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Germany: be warned!
Denise, one of the commenters at Occidental Dissent today,
addressing another commenter said:

Dammler: Jews created World War II. They created that mess.
Hitler tried to prevent Jews doing to Germany what they did to
Russia. Screw off. The problem with Adolf and the National
Socialists is that they were too liberal. When one pulls up the
rock on the real history of the kikenvermin one marvels at the
fact that they weren’t all hunted down and killed off completely.

My sister and I were discussing this error of judgment at Easter
Dinner. I’ve concluded that Jews escaped their well-deserved
fate because we did not possess mass communications before.
The Juden Tuefel would go to one place—wreck that, get the
boot, then go somewhere else. The new Host knew nothing
about what happened in “the last place.” The whole effing world
is pretty much on to the Hebes, now. America is the Last Bastion
of Cluelessness—but that miasma is rapidly dwindling. As the
economy implodes, due the systematic, eternal malevolent
machination of the Spawn of Satan, I see more and more folks
wising up. When the USA is Cypressed hell will breaketh loose,
and the Spawn of Satan will be sent back to their Daddy in Hell.
Expulsion #110 will be global, and final—and they’ve brought it
all on themselves.

Can’t wait. I’m stocking up on lots of popcorn.

Ditto: sooner or later the USA will get Cypressed. Those who have
been following the entries of this blog under the category
“currency crash” know that there is no question that the dollar will
collapse and probably hyperinflate.

Germany: pay attention please!

Most of the thousands of tonnes of your gold in the Federal
Reserve Bank of New York, located beside the gold that belongs to
other countries, should be instead in Frankfurt or Berlin.

The economist James Rickards has been
predicting for some time that, after the
dollar hyperinflates, the thousands of
tonnes of gold in New York will be
confiscated from the Europeans, Japanese

and the IMF by the US government: a nation that already is the
main perpetrator of the crime of the century when we were born.

If the dollar crashes under the watch of Ben Bernanke, and some
Austrian economists are predicting that it will crash under this
Obama administration, the US government will probably combine
all of its gold with the confiscated gold of the nations that naively
deposited it overseas and have 17,000 tonnes or upwards of
20,000 tonnes: 70 percent of all the official gold in the world.

That would be enough to “reboot” the
crashed economic system after the dollar
hyperinflates! To boot, with that amount of
gold the nation that led the crime of the
century will be able to continue to dictate
the international monetary system along
with still more Americanism: exactly the sort of Yankee
Americanism that has been leading the white race to extinction
throughout the western world!

I would recommend Germany and other countries to withdraw all
of your gold reservoirs from Yankeedom, exactly what Hugo
Chávez did before he died.

Take heed, you have been warned…

Ex Gladio Libertas!
68 Anno Hitleris
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Bob Whitaker’s “mantra”

Africa for the Africans, Asia for the
Asians, Mexico for the Mexicans, White
countries… for everybody.

Whenever you hear the words “social
injustice,” “prejudice,” or “inequality,”

substitute these with the words “white culture.” People who want
to eliminate “social injustice,” “prejudice,” or “inequality” really
want to eliminate white culture.

Whenever you hear the words “white privilege,” substitute these
with the words “white civilization.” People who want to eliminate
“white privilege” really want to eliminate white civilization.

Whenever you hear the words “racist” or “racism,” substitute these
with the words “white person.” People who want to end the
existence of “racists” and “racism” really want to end the existence
of white people.

The anti-racists say they are against white racists, white racism,
and white privilege.

What they are really against is white culture, white civilization,
and white people.

They say they want a world without “hate,” without “racism.”

What they really want is a world without white people, a world
without you.

Anti-Racist is just a codeword for Anti-White.

When non-Whites pursue their group interests it’s called “civil
rights.”

When Jews pursue their group interests it’s called “lobbying.”

When Whites pursue their interests it’s called “White Supremacy.”

Anti-racism is a codeword for anti-White.
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Auster’s principal discovery
Today during my peripatetic soliloquies in my
daily walk, I realized that I have failed to transfer
into textual form one of my most recurrent
soliloquies about the current totalistic paradigm.
But first I would like to drop a few lines about the
previous totalistic paradigm for the white peoples.

The original Latin text that Catholics used to
listen during the traditional Mass—:

Credo in unum Deum, 
Patrem omnipoténtem, 
factorem cæli et terræ, 
visibílium ómnium et invisibílium…

—is called Nicene because it was adopted in the Council of Nicaea
in 325 AD (a city that changed its name after the Turkish
occupation). The Nicene Creed has been normative not only for
the Catholic Church but for the Orthodox Church and many
Protestant denominations.

Latin was a language designed for uttermost clarity. When the
tenets of Christianity became under direct attack by the end of the
18th century, the Enlightenment philosophers, some of them
recently emancipated from the Jesuits’ indoctrination, knew
exactly the doctrinaire content of the principles they were taking
to task.

The situation today is exactly the opposite, I have told myself
during so many soliloquies. One of the reasons why contemporary
whites have been unable to challenge the new paradigm that
began to be formed after the Enlightenment, called “liberalism” by
Lawrence Auster and which reached its peak in our times with the
American hegemony over Europe, is that the liberal axiom has
never been stated explicitly by its proponents. The situation
reminds me the Aristotelian concept of the enthymeme with its
unstated assumption that must be true for the premises to lead to
a conclusion.

The late Auster discovered that liberals were suppressing a
crystal-clear, Nicaean-like statement of their major premise. Their
Non-discriminatory principle is unstated and simply taken as
axiomatic: something akin to the Orwellian world where the State
controlled thought by means of controlling the peoples’ language.
In Auster’s own words, “No one in today’s society, including
conservatives, feels comfortable identifying this utterly simple
idea, because that would mean opposing it.”

Unlike Latin, Newspeak is a language designed for uttermost
unclarity. This means, of course, that in order to reverse the
totalistic belief system that presently controls the white psyche,
one must first identify the liberal axiom before the dissident, post-
Enlightenment philosopher is even able to discuss it.

In other words, if we listened the liberal axiom with the same
frequency that, as a child, I listened the Nicene Creed every
Sunday during the Mass, the first step to disabuse whites from the
paradigm that is destroying the West would have been taken.
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Lawrence Auster (1949-2013)

Larry Auster died today. Although we had strong discrepancies in
the past, the West’s Darkest Hour owes Auster some of its central
ideas.

MacDonald’s recent article about Auster gives the impression that
the good professor also forgave Auster’s gross insults against
MacDonald because, just before dying, Auster seemed to disabuse
his readership by making known a hidden chapter on the Jewish
Question that very well could have been published at The
Occidental Observer or The Occidental Quarterly.

Controversies aside, perhaps Auster’s most important discovery
was the explicit enunciation of the Non-discriminatory principle
that, implicitly, rules the West today: the quintessence of
liberalism.

I sincerely believe that every pro-white advocate should be aware
of that principle.
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Northwest Volunteer Army’s

General Order Number Four:

“No Jew or other non-white person, no
homosexual, and no white person engaged in
interracial sexual activity shall reside within
the boundaries of the Northwest American
Republic, or within any area of NVA
operations. NVA field commanders shall deal
with violators of this General Order at their
discretion…”

For the context of General Order #4 see here; for obtaining a
copy of the book or joining the Northwest Front, visit the webpage
(see first comment below).
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The Brigade excerpts, chapter I
by Harold Covington

“I’ve Had Enough of What Ain’t Right!”

“I’ll do it,” said Zack Hatfield.

“Do what?” asked his friend Charlie
Washburn.

“Kill them,” said Hatfield. “I’m going to kill both of those bitches.”

The two of them were sitting on plastic-upholstered armchairs in
the musty living room of Zack’s cheap furnished apartment in
Astoria, Oregon. Hatfield was a tall and rangy blond man in his
late 20s. His muscles were lean and ropy, and his often scowling
face was prematurely seamed from working outside in the cold
and the wind, at whatever temporary labor jobs he could find in
his home town that hadn’t been snapped up by Mexicans.

♣

“Yah, apparently that’s the big thing in all the feminist self-help
and psychobabble books now. They call it life scheduling or some
such shit,” explained Hatfield. “The first marriage is for kids,
which of course she always takes with her in the divorce
settlement after soaking hubby number one for every penny she
can. Apparently the lesbian thing is also something every truly
liberated woman is supposed to schedule now. I think all Ms.
Proudfoot has to her name is a welfare check and a line of noble
Native American Womyn crap.”

“Woe-men?” repeated King.

Hatfield nodded. “That’s the way fems write it. I think that’s how
it’s pronounced. It’s one of those PC shibboleths the media and the
intelligentsia are trying to introduce into the language and make
into an accepted and then mandatory term, like the word Ms.
George Orwell wrote about it in 1984. Newspeak. Mind control.
Just like we have to say African-American instead of nigger. When
a totalitarian society controls the language, controls the words
that people use in speech, and punishes them for using any word
or terminology other than the prescribed ones, eventually the
whole population will be so afraid they’ll start using the politically
correct terms in their very thoughts, to make sure they don’t blurt
out some word that will make them lose their jobs or get them
arrested for hatespeech. Anyway, your life has to be destroyed
because it fits into Liddy’s life schedule, apparently. It’s all about
her, of course. You’re a used component and now she’s throwing
you away.”

“But if she wanted a divorce she didn’t have to do—this!” King
waved his hand around at the surrounding walls and Plexiglass.
“Why this?”

“To make absolutely sure that she gets Caitlin and Judy,” Hatfield
replied patiently. He had explained the situation to King several
times before, and so had his court-appointed attorney, but it was
obvious that King simply could not yet wrap his mind around what
was being done to him. “Under both the federal hatecrime laws
and the Oregon Diversity and Tolerance Act, any conviction for
hatecrime or hatespeech automatically terminates a convicted
offender’s parental rights.”

“All for one single word?” screamed King in horror. The walls
were closing in on him and he was clearly beginning to go insane.
“Just because I said dyke?”

“Hey, buddy, settle down!” snapped the guard behind him. “You’re
in enough trouble already! I’m a pretty laid back kind of guy, but
it’s my job to make sure you don’t talk any more hateful stuff.”

Hatfield ignored him, and when King got the phone back to his ear
he went on. “Martha Proudfoot claims that you made her feel
threatened because of her gender, her sexual orientation, and her
race. I think she claims you said dyke squaw, actually. You’re lucky
the D.A. kept it in state court and so you’re only looking at five
years for the speech. If they’d gone federal with it they might claim
that making the Proudfoot woman feel apprehensive was an act of
hatefully-motivated assault, which they can do under the statute,
and then they could hit you with actual hate crime, which is
mandatory life, maybe without parole if the judge thinks you
actually intended to strike her.”

“Strike her?” laughed King bitterly. “My God, have you seen that
creature? She’s built like a bulldozer!”

“Steve, you know that the FBI had some child psychologist and a
couple of agents in the other day and they grilled the girls for four
or five hours?”

“Yeah, Pritkin, my lawyer, told me about that. Caitlin is six years
old! Judy is four! What in God’s name could they expect to get
from children?” demanded King incredulously.

“They asked the girls if you’d ever said any bad things about black
people or Hispanic people as well as gay people, that kind of crap.
This thing up in Idaho last month has them really freaked out and
maximum paranoid. The Marines just recaptured Coeur d’Alene a
few days ago, and the feds are seeing white supremacist rebels
under every bed now. They asked your girls if they’d ever seen any
flags in your house. Green, white, and blue ones.”

♣

“We can just stand by and wring our hands while Steve King’s life
is destroyed, and the lives of two little girls are poisoned. We can
write a letter to the editor, or maybe get drunk and call up a right-
wing talk show, although we’d damned well better not say what we
really think, or we’ll be up on hatespeech charges too. And it won’t
save Caitlin and Judy King from being raised to hate all men of
their own race.”

“Suppose we all club together whatever money we’ve got and try to
hire a decent lawyer for Steve?” suggested Ekstrom.

“There’s no such thing as a decent lawyer, and even if there were,
they wouldn’t stand a chance in these courts on a hatespeech
case,” Zack told them. “No lawyer with enough clout to beat a
hatespeech case will touch one, because of the repercussions to his
own career if he does win. There is only one way. Those two
bitches can’t be around to get up on a witness stand and swear his
life away.”

“It’s not just about Steve,” said Washburn heavily. “It’s about
Caitlin and Judy as well.”

“It’s not even about them, Charlie, not in the final analysis,” said
Hatfield, shaking his head. “It’s about us. About whether we’re
men or dogs.” Zack suddenly clenched his fist and roared aloud, a
lifetime of rage and humiliation and contempt for the world
around him welling up from his heart and his belly and his brain
and bursting out of his body in an explosion.

Washburn looked at the other two men. “Me, too. I’m in. Len, I
think Zack’s right. You’d best take a powder. Zack’s single and I’m
divorced, and we both have crappy jobs and nothing to lose. You
have a family and a business and you’ve got everything to lose. I
wasn’t a Ranger like Zack, I was just a truck driver, but I
remember enough of my military stint to fire a weapon. I’m sure
two of us can do this. There’s no need for you to be involved.”

“I am tired of living in hell,” said Ekstrom. “I never thought that I
would be ready in my own mind to kill someone. But I’m ready. At
some point in time, this madness and this cruelty has to stop. For
me, it stops with Steve King. They’re not going to get him. No.”

“That’s the real thing, all right,” said Zack with a sigh and a smile.
“It’s taken how many years between us to reach this point?
Sometimes I thought white men never would.”

“We have,” said Charlie. “Okay, Zack, you’re the ex-Ranger. You
should know how to plan a double assassination. How do we go
about this? What do you want Len and me to do?”

“I’ll do the planning and the actual killing. I need you two to
provide an alibi, nothing more,” said Zack.

“You do realize the shit is going to hit the fan big time when two
lesbians with a hatespeech case pending against a white male are
murdered?” asked Charlie. “You also realize that yours is the first
door Sheriff Ted Lear is going to come knocking on? He knows
you and Steve have been tight since high school, plus you visited
him in jail.”

“Yeah, well, that’s why I need you two guys as my alibi,” said
Hatfield with a grin. “But I’ve also got a little trick up my sleeve to
muddy the waters like hell. I’m going to take a magic marker with
me, and I’m going to write the letters NVA [Northwest Volunteer
Army] on the wall. Maybe in their blood.”

“Jesus, Zack, that will be sure to bring in the FBI!” exclaimed
Washburn. “After what’s happened in Coeur d’Alene, they’re
descending on the Northwest like a swarm of angry bees!”

“We see all over CNN and Fox News that the uprising in Coeur
d’Alene has been crushed and it’s all over. I don’t buy that. My
guess is what’s left of the real NVA is going to keep on fighting and
hitting these bastards.”

♣

He walked calmly down the empty street and turned in at the
Kings’ driveway. Inside the sweat shirt, stuck into his belt was a
truncated double-barreled 12-gauge shotgun. There was a battered
military-surplus Hummer in the driveway sporting a number of
feminist and pro-abortion bumper stickers, which Zack had
learned belonged to Martha Proudfoot. There were no other cars
in the driveway, which was a good sign. He had no way of knowing
if Liddy King or the Proudfoot woman had become sufficiently
paranoid to install an alarm system. Steve King had never used
one, since this part of the Northwest was still sufficiently crime-
free so it had not seemed necessary, as long as the family had
Spuds the terrier to sound the alarm in case of intrusion. But with
the media full of hysterical raving about evil racist terrorist
conspiracies in the wake of the October rebellion in Idaho, the two
lesbians might have gotten jumpy.

