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				First, I just want­ed to say, you’re all a bunch of fag­gots. Sec­ond­ly I would like to thank /pol/ and the 4chuds com­mu­ni­ty in gen­er­al. You have for­ev­er changed me for the bet­ter. When I first came here I hat­ed you. I thought you were a bunch of mean spir­it­ed racists (lol). How­ev­er, in time I be­gan to un­der­stand what you were fight­ing for, and even­tu­al­ly I too joined your cause. Do you re­mem­ber what it was like be­fore Trump? We nev­er thought we could change any­thing. We were sure that Eu­rope was lost. But now? Now I know Eu­rope will live. I know that in the end, even if we do not live to see it, the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um will live on, to see to­mor­row’s dawn. I know that a lot of con­tent cre­ators on the in­ter­net say that they “love” their fans, and I know how hol­low that can sound, but I do love you guys. You were my com­rades in the trench­es through­out these tur­bu­lent years. You broke me free from (((their))) sys­tem. You de­stroyed my ni­hilism. You helped me once again find God or pur­pose, or what­ev­er we will call it. The whole in­ter­net calls you guys the worst of the worst, but it sim­ply isn’t true. You are the best of your gen­er­a­tions. They call you in­cels, freaks and losers, but that is false. You are the few who de­cid­ed to brave­ly face the un­known. To ride out in­to the hori­zon, chas­ing the sun. I still don’t know what those ear­ly threads must have been like, when you guys were first com­ing to terms with race re­al­ism, sex re­al­ism and the Jew­ish ques­tion. Some say it start­ed around 2008, but we all know that that sa­cred flame came from com­mu­ni­ties much old­er than this ani­me im­age board.

				This lit­tle book is ded­i­cat­ed to George Lin­coln Rock­well, Sav­it­ri De­vi, William Luther Pierce, Adolf Hitler, Charles Dar­win, Ter­ence McKen­na, Friedrich Ni­et­zsche, Eb­ba Åk­er­lund and all of you who fight for the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um. Whether your eyes are blue or green, I love you. Even if you are not a white per­son, or on­ly par­tial­ly white, I love you. What I have come to see, is that this is about some­thing much larg­er than the “white race”. This is about whether or not there will be “know­ing” with­in Be­ing. Yes, it is true that through the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um, there ex­ists the great­est propen­si­ty to­wards “know­ing”, but one does not have to be Eu­ro­pean to aid that force. That’s what you’re re­al­ly fight­ing for, you know? You built the mi­cro­scope to look out at the mi­cro­scop­ic world. You built the tele­scope to look out at the heav­ens. Like Hume, you looked to­wards what we can see, and like Kant you looked to­wards what we can not see. Al­ways pur­su­ing the “know­ing”. Al­ways chas­ing the Sun. If Eu­rope dies and the Semite is made to rule the Earth and ful­fill his machi­na­tions, Be­ing will lose its abil­i­ty to know it­self. That is why you must fight. That is why you, the non white, must aid the Aryan. That is why you, the young Eu­ro­pean girl, must make as many beau­ti­ful white ba­bies as you can han­dle. That is why you, my white broth­ers in arms, must give ev­ery­thing to de­fend our peo­ples.

				—﻿Mur­doch Mur­doch
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				The Grave­yard

			
			Here we sit in the grave­yard of Eu­rope. No ban­ner lies un­tat­tered. No grave un­des­e­crat­ed. A cor­nu­copia of corpses, some green eyed, some blue. And which was the mas­ter race again? Who was it that won the most glo­ry killing white men? These graves have on­ly grown in size and each new gen­er­a­tion lives ev­er more in their shad­ow. What do these tra­di­tion­al­ists even hold on to? Like a man in de­spair, cradling his dead child. Does he re­al­ly be­lieve his em­brace could bring back a life­less thing? Does he not know that the ma­te­ri­al­ist has dis­proved mag­ic? And if there were mag­ic, then sure­ly our world would have not met the cru­el fate that be­fell it dur­ing the 20th cen­tu­ry.

			Why have you come here, Rid­er, to the grave of your fa­ther­land? Have you come to fol­low me? Know that I lead no man, but if you wish to be­come my com­pan­ion then I must make a sin­gle re­quest of you. If we are to take up this task and trav­el the all-too-ar­du­ous path, then you must prom­ise me that your eyes will re­main trans­fixed, al­ways, on the hori­zon. There we will chase the sun. But of course that is why you are here, is it not? Sure­ly you must be the child of Goethe or are you name­less, yet named, like me? It does not mat­ter what we call our­selves, for names and egos are use­less where we are go­ing and our on­ly in­ter­est must be in find­ing The Pur­pose. “The Pur­pose,” you won­der? Is it not ob­vi­ous? The an­ti­dote to heal our dy­ing world. The an­swer to the rid­dle of the death of God. Sure­ly you must know of the war the ma­te­ri­al­ist waged against the mys­tic and his god. The ma­te­ri­al­ist would know tri­umph, but it was a pyrrhic vic­to­ry. With the death of the mys­tic, and not soon long af­ter so too the vi­tal­ists, un­til the last of the ro­man­tics had all but fad­ed; the world be­came sys­tem­atized and ster­ile. It was the heart of a Semitic god that was pierced by the ma­te­ri­al­ists’ ar­row; for our gods had long been in the tomb, for­got­ten. In truth, it was on­ly the lat­est de­ra­ci­na­tion. Should we blame Hume? Should we gnash our teeth and curse Socrates? Or per­haps we should ac­cept that they were mere­ly ex­press­ing the most Aryan of all prin­ci­ples. To look out at the hori­zon.

			Where there was Achilles or Christ, now there lies a tene­brous void. As a re­sult of the loss of ob­jec­tive mean­ing, we be­gan to sink in­to the Swamps of Sad­ness by our own vo­li­tion. A quar­ter of our kind have be­come he­do­nists and an­oth­er quar­ter have be­come as­cetic. Half of them run on mere Dar­wini­an sur­vival im­puls­es with no glimpse in­to the here and now, with no hu­man­i­ty. But you must love them all the same, Rid­er. For our task is to res­cue from per­il the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um. Look all around you. These graves mark the his­to­ry of this all-too-im­pres­sive an­i­mal in all its vari­ance. This hal­lowed ground cov­ered in Celtic chain mail, Scythi­an ar­row heads, Ro­man le­gion­naires’ scu­tums, and Ger­man bat­tle ax­es all serve to re­mind us of our propen­si­ty for vi­o­lence. Know this: you must nev­er shirk from vi­o­lence or join ranks with the hu­man­i­tar­i­an who views vi­o­lence as feck­less and un­fash­ion­able. Vi­o­lence has al­ways been the side-arm of the no­ble. How­ev­er, this vi­o­lence must nev­er de­rive from the wicked and cru­el. Just as the aim of the Aryan is to pur­sue the fun­da­men­tal truth, so too his apt­ness for war can on­ly be max­i­mized by a no­ble pur­suit. But look at this field, Rid­er. These weapons were used by white men to im­pale one an­oth­er. These be­ings with the same ca­pac­i­ty to rea­son, to de­vel­op such love­ly arts and nov­el­ty, us­ing the same eyes to peer in­to re­al­i­ty, re­duced to mag­got feed in their youths. What tragedy it was that we ev­er branched apart from that ini­tial In­do-Eu­ro­pean lan­guage. Had we on­ly the abil­i­ty to com­mu­ni­cate. Had we on­ly an aeri­al view of our tiny ex­is­tence on this plan­et, filled with men and mon­sters.

