








““Hold the ancestors in reverence. Be true to the folk. May
our people have a happy future,

I also thank my parents, who often had to suffer
because of me. May they know all this happened while I
was struggling to clarify the deeper aspects of my exis-
tence. My love will always belong to them.

May you all feel how I give you my hand, so that your
strength will grow and you will be happy. Believe me, my
heart’s desire is always to see you happy, so be it.

On the eve of the journey on which I’m allowed to
Jjoin the long columns of those for whom only the deed
counts...”

From the Last Will of an SS-Man

THIS BOOK IS DEDICATED TO:

- Those innocent and beautiful angels
who’s presence on earth makes life worth living,

- Those of our folk, long forgotten, who’s
blood runs in our veins and gives us the power and
courage to face the hellish nightmare that may soon be
upon us.

-The race itself, without which the cre-

ative life-force could not express its most high and noble
characteristics.

O. T. Gunnarsson



















































“...we must be responsible for our actions, which, by their
wisdom or folly, may determine the rest of our lives. Our
dreams may give expression, pleasant or painful, to our sub-
conscious desires or fears. But in our waking hours, we must,
if we are rational, make our decisions on the basis of the most
objective and cold-blooded estimates we can make - estimates
of the forces and tendencies in the world about us - estimates
of the realities with which we must deal. Remembering
always that nothing is likely to happen just because we think
it’s good, or unlikely to happen just because we think it’s
evil.”
Dr. Revilo Pendleton Oliver
Professor of the Classics

“The best laid schemes by mice and men
often go awry..”

from - Ode to a Mouse
by
Robert Burns






CHAPTER ONE

e We as individuals are nothing other
than the leaves on a tree. Today they
are green. One leaf is larger and
another is smaller. Then one withers,
then another. But that doesn’t matter
if only the tree remains healthy! /”

- Adolf Hitler

“God damn it! This ain’t no state, it ain’t nothin’ any-
more!” Ed Finley was in a foul mood as he slowly walked
from his car to his home. He had just returned from a very
large meeting between representatives of the last remaining
white residents of the various cities in Orange County and
spokesmen for the inhabitants of “New China”, and the
results of the meeting were not at all to his liking.

“Son of a bitch, get in that hole!”

After reaching his front door and attempting to unlock it
exasperation peaked in the old man. It was dark and, at the
age of seventy two, his eyesight wasn’t as good as it used to
be. He just couldn’t seem to get the key into the lock and
with frustration and anger already running high he easily
lapsed into the rough and abrasive side of his personality,
becoming very vocal - even with inanimate objects like house
keys.




































stood on top of a small hill facing the expectant crowd. “The
gooks are taken’ over the place and you all have five days ta
hit the road up ta Los Angeles,” Finley said in a booming
voice just after he bit the end off his cigar and spit it out on
the ground.

“They can’t do this!”, “We won’t go!” , “There must be a
way to stop this!” and a flurry of other replies issued from the
shocked audience.

“There is no way to stop it and yes, they damn well can
do it and no, you can’t stay!” Finley shouted back as he
glared down at the crowd. “Now you listen to me and you lis-
ten good. Those slant-eyed monkeys are gonna show up here
in five days time and they’re gonna be armed to the teeth. If
ya haven’t gotten out by then they’ll get ya out and that’s all
there is to it!” the old man paused a moment for effect and
the crowd became silent.

“I know you all have a lot to loose but there ain’t no
choice in the matter, we’re licked and that’s all there is to it.
Now you didn’t choose me as a representative because I back
down and I can tell ya that it bothers me as much, if not more,
than any of you to have to do this but that’s the way things
are,” Finley pointed out with a hint of kindness and under-
standing in his voice.

“Well, how are we supposed to get up to our people in
LA? Isn’t it dangerous to travel the area between here and
there?” one woman asked.

“You better believe it’s dangerous, no tellin’ what the
hell we’re liable to run into going up there,” Finley replied.
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“Ya smell somethin’ unusual?” Finley growled again.

“Uh, yes. Yes, what is it?” Eugene asked, not putting
things together in his mind.

“It’s dead bodies, that’s what! Now I ain’t palavering
with ya about this any longer, we’re all in danger here so
swing your rigs around and lets get going!” Finley roared as
he slammed the palm of his hand down hard on the hood of
the car. Eugene sat up with a start and the noise woke Dickie
out of a silent stupor.

Ed Finley then turned and walked over to Sandy Pruse
who had parked behind her husband. “Mam, swing around
behind us and follow close. There’s trouble up there and I
ain’t got no time to explain it now,” he said to the confused
woman.

