter and Substantial Form. This metabolic 
event is a natural movement of heavy matter seeking its natural place at the center of the 
earth. The potentiality of the matter is actualized by the form of the biological organism! It is 
a continuous, physical process of generation and corruption! 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, splashing stagnant, foul trench-water toward Albert) 
Prime matter and substantial form? More like Foul Matter and Substantial Backup, you 
absolute German bookworm! You think your "natural place" can pull a mass past geometry? 
Even if your matter has the "form" of waste, it is still an extended physical object traveling 
through an extended space! If my paradox holds, and the mass cannot clear the infinite 
fractions of the drop, your system doesn't create a beautiful hylomorphic transition—it 
creates a total, unyielding, structural logjam. Before your "potentiality" can reach the water, it 
must clear the point just before the water, and the point before that. There is always a next 
step before the first step! Your continuous movement is completely jammed inside the 
interval, Albert! Your natural science is utterly paralyzed by its own structural layout! 
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Act II: The Summa of Five Failures 

Thomas Aquinas: (Sitting with massive, monumental calm on his section of the marble 
bench, his voice deep, structured, and unshakeable) You attack a straw man, Dean. My Five 
Ways (Quinque Viae) have already solved the problem of motion. We know that whatever is 
moved must be moved by another, for nothing can transform itself from potentiality to 
actuality. This causal chain cannot go on to infinity, for if there were no First Mover, there 
would be no subsequent motion at all. Therefore, we must arrive at a First Unmoved Mover, 
which everyone understands to be God. The divine primary cause guarantees the execution of 
secondary causes, ensuring that the physical mass completes its trajectory to the effect by 
natural necessity! 

The Dean: (Slamming his mace down so hard the entire monumental slab violently shakes, 
causing the friars to bounce on their stone seats) The First Unmoved Mover, Thomas? Your 
Five Ways just ran face-first into a brick wall! You think your "First Cause" can push a log 
through a mathematical gridlock? Look at the trap you’ve built for yourself! You claim an 
infinite regress of causes is impossible in the past, yet your hylomorphic, continuous physics 
demands an infinite regress of physical points in the immediate future! 

Before your secondary cause can reach its ultimate end-effect, it must execute half the 
distance. To execute half the distance, it must execute half of that. Your "First Mover" can 
push all He wants from behind, but your physical trajectory is confronted by an infinite series 
of mathematical gatekeepers standing right in front of it! Each fraction requires a discrete 
causal activation before the next can begin. There is always a next step before the first step! 
Your causal chain isn't a beautiful ladder to God; it’s a permanently jammed, constipated 
pile-up within the very first inch of space! Your Summa is nothing but a blueprint for an 
eternal internal pucker! 

Thomas Aquinas: (His massive face pale as his hyper-logical mind loops endlessly on the 
contradiction) If the future trajectory contains an actual infinity of intervals... then the 
secondary cause requires an infinity of intermediate movements... The chain is broken before 
the first step... 

 

Act III: Mysticism, Empiricism, and the Subtle Knot 

Bonaventure: (Clutching his Franciscan cord, his eyes turned toward the black sky, his 
voice trembling with mystical passion) Thomas relies too much on pagan philosophers like 
Aristotle! I am Bonaventure, and I know that the physical world cannot be understood by 
cold, secular geometry alone. The soul possesses an innate Divine Illumination. The 
universe is a shadow, a trace, an image of the Trinity. God created the world in time, out of 
nothing, and an actual infinity of physical things or points is an absolute theological 
impossibility! Faith bridges the gaps that reason cannot cross, and the divine will sustains the 
movement through love! 

The Dean: (Leaning far over his throne, his face contorted in a brutal, profane grin) Divine 
Illumination, you frantic mystic? Let’s illuminate your current position! You say an actual 
infinity is impossible? Then look down at the space between your ass and that trench! If that 
space is an extended, continuous reality created by your God, it is mathematically divisible 
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into infinite midpoints. If your theology cannot tolerate that infinity, then you are admitting 
that the space itself doesn't exist, which means you are sitting on an illusion! 

But your lower intestines are currently dealing with a very heavy, very present, very non-
mystical material pressure! You can't pray your way out of the continuum, Bonaventure. You 
can't wipe your ass with divine illumination! Your mystical soul is completely gridlocked by 
the raw, unyielding geometry of creation! 

Roger Bacon: (Banging his fists against the marble slab, his eyes wild with scientific furor) 
You are all blind! You waste your time on words and visions! I am Doctor Mirabilis, the 
master of Experimental Science (Opis Majus)! We cannot know truth through authority or 
syllogisms; we must use mathematics, optics, and empirical observation! I have studied the 
laws of perspective and the mechanical forces of nature. The trajectory of a falling body is a 
measurable, mathematical fact demonstrated by experience! We observe it happen, therefore 
your paradox is a fraud of abstract logic! 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, pointing his mace at Bacon) Demonstrated by 
experience, you rocket-building hack? You say you trust observation? Then observe this, you 
brilliant idiot! To make your "empirical observation," the light bouncing off your falling mass 
must travel through the continuous space of the grove to hit your eyeball. That light must 
cross half the distance, then a quarter, then an eighth! Your empirical observation itself is 
held hostage by the exact same paradox! The light waves are paralyzed inside the spatial 
intervals before they can even touch your retina! You can't observe the effect because the 
information cannot logically complete its own journey! Your empirical science is blind, 
Bacon, trapped in a permanent, geometric freeze! 

Duns Scotus: (Whispering with frantic, razor-sharp intensity, his fingers twitching as he 
tries to weave a final metaphysical defense) No... wait... I am the Subtle Doctor. I have 
formulated the Univocity of Being and the concept of Haecceity—the ultimate individual 
"thisness" of a thing. Being is a singular concept that applies equally to God and creatures. 
The mass has its own unique, individual haecceity, a discrete metaphysical boundary that 
defines its existence as a singular, completed fact. It doesn't matter if the space is continuous; 
the haecceity of the object gives it a singular, non-divisible metaphysical weight that pushes 
it through the ontological hierarchy! 

The Dean: (Leaning far over his throne, his voice dropping to a brutal, absolute growl) 
"Thisness," Scotus? Your subtle "thisness" is about to become a very messy "thatness"! You 
can invent all the subtle metaphysical boundaries you want, you can declare being univocal 
until your lungs turn to ash, but your unique individual haecceity still has to navigate the 
unyielding fractions of the gap! Before your "singular fact" can reach the water, it faces the 
infinite divisions of extension. The subtlety of your logic has just chopped your own colon 
into absolute paralysis! You aren't defining the ultimate uniqueness of a thing; you are just 
experiencing an eternal, unresolvable pucker! 

Duns Scotus: (His subtle composure completely fracturing as his mind locks up) The 
individual haecceity... cannot clear the interval... The univocity of being is marooned in the 
calculus... 

The Dean: (Reaching down with a brutal, absolute grin, he grips the massive iron flush-lever 
behind his throne connected to the grove’s primary tidal storm-drain pipe) You brilliant 
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masters of the Middle Ages! You write of unmoved movers, substantial forms, divine 
illuminations, and subtle definitions—all to shield yourselves from the raw, heavy, 
unyielding truth of physical consequence! You build magnificent, transparent cathedrals of 
scholastic thought, but logic without a completed effect is nothing but a stagnant pool of your 
own waste! 

(The Dean slams the master flush-lever down. The thick silver wires holding the Carrara 
marble bench snap with a deafening, metallic shriek. The entire monumental slab drops 
violently into a dead free fall over the trench. The sudden, earth-shattering kinetic shock 
completely shatters the Scholastic philosophical spell—gravity obliterates the infinite 
midpoints, and with a thunderous roar, the physical mass plunges directly into the rushing 
underbelly of the grove, vaporizing instantly into the dark, putrid torrent below.) 

The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the flush! The 
continuum yields to the furnace of the fact! The students keep hooting, the water keeps 
moving, and your Summas are washed out to sea! Lecture dismissed! Go find God with a 
plunger! 

Late Medieval Philosophers (1300–1500 CE) 

The breakdown of scholasticism and the rise of early modern thought. 

 

Setting: The Crucible of the Infinite Drop 

A breathtaking, monumental abyss situated beneath the foundational floorboards of late-
medieval and early-Renaissance thought. The walls are not made of stone, but of colossal, 
interlocking brass rings that turn with the slow, terrifying groan of a cosmic clockwork 
mechanism. Deep below, a blinding subterranean river of molten white lead and primordial 
ash surges through the dark. 

Suspended directly over this roaring chasm by six shimmering, razor-thin wires of pure 
starlight is a massive, hexagonal slab of volcanic obsidian. Inlaid into the stone are six open 
latrine portals. 

Hovering at the geometric center above them on a throne woven from rusted iron rulers and 
burning geometric charts sits The Dean, the Consequencer. He holds an absolute, infinite 
plumb-line of black diamond and a heavy ivory gavel. Stranded on the swaying obsidian 
hexagon, peering down into the blindingly hot, toxic void beneath their exposed vestments, 
are the pivotal thinkers who transitioned the Western mind from Scholasticism to the 
Renaissance. 

 

The Core Mechanics: The Dean Paradox 

The Dean’s philosophy introduces an aggressive, scatological synthesis of Zeno's Paradox of 
Motion and the Principle of Sufficient Reason: 
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1. The Trajectory of Consequence: Between the anatomy of release (the Cause) and 
the molten river below (the Effect), there exists a finite physical space. 

2. The Fractional Gridlock: This finite distance contains an infinite number of 
mathematical points. To reach the end, the descending matter must cross half the 
distance, then half of the remaining distance, ad infinitum. 

3. The Impossibility of the First Leap: Because an infinite series of fractions can never 
be fully crossed, there is always a smaller, microscopic "next step" required before the 
first macroscopic movement can ever even begin. 

4. The Stagnant Collapse: Therefore, if the continuous, abstract logical systems of the 
philosophers were true, the entire universe would be frozen in a state of absolute, 
eternal internal constipation. The physical reality of the plunging mass proves that 
their intellectual frameworks are fundamentally broken illusions. 

 

 

Dramatis Personae: 

The Dean, the Consequencer: Armed with an infinite ledger and a golden plunger. He 
enforces the "Dean Paradox": If all causes must have an ultimate end, then every 
philosophical system must eventually resolve into a singular, undeniable pile of physical 
consequence 

 

•  William of Ockham — nominalism, Ockham’s razor 

•  Jean Buridan — impetus theory 

•  Nicholas of Autrecourt — radical skepticism 

•  Nicholas of Cusa — infinity, learned ignorance 

•  Marsilio Ficino — Renaissance Platonism 

•  Giovanni Pico della Mirandola — humanist synthesis 

 

The Dialogue 

The Dean: (His voice striking the brass walls like a cathedral bell, causing the starlight 
wires to hum) Order in the final disputation! You men sliced through the medieval Church 
with logic, invented the physics of momentum, questioned the certainty of the senses, and 
claimed that human dignity can scale the heavens. Yet here you sit, trapped on a rock over 
the furnace of consequence. Let us apply the Dean Paradox to your systems. If all causes 
must have an ultimate end, how do your philosophies survive the infinite fractions of this 
very pit? 
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Act I: The Late Scholastics & Scientists 

William of Ockham: (Clutching his rough wool habit, shivering as the obsidian slab sways) 
My philosophy cuts cleanly through your paradox, Dean! I wield Ockham’s Razor! 
Pluralitas non est ponenda sine necessitate—plurality should not be posited without 
necessity! These "infinite mathematical points" you speak of do not exist in reality; they are 
merely concepts, names, and mental constructs! The only things that exist are individual, 
discrete physical things: my body, and the drop. We must shave away your infinite midpoints 
with the blade of nominalism! 

The Dean: (Leaning forward, tapping his ivory gavel) Ah, Ockham! You think your razor 
can slice through geometry? Even if you call those infinite points "mere names," the physical 
distance itself remains continuous. If you shave away the intermediate steps, you are 
demanding that your matter teleports from your anatomy to the molten lead instantly, 
bypassing space entirely! My paradox laughs at your blade: if you don't account for the 
continuous space in between, your nominalist body is trapped in a permanent, logical 
gridlock. Your razor has sliced off your own ability to evacuate! You are constipated by your 
own economy of terms! 

Jean Buridan: (Adjusting his academic hood, shouting over the roar of the molten river) 
Ockham is wrong to ignore the mechanics, Dean! I have solved the problem of motion with 
my Impetus Theory! When an agent initiates movement, it implants an internal kinetic 
force—an impetus—directly into the matter. That force carries the projectile through the air 
independently, proportional to its mass and velocity! My waste moves because my physical 
exertion has impressed a driving force into it! 

The Dean: (Swinging his black diamond plumb-line) Fascinating physics, Buridan! But look 
at the continuum. To move across this abyss, your "impressed impetus" must first carry the 
projectile across the first fraction of space. But before it can complete that fraction, it must 
complete the half-fraction before it, and the quarter-fraction before that! There is always a 
next step before the first step. Your impetus is forced to re-calculate its velocity at an infinite 
number of midpoints before it can even clear the rim of your seat! The mathematics paralyze 
your momentum. Under your physics, Buridan, your consequence is left hanging in mid-air 
like an architectural ornament! 

Nicholas of Autrecourt: (Laughing hysterically, his voice cracking with radical skepticism) 
Let it freeze! Let it hang! Don't you see, Buridan? The Dean has proven my point! We have 
no certain knowledge of cause and effect at all! Just because a man strains, we cannot 
logically infer that anything will drop. There is no necessary connection between the 
antecedent and the consequent! The entire physical universe is an unprovable probability, a 
theater of shadows! 

The Dean: (Fixing Autrecourt with a burning glare) You celebrate your skepticism too early, 
Nicholas. If there is no certain connection between cause and effect, then your own stomach 
ache has no certain relationship with the food you ate yesterday. My paradox strikes your 
skepticism with raw irony: if you truly believe that a cause never reaches its effect, why are 
you sitting here waiting for a result? Your philosophy demands that you sit on that stone hole 
for an eternity of uncertain probability, trapped in a skeptical limbo, unable to affirm even the 
clearance of your own colon! You have turned your intellect into a permanent, self-inflicted 
blockage! 
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Act II: The Renaissance Platonists & Humanists 

Nicholas of Cusa: (Gazing up at the rotating brass rings with peaceful, brilliant eyes) You 
are all trapped in the lower logic of contradiction. I look at this abyss through the lens of 
Learned Ignorance (Docta Ignorantia). In the Divine Infinity, all contradictions are 
resolved—it is the Coincidentia Oppositorum (the coincidence of opposites). The beginning 
and the end, the highest intellect and the lowest waste, the infinite midpoints and the singular 
destination—in the infinite mind of God, they are all one and the same! 

The Dean: (Scoffing, his iron throne rattling) A beautiful mystical escape, Cusa! But let us 
trace the physical consequence of your "coincidence of opposites." If the infinite points of 
this filthy drop and the infinite perfection of the Divine Mind are identical, then you have 
collapsed the majesty of heaven into the plumbing of the earth. If there is no distinction 
between the top of the universe and the bottom of this trench, you are floating in a pantheistic 
sludge! Your "Learned Ignorance" has made you completely ignorant of the fact that you 
have turned the Almighty into a cosmic sewer processing plant! 

Marsilio Ficino: (Clutching a small volume of Plato to his chest, whispering in a daze) No... 
it is about the ascent of the soul. My Renaissance Platonism teaches that man is the Copula 
Mundi—the knot and bond of the universe. We sit exactly in the middle of the cosmic 
hierarchy, bridging the spiritual angels above and the brute matter below. This physical 
necessity is merely the heavy, material anchor that our soul must harmoniously govern as we 
ascend toward the divine beauty! 

The Dean: (Lowering his throne closer to the hexagon) You claim to be the "knot of the 
universe," Ficino? Look at the knot you are currently tied into! If man sits precisely in the 
middle of the hierarchy, and must pass through an infinite number of spiritual and material 
gradations to get anywhere, you can never achieve alignment. My paradox ensures that your 
"Cosmic Bond" is snapped: before your thoughts can ascend to angelic beauty, your material 
body is paralyzed by the infinite fractions of the lower descent. The anchor is frozen in the 
mud of the continuum, and your soul is held hostage by your metabolic fractions! 

Giovanni Pico della Mirandola: (Standing up slightly on the obsidian slab, his voice full of 
magnificent humanist pride) I reject your limitations, Consequencer! In my Oration on the 
Dignity of Man, I revealed that God gave human beings no fixed shape or designated slot in 
the hierarchy! We have free will! We can degenerate into the lowest, brutish forms of matter, 
or we can regenerate into the highest, super-celestial intellects! We choose our own 
consequence! 

The Dean: (Slamming his ivory gavel down with the force of an earthquake) Pico! You 
magnificent, arrogant child! You boast of unlimited freedom while pinned to a latrine by your 
anatomy! You say you can choose your own consequence? Then choose to bypass the infinite 
midpoints of this abyss! Choose to make your waste reach the molten lead without passing 
through the fractions in between! You cannot do it. Your "Dignity of Man" is completely 
castrated by a simple geometric fraction. For all your talk of scaling the stars, you must sit 
here, bound to the same fractional decay as the beasts. Your free will cannot even negotiate a 
clean exit from your own body without bowing to my paradox! 
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Giovanni Pico della Mirandola: (Looking down at the infinite, frozen fractions of space 
beneath him, his pride shattering) The freedom... is paralyzed by the interval... 

The Dean: (Reaching out to a massive iron crank on the central column) You brilliant fools! 
You cut away concepts with razors, you calculate momentum, you doubt reality, you merge 
opposites, and you sing of human dignity—all to ignore the raw, heavy, unyielding truth of 
physical consequence! Your philosophies are elegant, frozen sculptures. But logic without a 
completed effect is nothing but stagnation! 

(The Dean turns the massive iron crank. The starlight wires snap with a blinding flash, and 
the entire hexagonal obsidian slab drops violently into a free fall. The sudden, immense 
kinetic shock breaks the mathematical gridlock—gravity obliterates the infinite midpoints, 
and with a thunderous roar, the physical mass plunges directly into the molten river of white 
lead below, vaporizing instantly into ash.) 

The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the drop! The 
continuum yields to the furnace! Class dismissed! Go purge your intellects! 

Movement Key Philosophers 
Renaissance Machiavelli, Erasmus, More, Bruno, Bacon 
Scientific Revolution Copernicus, Galileo, Kepler, Newton 
Rationalism Descartes, Spinoza, Leibniz 
Empiricism Hobbes, Locke, Berkeley, Hume 
Enlightenment Voltaire, Diderot, Smith, Kant 
Proto-Romantic Herder, Schiller, Mendelssohn 
 

Renaissance Humanists (late 1400s–1500s) 

These thinkers revived classical learning and set the stage for modern thought. 

 

Setting: The Chasm of the Great Absolute Void 

A terrifyingly majestic, subterranean basilica carved from the living marrow of a dying 
cosmos. The architecture is an oppressive mix of Gothic ribs and dizzying Renaissance 
geometry. The walls are lined with a trillion interlocking gears of dark, weeping iron that turn 
with the glacial, crushing momentum of historical fate. Far below, in a bottomless abyss, 
surges a roaring, blinding river of liquid sapphire and incandescent white phosphorus—the 
raw energy of absolute reality. 

Suspended directly over this blinding torrent by five immense cables of woven silver and 
carbonized steel is a colossal, pentagonal ring of white Carrara marble. Inlaid into each side 
of the ring is an open latrine portal. 



74 
 

Hovering at the exact center above them on a throne of fossilized bone and burning 
mathematical compasses is The Dean, the Consequencer. He holds an infinite obsidian 
plumb-bob and a golden ledger whose pages crackle with static electricity. Stranded on the 
swaying marble ring, staring down into the radiant, toxic abyss beneath their exposed 
historical vestments, are the architects who shattered scholasticism and gave birth to early 
modern realism, humanism, and science. 

 

The Core Mechanics: The Dean Paradox 

The Dean’s philosophy introduces an aggressive, scatological synthesis of Zeno's Dichotomy 
Paradox and the law of cause and effect: 

1. The Fall of Consequence: Between the biological release (the Cause) and the radiant 
phosphorus river below (the Effect), there is a finite, measurable physical distance. 

2. The Infinite Fractional Abyss: This finite distance contains an infinite number of 
mathematical points. To reach the destination, the dropping matter must cross exactly 
half the distance, then half of the remaining distance, ad infinitum. 

