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-Kevin I. Slaughter

What is a UnionOfEgoists.com?

This is an informational resource provided by Kevin I. Slaughter of Underworld Amuse-
ments and Trevor Blake of OVO, initiated in February and publicly launched April 1st of
2016. The website initially focuses on providing historical, biographical and bibliographical
details of a few their favorite Egoist philosophers. It is also integrating the archives of egoist
website i-studies.com, the former project of Svein Olav Nyberg, and the EgoistArchives.
com project of Dan Davies. Further, it will be home to Der Geist, a Journal of Egoism in
print 1845 — 1945. UnionOfEgoists.com will be the best resource for Egoism online.

What is a Union of Egoists?
“We two, the State and I, are enemies. I, the egoist, have not at heart the welfare of this
“human society,” I sacrifice nothing to it, I only utilize it; but to be able to utilize it com-
pletely I transform it rather into my property and my creature; i. e., I annihilate it, and
form in its place the Union of Egoists.”

- Max Stirner, The Ego and Its Own

What is Egoism?
“Egoism is the claim that the Individual is the measure of all things. In ethics, in episte-
mology, in aesthetics, in society, the Individual is the best and only arbitrator. Egoism
claims social convention, laws, other people, religion, language, time and all other forces
outside of the Individual are an impediment to the liberty and existence of the Individual.
Such impediments may be tolerated but they have no special standing to the Individual,
who may elect to ignore or subvert or destroy them as He can. In egoism the State has no
monopoly to take tax or to wage war.”

-Trevor Blake, Confessions of a Failed Egoist
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SDITORIAY, THE FIsST

Unlike most magazines, "Twice" has no fixed policy.
It will be eclectic, flexible, alive ~ serious
but gay withal. e will use tact and delicacy when
necessary, but only when necessary. In the main
"Twice' will be a contraceptive against fthe self-
destructive spirit of the age. We are not interested
in politiecal line-ups, nor social panaccas, nor
economic nostrums, e believe the world will
alweys be a trying place to 1ivéﬁin, but a good
place just the same, /e are ig: things rather than
against. But we are fluid, quixotic, unprincipled.
we have no aesthetic canons to preserve or defend.
We prefer quality when we can get it, and &f we
can't have quality then what we want is downright
wretched, Beeausc wliat is bad 1s often better than
what is justpBhood. But we arc not too insistent:
we will give ground, we will compremisc when it
is dictatedsby necessity. In short we are anything
but fanatical. There arc so many people who profess
to be in the right that we sce no harm in being
in the wrong now and then, #e are not ashaamed to
contradict ourselves or to make a misteke.

J4ith acknowledgements to -

Henry killer, Lawréence Durrell and Alfred
Perles, not to mention thcir "Booster."
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A myth-stretched drama by

Ron Berry
X X X

A distinetive hereditary Lord and a large number of
nisters were dining, among them Lord Russell, lcssre.
Zliot a nd Miller, while hovering from one to thc other
went a mlldly iriptating doppel-ganger of Herr Nietzsche,
The serving lackeys were monks o nd nuns shanghaied
from all ovor, and, at everyone's beck and call the
tallcuu, COMCllGSb vestal maidens available 1rom the
fashion folios of Hank Jansen Incorp,

"T move progressi” shouted a sqaut, beetle-browed
Humanist researcher from the highest echelonhs of the
NJC.Be

"Hear, hear,. progress!' shouted a corner bunch of poets,

distinguishable by ecnamel badses bearing the stcaming

L&QCOS of Lugowca. Ordinerily they were & grave enough
group of outright poets.

"Will you take the ‘chair, Bertie?" whispered kr., Eliot,
"T see no reason," Lord Rus«ell replied noncommitally.
bouldorlab his own chair, lir, Iidller began walking

out of the hall, dlscro“t'" followed by tbe cditor of
the Times LitcrarJ Suppluhenu, and a Jar sbn~éirl
already proven for her gumption in the face of disgust,

"HENRY, PLUASE", urged lire Eliot, driven to explodd
telepathic anxicety.

“Okay thcm, let's have some good converstaion,! agreed
d 4 S ?

lire 1iller’ in his tobacco brown brogue, J“ozcupon he

lowered his chair beside a homesicl: monk, and sat on
it, his legs, crossed fietconlonty, onerhand. recaching
un a handkerchief to the grieving monk.