He pushed the door open. The chain was off, so he would not need
the small pair of bolt cutters in his left back pocket. That’s a stroke
of luck, he thought. They’re careless. Careless and arrogant. I’ll
bet it simply never occurred to them that despite what they’re
doing, anyone would dare to lift a finger to stop them. Why
would it occur to them? Until a few weeks ago, no one’s ever
fought back.

The little beds were empty. Thank God, he thought to himself.
Caity and Judy at least won’t have nightmares about terrible
sounds and boogey men in masks from this night’s work. I
wonder if they will ever be able to understand why, when they
grow up?

Now Hatfield stood outside the master bedroom door. He could
hear low, drowsy female voices from within, talking softly and
casually. There was no sign of alarm; he had been as silent as the
grave. Zack pulled two rubber ear plugs out of his pocket, lifted his
mask and inserted them into his ears so the noise and concussion
of the heavy bore gun going off in a closed room would not
damage or rupture his ear drums. He slid the hammerless shotgun
out and eased the safety off; it was ready to fire. He took a long
deep breath…

♣

“You wrote those letters on the wall?” Ekstrom persisted
curiously.

“I did. Don’t know when they’ll find the bodies, but when they do I
promise you’ll be able to hear the Daily Astorian scream in horror
all the way down to Coos Bay.”

“What happened in Coeur d’Alene has changed things. Now we
know it can be done. We failed in Coeur d’Alene, but the Party
hasn’t been destroyed. I know because I have been in contact with
some people who escaped from Coeur d’Alene and who are still
fighting, carrying on a guerrilla war to establish our own white
country here in the Northwest. It’s going to be long and bloody
and horrible, but we’re going to win.”

“How do you figure that?” asked Washburn curiously.

“Short answer? God is on our side,” said Zack simply. “Oooo-
kaaay…” said Washburn. “And you know this, how?”

“Because of what happened in Coeur d’Alene and what happened
with me tonight,” Zack explained. “These things are God’s sign to
us. Not whether we won or lost, or whether I screwed up somehow
and I’m in jail looking at a double murder charge this time
tomorrow night. That’s not what matters. What matters is that
these things happened. That we did them. God has given the white
man back his courage. The courage to stand up and defy our
oppressors’ laws. The courage to fight back with weapons in our
hands, instead of a computer keyboard. The courage to be men
again, real courage that comes from our hearts and not from a can
of cheap domestic beer or a whiskey bottle. We never had that
before, up until now, and that’s why white men always lost. We
were ashamed of who we were. We were ashamed to be who we
are.

“No more. Guys like me and the Old Man and so many others have
spent all our lives begging God on our knees to just do this one
little thing for us, to give us back the courage that our ancestors
had, even if it’s only for one last glorious defeat, so that we can die
on our feet instead of live on our knees, and exit the stage of
history with our heads held high. God has answered our prayers.
We have our courage back now. I don’t know how it happened, but
we’ve got it back. We got ours back when we did this thing tonight,
because even though I was the trigger man, you guys stepped up to
the plate just as much as I did. Anyway, I’m going to meet with
some people about joining the Northwest Volunteer Army.”

http://northwestfront.org/
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The Brigade excerpts, chapter II
by Harold Covington

“The Trouble Trio”

“Like we’re not marked already?” snorted
Washburn. “I think Lear knows damned
well who did Liddy King and that plug-ugly
dyke Proudfoot. He gave me a funny look
when he talked to me about your night of

gainful employment at the store. It’s common knowledge we’re
Steve’s closest friends, and Zack’s military record isn’t exactly a
secret.”

“Yah, same with me. I think he knows, all right. He just can’t prove
anything,” said Len Ekstrom.

“I don’t think he wants to prove anything,” said Hatfield. “What I
don’t understand is why no FBI involvement? Why no mention in
the media of the letters NVA [Northwest Volunteer Army] I
scrawled on the bedroom wall in dyke squaw blood?”

♣

“Right on time. A good sign in a revolutionary.”

“How was the traffic on the bridge?” asked Hatfield. “We came
down the scenic route, from Ilwaco,” replied the newcomer.
“Homeland Security is starting to put closed-circuit TV cameras
on bridges.”

“You know our names now, but all we know about you is you’re
called Mr. Chips,” said Charlie. “Do we get code names too?”

“Eventually you’ll each have a whole collection of your own, yes,”
said the Party’s man with a smile. “Mr. Chips isn’t so much a code
name as it is a nickname. I used to be a schoolteacher up in
Dundee, and I taught a kind of unofficial history course to certain
selected white students after school, strictly extracurricular. The
feds know who I am, and there’s no reason you shouldn’t. My
name is Henry Morehouse, but back in the days when I had more
hair, I ended up being called Red. You guys acted, on your own,
and that impresses us. Zack has told me about the incident that
took place here with the King woman and her beast of pleasure.”

“Uh, we gonna have to take some blood oath or something?” asked
Ekstrom.

“No, not at this time,” said Morehouse. “Later the Army may find
it expedient to formalize. For now, if you’re good men and true
then an oath is unnecessary, and if you’re not, no oath will make
you so. If I say you’re in, then you’re in.” Morehouse paused and
took a sip of coffee. “The first question that I need to ask is the
obvious one. Are all of you up for this? Do you fully understand
just what the hell you’re doing? This isn’t a video game or a made-
for-TV movie. This is the real thing. You see what’s going on in the
Northwest, every time you turn on CNN. People are dying, and not
just white people this time. The Beast is in a blind rage. It has
been defied and it has been wounded, and it’s lashing out in all
directions. You do understand that if you proceed, there is every
chance that you men will end up either dead or living out the
remainder of your lives in a federal prison, under conditions that
don’t bear thinking about?”

“Mister, the way they’re hollering in the news media about racism
and domestic terrorism, if we were even caught sitting here with
you, we’d go to prison for the rest of our lives,” said Ekstrom. “We
know this, and we’re still here.”

“Yeah, official paranoia is rampaging, all right,” replied
Morehouse with a chuckle. “They’re starting to wake up to the fact
that they didn’t get us all when they stormed into Coeur d’Alene
last month, and some of us are still fighting. Fair enough. But
before we get down to cases, I’d like each of you to tell me in your
own words what has brought you here tonight.”

“I guess I’ll start,” said Hatfield. “I knew that time had to come, if
any of us in this country had one spark of manhood left in us. We
have tried everything else,” Hatfield went on grimly. “For
generations we have dutifully trooped to the polls like sheep and
voted in elections where we were given no meaningful choice, and
where not one single candidate or party represented the white
man’s racial interests. Nothing changed except the politicians
grew more and more coarse and corrupt, more cynical and
contemptible. We tried the internet and spent years tapping to one
another on keyboards, because we bought into the idea that
‘education’ was the answer, and if we could just get the truth to
people, then things would change. Well, education without action
isn’t worth a bucket of warm spit. We got the truth to people, all
right, and it turned out to be nothing but a bunch of noise that was
simply ignored, because the internet was where it stayed. Nobody
ever did anything except tap on keyboards. That was fine with the
bosses. Tapping on keyboards was no threat to them, we just let
off steam and nothing changed. It is now crystal clear to any white
man with two brain cells to rub together that the only thing that
will make these dogs in power hear the word no is the sound of
gunfire.

“But I didn’t make up my mind finally until that night when I took
care of Steve King’s problem for him,” Hatfield continued heavily.
“I never realized just how damned good it would feel to strike
back! It wasn’t like Iraq at all.”

“I know what you mean,” said Charlie Washburn with a smile.
“For once, just once, the bad people didn’t win. I am just so
damned sick and tired of bad people always winning all the time.
But not this time. For once, just once, there was true justice and a
good man and two good children will now have some kind of a
chance together in life. A horrible deed committed by wicked
perverts has been undone. The scales were balanced just a tiny bit
back in the right direction. I feel it too, and it’s indescribable.

“But it’s more than that with me,” he went on carefully. “You
know, Americans see a lot of movies and TV shows where some
ordinary Joe like me is called upon to step up to the plate, so to
speak, and be a hero in some way, usually fighting against the
Arabs or Serbs or French or evil white racists or whoever the Jews’
main enemy of the moment is. Most of those flicks are just hokum,
but in the past few months, ever since Coeur d’Alene, I’ve been
feeling like that. Like I’ve gotten a call from destiny.”

“Things must change,” said Lennart Ekstrom slowly. “Every white
man and woman in America knows it, deep down inside of
themselves. This isn’t America anymore.”

“And that, Mr. Ekstrom, is what the white race has been waiting to
hear from men like you for a hundred years,” said Morehouse with
a nod. “You know that we were in a very similar situation, back
before the Party was formed? The Old Man himself Came Home in
2002, but for years he simply sat all alone in a series of cracker
box apartments or trailers or boarding houses, pounding on a
computer that grew older and crankier as time passed. For years
he looked for those out-of-state license plates to come over the
hill, begging and pleading on his knees with his fellow white
people to come to his side and help him, and for year after year, no
one came. He asked only for a hundred good men, or women. One
hundred people who were willing to place the future of their blood
and their civilization over their own personal welfare. And for year
after year, no one came.”

“And then what happened?” asked Ekstrom.

“Then they came,” replied Morehouse simply. “We refer to this
among ourselves as The Awakening, and we still don’t understand
it fully. Don’t get me wrong when I say this, because we’re not a
religious movement, rather the reverse in fact. But the best and
most comprehensible way that I can put this, is that it had to be
some kind of divine intervention. God decided to give His most
wonderful and yet wayward children one final break before He
threw the white race onto the scrap heap of history. He reached
into the hearts of one hundred people and moved them, changed
them, so that they let the scales fall from their eyes and they knew
they had to put something above their own well-being; that they
had to live for something besides a job and a paycheck and a
shopping spree at the mall. One day it just kind of began, and one
hundred people stopped worrying about themselves and went out
and began packing the moving van. The Old Man had his first
hundred, and they became the nucleus of the Party that was
formed when they came to the Homeland and were in place.
Without that first hundred people, there could have been no Party,
because it was they who set up the infrastructure and the safety
net so the rest of the migrants would have something to Come
Home to.”

“We’re going to need more than a hundred men now,” said
Washburn gloomily.

“They will come,” said Morehouse with quiet confidence. “They
came before. Damned late, but they came. Very well. Let’s get on
with it.” He knocked back the rest of his coffee, put down the mug,
and leaned forward to speak to them. “We are here to make
history, gentlemen. We are here to plan and execute the first
organized, armed insurrection against the United States of
America since 1861.”

“I’m in,” said Hatfield.

“I’m in,” said Washburn.

“And I,” said Ekstrom.

“Gentlemen, you just swore your blood oath. Make sure you honor
it all the days of your lives,” said Red softly.

“I look back at all the crap our people have put up with over the
past century and I am still astonished that we never picked up a
gun before,” said Washburn plaintively. “Why the hell has the
white man never fought?”

“Oh, God,” said Morehouse with a sigh. “Some of us have spent
our entire lifetimes studying that one simple question, Charlie,
and I have to say we’re no closer to an answer than we were at the
beginning. There are a few standard, canned answers, of course.
Up until the past couple of decades, most white people simply had
it too good. Life was just too damned sweet, and all the bullshit
caused by liberal democracy and political correctness didn’t seem
to be really life-threatening, just more and more annoying as time
wore on. When men are merely annoyed, they write letters to the
editor, or phone a radio talk show, or bitch and gripe drunkenly in
bars about how the world is going to hell. They don’t pick up a rifle
or start making bombs in their basement. And of course, up until
about twenty years ago, if things got too bad where you were
living, then you could just up stakes and move to the suburbs, or
some other state that was a little whiter.

“Liberals are always the first to flee from the messes they make.
Usually, they’re the only ones who can afford to do so. Anyway,
liberalism and political correctness have gone beyond the merely
annoying phase for a long time now. Things have been getting
colder and crueler for white people. Medicare. The drawbacks of
our wonderful democracy have become quite apparent to those of
us who find ourselves living in the northernmost province of
Mexico. They can’t sweep all the problems under the rug anymore.
They’re too visible and obvious, and no one has any money left to
run to the suburbs.”

“But that still hasn’t produced anything other than an army of
white people hollering on talk radio and then trooping in to the
polls on election day to vote Republican,” complained Ekstrom.
“What the hell was wrong with us back in the 60s and 70s? Or
even earlier? Why didn’t we fight?”

“Perhaps the more pertinent question, Len, would be why are we
fighting now?” asked Morehouse. But it’s more complicated than
that. White American males are still capable of being physically
brave, sure they are. They prove it every day on the battlefield.
Every week you can see some story on the tube about a white cop
who faces down a pack of gang-bangers or a white fireman who
pulls kids out of a burning building, and then you get these
extreme sports kooks who jump out of airplanes with snowboards
and try to surf down Mount Everest, or snorkel butt naked in a
school of sharks, that kind of nonsense.”

“God knows I saw enough Aryan heroism every day in Iraq,” said
Hatfield. “White men will still be as brave as lions, granted, but
only for the Jews or for their money, Red. When it comes to
standing up and fighting for ourselves, against the Jews and the
government that’s tyrannizing us, all of a sudden we wuss out.”

“Mmmmm, here’s where it gets complex, Zack,” said Red
contemplatively. What we can’t seem to do is to be brave on our
own, for our own interests, without the Jewish seal of approval.
We have developed a poisonous symbiosis with the system. We
can be brave in a structured environment, so long as it is an
officially approved form of courage.

You might say the Jew has succeeded in domesticating the Aryan.
We can be brave and good dogs so long as we hear the reassuring
sound of our master’s voice and get the occasional doggie treat
from his hands, but we can’t be lone wolves anymore. We didn’t
fight, Charlie, up until now, because for a century or so we have no
longer been wolves, but dogs. The Jew domesticated us. But now
we must hear the call of the wild again. We have to find that spirit
of the wolf once more within us, and bite the hand that feeds us.
And I suppose I’d better abandon that simile before I stretch it
into a pretzel. But you get what I’m saying?”

“Yeah, I do,” said Zack with a sigh. “And that poisonous symbiosis
between the American white male and the system is still very
much with us, an ingrained part of us. How many guys are going
to be able to break out of it? Those are going to be pretty rare
birds.”

“Well, maybe not so rare,” said Red with a smile and a swirl of
smoke. “Once that first hundred stepped forward, it wasn’t so hard
for others to do so, because more and more, when they came here
they found a crowd to hide in. It was getting that first hundred to
go first that was the real bitch. We will be the tiny lion against the
enormous snake, but the serpent is old and sick and dying,
poisoned with its own crapulence.”

“The movement has always had to deal with this defeatist and
paranoid belief that if we ever really tried anything, the might of
the Army and the Marines would simply crush us,” said Hatfield.