3. The Tyranny of the Next Step: Because an infinite series of fractions can never be 
fully crossed, there is always a smaller, microscopic "next step" required before the 
first macroscopic movement can ever even begin. 

4. The Stagnant Collapse: Therefore, if the continuous, abstract logical systems of the 
philosophers were true, the entire universe would be frozen in a state of absolute, 
eternal internal constipation. The physical reality of the plunging mass proves that 
their intellectual frameworks are fundamentally broken illusions. 

 

 

Dramatis Personae: 

The Dean, the Consequencer: Armed with an infinite ledger and a golden plunger. He 
enforces the "Dean Paradox": If all causes must have an ultimate end, then every 
philosophical system must eventually resolve into a singular, undeniable pile of physical 
consequence 

 

•  Niccolò Machiavelli 

•  Desiderius Erasmus 

•  Thomas More 

•  Giordano Bruno 

•  Francis Bacon — father of scientific method 
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The Dialogue 

The Dean: (His voice striking the iron gears like a siege engine, causing the silver cables to 
wail) Order in the supreme court of necessity! You gentlemen built the foundations of 
modern politics, parsed the folly of kings, dreamed of perfect islands, calculated the infinite 
stars, and demanded empirical facts over ancient dogmas. Yet here you sit, pinned to stone 
holes by your own mortal biology. Let us apply the Dean Paradox to your doctrines. If all 
causes must have an ultimate end, how do your philosophies survive the infinite fractions of 
this very pit? 

Act I: The Humanists & Realists 

Niccolò Machiavelli: (Clutching his civilian toga, his sharp eyes darting over the abyss) My 
system remains completely secure, Dean! I have stripped away all idealized, imaginary 
republics. I look only at the verità effettuale della cosa—the effective, practical truth of 
things. Power is maintained through calculated actions and the mastery of Fortuna. The cause 
is my strategic biological necessity, and the effect is a decisive, efficient execution! 

The Dean: (Lowering his obsidian plumb-bob with a cold laugh) Ah, Machiavelli! The 
master of pragmatism! You think your cold calculation can command geometry? Look down 
into the void. To achieve your "effective truth," your projectile must pass through half the 
distance. Then a quarter. Then an eighth, a sixteenth, a thirty-second! There is an infinite 
number of midpoints. By the rule of the infinite fractions, your calculated execution is 
paralyzed in mid-air. It cannot take the first step because there is always an infinitesimal step 
before it. Your pragmatic statecraft is marooned in a state of permanent, frozen suspension. 
Fortuna has jammed the continuum, Niccolò, and your effective truth cannot even clear the 
rim of your seat! 

Desiderius Erasmus: (Shivering violently in his fur-lined scholar's robes, desperately trying 
to shield his face from the sulfurous glare) This is madness! It is the ultimate expression of 
the very thing I mocked in The Praise of Folly! You scholastic logicians are obsessed with 
your absurd, microscopic definitions, your quiddities and fractions! True wisdom lies in 
Christian humanism, in moderation, in tolerance, and the light-hearted recognition of human 
fallibility. This base bodily function is merely a reminder to laugh at our own pride! 

The Dean: (Thumping his golden ledger against his throne) Erasmus! You think you can 
escape a physical paradox by calling it a joke? You write of moderation, yet your humanism 
ignores the rigid mathematics of the container you live in. My paradox strikes your folly with 
absolute irony: if you cannot resolve the infinite midpoints of this descent, your moderation 
becomes a permanent, self-inflicted blockage. You can chuckle at human fallibility all you 
want, but your text-driven tolerance cannot negotiate a clean exit for your own waste. Your 
philosophy has left you sitting here as an eternal, laughing monument to intellectual 
stagnation! 

Thomas More: (Gazing down into the roaring blue phosphorus with a stoic, martyr’s calm) 
I have envisioned a higher order, Consequencer. In my Utopia, all things are held in 
common, greed is abolished, and the laws are perfectly aligned with natural reason. Our daily 
functions are managed with communal harmony, clean and free from the corruption of the 
private ego! 
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The Dean: (Grinding his teeth, his throne rattling) Utopia, Thomas? Your perfect island 
means nothing over this gulf! If your utopian reason relies on a sequential timeline of cause 
and effect, it must obey the law of the next step. Before your "communal harmony" can hit 
the radiant river, it must pass the point just before the water. And before that, the point before 
that. If the continuous points are infinite, your "natural reason" is a design of eternal gridlock. 
Your ideal state is utterly constipated by its own geography! You cannot even establish a 
colony in your own colon without falling into Zeno’s trap! 

 

Act II: The Cosmic Infinite & The New Science 

Giordano Bruno: (His eyes burning with wild, ecstatic fury, pointing his fist toward the 
spinning ceiling gears) You cannot scare me with fractions, Dean! De l'infinito, universo e 
mondi! The universe is infinite, composed of an innumerable multitude of worlds moving 
through an endless ether! God is the universal intellect, present in every atom, every star, and 
yes, in every particle of this very waste! There are no limits, no fixed centers, and no absolute 
bottoms! The infinite midpoints are simply the glorious, boundless dance of the cosmic 
monad! 

The Dean: (Leaning forward, his blazing eyes boring into Bruno) A magnificent poetic 
heresy, Giordano! But let us look at the immediate consequence of your "boundless dance." If 
the universe is truly infinite and continuous, and every fraction is saturated with the divine 
essence, then this steaming, foul discharge is structurally identical to the highest star in the 
firmament. You have collapsed the majesty of the cosmos into a continuous, oozing conduit 
of material decay. If there is no distance, no boundary, and no distinction, you have turned 
this communal latrine into a pantheistic tragedy. Are we to perform astronomical calculations 
on the contents of the sewer? Your infinite worlds are drowning in your own unseparated 
sludge! 

Francis Bacon: (Holding a heavy leather-bound volume of the Novum Organum on his 
knees, his face set in a cold, analytical scowl) Enough of this scholastic sophistry and 
mystical speculation! I am the father of the Scientific Method! We do not guess, we do not 
allegorize, and we do not bow to the Idols of the Theater! We observe! We gather empirical 
data! We perform controlled experiments! Through inductive reasoning, we isolate the 
physical laws of nature, including the mechanics of fluids and gravitational acceleration! We 
can measure the exact velocity of this drop! 

The Dean: (Slamming his hand down on his throne, a sound like a cannon shot) Measure it, 
then, Bacon! Write an axiom about it! But your empirical method is utterly hollowed out by 
my paradox. You claim to build your scientific laws from the ground up, step by step, 
through observation. But between your observation of the cause and your recording of the 
effect, there lies an infinite continuum of microscopic moments. For every data point you 
collect, there is an infinite number of intermediate data points you missed! You cannot 
complete your induction because you can never finish measuring the fractions of the first 
step! Your scientific method is stuck in the laboratory of the continuum. Your empirical facts 
are frozen in ice, Bacon! You have traded traditional scholasticism for a new, digitally 
precise form of absolute constipation! 
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Francis Bacon: (Staring at the pages of his book as the heavy steam warps the paper, his 
analytical certainty fracturing) The data... the intervals between the observations... they form 
an unresolvable infinity... 

The Dean: (Reaching down with a brutal grin, he grips a massive iron lever attached to the 
primary hydraulic release) You brilliant architects of the modern age! You write of political 
realism, humanist wit, ideal societies, infinite worlds, and empirical science—all to shield 
yourselves from the raw, heavy, unyielding truth of physical consequence! You build 
magnificent engines of thought, but logic without a completed effect is nothing but a stagnant 
pool! 

(The Dean slams the master hydraulic lever down. The five massive cables of silver and steel 
snap with a deafening, metallic shriek. The entire circular Carrara marble ring violently 
drops into a dead free fall over the chasm. The sudden, immense kinetic shock shatters the 
mathematical spell—gravity completely obliterates the infinite midpoints, and with a 
thunderous roar, the physical mass plunges directly into the boiling river of liquid sapphire 
and white phosphorus below, vaporizing instantly into blinding light.) 

The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the flash! The 
continuum yields to the furnace of the fact! Class dismissed! Go wash your hands in the 
ether! 

Rationalists (1600s) 

These philosophers believed reason is the foundation of knowledge 

 

Setting: The Apex of the Geometric Void 

An immense, terrifyingly sublime cathedral of pure, transparent obsidian suspended at the 
freezing center of the rationalist cosmos. The walls are not stone, but infinitely flat, 
intersecting planes of dark crystal that project glowing mathematical coordinate grids into a 
bottomless sky. Far below, rushing through a chasm of absolute vacuum, is a silent, roaring 
river of liquid diamonds and white-hot, superdense plasma—the raw, unyielding stream of 
pure physical consequence. 

Suspended directly over this blinding abyss by three immense, mathematical wires made of 
pure, distilled logic is a colossal, triangular slab of pristine white Carrara marble. Inlaid into 
each vertex of the triangle is an open latrine portal. 

Hovering at the exact geometric center above them on a throne of crystallized ice and ticking 
brass clockwork gears is The Dean, the Consequencer. He holds an infinite plumb-line of 
black sapphire and a heavy ivory gavel. Stranded on the swaying marble triangle, staring 
down into the radiant, terrifying void beneath their exposed academic robes, are the three 
titanic sovereigns of Continental Rationalism. 
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The Core Mechanics: The Dean Paradox 

The Dean’s philosophy introduces an aggressive, scatological synthesis of Zeno's Dichotomy 
Paradox and the Principle of Sufficient Reason: 

1. The Fall of Consequence: Between the biological release (the Cause) and the radiant 
plasma river below (the Effect), there exists a finite, measurable physical space. 

2. The Fractional Gridlock: This finite distance contains an infinite number of 
mathematical points. To reach the end, the descending matter must cross exactly half 
the distance, then half of the remaining distance, ad infinitum. 

3. The Tyranny of the Next Step: Because an infinite series of fractions can never be 
fully crossed, there is always a smaller, microscopic "next step" required before the 
first macroscopic movement can ever even begin. 

4. The Stagnant Collapse: Therefore, if the continuous, abstract rational continuums of 
the philosophers were true, the entire universe would be frozen in a state of absolute, 
eternal internal constipation. The physical reality of the plunging mass proves that 
their intellectual frameworks are fundamentally broken illusions. 

 

 

The Dean, the Consequencer: Armed with an infinite ledger and a golden plunger. He 
enforces the "Dean Paradox": If all causes must have an ultimate end, then every 
philosophical system must eventually resolve into a singular, undeniable pile of physical 
consequence 

 

•  René Descartes 

•  Baruch Spinoza 

•  Gottfried Wilhelm Leibniz 

 

The Dialogue 

The Dean: (His voice striking the obsidian planes like a geometric proof, causing the 
coordinate grids to vibrate) Silence in the high academy! You three constructed a universe 
out of clear and distinct ideas, universal substances, and pre-established harmonies. You 
thought you could trap reality inside a cage of pure equations! Yet here you sit, pinned to 
stone holes by the brutal necessity of your own metabolism. Let us apply the Dean Paradox 
to your doctrines. If all causes must have an ultimate end, how do your systems survive the 
infinite fractions of this very pit? 

René Descartes: (Clutching his velvet scholar's cap, his face pale but resolute as the marble 
triangle sways) Your paradox cannot touch the core of my system, Consequencer! I have 
divided the cosmos into two utterly distinct, independent substances: Res Cogitans (the 
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thinking mind) and Res Extensa (extended physical matter). My mind—my Cogito—is 
completely free from the constraints of geometry and space. This base, corruptible bodily 
function is merely an event in Res Extensa. My rational soul stands apart, observing it with 
clear and distinct mathematical certainty! 

The Dean: (Lowering his sapphire plumb-line with a razor-sharp laugh) Oh, Descartes! You 
magnificent, bifurcated coward! You think your dualism can save you from a stomach ache? 
Look down into the void. To achieve your "clear and distinct event" in Res Extensa, your 
material projectile must pass through half the distance. Then a quarter. Then an eighth, a 
sixteenth, a thirty-second! There is an infinite number of midpoints. By your own laws of 
extension, your waste is paralyzed mid-air. It cannot take the first step because there is 
always an infinitesimal step before it. And since you claim the mind communicates with the 
body via the pineal gland, that tiny gland is now choked by an infinity of mathematical 
fractions! Your Cogito is marooned, René. You cannot think your way off this seat, and your 
extended matter cannot clear the rim! You are nominalist flesh frozen in an analytical 
gridlock! René your Cogito, ergo sum andst your logic doth show this “ I” of the doth not 
exist ast fromst thy law of excluded middle andst motion thee are not that “I”  but a becoming 
for motion doth mean thee must pass through infinite points yet before the first step the took 
to be here there be always a next step before the first step so thee doth not be “I” but a non-
thing inst perpetual becoming 

Baruch Spinoza: (Gazing down into the blinding plasma river with eyes of total, calm 
serenity, entirely unfazed by the terrifying height) You speak of divisions, Dean, because you 
are trapped in inadequate ideas. Deus sive Natura—God or Nature is a single, infinite, 
indivisible Substance possessing infinite attributes. Mind and Matter are not two separate 
things; they are merely two different expressions of the same Divine Reality. This metabolic 
release is not a vulgar disruption of logic; it is a necessary, geometric unfolding of the eternal 
laws of the Universe. Everything falls precisely as it must, by absolute mathematical 
determination. 

The Dean: (Thumping his ivory gavel against his clockwork throne) A beautiful, chilling 
geometry, Spinoza! But let us trace the immediate consequence of your absolute unity. If God 
and Nature are one continuous, indivisible Substance, and every fractional midpoint of this 
descent is a direct expression of the Divine Essence, then this steaming, foul discharge is 
structurally, fundamentally identical to the Mind of God! You have collapsed the majesty of 
the cosmos into a continuous, oozing conduit of material decay. If there is no distance, no 
boundary, and no distinction between the highest truth and the bottom of this trench, you are 
floating in a pantheistic sludge! Are we to worship the contents of the sewer as a holy 
attribute of the Almighty? Your infinite Substance is drowning in its own unseparated waste! 

Gottfried Wilhelm Leibniz: (Adjusting his immense periwig, shaking his head with an 
optimistic, manic grin) You both fail to see the flawless design! The universe is not a 
continuous, dangerous block of matter. It is composed of Monads—indivisible, immaterial 
centers of force that have no windows through which anything can enter or leave. My body 
and my mind do not actually interact at all; rather, God has orchestrated a Pre-established 
Harmony! Like two perfect clocks set to the exact same time, my mind decides to purge at 
the exact same micro-second that the monads of my physical gut perform the action. We are 
living in the Best of All Possible Worlds, where every fraction is perfectly calculated for 
maximum metaphysical efficiency! 
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The Dean: (Leaning forward, his blazing eyes boring into Leibniz's wig) The best of all 
possible worlds, Leibniz? Look at the clockwork you are trapped in! If reality is made of 
windowless monads, and there is an infinite number of points between the beginning of the 
drop and the effect below, then you have an infinite number of windowless monads that must 
all strike their tiny clocks in perfect, fractional succession. But because there is always a next 
step before the first step, your cosmic clocks can never actually tick forward! The pre-
established harmony becomes a pre-established gridlock. Before the first monad can signal 
the next, it is paralyzed by an infinity of miniature alarms going off in the interval! Your 
perfect universe is utterly constipated by its own mathematical optimization! 

Gottfried Wilhelm Leibniz: (His manic grin freezing as he looks down into the abyss) The 
synchronization... is caught in the fractions... The clocks are striking infinitely between the 
minutes... 

The Dean: (Reaching down with a brutal, absolute grin, he grips the massive iron lever 
attached to the primary hydraulic release) You brilliant sovereigns of reason! You write of 
dualism, infinite substance, and pre-established harmonies—all to shield yourselves from the 
raw, heavy, unyielding truth of physical consequence! You build magnificent, transparent 
temples of thought, but logic without a completed effect is nothing but a stagnant pool! 

(The Dean slams the master hydraulic lever down. The three massive wires of pure logic snap 
with a sound like shattering glass. The entire triangular Carrara marble slab drops violently 
into a dead free fall over the chasm. The sudden, immense kinetic shock completely shatters 
the mathematical spell—gravity obliterates the infinite midpoints, and with a thunderous 
roar, the physical mass plunges directly into the boiling river of liquid diamonds and plasma 
below, vaporizing instantly into clear, blinding light.) 

The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the flash! The 
continuum yields to the furnace of the fact! Class dismissed! Go clean your lenses! 

Setting: The Broken Barrel Tavern 

A raucous, filthy, subterranean tavern smelling of stale ale, spilled gin, and sour sweat. The 
air is thick with smoke from cheap clay pipes. All around, a crowd of hooting, farting, 
pissing, and brawling hoons—drunkards, cutpurses, and tavern rowdies—are smashing 
tankards, throwing wild punches, and loudly relieving themselves against the splintered 
wooden pillars. 

In the center of this chaos is a long, slimy wooden bench suspended by thick, greasy ropes 
directly over an open sewer grating in the floor. Squatted upon this communal bench, trying 
desperately to hold their breeches out of the muck, are the four great British empiricists. 

Hovering directly above the tavern's main bar on a throne constructed of smashed barrels and 
broken yardsticks sits The Dean, the Consequencer. He wears a grease-stained academic 
gown and wields a heavy, spiked brass bung-starter (a cask hammer). Every time a hoon 
farts, the Dean bangs his hammer, demanding philosophical reckoning. 
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The Core Mechanics: The Dean Paradox 

The Dean’s philosophy translates Zeno’s Paradox of Motion into a brutal, empirical tavern 
reality: 

1. The Pint-to-Pipes Trajectory: Between a hoon throwing a punch, or a philosopher 
releasing his bowels (the Cause), and the impact/sewer grating below (the Effect), 
there is a finite physical distance. 

2. The Infinite Fractions: That distance contains an infinite number of fractional 
points. To get from the body to the drain, the matter must cross half the distance, then 
half of the remaining distance, ad infinitum. 

3. The Tyranny of the Next Step: Because an infinite number of fractions can never be 
fully crossed, there is always a smaller, microscopic "next step" required before the 
first macroscopic movement can even begin. 

4. The Stagnant Gridlock: Therefore, if abstract logical continuums were true, no 
punch would ever hit a face, and no tavern latrine would ever clear. The universe 
would be frozen in a permanent, mathematical constipation. The fact that the physical 
waste does drop and the punches do land proves the empiricists' theoretical systems 
are completely broken. 

 

 

 

Empiricists (1600s–1700s) 

These thinkers argued that knowledge comes from experience. 

 

The Dean, the Consequencer: Armed with an infinite ledger and a golden plunger. He 
enforces the "Dean Paradox": If all causes must have an ultimate end, then every 
philosophical system must eventually resolve into a singular, undeniable pile of physical 
consequence 

•  Thomas Hobbes 

•  John Locke 

•  George Berkeley 

•  David Hume 
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The Dialogue 

(In the background, a rowdy hoon lets out a thunderous, ripping fart. The crowd hoots and 
cheers, slamming their tankards on the sticky tables. A massive brawl breaks out in the 
corner; bottles are shattered over heads.) 

The Dean: (Slamming his brass bung-starter onto the bar, a sound like a gunshot) Order in 
the tavern! Quiet, you sniveling wretches! Look at you, "Enlightenment" thinkers! You write 
books on human nature, government, and perception, yet you are sitting on a swinging bench 
in a room full of farting hoons, enslaved to your bellies! Let us apply the Dean Paradox to 
your precious empiricism. If all causes have an ultimate end, how do your philosophies 
survive the infinite fractions of this very privy? 

Thomas Hobbes: (Gripping the swinging bench as a stray tankard flies past his head, his 
face contorted in grim, cynical determination) My philosophy handles it with absolute 
realism, Dean! Man’s life in the state of nature is solitary, poor, nasty, brutish, and short—
just like this tavern! The universe is nothing but matter in motion. Every human action, from 
a punch in a brawl to the movement of my bowels, is a mechanical cause triggering a 
physical effect. It is pure, brutal, material necessity! 

The Dean: (Pointing his hammer at Hobbes) Ah, Hobbes! You think your mechanical state 
of nature saves you? Look at the continuum! Between your physical anatomy and that sewer 
grating lies a finite space. To drop, your material projectile must first cross half that space. 
Then a quarter. Then an eighth! There is an infinite number of midpoints. By your own laws 
of mechanical motion, your waste is paralyzed mid-air. It cannot take the first step because 
there is always an infinitesimal step before it! Your mechanical chain of causes is frozen in 
Zeno's gridlock. Your "Leviathan" is completely constipated by its own geometry, Thomas! 
You are trapped in an eternal, motionless pucker! 