“What’s the matter mom?” Denise asked.

“I don’t know, but your fathers turning around and fol-
lowing these people so I guess we’re going back the other
way,” Sandy answered her matter-of-factly as she wondered
what the peculiar smell in the air was from.

Oliver Curtis was making the loop on the freeway 30 and
Foothill Freeway interchange just as Ed Finley was getting
back into his car. Since it looked clear of debris Curtis had
sped up to proceed through the interchange when he heard
three loud cracks and, as his windshield shattered, he was
thrown into panic, swerving uncontrollably and hitting the
accelerator at the same time. Instantly his car was smashing
up against the guardrail.

The metal on the passenger’s side of the car was shred-
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ner visibly trembled, her usual fire-brand character now com-
pletely intimidated.

Both Howard and Finley were ready to explode and
Maureen was beside herself with anger, but before any of
them could do or say anything, the leader spoke up in spanish.

“Leave those two alone, they have to be taken to
Commander Paez!” he said.

All of the men looked as if they had been just been struck
by lightening. It was unbelievable! Impossible! they all
thought.

“Why? We never took any women to him before!” the
mexican intent on Candace whined in spanish.

“We never found any women like these before!”
answered the Leader and then he launched into a longer
explanation.

“You know how | told you that the Commander wanted
all the real good stuff like cars and jewelry and everything?”
he started off.

“Yes,” some of the men muttered back.

“Well, he also wanted all the really fine women we cap-
tured too. But until now we only got some pretty ones - not
like these. And if we don’t take them to the Commander and
he somehow finds out about them he’ll kill us all!” the leader
continued in his most convincing manner.

“But how’s he gonna find out about them? None of us
will tell him!” another mexican near Gwendolyn asked while
staring directly at her.

“He can find out in a lot of ways, he’s a smart man you
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cupied with caring for him and they won’t worry so much
about what’s going to happen to them at the headquarters,”
answered the leader in a matter of fact manner.

“That’s right, there’s nothing that takes away a woman’s
appeal faster than worry does,” Carlos said in agreement.

“Now you’ve got it!” the leader exclaimed. “Deliver the
goods to the Commander in the best possible shape!”

The three turned and walked towards the captives.

“Okay, all djoo meng excep dee loco weell go wheed
deeze two!” the leader ordered as he pointed to Carlos and
Rudolpho.

“Go where!?” Finley blurted. “All we want to do is go
to our homes!”

“Djoo go wheed dem!” the leader shouted as he pointed
his rifle at Finley’s chest.

“Dee weemeng weell go dat way wheed me! Djoo weell
breeng dee loco and take care of heem!” the leader snapped as
he motioned for the women to start moving.

“Now wait a minute, what are you doing? Where are you
going with them!?” Howard York demanded in a sharp voice.

The leader did not bother to answer, instead Rudolpho
stepped up behind Howard and slammed his rifle butt against
the left side of. York’s head. There was a smart crack,
Howard’s head jerked down hard to his left shoulder and then
his body crumbled to the pavement. Gwendolyn, Candace
and their mother all screamed and were about the rush to help
the motionless form when the leader stepped between them
and Howard.
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“Shit for brains!” Finley snorted and then shifted his
eyes from Eugene to the road ahead as they approached the
freeway entrance.

“Where are you taking the women sir?” Eugene asked
Rudolpho politely, picking up his conversation with the lati-
nos again.

“Not far,” came the answer from the grinning and gig-
gling mexican.

“Why were all of our possessions and gas taken?”
Eugene continued in the same polite manner.

“Because we need them,” Rudolpho replied chuckling.

“How will we get back to our homes? Will you take us
to them?” Eugene then asked.

“No, we will not.”

“But, we can’t walk there. It’s too far away!”

“No, that’s true you can’t.”

The mexicans were enjoying the dialogue immensely.

“Well, what are we going to do? We can’t stay out here,”
Eugene asked with concern.

“You are not going to be doing too much at all, and yes
you can stay out here,” Carlos spoke up.

“That’s right, you can stay out here forever!” Rudolpho
exploded with laughter and was joined by Carlos.

Eugene chuckled weakly and looked at the two mexicans
nervously. “What... what do you mean? There’s no food
around. We can’t stay here,” he said.

“Don’t worry, you won’t need any food!” Rudolpho was
laughing so hard that he had almost doubled over.
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Howard York’s arm and being stared at by Finley and Curtis
who could not understand spanish. The Liberal thought of
making a break for it but his limbs were paralyzed with fear.