			What fools the Greeks were to butch­er such pris­tine beau­ty dur­ing the Pelo­pon­nesian war. How could the Spar­tan not ad­mire the elab­o­rate Athe­ni­an art and phi­los­o­phy? How could the Athe­ni­an not love the Spar­tan for his prow­ess in bat­tle? Were they not the same be­ing who had ven­tured to­wards dif­fer­ent paths along the hori­zon, chas­ing the sun? Look how that con­flict weak­ened them both. Even if we peer in­to the dark­est age, the 20th cen­tu­ry, when French, Ger­man, British, and more all ex­haust­ed them­selves in world wars, one must con­tin­ue to ask. For what? To al­low a vam­pir­ic Semitic bank­ing sys­tem to dom­i­nate the plan­et? For a field of graves and ban­ners that no one will even re­mem­ber? You saw your­selves as flags and coun­tries, kings and bor­ders, re­li­gions and eco­nom­ic sys­tems, but nev­er once did you see your­selves as Eu­rope! As be­ings with a sim­i­lar ca­pac­i­ty to know. To ad­vance the know­ing. That all of you who now lay dor­mant in the cold earth, were broth­ers in the apex of the hi­er­ar­chy of Be­ing. We have been blind, Rid­er. We have crip­pled our­selves in the pur­suit of prim­i­tive pa­tri­o­tism. A pa­tri­o­tism built around memet­ics, that al­lows for white men to im­pale white men. What great flag wav­ing, as the naïve na­tion­al­ist fire­bombs white wom­en and chil­dren in our an­cient cities. What glo­ry do these prim­i­tive pa­tri­ots seek, when they man­i­fest pro­pa­gan­da to con­vince the Ger­man that he is not Ger­man and should not wish to be? But we will force him to be. Like a body that wish­es to die, but is re­sus­ci­tat­ed by man’s tech­nol­o­gy, by man’s will. We will res­ur­rect them back from the grave. The earth will once more know Rhode­sia, the Yam­naya, Dix­ie, and the Do­ri­an and they shall know them­selves as the Aryan first and fore­most. A sin­gle ban­ner will fly amongst them and they will yield to no one.

			Look here at this grave, Rid­er. The grave of a lit­tle one of our kind. Her body rav­aged by our own tech­nol­o­gy at the hands of a Mo­hammedan ghoul. Tell me, how many men that lie here in this mass grave could know she was born in Stock­holm from her face alone? Could she not just as eas­i­ly be from Glas­gow, Dal­las, Mar­seilles, Berlin or New Jer­sey? What a re­pug­nant world-view these prim­i­tive pa­tri­ots main­tain. To de­ny the uni­fi­ca­tion of be­ings ca­pa­ble of such a vi­tal ar­ray. For the light­ning bolt on our ban­ner will stand on any Eu­ro­pean soil. For we are not Irish or Ger­man. We are not Amer­i­cans or Cana­di­ans. We are a con­cept. A liv­ing ide­al. A tes­ta­ment that says that no mat­ter where on this earth that these be­ings stand, there too will we stand with them. And if the Ger­man says, “I am Ger­man first and fore­most and can nev­er fly un­der any ban­ner but my own,” then so be it. But know this, Ger­man, for even if you gnash your teeth and spit in my face I will not flee from you. Even when dan­ger looms and the sky turns black with a tor­rent of ar­rows and an in­fin­i­ty of bombs. I will stand next to you, sword and shield, shoul­der to shoul­der, mind to mind, be­ing to be­ing.

			It is an end­less jour­ney that we take up. Each gen­er­a­tion car­ry­ing our ban­ner to the next. That is the na­ture of the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um. We must hold both Spar­ta and Athens, the farmer and the man of the me­trop­o­lis, the rich and the beg­gars, the old and the young, the mas­cu­line and the fem­i­nine, the Con­ti­nen­tal and the An­a­lyt­ic philoso­phers. For if our aim is true, and we ride straight for the sun, all paths and all philoso­phies will merge. The in­ner world will meet the out­er world. For there in the heart of the sun, in its warm em­brace, is fun­da­men­tal truth.

			They are right to say that we will nev­er know this truth. How ab­surd that a mere as­pect of Be­ing would be able to take in the to­tal­i­ty of Be­ing. Like Icarus we shall fail in our pur­suit. We shall plum­met down to the earth from the heav­ens and break our backs. But even then, as we lay ru­ined on the rocks, we will still pur­sue it. Our frac­tured hands still held out to­wards the sun. We will seek truth re­gard­less of our ca­pac­i­ty to un­der­stand. Even if Kant is to say, “all that we see is an il­lu­sion,” then we shall say, “yet it ex­ists and it must be pur­sued!” For even il­lu­sions are in the na­ture of Be­ing.

			Now take up your fa­thers flag and let it serve as your cloak to keep your pale skin from the el­e­ments. But re­mem­ber this: that cross and those col­ors﻿—even my red, white and blue﻿—can all be for­got­ten. Have you not heard? The age of the tra­di­tion­al­ist is over. The con­ser­va­tive is but a mor­ti­cian in a morgue. A prac­ti­tion­er of the grave. Whose job it is to fill the corpse with em­balm­ing flu­id. To present the car­cass as what it was and what it could nev­er be again. Do not fool your­self, Rid­er﻿—for we are not con­ser­va­tives. We do not mere­ly wish to hold on to the heir­looms of our fa­thers. To sit by idly, as our em­pires are made ir­rel­e­vant. I wish for us to take and to take with­out qualms. But the mod­ern man, the con­ser­va­tive, is like a de-fanged li­on who is ren­dered hor­ror-struck at the taste of blood. A once proud an­i­mal now do­mes­ti­cat­ed. In spite of this, if you choose to join me down this path, Rid­er, then you will be­come wild again. The wild man of Alexan­der of Mace­don. The hun­gry li­on. You will learn to em­brace Diony­sus and his chaos, which al­ways brings forth op­por­tu­ni­ty. For it is fit­ting that here in the 21st cen­tu­ry, in the age of chaos, when calami­ty runs un­op­posed, that so too in this time would we see the re­birth of the Third Po­si­tion­ist, the Fas­cist, the Na­tion­al So­cial­ist, the Ro­man­tic and the dream­er of dreams.

			We should be swift and on our way, for twi­light wanes and if we are to lose track of the sun we shall on­ly be­tray our en­deav­or. Drink up this place, Rid­er, but know that nos­tal­gia is poi­son when con­sumed in ex­cess. Take with you your sword be­fore your shield and your tenac­i­ty be­fore your rea­son. Re­mem­ber that our courage was born in de­spair. Was it not Merkel who com­pelled you to­wards this way? When Eu­rope was made open like a flesh wound. A Hündin at the head of the Ger­man an­i­mal who drove mud and sick in­to the very or­gans of the body politic. That was what brought me here, Rid­er. My spir­it knew on­ly de­spair when I learned our heart­land would be lost. That Ger­ma­nia would be ren­dered null. For the colonies I could bear to lose﻿—their de­struc­tion seemed a mere failed project. But to lose the moth­er­land com­plete­ly? To have the core of the con­tin­u­um mu­ti­lat­ed by ge­net­ic war­fare? For the death of Amer­i­ca was on­ly a cor­rup­tion of a sin­gle branch, but to carve out the very trunk of Eu­rope? It was then that I donned the light­ning bolt.

			A lone­ly life it can be, to hold light­ning and chase the sun. It is well for you to re­mem­ber that on our jour­ney there will be mon­sters which are all too of­ten ter­ri­ble, but the cru­ellest mon­ster you will find is the one that you love. Per­haps friends or fam­i­ly have ex­pelled you from their lives be­cause your un­der­tak­ing threat­ened their il­lu­sions. That is the pain the child of Goethe must bear. How strange it is to live in a time when fa­thers weep that their sons wish to take up the old ban­ner, and moth­ers en­cour­age their daugh­ters’ ge­net­ic de­gen­er­a­tion; when broth­er sells out broth­er for a taste of nar­cotics; and a gen­er­a­tion of chil­dren is raised up in the ash­es of the apoc­a­lypse as com­mu­nists and cap­i­tal­ists, with no re­al con­nec­tion to the blood. When ev­ery root is cut and stripped from the tree. Still, we will love them all the same. For it is our des­tiny to bear the un­bear­able. To car­ry the con­tin­u­um on­ward to what­ev­er end.