"{e can do witheut liller," pretested the editor of
the Times Lite SUDDs, chagrlnod at having failed to



sce lir, liller arrested for chail stealinge.

Lord Russell elimbed to his feet. "It seems to me,"
he began, "that something will be achieved if we do
our utmost to avoid personal umbrage amongst our-
selves, Bven the least of us can recognise a glorious

.

potential for the humen species,"

"Hot with you at the helm," gritted Herr Nietzsche,
asotto voce into the microphone up on the stazce

vSounded like Billy Fury," giggled one of the atouter
nuns.

"This might be quite a shindig yet," approved lir,
Miller, confiding to the weeping monk.

At this precise moment anathbr Adppel~ganger mat-
erialised, affecting Herr Nictzsche's status so that
he shimrmered like a Sam Golwyn mirage and allowed
himself to be bullied away from the microphonc.

nIt's Troteky, imprison him!" cried a plumply
hulkish, snowy haired civil servant cum pscudo
noveliste

01d Trotsky stroked his beard. “There arc men of
action," he haragued, "and men of idecas. 1, Lev
Davidovitch Bronstein represent the true and fitting
amalgam of idea and action, thereforeeses"

But the N.C.B. rescarcher blandly switched on his
pocket tape-recorder, and that was that. Bveryone
heard the guest speaker on WOMAN'S HOUR - a Thal
counterpart of Codfrey {ynnes "Iay we vote on
progress now?" enguired the N.,C.B. top-man,

lMr, Eliot accepted a telegraphed nudge from Lord
Russell, and reluctantly addressed the gathering.
"Gentlemen, we must be humble if we aren't to waste
our resources, Yes indeed, waste in a world of want.
Of course I am not here to spreseribe, but there is
the formal Christian ethicess.”

NN Gy, RO RO admonished Lord Russell.
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“Let him finishi{" screeched a shy, hysterical Celtic

poet, whose mother was also shy and hysterical,

neither of them having any defence against the head

of the household -~ a Nonconformist manque self-ruptured

by unction.

"Is there a guru in the hall?” denanded lir,iillery

"Ah, shurrup!" snapped the editor of the Times Lit.
SUpP.

"I'1l fetch my friend Larry to you," chuckled lir,
killer,

Herr Nietzsche hissed into iir. Eliot's ear, "Tell
them to read my books, books written in arterial blood."

"Mad-man," rebuked ir, @liot quietly, urbane as any
latter-day image congueror.

One of the Brown Brothers took out a miniature bible
from inside his cuff and began reading a loud, while
behind him two Jansen-girls playcd at making the upside
down sign of the crouss upon each other, chanting,
UBende mcenie minee mo,”

"At last, the chips are high," murmured the stout,
gay nun fearfully.

There was a little casual twisting going on in the
poet's corner, accompanied by a whistling quartet

from John O'London's, C.Jilson denied any Jorglour
inheritance and blew oompah on a drained cordigl bottle.

"Pleaure iz my bete noir," confessed l'r. Eliot to
Lord Russell, who promptly patted himself ifigh ony the
chest, saying, "Witness me, sober Tom; I'm the hale
product of moderate ovgics.’

Between them, in due course, they emptied a decanter
of malaqua and looked around for sr.iiller, although
neither rcally worried about him, "The devil takes
care of his own," quoted Lord Russell, jecring sprit-
ely at his companion,

"I merely try to be evryman's everyman, " complained
Lire Eliot. "Shall we join the dancers, Bertie? Or...?
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"Progressi" shouted the N.C.B. researcher adamantly.

They beckoned to him, "Here, Bruno, here," in the
domesticated manner of Here, I'ido, Here, Only then
Nietzsche (Herr) intervened with his customary Luger-
logic and at least half a dozen guests were incised
with delirium tremens. Through the holocaust ploughed
Bruno, namely, reciting safeguard lines from W,Blake,
Lsqg. "Now listen to me,"” he panted, "this messy
organisatio dis bound to give us bad publicity,.”

A maudlin tenor had crept in, truly, promising the
lesser terror of a fladecid putsch, For instanee, the
Jansen~-girls were scrabbling up the monk's cuffs in
search of tiny bibles, ir. liiller rode pig:y-back

on the snowy haired pseudo writer, the latter inclined
to spaniel slobber in his distress, and the Times Lit.
oupp. editor was mimicking the havoec of genius trapped
in the slipstream of the Word, And worse threatened
from the shy, Celtic poet; he secemed to be taking
advantage of a motherly nun., Furthermore, successful
Jansen-girls were preparing a little conflagration

on the stage.