“You would think that maintaining the territorial integrity of the
United States would be the régime’s first priority, but it won’t be,”
agreed Morehouse. “With the growing world fuel shortage, oil is
frankly more important than land, and will become more so. After
all, the Northwest has no oil, other than Alaska, which is a
separate problem. The Army Council’s strategic assessment is that
initially, at least, there will be only a small actual military
commitment against us, if any. They won’t take us seriously.
Wishful thinking on their part: they desperately won’t want to
take us seriously. The idea that white boys would actually revolt
against them boggles their minds too much. They’re not going to
be sending B-52s to bomb Seattle or landing the Third Marine
Division in Astoria. What would that accomplish against small
bands of guerrillas who will simply melt away in the face of
overwhelming force, and then strike where the underbelly is soft?
I think they’ve learned at least that much in Iraq and Iran. It won’t
be that type of war.

“No, they’ll try to treat us as a crime problem at first,” Morehouse
went on, the three of them leaning forward intently to listen. “Our
enemies on the ground will consist of a hodge-podge of local
police, National Guard reservists, FBI and BATFE, Homeland
Security and other enemy paramilitaries, and eventually probably
some SWAT-type special units. Of course, ideally speaking, it
should never come to a full-blown shootout. We live light, we
move light, we hit hard, and then we vanish before they can bring
their superior force to bear. Classic guerrilla tactics.”

“So how many men do you think we will need in the NVA to get
the job done?” asked Ekstrom again.

Morehouse puffed his pipe meditatively. “We should be able
effectively to terminate federal control over three Northwestern
states and maybe more territory as well, if we can maintain a force
in the field of approximately one thousand men.”

“Overthrow the United States government with a thousand men?”
demanded Washburn in skeptical amazement. “Bullshit!”

“I didn’t say overthrow the United States government,”
Morehouse corrected him. “I said effectively terminate federal
control and authority in three large Northwestern states, which is
not the same thing.”

“How?” asked Ekstrom.

“By hitting the enemy hard and often, in teams or crews of two to
five or six people max. Let’s assume an average of five Volunteers
per squad or crew. Our thousand effectives will make up two
hundred such crews. Assume half of them are involved in support
duties, supply, intelligence, medical services, propaganda,
whatnot. That’s one hundred combat teams of five guys each
remaining, who are actually pulling triggers and making things go
boom. Imagine each of those crews striking the enemy on an
average of once per day, all across the Northwest. Remember, one
of the main reasons we migrated and we’re restricting our
campaign to this corner of the country is to reduce the problem to
manageable proportions. Let’s assume an average of a single dead
enemy of one kind or another per attack. That’s 100 people per
day being killed in one three-state area, with concomitant damage
to enemy property, infrastructure, and damage to his morale, his
public image, and thereby his capacity to govern. Their armies are
designed to fight Star Wars, but we won’t be fighting Star Wars.
We’ll be fighting Godfather style.” Morehouse knocked out his
pipe onto the concrete floor, and then went on.

“In Vietnam, in Iraq, in Iran and Afghanistan, ZOG had every
gadget and deadly toy human ingenuity could devise,
computerized and covered with bright shiny lights. But they never
found a way to beat the little barefoot brown man, dressed in rags
and armed with an AK- 47 and a couple of magazines of ammo,
and a heart that would never surrender. The human heart and the
human spirit can beat their machines, gentlemen. The human
heart and the human spirit can beat their money. The human
heart can beat their lying media.”

“That’s if we can find the kind of political soldiers necessary for
that kind of warfare,” Hatfield reminded them. “The guys with the
cool head and the iron nerve and the ice water in their veins.”

“You got it,” agreed Morehouse with a nod. “I can outline for you a
structure for a revolutionary armed force. I cannot turn mere
white males into white men once again, men that our ancestors
would have recognized. That we must somehow do for ourselves,
by finding within ourselves that last dying spark of pride and
honor and courage that has always distinguished us for thousands
of years.”

“You think these bastards will give in no matter how many people
we kill?” asked Washburn. “Iraq and Afghanistan are very far
away, something people read about over their morning coffee or
watch on CNN. We will be striking at the very core of their power,
right here on what they consider their home turf. Can they
psychologically bring themselves to admit defeat even if we beat
them?”

“This is another reason why we are not being so foolish as to try
this in all 50 states. What we’re going to be doing, Charlie, is we’re
going to be fighting a classical colonial war,” Morehouse told him.
“There are rules for fighting a successful colonial war, and they
have come into play dozens of times over the last century, from
Ireland to Africa. We’re not trying to take their whole loaf from
ZOG. Of course, they’d resist that to the death. Such a guerrilla
war across all of America would last for generations, and anything
we could salvage after such a conflict probably wouldn’t be worth
living in anyway. Nor could we win it. For one thing, we’d have to
slaughter over one hundred million non-whites, or drive them
back south of the Rio Grande in the most massive refugee wave
ever seen, and that simply isn’t feasible with what we have or what
we are likely to get.

“With our thousand or so people—and by the way, there will
almost certainly be more than that as our insurgency grows—
anyway, what we can do is to make these three states of
Washington, Oregon, and Idaho and maybe parts of Montana and
northern California completely ungovernable. We can stop the
United States from reaping any profit or income from this
territory, and we can turn it into one gigantic black hole sucking in
men, resources, time, effort, and above all money. Gentlemen,
there is a truth to fighting and winning a colonial war that I want
all of you to burn into your brains, because it is the key to our
victory. In a colonial war, the generals never surrender! The
accountants surrender! What we have to do is to confront the
United States with a situation where as bad and as humiliating as
it will be to let the Northwest go and let white people have their
own country, the continuation of the guerrilla war is no longer an
option for them. We can win this, comrades,” concluded
Morehouse decisively. “We can beat the God Almighty United
States of America, kick their stinking rotten asses right out of here,
and take this land for ourselves and our children. But only if we
have the stomach for it.”

There was a long moment of silence. “Let’s get started, then,” said
Hatfield.

“Right,” said Morehouse, filling his pipe again. “Okay, you’ve
already got the basics here. You’ve got three men. In this room
you’ve already got your first Trouble Trio.”

“Say what?” asked Charlie.

“The basic building block of the NVA company,” said Morehouse.
“A three-man team. When we were planning all this out, studying
and analyzing how previous successful revolutionary movements
worked in Western political and social environments similar to
ours, we came up with a kind of hybrid anatomy combining the
IRA and the Cosa Nostra, two highly successful subversive outfits
who to this day have never been completely repressed by their
governments. You’d be amazed how much hell three men can raise
in a society this complex, this racially volatile and unstable.

“Go ahead,” Hatfield urged him.

Morehouse lit his pipe again. “You start with three people as I
said, all of whom must have the requisite qualities of courage,
resourcefulness, loyalty, and fanatic dedication. That’s the hard
part, finding the right men and women for this. Each of these
threes will be the nucleus of a company. I know it sounds
ridiculous to call three people a company, but there will be more
of you, and what we want is a structure that we can maintain right
up until the end, when we will make the transformation from a
guerrilla insurgency to become a proper national army. During
our initial underground phase, the NVA is not an ordinary army
where units are supposed to have some kind of set strength or
function. We are as fluid as a lava lamp, always changing shape
and bobbing around. Each company needs to be free floating,
capable of conducting operations indefinitely on its own, even if it
is totally cut off from the rest of the movement, and eventually
regenerating itself and growing, adding more cells, like an
amoeba.

“Each company will be part of a larger unit called a brigade,” Mr.
Chips continued. “The next unit up from a company in most
armies is actually the battalion, but we’re not going to create any
of those until necessary and until we’ve got the bodies. The
brigade will be the main operational combat unit of the Northwest
Volunteer Army, responsible for taking on ZOG within a roughly
defined operational area. Each brigade will report to and be
directed by the Army Council in the person of one or more
political officers.”

“So the political officer actually commands the brigade?” asked
Charlie.

“No. He’s strictly a liaison who acts as a communications conduit
between the brigade commander and the central organization.”

“Got it,” said Charlie. “I’m a state forestry employee and I have an
official truck and uniform and ID, so I can be seen pretty much
anywhere and have a good reason for being there that won’t cause
comment.”

“That’s ideal,” said Morehouse with a nod. “Now, one of the first
things you will need to do is recruit more Volunteers. This will be
the most potentially dangerous of all the things you do. Make a
mistake and try to bring in the wrong man, and you’ve
compromised the whole company. Make a bigger mistake and
actually bring the wrong man in, and you will either die or spend
the rest of your lives being sodomized by niggers in the prison
shower. Your first duty will of course be to clear this North Shore
area of all enemy forces and non-whites.”

“Define enemy forces,” requested Hatfield.

“Anyone who is part of the federal apparatus of control and
enforcement, or who assists in maintaining the Zionist
occupation, or who gives aid and comfort to the régime,”
Morehouse explained. “Military personnel, of course. FBI and
Homeland Security agents, obviously. Certain local police but not
all; that’s a special problem I’ll go over with you later. Some of the
cops will be on our side, or at least willing to stand aside and let us
get on with it. State and federal judges and anyone to do with the
court system, and all lawyers. Federal bureaucrats of any kind, but
especially anyone to do with the IRS or revenue collection. One of
the keystones of our strategy is that from now on, not one more
dime we can prevent goes to Washington, D.C. from the Pacific
Northwest. Elements in the media and the civilian population who
actively support the régime or propagandize for it. And of course,
anyone with skin the color of shit is henceforth persona non grata
in the Northwest. Believe me, Zack, you won’t lack for targets.
Basically, your job is to make sure that from Beaverton on down
the river to the sea, ZOG’s writ doesn’t run anymore.”

“That’s a mighty big stretch of territory,” commented Ekstrom
with a frown.

“Yes, but the potential is immense,” replied Morehouse with a
smile. “I don’t know if it’s hit you guys yet, but you’re sitting right
in the middle of perfect guerrilla country here. Huge expanses of
heavy forest, mountains and ravines where you could hide an
army. The whole area a backwater that the feds won’t want to
expend much on in the way of effort or manpower, because their
main fight will be in the cities.”
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“It always helps to have allies and exterior
sources of aid, true,” agreed Morehouse. “A
lot of people across the world want to see
the United States go down, and they’ll be
willing to help once they observe that our

men have the right stuff and we are seriously pinning down
American forces which would otherwise be used against their own
countries. The Russians in particular won’t have any objection to
stepping back up to superpower status while we mangle ZOG from
within. Bear in mind that there are certain advantages in fighting
from within the belly of the beast. For all the incipient collapse
and waste of the past three generations, this is still the richest
country on the face of the earth. Everything we need to fight and
win is right here; we just have to take it.”

Coyle nodded. “You’re right, Red. It’s all there just waiting for us
to stiffen our spines and take it. We need weapons and
ammunition? We don’t need gun-runners from outside. There are
enough guns left in private hands in this country to get us started,
guns we can beg or buy, or just take. The Old Man always said that
gun control was never really that important an issue. There was no
point in having a right to keep and bear arms if we were never
going to use it. How many right wing cranks have we all known
down through the years who had a whole rec room full of guns, all
gathering dust and rust, not one of them ever used to fire a single
shot in anger at the real racial enemy?

“We need safe houses, training and staging areas?” Coyle
continued. “The Pacific Northwest is huge; the Feds simply won’t
have the manpower to put a soldier behind every Douglas fir tree…
The NVA [Northwest Volunteer Army] does not fight on the
defensive. They do. They don’t hunt us. We hunt them… This is a
spiritual problem, not a material one. What we need are men and
women with enough balls to pull the triggers and live the life.”

“The size and terrain of our new country is in our favor,” pointed
out Morehouse. “A completely self-contained revolt might have
small chance of success in some small and overcrowded country
like England or Belgium, or some tiny state like Vermont or New
Hampshire here, where the occupation forces can monitor pretty
much everything and bring their superior forces to bear on any
point quickly. This is the problem the Palestinians have always
faced. They’re trying to fight in a strip of land the size of a postage
stamp, crowded in like sardines with their own people. But here in
the Northwest we’ve got room to maneuver.”

“Maneuver exactly how?” asked Hatfield.

“What the Army Council finally decided on is a series of small
crews raising as much hell as possible in the cities. For the first
year or so, in addition to direct operations against all federal
authority and personnel in general, we want the combat crews to
concentrate on gofers.”

“On what?” asked Zack, puzzled.

“General Order Number Four,” said Coyle. “GO-4 enforcement
actions. Gofers. Get it?”

“Uh, refresh my memory,” said Zack.

“Oh, that’s right, you haven’t yet seen the NVA General Orders.
General Order Number Four orders all non-whites and
homosexuals to leave the three basic Homeland states and
anywhere else we’re operating. Henceforth all non-whites,
especially Jews, are considered to be legitimate military targets
and are to be destroyed on sight, in theory. In practice, your job
will not be to run around slaughtering blacks and Mexicans en
masse. Your task is to drive them out, if you see the difference.”

“Oh, they’ll get gone,” said Tommy Coyle grimly.

“It is absolutely vital that we whiten up the Northwest, and fast,”
said Morehouse. “Every non-white, every Jew, and every bugger
boy is a potential enemy asset, a pair of eyes and ears for the Feds,
a potential enemy soldier who by the very nature of who and what
they are can only seek to do harm to us and to our people. That’s
in addition to all the problems they cause with their usual crime,
violence, drugs, and monkey music. Right now the federal
government has a vast pool of millions of willing assets, activists,
and soldiers, living right here among us. We have to drain that
swamp. But what’s more important, the white people of the
Northwest need to see a difference, a visible improvement in their
lives. Fewer Mexicans especially. They need to no longer hear the
babble of Spanish or ching ling ding in the local Safeway. They
must no longer be confronted with sullen clerks and attendants in
business places who don’t speak English. They have to notice that
all of a sudden there are jobs available once again. They should be
able to open their windows on a summer evening and not hear
jangling salsa music from a boom box or a passing low ride.”

“They have to understand that we are doing with the gun what the
American politicians promised for 50 years and never delivered,”
concluded Zack. “How do we go about it exactly?”

“Blacks are simple,” said Morehouse with a shrug. “You shoot a
few and make it clear to the rest of them that remaining in the
Pacific Northwest is hazardous to their health. Let them know the
Boss Man is back, as the Old Man said in his nationwide address
on October 22nd. You’ll get some who’ll go on television and
swagger and beat their chests like King Kong and go booga booga
booga about how brave they are, and how no cracker woodchuck
racists gonna run dere black asses outa nowhere, all that happy
horse shit. You shoot them, too. It won’t take long for the message
to sink in.

“Mexicans are a more complex problem,” Morehouse went on.
“There’s an economic factor there. Mexicans are here because
capitalists employ them. Some of those employers are rich white
people who want their pools cleaned, and their lawns trimmed,
and their children nannied while they go out every day dressed for
success, sure, but mostly it’s the big corporations who have
brought in all this mud, everything labor-intensive from flipping
burgers to stacking pallets to mass farming in agribusiness.”

“Which is one reason why whites are so poor these days,” pointed
out Coyle. “Whites aren’t eligible for affirmative action.”