			No step for­ward should be un­der­tak­en un­til you thor­ough­ly un­der­stand our task. It is not to re­store Beethoven and the Colos­se­um, nor to live un­der their shad­ow, but rather to sur­pass them. We will not tire­less­ly re­call when we were once re­mark­able, rather we shall be re­mark­able. Do you not see that we must shake off this in­ac­tion and ven­ture once more in­to the wild un­known such that we too will be­come wild? That ev­er greater mon­u­ments to our ex­pe­ri­ence re­main in the stone, wait­ing to be carved by Aryan hands. We will not be con­tent. We will not sit full and sat­is­fied wish­ing to drift back to sleep, for we ask that the Eu­ro­pean an­i­mal once again awak­ens! Even if up­on his re­turn­ing to the con­scious world, in his wrath, the sky is turned to fire, the seas dry up and the earth is scorched per­ma­nent­ly﻿—even then it will have been worth it! For the fields of des­o­la­tion shall serve as fer­tile soil. You know all too well that de­struc­tion is mere­ly cre­ation, Rid­er.

			Tell them, those prim­i­tive pa­tri­ots, that I am the Sa­cred Clown, the great icon­o­clast of moder­ni­ty and I have come to wit­ness blood and chaos and fi­nal­ly the re­growth of the Eu­ro­pean vine. Let the slave-world stand aghast as red hats be­come stahlhelms. Steel your­self, Rid­er, for the cru­el ha­tred of this slave-world bel­lows forth to re­veal your way. For you to even be here, in this grave­yard of your fa­thers, has al­ready marked you. To shed tears for the land you can­not re­turn to is tan­ta­mount to trea­son in this late hour. Now you must bid this place farewell, like sailors slow­ly los­ing track of the coast. For how else can one voy­age? How else can one fol­low the sun if they are in­ca­pable of leav­ing their homes? Truth­ful­ly, I have giv­en up on moth­er­lands and fa­ther­lands, for ge­o­graph­i­cal ideals and ab­sur­di­ties. For where my peo­ple stand, that is my state. Whether they were here on this moun­tain for a thou­sand years or there on that is­land for two hun­dred. How could land ev­er be as sa­cred as blood?

			A cold wind now blows through these half-dead trees. This place is no longer safe and we must halt our weep­ing. Take what you want from here, Rid­er, but as you know on­ly your flesh is es­sen­tial. On­ly your abil­i­ty to man­i­fest and re­flect on re­al­i­ty. On­ly your élan vi­tal. Soon the Semitic tone will ring in our ears once more. This place will fall to dark­ness and be made ar­cha­ic. All that we can not car­ry will be lost to time. Where there was once civ­i­liza­tion, there will be ru­in. Le­gal sys­tems that rep­re­sent­ed the pin­na­cle achieve­ments of our kind, which had been in the de­vel­op­ment for eons, will be rewrit­ten by crea­tures with the cog­ni­tive abil­i­ties of twelve-year-olds. To think that it has come to such mad­ness. Hur­ry and gath­er your sup­plies, for on­ly a hand­ful that dwell here will fol­low you and even less of them know of the jeop­ardy that seeks them in this place. In the end, the tide of the Noth­ing, that great tor­rent of black, will wash away all life that per­sists. De­cay is a slow process un­til the in­evitable to­tal col­lapse﻿—the wom­en who re­main will be ab­sorbed in­to the Afro-Semitic amal­ga­ma­tion and the men-I-dare-not-call-men. The cos­mopoli­tan Eu­ro­pean, the eu­nuch. What a friend to the elite he has be­come. These an­ti na­tal­ists for on­ly their own peo­ple. These “men”.

			I get no plea­sure from chastis­ing him, Rid­er. It is a spell that he is un­der. He has not stud­ied our his­to­ry, and what his­to­ry he has learned was writ­ten by Semitic hands. He be­lieves he is cul­tured on­ly when he de­spis­es our cul­ture, on­ly when he de­clares that he is from the taint­ed tree, that he him­self has cut the root by his own vo­li­tion in the pur­suit of so­cial “jus­tice”; and as he does so all the more he falls in­to de­jec­tion. I will not lie to you, there are many among his ranks who will gnash their teeth and fight you to the death, all to hide the truth of their slave moral­i­ty. But is there not one you know that has been caught in this spell, and yet still a thread of hope for our world has re­mained? Were you not there once, Rid­er? For I was your en­e­my in my youth. I am ashamed of how long it took for me to come in­to the know, but each of us must trav­el our own path and the ug­li­ness of that spell lat­er on­ly hard­ened my re­solve. So love him, Rid­er. Love this fool un­der a spell, for many of them, here in the 21st cen­tu­ry will hear our call and be­come en­chant­ed, for we ro­man­tics are nat­u­ral ma­gi­cians.

			I pray your horse is swift, for we can not stay here for too much longer, even if our hearts long to bring those who will not come. You know the dan­ger that makes way, so why do you linger here in this grave­yard? Do you think me mad? That my an­swer would be to up­root our­selves com­plete­ly? To cut the fi­nal thread? To be­come the an­ti-tra­di­tion­al­ist? To ask our­selves what good is two thou­sand years of Semitic Aryans and their cathe­drals? What good are frag­ments of pot­tery, from long dead Hel­lenes, whom I can nev­er tru­ly know? What good is an en­light­en­ment that brings about the Noth­ing? What good is the Yam­naya when I can on­ly dream of them? I say to hell with main­tain­ing de­cay. I look to the fu­ture from with­in. It is on­ly there, in the in­ner mode of be­ing, that we can fi­nal­ly re­grow this sa­cred vine.

			Now I will tie the red, white and blue on my wrist, and tear a page from Dar­win and keep it in my pock­et. Fi­nal­ly, this here red flag with a black swasti­ka﻿—that sym­bol as an­cient as our kind, and en­cir­cled by the white sun that we fol­low﻿—will be my cloak. May sev­en gen­er­a­tions hate me for this sym­bol﻿—but know that the eighth will take up its cause! Let this sym­bol, flown by the ad­ver­sary of my fa­ther’s fa­ther, mark me as an en­e­my of those who hol­low out the eyes of our peo­ple. Let it serve as a re­minder of my prom­ise to the Ger­man. These will be my on­ly pos­ses­sions. Now what is it that you will take from this place, Rid­er? Know that each item you car­ry will on­ly weigh you down, yet al­so re­mem­ber that these ob­jects serve to warm us in the qui­et mo­ments when our eyes lose sight of the hori­zon and we must ac­cept rest. Do not for­get that these frag­ments of our past his­to­ries that lie all around you, here in this grave­yard, are on­ly phys­i­cal pieces of our memet­ic his­to­ry. So much more is writ­ten in­to your blood it­self, there in the realm of in­stinct. Ver­i­ly, I wish not to for­get all the foot­steps in our jour­ney from beast to man. How­ev­er, our task is to find the new man.

			Will you take the coiled black snake in yel­low as your cape? Is that how you will re­call lib­er­ty? Or per­haps a fifty pound bust of Socrates on a chain, that you can car­ry around your neck as a means to al­ways re­mind you of your in­fat­u­a­tion with free­dom? Will you fill your boots with ce­ment as to not for­get how to cre­ate it, as its for­mu­la was for­got­ten in the col­lapse of Rome? And still bet­ter, let us take the whole grave­yard with us, so that when we meet the new man, we can give him a field of corpses. No. To have our eyes here on the grave, fixed on what was, will on­ly ob­struct our gaze and the pur­suit of what can be. In short, I am not a man of the west. West­ern civ­i­liza­tion is but a sin­gle road on the greater jour­ney. I am a child of the hori­zon. A bro­ken rem­nant of the Aryan. An as­pect of Be­ing. Or as Mus­soli­ni put it, “a feel­ing.”