“All right, you've held us up long enough!” Rudolpho
snarled as he raised his rifle and turned it’s butt toward
Eugene’s face.

Pruse didn’t move but his eyes opened wide with terror.
Then, just as the mexican drew back his arms in a wind-up for
delivering a blow to Eugene’s head a booming pop sounded in
the distance and Rudolpho’s skull shattered.

Finley, Curtis, Pruse and Carlos looked on in surprise as
Rudolpho’s headless body hit the pavement heavily. In an
instant Carlos regained his wits and was turning in the direc-
tion the noise had come from. It was in the hills to their right
but he couldn’t see anything. A split second later another
booming pop sounded and Carlos had also lost his head in the
most literal sense.

Still holding up Howard, the three captives turned around
to see who was doing the shooting and as they did, five men
appeared in a line on the top of a distant hill.
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CHAPTER 3

“To be simple and natural is the highest and final goal.”
- Nietzsche

The two gun shots had caused the women to halt in their
march and begin crying hysterically.

“That’s two of them,” the leader thought as he moved to
push his startled and stalled group of captives along.

He had been forcing them to hold a very quick pace and
as soon as he had gotten them to the intersection of the Arrow
Highway and Sunflower Avenue which was about a mile
from their starting point the gun shots sounded.

“Go, Go!” he shouted as he prodded Sandy and then
Candace with the end of his rifle barrel.

“Hello up there! Who are ya!?” Finley shouted hoarsely.

“Are they more mexicans?” Finley asked Oliver Curtis,
“I can’t see ‘em too good, they’re too far away.”

“I... I d- don’t ...” Curtis stammered unable to finish his
sentence.

“Well, whoever they are, they sure can shoot!” Finley
added with enthusiasm.

“Here, c’'mon, put this fella down and let’s get his noggin
cleaned up!” Finley began slowly lowering Howard’s legs.

“Sit him up. Anybody got any kleenex or somethin’?”
Finley asked as he examined the wound on York’s head. It
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“My name is Don Saxena and no, I’m not the chief!” the
man replied as his laughter sputtered to an end.

“Well who is then?!” Finley roared.

“He is,” Saxena replied as he turned and pointed across
the campsite at a man sitting on the ground with his back
against a small boulder.

Finley, Curtis, and Pruse all focused on the individual
Saxena had pointed to.

None of the members of the small party could believe
their eyes. The “chief” who was in the shade of a small shrub
didn’t look anything like what they had expected. In fact, he
seemed out of place among the rest of the men who were all
in military dress and looking every inch like an army or spe-
cial forces unit.

“Him?! That’s the leader of your outfit?” Finley asked
in surprise, while not bothering to break his gaze, and look at
Saxena again.

“Yes,” answered the soldier in a matter-of-fact tone.
“That’s Styrbjorn Tagesson and he’s at the top of the line
here.”

No one bothered to say anymore, they just kept staring
across the campsite at the man who was chief. He wasn’t
dressed in camouflage and he might have been mistaken for a
hobo by the way he was sprawled out on the ground.

“Well, let’s get over there and see what the god damn
chief has to say!” Finley growled as he started across the
campsite with Oliver and Eugene following 2 few paces
behind.
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Automobiles are easy to spot and are being targeted by the
mexicans,” Styrbjorn answered calmly, amused by Finley’s
surprise.

“Can’t we go to this village of yours and then drive over
later on when things cool down?!” Finley continued, not lik-
ing the idea of more walking in the least.

“The village will be harder for all of you to reach than
Beverly Hills will. It’s out in those mountains and quite far
away,” Styrbjorn answered as he pointed to the San Gabriel
Mountains while the imagined hardships produced by walking
all the way to their destination began to bring on a miserable
state of mind in Ed Finley and Oliver Curtis.
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CHAPTER 4

“When human hearts break and human
souls despair, the great vanquisher’s of dis-
tress and care, of shame and misery, of
intellectual unfreedom and physical duress
look down upon them from the twilight of
the past, and hold out their eternal hands to
faint-hearted mortals. Woe to the people
that is ashamed to grasp them!”

- Adolf Hitler

Later in the day Styrbjorn announced that he intended to
attack the mexican headquarters in the evening and asked who
among his men wanted to be the eight to come along.
Instantly the sixteen men all stated they were willing but Don
Saxena did not. He would have to remain behind with a few
men to look after their guests so he made no display of enthu-
siasm and instead just sat relaxed as he observed the eager-
ness of the men milling around Styrbjorn.