“The employers are the key” said Morehouse. “To get rid of the
beaners we don’t just go around blasting them on the corner,
although there needs to be some of that, of course, to get them
motivated. We go for the employers, without whom there would
never have been any problem to begin with. We need to deprive
capitalism of this vast pool of cheap Third World labor they’ve
imported into this country and force them to start investing in real
human resources again. They’ll try all the usual crap, outsourcing
and eventually shutting down their companies and trying to flee
the Northwest for Guatemala or someplace rather than employ
white people at a living wage. They’ll think we can’t find them and
wire something to their car ignitions in New York or St. Louis.

“That’s for the future, though,” Morehouse went on. “Right now,
what you guys on the ground need to do is deal locally with direct
managers. You just go into a place that employs Mexicans or
Chinese or whatever, wearing your ski masks at first, then later
you won’t need to because no one will dare to try and stop you.
You politely explain to the boss or the manager that come Monday
morning there had better not be a single brown face in his
establishment, or else there will be all kinds of physical
experimentation done upon his carcass. If he tries to pass the buck
to the head office or something like that, explain to him that the
head office isn’t going to go upside his head with a baseball bat if
he doesn’t do what he’s told. Do not burn down or blow up the
factory or the business unless it seems really necessary to make
your point. Remember, white people need those jobs the illegals
will be vacating, and there will be some white employees there
whom we don’t need blaming the NVA for losing their jobs. No
need to get too heavy about it. We’ve already littered the landscape
with enough corpses so they’ll know we’re serious. There’s nothing
like killing people to convince others that they’d damned well
better listen to what you have to say.”

♣

“It won’t last,” said Hatfield grimly. “What little is left of the
Constitution will go right out the window and the iron heel is
going to come down hard, and soon. Okay, now, my favorite and
most anticipated part of the evening. What about our local lefties
and anti-fascist scum?”

Washburn grinned and pulled out a list. “That was easy, thanks to
the public library and a stroll through our four or five lefty
bookstores and coffee bars in Astoria. These 55 names are just
about everybody in our three counties who has ever written an
anti-racist letter to the editor, organized some left-wing
demonstration or event, run some lefty activism group, or worked
for the Hillary Clinton campaign.”

“Surely there’s more than that?” asked Ekstrom. “In Astoria alone
there’s some liberal airhead under every rock.”

“I removed overlaps from the other lists,” said Washburn. He
pulled out a second paper. “This one is bugger boys and dykes, 112
names. I won’t say that’s all of them, but damned near. And
finally,” out came a third list, “119 Jews. May I make a suggestion?
We don’t burn these lists. We should find some way to blow them
up poster-sized, and then when we’ve popped a couple of Reds or
sodomites or hebes, we start posting them around town in the
dead of night with the appropriate names crossed off.
Psychological warfare.”

“Bet you by the time we’ve killed half a dozen of them, the rest will
scatter like quail,” said Ekstrom.

“But first I need to go over the Army Council’s policy on target
selection with you,” said Donner. I’m sure Red and Tommy have
already mentioned to you that we don’t just want to run around
slaughtering everybody with a dark face.

“That said, a lot of your work will still be gofers, GO-4s, General
Order Four enforcement. It may look to outsiders like we’re just
gunning down non-whites at random, but actually the whole issue
of target selection is very complex. The selection of targets will
primarily be the duty of the company commander, with the
assistance of the XO [Executive Officer] in his intelligence
gathering capacity, but anyone can propose an enemy target for
the CO’s [company commander] consideration. Every target that
we destroy, human or material, needs to have some kind of clear
and visible value to the Zionist occupation government. The public
needs to be able to see and understand why we shot so and so or
blew up or burned down such and such a place.

“The NVA tactical philosophy is that the minute hostilities
commence in any operational area, we need to start hitting those
targets, not sit there admiring our lists for the neat typing. The
NVA must always hit, hit, hit! We must keep the feds off balance,
never knowing when and where we will strike next, but knowing it
will be damned soon. Right now they’re still trying to maintain
business as usual, trying to pretend that we’re just ordinary
criminals. They’re doing full CSI workups, forensics, and legal
documentation on each incident. We must present them with so
many incidents that their ordinary procedures of criminal
investigation and apprehension will be stretched to the breaking
point and then snap under the strain, thus forcing them to fall
back on brute force and institutionalized terrorism. Remember,
normal law enforcement in America is already so swamped with
ordinary crime, drug-related messes and the thousand-and-one
problems that come from massive numbers of Third World people
living in a Western society, that in many areas the system can
barely function as things are. We need to tip the system over the
edge. We have to hit them so hard and often that they can’t keep
up, so that all they can do is just follow along behind us and keep
on picking up the dead bodies we leave for them.”

“Sounds good to me,” growled Hatfield.

“But still, there are some guidelines. Some very important
guidelines,” warned Donner. “First and foremost, no kids!

“If they’re old enough to have a shitty little moustache or visible
tits, they’re old enough to do harm to white people and they’re fair
game, although personally I’d say play it safe by concentrating on
adults. One obvious exception would be blacks or Mexicans in
high school that can’t seem to lay off chasing white girls. We need
to get the word out: that shit comes to a screeching halt, now!”

“Mmmm, Larry, what about bombs?” asked Hatfield. “I recall that
the one thing that probably screwed the pooch for the Provisional
IRA more than anything else was their seeming inability to pop
the top in Belfast without blowing up some poor mother and baby
in a stroller passing by.”

“Yeah, and those dumb Paddies would also do crap like shooting a
man down in front of his children, shooting teachers in front of a
class full of kiddies, so forth and so on,” said Donner in disgust.
“What the hell were they thinking? I admit, one of our big
nightmares is that some white child is going to be in the wrong
place at the wrong time and get killed by one of our detonations.
The white people they accidentally kill will disappear. Any
witnesses will be silenced, their families will be bought off, and the
media will make those incidents drop off the radar like they did in
Iraq. The United States can afford collateral damage, but we
can’t.”

“Got it,” said Hatfield.

“Okay, second no-no in target selection,” Donner went on.
“Christian ministers, priests, and for the moment, church
buildings themselves. This one may change later, depending on
how serious a threat the evangelicals and others become to us.
Remember, we have to get the silent support of a majority of the
white population here at least to the extent that they do not
inform or actively collaborate with the occupation.”

“Understood,” said Hatfield.

Donner continued, “Obvious targets like racially mixed couples
and faggots. That shit stops! It stops now! No more! If you know
where any live, waste them and burn them out, just make sure you
don’t kill any cute little mulatto kiddies.”

“They’ll be on the 6 o’clock news crying for their mommy and
daddy,” rumbled Ekstrom with a scowl.

“Who else is on the hit parade?” asked Washburn.

“Basically, we hit anyone who is part and parcel of maintaining
federal authority in the Northwest. Start with lawyers, judges, and
anyone to do with the courts. It is absolutely essential that the
enemy court and judicial system come to a grinding halt. From
now on courts do not sit, unless it’s behind a Bremer wall, and not
for long even then, until we get at them somehow. These courts do
not judge us, or anybody else. They are no longer lawful and the
government they serve no longer rules in this land. We do. If
someone in the community is causing a real problem with drugs or
genuinely anti-social behavior, the NVA will deal with them, not
the American law and not the American courts. All attorneys are
considered officers of the court, and the court is an alien and
enemy power occupying our land. All attorneys are therefore
legitimate military targets. All judges will immediately resign and
leave the Homeland, or die. We thus force the enemy to fall back
on military tribunals or simple arbitrary internment.”

“That’s coming anyway,” remarked Hatfield. “Let me hear some
more about the goddamned lefty media.”

“Media personnel are much more delicate,” said Donner. “We not
only need to neutralize them as enemies, we need to make use of
them for our own purposes, no matter how reluctant they may be.
We can do this by punishing a few of their more excessive
individual personnel, but letting the rest continue to function so
long as they provide balance in their coverage. For example, if they
have to report federal government press releases and statements,
fine. But they also report statements by the NVA, verbatim, and
they do it with a straight face and no unseemly comments. They
give us the same air time and they refrain from any snide side
remarks or manipulation of the news. Oh, and by the way, they
don’t use the term ‘terrorists.’ They call us the NVA, or Northwest
Volunteers, or white separatists, or even insurgents is fine, but
terrorist is the ZOG word for us, and the media will not use it.”

“You mentioned something you called floats?” asked Hatfield.

“Floats are the most dangerous of all NVA operations, because
they’re more or less spontaneous and unplanned,” said Donner.
“That’s when some of the boys lock and load, pile into a couple of
cars, and go out cruising to try and find somebody to shoot. The
drawbacks are obvious; there’s a possibility you will run into
something you can’t handle or get jammed up in traffic with the
cops after you, something like that. But they’re a valuable tactic for
the same reason.

“There’s no real hard and fast rule here,” Donner continued. “You
guys are going to have a more independent command out here in
the great north woods than our urban units, and you’re going to
have to play a lot of it by ear. The basic operating principle for now
is this: we cannot allow the enemy to maintain any pretense of
business as usual, any pretense that they are still the law and we
are criminals of some kind. From the moment of the Declaration
of Northwest Independence in Coeur d’Alene, from the night the
Old Man gave that address to the world on TV, we are the law and
we are legitimate. They are the criminals and the interlopers. Be
good cops for the Republic and take ‘em out, boys.”

♣

“No, you don’t understand, I’m not proposing to hit the monkoids
themselves,” said Hatfield. “Read on.”

“Hmmm….” Donner said, pursing his lips. “Says here that Mr. and
Mrs. Jacob Goldman donated their own personal beach house
indefinitely to these poor Affikin-Amurkin refugees from racist
fascist terror, and Mrs. Irene Goldman tells us she thinks that
Oregon needs more diversity in the face of this growing threat
from us evil white boys. Do they live around here?”

“Big Victorian mansion up on the hill in Astoria,” said Hatfield.
“He’s retired from some New York merchant bank, he’s a wheel in
the local Democratic Party and a known ADL asset, and she runs
the most upscale art gallery in town. Big contributors to every
known Jewish and liberal charity, including hosting our annual
Israel Bonds dinner at the Elliot House. Both of them really tight
with the local evangelicals who of course fall down and adore them
as God’s Chosen People. I can’t think of any opening target that
will send our message louder or more clearly. The Goldmans, their
kind, and their day are done in the Northwest.” Donner looked up,
his lip curled in a sardonic smile, and he raised his hand and
quickly drew his finger across his throat in a slashing motion.

“It’s done,” said Hatfield grimly.

“When?” asked Donner.

“Give us another few weeks. I’d kind of like to give the Goldmans a
very special Valentine,” said Hatfield with a chuckle.

“Okay, this fits in really well with something else,” said Donner.
“Brigade has a strategic objective we need your help with. If you
watch the news, I’m sure you’re aware that both First and Second
Portland Brigades are both starting to strike on a regular basis.
We’ve taken out some blacks and gooks and Mexicans, and the city
is already beginning to get noticeably whiter. We’ve also taken
down a few Portland cops, mostly of the black and brown
persuasion, and we’ve popped the top on a couple targets, mostly
Korean stores, the Holocaust memorial, petty shit like that. But
the one thing we haven’t been able to do yet is to take out any FBI
or Homeland Security. Our friends in the silk suits are getting
antsy, and they’ve gone cautious as hell on us. They know they’re
being hunted. They’ve fortified the federal building on Southwest
Third Street and all the offices and facilities they use. They’ve
created a whole huge Green Zone in the Justice Center surrounded
with Bremer walls and razor wire and every electronic security
device known to man as well as an army of police and federal
security guards. It now takes a triple-threat security clearance
even to get upstairs. Most of them have sent their families out of
the city and in most cases out of the Northwest. They’ve taken over
the downtown Holiday Inn for most of their staff, and they take
armored shuttle buses to and from work. Those who still live in
their own homes now drive bulletproofed cars and vary their
routes to and from the office, etc. etc. I guess these assholes did
learn something in Iraq. We’ve come close enough to pop a few
rounds at them from a distance, but no hits. That’s given them
something to think about and made them even more nervous, but
we haven’t been able to nail any of them yet. The fact is that in the
city, they’re hard to detect and follow. We know who some of them
are but not all, and they’ve started to shift their agents around
every couple of months so there are a lot of new people we don’t
know. What we want to do is flush the FBI or U.S. Marshals out,
get some of them out in the open, out here in one of these small
towns or on some rural road where they’ll stand out like statues
and we can get a clear shot at them.”

“The assassination of two very prominent left-liberal Jews in
Astoria sure sounds like a hatecrime to me,” said Hatfield. “The
FBI would pretty much have to investigate something like that,
would they not? Especially with the Blue State establishment in
this county howling like banshees demanding immediate action?”

“I think the FBI would understand that their absence from the
scene would be a very bad message to send, politically, especially
after they sloughed off your killing of those two lesbo bitches.
Their absence from the scene of a second double hit would look
very much like they’re scared of us,” agreed Donner. “They are, of
course, but they don’t want to be seen to be scared of us. Anyway,
when you do get a fix on them, this will probably have to be done
as a float. You won’t have the chance to rig a bomb or booby trap,
you’ll have to take them on the wing, tail them and nail them as
targets of opportunity. Are you going to be able to handle that?”

“I think this will be a good opportunity for Cat-Eyes Lockhart to
make his NVA debut,” said Hatfield. “I’ll be his driver and spotter
myself.”

“I agree,” said Donner with an enthusiastic nod. Most of our jobs
are done like a Mob hit. Get in close, two in the head to make sure
they’re dead. Make sure you see the brains, as gross as that
sounds. Then beat feet out of there and get rid of the weapon.”

“Shoot and scoot,” said Washburn.

“You’ve got it.” Donner leaned over to them. “Gentlemen, there’s
something else I need to mention here, and I suppose this is as
good a time as any for it. Now, what we have been talking about
this evening sounds very bad and brutal. It is bad and brutal, but
let’s be very clear: this is the only way that this society and this
foul world we grew up in is ever going to change.

“We live in a system that is specifically designed to prevent
change. ZOG has turned this country into one great steel cage to
keep us and our children penned like livestock all our lives.
America has robbed white people of any hope, any future. They
drag our sons away to be slaughtered in Iraq and Iran. They
poison our children’s minds and turn our kids into stupid white
niggers, grown fat and lazy on fast food and computer games,
trashed out on drugs and hip hop, while our daughters present us
with mulatto grandchildren.

“The tyranny under which we live may still wear a velvet glove on
occasion, but it is unspeakably evil and brutal, and only greater
violence and brutality will bring it down. This was their choice.
They made it this way, not us. You guys have to understand that in
order to win through to freedom, we Northwest Volunteers are
going to have to become hard, hard men. The hardest history has
ever known, because that hardness of soul is one of the few
weapons we can muster against an incredibly powerful enemy who
holds all the cards. Compassion and mercy are all very well, but
they are luxuries that are possible only in a basically decent world,
and that world is not this one. You are embarking on a journey
that will become horrible beyond measure, but our fathers and
grandfathers sloughed it off onto us. We dare not pass it on to our
own children, because we are the last generation that will have a
chance to do anything about all of this.”
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The Brigade excerpts, chapter IV
by Harold Covington

“Valentine’s Night”

“This is going to be a doozy of an opening
number for D Company, and we’ve got one
week to work out all the details,” Hatfield
told them all in a cheerful voice. “We’re
going to try for two major takedowns

within 24 hours, the second one flowing from the first. This means
we’ve got to plan and carry out the Goldman hit in such a way as
to leave us windows of opportunity for the FBI attack. I’ve thought
about this, and I think the best place to hit the feebs would be at
the same place we do Jake and Irene. I am basing this on the
assumption that the FBI, when they do show up to investigate this
nasty horrible hatecrime, will be constrained to at least put in a
token appearance at the actual crime scene and pretend they’re
Sherlock Holmes looking for clues and dogs that didn’t bark in the
night.