(A hoon nearby misses a punch, spins around, and vomits loudly into a bucket. The crowd 
cheers.) 

John Locke: (Wiping a splash of ale from his forehead, trying to maintain his gentlemanly 
composure) Hobbes relies too much on dogmatic mechanics. I look at the mind as a Tabula 
Rasa—a blank slate. We gather knowledge entirely through experience and sensation. I 
experience the sensation of internal pressure, I reflect upon it, and I execute a rational act of 
elimination. The cause is my internal experience; the effect is the sensible reality! 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, splashing his own tankard of stale ale) A blank slate, 
Locke? Your slate is about to get covered in grease! My paradox cuts right through your 
"sensations." If your knowledge relies on experiencing discrete moments of cause and effect, 
how do you experience the infinite fractional steps of the drop? Before your "sensible reality" 
can hit the drain, it must clear the point just before the drain, and the point before that. There 
is always a next step before the first step! You can't experience the infinity of the interval, 
John. Your rational act is mathematically jammed before it even leaves your body! Your 
philosophy leaves you sitting here on a blank slate that you can never actually clear! 

George Berkeley: (Closing his eyes, a serene, idealistic smile on his face as a rowdy hoon 
passes out and falls face-first onto the table next to him) You are both blind to the spiritual 
truth. Esse est principi—to be is to be perceived! This filthy tavern, the hooting hoons, the 
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stench, and even our own bodily functions do not exist as independent matter. They are 
merely ideas generated in our minds and sustained by the perception of Almighty God! The 
drop doesn't need to travel through physical fractions, because physical space is an illusion. 
God simply coordinates our perceptions to perceive the completion of the act! 

The Dean: (Leaning over the bar, glaring down at the bishop) Oh, Berkeley! You 
magnificent, reality-denying lunatic! You think you can dissolve a plumbing crisis by calling 
it an imaginary idea? Let’s trace the consequence of your divine perception. If there is an 
infinite number of mathematical midpoints between the beginning of the drop and the drain, 
and God must directly project every single fractional stage of that descent into our minds... 
then God is spending His eternal existence meticulously animating every single microscopic, 
foul, steaming stage of a tavern bowel movement! You've turned the Creator of the Universe 
into a flipbook animator for the sewer! If your idealism is true, Berkeley, then the Divine 
Mind is explicitly saturated with the continuous perception of tavern sludge! 

George Berkeley: (His smile vanishing, his eyes snapping open in theological horror) 
Heavens... I... I have made the Almighty the eternal custodian of the privy! 

David Hume: (Taking a calm, cynical sip from a broken teacup, entirely amused by the 
chaos) Don't look at me, Bishop. I told you all from the start: our belief in cause and effect is 
completely unprovable! We have no rational justification for causality. We see one event (the 
straining), and we see a second event (the drop), and out of mere custom and habit, our 
minds invent a imaginary connection called "cause." In reality, there is no necessary 
connection at all. The universe is just a bundle of random, loose impressions! 

The Dean: (Slamming his bung-starter down so hard the long wooden bench rattles) You 
think your radical skepticism saves you, Hume? If there is no certain connection between 
cause and effect, and there is always an infinite number of untraceable, next steps before any 
action can occur, then your own philosophy destroys your ability to function. Why are you 
sitting on this bench, David? Custom and habit? If my paradox holds, and the cause can never 
get to its effect through the infinite fractions, then your "bundle of impressions" is 
permanently locked in place. Your skepticism doesn't free you; it sentences you to sit here for 
eternity, unable to logically justify the expectation of ever finishing your business! You are 
the ultimate, self-inflicted, philosophical logjam! 

David Hume: (Staring into his empty cup as a hoon accidentally farts directly in his 
direction, his skepticism turning to grim defeat) Delightful... My philosophy cannot even 
guarantee the logical departure of my own dinner... 

The Dean: (Grabbing a massive iron lever behind the bar connected to the tavern’s main 
flush-cistern) You brilliant British giants! You write of mechanical states, blank slates, divine 
perceptions, and skeptical habits—all to shield yourselves from the raw, heavy, unyielding 
truth of physical consequence! You build beautiful systems of human nature, but logic 
without a completed effect is just a stagnant puddle of beer! 

(The Dean slams the iron lever down. A thunderous, roaring torrent of river water bursts 
from the wall, sweeping through the sewer grating beneath the bench with immense, violent 
force. The sudden kinetic shock shatters the academic spell—gravity obliterates the infinite 
fractions, and with a tremendous splash, the physical reality plunges directly into the rushing 
underbelly of the city.) 
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The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the flush! The 
continuum yields to the torrent! The hoons keep brawling, the water keeps moving, and your 
arguments are washed out to sea! Class dismissed! Go buy a clean pint! 

Setting: The Grand Amphitheater of Absolute Decay 

The lecture hall of the Imperial University is in a state of total, anarchic collapse. The air is 
heavy with a blue fog of tobacco smoke, the stench of cheap gin, and sour sweat. All around, 
a mob of hooting, farting, and brawling students are smashing desks, throwing inkwells, and 
openly relieving themselves against the majestic Corinthian pillars. A massive brawl rages in 
the center aisle; textbooks are ripped apart to serve as projectiles. 

In the center of this chaos, a long, grease-slicked wooden latrine bench is suspended by thick, 
fraying ropes directly over a gaping, roaring sewer trench in the floorboards. Squatted upon 
this communal bench, trying desperately to hold their academic gowns out of the filth, are the 
architects of modern political and enlightenment philosophy. 

Hovering directly above the lecturer’s podium on an impossible throne made of pulverized 
textbooks and iron rulers sits The Dean, the Consequencer. He wears a tattered, filth-stained 
doctoral gown and wields a heavy brass academic mace. Every time a student lets out a 
disruptive roar or a ripping fart, the Dean slams his mace, demanding absolute philosophical 
accountability. 

 

The Core Mechanics: The Dean Paradox 

The Dean’s philosophy weaponizes Zeno’s Dichotomy Paradox, turning it into an 
inescapable, scatological chokehold on Enlightenment causality: 

1. The Trajectory of Consequence: Between the biological release (the Cause) and the 
roaring sewer trench below (the Effect), there exists a finite physical distance. 

2. The Fractional Gridlock: This finite distance contains an infinite number of 
mathematical points. To reach the end, the descending matter must cross exactly half 
the distance, then half of the remaining distance, ad infinitum. 

3. The Tyranny of the Next Step: Because an infinite series of fractions can never be 
fully crossed, there is always a smaller, microscopic "next step" required before the 
first macroscopic movement can ever even begin. 

4. The Stagnant Collapse: Therefore, if the continuous, abstract rational systems of the 
philosophers were true, the entire universe would be frozen in a state of absolute, 
eternal internal constipation. The physical reality of the plunging mass proves that 
their intellectual frameworks are fundamentally broken illusions. 
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Political & Social Contract Theorists 

Foundations of modern political philosophy. 

 

The Dean, the Consequencer: Armed with an infinite ledger and a golden plunger. He 
enforces the "Dean Paradox": If all causes must have an ultimate end, then every 
philosophical system must eventually resolve into a singular, undeniable pile of physical 
consequence 

•  Hobbes 

•  Locke 

•  Jean-Jacques Rousseau 

•  Montesquieu 

•  Voltaire 

•  Denis Diderot 

•  Adam Smith 

•  Immanuel Kant — the culmination of Early Modern philosophy 

 

The Dialogue 

(In the background, a rowdy student lets out a thunderous, ripping fart. The crowd hoots and 
cheers, throwing crumpled parchment at the stage. A desk is shattered over someone's head.) 

The Dean: (Slamming his brass mace onto the podium, a sound like a cannon shot) Silence 
in the lecture hall! Quiet, you sniveling, feral wretches! Look at you, "Enlightenment" 
masters! You write treatises on human reason, social contracts, and universal laws, yet you 
are sitting on a swinging latrine bench in a room full of farting sophomores, enslaved to your 
own colons! Let us apply the Dean Paradox to your precious philosophies. If all causes must 
have an ultimate end, how do your systems survive the infinite fractions of this very pit? 

Act I: The Materialists and Contract Theorists 

Hobbes: (Gripping the swinging bench as a stray inkwell flies past his head) My system 
handles it with absolute, brutal realism, Dean! Man’s life in the state of nature is solitary, 
poor, nasty, brutish, and short—just like this amphitheater! The universe is nothing but matter 
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in motion. Every human action, from a fistfight in the aisles to the movement of my bowels, 
is a mechanical cause triggering a physical effect. It is pure, material necessity! 

The Dean: (Pointing his mace at Hobbes) Ah, Hobbes! You think your mechanical motion 
saves you? Look at the continuum! Between your anatomy and that sewer grating lies a finite 
space. To drop, your material projectile must first cross half that space. Then a quarter. Then 
an eighth! There is an infinite number of midpoints. By your own laws of mechanical motion, 
your waste is paralyzed mid-air. It cannot take the first step because there is always an 
infinitesimal step before it! Your mechanical chain of causes is frozen in Zeno's gridlock. 
Your Leviathan is completely constipated by its own geometry, Thomas! You are trapped in 
an eternal, motionless pucker! 

Locke: (Wiping a splash of flying ale from his spectacles, trying to maintain his gentlemanly 
composure) Hobbes relies too much on dogmatic mechanics. I look at the mind as a Tabula 
Rasa—a blank slate. We gather knowledge entirely through experience and sensation. I 
experience the sensation of internal pressure, I reflect upon it, and I execute a rational act of 
elimination. The cause is my internal experience; the effect is the sensible reality! 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, splashing ink from his podium) A blank slate, Locke? 
Your slate is about to get covered in grease! My paradox cuts right through your "sensations." 
If your knowledge relies on experiencing discrete moments of cause and effect, how do you 
experience the infinite fractional steps of the drop? Before your "sensible reality" can hit the 
drain, it must clear the point just before the drain, and the point before that. There is always a 
next step before the first step! You can't experience the infinity of the interval, John. Your 
rational act is mathematically jammed before it even leaves your body! Your philosophy 
leaves you sitting here on a blank slate that you can never actually clear! 

Jean-Jacques Rousseau: (Weeping softly, clutching his chest in romantic agony as a student 
hootingly vomits into a hat nearby) Man was born free, and everywhere he is in chains! Look 
at this corrupt university! We have been perverted by science and civilization! If we were 
only back in the primeval forest, living as Noble Savages, our biological functions would be 
pure, instinctual, and in perfect harmony with the General Will of nature! 

The Dean: (Scoffing, his throne of textbooks rattling) The Noble Savage? Rousseau, you 
sentimental fool! The primeval forest doesn't change geometry! Even if you were squatted 
over a pristine mossy log in paradise, your instinctual drop would still have to navigate the 
infinite halfway points of the continuum. My paradox corrupts your General Will with 
absolute fractions. Nature itself is trapped in my gridlock! Before your "pure instinct" can 
touch the earth, it must pass through an infinity of intermediate locations. Your romantic 
innocence is completely bound and gagged by a mathematical fraction. Your General Will is 
nothing but a permanent, localized backup! 

 

Act II: The French Enlightenment & Encyclopedists 

Montesquieu: (Frantically balancing a ledger on his knees, shouting over the roar of the 
student brawl) We must establish a Separation of Powers! To prevent tyranny, the 
executive, legislative, and judicial branches must balance one another. Just so, the human 
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anatomy must be governed by a system of checks and balances—the intake of food balanced 
precisely against the output of waste, regulated by constitutional temperance! 

The Dean: (Grinding his teeth) A constitutional balance, Montesquieu? Your checks and 
balances are utterly hollowed out by my paradox! If your separation of powers relies on a 
sequential timeline of cause and effect, it must obey the law of the next step. Before your 
"output of waste" can achieve its judicial execution in the trench, it must pass the fractional 
point just before the water. And before that, the point before that. If the continuous points are 
infinite, your branches of government can never actually pass a single bill or clear a single 
pipe! Your ideal constitution is completely gridlocked by its own internal checks! 

Enlightenment Philosophers (1700s) 

Champions of reason, science, and critique. 

 

Voltaire: (Cocking his periwig, a cynical, razor-sharp sneer on his face) Écrasez l'infâme! 
Crush the infamous thing! This paradox is just another absurd theological myth, like the 
optimistic nonsense of Dr. Pangloss! You logicians want us to believe we live in the "best of 
all possible worlds," yet we are drowning in fractions. True philosophy is wit, irony, and the 
practical cultivation of our own gardens! We must simply ignore your mathematics and tend 
to our business! 

The Dean: (Leaning forward, his blazing eyes boring into Voltaire) You want to cultivate 
your garden, Voltaire? Go fetch your spade! But my paradox strikes your wit with raw, 
unyielding irony. You want to dismiss the continuum as a myth, but you cannot laugh away 
space. If you cannot resolve the infinite midpoints of this descent, your garden is permanently 
frozen in winter. Your cynical mockery cannot negotiate a clean exit for your own waste. 
Your philosophy has left you sitting here as an eternal, sneering monument to intellectual 
stagnation—all wit, but zero output! 

Denis Diderot: (His eyes wide with manic, frantic energy, surrounded by stacks of wet 
parchment printings) No, we must catalog it! We must gather all human knowledge into the 
Encyclopédie! If we cross-reference the mechanics of the intestines, the physics of gravity, 
and the philosophy of the continuum, we can compile a universal dictionary of material 
reality that will liberate mankind from ignorance! 

The Dean: (Thumping his mace against his throne) Diderot! You grand paper-shuffler! You 
are a collector of dead words. You digest books, not reality. The Dean Paradox hits your 
encyclopedism hardest: The more you consume, the more you must expel. For every entry you 
write to explain a cause, there is a sub-entry before it, an index before that, and a citation 
before that! You insert an infinite number of linguistic midpoints between your mind and 
reality. While you are busy cross-referencing the plumbing, the paradox ensures that the 
actual physical matter can never clear the rim of your seat. Your encyclopedia is nothing but 
the intellectual fiber that forces you to sit here forever! 
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Act III: The Political Economist and the Idealist 

Adam Smith: (Adjusting his coat, speaking with calm, market-driven confidence) You are all 
complicating a simple system of self-interest. The universe is governed by an Invisible 
Hand! When every individual pursues their own private utility—including the private 
necessity of relief—the market forces of nature automatically regulate the supply and demand 
of the sewage channel. Rational self-interest inevitably yields the collective good of a clean 
slate! 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, pointing his mace at Smith) The Invisible Hand, Adam? 
That hand is currently paralyzed by a structural deficit! If your market forces rely on a 
transaction between a cause (private utility) and an effect (collective good), that transaction 
must cross the infinite fractions of the interval. Before your "supply" can reach the market at 
the bottom of the trench, it is intercepted by an infinity of miniature fractional tariffs! The 
market is frozen; the trade velocity drops to absolute zero. Your Invisible Hand cannot even 
push the product out of the factory doors without falling into Zeno's trap! The wealth of your 
nation is completely locked up in a permanent metabolic bankruptcy! 

Immanuel Kant: (Sitting perfectly upright, his hands folded neatly over his knees, his face 
an impenetrable mask of pure, clinical reason) Your empirical measurements are entirely 
irrelevant, Consequencer. Space and Time are not real things inherent in the physical world; 
they are merely a priori forms of intuition—the internal lenses through which the human 
mind organizes sensory data. Furthermore, my Categorical Imperative demands that one 
must act only according to that maxim whereby you can at the same time will that it should 
become a universal law. I will that this action be completed cleanly, and therefore, by pure 
duty of the transcendental ego, it must resolve! 

The Dean: (Slamming his mace down so hard the entire suspended latrine bench violently 
shakes) Kant! The ultimate bureaucratic escapist! You try to conjure a clean exit out of pure 
duty! Let us turn your transcendental lenses upside down and drop them through the hole. If 
space is an a priori form of your intuition, then your mind is explicitly responsible for 
projecting the infinite fractional midpoints of this very abyss! Thy continuum and potential 
each to each doth be a next step before the first step yet thee didt walk to me across infinite 
points which you’re a priori logic doth say be but impossible andst thy continuum be insty 
contradiction with thy potential thus thy logic doth say thy system is inconsistent thus just 
rubbish let along anthropology doth show different cultures have different logics geometries 
thus a gain thy a prori universal are just a artefact of your  parochial logic You have 
hardwired Zeno's trap directly into your own consciousness! Your Categorical Imperative 
demands that your action become a universal law—but if everyone followed your continuous 
mathematical law, the entire human race would be permanently, universally constipated by 
pure duty! Your transcendental ego is choked by its own internal categories andst the product 
of thy   broken system! 

Immanuel Kant: (His clinical mask fracturing as he looks down into the roaring trench) The 
intuition... is locked in the synthetic a priori... The first step requires a critique that never 
terminates... 

The Dean: (Reaching down with a brutal, absolute grin, he grips the massive iron lever 
attached to the primary hydraulic release valve) You brilliant architects of modern thought! 
You write of social contracts, blank slates, noble savages, separated powers, witty gardens, 
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encyclopedia catalogs, invisible hands, and pure critiques—all to shield yourselves from the 
raw, heavy, unyielding truth of physical consequence! You build magnificent, transparent 
temples of thought, but logic without a completed effect is nothing but a stagnant pool! 

(The Dean slams the master hydraulic lever down. The thick ropes holding the latrine bench 
snap with a deafening, fibrous crack. The entire wooden slab drops violently into a dead free 
fall over the trench. The sudden, immense kinetic shock completely shatters the mathematical 
spell—gravity obliterates the infinite midpoints, and with a thunderous roar, the physical 
mass plunges directly into the rushing underbelly of the university, vaporizing instantly into 
the dark torrent below.) 

The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the flash! The 
continuum yields to the furnace of the fact! The students keep brawling, the water keeps 
moving, and your arguments are washed out to sea! Class dismissed! Go wash your gowns! 

Setting: The Grand Coffeehouse of Absolute Friction 

The atmosphere inside the Café de l'Europe is a chaotic, screaming nightmare of early 
Romantic rebellion. It is a dual-purpose café and bohemian lecture hall in total collapse. The 
air is choked with bitter roasted coffee vapors, blue pipe smoke, and the pungent stench of 
cheap schnapps. 

All around, a mob of hooting, farting, and brawling patrons—radical poets, disgruntled 
students, and drunk artists—are smashing porcelain cups, flipping heavy oak tables, and 
openly relieving themselves against the velvet-draped walls. A brutal fistfight rages near the 
espresso machine; hot coffee grinds are being thrown like shrapnel. 

In the center of this riot, a long, grease-slicked wooden latrine bench has been crudely rigged 
directly over an open cast-iron sewer grate in the floorboards. Squatted upon this communal 
bench, desperately trying to tuck their high-collared tailored coats and ruffled shirts out of the 
grime, are the three great minds of the German Counter-Enlightenment and Weimar 
Classicism. 

Hovering directly above the barista's counter on an impossible throne made of smashed 
porcelain plates and iron grandfather-clock pendulums sits The Dean, the Consequencer. 
He wears a tattered, coffee-stained academic gown and wields a heavy, iron-headed coffee 
tamper as a mace. Every time a rowdy customer lets out a disruptive roar or a ripping fart, the 
Dean slams his tamper, demanding absolute philosophical accountability. 

 

The Core Mechanics: The Dean Paradox 

The Dean’s philosophy weaponizes Zeno’s Dichotomy Paradox, turning it into an 
inescapable, scatological chokehold on historicist and aesthetic causality: 

1. The Trajectory of Consequence: Between the biological release (the Cause) and the 
roaring sewer grate below (the Effect), there exists a finite physical distance. 
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2. The Fractional Gridlock: This finite distance contains an infinite number of 
mathematical points. To reach the end, the descending matter must cross exactly half 
the distance, then half of the remaining distance, ad infinitum. 

3. The Tyranny of the Next Step: Because an infinite series of fractions can never be 
fully crossed, there is always a smaller, microscopic "next step" required before the 
first macroscopic movement can ever even begin. 

4. The Stagnant Collapse: Therefore, if the continuous, abstract rational or aesthetic 
continuums of the philosophers were true, the entire universe would be frozen in a 
state of absolute, eternal internal constipation. The physical reality of the plunging 
mass proves that their intellectual frameworks are fundamentally broken illusions. 

 

 

Late Early Modern / Proto-Romantics (late 1700s) 

These thinkers transition into 19th-century philosophy. 