They had come to war against the hispanics and since
Howard York still needed time before he would be well
enough to travel they had the choice of sitting around and
waiting or proceeding with their original plan. They opted for
the later. As Styrbjorn randomly picked eight men out of the
group, Finley and Curtis decided to see if they could find out
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with peculiar symbols but Curtis, York, and the little girl
seemed to be affected far less and they simply gazed at the
Chief expectantly.

“This attack may take place fairly soon and we don’t
want you stuck out here with all of the mexican forces on the
rampage,” Styrbjorn continued, “so we’re going to get you
mobile and out of here as fast as you can go.”

“Wait a minute. Am I to understand that what Mr. Finley
says in correct? That you intend to have us all walk to
Beverly Hills from out here?!” Maureen cut in with a firm
tone of voice.

“You, your husband, Mr. Finley and this girl will all
leave with my Captain tomorrow morning,” Styrbjorn replied
as he pointed to Candace indicating that she was the girl that
would be with them. “You will travel along the base of these
mountains and then southwest over to your destination and
you will do it on foot,” he concluded in an even and still
pleasant tone of voice.

“Not on your life! My husband can’t travel in his condi-
tion!” Maureen shouted as she rose to her feet, her face
flushed with anger.

“Yeah, Freak! Do you have any idea how far it is to
Beverly from here?! Get real!” Candace started in with the
same sort of abusive tone as her mother.

Styrbjorn seemed unruffied by the emotional explosion
and he just stood there calmly watching them all.

“Maureen, for heaven’s sake! Candace!” Howard was
frantically trying to calm things down.
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tinued as a pleased look came over Maureen’s face. She had
been expecting a “march or die” state of affairs and now that
Howard wouldn’t be forced to walk she experienced a great of
relief.

“Look at these things!” Candace blurted with just a hint
of a smile as she pulled on the new “shoes” Styrbjorn had
made.

“Princess Mini Ha-Ha!” Howard laughed, hanging the
name of a fictitious indian woman on his less than amused
daughter while trying to ignore the throbbing headache that
was still plaguing him.

In an hour and a half everyone had eaten and the two
groups headed out after lengthy, last-minute goodbyes and
“take cares”. The members of the little party thought that the
worst was over but events in their near future were likely to
prove differently.
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CHAPTER 5

- The priest portrayed the holiness
of the baptized and painted the hell torment
of the damned who did not want to hear the
word of the high priest in Rome. Now the
priest Wulfram of Sens turned to Ratbod
himself: “Take then, King, the water of bap-
tism, so that you, freed of all sins, may one
day enter heaven with the throngs of believ-
ers, to sit at the right of the omniscient God
from eternity to eternity, while all those go
to hell, who die unbaptized.”

Then Ratbod’s voice interrupted
the speaking bishop. He used the language
of his ancestors: “You have said, priest,
that I shall go to heaven if I allow myself to
be baptized? Now tell me, priest, where are
my parents, who are dead and had never
been baptized?!”

Terror spread through the ranks of
the priests, because the holy act had been
so unexpectedly interrupted. The Bishop,
completely in enthusiasm of the conversa-
tion, threw out the words: “All of them are
with the Devil in hell, because they died as
Pagans!”
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Then Ratbod kicked the clay pan
with the holy water so that it fell to the
ground and burst into fragments. And he
hurled his free words into the priest’s face:
“Then I want to tell you, Priest, I would
rather go to my parents and the Devil in
hell than with your priests to Heaven!”