"How do we break it up?" enquired Lord Russell,
himself quite calm, being reconciled to a certain
degrec of wreckage.

"Jde don't," announced l.r, Lliot with conviction., "The
best policy is Lo retreat.one . at a timee You first,
.ertig," He smiled politely: "Age before bcauty,"

*T11 tclephone the fire brigade," offered Bruno, dry

Tewino his hairpebacked hands.

"Yes, do that," eonfirmed Lord Russell over his
shoulder. "See you presently, Tom."

Outside on the pavenent, they found !'r. Liller
mopping his brow, He gazed up at the starry sky.
"What a night, " he said, adding fervently, "A great
night for lambasting God from his heaven."

"Think so?" queried lir, Bliot acidly.

Lord Russetl straightened his back. "Well, it's a

o



relicf to get rid of that humbug Nietzsche. Such
arrogance, 5till, come along quickly, young 3runo is
very efficient., He'll soon have the fire brigade here,
and I'm sure we don't wish to be invelved., From the
evidence of this initial failure, I Ffeel sure we
shall havce to select a committee."

"Wise guy," retorted lir. Filler. “Count me out., So
long, fellas,™

They watched him slouching down the road, kpr, Eliot
passively hunched, his hands folded low on his abdomen.
They werc still standing there when the fire engines
came clanging, followed by a few Dlack !.arias.
Simultancously, from the opposite direction the sounds
of drums and hobnails heralded the soldiery, Obviously
there'd boen a few phone calls apart from eager Bruno's,
The two old men, one older than the other, didn't

stand a chance. It wee & clean purge. The end of an

era. Breathing space for the clowning prince of
darkness. Corroboration of the unwrittenlaw of history,
The advent of further wet blanket csoterics. A night

to forget in licu of amity and sanity.

lloral: liorale is permissable.

Jarm as lions he sccmed to me,

A man of burning life and mind,
fie promised fire and tenderness,
But proved as chill as wind,

Andalgeon fandingethats T had
A stranger to my bed,

Jithdrew my body's little warmth;
Let in the night instead.

CIETETIA SWETTENIAM,
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THE ECONQN.IC ESCAPE

The history of the human race is a history of the
invention of escapes; escapes from a diabolical Reality.
l.an is Proteus eternally seeking to out-manoceuvre
lMedusa.

These escapes may, broadly, beb :rought under these
categories: religion, alcohol, money-—power, woman, art
and economic idealism,

Boredom is the concrete name of the frightful Reality
the human race is fleeing. Al) conscious and uncenscious
movements in living things are movements away from an
annihilating ennui.

Neither History nor the Cosmos has any other discernible
purpose than to escape detcrioration and death from
yawning.

A healthy, normal, extroverted man is seldom bored
besause he is Nature's supreme ignoramus, Having no
thinking apparatus, he cannot decompose his illusions.
He is a political and social animal of perfect breed,
HUis ideal is Theodore Roosevelt - the practical
windmill escape-animal par excellence.

But no human being can exist a day without his private
escape from boredom and Reality. The completely dis-
illusioned and indifferent being has never existed,
for indifference and disillusion arec also escapes -
retreats to the treetops of one's own pride.

A1l the more comic¢, then, to hear the choir-boys of

the larxian Approach in literature and the arts
shufiling up and down the land ridiculing all persons
who create and read romances, adventure-stories, poetry,
abstract philosophies - in a word, all those persons
who insist that palys, poems, novels and even painting=
should first, last and always entertain, For the word
"entertain" is to the choristers of Eeonomic Values
what a "Heil, lioses!" would be during the canonization
of Adolf Saint Pederast in the Sportspalast of Berlin.

The leaders of these choir-boys shake their cur}s !
vigorously al any one who reads Cebell or &, Phillips
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 Oppenheim, Emily Dickinson or Ring Lardner, for

instance, as "gowards," "deserters," "tories,"
"aristocrats,” "bourgeois bums,”" and "runaways before
Reality." I have heard all of these phrases used both
on the platform end in the beer-holes where the lesser
rattlepates of the Marxian Approach hurl their defies
in the very teeth of Reality and into the gaping
mouths of the spitioons.