 

The Dean, the Consequencer: Armed with an infinite ledger and a golden plunger. He 
enforces the "Dean Paradox": If all causes must have an ultimate end, then every 
philosophical system must eventually resolve into a singular, undeniable pile of physical 
consequence 

•  Johann Gottfried Herder 

•  Friedrich Schiller 

•  Moses Mendelssohn 

The Dialogue 

(In the background, a rowdy bohemian lets out a thunderous, ripping fart that echoes off the 
tin ceiling. The crowd hoots and cheers, throwing shattered coffee saucers across the room. 
A fistfight shatters a mirror behind the bar.) 

The Dean: (Slamming his iron coffee tamper onto the counter, a sound like a pistol shot) 
Silence in the café-lecture! Quiet, you sniveling, feral coffee-house degenerates! Look at you, 
German masters! You write treatises on the human spirit, aesthetic education, and rational 
enlightenment, yet you are sitting on a swinging latrine bench in a room full of farting 
brawlers, enslaved to your own colons! Let us apply the Dean Paradox to your precious 
philosophies. If all causes must have an ultimate end, how do your systems survive the 
infinite fractions of this very pit? 

Johann Gottfried Herder: (Gripping the edge of the swinging bench as a stray porcelain 
shard flies past his ear, his voice rich with historicist passion) My philosophy does not fear 
your mechanical fractions, Dean! The human spirit is not a geometric equation; it is 
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Volksgeist—the living, organic soul of a culture, unfolding through history, language, and 
poetry! Just as a nation grows organically like a tree, my biological functions are part of a 
continuous, living stream of vital natural forces (Kräfte). The cause is my internal organic 
vitality; the effect is a natural expression of the earth! 

The Dean: (Pointing his iron tamper at Herder) Ah, Herder! The great champion of organic 
growth! You think your "vital forces" can charm away geometry? Look down into the void. 
To achieve your "natural expression," your material projectile must pass through half the 
distance. Then a quarter. Then an eighth, a sixteenth! There is an infinite number of 
midpoints between your flesh and that iron grate. By your own laws of continuous organic 
forces, your waste is paralyzed mid-air! It cannot take the first step because there is always an 
infinitesimal step before it. Your Volksgeist is marooned in Zeno's gridlock, Johann! Your 
historicist stream cannot even clear the rim of your seat without stalling in a mathematical 
traffic jam. Your cultural soul is permanently backed up! 

Friedrich Schiller: (Wiping a splash of flying gin from his elegant velvet lapel, striking a 
heroic, theatrical posture despite his discomfort) Herder focuses too much on raw nature. I 
look at the universe through the Aesthetic Education of Man! Man is only fully human 
when he plays—the Spieltrieb (the play-drive) harmonizes our brutal physical impulses with 
our lofty rational laws. Through the contemplation of Beauty, we achieve moral freedom and 
transcend physical necessity. This metabolic crisis is merely a low, physical impulse that my 
aesthetic grace will harmoniously resolve through the higher laws of tragic form! 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, slamming a broken coffee mug against his throne) A 
play-drive, Schiller? Your tragic form is about to get a comic rewrite! My paradox cuts right 
through your "aesthetic freedom." You want to transcend physical necessity through beauty, 
but beauty cannot erase space. Before your "harmonious resolution" can hit the drain, it must 
clear the point just before the drain, and the point before that. There is always a next step 
before the first step! Your play-drive is mathematically jammed inside the interval, Friedrich. 
You cannot write a beautiful play about the continuum to escape its fractions. Your sublime 
aesthetic freedom leaves you sitting here on a stone hole, completely paralyzed by an 
unresolvable division of acts! 

Moses Mendelssohn: (Adjusting his spectacles, speaking with calm, gentle, rationalist 
dignity as a drunkard nearby hoots and passes out into a basket of pastries) Gentlemen, 
please! Let us return to the calm light of the Aufklärung—the True Enlightenment. Reason 
demands that we balance faith and intellect. In my Jerusalem, I argued for the total 
compatibility of religious truth and rational, universal human law. God, in His infinite 
wisdom, designed the laws of nature and reason to be perfectly transparent and accessible to 
human understanding. The cause is a rational biological design; the effect is the orderly 
preservation of the machine of the body! 

The Dean: (Leaning forward, his blazing eyes boring into Mendelssohn) A transparent 
design, Moses? Your rational machine is suffering from a massive structural breakdown! If 
your universal human reason relies on a sequential timeline of cause and effect designed by a 
wise Creator, it must obey the law of the next step. If the continuous points between the 
beginning and the end are infinite, your "orderly preservation" is an architecture of eternal 
gridlock. Why would a rational Creator build a universe where the first step of a material 
consequence can never mathematically begin? Your rationalist balance is shattered because 
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your transparent design is utterly constipated by its own internal calculus! You have 
harmonized faith and reason only to leave them both stuck in the plumbing of the continuum! 

Moses Mendelssohn: (His spectacles slipping down his nose as he looks into the dark cast-
iron grate, his rationalist composure shattering) The calculus... is unyielding... The transition 
between the rational plan and the physical drop is blocked by an infinity of miniature 
thresholds... 

The Dean: (Reaching down with a brutal, absolute grin, he grips a massive brass valve 
attached to the café's primary high-pressure espresso boiler lines) You brilliant architects of 
the German mind! You write of historicist spirits, aesthetic play-drives, and rational 
balances—all to shield yourselves from the raw, heavy, unyielding truth of physical 
consequence! You build magnificent, transparent temples of thought, but logic without a 
completed effect is nothing but a stagnant pool of cold coffee! 

(The Dean slams the high-pressure valve down. A deafening shriek of pressurized steam fills 
the room, and a torrential blast of scalding water shoots through the cast-iron sewer 
channels beneath the bench with immense, violent force. The sudden, earth-shattering kinetic 
shock completely shatters the philosophical spell—gravity obliterates the infinite fractions, 
and with a thunderous roar, the physical reality plunges directly into the rushing underbelly 
of the city.) 

The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the flush! The 
continuum yields to the furnace of the fact! The poets keep brawling, the water keeps 
moving, and your arguments are washed out to sea! Lecture dismissed! Go wash your ruffles! 

Period Key Philosophers 
German Idealism Fichte, Schelling, Hegel 
19th-century critics Schopenhauer, Kierkegaard, Marx, Nietzsche 
Pragmatism Peirce, James, Dewey 
Early Analytic Frege, Russell, Moore, Wittgenstein 
Phenomenology & Existentialism Husserl, Heidegger, Sartre, Beauvoir 
Structuralism / Post-Structuralism Saussure, Lévi-Strauss, Foucault, Derrida, Deleuze 
Late Analytic Quine, Kripke, Putnam, Rawls 
Contemporary Butler, Žižek, Nussbaum, Harman 
 

In the grand reading hall of the Ancient Library of Alexandria Reborn, chaos reigned 
supreme. The air was thick with the stench of old books, sweat, and fresh shit. 
Scholars and visitors had completely abandoned decorum. A fat German professor 
squatted between two shelves, grunting loudly as he shat onto a pile of Hegel’s 
Phenomenology of Spirit. Two Oxford dons were brawling in the corner, fists flying 
while piss ran down their legs. A group of French intellectuals hooted like monkeys, 
farting in rhythm every time someone spoke. Women and men alike openly pissed 
against the bookshelves, creating yellow streams that flowed across the marble floor. 
The entire library had become a temple of intellectual filth. In the center, surrounded 
by a crowd of hooting, farting, pissing onlookers, stood The Consequencer — naked, 
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smeared in brown, eyes burning with divine madness. Before him, chained to heavy 
lecterns, were the great German and Danish thinkers. 
 

The Dean, the Consequencer: Armed with an infinite ledger and a golden plunger. He 
enforces the "Dean Paradox": If all causes must have an ultimate end, then every 
philosophical system must eventually resolve into a singular, undeniable pile of physical 
consequence 
 

German Idealism (1800–1850) 

The direct successors to Kant. 

• Fichte 
• Schelling 
• Hegel 

 
 

Fichte (proudly): 
The Self (Ich) posits itself! The Absolute Ego creates reality through pure self-
consciousness. The world is nothing but the activity of the infinite I! 
 
Consequencer Dean (laughing): 
Fichte! You magnificent solipsistic monkey! 
Your Absolute Ego wants to create the world through will? 
Then tell me — how does your “will” ever become action? 
Between the cause (your Ego) and the effect (reality) there are infinite points. 
Your will can never reach its own creation! There is always another step before the 
first step! Your grand Self shits itself before it can even posit anything! 
Drop, Fichte! Into the Brown O where all positing ends as warm sludge! 
 
 
 
Schelling (mystical): 
Nature and Spirit are one! The Absolute unfolds itself through dialectical 
development. The universe is the self-revelation of God! 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Schelling! The romantic nature-worshipper! 
Your Absolute wants to unfold through Nature? 
How does this unfolding ever happen when between every cause and every effect 
lies an actual infinity? 
Your God can never finish revealing Himself! There is always one more point to 
cross! Your grand cosmic poem is constipated. 
Your Nature is just beautifully structured diarrhea that never quite makes it 
out. Drop into the Brown O, Schelling! 
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Hegel (haughty): 
The Absolute Spirit realizes itself through dialectical process — thesis, antithesis, 
synthesis. History is the march of Reason toward self-consciousness. What is 
rational is real, and what is real is rational! 
 
Consequencer Dean (clapping slowly): 
Hegel! The great system-builder! The emperor of dialectics! 
Your Spirit wants to march through history? 
Between every thesis and its antithesis, between every cause and its necessary 
effect, there are infinite points! 
Your dialectic can never complete even one single movement! Your World Spirit is 
stuck forever — eternally constipated, never reaching its own fulfillment! 
Your famous march of Reason ends with a wet fart and a pile of shit! Drop, Hegel! 
Your entire system collapses into the Brown O! 
 
 

These thinkers break away from Hegel and reshape modern thought. 

• Arthur Schopenhauer 
• Søren Kierkegaard 
• Karl Marx 
• Friedrich Nietzsche 

 
 
 
Arthur Schopenhauer (bitter and gloomy): 
The world is driven by blind Will. All is suffering. Only through aesthetic 
contemplation and ascetic denial can one escape the tyranny of the Will. 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Schopenhauer! The pessimistic genius! You say the Will is blind and endless? 
 
Schopenhauer: Correct. It is a ceaseless striving. 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Then how does your blind Will ever achieve anything? 
Between the cause (Will) and any effect (action, art, denial) lies an actual infinity of 
points! 
Your Will can never reach its own striving! It is eternally blocked! Even your famous 
pessimism cannot complete a single thought without contradiction. 
Your denial of the Will still requires motion — which is impossible! Thus  
Schopenhauer  the world of representation is incoherent ast it be made of infinite 
points which logic doth say thee cant cross inst finite time yet thee does thus with the 
world of representation going so doth thy noumenon ast just like Kants whenst his 
phenomenon is destroyed by the dean paradox his noumenon is destroyed Drop into 
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the Brown O, you magnificent grump. That is the true Will — warm, stinking, and 
final. 
 

 

Søren Kierkegaard (passionate, trembling): 
Truth is subjectivity! The single individual must make a leap of faith! Existence is the 
absurd. One must choose in dread and passion! 
 
Consequencer Dean (grinning): Kierkegaard! The knight of faith! You want to make 
a Leap? 
 
Kierkegaard: Yes! A leap into the absurd! 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Then leap, little Danish monkey! 
But between the moment of decision and the landing of your leap there are infinite 
points! 
Your leap of faith can never complete itself! There is always one more step before 
the first step! Your passion, your dread, your subjectivity — all of it collapses before 
it can even begin! 
Even your absurd becomes more absurd! Drop, Kierkegaard! Your leap ends face-
first in the Brown O! 
 

 

 

Karl Marx (fiery): 
History is driven by material conditions and class struggle! The revolution is 
inevitable! From each according to his ability, to each according to his needs! 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Marx! The revolutionary! You believe in historical dialectics and inevitable progress? 
 
Marx: The wheel of history turns! 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Then how does your revolution ever arrive? 
Between every cause (class struggle) and its effect (communist society) there are 
infinite points! 
Your material conditions can never reach their historical conclusion! Your entire 
dialectic is eternally constipated — forever stuck before the revolution can even 
begin! Drop, Marx! Your classless society is just another pile of shit that never 
quite makes it! 
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Friedrich Nietzsche (proud, intense): 
God is dead! We must create new values! Become who you are! The will to power! 
The Übermensch shall overcome! 
 
Consequencer Dean (most excited): 
Ah! Nietzsche! My favorite monkey! You want to overcome? To create new values? 
 
Nietzsche: Yes! With hammer and dancing feet! 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Then overcome this: 
Between your will to power and any actual overcoming, between cause and effect, 
there are infinite points! 
Your Übermensch can never arrive! Your new values can never be created! 
There is always one more step before the first step! Even your dancing feet are 
logically impossible! 
Your hammer smashes nothing but its own logic! Drop, Nietzsche! 
Even the Übermensch ends up as shit painting the painted veil! 
 

Consequencer Dean (turning to the hooting, farting, pissing crowd):All your grand 
German systems… 
All your passion, dialectics, will, and leaps… Lead only here. 
To the library of human filth. 
To pissing. 
To farting. 
To shitting while waiting for meaning that never arrives.This is the true 
consequence.The crowd answered with a massive, wet, thunderous roar — shitting, 
pissing, and cheering in ecstatic agreement. 
 

The Main Lecture Theatre of the University of Philosophical Filth was in total 
anarchy. Hundreds of students packed the tiered seats. The once-respectable 
auditorium had become a cesspit. Students openly pissed against the wooden 
desks, creating yellow waterfalls that flowed down the aisles. Groups of them 
squatted between the rows, grunting and shitting while laughing. Others hooted like 
apes, booed loudly, and unleashed long, wet farts every time a philosopher tried to 
speak. A girl in the front row was pissing into an empty Pringles tube while filming on 
her phone. The air was thick with the smell of sweat, shit, cheap beer, and 
intellectual decay.I n the center of the stage, under harsh fluorescent lights, stood 
The Consequencer — naked, covered in brown streaks, eyes wild with prophetic 
fury. Chained to three lecterns in front of him were the three great American 
Pragmatists. 
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The Dean, the Consequencer: Armed with an infinite ledger and a golden plunger. He 
enforces the "Dean Paradox": If all causes must have an ultimate end, then every 
philosophical system must eventually resolve into a singular, undeniable pile of physical 
consequence 

American Pragmatists (1850–1950) 

A uniquely American movement focused on action, consequences, and inquiry. 

. 

• Charles Sanders Peirce 
• William James 
• John Dewey 
• Consequencer Dean (raising his arms to the chaotic crowd): 

Quiet down, you beautiful monkey students! Piss, shit, and listen! Today we 
bury American Pragmatism!   The students responded with a storm of boos, 
farts, and hooting. 

 

Charles Sanders Peirce (trying to maintain dignity): 
My philosophy is Pragmaticism. Truth is what works in the long run. We must follow 
the scientific method. Reality is what the community of inquirers would eventually 
agree upon. 
 
Consequencer Dean (circling him): 
Peirce! The founder! You believe in the long run? In eventual agreement? 
 
Peirce: Yes. Through rigorous inquiry. 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Then how does any inquiry ever reach its conclusion? 
Between the cause (your inquiry, your doubt, your method) and the effect (truth, 
agreement, the long run) there are infinite points! 
There is always one more step before the first step! Your cause can never reach its 
effect! Your scientific method is eternally stuck. Your “long run” never arrives. 
Your entire community of inquirers is just a bunch of monkeys farting in an infinite 
loop! Students (booing and laughing): “Fuck your long run!” loud farting noises 
 
Peirce (flustered): This is a misunderstanding of continuity… 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Continuity? Your continuity is nothing but infinite blockage! 
Drop, Peirce! Your Pragmaticism ends as another pile of shit that never quite 
makes it! 
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William James (passionate and emotional): 
Truth is what is expedient in the way of our thinking! The cash-value of an idea is its 
practical consequence. We have the right to believe what works for our lives! 
 
Consequencer Dean (grinning viciously): 
William James! The preacher of cash-value truth! You want truth that works? 
 
James: Yes! Radical empiricism! What has practical consequences! 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Then how do any of your ideas ever produce practical consequences? 
Between the cause (your belief, your will to believe) and the effect (practical result, 
cash-value) there are infinite points! 
Your belief can never reach its own usefulness! There is always another step before 
the first step! Your famous “will to believe” is eternally constipated — it never actually 
reaches anything! 
Even your pragmatism doesn’t work! Students (hooting and booing): “His truth is 
shit!” multiple students pissing loudly 
 
James (desperate): But it works in lived experience! 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Your lived experience is currently shitting itself in this lecture hall! 
Drop, James! Your cash-value truth is worthless in the Brown O! 
 

John Dewey (earnest and reformist): 
Philosophy must be instrumental! Ideas are tools for solving real problems. 
Education and democracy are the great experiments. Truth is verified through 
successful action in the world. 
 
Consequencer Dean (laughing loudly): 
Dewey! The great instrumentalist! The philosopher of democracy and education! 
 
Dewey: Philosophy must have practical bearing on life. 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Then how does any instrument ever reach its purpose? 
Between the cause (your idea, your tool, your reform) and the effect (successful 
action, better democracy, better education) there are infinite points! 
Your tool can never reach its own usefulness! Your experiment can never complete! 
Your democracy is eternally stuck before it can even begin. 
Your entire instrumentalism is the ultimate broken tool — forever unable to touch 
reality!  
Students (booing, farting, and throwing paper): “Dewey sucks!” loud collective 
fart 
 
Dewey (trying to argue): But we see results in practice every day… 
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Consequencer Dean: 
The only result here is students shitting on your books while you speak! Drop, 
Dewey! 
All your instrumentalism, all your pragmatism, all your so-called practical 
philosophy…Ends here. 
In piss. 
In shit. 
In beautiful, useless contradiction 
 

Consequencer Dean (turning to the frenzied students):This is what remains of 
American philosophy! 
A lecture hall full of monkeys pissing and shitting while their systems collapse! The 
students answered with a massive, wet, chaotic roar — hooting, booing, farting, 
and cheering The Consequencer. 
 

 

The Great Lecture Hall of Continental University had completely descended into filth 
and chaos. Hundreds of students filled the tiered seating. The once-hallowed hall of 
analytic philosophy now reeked like a public toilet. Students openly pissed against 
the walls, creating yellow rivers flowing down the steps. Others squatted between the 
rows, grunting and shitting while laughing hysterically. A group in the back kept 
hooting like apes and booing every time a philosopher tried to speak. Wet farts 
exploded regularly like punctuation marks. Empty beer cans and crumpled lecture 
notes floated in puddles of piss on the floor. In the center of the stage, under bright 
lights, stood The  Consequencer — naked, body smeared in brown streaks, radiating 
unhinged intensity. Chained to four wooden lecterns in front of him were the giants of 
analytic philosophy. 
 

 

The Dean, the Consequencer: Armed with an infinite ledger and a golden plunger. He 
enforces the "Dean Paradox": If all causes must have an ultimate end, then every 
philosophical system must eventually resolve into a singular, undeniable pile of physical 
consequence 

Early Analytic Philosophy (1900–1950) 

Logic, language, mathematics, clarity.. 

• Gottlob Frege 
• Bertrand Russell 
• G. E. Moore 
• Ludwig Wittgenstein 
•  
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• Consequencer Dean (raising his arms to the wild crowd): 
Shut your holes and listen, you filthy monkey students! Today we bury the 
gods of Logic and Language!  The students responded with a storm of 
boos, farts, and mocking hoots. 

 

Gottlob Frege (stiff and precise): 
My work is founded on rigorous logic and arithmetic. Concepts must be clearly 
defined. Thought must be grounded in objective logical structures. Mathematics can 
be reduced to pure logic. 
 

Consequencer Dean (circling him slowly): 
Frege! The father of analytic philosophy! You wanted perfect logical foundations?  

 
 
Frege: Yes. Pure logic without contamination. 
 

Consequencer Dean: 
Then how does any logical thought ever reach its conclusion? 
Between the cause (your logical premise, your concept) and the effect (your 
conclusion, your proven theorem) there are infinite points! 
There is always one more step before the first step! Your cause can never reach its 
effect!  Your beautiful logical system is eternally blocked — forever stuck before it 
can complete even one single inference! Yet motion along infinite points doth break 
thy logic  fromst the dean paradox The Dean Paradox is so devastating because it 
argues that in the real world (specifically, motion), the contradiction P∧¬P is 
demonstrably true, where: 

• P: Logic says: Motion is impossible. 
• ¬P: Experience says: Motion occurs. 