from Rather to the Devil in Hell
by Gerhart Schinke

As the sun rays were beginning to brighten up the coastal
areas of southern California that morning two men sat in an
office of a quonset hut discussing an important move they
were considering making on the White community in Los.
Angeles. One was Ivor Simone Des’Groseilliers, age fifty
four, and the Commanding Officer of the Southern California
branch of a white separatist group, the Aryan United Front.
The other man, Henry Thurston, was the Field Marshall of the
branch. The Aryan United Front, or A.U.F as it was popular-
ly called, was really the only entity on the scene in the
Western World that was capable of pulling White Civilization
out of its tail spin and it differed a great deal from the other
so-called “Pro White” organizations that had long since van-
ished before the chaos had actually gotten underway. In the
case of the A.U.F there was a solid foundation made up of
dedicated and highly competent personal who operated within
very sound guidelines. There was a definite purpose and
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The two men differed from one another in many ways
other than just point of view. Des’Groseilliers was a very cal-
culating, methodical sort. He looked a fair bit younger than
he was but he was portly and this gave him a down-to-earth
appearance. People found him business-like and polished but
pleasant and he and his wife Kathleen could fit in anywhere if
no one knew that he was connected to the hated Aryan United
Front. The Commanding Officer of the southern California
unit, or Chairman as he was referred to by the organization’s
members, was a highly educated and astute gentleman who
could trace his ancestry back to the early explorers of the con-
tinent and beyond to the Norman elite of Medieval France.
Having joined the A.U.F well before the collapse, he dis-
played a remarkable ability to deal with the onslaughts of the
New World Order crowd and their lackeys who were desper-
ately trying to smash the last organization which contained
hope for the White race. Des’Groselilliers proved to be a
brilliant opponent in court battles that the A.U.F was often
drawn into under trumped up charges and managed to hand
the would-be destroyers a series of stunningly devastating
defeats just before the total collapse of North American soci-
ety had gotten fully under way. Ivor had a background in law
as well as business and, because of being an able tactician, the
leadership of the A.U.F stationed him in southern California,
one of the nation’s most volatile areas. The High Command
felt that if anyone could hold a position in such an insane and
dangerous place it would be the stout French Canadian. So
Des’Groseilliers went west, teamed up with local members in
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Savior is adored because of his suffering and death,”. Also,
the anti-hero points to a strategy that says, ‘if you throw your
life away, the world will be sorry and everyone will realize
what a wonderful person you were - like Jesus!” Saxena
explained and then was silent. Finley was brooding as he fin-
ished his food for the evening, Howard and Maureen were
also deep in thought as they kept eating, and Candace was
silent and still trying to make herself begin her dinner.

“Well, I damn sure learned a few things tonight!” the old
man exclaimed as he got up and headed for his hammock.

“Dad, do you think all that stuff is right? I mean, we’ve
been going to church and everything, and if its all this bad . . .
* Candace asked turning to her father.

“I don’t know but it sure makes you think doesn’t it?” he
replied and then was silent again. That evening, as many of
the men stood guard in shifts, there was quite a lot of thinking
going on in the four hammocks. Things once taken for grant-
ed as being good were becoming very unpalatable in the
minds of the Yorks and old man Finley.
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moments before he replied and as he did, he felt a stirring
between his legs. He didn’t love the woman he saw by any
stretch of the imagination, but she never failed to kindle his
lust on several occasions during the course of each day with-
out any effort on her part, and this was one of those occasions.
There was a slight breeze blowing and it gently ruffled the
loose curls in her blonde hair which was cut in a shorter style
and just fell to the midpoint of her graceful neck. As the
breeze moved through the golden locks it also caught the
edges of the front of her light blue silk bathrobe making it flip
open on her chest a little further than it already was, exposing
the inside contour of her classically shaped breasts while fur-
ther down, the robe fell open so that one of her legs was left
uncovered right up to the curve of her hip. Irving noticed her
eyes slowly close as the air circulated over her and the just-
right warmth of the morning sun sent her into an even deeper
state of faraway, careless, relaxation. He liked it when she
got into states like this, there was something child-like about
her at such times, something that pointed to a yielding inno-
cent tenderness rather than just raw sexuality and it was easy
to see why she had been so popular in many of the motion
pictures that were made before the disintegration and chaos
had really set in. Even though these movies had been major
releases and were done with massive budgets, their whole
selling point had hinged on the explicit sexual acts they con-
tained, and Cheryl Sloan had the knack of portraying such
things in a manner audiences seemed to desire. Irving had
often thought that it was all due to the experience she had got-
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the exception of the odd patch in a certain city district within
their territories that still had electricity. And being in the dark
was only a small part of the inconvenience, there was no
refrigeration, no time-saving appliances, no CD players.
Whenever darkness fell, the masses of New China and Aztlan
would peer into the darkness enviously as their eyes would
catch the far off glow from the lights in the buildings and
homes in the white territory. It was only a matter of time
before they would move to annex that area for their own use.
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CHAPTER 7

“The almighty
will be the just judge, our
task, however, is to do our
duty, so that we can stand
before him as creator of
all worlds according to
the law he gave, the law
of struggle for existence.”

- Adolf Hitler

The next few days passed with a rather hectic pace in
White One. The entire Jewish population threw itself into the
effort of dissuading their goyim neighbors from leaving and
people like Hudson Cooke and Daniel McGowan were paid
several visits by their friend, the Rabbi Hiram Glass. With
the key Jews of the community such as Pearlman, Shapiro,
Allred and Diamond at work on the groups they influenced, as
well as other Jews trying to sell any goy they happened to talk
to on the idea of staying, it wasn’t long before the White
sheep had been calmed by their shepherds and were once
again living according to the wishes of the “true God on
earth”.