How, of all the scare-babiecs before the irremediably
diabolocal low=down on life, the economic escapists
are the most hopelessly selfndeceptive. Their Dutch
courage is en hourly pull at the old bottle lebelled
Y"PROGRESS, "

From the ideal Republic of Plato to the ideal Republie
of Lenin, the(y)es..sshave lived in a veritable
paradise of escapes, They live and thrive on fictions
as Linstein thrives on sterile logarithms. Alice-in-
Wonderland was a brutal realist compared to these
blinded and deafened Oedipuses of Zconomie Redemption,
who run as fast as their legs will carry them away
from the unveiled Isis and the mocking-tongued Sphinx
into the Cockaynes of Socialism, Communism and other
subtle transubgstantiations of the liansion in the

Skies and a thousand other forme of the old theologiceal
hypnagogic baloney.

The elcmental bace of the llarxian dream ig sadistic
csentimentalism., Persons who ave most susceptible to
collective suffering are ripe victims for an economic
fiction. They have more feeling than brain, Lazarus
scarecs them stiff and Dives puts degzers of venemous
envy into their eyes.

Yearing to face the biological, the psychological,
the cynical fact that Dives and Lazarvs are imnortal,
inexorable products of the laws of Difference and
Jill-to-Power, they escape -~ perpetually escape - to
some New Jerusalem, where they, these sweetly human
Torquemadas, will drag those of us who really do face
Reality -~ poets, thinkers, cynice, epicureans of all
the sauces of Ixperience -~ by the hair to be tortured
and burned to the chant of "llan Shall Live By Sread
And Bridges Alonel™
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This denunciation of the "“literature ald the arts of
escape" by those who are themselves totally unable to
face the Horvor of Life ("take my escape, or I'1l kill
thee, brother!’, paraphrasing Mriabecau) also appeals

to the well-to-do borees and those whose imaginations
ané cogitative centres have been pre-natally atrophied,
I mean the Park Avenue boudoir Communists, the spats-
and-monocled Heralds of the Red Dawm, the silk-~diapered
university Level-Leavenersg, the proletarian polo
players from Long Island country clubs and the juvenils
bankers fron Broad and i/all strects who are in training
for fat Commissariats in case =

Seeking an unusual thrill, a new escape, these Anarcharis
Clootzes - having exhausted the 392 ways of making
cocktails and God having neglected to mentally condition
them for amn é¢scape into Keats or a ride on the back of
llaurice de'Guerin's Centaur - these Clootzes take up

the Dconomic Zscape either by hiring a hall or

writing books, all having the same title, "These
Changing Times; or, Whither?"

One has but to study the tense, purpose=set expressions
on the faces of the acolytes of the Marxian Approach

to see how necessary to them is the escape into the
domain of utopian illusion. Theyare the faces and cock-
sureness of Peter the Hermit, Savonarola, Torquemada,
Lenin and John Roack Straton. Take away their Castle-
in=-Spain and they collape, They are not firmly rooted
in Reality like the congenital sceptic,s the social and
religious agnostic or the cconomic Individualist,

These deriders of all romence ave themselves incorrigible
e romantics. These denouncers of those who love things
merely because they are beautiful and entertaining are
themselves scared into hysterical conniptions when you
hiss at them the names of the two Big Bad Wolves,
Nietzsche and Spengler.

If they ever felt certain just for one mintute that
every attempt to free man gn masse brings mankind
nearer and nearer to universal slavery, they would
collapse in their grooved cardboard trackse. For the
real "literature of escape" is the frightiul avalanche
of books that come down on us every week, all entitled
"These Changing Times; or, Jhither?" The men who write
them have never changed and their Whither? is always

’.

«+0 o



some dismal utopian or semi-utepian escape: Saint
Aygustine's "City of God" done over and over into
modern liarxian models,

from "The Individual Against Moloch" by

925 BINJALIN DE CASSERES,

THI HOMELESS

liceting - London's homeless ~
Terrible plight - heartless authorities,
indifferent, selfish - well housed
other half - Eloquent spceches ~
And exchanges -

Doodlings on copies of "Sanity®
and "Peace lews'" -

While enduring the minutes

of the last meeting -

Thenr the amendments - interruptions -~
Sloquent exchanges -

Hegted disagrecments,
irrelevancies -

Repeat, for old Nrs. C. who ig deaf .=
Repeat, for the ne€urotic who ties
himgelf in knots over the

correct definition of words -
Repecat, for effect -

Repeat, -to £i1l in tinme ~
Thenvote ¢ the motion =

We should do smething

drastic about the

terrible and urgent plight of

the homeless -

The separated from their

husbands and children - and

for a start we'll organise
sitdowns - And tale round
petitions -

For and againet?