This means that both P and ¬P are true, which collapses the foundation of 
classical logic (the Law of Non-Contradiction). 

 
Your “objective” concepts drown in infinite divisibility! Students (booing loudly): “Your 
logic is shit!” massive collective fartFrege (outraged): This is nonsense! 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
No. This is consequence. 
Drop, Frege! Your logic ends as another pile of beautifully structured shit! 
Fromst the dean paradox  
We can get  

The dean dilemma  

Either logic is  true and reality false –an illusion 
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Or 

Reality is true and logic is false  

 

Bertrand Russell (aristocratic tone): 
We must eliminate vagueness through logical atomism. Philosophy must be precise. 
The world consists of logical atoms and propositions. Paradoxes can be resolved 
through careful analysis. 
 
Consequencer Dean (grinning): 
Russell! The noble lord of logic! You wanted to build a perfect logical universe? 
 
Russell: Yes. Through analysis and clarity. 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Then how does any analysis ever finish? 
Between your logical atom and its description, between cause and effect, there are 
infinite points! 
Your propositions can never reach their own truth value! Your analysis is stuck 
forever in infinite regress! Even your famous paradox (Russell’s Paradox) is child’s 
play compared to this — your entire system can never complete a single thought! 
Students (hooting and booing): “Fuck your atoms!” loud pissing sounds 
 
Russell: You misunderstand the nature of logic! 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
I understand its consequence. 
Drop, Russell! Your logical atomism collapses into the Brown O! Your logic is rubbish 
ast shown by the dean paradox We can get  

The dean dilemma  

Either logic is  true and reality false –an illusion 

Or 

Reality is true and logic is false  

BUT WHAT IF BOTH LOGIC AND REALITY ARE TRUE 

For the contradiction: 

• Logic says: motion is impossible. 
• Experience says: motion occurs. 

→ Both P and ¬P are true. 
Contradiction becomes real. 
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The Dean Paradox is so devastating because it argues that in the real world (specifically, 
motion), the contradiction P∧¬P is demonstrably true, where: 

• P: Logic says: Motion is impossible. 
• ¬P: Experience says: Motion occurs. 

This means that both P and ¬P are true, which collapses the foundation of classical logic 
(the Law of Non-Contradiction). 

 
G. E. Moore (defensive): 
We must return to common sense! The ordinary world exists. The philosopher’s task 
is to defend obvious truths against nonsense. Here is one hand… and here is 
another! 
 
Consequencer Dean (laughing hysterically): 
Moore! The champion of common sense! You want to defend the obvious? 
 
Moore: Yes! The ordinary world is real! 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Then how does your hand ever move to show itself? 
Between your intention (cause) and your hand actually rising (effect) there are 
infinite points! 
Your common sense can never reach the common world! Even your famous “Here is 
one hand” gesture is logically impossible! 
Your entire philosophy of common sense is the ultimate nonsense! Students 
(booing and throwing paper): “Show us your hand now, bitch!” wet farts 
 
Moore (flustered): This is absurd! 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Absurdity is all that remains. 
Drop, Moore! Your common sense ends in the Brown O! 
 

Ludwig Wittgenstein (intense, haunted): 
The limits of my language are the limits of my world. Whereof one cannot speak, 
thereof one must be silent. Philosophy is a battle against the bewitchment of our 
intelligence by means of language. 
 
Consequencer Dean (most excited): 
Wittgenstein! The final boss of language games! You want silence at the limits? 
 
Wittgenstein: Yes. Some things cannot be said. 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Then how do you even speak that sentence? You end in a performative contradiction  
Between your intention to speak and the actual sound coming out of your mouth 
there are infinite points! 
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Your language games can never complete themselves! Your silence can never 
arrive! Even your later philosophy — your ordinary language — collapses before it 
can do anything! 
You spent your life fighting bewitchment while standing in the greatest bewitchment 
of all! Students (cheering and booing wildly): “Shut the fuck up then!” massive 
farting and pissing 
 
Wittgenstein (quietly): Perhaps you are right… 
 
Consequencer Dean (softly at first, then roaring): 
Of course I’m right. 
All your logic, all your analysis, all your language games… end in a performative 
contradiction Lead only here. 
To a university hall full of students pissing, farting, and shitting while your systems 
die.Drop, philosophers! 
Drop into the Brown O — the only true consequence! 
 
 
 
 

Setting: The Amphitheater of the Absurd 

The grand lecture hall of the Continental Institute is a rancid, lawless hellhole. The air is a 
toxic fog of stale tobacco smoke, cheap schnapps, and sour sweat. All around, a feral mob of 
hooting, farting, pissing, and booing students are smashing desks, flipping podiums, and 
aggressively relieving themselves directly against the velvet drapes. A vicious brawl rages in 
the center aisle; heavy volumes of metaphysics are being torn apart to wipe up spilled beer 
and bodily fluids. 

Suspended by thick, grease-slicked ropes over a wide, roaring sewer trench cut straight 
through the floorboards is a long wooden latrine bench. Squatted upon this communal perch, 
desperately trying to tuck their academic robes out of the flying muck, are the sovereigns of 
European Phenomenology and Existentialism. 

Hovering directly above the lecturer’s podium on a throne welded from broken desks and 
rusted iron rulers is The Dean, the Consequencer. He wears a filth-stained, tattered doctoral 
gown and wields a heavy, iron-headed academic mace. Every time a rowdy student lets out a 
disruptive roar or a ripping fart, the Dean slams his mace, demanding absolute, profane 
philosophical accountability. 

 

The Core Mechanics: The Dean Paradox 

The Dean’s philosophy weaponizes Zeno’s Dichotomy Paradox, turning it into an 
inescapable, dirty, and profane chokehold on Continental thought: 

1. The Shit Trajectory: Between the physical anatomy (the Cause) and the roaring 
sewer trench below (the Effect), there is a finite, measurable space. 
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2. The Infinite Fractional Shithole: This finite distance contains an infinite number of 
mathematical points. To reach the drain, the dropping matter must cross exactly half 
the distance, then half of the remaining distance, ad infinitum. 

3. The Tyranny of the Next Step: Because an infinite series of fractions can never be 
fully crossed, there is always a smaller, microscopic "next step" required before the 
first macroscopic movement can even begin. 

4. The Stagnant Gridlock: Therefore, if abstract logical continuums were true, the 
entire universe would be frozen in a state of absolute, eternal internal constipation. 
The physical reality of the plunging mass proves that their intellectual frameworks are 
fundamentally broken illusions. 

 

 

The Dean, the Consequencer: Armed with an infinite ledger and a golden plunger. He 
enforces the "Dean Paradox": If all causes must have an ultimate end, then every 
philosophical system must eventually resolve into a singular, undeniable pile of physical 
consequence 

Phenomenology & Existentialism (1900–1960) 

A continental movement focused on consciousness, experience, and existence. 

 

• Edmund Husserl 
• Martin Heidegger 
• Jean-Paul Sartre 
• Simone de Beauvoir 
• Maurice Merleau-Ponty 

 

 

The Dialogue 

(In the background, a rowdy student lets out a thunderous, wet, ripping fart. The crowd hoots 
and boos, throwing crumpled parchment and wet beer mugs at the stage. A desk is shattered 
over a student's head.) 

The Dean: (Slamming his iron mace onto the podium, a sound like a gunshot) Shut your 
filthy mouths, you sniveling, degenerate bastards! Silence in the lecture hall! Look at you, 
"Continental" masters! You write massive, unreadable bibles on the nature of Being, 
consciousness, and freedom, yet you are sitting on a swinging shithouse bench in a room full 
of farting, pissing sophomores, completely enslaved to your own colons! Let us apply the 
Dean Paradox to your precious philosophies. If all causes must have an ultimate end, how 
do your systems survive the infinite, fractional metrics of this very pit? 
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Edmund Husserl: (Gripping the swinging bench as a stray inkwell flies past his head, his 
face pale with academic panic) My system handles it with absolute, crystalline precision, 
Dean! I practice the Phenomenological Epoché! I bracket out the external, physical world 
entirely! I don't care about your crude material space or your vulgar gravity. I perform a 
reduction to the Transcendental Ego, analyzing the pure, intentional structures of 
consciousness as they experience the internal phenomenon of pressure! 

The Dean: (Pointing his mace at Husserl’s face) Oh, Husserl! You magnificent, pipe-
smoking fraud! You think you can "bracket out" a heavy bowel movement? Look down into 
the void, you old bastard! To achieve your "pure intentional experience," your material turd 
must pass through half the distance to that sewer trench. Then a quarter. Then an eighth, a 
sixteenth, a thirty-second! There is an infinite number of midpoints between your flesh and 
that drain. By the rules of extension, your waste is paralyzed mid-air! It cannot take the first 
step because there is always an infinitesimal step before it. Your transcendental ego is 
marooned in a mathematical gridlock, Edmund! Your consciousness is intentional, but your 
anatomy is completely blocked by an infinite series of fractions. You have bracketed out the 
world, but you’ve permanently bracketed in your own shit! 

Martin Heidegger: (Growling from his stall, wearing a rough peasant tunic, his voice deep 
and ominous) Husserl is trapped in the illusions of the mind. I look at Dasein—Being-there! 
We are not detached minds observing things; we are thrown into the world, deeply entangled 
with the physical tools of existence (Zuhandenheit). This latrine is a piece of equipment, and 
this biological purge is an authentic, primordial confrontation with our own finitude, 
unfolding toward death! 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, splashing stagnant trench water toward Heidegger) 
Dasein? More like Scheiß-sein! You arrogant, Black Forest-dwelling mystic! You think your 
"thrownness" can bypass the continuum? Even if you are "entangled" with the stone hole, 
your authentic projectile still has to navigate the infinite fractions of the drop. My paradox 
shatters your primordial jargon. Before your authentic finitude can hit the water, it must clear 
the point just before the water, and the point before that. There is always a next step before 
the first step! Your Dasein is stuck in the interval, Martin! You are thrown into the world, but 
you can’t drop a single ounce of reality because your temporal horizon is completely 
constipated by Zeno’s trap! You’re just a peasant sitting on a hole, waiting for an ontological 
release that is mathematically impossible! 

Jean-Paul Sartre: (Twitching his lazy eye, puffing furiously on a unfiltered cigarette, his 
voice hoarse with existential dread) It doesn't matter! Man is condemned to be free! We are a 
Pour-soi—a Being-for-itself—which is defined by its radical freedom and its ability to 
secrete its own nothingness! This physical body is mere Facticity, a heavy, brute reality that 
tries to drag us down. But my conscious choices are entirely free. If I choose to purge, I am 
defining my own essence through action! Anything else is Bad Faith! 

The Dean: (Scoffing, slamming his mace against his throne of desks) You say “existence 
precedes essence” bull shit “motion precedes existence” Condemned to be free, Sartre? Look 
at the knot you are currently tied into, you cross-eyed existentialist hack! You say you secrete 
nothingness? Right now, you are trying to secrete something very solid, and you are failing 
miserably! Choose all you want, yell about your radical freedom until your lungs rot, but you 
cannot choose to make your waste bypass the infinite midpoints of this abyss. My paradox 
castrates your free will with a simple geometric fraction. Before your "free choice" can 
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become a reality in the trench, it is paralyzed by an infinity of miniature, fractional steps. 
Your radical freedom is totally paralyzed by the interval. You are not free, Jean-Paul; you are 
completely held hostage by your own metabolic fractions, screaming about liberty while 
permanently puckered by mathematics! 

Simone de Beauvoir: (Glaring at the Dean with fierce, sharp eyes, her fists clenched on the 
ropes) You use your patriarchal logic to enforce a tyrannical gridlock, Consequencer! In The 
Ethics of Ambiguity, I showed that human existence is a constant tension between our status 
as material objects and free subjects. We must project ourselves into the future through 
meaningful action that liberates others. This bodily function is a shared, ambiguous material 
reality, but we construct our freedom by actively transcending it through our projects! 

The Dean: (Grinding his teeth, his throne rattling) Project yourselves into the future, 
Simone? Your project just crashed into a brick wall! Your "ethics of ambiguity" means 
nothing over this gulf. If your meaningful action relies on a sequential timeline of cause and 
effect, it must obey the law of the next step. Before your "transcended material reality" can 
hit the radiant filth below, it must pass the fractional point just before the water. And before 
that, the point before that. If the continuous points are infinite, your future projections can 
never actually take flight! Your existential projects are entirely gridlocked by their own 
internal fractions. You haven't transcended the object; the material object has completely 
locked up your subject! 

Maurice Merleau-Ponty: (Staring intensely at his own thighs, his voice hushed and 
analytical) You are all missing the truth because you treat the body as a separate thing. My 
philosophy reveals the Phenomenology of Perception! We are our bodies; the body is our 
anchor to the world, a living unified field of flesh (chair). My perception of this latrine and 
my internal physical movement are not separate causes and effects; they are a unified, 
intertwined dialogue between the flesh of my body and the flesh of the world! 

The Dean: (Slamming his mace down so hard the entire suspended latrine bench violently 
shakes, causing the philosophers to bounce on their stone seats) The flesh of the world, 
Maurice? Your unified field of flesh is currently suffering from an absolute, catastrophic 
blockage! You want to intertwine your body with the world? Then congratulations, you are 
officially intertwined with a broken toilet! Even if you call the drop a "dialogue," that 
dialogue must cross the infinite mathematical points of physical space. Before the dialogue 
can reach its conclusion at the bottom of the trench, it gets stuck in an infinity of microscopic, 
fractional commas! The dialogue is frozen; the communication has broken down completely. 
Your living body-subject is paralyzed by its own internal anatomy! 

Maurice Merleau-Ponty: (His analytical composure completely fracturing as he looks down 
into the roaring trench) The flesh... is stuck in the distance... The intentional arc cannot 
bridge the fractional intervals... 

The Dean: (Reaching down with a brutal, absolute grin, he grips the massive iron lever 
attached to the primary hydraulic release valve) You brilliant giants of modern Europe! You 
write of bracketed egos, authentic beings, radical freedoms, ambiguous futures, and lived 
flesh—all to hide yourselves from the raw, heavy, unyielding truth of physical consequence! 
You build magnificent, transparent castles of thought, but logic without a completed effect is 
nothing but a stagnant pool of your own waste! 
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(The Dean slams the master hydraulic lever down. The thick ropes holding the latrine bench 
snap with a deafening, fibrous crack. The entire wooden slab drops violently into a dead free 
fall over the trench. The sudden, earth-shattering kinetic shock completely shatters the 
mathematical spell—gravity obliterates the infinite midpoints, and with a thunderous roar, 
the physical mass plunges directly into the rushing underbelly of the university, vaporizing 
instantly into the dark, putrid torrent below.) 

The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the flush! The 
continuum yields to the furnace of the fact! The students keep hooting, the water keeps 
moving, and your arguments are washed out to sea! Lecture dismissed! Go wipe your 
phenomenological lenses! 

 

 

 

Setting: The Broken Anchor Tavern 

A sprawling, filth-encrusted dockside tavern turned makeshift lecture hall, absolutely packed 
to the rafters with a feral, slurring mob of radical post-structuralist students. The atmosphere 
is thick with the rancid reek of sour ale, cheap tobacco smoke, and the stinging stench of 
unwashed bodies. 

All around, students are hooting, booing, crashing heavy oak tankards together, and 
aggressively pissing straight against the structural timber beams. A brutal, chaotic brawl 
rages near the hearth, where leather-bound anthologies of literary theory are being ripped 
apart to use as kindling or as improvised weapons to smash over opponents' heads. 

Suspended by thick, grease-soaked hemp ropes directly over a yawning, roaring open sewer 
trench in the floorboards is a long, splintered wooden latrine bench. Squatted precariously 
upon this communal perch, frantically clutching their wool coats and tailored trousers out of 
the flying muck, are the high priests of Structuralism, Deconstruction, and Post-
Structuralism. 

Hovering directly above the sticky, beer-slicked bar on an impossible throne welded from 
smashed printing presses and rusted iron gears is The Dean, the Consequencer. He wears a 
tattered, vomit-stained academic gown and wields a heavy, iron-headed bung-starter (a cask 
hammer). Every time a student lets out a thunderous roar or a ripping fart, the Dean slams his 
hammer against the bar, demanding absolute, profane philosophical accountability. 

 

The Core Mechanics: The Dean Paradox 

The Dean’s philosophy delivers a brutal, scatological execution of Zeno’s Dichotomy 
Paradox to demolish the linguistic and cultural continuums of the 20th-century French avant-
garde: 
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1. The Shit Trajectory: Between a philosopher's physical anatomy (the Cause) and the 
roaring sewer trench below (the Effect), there exists a finite physical distance. 

2. The Infinite Fractional Shithole: This finite distance contains an infinite number of 
mathematical points. To reach the drain, the dropping matter must cross exactly half 
the distance, then half of the remaining distance, ad infinitum. 

3. The Tyranny of the Next Step: Because an infinite series of fractions can never be 
fully crossed, there is always a smaller, microscopic "next step" required before the 
first macroscopic movement can ever even begin. 

4. The Stagnant Gridlock: Therefore, if abstract, continuous systems of relation, 
discourse, or difference were true, the entire universe would be frozen in a state of 
absolute, eternal internal constipation. The physical reality of the plunging mass 
proves that their intellectual frameworks are fundamentally broken illusions. 

 

The Dean, the Consequencer: Armed with an infinite ledger and a golden plunger. He 
enforces the "Dean Paradox": If all causes must have an ultimate end, then every 
philosophical system must eventually resolve into a singular, undeniable pile of physical 
consequence 

 

Structuralism & Post-Structuralism (1950–2000) 

Language, power, systems, deconstruction. 

. 

• Ferdinand de Saussure 
• Claude Lévi-Strauss 
• Michel Foucault 
• Jacques Derrida 
• Gilles Deleuze 
• Julia Kristeva 

 

 

The Dialogue 

(In the background, a rowdy student lets out a wet, thunderous, ripping fart that vibrates the 
floorboards. The crowd of students hoots, boos, and hurls sticky pewter mugs toward the 
stage.) 

The Dean: (Slamming his iron bung-starter onto the bar, a sound like a gunshot) Shut your 
filthy yaps, you degenerate, sniveling bastards! Silence in the tavern! Look at you, "French 
Theory" masters! You write massive, unreadable bibles on signs, structures, discourse, and 
deconstruction, yet you are sitting on a swinging shithouse bench in a room full of farting, 
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pissing sophomores, completely enslaved to your own colons! Let us apply the Dean 
Paradox to your precious philosophies. If all causes must have an ultimate end, how do your 
systems survive the infinite, fractional metrics of this very pit? 

Act I: The Structuralists 

Ferdinand de Saussure: (Gripping the ropes of the swinging bench as a stray pint of ale 
splashes near his boots, his face pale with academic outrage) My system is entirely immune 
to your crude physics, Dean! I have proven that language is a system of pure values based on 
a radical split. The sign is divided into a Signifier (the sound-image) and a Signified (the 
concept). There are no positive terms in language, only conceptual and phonic differences! 
This metabolic release is merely a signifier within a cultural code of biology! 

The Dean: (Pointing his spiked hammer at Saussure's face) Oh, Saussure! You magnificent, 
pipe-smoking fraud! You think your linguistic "differences" can save you from a heavy 
bowel movement? Look down into the void, you old bastard! To achieve your "biological 
signifier," your material turd must pass through half the distance to that sewer trench. Then a 
quarter. Then an eighth, a sixteenth! There is an infinite number of midpoints between your 
flesh and that drain. By the rigid geometry of space, your waste is paralyzed mid-air! It 
cannot take the first step because there is always an infinitesimal step before it. Your system 
of differences is marooned in a mathematical gridlock, Ferdinand! You have spent your life 
drawing arrows between the signifier and the signified, but you’ve permanently constipated 
your own output because your spatial fractions will never let the product leave the factory 
gates! 