			Yes, per­haps you are right to la­bel me mad﻿—to sug­gest the an­swer should be to cut off the lig­a­ment that had be­come in­fect­ed. What hys­te­ria to bring a blade up­on one­self in the des­per­ate at­tempt to re­turn to home­osta­sis. What a fa­tal ac­tion it is to draw dag­ger across flesh to re­move the rot. But you must cut it out, Rid­er. Look all around you at these con­ser­va­tives. Look how they wor­ship the bust of Socrates. Look how pris­tine they at­tempt to keep these flags. What care they bring to the main­te­nance of the quaint old Eng­lish home, but what of the main­te­nance of the man? Look at the de­ifi­ca­tion of this grave­yard and its urns. Look how they wor­ship the stone and iron but nev­er the blood! I am not glad that it has come to this. That such times would be­fall us and we would live to see not on­ly our homes tak­en, but even our mem­o­ries. Alas, this place I once too called home. A mu­se­um of our her­itage that now is ablaze. You can des­per­ate­ly try to save what you can, but know this, Rid­er. You and your blood is all that must be saved. It is the blood that is para­mount and your most pre­cious pos­ses­sion.

			It is an er­ror made all too of­ten in our age. That a man’s worth is found in his ded­i­ca­tion to our graves. That the black is white if he adores our ru­ins. That the African can re­build him­self in­to the Eu­ro­pean if on­ly he can be made to love our corpses. Even the head of these right-wing par­ties who sup­pos­ed­ly speak for us, do so like men cross­ing the frozen lake. Each step placed with cau­tion and fear. Like sailors nev­er com­ing too close to the sirens for fear of crash­ing their ships on the rocks. For they must re­main electable, op­ti­cal. I say, let us crash the ship. Let us make love to the sirens and sing their song. Do you not know what they sing, Rid­er? That Eu­rope is blood. That Eu­rope is a state of be­ing. And it is this song that these right-wing pun­dits and politi­cians are all to afraid to hear, to sing.

			Do not weep, Rid­er. There, out in the hori­zon we will find that things aren’t as aim­less as they seem. Whether we are to be de­ter­min­is­tic or if we shall car­ry with us free will, I shall still hold on to des­tiny. There is a mo­ti­vat­ed move­ment that trem­bles through­out the en­tire­ty of this uni­verse, this realm, this Be­ing. If one is to put his ear to the ground, and lis­ten care­ful­ly, he will hear the trem­bling of its de­vel­op­ment. The heart­beat that pro­pels this ex­is­tence, ev­er to­wards its con­clu­sion. You will come to know that the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um is an in­dis­pens­able el­e­ment in this man­i­fes­ta­tion. But let us save that for the road ahead, for we are not yet ready to wield the Sa­cred Sword, the weapon that we must car­ry in­to bat­tle against the ni­hilist, the ex­is­ten­tial­ist, the pes­simist, the ab­sur­dist and the un­dream­er.

			Let them know that we un­der this ban­ner have ro­man­tic hearts. That we shall meet this suf­fer­ing, the suf­fer­ing that has cap­ti­vat­ed the Bud­dhist, with zeal. With smiles on our faces. For a world with­out drag­ons is a world with­out he­roes. That we de­clare our­selves as the pro­tag­o­nists of his­to­ry. That we ask for suf­fer­ing so that we may en­dure it. That we ask for the im­pos­si­ble to sur­mount moun­tain, so that we may prove over and over again that noth­ing is im­pos­si­ble. That whether we see the sun or we do not see the sun, we will ev­er move in its di­rec­tion with our eyes trans­fixed, al­ways on the hori­zon.

		
	
		
			
				II

				The In­con­sis­ten­cy of Man

			
			You will be­come a new man when you ex­it this for­est. Just as you are no longer the one who wept in the grave­yard, you will be­come some­thing new again, for you are al­ways in a state of flux. Let us pause at this stream and re­pose. They say that Her­a­cli­tus once rest­ed here and de­clared that no man could ev­er step in­to the same riv­er twice, for both he and the riv­er had for­ev­er changed. Wiz­ards say that all things are en­er­gy, and that en­er­gy is move­ment. Dem­ocri­tus posit­ed that re­al­i­ty was com­posed of atoms. I sup­pose those atoms are al­ways chang­ing too, danc­ing to the rhythm of time. May I ask a fa­vor, Rid­er? May we dis­pense with these terms? Uni­verse, cos­mos, heav­en, hell? Can we sim­ply call it Be­ing? Per­haps it could be said that even Be­ing is in mo­tion? Know this, I am a pupil of both Her­a­cli­tus and Par­menides. For I be­lieve Be­ing sim­ply is. Per­haps time it­self is an il­lu­sion. That change is a phan­tasm. Yet, here we are, both changed men. I re­mem­ber a time when I cared lit­tle for any­thing but my­self. Then there came the time when I on­ly cared for the grave­yard. And now, here I stand as one who on­ly wish­es to chase the sun. Have you not changed too?

			Come, let us cool our feet in the riv­er. How can it be that a man can hold two con­tra­dic­to­ry be­liefs at the same time? Is it true that “all is one” or is change the on­ly re­al con­sis­ten­cy? Can it be both? Look there across the riv­er at the old tree. Tell me, how is it pos­si­ble that the dis­tance be­tween the tree and your­self is in­fin­ite­ly di­vis­i­ble? Is there an in­fin­i­ty be­tween us? Was Zeno mad? Was the ma­te­ri­al­ist in er­ror to at­tempt to put lines around ev­ery­thing? Have we been go­ing the wrong way since Aris­to­tle? How should I ev­er know? For I am the fool who is both a stu­dent of Ni­et­zsche and Socrates. I am the mid-wit who can see truths in both the An­a­lyt­i­cal and Con­ti­nen­tal eye. Be­tween Kant and Hume, Rag­nar Red­beard and Christ. Even more, here when we must dis­cuss the top­ic of race, I again shall be in­con­sis­tent, for race, like all things, is and is in a state of flux.

			I have been un­truth­ful to you, Rid­er. For I have main­tained si­lence at your ex­pense. This for­est that I have led you to, is a maze that far too of­ten leads to bru­tal­i­ty. This place can drive one mad, to place broth­er against broth­er, and give way to the un­cer­tain­ty of cer­tain­ties. These fixed lines that we ar­bi­trar­i­ly cod­i­fied in­to rigid dog­ma. What is Eu­rope, Rid­er? Is it just the Yam­naya? Shall we re­joice in the liq­ui­da­tion of Gaul? Is Celtic blood poi­son? Are the true god-men the Hel­lenes? Is the Ger­man a sub-hu­man brute, who de­filed the great­ness of Rome? There, see? It be­gins. The con­stant cut­ting of parts. Like chop­ping away all branch­es of a sa­cred tree, so that on­ly the green­est branch may reach for the sun. You must for­give my tongue, Rid­er, for this for­est weighs on me to a great de­gree and I feel that as of late my thoughts are slip­ping. That each step fur­ther that we take in­to this for­est, this maze of the mind, the more I lose my com­po­sure. Yet we must an­swer this ques­tion be­fore we can leave. How am I to know Eu­rope? What ex­act­ly is the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um made of? For the An­a­lyt­i­cal philoso­phers will not join us on our path un­til we have an­swered them ac­cord­ing­ly. Is it R1a or R1b? Is it the green eyed man who is the Über­men­sch or the blue? Which sets of which genes are re­quired to give us Galileo Galilei and which to give us Leonar­do Da Vin­ci? And be­tween the two, which is the mas­ter race?

			Now let me ask you this, Rid­er. When the wa­ter that flows with­in the riv­er, fi­nal­ly makes its way to the sea, is it still the riv­er? At what point ex­act­ly had it changed? Do you un­der­stand why I have tak­en you here? For in our trav­els we may come up­on these cow­ards of men who will say, “There can be no Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um be­cause you can not de­fine its edges.” Per­haps they are right, but I can not de­ny what I in­stinc­tive­ly feel. But, then again﻿ ﻿… In truth, the Ger­man is best, yes? He alone should stand above all and sure­ly has ev­ery right to erad­i­cate these Ital­ians and Irish­men, for they are in­fe­ri­or. Then again, it must be the Greek who is tru­ly the Be­yond-Man. For was it not the Greek who gave us the most ex­quis­ite cul­ture? Then splen­did, for it is set­tled. We shall ex­ter­mi­nate the Ger­man and give way to a glo­ri­ous Greek em­pire! But then again, I must ask. Is the Greek even white? Blast! You see? This for­est is a web filled with spi­ders from the dark­est of crypts. Bats and bugs, ravens and dire wolves! This place is no place to re­main. Now an­swer me, Rid­er, what is Eu­rope? How am I to know it? What is the fab­ric of the con­tin­u­um? What ex­act­ly is its ma­te­ri­al make up? Or is it pos­si­ble that there is some­thing else to it? Un­der it, yearn­ing to make way?