“I want to do the Goldmans up close and personal, with handguns,
so that the FBI and the cops don’t get an inkling that we have
somebody of Volunteer Lockhart’s skill and stature on our side.
We’ll introduce ’em to the boy on bigger targets than a couple of
Jews.”

♣

“I was in there once,” said Ekstrom. “Took Eva there for dinner,
and unfortunately we’d already sat down before I saw the prices
on the menu. I had to max out my one remaining Visa just for
salad and a couple of sandwiches.”

“It’s a trés chic watering hole for our Blue State élite, all right,”
agreed Hatfield. “One of those places where if you have to ask the
price of something, you can’t afford it.”

“Yeah,” continued Charlie. “Wapner isn’t officially on our Jew list,
although with that name I’m suspicious, but he’s on the liberal
scumbag list. He toadies to the Goldmans and their ilk, probably
because he makes his living off of them.

“It seems Wapner doesn’t speak Spanish, so he asked Conchita to
run down his Valentine’s night program with his kitchen and wait
staff. The Goldmans were a big part of it. They’ve got a special
private dining room reserved, but get this—they’re not going to be
eating off the regular menu. Goldman has ordered in a special ten-
course glatt kosher dinner for two, flown in from, get this, some
high-toned restaurant in Jerusalem. This special nosh is going to
be coming in from Israel by chartered Lear jet and helicoptered in
from Portland to our little airport, and then rushed to the Beanery
by taxi, where Wapner will give it a quick warm in his ovens and
microwave, specially rabbincally kosherized for the occasion, and
serve it up to the happy hebes. Plus all the trimmings, kosher wine
and hors d’oeuvres and whatnot, and the whole dining room
covered in sheaves of roses. Total cost for this evening of
conspicuous consumption, including a handsome backhander to
Wapner himself for using his restaurant while not deigning to eat
the same food as the rich goyim eat, will be over $60,000.”

“Mother of God!” gasped Campisi. “I’ve never even seen $60,000
in one place. My family has to make do with meat twice a week,
and that’s with me and my wife both working.”

“If we do this right there shouldn’t be any shooting except the
holes we put in Jake and Irene,” said Hatfield. “Charlie, once you
see the targets leave the house, you call us and give us the signal.
Tony and I will then pull the Yukon out onto the platform and into
the parking area, get into position, and wait.”

“Do we take them before or after their big imported kosher
banquet?” asked Tony.

“Before, on their way into the restaurant. We don’t need to be
waiting around for a couple of hours with guns in our pockets.
Besides,” Hatfield continued in a grim voice, “I don’t want one
single sixty thousand-dollar kosher morsel flown in all the way
from Jerusalem to go down those kikes’ gullets. I want that vile
slap in the face to my people to sit there on the table getting cold
and gooey while the roses fade and the petals fall to the floor. Call
it a symbolic act. The Goldmans’ day is done, in every sense of the
term.”

“Lieutenant, you have the soul of a poet!” laughed Lee. “What if
there are people around who might see the whole thing?”

“Then they see the whole thing,” said Zack with a shrug. “We’ll be
masked. We shoot them both, triple tap, first bullet dead center to
put them down and two more into the head to complete the
execution. We walk at a quick pace, but do not run, back to the
Yukon and we drive at a normal speed off the pier, and then we
rendezvous at Shangri-La.” Shangri-La was a code name for a
vacation-rental RV on a scenic bluff overlooking the river in the
nearby crossroads village of Knappa.

“Sounds simple enough,” said Len.

“Yah, but the simplest plan can go haywire because of the smallest
missed detail or unexpected occurrence,” said Hatfield. “We need
to get into the habit of going over these things two dozen times,
extrapolating anything that might cause a hitch or go wrong. Now
for hit number two, the one that will put D Company on the
rebellion’s map. Those dead FBI agents we promised Brigade.
That’s where you come in, Cat.”

“Christ Almighty!” he exclaimed. “An M-21!”

“Sniper version of the old M-14, semi-auto, with complete
cleaning kit and accessories,” said Ekstrom proudly.

“We had a familiarization course on these at sniper school at Fort
Benning, and I think I remember most of it, but I never thought
I’d get to use one in action!” said Cat-Eyes Lockhart, balancing
and presenting the rifle. “The older guys in the sniper school
swore by them. They were all pretty much out of service by the
time I went through. Where the hell did they get this beauty?”

“No idea, and I didn’t ask,” Ekstrom told him. “The Commandant
just said our brigade’s best sharpshooter needed our best
weapon.”

Cat was examining the barrel. “You know, they trained us for kills
up to 800 yards at Benning with the M-24, but if I recollect
correctly some of the old guys in ‘Nam claimed they killed at a
thousand yards with this. In a good covered position, with enough
ammo, I could hold off an infantry company. They’d have to bring
up copters or artillery.”

“You won’t be standing anyone off, Cat,” said Hatfield. “Shoot and
scoot, remember. Don’t risk yourself. If ever it looks like it might
be too dangerous, I want you to fade. Remember General Order
Number Eight.”

“Well, that’s one thing I wanted to talk to you about, sir,” said
Lockhart. “When I was in Iraq, we all had cards or some kind of
mark we used to put on or near our kills. Signing our work, so the
hadjis would know who was on their tail, a psychological warfare
thing. I was the Jack of Diamonds. I was wondering if it would be
allowable for me to do the same here? When I can do so safely, of
course? Maybe leave the card in my firing position for them to
find?”

“Wouldn’t that be just broadcasting your identity to the enemy?”
asked Hatfield.

“Look, they’re not dumb. I’ve already got a record for horrible evil
racism and male chauvinism and God knows what else,” reasoned
Lockhart.

“You realize that will make you one of the most hunted men in the
Pacific Northwest?” demanded Hatfield.

“They’ve already hunted me out of everything,” said Lockhart
bitterly. “This filthy society has hunted me out of my wife, my
children, my future, my dignity, and my hope. Good honest bullets
will make a nice change.”

“Then we’ll start you off with each one of us buying a Bicycle deck
and giving you the Jack of Diamonds, only let’s all make sure we
wear gloves when we handle the cards. No sense in deliberately
leaving the enemy a fingerprint. Now, once again assuming the
feebs will show at Rigoletto’s, what about firing positions? Cat,
you know that big hill overlooking 39th Street, the heavy woods?”

♣

On Valentine’s night, Zack Hatfield and Tony Campisi sat in the
front of a battered old GMC Yukon, parked behind a loading dock
just off 39th Street. The night was dark and cloudy, and there was
a light drizzling rain, a perfect cover for the Volunteers. The cell
phone on the dashboard rang. Zack answered it. “Hello?”

“Is this Luigi’s Pizza?” asked Charlie Washburn on the other end.

“No, I’m sorry, you have the wrong number,” said Zack in an
exasperated voice, in case anyone was listening in. He folded the
phone. “Okay, they’ve left the house. Charlie and Lee will be
behind them. He’ll let us know if there’s any delay or change in
their destination he detects, but we need to get into position.”
Hatfield started the Yukon and turned on the lights, and a
moment later he rolled onto the long, curved 39th Street Pier. He
pulled up into the parking lot on the former cannery platform and
found the one available remaining space, which he carefully
backed into. The restaurant was crowded, no doubt with
Valentining couples. They could hear the noise and clinking of
dishes and voices even through the rain.

“Where the hell are the Goldmans going to park?” asked Tony,
looking around. “They’re chock-a-block in there, it looks like.”

“We will kindly give up our space, of course,” said Hatfield with a
chuckle. “Okay, we’ve got a few minutes. Check your weapon,
once, and then leave it alone until it’s time to use it.” Tony took
out a .38 snub and broke the cylinder, and saw the five .38 Special
Black Talon rounds. He closed the cylinder. Zack did the same
with his old police-issue Smith & Wesson .357 Magnum. They
were both using revolvers so as not to have to go scrambling
around looking for ejected cartridge casings.”

“How you holding up, Tony?” asked Hatfield, noticing a slight
shake in Campisi’s hands.

Campisi understood what he was talking about.

“You’ll do fine,” said Zack with a smile. “Just remember, let me
fire first. I’ll take the yenta, you take Jake. Call it psychology. I’ve
killed women before, here and in Iraq, and so has Cat-Eyes, and it
doesn’t bother us, but for their own self-image and emotional
strength I think every Volunteer’s first kill needs to be a man, and
a clear racial enemy, a Jew or a nigger or a fed of some kind. God
knows all the horrible ambiguities of war will set in for us all, in
time.” The phone rang again. Zack opened it. A silly child-like
voice said, “Is your refrigerator running?”

“Dickhead,” said Zack, and closed the phone. “They’ve just turned
onto 39th Street.” Zack started the Yukon’s engine but kept the
lights off. “Gun in your left hand, keep your right to open the
door.” Campisi took out the .38 and complied. They could see the
lights of the Lincoln rolling slowly across the pier toward them.

“Oy, honey, look, that nice man is leaving us his parking space!”
mocked Campisi in a girlish voice. The Lincoln slid into the
vacated space, and the lights turned off. Zack hit his windshield
wipers; the rain was light but steady. He stopped the Yukon at the
edge of the bridge. “No one is coming. Couldn’t be more perfect.
All right, let’s do it. Masks.”

When they were five feet behind the two expensively dressed
people, some sound or sense made the Goldmans both turn. They
stared at two men coming out of the darkness just beyond the pool
of friendly light and laughter, masked so that only the black of
their eyes could be seen, and leveling revolvers at them. The two
gunmen said nothing, but Jacob Goldman gasped out in a
strangled cry, “You!”

A timeless drama was once again about to be played out, an
ancient debt was once more to be paid, and blood was about to be
spilled once more in humanity’s longest war.

http://northwestfront.org/
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The Brigade excerpts, chapter V
by Harold Covington

“Hunting The Hunters”

On the morning of February 15th,
Hatfield, Cat-Eyes Lockhart, Charlie
Washburn, Tony Campisi, Len Ekstrom,
and Lee Washburn met in a trailer out in
the woods, which had used by their circle

of friends as a hunting lodge in times past.

“Does Marie know?” asked Hatfield.

“She’s pretty sharp. She knows I’m up to something,” Tony
admitted. “I just hope she doesn’t think I’m screwing around on
her with another woman. I know you’re leery of bringing in
married men because most white women can’t be trusted
nowadays not to betray even their own husbands for money or to
save their lifestyles, but don’t worry. They’re not all like that.
Marie is one of the good ones.”

“I know she is,” said Hatfield with a nod. “And yes, I know they’re
not all like that. It’s just that so many white women have become
so damaged by life in this filthy society; we’ve got to tread very
carefully. It’s a real problem and we have to be aware of it. And
somehow we’re got to beat it, to bring white women around and
show them that their future is with us. We can’t do this without
our sisters at our side, gentlemen.”

After Tony left to stand watch, Charlie Washburn plunked down
two newspapers. “Our little St. Valentine’s Day Massacre last night
made the front page in both the Daily Astorian and the
Oregonian.”

Hatfield looked at the screaming headlines. “Yeah, I bet if you
count up the column inches and the minutes of television air time
on this one, you’ll find that the Goldmans rate five times more
than mere police officers. Dead Jews get the establishment’s
attention. Well, hopefully today or tomorrow we can give them
some more to jabber about. But this is going to be a lot tougher,
gentlemen. Last night we took down two unarmed targets, hit the
Beast in the soft underbelly like we’re supposed to. But this second
act is going to be different. Now we have to attack armed targets
who are trained in firefighting techniques and who will shoot
back. Even more than the Goldmans, we need to make sure we
have our shit together on this.”

“I drove by 39th Street on the way out here,” said Washburn. “The
sun was barely up but all you could see was flashing lights. Those
poor guys must have been out there all night. What the hell were
they doing?”

“Probably they all trooped down there as soon as the sun rose to
search the area in daylight,” said Hatfield. “That means they’re
already doing CSI investigation. They probably have a state police
crime lab team down from Portland or Salem. That means most
likely the Feds won’t be bringing their own, which is good. Fewer
FBI means more chance of cutting a couple away from the law
enforcement herd when they go for pizza or something. Okay,
here’s my educated guess. Two or more FBI agents are going to
show up at the 39th Street pier late this morning or early this
afternoon, even if the state and local boys have already done the
work. The feebs will rock up at Rigoletto’s Beanery if only to show
the flag and convince the local lefty establishment that they’re
doing something. That’s where we need to wait for them, with Cat-
Eyes in place and ready to fire.”

“Okay, Cat, I want us to get into position in the area so that we can
get in there quick,” said Hatfield. “We’ll wait at the Maritime
Museum on Marine Boulevard; there are always vehicles parked
there, and anyone driving by will think we’re just tourists gawping
at all the shippy stuff. As soon as we get word that the Feebs are in
town, we drive to Columbia Prospect and park in front like we
belong there. We go into the building through the lobby, with
those boxes I showed you held up to shield our faces from the
security cameras, just in case they’re operational. Are the boxes all
scrubbed down?”

“With alcohol and with a Scotch pad, clean as a whistle,” said
Lockhart.

“Good. Don’t touch them again without gloves. We’re going to be
leaving them behind and I don’t want them to find a single
fingerprint. “We have to hope the roof door isn’t alarmed,” said
Hatfield. “I haven’t been able to actually get up there and take a
look. It should be okay as a firing position, but if it isn’t we’ll have
to go to Plan B.”

“Which is?” asked Charlie.

“If for any reason we can’t get up onto the apartment house roof,
or the roof isn’t suitable, we’ll have to break into one of the third
floor apartments on the north side of the building, with a view
over the river, and fire from one of the windows,” said Hatfield.
“That may involve hostage taking and restraint, if anybody’s
home. Once we know they’re in town, if they haven’t showed at
last night’s crime scene after a reasonable time, we’re going to
have to clock them, improvise and take them on the wing
somewhere. That’s why I want you guys in two other cars.”

“Now, on that subject, the brigade adjutant was able to give me
some interesting info when I went up to Portland Sunday,”
continued Hatfield. “The idea behind all the diversity is for them
to be able to blend in to traffic and not be spotted as Fed, but they
made one dumb-ass mistake which kind of defeats that whole
purpose. The windows on these vehicles are all tinted so we can’t
see inside, which is against the law. You can assume that any
motor vehicle you see with fully tinted window is a federal car.
Don’t ask me why they missed something so obvious.”

“Because they’re stupid,” said Ekstrom.