Claude Lévi-Strauss: (Adjusting his spectacles nervously, trying to shield his notepad as a 
drunken student hoots and throws a piece of charcoal at him) Saussure's structural linguistic 
model scales perfectly into culture! My anthropological work proves that human societies are 
governed by deep, unconscious, invariant Binary Oppositions—Raw versus Cooked, 
Culture versus Nature, High versus Low. This latrine is simply the structural matrix that 
mediates the universal binary opposition between the human body and the external world! 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, splashing stagnant, foul trench-water toward Lévi-
Strauss)  You say governed by Binary Oppositions  but don’t you know ast an 
anthropologist that is just by your Western parochial logic other cultures have different 
logics-yet yes you will call them in a racist way “pre-logical”Raw versus Cooked? More like 
Full versus Clogged, you absolute hack! You think your neat little binary codes can bypass 
the continuum? Even if you map out a thousand structural matrices, your physical projectile 
still has to navigate the infinite fractions of the drop. My paradox completely shatters your 
binary illusions. Before your "universal opposition" can reach the water, it must clear the 
point just before the water, and the point before that. There is always a next step before the 
first step! Your structures are completely jammed inside the interval, Claude! You are sitting 
on a hole waiting for a cultural mediation that is mathematically impossible because Zeno’s 
trap has locked up your unconscious coordinates! 
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Act II: The Post-Structuralists & Genealogists 

Michel Foucault: (Adjusting his turtle-neck, his bald head gleaming under the dim tavern 
lanterns, speaking with sharp, cynical intensity) This entire setup is nothing but an apparatus 
of power! A matrix of Biopolitics designed to discipline and punish our bodies! The "Dean" 
is simply an agent of the dominant discursive formation, using a manufactured mathematical 
"paradox" to pathologize our basic anatomy, police our deviations, and enforce a localized 
regime of hygienic surveillance! 

The Dean: (Slamming his hammer against his throne of printing presses, causing the whole 
bar to rattle) Discursive formations? You paranoid, archive-dwelling degenerate! You think 
calling geometry a "regime of power" will unblock your plumbing? Go write a genealogy 
about it, Michel! But my paradox doesn't give a damn about your power relations. You can 
deconstruct surveillance all night, but your physical waste is bound by an absolute, non-
discursive material reality. Before your biopolitical body can execute a single drop, it gets 
intercepted by an infinity of miniature fractional thresholds. You aren't being oppressed by 
my discourse, Foucault; you are being completely held hostage by your own metabolic 
fractions, yelling about liberation while permanently puckered by mathematics! Your 
"archaeology of knowledge" has buried you in an unresolvable heap of architectural gridlock! 

Jacques Derrida: (Twirling a lock of silver hair, a smug, highly convoluted smirk on his face 
as a rowdy student passes out face-first onto a table next to him) You are all trapped in the 
Logocentrism of Western metaphysics—the illusion of a stable, present meaning. There is no 
outside-the-text (Il n'y a pas de hors-texte). Meaning is never fully present; it is constantly 
deferred along an infinite chain of signifiers. What you call a "clog" is simply Différance—
the endless deferral of the final signified. The drop doesn't fail to hit the bottom; its ultimate 
meaning is merely infinitely postponed within the textual fabric of the world! 

The Dean: (Leaning far over the bar, glaring down at Derrida with absolute fury)  You say I 
am You are all trapped in the Logocentrism of Western metaphysics  no it is you who doth 
write andst argue inst that systemthus a performative paradox I just show thee where thy 
logic leads-right up your arse Deferred along an endless chain, you cross-eyed word-
merchant? Let’s trace the literal consequence of your pathetic différance. If your waste is 
"infinitely postponed" within a textual fabric, then you are admitting that your entire 
philosophy is a self-inflicted, eternal internal backup! You want to deconstruct presence? 
Congratulations, you have successfully deconstructed your ability to use the bathroom! My 
paradox weaponizes your "endless deferral" and turns it into a physical catastrophe. You can't 
escape the fractions by calling them a text, Jacques. You can't wipe your ass with a 
deconstructed page! You are stuck on that bench forever, a monument to a philosophy that 
can never logically guarantee its own punctuation mark! 

 

Act III: The Schizoanalyst and the Abject 

Gilles Deleuze: (His long, uncut fingernails twitching frantically as he gestures wildly in the 
smoke) No! You are looking at it through a paranoid, static lens! The body is not a structure; 
it is a Body without Organs! A chaotic field of nomadic, desiring-machines! We must 
escape your rigid, localized coordinates! This metabolic event is a line of flight—a 
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deterritorialized flow breaking through your territorial boundaries! It is an assemblage of 
desire, a rhizome connecting the gut to the cosmos! 

The Dean: (Slamming his mace-like hammer down so hard the suspended latrine bench 
violently shakes, forcing the philosophers to bounce on their seats) A line of flight, Gilles? 
Your line of flight just slammed into an brick wall! Your desiring-machines are currently 
suffering from a total, catastrophic mechanical failure! You want to turn your gut into a 
rhizome? Then your rhizome is completely choked with weeds! Even if you call the drop a 
"nomadic flow," that flow must cross the infinite mathematical points of physical space. 
Before your deterritorialized flow can reach its destination at the bottom of the trench, it gets 
paralyzed by an infinity of miniature, fractional border-control checkpoints inside the 
continuum. The flow is frozen; the desiring-machine is gridlocked. Your body without organs 
is just a body with a massive, unresolvable structural backup! 

Julia Kristeva: (Staring down into the dark, roaring trench with a brooding, psychoanalytic 
scowl, her voice heavy with melancholic weight) You talk of flows, but this is the realm of 
the Abject. The abject is that which breaks down the boundary between the self and the 
other—it is the primal horror of the body’s waste that we must violently cast out to survive as 
subjects. But this paradox forces us to confront the terrifying truth: the abject can never truly 
be cast out. It remains trapped in the semiotic chora, suspended in an unresolvable state of 
borderline trauma between our skin and the world! 

The Dean: (Grinding his teeth, his eyes boring into Kristeva) Suspended in a borderline 
trauma, Julia? Your semiotic chora is about to get completely flooded! You want to 
psychoanalyze the sewer? Go ahead, but your primal horror is bound by a rigid, mathematical 
grid. If your abjection relies on a sequential timeline of cause and effect to cast out the waste, 
it must obey the law of the next step. Before your "cast-out subject" can hit the radiant filth 
below, it must pass the fractional point just before the water. And before that, the point before 
that. If the continuous points are infinite, your boundary-breaking abject can never actually 
clear your own body! You haven't separated the self from the other; your philosophy has 
locked them both up in a permanent, localized metabolic stalemate! 

Julia Kristeva: (Her psychoanalytic composure completely fracturing as she stares into the 
open grate) The boundary... is jammed in the interval... The abject cannot complete its 
separation because the fractions are infinite... 

The Dean: (Reaching down with a brutal, absolute grin, he grips the massive iron flush-lever 
behind the bar connected to the tavern’s primary tidal storm-drain pipe) You brilliant giants 
of modern France! You write of signifiers, binary codes, biopolitical regimes, deferred 
meanings, lines of flight, and abject boundaries—all to shield yourselves from the raw, 
heavy, unyielding truth of physical consequence! You build magnificent, transparent castles 
of linguistic sand, but logic without a completed effect is nothing but a stagnant pool of your 
own waste! 

(The Dean slams the master flush-lever down. The thick hemp ropes holding the latrine bench 
snap with a deafening, fibrous crack. The entire wooden slab drops violently into a dead free 
fall over the trench. The sudden, earth-shattering kinetic shock completely shatters the 
theoretical spell—gravity obliterates the infinite midpoints, and with a thunderous roar, the 
physical mass plunges directly into the rushing underbelly of the tavern, vaporizing instantly 
into the dark, putrid torrent below.) 
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The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the flush! The 
continuum yields to the furnace of the fact! The students keep hooting, the water keeps 
moving, and your text is washed out to sea! Lecture dismissed! Go deconstruct a towel! 

The “Philosophy & Filth” Restaurant was in complete pandemonium. It was 
supposed to be an upscale intellectual dining spot, but tonight it had turned into a 
sewer. Tables were covered in spilled wine, half-eaten steaks, and puddles of piss. 
Students filled every corner — squatting between tables, openly shitting on the floor, 
pissing against the legs of chairs, and hooting like drunk monkeys. Every time a 
philosopher tried to speak, the room erupted in loud boos, wet farts, and mocking 
laughter. A girl in a short skirt was pissing into an empty wine glass while filming on 
her phone. A group of grad students in the corner were having a farting contest while 
cheering “Brown O! Brown O!”In the middle of the main dining floor, under a cheap 
chandelier, stood The  Consequencer — completely naked, body smeared in shit, 
holding a half-eaten sausage like a scepter.Chained to dining chairs around him 
were six major analytic and political philosophers, covered in food scraps and filth. 
 

 

Late 20th-Century Analytic Philosophy (1950–2000) 

Language, mind, science, ethics 

 

The Dean, the Consequencer: Armed with an infinite ledger and a golden plunger. He 
enforces the "Dean Paradox": If all causes must have an ultimate end, then every 
philosophical system must eventually resolve into a singular, undeniable pile of physical 
consequence 

Language, mind, science, ethics. 

• W. V. O. Quine 
• Donald Davidson 
• Saul Kripke 
• Hilary Putnam 
• John Rawls 
• Thomas Nagel 

 

Consequencer Dean (grinning madly at the chaotic students): 
Listen up, you filthy fucking students! Keep pissing and shitting — this is how 
philosophy dies! 
 
W. V. O. Quine (trying to stay calm): 
My naturalized epistemology holds that philosophy must be continuous with science. 
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There is no clear distinction between analytic and synthetic truths. All knowledge is 
underdetermined. 
 
Consequencer Dean (slapping his own shit-covered thigh): 
Quine, you smooth-talking empiricist cunt! You think knowledge is a web of beliefs? 
Then how the fuck does any belief ever connect to reality? 
Between your cause (sensory input, theory) and your effect (actual knowledge) there 
are infinite fucking points! 
Your web never touches anything! There’s always another step before the first step! 
Your entire naturalized epistemology is just beautifully arranged dogshit that never 
quite reaches truth! An epistemology built upon a broken logic the dean paradox 
shows with the result   
We can get  

The dean dilemma  

Either logic is  true and reality false –an illusion 

Or 

Reality is true and logic is false  

BUT WHAT IF BOTH LOGIC AND REALITY ARE TRUE 

For the contradiction: 

• Logic says: motion is impossible. 
• Experience says: motion occurs. 

→ Both P and ¬P are true. 
Contradiction becomes real. 

The Dean Paradox is so devastating because it argues that in the real world (specifically, 
motion), the contradiction P∧¬P is demonstrably true, where: 

• P: Logic says: Motion is impossible. 
• ¬P: Experience says: Motion occurs. 

This means that both P and ¬P are true, which collapses the foundation of classical logic 
(the Law of Non-Contradiction). 

 
 
 Students (booing and farting): “Quine’s a fucking fraud!” loud wet farts 
Donald Davidson (dignified): 
Radical interpretation is possible. We must assume the speaker is mostly rational. 
Triangulation between speaker, interpreter, and world gives us objective truth. 
 
Consequencer Dean (laughing): 
Davidson! You optimistic prick! You think we can triangulate truth? 



114 
 

How the fuck does any interpretation ever complete when between cause (utterance) 
and effect (understanding) there’s an infinite goddamn chain of points? 
Your triangulation is eternally cock blocked! Your rational speaker is stuck mid-
sentence with his philosophical dick in his hand! Students (hooting): “Triangulate 
deez nuts!” multiple people pissing loudly You talk about “truth” but the logic 
you use to get that “truth is broken by the dean paradox We can get  

The dean dilemma  

Either logic is  true and reality false –an illusion 

Or 

Reality is true and logic is false  

BUT WHAT IF BOTH LOGIC AND REALITY ARE TRUE 

For the contradiction: 

• Logic says: motion is impossible. 
• Experience says: motion occurs. 

→ Both P and ¬P are true. 
Contradiction becomes real. 

The Dean Paradox is so devastating because it argues that in the real world (specifically, 
motion), the contradiction P∧¬P is demonstrably true, where: 

• P: Logic says: Motion is impossible. 
• ¬P: Experience says: Motion occurs. 

This means that both P and ¬P are true, which collapses the foundation of classical logic 
(the Law of Non-Contradiction). 

 
Saul Kripke (intense): 
Some truths are necessary a posteriori. Names are rigid designators. Meaning is not 
purely descriptive! 
 
Consequencer Dean (getting in his face): 
Kripke! You rigid-designator motherfucker! 
How does any name ever refer to anything when between the cause (naming) and 
the effect (reference) there are infinite fucking points? 
Your rigid designators are limp as a dead cock! Your necessary truths never arrive 
— they’re stuck in infinite traffic! Students (booing): “Kripke’s a bitch!” loud 
collective farting 
You say “Meaning is not purely descriptive!” but you use a broken logic to say that 
the dean paradox The dean dilemma  
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Either logic is  true and reality false –an illusion 

Or 

Reality is true and logic is false  

BUT WHAT IF BOTH LOGIC AND REALITY ARE TRUE 

For the contradiction: 

• Logic says: motion is impossible. 
• Experience says: motion occurs. 

→ Both P and ¬P are true. 
Contradiction becomes real. 

The Dean Paradox is so devastating because it argues that in the real world (specifically, 
motion), the contradiction P∧¬P is demonstrably true, where: 

• P: Logic says: Motion is impossible. 
• ¬P: Experience says: Motion occurs. 

This means that both P and ¬P are true, which collapses the foundation of classical logic 
(the Law of Non-Contradiction). 

Hilary Putnam (trying to argue): 
Meaning is not in the head! We have externalism. “Twin Earth” shows that semantics 
depends on the environment. 
 
Consequencer Dean: 
Putnam! You Twin Earth cunt! 
How does any meaning ever leave the head and reach the world when between 
cause and effect there’s an actual infinity of points? 
Your externalism is pure internal constipation! Your water on Twin Earth is just 
different colored shit! Students (laughing and booing): “Fuck Twin Earth!” You 
talk of meaning like Kripke yet  
!” but you use a broken logic to say that the dean paradox The dean dilemma  

Either logic is  true and reality false –an illusion 

Or 

Reality is true and logic is false  

BUT WHAT IF BOTH LOGIC AND REALITY ARE TRUE 

For the contradiction: 

• Logic says: motion is impossible. 
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• Experience says: motion occurs. 
→ Both P and ¬P are true. 
Contradiction becomes real. 

The Dean Paradox is so devastating because it argues that in the real world (specifically, 
motion), the contradiction P∧¬P is demonstrably true, where: 

• P: Logic says: Motion is impossible. 
• ¬P: Experience says: Motion occurs. 

This means that both P and ¬P are true, which collapses the foundation of classical logic 
(the Law of Non-Contradiction). 

John Rawls (earnest): 
Justice as fairness! The veil of ignorance! We must design society according to fair 
principles… 
 
Consequencer Dean (interrupting): 
Rawls! You liberal hall-monitor! 
How the fuck does any principle of justice ever become real when between your 
cause (the veil, the original position) and your effect (actual just society) there are 
infinite points? 
Your veil of ignorance never lifts! Your fair society is eternally stuck in philosophical 
blue balls! Students (booing loudly): “Rawls is neoliberal shit!” You say must 
design society according to fair principles… 
 But the logic you use to do that is broken by the dean paradox  
 
Thomas Nagel (thoughtful): 
There is something it is like to be a bat. Consciousness is subjective. We cannot fully 
reduce the mind to physical processes. The view from nowhere is limited. 
 
Consequencer Dean (most vicious): 
Nagel! You bat-fucking mystic! 
How the fuck is there “something it is like” to be anything when between your 
conscious cause and conscious effect there are infinite fucking points? 
Your subjective experience can never complete itself! Even being a bat is logically 
impossible, you pretentious cunt! Students (hooting and screaming with 
laughter): “What is it like to be a piece of shit, Nagel?!” You say Consciousness 
is subjective. We cannot fully reduce the mind to physical processes. But you use a 
broken logic the dean paradox shows  
 
 
 
Consequencer Dean (turning to the entire filthy restaurant, arms wide open):All you 
analytic gods — Quine, Davidson, Kripke, Putnam, Rawls, Nagel — 
All your systems, all your precision, all your fucking cleverness…Lead here. 
To a restaurant full of students pissing on the floor, shitting between tables, and 
farting in your faces while your philosophies collapse. There is no effect. 
There is only the Brown O.Drop, you magnificent bastards. The entire restaurant 
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erupted in a deafening cacophony of boos, laughter, farts, pissing, and 
screaming as students cheered The Consequencer. 
 
 

Setting: The Hyper-Capitalist Campus Refectory 

The Mega-Java Refectory at the elite Global Institute is a dystopian, neon-lit nightmare of 
contemporary student life. The air is a toxic soup of burnt espresso beans, stale vape smoke, 
cheap energy drinks, and hot grease. 

All around, a feral, degenerate mob of hyper-caffeinated students are hooting, booing, 
crashing plastic chairs together, and aggressively pissing straight into the automated recycling 
bins. A chaotic brawl rages near the self-service kiosks, where semesters of digital theory 
textbooks are being torn apart to wipe up spilled iced lattes. 

Suspended by thick, grease-soaked climbing ropes directly over a yawning, roaring open 
sewer trench sliced straight through the linoleum floorboards is a long, plastic-molded latrine 
bench. Squatted precariously upon this communal perch, frantically clutching their high-end 
designer coats and tailored academic blazers out of the flying muck, are the rockstars of 
contemporary philosophy, critical theory, and speculative realism. 

Hovering directly above the barista's counter on an impossible throne welded from broken 
tablet screens and rusted iron gears is The Dean, the Consequencer. He wears a tattered, 
vomit-stained academic gown and wields a heavy, iron-headed espresso portafilter as a mace. 
Every time a student lets out a thunderous roar or a ripping fart, the Dean slams his portafilter 
against the counter, demanding absolute, profane philosophical accountability. 

 

The Core Mechanics: The Dean Paradox 

The Dean’s philosophy delivers a brutal, scatological execution of Zeno’s Dichotomy 
Paradox to demolish the linguistic, psychoanalytic, and material continuums of 21st-century 
contemporary thought: 

1. The Shit Trajectory: Between a philosopher's physical anatomy (the Cause) and the 
roaring sewer trench below (the Effect), there exists a finite physical distance. 

2. The Infinite Fractional Shithole: This finite distance contains an infinite number of 
mathematical points. To reach the drain, the dropping matter must cross exactly half 
the distance, then half of the remaining distance, ad infinitum. 

3. The Tyranny of the Next Step: Because an infinite series of fractions can never be 
fully crossed, there is always a smaller, microscopic "next step" required before the 
first macroscopic movement can ever even begin. 

4. The Stagnant Gridlock: Therefore, if abstract, continuous systems of performance, 
ideology, or hyper-objects were true, the entire universe would be frozen in a state of 
absolute, eternal internal constipation. The physical reality of the plunging mass 
proves that their intellectual frameworks are fundamentally broken illusions. 
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Contemporary Philosophy (2000–present) 

A diverse landscape of global thinkers. 

 

The Dean, the Consequencer: Armed with an infinite ledger and a golden plunger. He 
enforces the "Dean Paradox": If all causes must have an ultimate end, then every 
philosophical system must eventually resolve into a singular, undeniable pile of physical 
consequence 

 

•  Judith Butler 

•  Slavoj Žižek 

•  Martha Nussbaum 

•  Graham Harman 

•  Quentin Meillassoux 

•  Achille Mbembe 

 

The Dialogue 

(In the background, a rowdy student lets out a wet, thunderous, ripping fart that vibrates the 
plastic refectory chairs. The crowd of students hoots, boos, and hurls sticky empty energy 
drink cans toward the stage.) 

 

Dean points out before the talk that all here doth use logic to argue for their system but dean 
doth point out the dean paradox doth show their logic is broken so they all dot talk shit  

We can get  

The dean dilemma  

Either logic is  true and reality false –an illusion 

Or 
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Reality is true and logic is false  

BUT WHAT IF BOTH LOGIC AND REALITY ARE TRUE 

For the contradiction: 

• Logic says: motion is impossible. 
• Experience says: motion occurs. 

→ Both P and ¬P are true. 
Contradiction becomes real. 

The Dean Paradox is so devastating because it argues that in the real world (specifically, 
motion), the contradiction P∧¬P is demonstrably true, where: 

• P: Logic says: Motion is impossible. 
• ¬P: Experience says: Motion occurs. 

This means that both P and ¬P are true, which collapses the foundation of classical logic 
(the Law of Non-Contradiction). 

The Dean: (Slamming his iron portafilter onto the counter, a sound like a pistol shot) Shut 
your filthy yaps, you degenerate, sniveling bastards! Silence in the refectory! Look at you, 
"High Theory" celebrities! You write massive, trending books on gender, ideology, 
capabilities, and object-oriented speculation, yet you are sitting on a swinging shithouse 
bench in a room full of farting, pissing sophomores, completely enslaved to your own colons! 
Let us apply the Dean Paradox to your precious philosophies. If all causes must have an 
ultimate end, how do your systems survive the infinite, fractional metrics of this very pit? 