			They say there were three great forms that man­i­fest­ed in the de­vel­op­ment of these peo­ples, but how long, I won­der, un­til they tell me it was nine or twen­ty? For the wiz­ards can nev­er make up their minds. From what I have heard, they were the West­ern Eu­ro­pean Hunter-Gath­er­ers, the An­cient North Eurasians and the Ear­ly Eu­ro­pean Farm­ers. These are the roots of the tree. Where do they come from? What ex­act­ly were they be­fore? In­evitably their ori­gins make their way back in­to the mist. The mist that en­cir­cles men and mankind since time im­memo­ri­al. Even if our aim is to fol­low the hori­zon and chase the sun, some land­scapes will al­ways re­main hid­den. Per­haps it is na­ture’s pru­dence to not de­liv­er up all her se­crets to a sin­gle man. So now you must choose, Rid­er. Which of the three must be kept and which should be up­root­ed? Then again, must we up­root any­thing? Can we sim­ply not al­low the branch­es to yearn for the sun on their own? For it is true that all light that touch­es their limbs on­ly serves to give life to the tree. Yes, per­haps it is your branch who ab­sorbs the most light or per­haps it is mine.

			Then again, I must ask. Are you a half-ling, Rid­er? Are you a quar­ter blood? Some mixed up be­ing, at­tached to the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um? A hy­brid? A mon­grel? A lost one, of those whom have nev­er even had a grave? For he who has two grave­yards but on­ly one body can nev­er tru­ly rest in peace. Just as a coun­try be­tween two na­tions at war can not re­main neu­tral. These Semitic pup­pet pun­dits that claim the lead­er­ship of the “rad­i­cal right”, who could on­ly pre­tend to know my crim­son cloak, will call you an abom­i­na­tion. Per­haps it is so. How­ev­er, it is well with me that abom­i­na­tions can join in the chase of the sun. For you to have come this far, on­ly gives me fur­ther hope in the fi­nal aim. That the moral frame­work that we shall es­tab­lish will ex­ist with­in the hearts of all mankind. Just as hi­er­ar­chy is nat­u­ral, so too is the hi­er­ar­chy of be­ing! For it is on­ly the Ob­fus­ca­tor whom will de­stroy him­self to main­tain im­bal­ance. It is on­ly he﻿—that Semitic viper﻿—filled with cun­ning, who would gouge out the eye of Be­ing just to main­tain his mega­lo­ma­nia. But let us not dwell on him, yet. For now is not the time to con­front such crea­tures. Not un­til we can leave this for­est. So tell me, Rid­er, who is the mas­ter race? Where does the line be­gin and end? How am I to know Eu­rope?

			Now I have it! Let us say that in or­der to tru­ly be Eu­ro­pean, one must be 33.33% Celtic, 33.33% Mediter­ranean and 33.33% Ger­man­ic. Or should there be a le­nien­cy of 5% for slavs? And what of the An­glo? Are they even Eu­ro­pean? No cer­tain­ly not. Yet, per­haps they are? In fact, they are the most Eu­ro­pean! Alas, this will not do, for sure­ly the mas­ter race must have a jaw line. So we must do away with the An­g­los. Let us al­so dis­card the Nords, Mediter­raneans and Celts. Per­haps we should cut down the whole tree? Rid­er, I be­lieve I must sit down, for my mind is not well. Sure­ly this for­est tax­es us both? The mist now makes its way in­to my thoughts. I hear a thou­sand voic­es whis­per­ing in the trees. For a mo­ment I am a Ger­man los­ing his home­land to the Ro­man civ­i­liz­er, the next I am the Ro­man wit­ness­ing the col­lapse of my state at the hands of this blonde brute. To­day I am the res­i­dent of Mün­den mas­sa­cred by Catholics and to­mor­row I am the in­hab­i­tant of Lands­berg dec­i­mat­ed by Protes­tants. I feel their ha­tred, Rid­er, an old vir­u­lent ha­tred that I’m not sure can ev­er be over­come.

			For a mo­ment I see through the eyes of a Rus­sian sol­dier, on the east­ern front, dur­ing the sec­ond world war. I am tak­ing a wom­an’s body as she weeps. She has my blue eyes. What am I do­ing? No, but of course! They in­vad­ed our moth­er­land there­fore ev­ery last Ger­man must be liq­ui­dat­ed! For on­ly when the Ger­man is re­moved will the good earth know of kind­ness. What does this bitch know of kind­ness, any­way?!

			… I weep.

			Please, Rid­er, tell me there is some­thing more to this than genes and streams? I can not see when one be­comes the oth­er. Where the man be­comes sub-man, where riv­er be­comes sea. The lan­guages change, but the feel­ing, the deep yearn­ing from the heart of Be­ing, is there, res­onat­ing in their voic­es. A cho­rus that cries out for truth and the tran­scen­den­tal. I see the great im­pulse in Dos­to­evsky and I see it in Wag­n­er. I see it in Mar­tin Luther’s de­sire for man to seek truth by his own vo­li­tion, rather than mere ac­cep­tance of dog­mat­ic sys­tems. Was that not Faus­tian? There too I see it in the Catholic and his cathe­drals. Semitic, yes, but un­der the Jew­ish char­ac­ters there lies the Aryan struc­ture. For the yearn­ing that man­i­fest­ed the Pan­theon was the same that brought forth Notre-Dame. It was the in­fi­nite that com­pelled them. Whether the vec­tor was the pan­theon of gods or the eter­nal one God. It was al­ways that the yearn­ing drove to­wards the in­fi­nite. Yes of course! This will be our finest clue yet. Sud­den­ly, we have clar­i­ty. All at once their cho­rus goes from dis­so­nance to har­mo­ny. A ray of light once again shines through the trees. For the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um yearns for the hori­zon, to chase the sun.

			But of course it is not on­ly the Eu­ro­pean whom pur­sues the sun. I sup­pose there’s at least one man who heeds its call in ev­ery race. To seek fun­da­men­tal truth, re­gard­less of the per­il that may wait. Did Spinoza quest for the in­fi­nite? Did Kubrick? Let it be said, I am a child of the hori­zon. Any man of any race, even he who is the abom­i­na­tion of race, who takes up this flight to­wards the sun, is my al­ly. But know this, I trav­el on­ly the path that gives re­birth to the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um. That, in the pur­suit of truth, I may find the rem­e­dy to re­ju­ve­nate our poi­soned peo­ple. I be­lieve that in my jour­ney to­wards the sun, I will one day wield the Sa­cred Sword, so that light can again shine in their eyes. That they may once again pick up the ban­ner with the ven­er­at­ed light­ning bolt and ful­fil their des­tiny. For they alone, I be­lieve, are the guardians of know­ing. Be­ing’s seek­er. Its great­est lens.

			What am I even say­ing, “they”? There is no they. For what does the French­man and the Ger­man have in com­mon but a heap of corpses at Ver­dun? Does the child of Amer­i­ca, which is an ex­ten­sion of Britain, who felt so com­pelled as to go to war with her over tea, have any­thing in com­mon with its An­glo womb? The British should gnash their teeth and seek vengeance. I can imag­ine them now, burn­ing down the White House again, much to the Amer­i­cans’ cha­grin. Would it not be splen­did? Wouldn’t that bring about the su­per man? If the An­glo could be com­pelled in­to to­tal war with him­self, would it not on­ly al­low for a high­er be­ing? Should they not com­pete to the death, so as to whit­tle away the weak? When there is on­ly one left in the end, then he shall be crowned mas­ter race. Is this not sur­vival of the fittest? And sure­ly you know, Rid­er, that sur­vival is ev­ery­thing.