The newfound confidence and peace were to be short
lived because even as the chosen were settling their lambs
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on. I think it’s a good way because if you are going to do
something, you might as well do it with all the power you
have and this is a technique that allows you to do that—if you
are at war, be totally warlike and have nothing else except
animal-like viciousness and ruthlessness inside you. Or, if
you are in love, then be in love and not half focused in it and
half focused.in some other state.”

“Sounds okay but, well, I just don’t agree with the violent
part,” Gwendolyn replied while sighing and looking back
down at the floor.

“Like I said before, violence is a necessary part of the
enginry of evolution and we must have the capacity for it in
order to survive. Mother nature doesn’t make mistakes or
give you any more than you actually need to live, and since
she gave us a violent side we must need it. But there’s some-
thing you’re not aware of,” Styrbjorn said.

“What’s that?” she asked, looking up at him again with
her blue eyes sparkling in a very appealing manner.

“It’s that men and women are not the same even at very
deep levels.”

“What do you mean? Are you saying one is better than
the other?”

“I’m saying that a healthy man’s behavior mirrors the
action of the sperm of our reproductive process while a
women’s behavior is like the egg. One struggles aggressive-
ly, competes to connect, and the other waits in ease to receive
the connection.”

Gwendolyn’s face revealed that she was not making the
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eldest daughter had worked a spell over Styrbjorn’s heart, an
unbreakable spell that caused him great happiness because he
was in the presence of such an adorable, angelic girl, hearing
her voice that was so soothing and tender, watching her
movements that were so light and gentle, and seeing the
expressions she made when talking as her blue eyes would
light up and sparkle. But the spell caused an equal amount of
sadness. This was because he knew that Gwendolyn York
saw nothing of value in him and found his mere presence
quite disturbing. And the sadness worked its way through his
mind too as his imagination churned up dreams of some
mutual heartfelt connection developing between the two
unlikely partners, only to be shattered by an internal voice
which reminded him of the impossibility of it all. Yet in spite
of how bleak things appeared, Styrbjorn became more and
more intent on somehow achieving a positive and lasting
romantic bond with Gwendolyn. After all, he was a follower
of Odin, the King of all Gods and he knew that there was really
nothing that was impossible so long as a person purposely
became; adapting, adjusting, and sacrificing to finally achieve
a desire. As the party trod along getting closer and closer to
their destination, Styrbjorn was silently making up his mind to
win the heart of the angel who walked behind him with the lit-
tle girl at her side. His will was becoming fixed on her as a
wife and a “do-or-die”, “no matter what” set of feelings circu-
lated through his being. He knew it would all have to be done
carefully. She was already afraid of him, and no spur of the
moment frontal assault consisting of him pouring out his feel-
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both numbers and arms, simply approached the posts, ordered
the men to lay down their weapons, and then began executing
any Jews present after identifying them by the contents of
their wallets,

The executions were silent affairs involving the use of
rifle butts in order to avoid the panic that gunfire would gen-
erate in the community’s populace who were now all in their
homes for the night, fast asleep and complete oblivious to the
calamity that was about to strike.
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CHAPTER 8

“The European peoples
have only one choice if
they want to save their
existence; to see what
they have in common and
to stand up for it.”

from SS Leitheft

“What the hell is with all the traffic?” Hudson Cooke
blurted with a surprised tone just after he had turned from the
people of the second Orange County party and glanced casu-
ally out the window of his office. The streets the window was
facing were well lit but should have been deserted at that
hour, and seeing a column of vehicles advancing toward the
Administration Center was not something Hudson Cooke
expected so his surprise was hardly overdone.

Daniel McGowan joined his friend moments later and
both men stared curiously as the vehicles could be seen
approaching from several streets now. Both Marsha
Rosenberg and Gloria Sobell were present. The secretaries
had been told hours earlier by both Cooke and McGowan that
they could leave for the evening, but they had refused. The
second party hadn’t shown up yet at that time and they were
under strict orders from David Diamond to remain at the
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casually taken by the force leader who placed it in the breast
pocket of his jacket and ordered his men forward at a slow
march down Coldwater Canyon Avenue toward White One
which was finally settling down from the panic and confusion
that had taken place earlier in the evening.