“Bingo, and that’s encouraging,” said Hatfield with a smile. “Any
agency dumb enough to pull a boner like that isn’t smart enough
to catch us, eh, guys? Now, on the armor. The windows and
windshield are top-of-the-line bulletproof glass, which isn’t really
glass. It’s what they call a polycarbonate compound, and don’t ask
me what that is, but whatever this stuff is, it’s stopped whatever
we’ve thrown at it thus far, and not just in Oregon. The gas tank is
self-sealing and can allegedly stand a tracer hit. The tires are some
kind of super-duper steel belted radial that’s supposed to be proof
against caltrops and land mines and whatnot, and the underside
of the vehicle is composed not of steel but these nylon-sheathed
plates, so they’re not magnetic. The main thing is that when
they’re in the vehicle, the FBI agents will be likely shielded from a
single rifle bullet.”

“I’ve got a full magazine of standard USGI tungsten armor-
piercing .308, if that helps,” said Lockhart.

“It might,” said Hatfield. “A lot of this so-called bullet-proof glass
is quirky, and if you hit it at the right angle or velocity it breaches,
as we found out on numerous occasions in Baghdad.

“One last little reminder, gentlemen,” Hatfield went on in a grim
voice. “These are bad people and they’ve done very bad things. I
for one think they still owe us for Sam and Vicky Weaver. There
are times when vengeance is thoroughly justified, and this is one
of them. But there’s more to it than that, much more. We’re not
just sending a message to the FBI today, we’re sending our
message to Joe Six-Pack. He has to understand that these people
no longer rule the roost in the Northwest, that when he sees
something he shouldn’t or he has some kind of problem with the
NVA, the last damned thing on earth he wants to do is call the
police or the FBI, because they can’t even protect themselves,
much less him and his family. This is about destroying the
occupation’s credible monopoly of armed force.”

GOT IT, LET ME KNOW WHEN replied Zack, and closed the
phone. “Jeez,” he said softly, shaking his head. “Luck is with us.
This couldn’t be better. Only two FBI agents, one white male and
one Asian female, driving a green SUV. Let’s roll, boys!”

♣

FBI Special Agent Rabang Miller practically pranced into the day
room of the Clatsop County sheriff’s office. In ten years with the
Bureau she had mastered what she saw as the necessary
combination of brisk efficiency, no-nonsense assertiveness and a
touch of arrogance.

She was a short, orange-ish woman with long black hair in a
severe bun, dressed in a dark green pants suit with matching
jacket to cover the 9-mm sidearm in a clip holster by her side, a
Glock with a specially modified grip to fit the generally smaller
hands of female agents. Rabang Miller was Filipino, the child of a
Subic Bay bar girl and prostitute. Her father was an unknown
American serviceman of undetermined identity or racial ancestry,
but judging from her appearance, most likely a Hispanic of some
kind. After entering her mother’s trade at 14, she had eventually
achieved the ultimate life coup that all Filipino bar-girls dreamed
of. She had fucked and sucked a dumb-ass alcoholic redneck Army
sergeant from North Carolina into marrying her and bringing her
to the Great Golden Paradise of the U.S.A. From then on it was up,
up, up all the way for this strong and valiant womyn of color.

Rabang proceeded to ride every available affirmative action
program out of Bragg, into Duke University and an eventual law
degree, then into the United States Attorney’s office, whence she
slid into the Bureau as a trade-off for not bringing formal charges
of sexual harassment against the federal judge who was her boss.
She kept Miller’s name because all of her original immigration
documents were in that name, and she didn’t want to provoke any
official examination of them through a legal change that might
reveal certain discrepancies such as her age and the fact that her
marriage to the sergeant was technically statutory rape. She was
now married to another judge in Portland, with a twenty-room
Colonial mansion in a wealthy gated suburb, a 13 year-old mulatto
son who was already on the crack pipe, and her eye on bureau
chief if she could find some way to finesse it. She was already
throwing the present SAIC two-hour Subic Bay Specials in an
assortment of motels around town, looking for his weaknesses,
anything she could use to bring him down, but a good case
clearance or two on her record certainly wouldn’t hurt. Cracking
the Goldman murders and reeling in a gang of white racist
domestic terrorists would be just the ticket.

Agent Miller’s partner was Special Agent Brian Pangborn.
Pangborn was the kind of agent who would have gone far under
the old régime of J. Edgar Hoover. He was tall and lean, with
sandy hair and blue eyes, sharp from his freshly pressed suit and
his spit-shined shores up to his buzz cut, and active member of
Promise Keepers and the 700 Club.

Pangborn was Rabang Miller’s third partner in the two years since
she had come to the Portland office. Her previous two had asked
to be re-assigned, and he was about ready to do the same.
Pangborn had come to admit to himself that he loathed the
officious little Asian woman; being in her presence was like
continually hearing nails drawn across a chalkboard. Pangborn
had one serious drawback as an FBI agent—he suffered from
occasional spurts of independent thought and initiative.
Combined with his race and gender, Pangborn knew these
character flaws were enough to blight him forever on the Bureau’s
career track.

Rabang Miller stomped up to the nearest deputy behind a desk.
“Where’s the sheriff?” she demanded. She whipped out her badge
and ID with a practiced flourish. “Miller and Pangborn, FBI.”

The deputy was remarkably unimpressed. “I’ll see if he’s in.” He
picked up the phone. “Ted, those people from the FBI are here.”

Another deputy came into the day room. “Hey, is anyone here
driving a green Chrysler Aspen with completely illegal full-tinted
windows, parked in my parking space in the garage?” he yelled
across the room.

“That’s our vehicle,” Rabang called back. “What about it?”

“Well, I just gave you a $250 ticket!” snapped back the deputy.
“Tinting is against the law, and taking my parking space damned
well ought to be!”

“We are FBI agents!” hissed Rabang in a rage.

“So you don’t have to obey the law like everyone else?” demanded
the deputy. “Oh, sorry, silly me! What a question!” At one end of
the day room was a raised platform enclosed with three cubicle
walls, which contained the combined law enforcement and
emergency services 911 and dispatch radios, maps, and unit
location board. No one noticed a slim blond girl in long sleeves
and trousers [Christina Ekstrom], sitting at a computer with a
radio headset on. The girl quietly leaned over, took a look, and
then surreptitiously pulled out a cell phone and started texting a
message.

Ted Lear came out of his office and extended his hand. He was a
surprisingly young man of medium height and auburn hair, with a
slim and strong physique. “Hi,” he said, forcing a polite smile and
extending his hand. “Ted Lear, Clatsop County sheriff.”

“Miller and Pangborn, FBI,” replied Rabang in a clipped staccato
voice like a drill sergeant, flashing her ID again. She ignored the
sheriff’s outstretched hand and Pangborn reached over and shook
it before the snub became obvious. “Brian Pangborn,” he said with
genuine warmth. “Glad to meet you, sheriff.”

“There seem to be an awful lot of people hanging around in here
fourteen hours after a major homicide,” said Rabang, looking
around the day room disapprovingly. “I understand that your
department doesn’t give priority to hatecrimes, sheriff. This is the
second double murder you’ve had in three months, both incidents
clearly motivated by hatred against sexual orientation in the first
case and racial hatred in the second. Why aren’t all your people
out there pounding the pavement, or better yet pounding your
local racist inbreds and getting some answers as to who killed Jake
and Irene Goldman?”

“We’re kind of old-fashioned here, Special Agent, ah, Miller,” said
Ted mildly. “We like to ask the questions first, before we start
beating on people. By the way, you said the homicide here last
night was racially motivated?”

“Of course it was!” screeched Rabang. “Our information is that the
fascist terrorists called in to your local newspaper and claimed
credit!”

“Someone called the editor of the Astorian, yes,” said Lear in the
same mild tone. “No, I was curious because you used the term
racially motivated. I didn’t think Jews were a race.” Miller
suddenly pulled up, realizing she had inadvertently made a
potentially dangerous error in politically correct nomenclature
that did not need to get back to her superiors. “Well, you know
what I meant,” she explained lamely. “Persons of the Jewish faith
are one of the officially recognized politically protected special
victim categories. All offenses against Jews are hatecrimes under
the law.”

“So they are,” agreed Lear. “Would you step into my office,
please?”

Once inside Lear’s office with the door closed, Rabang launched
herself at him again like a striking snake. “Alright, cut the bullshit,
sheriff! You know damned well that you’ve had four hatecrime
homicides on your turf plus the disappearance of a large number
of privately held firearms, and the NVA claimed credit for the
killings last night! Time for you to wake up and smell the coffee.
You’ve got a racist death squad operating right here in your little
tourist paradise, and we are here to make sure it gets crushed out
of existence, and fast! The Portland office doesn’t want any of this
disgraceful foot-dragging that occurred in the murders of
Elizabeth King and Martha Proudfoot. If you don’t get some
results within forty-eight hours, the U.S. Attorney in Portland is
assuming jurisdiction over these cases under the Patriot Act as
domestic terrorism, the Bureau will be taking over completely, and
I will tell you right up front that these murders and that gun raid
aren’t the only things that we will be investigating!”

Lear ignored the threat. He sat down behind his desk and replied
calmly and rationally, like someone trying to explain something to
a stubborn child. “As I have repeatedly briefed the U.S. Attorney,
the Oregon Attorney General, and various people from your own
office, there was no foot-dragging in the Liddy King and Martha
Proudfoot murders,” he told them patiently. “The case is still
active and I have detectives assigned to the ongoing investigation.
The reason we haven’t arrested and charged anyone is simple. We
have no idea who did it. It wasn’t the husband, because he was in
jail here on a potential domestic violence preventive detention
warrant and also pending an indictment for hatespeech. Whoever
it was left us not a jot, not a smidgeon of forensic evidence. It’s
true someone wrote the letters NVA on the wall, but that could
have been a red herring to throw us off.”

“You know perfectly well that ever since 9/11, evidence isn’t
necessary!” argued Miller. “The Patriot Act gives local as well as
federal law enforcement broad proactive powers to protect lives
and property and the security of the United States against both
foreign and domestic terrorism! If you’ve got two brain cells to rub
together as a law enforcement officer, you know or else you
damned well should know every individual in your county who so
much as harbors a racist thought!”

“I have to admit, I’ve never arrested anyone for their thoughts
before,” confessed Lear.

“Well, with two murdered Jews on your doorstep, don’t you think
it’s fucking well time you started?” shouted Rabang in anger.
“You’ve got to know who these people are! It’s your business to
know!”

“No, ma’am, I don’t know,” said Lear wearily. “Where do I start?
Anyone who has ever complained about losing his job to an illegal
alien or an affirmative action employee? Anyone who has ever had
his son rejected by every college he applied to and then dragged
away into the Army and killed in Bumfuckistan? Anyone who has
ever had a child raped or murdered or mutilated or their brains
fried like an egg on drugs in our Brave New World here? Anyone
who has ever walked through a public park with their children and
seen two Third Worlders copulating like dogs under a tree? Where
do I start? No, I mean it, really. Since we’re just pulling names out
of a hat, who would you like me to arrest first for unapproved
thoughts?”

Pangborn and Lear both understood that this was terribly
dangerous talk and if he kept it up, there was every chance he
would leave his own office in handcuffs on a federal charge of
hatespeech, but Lear couldn’t seem to help himself. Pangborn
caught Lear’s eye and shook his head.

Lear picked up a torn sheet from a notepad from his desk and
read, “At 8 p.m. on February 14th, an active service unit from D
Company, First Portland Brigade, Northwest Volunteer Army,
carried out an enforcement action under General Order Number
Four issued by the Army Council on November 24th of last year,
ordering all non-whites including Jews to leave the territory of the
Northwest American Republic forthwith. The NVA accordingly
has shot dead Jacob and Irene Goldman for non-compliance with
that General Order. All Jews and non-whites who are
apprehended by the NVA will be similarly dealt with.” He put the
paper down. “That’s it. I gather that’s pretty much their style?” he
asked.

“That’s their racist fascist anti-Semitic jargon, yes,” snarled
Rabang. “And do you still deny you have one of these racist
murder gangs operating in your county, sheriff?”

“I never denied that we did,” protested Lear. “Maybe we do, God
help us. But you will notice they said Portland Brigade. I think
there’s a very good chance the shooters came down here from
outside, from your bailiwick up in the city.”

Rabang was getting more and more steamed. “You need to get out
of your denial phase really fast, sheriff, because I am starting to
wonder about you.”

“We passed the crime scene on the way in here, and we saw the
units there. Did the CSI team from the Oregon State Police get
here yet?” interrupted Pangborn. He was used to trying to keep a
leash on Rabang, but it was getting harder and more distasteful all
the time.

“Yes, they’re out there now and I just came back from there when
you arrived,” said Lear. “I was out there all night, if that improves
your opinion of my professional zeal any, Agent Miller, but there
was damn-all to find. The rain washed away any traces of anything
and they must have used revolvers, because there were no
cartridge casings found.”

“Or else if they were real pros, they policed up their brass,” said
Pangborn.

“Maybe,” conceded Lear. “The medical examiner’s preliminary
opinion was medium-heavy handgun rounds, either .357 or
capped .38s, Devastators or something like that. Both of them shot
once in the chest and twice in the head. Judging from the blood
splatter patterns, they got hit in the head when they were down, to
finish them off. That sounds pretty professional and pretty
damned cold to me. Like the kind of thing we’re seeing in Portland
or Seattle or Spokane.”

“We’ll take a look ourselves,” snarled Rabang, getting up.

“Knock yourselves out,” said Lear cheerfully, glad to be getting rid
of them. “Agent Miller, if you guys can find anything out there I
missed, I’ll buy you both dinner when Rigoletto’s re-opens.”

Rabang ignored his tentative peace offering. “Bullshit,” she said. “I
told you. You get the cuffs on these racist motherfuckers within
forty-eight hours or the U.S. Attorney is assuming jurisdiction and
you can look forward to a career as a security guard at Mighty
Mart.” She stalked out, followed by Pangborn, who turned at the
office door and looked at Lear helplessly with a shrug. Lear gave
him a friendly wave, the unspoken acknowledgement of helpless
chagrin between white males in all strata of society that had been
growing more and common over the years. When the door was
closed, Lear picked up the intercom.

“Dispatch,” said a female voice.

“Hi, Chrissie,” said Lear in a weary voice. “Chrissie, could you
radio Leo Galli out at Rigoletto’s, and tell him to tell the officers on
the scene and those state forensics people that they are about to
have the edifying experience of a visit from two charming folks
from the FBI? They’re on they’re way now.”

“Sure, sheriff!” chirped Christina Ekstrom brightly. “I’ll let the
guys know right away!”

♣

“Hey, lieutenant, you know what they say,” responded Lockhart
cheerfully. “No plan survives the first day of combat.”

“I don’t want the plan to survive, I want us to survive,” said
Hatfield.

“Down,” ordered Zack. “They might be able to see us out here,
especially if they’ve got binoculars.” The two of them low-crawled
across the roof to a low brick parapet topped with an ornate iron
railing, approximately twenty inches high, and Cat-Eyes looked
around him.

“Uh, I don’t know about this, sir,” he said dubiously, shaking his
head. Zack saw what he meant. From where they lay, they could
see the 39th Street pier and the platform at the end of it whereon
stood the yuppie restaurant and a series of smaller shops. There
were at least eight police cars there or parked along the pier, blue
and red lights flashing, and a large official-looking van that had to
be a crime scene unit. Cops were standing in clumps, smoking and
drinking coffee, or sitting in their cars, obviously waiting for
something.”