			To hell with this Eu­ro­pean tree. It dis­gusts me now. If they were wor­thy to ex­ist then they would con­tin­ue to ex­ist but look at them, Rid­er, my so-called “com­pan­ion”. For they all have be­gun to walk hand in hand in­to the swamp, to die out like mar­tyrs, in the hopes of teach­ing an African to read our grave stones. To hell with all of them. I, the Sa­cred Clown, de­clare war on the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um. But no, that’s not right. For there is no Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um. They are mere­ly an ar­ray of bi­o­log­i­cal life­forms, com­pet­ing for re­sources. Fi­nite re­sources, which forces on us an ax­iom of re­al­i­ty. We must de­stroy each oth­er! We must com­pete! But why do we feel com­pelled to stop at na­tions and tribes? For the na­tion­al­ist’s blood lust is mil­que­toast. We must seek ev­er fur­ther re­fine­ment. Do two broth­ers not com­pete at all times? Are they not mor­tal en­e­mies? First they must com­pete for their moth­ers milk. Then they com­pete for their fa­thers af­fec­tion. Fi­nal­ly they seek love from the nymphs and I swear to you, Rid­er, my so-called “com­pan­ion”, there will al­ways be a He­len of Troy. Men will al­ways dis­em­bow­el men for ac­cess to a womb. Yes, let ev­ery broth­er en­gage in a strug­gle to the death, like Ro­mu­lus and Re­mus. For are we not here to res­ur­rect Rome?

			Who are you, Rid­er? Why have you brought me here to this place? You knew this for­est was haunt­ed and yet you led me here? To drive me mad? You dare stand in my way from find­ing the fun­da­men­tal truth? You are a bas­tard. A sub-hu­man. A de­mon of the high­est rank! Let the world know that I shall run you through with my dag­ger, for I have a pur­pose! I must save the Aryan! But, now that I think of it, the Aryan no longer even ex­ists. It was you who killed him, you less­er man. You filth. You hat­ed him for his great­ness. It was you who back-stabbed us just be­fore we touched the stars. It was you who turned our men weak with your im­pure blood and lack of will. Now let us cut one an­oth­er. Let us find the mas­ter race!

			Do you feel it too, Rid­er? Ev­ery bump and crash as we tum­ble down this hill? Didn’t you know it would come to this? I’m sure more than one bone is bro­ken in my body, but my hand still clings on to the dag­ger, so that I may de­liv­er its kiss to your throat and let it pro­claim me the God-Man. It is here, in this sa­cred com­bat, that we learn what it means to re­al­ly live. This is re­fine­ment. I am the li­on. You are the gazelle. I hate you. Fi­nal­ly we meet the ground. Our bod­ies lie bro­ken in the ravine. Still, I man­age to stand, for will alone can com­pel bro­ken limbs to bend to sat­is­fac­tion. But you, Rid­er, my so called com­pan­ion, are weak. You are a lamb. My prey. Now you feel the cold steel across your neck. Did you not think that the supreme an­i­mal would win? Was it not ob­vi­ous? Now let this for­est grow fat off your worth­less blood﻿ ﻿…

			But then again, I must ask. What if you’re the mas­ter race and I am the sub-hu­man? What if I seek to de­file great­ness be­cause I can not stand be­ing sec­ond in the hi­er­ar­chy of man? What if this is my slave moral­i­ty? Am I no bet­ter than he who would wish to gouge out the eye of Be­ing? Look what I have be­come. The sun has slipped in­to night. We have lost our way. No tran­quil­li­ty can be found here, on­ly the mur­mur­ings of a mil­lion dead men, who died for noth­ing. A re­quiem for Eu­rope. A great mass per­pet­u­al­ly aton­al.

			Kill me, Rid­er. Now, be­fore I change my mind again. For was it you or I who led us to this place? I can no longer re­mem­ber. Which of us is the sa­cred clown, again? Here let me place the blade on my neck, so that you may press it in­to my flesh and de­liv­er to this earth the Over-Man. Do it now, Rid­er, my pre­cious com­pan­ion, my on­ly friend. Tell me, why do you hes­i­tate? Do you lack healthy in­stinct? Sud­den­ly, I see through your eyes, the face of the lit­tle one from the grave­yard. What was her name? Åk­er­lund? Is it her face that an­swers this dread­ful rid­dle? This ques­tion that plagues us so? How am I to know Eu­rope? Can her eyes and smile alone form lines around what can not be out­lined?

			Yes, of course, Rid­er, my eter­nal com­rade! It is in her face! For there, in that mo­ment, when I see her bright eyes I know she is part of me, even though I am miles away, still I can feel it! Even if she was born in Swe­den and I in the Unit­ed States, still I can feel it, and there is a whole world in that. There is no sys­tem­atiz­ing. No ge­net­ic anal­y­sis nec­es­sary. I sim­ply see her and I know that she is of my fab­ric. That na­ture it­self im­bued species with the ca­pac­i­ty to feel the world, not just end­less­ly ra­tio­nal­ize it! Rid­er, you beau­ti­ful bas­tard, look! We have cleared the for­est. Let us car­ry this good news with us. Let us tell the oth­er Eu­ro­peans who wish to fly un­der this ban­ner. For we, these new Ro­man­tics who now walk the earth, hold a young girl’s face in our hearts. We see now that race is a feel­ing. That race is a way of be­ing. That race is a pur­pose! Yes, the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um﻿—I re­mem­ber them again. Those re­mark­able ones. For I shall de­mar­cate noth­ing. I shall not yield to the sci­en­tist, the cler­gy of new. I shall not care if the man of the An­a­lyt­i­cal world un­der­stands me. For I see her face and I see my peo­ple at once. And for a mo­ment there is no hes­i­ta­tion. For a mo­ment there is both a race in flux but al­so a race that sim­ply is.

			Come, let us make way, for not far from here is my old pub. Re­mem­ber this, Rid­er, that al­co­hol is the Eu­ro­peans’ health po­tion. For we must heal af­ter hav­ing lost our­selves for so long in those dread­ful woods. There in that old pub, we will sit with the vile and pu­trid, the ug­ly and pro­fane. But know this: there too lies the mind of ge­nius and beau­ti­ful re­bel­lion. There in that tav­ern, which was the fo­rum of my younger years, we shall see the con­di­tion we find men of our rank. There we will heal not on­ly our wound­ed bod­ies, but al­so the minds of our po­ten­tial com­pan­ions. Now come, we must drink﻿—for we have con­quered this for­est of mad­ness. De­spite the fact that we have lost the sun to­day, to­mor­row we will again take up the quest. For even though we must en­dure sun­set and night, we will al­ways have dawn, and with the re-emer­gence of our beloved star we can con­tin­ue our en­deav­our with our eyes trans­fixed, al­ways on the hori­zon.

		
	
		
			
				III

				The Old Pub

			
			Rid­er, you must for­give me for be­ing so﻿ ﻿… well, brash back there. For I was not my­self. Those woods have a qual­i­ty of trick­ery. For many men that find them­selves in them end up nev­er re-emerg­ing, and those that do are said to nev­er be the same. As if a piece of their hu­man­i­ty was lost with­in the trees. Let us not dwell on the past, for we both are chil­dren of the hori­zon and must ev­er look for­ward. Ver­i­ly, our hearts have been filled by our love of this peo­ple and the move­ment that lies un­der­neath, in the sub­struc­ture, which com­pels them to­wards the sun. But let it be said, it was a sin­gle girl who saved us from that mad­ness. A lit­tle one of our kind who graced us with truth in our mo­ment of de­spair﻿ ﻿…

			Ah, we have ar­rived and it is just as I re­mem­ber. A pub whose out­er shell is nei­ther re­gal nor un­com­mon, but whose in­te­ri­or ra­di­ates speech in a way un­like any oth­er. For here is ab­so­lute free speech. Here you will find the ug­li­ness and beau­ty of unadul­ter­at­ed di­a­logue. It was here that I first found my­self when I be­gan chas­ing the sun. At that time, I was much more of a care­tak­er of the grave­yard and I car­ried with me a load that was nigh un­bear­able. Busts and ban­ners, paint­ings and scrolls filled my pock­ets and made me rigid. For I had not learned of the in­valu­able na­ture of my blood.