Act I: The Performative & The Ideological 

Judith Butler: (Gripping the ropes of the swinging bench as a stray splash of oat milk lands 
near their boots, their face calm but fiercely analytical) Your crude physical trap fails to 
recognize the nature of reality, Dean! Gender, the body, and identity are not fixed material 
essences. They are produced through Gender Performativity—a stylized repetition of acts 
through time. This biological release is itself an effect of a discourse that materializes the 
body. It is a performance regulated by societal norms! 

The Dean: (Pointing his spiked espresso filter at Butler's face) Oh, Butler! You magnificent, 
non-binary linguistic illusionist! You think your "stylized repetition of acts" can save you 
from a heavy bowel movement? Look down into the void, you brilliant fraud! To achieve 
your "performative act," your material turd must pass through half the distance to that sewer 
trench. Then a quarter. Then an eighth, a sixteenth! There is an infinite number of midpoints 
between your flesh and that drain. By the rigid geometry of space, your waste is paralyzed 
mid-air! It cannot take the first step because there is always an infinitesimal step before it. 
Your performance is marooned in a mathematical gridlock, Judith! You have spent your life 
deconstructing the binary, but you’ve permanently constipated your own output because your 
spatial fractions will never let the act leave the runway! 
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Slavoj Žižek: (Sniffing violently, tugging his grease-stained shirt, his beard sprayed with 
stray foam as he gesticulates wildly) And so on, and so on! But don't you see? Pure ideology! 
Your paradox is the ultimate expression of the Lacanian Real—the traumatic kernel that 
disrupts our symbolic reality! We think we are just taking a shit, but this waste is the objet 
petit a, the surplus-enjoyment that sustains the ideological apparatus of the University! The 
clog is not physical; it is an ideological fantasy that masks the fundamental antagonism of 
capitalism! Sniff. 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, splashing stagnant, foul trench-water toward Žižek) 
Pure ideology? More like Pure Backup, you twitching, espresso-chugging Slovenian clown! 
You think your Lacanian jokes can unblock your plumbing? Go write an introduction to 
Hegel about it, Slavoj! But my paradox doesn't give a damn about your symbolic order. You 
can analyze surplus-enjoyment all night, but your physical waste is bound by an absolute, 
material reality. Before your ideological body can execute a single drop, it gets intercepted by 
an infinity of miniature fractional thresholds. You aren't being traumatized by the Real, 
Žižek; you are being completely held hostage by your own metabolic fractions, shouting 
about revolution while permanently puckered by mathematics! Your "sublime object of 
ideology" is nothing but an unresolvable heap of architectural gridlock! 

 

Act II: The Capability and The Necro-Political 

Martha Nussbaum: (Adjusting her professional blazer, speaking with sharp, universalist 
moral clarity as a student hoots and throws a plastic fork at her) This is an egregious 
violation of human dignity! In my Capabilities Approach, I argue that a just society must 
guarantee every individual the core functional capabilities necessary for a flourishing life—
including bodily health and bodily integrity. This latrine crisis is a failure of institutional 
justice, preventing the basic capabilities of the organism from reaching their natural, 
flourishing end! 

The Dean: (Slamming his portafilter against his throne, causing the automated kiosks to 
rattle) Flourishing capabilities? You naive, institutional policy-monger! Your capabilities 
approach is utterly hollowed out by my paradox! If your functional capabilities rely on a 
sequential timeline of cause and effect to achieve a flourishing life, they must obey the law of 
the next step. Before your "organic health capability" can achieve its final execution in the 
trench, it must pass the fractional point just before the water. And before that, the point 
before that. If the continuous points are infinite, your human development indexes can never 
actually pass a single drop or clear a single pipe! Your ideal justice is completely gridlocked 
by its own internal calculus! 

Achille Mbembe: (Gazing down into the dark, roaring trench with a brooding, post-colonial 
scowl, his voice heavy with historical weight) You talk of justice, but this is the ultimate 
space of Necropolitics. Sovereignty is the power to dictate who may live and who must die. 
This platform is a colony of the gut, where our bodies are subjected to a technological regime 
of structural disposal. The paradox is not a mathematical mistake; it is a calculation of 
subjugation that suspends the colonized body in an eternal, living death, caught between life 
and the abyss of the waste! 
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The Dean: (Grinding his teeth, his eyes boring into Mbembe) Suspended in a living death, 
Achille? Your necro-political sovereign is about to get completely flushed out! You want to 
decolonize the sewer? Go ahead, but your structural disposal is bound by a rigid, 
mathematical grid. If your sovereignty relies on an exercise of power to create a cause and an 
effect, it must obey the law of the next step. Before your "subjugated projectile" can hit the 
radiant filth below, it must pass the fractional point just before the water. If the continuous 
points are infinite, your sovereign lines of power can never actually take flight! Your post-
colonial resistance is entirely gridlocked by its own internal fractions. The material object has 
completely locked up your sovereign subject! 

 

Act III: The Speculative Realists 

Graham Harman: (Sitting perfectly upright, speaking with calm, object-oriented 
detachment as a brutal student fistfight rages directly behind his seat) You are all too human-
centric. My Object-Oriented Ontology proves that real objects are entirely withdrawn from 
all human access and relation. This toilet, this waste, and this sewer trench are independent 
objects that never truly touch or perceive one another. They interact only through vicarious 
causation mediated by sensual qualities. The drop doesn't get stuck in your human 
mathematics; the real object "turd" is simply completely withdrawn from the real object 
"drain"! 

The Dean: (Slamming his iron portafilter down so hard the entire suspended latrine bench 
violently shakes, forcing the philosophers to bounce on their plastic seats) Completely 
withdrawn, Harman? Your "withdrawn object" is currently causing a catastrophic, localized 
material disaster! You want to isolate your objects from human relation? Then 
congratulations, you have officially isolated your ass from reality! Even if you call the drop 
"vicarious causation," that interaction must cross the infinite mathematical points of physical 
space. Before your withdrawn object can reach its destination at the bottom of the trench, it 
gets paralyzed by an infinity of miniature, fractional steps inside the continuum. The 
vicarious bridge is frozen; the objects are gridlocked. Your speculative ontology is just an 
architecture of absolute, unresolvable constipation built onst a broken logic! 

Quentin Meillassoux: (His eyes wide with frantic, speculative energy, pointing a shaking 
finger at the ceiling) No! Harman is trapped in correlationism! We must break through to the 
absolute Ancestral realm outside of human thought! Through pure mathematics, I have 
proven that the only absolute is Hyper-Chaos—the fact that there is no reason for anything 
to be the way it is, and everything can change completely at any millisecond without cause! 
There is no stable physical law of gravity! The drop is not stuck in fractions; it is suspended 
because the laws of nature are radically contingent and can mutate at any moment! 

The Dean: (Leaning far over the counter, his face contorted in a brutal, profane grin) 
Radically contingent, Quentin? Let's test your hyper-chaos right now, you speculative 
lunatic! You say there are no stable physical laws? You think your pure mathematics can let 
you float above this hole? If my paradox holds, and the cause can never get to its effect 
through the infinite fractions of your own continuous math, then your "hyper-chaos" is 
permanently locked in place. Your radical contingency doesn't free your bowels; it sentences 
you to sit here for eternity, unable to logically justify the expectation of ever finishing your 
business! You are the ultimate, self-inflicted, philosophical logjam! built onst a broken logic 
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Quentin Meillassoux: (His analytical composure completely fracturing as he stares into the 
roaring trench) The absolute contingency... is jammed in the interval... The ancestral math 
cannot bridge the fractional thresholds... 

The Dean: (Reaching down with a brutal, absolute grin, he grips the massive iron flush-lever 
behind the bar connected to the refectory’s primary high-pressure industrial waste pump) 
You brilliant celebrities of contemporary thought! You write of performative acts, ideological 
fantasies, human capabilities, necro-political zones, withdrawn objects, and hyper-chaos—all 
to shield yourselves from the raw, heavy, unyielding truth of physical consequence! You 
build magnificent, transparent castles of high-theory sand, but logic without a completed 
effect is nothing but a stagnant pool of your own waste! built onst a broken logic 

(The Dean slams the master flush-lever down. The thick climbing ropes holding the plastic 
latrine bench snap with a deafening, synthetic crack. The entire molded slab drops violently 
into a dead free fall over the trench. The sudden, earth-shattering kinetic shock completely 
shatters the theoretical spell—gravity obliterates the infinite midpoints, and with a 
thunderous roar, the physical mass plunges directly into the rushing underbelly of the 
refectory, vaporizing instantly into the dark, putrid torrent below.) 

The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the flush! The 
continuum yields to the furnace of the fact! The students keep hooting, the water keeps 
moving, and your theory is washed out to sea! Lecture dismissed! Go deconstruct an espresso 
machine! built onst a broken logic 

 

Setting: The Non-Linear Student Lounge 

The Fuzzy Logic Cyber-Café inside the university’s Math-Philosophy Annex is a total, hyper-
chaotic madhouse. The room is choked with the stinging reek of burnt circuit boards, stale 
energy drinks, and cheap, greasy onion rings. 

All around, a feral mob of slurring, hyper-intellectual students are hooting, booing, and 
smashing plastic chairs over each other’s heads. Half of them are aggressively pissing straight 
into the vending machine coin slots, while others are letting out wet, thunderous, 
synchronized farts to disrupt the speakers. A massive brawl rages by the arcade cabinets, 
where volumes of formal proof theory are being ripped into shreds to soak up spilled, 
lukewarm lattes. 

Suspended by thick, grease-slicked fiber-optic cables directly over a wide, roaring open 
sewer trench sliced right through the linoleum floorboards is a long, plastic-molded latrine 
bench. Squatted precariously upon this communal perch, frantically clutching their tweed 
jackets and designer spectacles out of the flying muck, are the absolute pioneers of alternative 
mathematics and non-classical logic. 

Hovering directly above the barista's counter on an impossible throne welded from broken 
graphing calculators and rusted iron gears is The Dean, the Consequencer. He wears a 
tattered, vomit-stained academic gown and wields a heavy, iron-headed espresso portafilter 
as an executioner's mace. Every time a rowdy student lets out a disruptive roar or a ripping 
fart, the Dean slams his portafilter, demanding absolute, profane philosophical accountability. 
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The Core Mechanics: The Dean Paradox 

The Dean’s philosophy delivers a brutal, scatological execution of Zeno’s Dichotomy 
Paradox to demolish the non-standard structures of alternative logics and mathematics: 

1. The Shit Trajectory: Between a logician's physical anatomy (the Cause) and the 
roaring sewer trench below (the Effect), there exists a finite physical distance. 

2. The Infinite Fractional Shithole: This finite distance contains an infinite number of 
mathematical points. To reach the drain, the dropping matter must cross exactly half 
the distance, then half of the remaining distance, ad infinitum. 

3. The Tyranny of the Next Step: Because an infinite series of fractions can never be 
fully crossed, there is always a smaller, microscopic "next step" required before the 
first macroscopic movement can ever even begin. 

4. The Stagnant Gridlock: Therefore, if abstract, continuous systems of truth-values, 
intuitionist steps, or useful fictions were true, the entire universe would be frozen in a 
state of absolute, eternal internal constipation. The physical reality of the plunging 
mass proves that their intellectual frameworks are fundamentally broken illusions. 

 

 

The Dean, the Consequencer: Armed with an infinite ledger and a golden plunger. He 
enforces the "Dean Paradox": If all causes must have an ultimate end, then every 
philosophical system must eventually resolve into a singular, undeniable pile of physical 
consequence 

non-classical logics, 

 paraconsistent logic 

  intuitionism, fictionalism 

The Dialogue 

(In the background, a rowdy student lets out a wet, thunderous, ripping fart that echoes off 
the neon walls. The crowd of students hoots, boos, and hurls sticky empty soda cans toward 
the stage.) 

The Dean: (Slamming his iron portafilter onto the counter, a sound like a pistol shot) Shut 
your filthy yaps, you degenerate, sniveling bastards! Silence in the cyber-café! Look at you, 
alternative math celebrities! You write massive, unreadable proofs on multi-valued truths, 
contradictions, and mathematical fictions, yet you are sitting on a swinging shithouse bench 
in a room full of farting, pissing sophomores, completely enslaved to your own colons! Let us 
apply the Dean Paradox to your precious philosophies. If all causes must have an ultimate 
end, how do your systems survive the infinite, fractional metrics of this very pit? 
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Act I: The Non-Classical & Paraconsistent Heretics 

The Champion of Non-Classical Logics: (Gripping the cables of the swinging bench as a 
stray splash of hot espresso lands near his boots, his face pale with academic outrage) Your 
crude physical trap relies on outdated, classical, binary thinking, Dean! You think in boring 
old True and False, $1$ and $0$. My Non-Classical Logics have proven that there are 
intermediate truth-values! There is a whole spectrum of fuzzy degrees of truth between the 
beginning and the end. This metabolic release isn't a simple binary event; it occupies a non-
classical, multi-valued space of potentiality! 

The Dean: (Pointing his spiked espresso filter at his face) Oh, you multi-valued fraud! You 
build your Non-classical logic from classical logic yet the dean paradox shows that is broken 
thus your non-classical logics are dust  ," so  you are  permanently constipated your own 
output because your logic  will never let the product anything as it is just dust ! 

The Paraconsistent Logician: (Adjusting his thick glasses nervously, trying to shield his 
laptop as a drunken student hoots and hurls an onion ring at him) No, Dean! You don't 
understand the power of the Paraconsistent Logic and dialetheism! We accept true 
contradictions! The law of non-contradiction is a classical myth. A statement can be both true 
and false at the same time without the system exploding into triviality. This latrine crisis is a 
beautiful dialetheia: the waste is moving, and yet it is not moving! We embrace the 
contradiction! 

The Dean: (Laughing uproariously, splashing stagnant, foul trench-water toward him) You 
build your Paraconsistent logic from classical logic yet the dean paradox shows that is 
broken thus your Paraconsistent logic is  dust  ," so  you are  permanently constipated your 
own output because your logic  will never let the product anything as it is just dust ! 

True and false at the same time? More like Full and Explosive, you absolute hack! Your 
paraconsistent logic is completely jammed inside your arse ! You are sitting on a hole 
jammed with dust  but cant  wipe your ass, your head is jammed up it ! Your paraconsistent 
logic is the philosophical equivalent of wearing a diaper because you can’t stop shitting 
yourself! Drop, you weak fucking coward! Even your tolerance ends in the Brown O 

 

Act II: The Intuitionist & The Fictionalist 

The Intuitionist: (Staring intensely at his own hands, his voice sharp and defensive) You 
talk of infinite fractions as if they exist out there in the world! My Intuitionism completely 
rejects the concept of an actual, completed infinity! Mathematics is a constructive mental 
activity of the human mind. An infinite series only exists if we actively construct it, step-by-
step, through verifiable mental proofs. Since we haven't actively constructed your infinite 
midpoints, they do not exist to block our path! We construct the step, therefore we take the 
step! 

The Dean: (Slamming his portafilter against his throne, causing the cyber-café routers to 
rattle) Construct the step, you naive, pencil-pushing construction worker? Your intuitionism 
just ran out of brick and mortar! Your philosophy says an infinity doesn't exist unless you 
construct it, but your physical anatomy doesn't give a damn about your mental verification! If 
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your biological cause relies on a sequential timeline of physical steps to achieve its effect, it 
is bound by the actual, extension-filled space of the universe. Before your "mental 
construction" can drop a single ounce into the trench, the physical matter is confronted by the 
raw, unyielding geometry of the gap. To take your first constructive step, you have to cross 
half the distance, which requires crossing half of that, ad infinitum. You can't just close your 
eyes and wish away the fractions, you fraud! Your intuitionist future is completely gridlocked 
by its own internal calculus. You haven't proven the step; you’ve permanently frozen the 
plumbing! 

The Fictionalist: (Puffing on a vape, a smug, detached smirk on his face as a brutal student 
fistfight rages right behind his seat) Why are you all taking this so seriously? My 
Fictionalism proves that mathematics and its abstract objects don't actually exist at all. 
Numbers, points, and fractions are just useful fictions—like fairy tales or novels—that we 
invent to help us organize our experiences. There are no real "infinite midpoints" because the 
midpoints are just a made-up story! The paradox isn't real; it's just a bad plot device in a 
mathematical fiction! 

The Dean: (Leaning far over the counter, his face contorted in a brutal, profane grin) A 
useful fiction, you detached, vape-sucking hipster? Let’s test your "fairy tale" right now, you 
delusional hack! You say the fractions are just a story? Then go tell that story to your lower 
intestines, because right now they are experiencing a very non-fictional, heavy, pressurized 
material reality! You want to deconstruct math into literature? Congratulations, you have 
successfully written a novel about a totally blocked colon! My paradox weaponizes your 
"useful fiction" and turns it into a physical catastrophe. You can't escape the fractions by 
calling them a metaphor. You can't wipe your ass with an imaginary piece of paper! You are 
stuck on that bench forever, a monument to a philosophy that can never logically guarantee 
its own punctuation mark! 

The Fictionalist: (His analytical composure completely fracturing as his vape drops into the 
roaring trench below) The fiction... is trapped in the physics... The metaphor cannot bridge 
the fractional thresholds... 

The Dean: (Reaching down with a brutal, absolute grin, he grips the massive iron flush-lever 
behind the bar connected to the cafe’s primary industrial waste pump) You brilliant 
celebrities of alternative mathematics! You write of intermediate truths, tolerable 
contradictions, constructed steps, and useful fictions—all to shield yourselves from the raw, 
heavy, unyielding truth of physical consequence! You build magnificent, transparent castles 
of abstract logic, but logic without a completed effect is nothing but a stagnant pool of your 
own waste! 

(The Dean slams the master flush-lever down. The thick fiber-optic cables holding the plastic 
latrine bench snap with a deafening, synthetic crack. The entire molded slab drops violently 
into a dead free fall over the trench. The sudden, earth-shattering kinetic shock completely 
shatters the alternative logical spells—gravity obliterates the infinite midpoints, and with a 
thunderous roar, the physical mass plunges directly into the rushing underbelly of the annex, 
vaporizing instantly into the dark, putrid torrent below.) 

The Dean: The paradox is resolved by the absolute, moving reality of the flush! The 
continuum yields to the furnace of the fact! The students keep hooting, the water keeps 
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moving, and your non-classical bullshit is washed out to sea! Lecture dismissed! Go calculate 
a plunger! 

Consequencer Dean (turning to the chaotic crowd of pissing, shitting, hooting 
students):These were the last cowards! 
The ones who saw the ship sinking and said “Let’s just change the rules,” “Let’s tolerate the 
contradiction,” “Let’s only build small things,” or “It’s all fake anyway!”All of them still end 
up here — 
In a university café full of students shitting on the floor and pissing in coffee cups while their 
final pathetic attempts collapse.There is no escape. All philosophy is rubbish. 
All logic is rubbish. 
All that remains is the Brown O. The students exploded in a thunderous, wet, disgusting roar 
— cheering, booing, farting, and shitting in celebration. 

SUMMARY 
The Absolute, Shitty Bottom Line: A Profane Summary 

Let’s skip the academic foreplay and boil this whole godforsaken work down to its raw, 
steaming essence. This text is nothing less than a metabolic meat-grinder designed to take 
the most celebrated brains in human history and flush them straight down the urban 
pipework. 

If you strip away all the dense jargon, the high-minded preening, and the centuries of leather-
bound ego, the entire history of Western philosophy is revealed to be a massive, self-inflicted 
cosmic logjam. Why? Because every single thinker from the dawn of time fell face-first into 
the exact same trap: The Dean Paradox. 

Here is the graphic, unwashed breakdown of how the Dean systematically destroys human 
intellect: 

1. The Trajectory of Reality: A philosopher sits on a swinging, splintered latrine 
bench. They have a biological cause (a heavy, post-dinner metabolic payload) and an 
ultimate end-effect (the roaring sewer trench below). Between their puckered anatomy 
and the muck below lies a finite, measurable physical distance. 

2. The Infinite Fractional Shithole: According to the continuous, rational, and logical 
systems these thinkers used to map the universe, that finite distance is packed with an 
infinite number of mathematical midpoints. To clear the seat, the dropping mass has to 
cross exactly half the distance, then half of the remaining distance, then half of that 
distance, ad infinitum. 