Hatfield’s phone beeped. He took out his phone and saw I CAN
TASTE THAT GREEN BEER NOW. “They’re coming,” he told Cat.
He closed the phone and it beeped again almost right away. This
time he read TWO DELIVERIES SHOULD BE THERE SOON.
“Okay, Mr. Green is on them. Green SUV, fully tinted windows,
remember.”

“They’ll have to exit the vehicle when they get out there on that
pier,” said Lockhart confidently. “When they do, I’ll knock both
their asses into the river!”

In the Chrysler Aspen, Rabang Miller had finally finished tearing
the deputy’s citation into the tiniest possible shreds, and she rolled
down the window and tossed the confetti out. Brian Pangborn,
who was driving, looked over and said to her sharply, “Roll that
window up! You know procedure!”

“Like these bumpkins are going to give me another ticket for
littering?” Rabang sneered.

Rabang’s cell phone chimed with the first few bars of “I Am
Woman, Hear Me Roar” and she opened it. Pangborn drove along
in silence and turned left onto 39th Street while Rabang engaged
in a conversation with someone apparently from her son’s
expensive private middle school in Portland. Sounds like Junior
has dropped himself in the shit again, thought Pangborn. He
drove past Columbia Prospect on his right, onto the pier, and
toward the police cars and yellow crime scene tape on the
platform.

“There they are,” said Hatfield, looking through a crack in the
blinds.

“Got ’em,” replied Lockhart, sighting the rifle and slowly matching
the Chrysler’s pace.

In the SUV Rabang closed her phone in a fit of irritation. “What’s
Juan done now?” asked Pangborn, hoping to distract her from the
previous conversation.

“The usual,” snapped Rabang. “Just a few rocks in his locker this
time, but this is one time too many and they’re talking expulsion.
If he gets kicked out of Westwood Academy that will be the second
school this year! I told the principal I’d be in for a parent teacher
conference at 1 o’clock.”

“That’s going to be cutting it pretty close,” said Pangborn as he
slowed to a stop by the state police forensics van. “We’ll be at least
half an hour here, then two hours minimum back to Portland,
where we’ll run into lunch hour traffic. I don’t think you can make
it. You better call him back and re-schedule.”

“Fuck it,” said Rabang. “I’m not going to risk throwing another
eight thousand dollars down the tube because that little junkie
can’t even finish a semester. Let’s go back now.”

“Back to Portland? Now?” asked Pangborn, stunned. A senior
Clatsop County deputy was walking over to their vehicle. “Aren’t
we supposed to be investigating a double homicide?”

“Screw that,” said Rabang. “You heard me tell Cletus back there
that he’s got forty-eight hours to catch these racists, and since I
doubt if he could catch a cold, in two days we’ll be back here with
full authority and our own team, with a list of names from
Homeland Security. We will shake every tree in this county, gather
up all the apes who fall out, and use the Dershowitz Protocol to get
the information we need, as well as all the confessions we need.”
The deputy was knocking on the window. Pangborn rolled his
window down and flashed his badge.

“FBI,” he said.

“Hey there,” said the deputy. “Sheriff said you guys would be
coming out. We’ve been waiting on you.”

“Can you give us a minute, deputy?” asked Pangborn, and rolled
up the power window again.

“Never mind that,” said Rabang. “Turn around and head back for
Portland.

There was something else, a sixth sense left over from Pangborn’s
own time in Iraq. The roof, all those windows. In Baghdad he and
his men would never have gotten anywhere near a building like
that until it was cleared and secured.

“Fine,” said Pangborn, backing the SUV around and driving slowly
back off the pier and out onto 39th Street. “Home again, home
again, jiggety-jig.” Behind them the deputies stared at one another
in astonishment.

“What in the name of the devil? They’re leaving!” hissed Hatfield.

“They were tipped off somehow,” said Lockhart.

“I can’t believe it!”

“Do we abort, sir?” asked Lockhart.

Zack took a deep breath. “Like hell we do! Maybe they’ve been
tipped, maybe they just got spooked, maybe they got called back,
who knows? But I can see them, God damn it, and they’re not
getting away from right under our noses! No matter what, we’re
taking those bastards down today! Let’s go!”

They pelted down the hall and down the outside stairwell, and
they were in the front seat of the Yukon, Cat’s rifle between his
knees, and Zack was firing up the engine in twenty-eight seconds.
Zack pulled onto 39th Street just in time to see the green SUV turn
left onto Leif Erickson Drive. “Looks like they’re going back to
Portland for some reason,” said Hatfield.

“Or luring us into a trap,” suggested Lockhart.

“If it was an ambush they would have either hit us in the
apartment building or at least outside in the parking lot,” said
Hatfield. “Feds always try to surround and contain. They never let
their targets get mobile if they can help it. No, for some reason
those two must have got spooked, and they’re trying to make it
back to their nest. Roll up your mask,” he said, suiting the action
to the word. “Don’t want people to see two masked men driving
down the road, after last night.” After a little speeding Zack now
had the Chrysler in sight. They were doing the speed limit of
thirty-five miles per hour on the winding road out of Astoria.
There was another vehicle between them. Zack took out his phone
and hit the speed dial for Charlie Washburn’s phone. It rang and
Charlie answered. “Praise Jesus!” he shouted.

“Sorry about the call, Reverend,” said Hatfield, “But I don’t see
any other way to do this. You know we were all gonna gather at the
river, the beautiful, the beautiful river, but we got a couple of
sinners here who done backslid and have turned their faces
against salvation. They’re headed in your direction, ETA maybe
ninety seconds, green Chrysler Aspen, fully tinted windows, which
I can’t think of any way to say Scripturally. Could you please show
them the error of their ways and await our second coming, that we
may smite them with a rod of iron?”

“Verily, we shall vouchsafe unto them the Holy Hand Grenade of
Antioch.”

“Uh, Reverend, that’s not the Bible. That’s Monty Python,” said
Hatfield in exasperation.

“Just keep far enough back so you don’t go to your own heavenly
reward. And always look on the bright side of life, my son.” Charlie
hung up.

“I tell you, if that was recorded and played back in court, we could
plead insanity,” said Hatfield. “They’re going to try and use their
pipe to bomb blow the feds off the road at Tongue Point. As soon
as their vehicle stops, we take them. Somehow.”

“I’ll get up on the roof and fire from there,” said Lockhart.

The funny feeling in the back of Brian Pangborn’s mind hadn’t
gone away. He glanced in his rear view mirror and saw the car
behind him turning off into a driveway. Behind that car came a
battered OD green Yukon SUV. It was coming up a little too fast
for his liking. He interrupted Rabang. “The witnesses in the
restaurant said the shooters were two men who fled the scene in a
dark colored SUV, right?”

“Yes,” said Rabang. “Why?”

“That’s a Yukon behind us,” he said. “There seem to be two men in
it.”

Rabang twisted around to look back. “It could be anybody,” she
said.

“See the way he speeds up a bit and then slows?” pointed out
Pangborn. “He’s trying to keep a set distance between us, a bit too
much distance, like he’s hanging back for some reason. On this
winding road at thirty-five, if he’s a local yahoo he should be
getting in closer. It’s just a feeling, but I don’t like it.” They passed
the point where Lief Erickson drive transmuted into Highway 30,
and the speed limit went up to forty-five. “See? I’m speeding up
now, and so is he, but he’s still keeping about seventy yards
between us.”

At Tongue Point Charlie Washburn had turned the black Toyota
Camry around and pointed it into the highway. “We gonna ram
’em?” asked Lee. “Not unless we have to,” said Charlie. “I’ll hit
them with the Uzi and you get ready to flick your Bic, light that
fuse, and see if you can blow an axle off, and not endanger Zack
and Cat who will be coming up behind them. God, I hope traffic
stays this light and no one else comes driving along right into the
middle of this! Masks on!”

In the Chrysler, Rabang Miller pulled out her pistol and jacked a
round into the chamber. “Be careful with that!” snapped
Pangborn, looking for a place to pull over so he could let the
Yukon pass, or not as the case might be. He saw a possible pulling
off spot right at the intersection of Tongue Point Road and
Emerald Drive, and so he was actually slowing down and veering
right when all of a sudden the Camry roared out of Tongue Point
Road and stopped right beneath the blinking yellow light hanging
over the intersection. Pangborn saw two men in ski masks leap out
of the car. He heard the stuttering of the Uzi, saw the muzzle flash
and heard the pop pop pop as the 9-mm slugs slammed into the
windshield. The polycarbonate glass held, but big ugly white
splotches blossomed on the windshield before him.

“It’s them!” screamed Rabang in terror. “Fuck the car behind us,
you asshole! They’re in front of us!”

Pangborn decided to try for a right turn up onto Emerald Drive,
but he briefly saw a black cylindrical sailing through the air
toward him. It banged against the windshield, bounced off, and
just as he yelled “Bomb!” the pipe bomb exploded in the air about
four feet in front of the FBI agents, with a weird crushing sound
rather like a cross between a crump! and a clink! The Chrysler’s
armor still held, but the front bumper was ripped almost entirely
off and flapped up onto the windshield, and the force of the
explosion crumpled the front end and caused all kinds of hissing
and steaming fluid leaks and electrical shorts within. Pangborn
lost control and the Chrysler slid into the ditch. The Uzi was still
pattering bullets against the armored body.

A mere 50 yards behind them, the Yukon rolled to a stop. Hatfield
got out and covered down on the disabled FBI vehicle with his
submachine gun, leaning over the Yukon’s hood, waiting for a
target. Cat-Eyes Lockhart was out the other door and he slithered
up onto the roof with the agility of a serpent, spreading himself
prone and sighting the rifle. “If they don’t come out I’ll move in
with our bomb. Get ready to cover me!” called out Hatfield.

Steam, smoke and the smell of burning began to fill the passenger
compartment of the Chrysler through the vents from the damaged
engine. “We’re on fire!” shrieked Special Agent Miller. She tore
her door open and bailed out of the car.

“No, wait!” yelled Pangborn. Rabang had thrown down her gun
and she was running up the embankment, screaming hysterically
in pure fear. She was completely open to the Uzi and Pangborn
jerked open his own door and leaped out, crouching behind it with
his handgun at the ready, planning on using the armored panels as
cover to fire at the Toyota and the Uzi gunner, make them keep
their heads down so Rabang might have a chance to get down or
into the woods. He was convinced that the two men in the Toyota
were the killers of Jacob and Irene Goldman, and the simple fact
was that he had completely forgotten about the green Yukon that
had been following them.

Nor did Pangborn have any more time to remember. Lockhart’s
first armor-piercing bullet entered the base of his skull from
behind and decapitated him; he never even heard the shot.

One second later, Lockhart’s second shot snapped the fleeing
Rabang Miller’s spine, tore through her heart and sternum, and
sent her spinning to the ground as bleeding rag that twitched and
kicked and scrambled and then lay still.

Cat-Eyes leaped down off the Yukon, ran up to the smoking
Chrysler’s open driver’s door, leaned down and inserted a Jack of
Diamonds from a Bicycle playing deck into the dead hand of Brian
Pangborn. He snagged Pangborn’s piece and stuck it his back
pocket, ran up the hill to where Rabang Miller lay with her dead
face staring at the sky, and stuck a second Jack into her mouth. He
then ran back to the Yukon. Hatfield waved off the Washburns,
who got into the Toyota and pulled off down Highway 30 toward
John Day. The Yukon followed. From the moment the Toyota
pulled out into the road until both NVA vehicles left the scene, the
elapsed time was thirty-four seconds.

Cat-Eyes Lockhart turned to Zack Hatfield. “That’s it?” he
exclaimed in amazement. “That’s the big, bad FBI? The rough
tough G-Men that we’ve all been so afraid of for seventy years?
Jesus, I’ve shot rabbits that put up more of a fight!”

Hatfield chuckled. “I think they’ve always been scared of this,” he
said. “Scared that one day we’d find out just how easy it is.”
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on the Jewish
question

2. The West’s darkest
hour
 

See how using non-white
labor in the Ancient World
or capitalism in the
Modern World is the main
factor for white decline:

Who We Are
(abridged)

 

For a couple of articles on
Richard Wagner and LOTR
click on pics below:

 

The Jewish Problem
(Jewish authors):

Larry Auster’s
unpublished chapter

Excerpts of Esau’s Tears

 

The Jewish Problem
(non-Jewish authors):

Definition of anti-
Semitism

The Culture of Critique’s
Preface

 

 

History of Jewry:

The saga of the European
Jews

Jew vs. White: More than
3,000 years of conflict

 

 

“Racism” is just an
expression of evolution.
All species go through
racial separation on their
path to speciation. No
exceptions.

In humans racist is just a
person who loves his
race, for example the
nymphs on this sidebar.
But in today’s mad West
the term “racist” de facto
means someone who
loves the white race to the
point of wanting to
preserve it.

 

Women from our
viewpoint:

The eternal feminine

On racial IQ studies:

The new enemies of
science

The roots of civilisation

 

Who am I?:

See an excerpted
translation from the
German Metapedia article
about me.