			Freaks and saints, na­tion­al­ists and vagabonds, com­mu­nists and cap­i­tal­ists all find them­selves here. It would be well for you to re­mem­ber that the sophist is the least dead­ly crea­ture you will en­counter. For here lurks an­oth­er type whose per­ni­cious aim is in the ad­vance­ment of the un­know­ing. An agent of those who have tak­en up the cause to gouge out the eye of Be­ing. These liars of the high­est rank, whose sole goal is to fell our sa­cred tree. To elim­i­nate a po­ten­tial threat. They will ar­gue with you that there is no Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um and yet, our uni­fi­ca­tion in­to a sin­gle pur­pose is their most dread­ed fear. They say that it is im­pos­si­ble and yet ac­tive­ly work against what they know is in­evitable. It caus­es them anx­i­ety, is that not splen­did? A time will come where the rem­nants of the Aryan, the civ­i­lized, will band to­geth­er against the un­know­ing. On that day, so too will the par­a­site be­gin to lose its ca­pac­i­ty to feed. This in­ter­na­tion­al sys­tem of bank­ing and rob­bery will col­lapse up­on it­self.

			Now, Rid­er, let us find a ta­ble so that we may smoke our pipes and drink our wine. Here we find our­selves a room of many minds and faces. For I see the Athe­ist, the Pa­tri­ot, and the As­cetic Semitic Aryan. Im­petu­ous as ev­er the Pa­tri­ot ram­bles, “Has the Sa­cred Clown re­turned to his sens­es? Has he come to give his life for Amer­i­ca?” I look to the Pa­tri­ot who had long for­got­ten the sun and speak, “There is no Amer­i­ca. For she is but a corpse. Now the world de­scends on her like hye­nas and mag­gots. Her dy­ing flesh breeds oth­er an­i­mals. You have aban­doned the hunt, for it was the founders of Amer­i­ca who chased the sun, yet you are still look­ing back at the grave­yard.” The Pa­tri­ot scowls de­fi­ant­ly and re­marks, “You have joined ranks with the es­o­ter­ic. You speak of mag­ic and mean­ing. Do you even care for West­ern val­ues? You wear as a cloak the ban­ner of an en­e­my of our own peo­ple. What is this role-play and how can you not see your own shame?” I give no pause and re­ply, “I wear this ban­ner be­cause of my oath to the Ger­man. For he has been forced to bear a shame un­known in his­to­ry. I will car­ry this mark with him, as a means to light­en his bur­den. It too holds a memet­ic el­e­ment nec­es­sary in the un­der­stand­ing of our Be­ing. The sa­cred swasti­ka.” The Pa­tri­ots face con­torts in con­fu­sion and he re­marks, “An Asian sym­bol?”

			“Why not the cross, my son?” in­ter­jects the As­cetic Semitic Aryan, “Sure­ly you know of the great­ness of West­ern Civ­i­liza­tion. If it is true, that you wish to chase the sun, then you must uti­lize the memet­ic sys­tem that paved the way for such great­ness﻿—the great­ness of the mi­cro­scope, the ge­nius of the laser! Ver­i­ly, if you take with you the cross, you will chase the sun ev­er fur­ther.” I stare at him in si­lence for a mo­ment and then I speak, “I do not wish to car­ry the cross any fur­ther, my friend. I thank you for your kind­ness but I must de­ny that call. For I have come to love life and re­ject the con­cept that it is suf­fer­ing, that it is sin. I have come to be­lieve that one should live his life as if there is no to­mor­row. That one should drink it in full.”

			The As­cetic Semitic Aryan frowns and re­torts, “I see, you are a he­do­nist! You lay with whores! You bring about de­gen­er­a­tion!” My eyes turn to his and I re­tort, “You sir are a he­do­nist-in-wait­ing, stand­ing in line for the whore house. Isn’t your as­ceti­cism on­ly mo­men­tary, so that you may achieve sub­lime im­mor­tal­i­ty in heav­en? An im­mor­tal­i­ty of en­dor­phins? No sir, I am not a child of this so called West. For the tree is much more than a branch﻿—its strength comes from its own anato­my, not the memet­ics that the anato­my pro­duces. And as far as de­gen­er­a­tion goes, sir, Chris­tian­i­ty was Rome’s re­li­gion at the end of the em­pire, not the be­gin­ning.”

			The As­cetic Semitic Aryan replies with dis­gust in his throat, “The Byzan­tine em­pire con­tin­ued on for﻿ ﻿…” but is cut off when the Pa­tri­ot slams his fist to the ta­ble, grabs a hand­ful of my crim­son cloak and de­clares “Role-play! You, the Sa­cred Clown role-play! You wear this cos­tume and play pre­tend. Are you a Ger­man in the work­ers par­ty?” My hand on his I say, “Did the Amer­i­cans them­selves not role-play as Gre­co-Ro­mans? These Amer­i­cans and their Re­pub­lic. Their deep love for Democ­ra­cy. It is good that man looks ev­er so of­ten back at the grave, to know where he came from and what he is ca­pa­ble of. But our gaze must al­ways re­turn to the hori­zon!”

			The room fills with si­lence, then sud­den­ly a lib­er­tar­i­an calls out “Slit your throats you trans­ves­tites, bathed in nig­ger muck!” The room erupts in­to laugh­ter. The Pa­tri­ot and the As­cetic Semitic Aryan find their way off. Sud­den­ly be­fore us lies the Athe­ist, my old friend. He sits down and says, “Sa­cred Clown, my dear fel­low, is it true what they say? That you have found mean­ing in a mean­ing­less world? Sure­ly you know that I am a skep­tic and I have long shed the naïveté of re­li­gious dog­ma. I re­quire ma­te­ri­al ev­i­dence of your claim.” Our drinks ar­rive in good or­der and I re­ply af­ter I wet my tongue, “The ma­te­ri­al is all around you, one need on­ly to fol­low its move­ment. The drive to­wards com­plex­i­ty, my dear athe­ist friend, there is where you will find mean­ing.” With a con­fused look he asks, “Com­plex­i­ty﻿ ﻿… ?” I lean in as if to tell him a se­cret and whis­per, “Be­ing is gen­er­at­ing com­plex­i­ty. From the dawn of time new nov­el­ty has de­vel­oped from with­in. Don’t the wiz­ards say it all start­ed with pure en­er­gy? That there, at the be­gin­ning, it was hot and dense. As this realm cooled it gave way to the build­ing blocks of mat­ter. That even­tu­al­ly clouds of gas gave rise to the first stars. In due course plan­ets and then life fi­nal­ly emerged on the scene. From life to at long last, con­scious­ness. But know this, the com­plex­i­ty is but an ar­ti­fact. It is residue made in the pur­suit of its con­clu­sion. The com­plex­i­ty is mere­ly a pre­req­ui­site.”

			His con­fused ex­pres­sion turns to a smile as he bel­lows out “Pre­req­ui­site? Sure­ly you jest? You, my friend, sound like some old vi­tal­ist.” I smile then look to you, Rid­er, as I make my claim, “The mod­ern day vi­tal­ist is like a chick­en with­out its head. He is aim­less and al­low­ing him to live in his cur­rent state is cru­el. I aim to recre­ate him.” The Athe­ist’s smile turns to a snarl and he ut­ters out, “Do you mean to say that the Uni­verse, ‘want­ed’ con­scious­ness?” I sip my drink and pause be­fore I speak, “Yes.” He slaps his legs and be­gins laugh­ing say­ing, “I see now! You are play­ing a trick on me! For a sec­ond there I be­lieved you had joined the ranks of fools who main­tain a tele­o­log­i­cal view of na­ture.” My eyes re­main on his as I re­ply, “No, it is true. For I have joined their ranks. I be­lieve there ex­ists an ob­jec­tive pur­pose to re­al­i­ty and I aim to ap­ply this to my blade, for the bat­tle that I must wage against the ni­hilist, the ex­is­ten­tial­ist, the pes­simist, the ab­sur­dist, and the oth­er un­dream­ers.”