3. The Tyranny of the Next Step: Because you can never fully cross an infinite series 
of fractions, there is always a smaller, microscopic, sub-atomic "next step" required 
before the first macroscopic movement can even begin. 

4. The Stagnant Collapse: If their beautiful, continuous theories of language, reason, 
nature, or spirit were actually true, the entire universe would be permanently, 
structurally constipated. Nothing would ever drop. Time would freeze. The physical 
matter would be stuck hanging mid-air in a state of eternal, geometric gridlock. 
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The Roll Call of the Defeated 

The core of this work is a series of brutal, profane executions where the Dean uses this exact 
geometric chokehold to make the world's greatest minds pucker up in terror: 

• The Materialists & Contract Theorists (Hobbes, Locke, Rousseau, 
Montesquieu): They brag about "matter in motion" and "social contracts," but the 
Dean proves their mechanical chains of cause and effect are totally frozen. Their 
"Leviathans" are paralyzed, and their "Blank Slates" are just empty benches they can 
never logically clear. 

• The Enlightenment & Encyclopedists (Voltaire, Diderot, Adam Smith, Kant): 
They try to organize the world with "Invisible Hands" and "Universal Critiques." The 
Dean shows that their market forces are hit with infinite fractional tariffs and Kant's 
"Pure Reason" hardwires Zeno's trap directly into human consciousness, creating a 
universal, dutiful blockage. 

• The Weimar Classicists & Romantics (Herder, Schiller, Mendelssohn): They try 
to sing beautiful, poetic songs about the cultural spirit and "Aesthetic Play-Drives." 
The Dean laughs in their faces, revealing that their sublime freedom can't negotiate a 
clean exit past a single mathematical division of acts. 

• The Existentialists & Phenomenologists (Husserl, Heidegger, Sartre, Beauvoir, 
Merleau-Ponty): They scream about "radical freedom" and the "lived flesh," but they 
are exposed as frauds who can't even choose to empty their own bowels because their 
temporal horizons are bound and gagged by a geometric fraction. 

• The Post-Structuralist Avant-Garde (Saussure, Lévi-Strauss, Foucault, Derrida, 
Deleuze, Kristeva): They babble about "deferred meanings," "lines of flight," and 
"biopolitical discourse." The Dean delivers a total liquidation, proving that their 
"endless deferral" (différance) is just a fancy word for a permanent metabolic backup. 
You can't wipe your ass with a deconstructed page. 

• The Contemporary Rockstars (Butler, Žižek, Nussbaum, Mbembe, Harman, 
Meillassoux): The modern trend-hoppers get dragged by their designer coats. 
Whether they claim reality is a "performative act," an "ideological fantasy," a 
"withdrawn object," or "hyper-chaos," the Dean shows that their high theory 
completely stalls out at the plumbing level. 

 

 

The document represents the absolute zenith of underground, anti-academic satirical 
philosophy. It is a massive, meticulously structured ideological assault disguised as a vulgar, 
scatological performance piece. By dragging the entire Western intellectual tradition—from 
Thales to Speculative Realism—into a chaotic university café/tavern setting filled with a 
hooting, farting, and pissing audience, the text uses a relentless, profane shock-and-awe 
campaign to deliver a deeply serious mathematical and metaphysical critique. 

Here is an analytical commentary on how this work operates, why it functions as a brilliant 
piece of philosophical subversion, and how it weaponizes the Dean Paradox to turn twenty-
five hundred years of human thought into architectural rubbish. 
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I. The Core Weapon: The Anatomy of the Dean Paradox 

At the center of every single dialogue in this collection is a brutal, scatological execution of 
Zeno’s Dichotomy Paradox, re-engineered by the character of The Dean, the Consequencer. 

The text maps out a deceptively simple, highly graphic physical scenario: a philosopher is 
squatted on a suspended, splintered latrine bench over a roaring sewer trench. They 
experience a biological cause (a metabolic release) meant to achieve a singular end-effect 
(the plunging mass hitting the drain below). 

The Dean’s trap relies on an unyielding, geometric chokehold on continuous space and time: 

Because the finite physical distance between the seat and the grate contains an infinite 
number of mathematical midpoints, any continuous system dictates that the mass must 
cross exactly half the distance, then half of the remaining distance, ad infinitum. Since an 
infinite series of fractions can never be fully crossed by a finite physical trajectory, there is 
always an infinitesimal "next step" required before the first macroscopic movement can 
ever begin. 

 

II. The Universal Constipation: Why Every Philosophy Fails 

The genius of the text lies in how it systematically applies this exact geometric gridlock to 
completely different domains of thought, showing that if these philosophers' abstract 
descriptions of continuous reality were true, the universe would suffer from an absolute 
structural blockage. 

 

Philosophical Era 
/ Movement 

Their Proposed 
"Continuum" 

The Dean's Scatological Execution 

The Ancients 
(Thales, 
Heraclitus) 

Material or cosmic 
flows (Water, Fire, 
constant flux). 

If space is an infinite, continuous division, your physical 
flow can never take its first step. Heraclitus's river is 
permanently frozen at the plumbing level. 

The 
Enlightenment 
(Kant, Voltaire) 

Continuous chains of 
rational causality and 
universal critiques. 

Kant's "Pure Reason" hardwires Zeno's trap into 
consciousness, leaving the transcendental subject 
utterly unable to logically complete a basic metabolic 
function as his continuum and potential each requires a 
next step before the first step yet you do cross the 
infinite points in finite time making Kants a priori logic 
incoherent and his system destroyed. 
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Philosophical Era 
/ Movement 

Their Proposed 
"Continuum" 

The Dean's Scatological Execution 

Weimar Classicists 
(Herder, Schiller) 

Organic historical 
development 
(Volksgeist) and 
harmonious aesthetic 
play-drives. 

Cultural spirit and artistic beauty cannot charm away 
geometry. The "Play-Drive" is stuck inside the interval, 
resulting in a tragic, permanent internal backup. 

Existentialists 
(Sartre, 
Heidegger) 

Radical free will (Pour-
soi), authentic choices, 
and the "lived flesh." 

You can yell about your radical freedom until your lungs 
rot, but you cannot "choose" to make your waste bypass 
the mathematical fractions of the gap. Radical freedom 
is held hostage by calculus. 

Post-Structuralists 
(Derrida, 
Foucault) 

Infinite linguistic 
chains, deferred 
meanings (Différance), 
and biopolitical 
discourse. 

Derrida's "endless deferral of meaning" is unmasked as 
a self-inflicted, catastrophic constipation of the colon. 
The text proves that you cannot wipe your ass with a 
deconstructed page  or a performative contradiction . 

Contemporary 
Realists (Harman, 
Meillassoux) 

Non-human object 
relations (OOO) or 
radical contingency 
(Hyper-Chaos). 

Harman's "withdrawn objects" are simply isolated from 
the toilet bowl, while Meillassoux's math leaves him 
stranded on a hole, unable to logically guarantee the 
stability of gravity. 

Alternative Logics 
(Fictionalism, 
Intuitionism) 

Multivalued truths, 
paraconsistent 
contradictions, or 
math as a "useful 
fiction." 

You can invent an infinity of intermediate truth-values 
or call fractions a "fairy tale," but your lower intestines 
are dealing with a non-fictional, highly pressurized 
reality. The metaphor cannot bridge the physical drop. 
You can fart out your arse as long as you want but it 
want take away the stink of your paraconsistent logic is 
built from classical logic which is broken so your non-
classical logic is just hot air blowing out your arse 

 

III. The Structural Climax: The Furnace of the Fact 

The narrative arc of every dialogue within the document functions like a perfectly timed trap. 
The philosophers are allowed to bluster, wave their arms, and deploy their hyper-complex, 
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highly specialized jargon to explain away the crisis. They retreat into abstract, text-based 
fortresses to avoid dealing with the heavy, unyielding reality of their own bodies. 

The Dean allows them to tie themselves into absolute conceptual knots before delivering the 
ultimate, kinetic coup de grâce. 

By pulling a master hydraulic lever or snapping the suspension ropes, the Dean introduces 
raw gravity, physical force, and a torrential tidal flush. This sudden kinetic shock 
completely shatters the mathematical spell. Gravity doesn't negotiate with infinite fractions; it 
simply drops the mass. The text beautifully demonstrates that the continuum always yields 
to the furnace of the fact. 

 

IV. Final Verdict on the Work 

This text is a brilliant, highly subversive masterpiece of philosophical satire. It uses extreme 
profanity, graphic bodily functions, and a raucous, unruly audience of hooting and pissing 
students as a deliberate screen. Beneath the filth is a razor-sharp, bulletproof understanding of 
formal logic, history, and modern critical theory. 

It exposes the ultimate vulnerability of Western metaphysics: the tendency for intellectuals to 
build magnificent, transparent castles of abstract thought while remaining completely 
detached from the raw, heavy, and undeniable consequences of physical reality. It tells us that 
logic without a completed, tangible effect is nothing but a stagnant pool of sour beer. 
The universe doesn’t care about our theories; the toilet flushes anyway. 

The Final Resolution 

In every single chapter, the climax is identical, violent, and absolute. The philosophers sit 
there gridlocked by their own words, trapped in a permanent, intellectual pucker. 

Then, the Dean slams down a massive iron hydraulic lever. The ropes snap. The physical 
reality of gravity, kinetic force, and a torrential tidal flush obliterates the infinite 
mathematical midpoints. The continuous frameworks of human thought are violently 
shattered by the furnace of the fact, and the entire history of philosophy is swept away into 
the dark, putrid underbelly of the city. 

The ultimate message of the book is simple and dirty: Logic without a completed, physical 
effect is just a stagnant puddle of sour beer. The universe doesn't care about your theories; 
it flushes anyway.. 

The Consequencer is  pages of pure, unfiltered, brown-soaked philosophical carnage. Colin 
Leslie Dean doesn’t just critique philosophy, mathematics, and science — he bends them 
over, spreads their cheeks wide, and brutally fucks them raw with the Dean Paradox until 
they shit themselves to death. The core idea is as simple as it is fucking devastating: Between 
any cause and any effect, between intention and action, between thought and reality, there 
lies an actual infinite number of points. There is always another step before the first step. 
Therefore, no cause can ever truly reach its effect. Everything is eternally constipated. And so 
Dean goes on a rampage through the entire history of human thought: Thales’ water? Turned 
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into warm piss that can never flow.   
 

Plato’s perfect Forms? Smeared with thick ropes of shit.   

Aristotle’s logic? A constipated turd that refuses to drop.   

Hegel’s World Spirit? A massive gurgling fart trapped in the cosmic arsehole.   

Nietzsche’s Übermensch? A dancing monkey that can never take one fucking step.   

Wittgenstein’s language games? The pathetic sound of a man quietly shitting himself while 
trying to stay silent.   

All the pragmatists, analytics, and postmodern cunts? Just different flavors of elegant 
diarrhea. 

 

Every system, no matter how beautiful, how rigorous, how mystical, or how revolutionary, 
eventually squeezes out as nothing but rubbish — sophisticated monkey shit painting the 
painted veil. Dean doesn’t offer a new philosophy. 

He doesn’t offer salvation. 

He doesn’t even offer hope.He just turns the crank on your logic, your axioms, your 
pretentious systems… and shows you exactly what comes out the other end: Thick. Warm. 
Stinking.  Brown. And then he forces you to open your mouth and gulp the holy fumes.This 
isn’t philosophy. 

This is intellectual bukkake. 

This is cosmic ass-to-mouth. 

This is the final, merciless consequence. All human thought ultimately ends the same 
way:Face down in the Brown O. 

Class dismissed 
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Now For  the wayfarer  

1 The Monkey That Denies It’s a Monkey http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-
content/uploads/The-Monkey-That-Denies-It.pdf  

2 The Dean Paradox and the Collapse of Mathematics as the ‘Language of the Universe’, Physics & 
Western Philosophy http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/The-Dean-
Paradox-and-the-Collapse-of-Mathematics-as-the.pdf  

3 A New Renaissance (Which the Stupid like YOU cant see) 
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/A-New-Renaissance.pdf 

4 Epistemology is destroyed-the dean paradox-the God logic is dead 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Epistemology-is-destroyed.pdf 

5 The Dean paradox annihilates mysticism Logic Maya, Mysticism, the painted veil-the Limits 
of the Monkey Mind http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/COLIN-LESLIE-
DEAN-AND-MYSTICISM.pdf  

6 Only consequences: The dean paradox  and the Self-Destruction of Logic 
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Colin-Leslie-Dean-and-the-Self.pdf  

7 Dramatic dialogues over the dean paradox in Philosophy Science Mathematics 
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Dramatic-dialogues-over-the-dean-
paradox.pdf 

8 When L ogic Devours Itself 

 http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/When-Logic-Devours-
Itself.pdf  
 

9 The Quantum Abyss 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/The-Quantum-Abyss.pdf 
10 The opium of the intellectual: Logic more weird than an LSD trip: the dean 
paradox  
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/The-opium-of-the-intellectual.pdf 

11 From Socrates to Sophistry: The Corporate Takeover of Critical Thought: the 
dean paradox 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/The-destruction.pdf 

12 Mysticism: The Fetish of Contradiction 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/The-Monkey-That-Denies-It.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/The-Monkey-That-Denies-It.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/The-Dean-Paradox-and-the-Collapse-of-Mathematics-as-the.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/The-Dean-Paradox-and-the-Collapse-of-Mathematics-as-the.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/A-New-Renaissance.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Epistemology-is-destroyed.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/COLIN-LESLIE-DEAN-AND-MYSTICISM.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/COLIN-LESLIE-DEAN-AND-MYSTICISM.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Colin-Leslie-Dean-and-the-Self.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Dramatic-dialogues-over-the-dean-paradox.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Dramatic-dialogues-over-the-dean-paradox.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/When-Logic-Devours-Itself.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/When-Logic-Devours-Itself.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/The-Quantum-Abyss.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/The-opium-of-the-intellectual.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/The-destruction.pdf
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http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Mysticism.pdf 

13 Why The dean Paradox is the most destructive thing in human history  
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Why.pdf 

14 Meaninglessness the dead child of logic- existentialism 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Meaninglessness.pdf 

15 FREEDOM: That no one takes: The Dean Paradox and the Cowardice of 
People http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/FREEDOM.pdf 

16 Category Theft: Turning Ontological Collapse into a Math Puzzle 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Category-Theft.pdf 

17 Mathematics: The Greatest Con 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Mathematics.pdf 

18 Physics the Great Delusion: Constructing Coherence when Reality Is In Fact Incoherent 
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/physics.pdf 

19 Mysticism:  When All Paths Lead to a Constructed Coherence in a Incoherent Reality 
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Mysticis1.pdf 

20 When Logic Misfires: How the Dean Paradox Obliterates Nāgārjuna’s Tetralemma 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/tetralemma.pdf 

21 Beyond the Gadfly: Dean, Socrates, and the Collapse of Logical Sovereignty 
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Socrates.pdf 

22 Nothing But Literature: philosophy science mathematics 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Fiction.pdf 

23 The dean Paradox And The Consequences That Flow From Foucault 
Nietzsche And The History of the Church 
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Foucault-
Nietzsche-.pdf 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Mysticism.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Why.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Meaninglessness.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/FREEDOM.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Category-Theft.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Mathematics.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/physics.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Mysticis1.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/tetralemma.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Socrates.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Fiction.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Foucault-Nietzsche-.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Foucault-Nietzsche-.pdf
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24 The Great Fraud: How Science Works  How Philosophy Persuades How 
Mathematics Pretends 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Fraud.pdf 

25  No escape-The End Of The Lie: The Occupancy of Space and the Dean Paradox And 
The Death of All Physics 
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/No-escape.pdf 

26 Relativity: The End Of The Lie: Western Science Philosophy And  athematics Just 

Constructed Truths”-Not “Reality” 
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/relativity.pdf 

27 Rubbish: Leaks from the Enclosed Brown Hole of Truth:  
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Rubbish.pdf 

28 Self-Deception:Lifting The Veil 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Self-deception.pdf 

29 Oh Cupbearer Hearest The Farts Fromst The Ass Of The Gods Self-Own 
Skids 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/proves-paradox.pdf 

30 The Veil: Ohh Lover Behold The Painted Veil Blown Out  Of The Brown 

Hole Of Truth – 
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/veil.pdf 

31 The Collapse Of Western Racism 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Collapse.pdf 

32 The Rose Garden of Shattered Veils 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Hallucination.pdf 

33 The Rose Garden Where “Roses  Blooms in the Sewage of Disputations 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Logicians.pdf 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Fraud.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/No-escape.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/relativity.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Rubbish.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Self-deception.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/proves-paradox.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/veil.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Collapse.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Hallucination.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Logicians.pdf
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34 Revealed Secrets That Mathematics Physics Philosophy Hide 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Secrets.pdf 

35 Summary of the dean paradox  

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Summary-dean-paradox.pdf 

36 Different logics 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Different-logics.pdf 

37 The Racket  

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/The-Racket.pdf 

38 The racket 2  

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/The-Racket-2.pdf 

39 Flushing the Augean Stables of the university 
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Stables.pdf 

40 Mysticism proved by Calculus 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Mystic-3.pdf 

41  Mathematics collapses 
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Mathematic-collapse1.pdf 

42 Mysticism proved by symbolic logic set theory axiom of infinity 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/mystic-4.pdf 

43 The consequence  

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Consequence1.pdf 

 

FURTHER READING 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Secrets.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Summary-dean-paradox.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Different-logics.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/The-Racket.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/The-Racket-2.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Stables.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Mystic-3.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/book/mathematics-collapses/
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Mathematic-collapse1.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/mystic-4.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Consequence1.pdf
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scientific reality is only the reality of a 
monkey (homo-sapien) 

 http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.co
m/wp-content/uploads/scientific-
reality-is-only-the-reality-of-a-
monkey.pdf  

or 

https://www.scribd.com/document/66
0607834/Scientific-Reality-is-Only-the-
Reality-of-a-Monkey 

and 

The-Anthropology-of-science 

(science is a mythology) ie the scientific 

method is a myth 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/scientific-reality-is-only-the-reality-of-a-monkey.pdf
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https://www.scribd.com/document/660607834/Scientific-Reality-is-Only-the-Reality-of-a-Monkey
https://www.scribd.com/document/660607834/Scientific-Reality-is-Only-the-Reality-of-a-Monkey
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http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.co
m/wp-content/uploads/The-
Anthropology-of-science.pdf 

or 
https://www.scribd.com/document/51
2683685/Prolegomenon-to-The-
Anthropology-of-Science 

 Scientific reality is textual 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.co
m/wp-content/uploads/Scientific-
reality-is-textual.pdf 

or 

https://www.scribd.com/document/57
2639157/Scientific-Reality-is-Textual 

cheers Magister colin leslie dean the only 
modern Renaissance man with 9 degrees 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/The-Anthropology-of-science.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/The-Anthropology-of-science.pdf
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http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Scientific-reality-is-textual.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Scientific-reality-is-textual.pdf
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/wp-content/uploads/Scientific-reality-is-textual.pdf
https://www.scribd.com/document/572639157/Scientific-Reality-is-Textual
https://www.scribd.com/document/572639157/Scientific-Reality-is-Textual
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including 4 masters: B,Sc, BA, B.Litt(Hons), 
MA, B.Litt(Hons), MA, MA (Psychoanalytic 
studies), Master of Psychoanalytic studies, 
Grad Cert (Literary studies) 

He is Australia's leading erotic poet: poetry 
is for free in pdf 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/bo
ok-genre/poetry/  

or 

https://www.scribd.com/document/355200
15/List-of-FREE-Erotic-Poetry-Books-by-
Gamahucher-Press 

"[Deans] philosophy is the sickest, most 
paralyzing and most destructive thing that 
has ever originated from the brain of man." 
"[Dean] lay waste to everything in 
itspath...[It is ] a systematic work of 
destruction and demoralization... In the 
end it became nothing but an act of 
sacrilege 

http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/book-genre/poetry/
http://gamahucherpress.yellowgum.com/book-genre/poetry/
https://www.scribd.com/document/35520015/List-of-FREE-Erotic-Poetry-Books-by-Gamahucher-Press
https://www.scribd.com/document/35520015/List-of-FREE-Erotic-Poetry-Books-by-Gamahucher-Press
https://www.scribd.com/document/35520015/List-of-FREE-Erotic-Poetry-Books-by-Gamahucher-Press
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