Disagrecements -

Time for the early leavers

to sidle Oti'to eo00 88060

PAT PARKER,



' CONVERSATION WITH THE DEVIL

I was ulttlng with the Devil on the warm, silvery
grass of liercurg, looking down on the rolling plancts.
The Devil stretched out his hand and touched one of
them with his finger tips.

"The Sarth,” he said, "“once bustling with life,"
3 ]

Then he gave a strand of my heir a playful tug and
continued: "Tonight I will tell you thec history of this
little decad moon."

The Devil spread his hand over the planet eclipsing it
completely. He withdrew his hand and I was amazed to sec
that the planOL was golden and glowing and twice its
former size. He then touched it lightly with his finger
tips and in its place appecared a milticoloured tapowtry
on a baeckloth of gold sprcad out on the blackness of
space.

“"The history of the Eerth,” said the Devil, as painted :
on the Eternal Canvas.”

He put out his hand again and drew a thick black line
across the tapestry. Lverything before the line
disppeared.

“The last fifty years of the planot 8 existence," he
saild, " are here, in this section I have marked off.
And now - movement and sound.' He touched the tapestry
lightly and evrything on it suddenly sprang to life.
It was like watching a film,

The Devil patted my arm. '"Lic-back and make yoursclf
comfortable and I will narrate the history to you. If
you close your eyes you will =zece everything that is
taking place.™

"Fifty years before the cend of life, the most urgent
problem on Farth was the Hydrogen Bomb, Twenty yecars
before the end of life it was an even birger problem,

Two ycars before the end of life every astrologer was
locked gway in a lunatic asylum on account of an
international astrological prediction that the sun was
due to explode in two years' time. One year before the
cnd of 1ifec the two great rinal nations landed

=
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simultaneously on the moon. Neither would conccde to the
other the rights of ovnership and joint ownership in a
competitive era was out of the question., Preparations
for war b.-uan,

"The anti-bomb campaigners and the pacifists marched
about with flying banncrs that nobody read, held open~
oir meetings which nobody attended, and took petitions
from door to door which nobody signed. People sat’
huddled in front of their tclevision sets too frightened
to move.

"Then, on the day war was dec red, the respective
govermaents orddd their subjects into the underground
shelters. They streamed in in their thousands, clutching
their record players and portable radios, their

football pools and knitting, past the banner weving
pacifists who stood on their phatforms and shouted
angrily in a last, heroic effort to get them to turn
back and stage a sit-down protest outside the Houses

of Parliament,"

He was silent for some minutes. I sat up. A ieatar A1t
demanded impatiently, "what happened?"

ihelbeviliapuse hiaswimsen to hie Tips. Wkie bock Bnd i i
watch," he replied.

I did as he told me. Then I saw the tapestry had
disappeared and the glowing planct once more circled

on it8 axis. There was a terrific explesion and all

was dark. Gradually light returned and all that was left
of the lovely planct was a small, dark ball of matter
travelling its lonecly coursc.

YAnd the war put an end te all life;" I said. "The
pacifists were right." P

"No," said the Devil, chuckling softly, "the sun _~
exploded on the exact day that the adtrologers . had .. sie’-
predicted."

PAT PARKER.
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HORNING

out of bed
my soul hollowed
fear washing in

(give ws this day our daily row
and forgive us not our boredons)

the wet morning peaceful
before ithe erowd seizes it.

(soon the mole~men
will start their scuttle
to a hire-purchased death)

LAT US DYNAMITE THE WORLD
WITH EXLOSIONS OF DISGUSTS .

(o why are there only
demp squibs of despaitr
to throw at the enveloping Wall?)

Sidney Parker
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“"Anerchism & Individualism” and "What Individualist
Want" by Emile Armand. The twe 1/38 post frec from
S.0.Parker at the address below. '
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Sond contributions- creative writing, poetry, humour,
ete..~ to the editors Pat and Sidney Parker, 202
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Broomywood Rd., London, 8,W.11

The editors do not necessarily sgree.
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