By this time, the organization forces had thrown up their
barricades across the intersections on Wilshire Boulevard
using automobiles and anything else at hand to block off the
advance of the hispanics. Their relentless training and high
level of discipline which was patterned after the German
Military during World War Il was paying off. Once the
orders had come down from Ivor Des’Groseilliers and Bush
Walden, the setting up of defenses had taken place with
machine-gun like rapidity and precision and even though the
organization troops were, for the most part, men with no for-
mal military training, they had been drilled and trained into a
formidable miniature army. But the power of the organization
did not stop there, their basic philosophy was holistic. They
saw themselves as functioning parts of an evolving universe,
an immense hole, and their group was a reflection of that
whole in microcosm. Just as they saw the white race as a
unique part of the whole of the universe, a part with a distinct
function, so they saw each individual within the whole of
their organization as a unique part with a distinct function to
perform. The result of this sort of thinking allowed each per-
son to take part in the organizations various projects and
maneuvers according to their own capabilities. Women and
children were very important elements and while the combat
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CHAPTER 9

And if we have loyalty,

and nothing else in the world,
that is enough, and no one
stands before us.

None can revile us,

no enemy can keep pace,
death cannot reap

with its hard cut.

In you and me and everyone,

it grows early and late,

and in the middle, where we fall,
there it is sowed.

And if we have loyalty,
and nothing else in the world,
that is enough, and no one
stands before us.

- Hans Baumann

Styrbjorn and Saxena were on their way to where their
men were staying and as they walked through the deserted
streets they talked of a number of things. After splitting off
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they made their way through the business district of Beverly
Hills. Styrbjorn was reluctant to answer but after a bit of
prodding by his Captain he finally spoke up.

“P’ve decided to get married and I’m trying to think of a
way to do it,” he said casually.

Saxena was taken aback by the news and only stared at
the Chief with surprise for a moment.

“What?! You?! Married?!” Saxena blurted.

“Yes, Me. What’s the matter with that?” Styrbjorn
answered in a calm, matter-of-fact manner.

Don Saxena began to laugh. Then he stopped and looked
at Styrbjorn with surprise and then began laughing again. The
grin left his friend’s face and was immediately replaced with
an expression of cool, distant, and closed emotion.

“Have I been telling some kind of a joke without know-
ing it? What’s so funny?!” Styrbjorn asked as he stopped and
stood looking at his laughing comrade.

“Who are you going to marry?” Saxena shouted between
bursts of laughter. “No! Wait a minute! Not that York girl
you brought here?!” he continued with real surprise as the
realization of who Styrbjorn might be interested in just
occurred to him.

“Why not?” came from Styrbjorn in a dry tone.

“Jesus, you don’t ask for much do you? I mean, when
you decide to do something you aim for the highest heights!”
Saxena exclaimed.

“She’s a person like anyone else. Stop blowing this out
of proportion!” Styrbjorn answered defiantly.
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respect or use for the average white person in this community
with their pathetic, gutless ways of approaching life, but
there’s something you’ve all got to understand - these miser-
able excuses for human beings are still the descendants of
those who made your own existences possible and who you
admire and respect so much. Since this is the case, we have
to approach them with the idea of salvaging as many as possi-
ble. We can’t afford to indulge in our personal aversion to
them. [ understand that many of these people are so confused
and warped mentally that they are too far gone to ever be able
to live in the normal way a person of our race should, but
most of them can still do one very important thing. They can
produce children and if these children are given good instruc-
tion and a healthy environment to live in they definitely will
grow into the type of people our ancestors would be proud to
have as their descendants. So we can’t just ignore these peo-
ple or wipe them out indescriminantly because if we do we’ll
be ignoring or destroying many links to the future of our race,
so I want all of you to meet aggression with aggression in the
case of the local guard units but as far as the residents are con-
cemned, treat those who offer no resistance as needed elements,
and if you can’t look at them as part of our folk, then see them
as valuable and necessary breeding stock if nothing else!”

The men nodded and grumbled some more but no one
objected to Styrbjorn’s recommendations and so he continued
on. “I mentioned that what we have here is a microcosm of
the entire western world. Well, not only is that true in the
sense that the community, like the western world, is corrupt
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was a better chance of the enemy crumbling after a day sitting
on pins and needles as they waited for an action that would
never come. He hoped the despised whites would be physi-
cally and emotionally drained by midnight and easily dealt
with. The Commanders immediately gathered around Olvera
and a large topographical map of the city and began to plan
for the great battle to come.
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CHAPTER 10

“Man is superior to mate-
rial,if he opposes it with a
great bearing, and no
mass of external force is
conceivable which cannot
be beaten by spiritual
strength. And from this
anyone, who is capable of
it, can draw the conclu-
sion that in men, real
men, values are alive
which  cannot  be
destroyed by shells or
mountains of explosives.”
- Emnst Junger