 

HUMAN SKIN COLORS:

ARCHIVES

Select Month

CATEGORIES

14 words

2001: A Space Odyssey
(movie)

Abortion

Abraham (patriarch)

Abraham Lincoln

Achilles

Adam Smith

Adolf Hitler

Adversus Christianos
(book)

Africa

Against the Fall of
Night (novel)

Agamemnon

Alaric

Albert Lindemann

Albert Schweitzer

Albert Speer

Albrecht Dürer

Alcibiades

Alcman

Aldous Huxley

Alex Linder

Alexander Alekhine

Alexander the Great

Alexandr Solzhenitsyn

Alexandria

Alexis de Tocqueville

Alfred Rosenberg

Alice Miller

Alt-Right / white
nationalism

American civil war

Americanism

Amerinds

Ammianus Marcellinus

An Eye for an Eye
(book)

Ancient Greece

Ancient Rome

Anders Breivik

Andrew Anglin

Andrew Hamilton

Andrew Joyce

Angela Merkel

Anti-German
exterminationism

Anti-white
exterminationism

Antichrist (book)

Antiochus IV
Epiphanes

Aphrodite

Apollo

Apollonius of Rhodes

Arcadia

Arcadius

Archeology

Archimedes

Architecture

Argentina

Arianism

Aristocracy

Aristophanes

Aristotle

Art

Artemis

Arthur C. Clarke

Arthur de Gobineau

Arthur Kemp

Arthur Schopenhauer

Artificial Intelligence
(movie)

Aryan beauty

Aryan problem /
Deranged altruism

Asia

Athanaric

Atheism and
secularism

Athena

Athens

Attila

Audios

Augustus

Australia

Austria

Autobiography

Axiology

Aztec people

¿Me Ayudarás? (book)

Barack Obama

Bartolomé de las Casas

Baruch Spinoza

Battle of Poitiers

Battle of Thermopylae

Bayreuth Festival

Beauty

Beethoven

Ben Klassen

Ben-Hur

Benito Mussolini

Benjamin Disraeli

Benjamin Franklin

Beowulf

Berlin

Bernal Díaz del Castillo

Bernardino de Sahagún

Bible

Bill Clinton

Biography

Blacks

Bob Whitaker

Book of Revelation

Brazil

Brenton Tarrant

Brigade (novel)

Brutus

Buddhism

Caligula

Camp of the Saints
(novel)

Canada

Cannibalism

Carl Gustav Jung

Carl Sagan

Carl Schmitt

Carlo Collodi

Carolyn Yeager

Carthaginians

Cassius Dio

Catholic Church

Catholic religious
orders

Cato

Celsus

Celts

Charlemagne

Charles Darwin

Charles Dickens

Charles Martel

Charles V

Chess

Child abuse

Childhood’s End
(novel)

China

Christian art

Christian question
(CQ)

Christian views on Hell

Christianity

Christopher Columbus

Cicero

City of God (book)

Civil war

Civilisation (TV series)

Claudius

Clement of Alexandria

Colin Ross

Color of crime

Committee for
Skeptical Inquiry

Commodus

Communism /
Bolshevism

Conservatism

Conspiracy theories

Constans

Constantine

Constantine II

Constantinople

Constantius II

Corneliu Zelea
Codreanu

Counter-Reformation

Crusades

Currency crash

Daniel (biblical figure)

Dante Alighieri

Darkening Age (book)

David (king of Israel)

David Duke

David Friedrich
Strauss

David Irving

David Lane

Day of Wrath (book)

Daybreak Publishing

Death in Venice
(movie)

Decius

Degeneracy

Degenerate art

Demeter

Democracy

Democritus

Demography

Denmark

Der Ring des
Nibelungen (opera)

Destruction of Greco-
Roman world

Diocletian

Dionysus

Dominique Venner

Don Quixote (book)

Donald Trump

Dorians

Dresden

Dwight D. Eisenhower

Dylann Roof

Eastern Orthodox
Church

Economy

Edmund Burke

Edward Gibbon

Edward I of England

Egalitarianism

Egypt

Eleusis

Elizabeth I

Emperor Julian

Energy / peak oil

England

Enlightenment

Enoch Powell

Erasmus

Esau's Tears (book)

Eschatology

Essay on the Inequality
of Human Races
(book)

Ethnic cleansing

Eugenics

Euripides

Europe

European Union

Eusebius

Evil

Evropa Soberana
(webzine)

Ezekiel

Fair Race’s Darkest
Hour (book)

Fascism

Feminism

Feminized western
males

Film

Final solution

First World War

France

Francis Galton

Francis Parker Yockey

Francisco Franco

Franco Zeffirelli

Frankfurt School

Franklin D. Roosevelt

Franks

Franz Boas

Frederick the Great

Free speech / Free
press

French Revolution

Friedrich Nietzsche

Friedrich Schiller

Fritigern

From Jesus to Hitler
(book)

G.W.F. Hegel

Galerius

Galileo Galilee

Game of Thrones

Gaul

Genetics

Genghis Khan

Genrikh Yagoda

Genuine spirituality

Geography

George Lincoln
Rockwell

George Orwell

George Washington

Germanic People

Germany

Giorgio de Chirico

Giselher Wirsing

God

Goethe

Gone with the Wind
(movie)

Gore Vidal

Goths

Gratian

Greg Johnson

Guillaume Faye

Gulag Archipelago
(book)

Gustave Doré

Hadrian

Hamlet (1948 film)

Hannibal

Hans F. K. Günther

Harold Covington

Harry S. Truman

Hate

Heinrich Himmler

Hellstorm (book)

Helmut Stellrecht

Henry VIII

Heracles

Hermann (Arminius)

Hermann Göring

Hermann Samuel
Reimarus

Hernán Cortés

Herod the Great

Herodotus

Hesiod

Hieronymus Bosch

Hippocrates

History

History of the decline
and fall of the Roman
Empire (book)

Hitler Youth

Hitler's table talk
(book)

Hojas Susurrantes
(book)

Holocaust

Holodomor

Homer

Homosexuality

Honorius (emperor)

Horace

Human sacrifice

Huns

Hunter (novel)

Hypatia of Alexandria

Ibycus

Iceland

Iliad (epic book)

Immanuel Kant

Immigration laws

Impeachment of Man
(book)

India

Individualism

Indo-European
heritage

Industrial Revolution

Infanticide

Inquisition

Intelligence quotient
(IQ)

Ireland

Isaac Newton

Isabella I of Castile

Isaiah (prophet)

Islam

Islamization of Europe

Israel

Italy

James Mason

James Watson

Jane Austen

Japan

Jared Taylor

Jean-Jacques
Rousseau

Jefferson Davis

Jeffrey Masson

Jeremy Bentham

Jerusalem

Jesus

Jewish hate groups

Jewish question (JQ)

Jewish–Roman wars

Jez Turner

Johannes Gutenberg

Johannes Kepler

John Calvin

John F. Kennedy

John Locke

John Milton

John Modrow

John of Patmos

John Stuart Mill

John the Evangelist

John Tyndall

José María Morelos

José Vasconcelos

Joseph Goebbels

Joseph Stalin

Josephus

Joshua

Jovian

Judaism

Julian (novel)

Julius Caesar

Julius Firmicus
Maternus

Justice

Justinian I

Juvenal

Karl Marx

Karl Popper

Karlheinz Deschner

Kenneth Clark

Kevin MacDonald

Kriminalgeschichte des
Christentums (books)

Ku Klux Klan

Lactantius

Latin America

Lawrence Auster

Leon Trotsky

Leonardo da Vinci

Leonidas

Libanius

Liberalism

Library of Alexandria

Literature

London

Lord of the Rings
(novel / film)

Lothrop Stoddard

Louis XIV of France

Louis-Ferdinand
Céline

Luke the Evangelist

Lycurgus

Maccabees

Madison Grant

Mainstream media

Manosphere

Manu Rodríguez
(blogger)

March of the Titans
(book)

Marcus Aurelius

Marcus Eli Ravage

Mark the Evangelist

Mark Twain

Mark Weber

Marriage

Martin Bormann

Martin Luther

Marxism

Materialism /
capitalism

Maternus Cynegius

Matt Koehl

Matthew the Evangelist

Matthias Grünewald

Maxfield Parrish

Maya civilization

Mein Kampf (book)

Men

Metaphysics of race /
sex

Mexico

Michael O'Meara

Michelangelo

Middle Ages

Middle East

Miguel Hidalgo y
Costilla

Militarism

Miscegenation

Miscellany

Moctezuma II

Monarchy

Mongols

Monocausalism

Montaigne

Montesquieu

Morgenthau Plan

Moscow

Moses (Hebrew
lawgiver)

Music

My pinacoteca

Name of the Rose
(novel)

Napoleon

National Socialism

Neanderthalism

Nero

New Spain

New Testament

New York

Newspeak

Niccolò Machiavelli

Nicolaus Copernicus

Non-white
immigration

Nordicism

Norman Rockwell

North America

Norway

Nuremberg

Obituaries

Occam's razor

Occidental Observer
(webzine)

Odysseus / Ulysses

Old Testament

Oliver Cromwell

On the Genealogy of
Morality (book)

On The Historicity of
Jesus (book)

Opera

Oracle of Delphi

Oratory

Origen

Oswald Mosley

Otto von Bismarck

Ottoman Empire

Ovid

Painting

Parapsychology

Paris

Parsifal (opera)

Parthenon

Passing of the Great
Race (book)

Patriarchy

Pedagogy

Pederasty

Percy Bysshe Shelley

Pericles

Persephone

Persia

Peter Schiff

Petronius

Philippe Rushton

Philo

Philosophy

Philosophy of history

Pindar

Plato

Pliny the Elder

Plutarch

Poetry

Poland

Polybius

Pompey

Pope Francis
(Francisco I)

Pope Gregory I

Pope Theophilus of
Alexandria

Porphyry of Tyre

Portugal

Pre-Columbian
America

Prehistory

Pride & Prejudice
(2005 movie)

Pro-white
exterminationism

Protestantism

Pseudoscience

Psychiatry

Psychoanalysis

Psychohistory

Psychology

Puritans

Quotable quotes

Racial studies

Rape of the Sabine
Women

Raphael

Real men

Recceswinth

Reconquista

Red terror

Reformation

Reinhard Heydrich

Religion

Rembrandt

Renaissance

René Descartes

Republic (Plato's book)

Revilo Oliver

Rhodesia

Richard Carrier

Richard Wagner

Richard Walther Darré

Rising Tide of Color
(book)

Robert Jay Mathews

Roger Devlin

Romanticism

Rome vs. Judea (book)

Romulus

Ronald Reagan

Russia

Russian Revolution

Sappho

Satyricon (novel)

Savitri Devi

Schizophrenia

Schutzstaffel (SS)

Science

Second World War

Seneca

Sense and Sensibility
(movie)

Sexual "liberation"

Siege (book)

Sigmund Freud

Silvano Arieti

Skepticism

Sleeping Beauty (1959
film)

Socrates

Solomon

Solon

South Africa

Soviet Union

Spain

Sparta (Lacedaemon)

Sponsor

St Ambrose

St Athanasius

St Augustine

St Cyril of Alexandria

St Francis

St Ignatius of Antioch

St Irenaeus

St Jerome

St John Chrysostom

St Paul

St Peter

St Thomas Aquinas

Stefan Zweig

Stilicho

Strabo

Struggle with the
Daimon (book)

Sturmabteilung (SA)

Suetonius

Summer, 1945 (book)

Sweden

Switzerland

Sword

Tacitus

Temple of Artemis

Temple of Jerusalem

Temple of Serapis

Tenochtitlan

Tertullian

Thebes

Theoderic the Great

Theodore Lidz

Theodoret

Theodosius I

Theodosius II

Theology

Third Reich

Thomas Cole

Thomas Goodrich

Thomas Hobbes

Thomas Jefferson

Thomas Szasz

Thucydides

Thus spoke
Zarathustra (book)

Tiberius

Titus

Tom Sunic

Trajan

Transvaluation of all
values

Trauma model of
mental disorders

Turin Shroud

Turner Diaries (novel)

Twilight of the idols
(book)

Two Hundred Years
Together (book)

Ukraine

Ulfilas

Uncategorized

Uncle Tom’s Cabin
(novel)

United Kingdom

United States

Universalism

Valens

Valentinian I

Valentinian II

Valentinian III

Valerian

Vercingetorix

Vespasian

Videos

Vienna

Vikings

Vincent van Gogh

Vladimir Lenin

Vladimir Putin

Vlassis Rassias

Voltaire

W.B. Yeats

Ward Kendall

WDH radio show

Welfare of animals

West's darkest hour

White-slave trade

Who We Are (book)

Wikipedia

Wilhelm Sieglin

Will Durant

William Blake

William James

William Pierce

William Shakespeare

Winston Churchill

Wolfgang Amadeus
Mozart

Women

Wuthering Heights
(novel)

Xenophon

Yearling (novel)

Zeus

Zosimus

Zweites Buch

The greatest of the
“conservative” thinkers,
Joseph de Maistre,
pointed out long ago that
the French Revolution led
the revolutionaries rather
than was led by them. For
he believed that certain
Providential forces rule
our lives. These forces he
saw in Christian terms,
but others, like
Heidegger, for instance,
saw them in terms of
Being, over which humans
have no control.

In either case, the force of
Providence or Being or
Destiny has a power that
has often made itself felt
in our history. For this
reason, I have little doubt
that Europeans will
eventually throw off the
Judeo-liberal system
programming their
destruction. I’m less
confident about we
Americans, given the
greater weakness of our
collective identity and
destiny. But nevertheless
even we might be saved
from ourselves by this
force—as long as we do
what is still in our power
to do.

—Michael O’Meara

BLOGROLL

The Occidental Observer
(scholarly site about the
Jewish Question).

Nazi Propaganda Guide
Page (not exactly a
National Socialist friendly
site but very informative
of primary NS sources).

The legacy of Wm. Pierce

David Irving’s Website

Jake F.’s NS Archive

 

IN SPANISH

La hora más oscura

 

From Guillaume Faye's
"Mars & Hephaestus": 

The twenty-first century will
be a century of iron and
storms. It will not resemble
those harmonious futures
predicted up to the 1970s.
It will not be the global
village prophesied by
Marshall MacLuhan in 1966,
or Bill Gates’ planetary
network, or Francis
Fukuyama’s end of history:
a liberal global civilization
directed by a universal
state. 

The Third Age of European
Civilization commences, in
a tragic acceleration of the
historical process, with the
Treaty of Versailles and end
of the civil war of 1914-18:
the catastrophic twentieth
century. Four generations
were enough to undo the
labor of more than forty.
Europe fell victim to its own
tragic Prometheanism, its
own opening to the world
and universalism, oblivious
of all ethnic solidarity. 

The Fourth Age of European
civilization begins today. It
will be the Age of rebirth or
perdition. The twenty-first
century will be for this
civilization, the fateful
century, the century of life
or death. 

Let us cultivate the
pessimistic optimism of
Nietzsche. “There is no
more order to conserve; it is
necessary to create a new
one.” Will the beginning of
the twenty-first century be
difficult? Are all the
indicators in the red? So
much the better. They
predicted the end of history
after the collapse of the
USSR? We wish to speed its
return: thunderous,
bellicose, and archaic. Islam
resumes its wars of
conquest. China and India
wish to become
superpowers. And so forth.
The twenty-first century will
be placed under the double
sign of Mars, the god of
war, and of Hephaestus, the
god who forges swords, the
master of technology and
the chthonic fires. This
century will be that of the
metamorphic rebirth of
Europe, like the Phoenix, or
of its disappearance as a
historical civilization and its
transformation into a
cosmopolitan and sterile
Luna Park. 

The beginning of twenty-
first century will be the
despairing midnight of the
world of which Hölderlin
spoke. But it is always
darkest before the dawn.
Let us prepare our children
for war. Let us educate our
youth, be it only a minority,
as a new aristocracy. 

Today we need more than
morality. We need
hypermorality, the
Nietzschean ethics of
difficult times. When one
defends one’s people, i.e.,
one’s own children, one
defends the essential. Then
one follows the rule of
Agamemnon and Leonidas
but also of Charles Martel:
what prevails is the law of
the sword, whose bronze or
steel reflects the glare of
the sun. 

T A G S:

4 words

 

For Spanish-speakers: an
autobiography of the
editor of this site in two
volumes is available: here
and here. 

 

He who has not read Day
of Wrath has not looked
at the admin of this site in
the eyes. A hard copy is
available: here. For an
introduction see: here.

______  ______

“Hate is not some useless
organ like the appendix.
It’s there for a reason.

Why does Christianity do
all it can to talk us out of
necessary and functional
drives?

Well, the answer is that
it’s a bit of software
meant to disable our
enemy recognition
module. Christianity
preaches blind love, and
that love is murdering the
West”. – Alex Linder

 

“Why were you so
ungrateful to our gods as
to desert them for the
Jews?” —Emperor Julian to
the Christians

Regarding the sticky
post see esp. post #37.
For the context of the
Christian problem see:
here.
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When you forbid your
enemy to hate, you’ve
disarmed him.
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