By nine a.m. the day was showing itself to be of the
gloomy variety common to southwestern California at the end
of spring. Low cloud cover that was thin enough to let in a
good deal of sunlight but thick enough to obscure the sun
itself, and the smoke from the fires that had started during the
calamity, caused what some called a “silver” day. The term
described days when the light seemed to accentuate all the
grays and blacks in the surroundings and cause the naturally
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CHAPTER 11

“When she left, she left behind a different
man, who again looked toward the future
with hope and happiness. The bearing of the
wife gave the sacrifice of the man its final
and great meaning, from it grew his
strength and healing, “

SS Leitheft

By mid morning Howard York and Craig Perkins were
back at their lookout point viewing the scene of the western
end of Beverly Hills with a mixture of curiosity and shock.
They had come to see what had happened the night before
after listening to the gun fire and explosions from the pitched
battles which had echoed up into the hills among the canyons.
What they saw was dead hispanics, rubble, bellows of smoke,
and clean-up brigades.

“It must have been hell on wheels down there last night,”
Howard observed in a subdued mood.

“Yeah, but should we all go down there?” Craig
answered with a question of his own. “You said you were
helped by two of their leaders?”

“No, those fellows that helped us weren’t connected with
these nazis or whatever they’re supposed to be, and 1 don’t
even know if they’re still around or if they’re still alive!”
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hand and shook it.

“That’s right, we need a man like you Mister Finley and
I’d like to discuss your joining us once your leg is back to
normal,” the Chairman added, sincerely feeling that Finley
would do a lot for the organization.

“Fine, fine. Whenever ya want,” the old man said, “and
by the way, if either one of you fella’s should come across
any cigars around this here idiot’s paradise send ‘em up ta me
will ya?”

After assuring Finley that he would receive any cigars
that were found, the two A.U.F. leaders turned their attention
to Styrbjorn who had been silently listening to their conversa-
tion with his roommate. His head was bandaged up but his
good eye was able to take in things around him although it
hurt him to move his head in any direction. His side was also
bandaged up even though the bleeding had stopped while he
was unconscious out at the site of the battle.

“Well Chief, good to see you’'re still among us!” Henry
said happily as he beamed at Styrbjorn.

“I have something very important to do here and I’m not
going anywhere until it’s done,” Styrbjorn replied out of one
side of his mouth - the other side was too swollen to move
properly.

“Good! And if you need any help doing whatever it is,
just call on me, I’ll do anything I can!” Henry responded
enthusiastically.

“So will I!” Des’Groseilliers added.

“Thank you. You can start by telling me if you’ve seen
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tent to live a parasite-like existence among other peoples,
feeding off the progress and struggle of those who are trying
to live out a unique destiny. You should understand though,
that just because the Jews are products of interbreeding and
have no real evolutionary destiny, they do sense an empty
area in themselves where the urge to realize a destiny should
be. The fact is, they have tried to fill this emptiness by manu-
facturing a false, make shift destiny for themselves based on
their metaphysical lore, and it has led them to try to establish
themselves as Zionist world rulers. I know this is hard for all
of you to believe and that’s because all of you are products of
a pure gene pool with a real destiny in front of it. None of
you can imagine or desire to rule the world or be kings over
other peoples, you just want to mind your own business and
live your lives in a manner that suits your natural tendencies!
But remember,” the Chairman paused a moment for effect,
“the Jews are not like you, they are not like any other people
either, they are abnormal. It appears that they are torn in two
ways by all their unrelated and disjointed traits. On the one
hand, they want a world with no boundaries where they can
live anywhere they choose off of anyone they choose because
they survive best when living in such a manner; and on the
other hand, they want to destroy the distinct races and their
cultures by promoting the insane, socialistic mix and mingle
idea so that this planet will be inhabited by a lot of half breeds
with no evolutionary destinies and no inclination to struggle
in any definite way. This would, according to Jewish think-
ing, allow their people to rise to the top of the heap and be the
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“Yes, I will be at your wedding next spring little one, but
a lot can happen before then, and it will happen if I have any-
thing to say about it!”

Styrbjorn became silent but kept watching the York girl
as she walked down the street for a long time, and he was
happier than he had been in weeks. As Gwendolyn turned the
corner blocks away and disappeared, he reached down and
gripped Cradle-Song which hung at his side, while his plea-
sure continued to soar. Then he remembered something his
father always use to tell him when he was still a child; “Never
try to second guess the fates or predict the future, and never
give up the ship!”

Smiling, he turned and slowly made his way through the
park, and as he did Nancy Saxena’s “seeing” came to mind
and he felt his will set and become stronger than it had ever
been.

TO BE CONTINUED.........

397.