			The Athe­ist calls out, “The Ni­hilist? You are daft, Sa­cred Clown, for the Ni­hilist has dom­i­nat­ed for a cen­tu­ry or more! She is im­mor­tal. Do you think you are alone in the pur­suit to find mean­ing? You are not! I long ago pur­sued the sun and lost my God. I have long sought mean­ing, but know this: I will nev­er de­lude my­self in­to be­liev­ing such non­sense again. You who sit here to­day would fool your­self in­to trust­ing a new dog­ma? My dear friend, you must bring ag­nos­ti­cism with you, for any oth­er mind­set is fol­ly. We can re­main ex­is­ten­tial­ists. We can fight for the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um sim­ply be­cause it makes us hap­py. Let it re­main sub­jec­tive, so that I may at least make sense of you.” I raise my voice and re­tort dark­ly, “But it is ob­jec­tive! You the ex­is­ten­tial­ist are in the end de­stroyed by that old hag, Ni­hilism. You be­lieve in noth­ing from the on­set, but I the Ro­man­tic of this late hour, say that there lies an ob­jec­tive mean­ing to our con­di­tion. We have a pur­pose. A des­tiny! We are an as­pect of Be­ing with the high­est de­gree of com­plex­i­ty﻿—the com­plex­i­ty takes shape as con­scious­ness at its apex and re­sults in the know­ing. That is our quest, to pur­sue the sun!”

			His face now turned pale, he mut­ters out dole­ful­ly, “The know­ing?” I fin­ish my glass and be­gin again, “Be­ing’s at­tempt to know it­self.” The Athe­ist now paus­es as if he is try­ing to put to­geth­er a puz­zle with­out enough pieces. He whis­pers back, “You mean that re­al­i­ty, is at­tempt­ing to un­der­stand it­self? I will not de­ny that it is true, that we are as­pects of Be­ing, and that we do have a cu­ri­ous way about our­selves, but you go too far to say that it has an ob­jec­tive pur­pose. We are no more than a speck in space. Sim­ply in­con­se­quen­tial. Na­ture cares lit­tle for us.” With­out hes­i­ta­tion I re­spond, “But that’s not true! It ap­pears to me that na­ture prefers com­plex­i­ty. For nev­er in her de­vel­op­ment has it been com­plete­ly lost. It has on­ly gen­er­at­ed fur­ther and fur­ther. Even af­ter the Per­mi­an-Tri­as­sic ex­tinc­tion event, more com­plex­i­ty came. Even af­ter the col­lapse of Rome, in time, com­plex­i­ty flour­ished. I say that this force, that ex­ists un­der lay­ers of Be­ing I can not see, aids in this de­vel­op­ment. That this mo­ti­vat­ed move­ment in Be­ing was driv­en not to cre­ate com­plex­i­ty in it­self, but rather to bring about know­ing. If this is true, then there may be an el­e­ment of Be­ing that as­sists the Aryan in his un­der­tak­ing against the un­know­ing. For if the Un­dream­er were to win this war, hu­man­i­ty would sink in­to eter­nal dark­ness, it would fall in­to a dull and prim­i­tive state. Be­ing would lose its great­est lens at know­ing it­self.”

			The Athe­ist smiles and fin­ish­es his glass be­fore re­spond­ing, “The un­know­ing? So what is know­ing then? Some­thing like, truth con­nect­ing to truth?” I place my coins on the ta­ble and meet his eyes once more re­ply­ing, “Yes. You see for all his weak­ness­es, Socrates was ab­so­lute­ly right to see that the good and truth are con­nect­ed. From this we shall build a moral frame­work for the Aryan, for it is he alone who seeks the know­ing re­lent­less­ly. It is there, at the apex of be­ing that he takes his place as the Seek­er. That is the name I have giv­en it. The phe­nom­e­non that acts as Be­ings great­est lens in the search for that which is.”

			The Athe­ist paus­es for a mo­ment then replies, “I be­lieve you’ve been chas­ing the sun for far too long to­day, my friend, and as a re­sult have be­come con­fused from heat­stroke.” The As­cetic Semitic Aryan leans in­to the con­ver­sa­tion and with a gloomy ex­pres­sion whis­pers, “Then there is no heav­en for hu­man­i­ty in your re­li­gion? When we die it’s all over? What a tragedy!” A wide smile draws across my face as I say, “It is the chance at life it­self, the great jour­ney for which I am so thank­ful. Even if this is all that there is, then that is more than enough to over­whelm me with grat­i­tude.” The As­cetic Semitic Aryan stands in con­fu­sion as he replies, “Grat­i­tude to what?” I em­brace him and say, “Be­ing!”

			The Pa­tri­ot makes his way over and once again re­sumes con­ver­sa­tion, “How can it be that you car­ry my red, white and blue around your wrist, and the swasti­ka around your neck? Do you not know how Lib­er­ty and Au­toc­ra­cy are en­e­mies of each oth­er?” I hold out my arm and de­clare, “I wear this red, white and blue to al­ways re­mem­ber my fa­ther­land. So that I will al­ways be able to rec­ol­lect, that there once ex­ist­ed a state which wished to spread the Greek fo­rum across her bor­ders. To re­mind me of my sa­cred oath, that my peo­ple will have ev­ery right to claim their weapons and speak free speech. That I may keep safe Lib­er­ty and the in­di­vid­u­al spir­it. That even though I am of the vine of Diony­sus, I shall ev­er keep Apol­lo in my heart. You are cor­rect to see my in­con­sis­ten­cy, for I am Man. I am both of spir­it and mat­ter, of war and peace. These fluc­tu­a­tions be­tween Au­toc­ra­cy and Lib­er­ty shift or­gan­i­cal­ly de­pend­ing on ev­er chang­ing con­di­tions. At times the peo­ple must be­come a sin­gu­lar unit with a uni­fied will, and at oth­er times they must be free to ques­tion and know their in­di­vid­u­al­i­ty. End­less de­bate about the size of the gov­ern­ment is a lux­u­ry for eas­i­er times. We, who live here in the 21st cen­tu­ry are in the des­per­ate hour.”

			I em­brace the Pa­tri­ot as he stares in con­fu­sion and say, “Hear me friend, it is Amer­i­ca﻿—who she once was﻿—that is in my heart. That great pi­o­neer­ing peo­ple who al­ways looked to the hori­zon and chased the sun. They will al­ways be a part of me, but there is a new peo­ple who walk this earth.” The As­cetic Semitic Aryan chimes in, “But you are a child of the West?!” I re­spond with ju­bi­lance, “Then let me be the last son of the West. Let the new child be born un­der the sun, who waves the ban­ner of the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um. Let him hold light­ning and take up the new cause. For our pur­pose is to car­ry forth the know­ing.”

			I now cry out in­to this beer hall, “Hear me you bas­tards! Once long ago many of you set out to chase the sun. Here you found your­selves and rest­ed. Too much rest. Here you rem­i­nisce over the grave­yard and have learned to com­plain end­less­ly. You have lost your­selves and have be­gun to cham­pi­on Semitic pup­pets. You fight for your prim­i­tive na­tion­al­ism. You cling to sink­ing ships! You now com­plain that there are moun­tains, rather than fill­ing your hearts with ex­hil­a­ra­tion that there are moun­tains to climb! What great joy it is that the dark tidal wave of the noth­ing now de­scends on our world. What a fan­tas­ti­cal fear­ful drag­on in­deed. Do you not re­al­ize that on­ly makes the glo­ry sweet­er? What a great ad­ven­ture awaits!”

			Some­one in the back yells out, “And you’ll be say­ing how fan­tas­tic it is when they load us up in camps for our blue eyes and rape our wom­en in our midst?” The pub is sat­u­rat­ed in laugh­ter. I car­ry my smile through and when their shouts be­come whis­pers I say, “Yes, even then I would look out at the sun and praise Be­ing. Even if I am tor­tured and made bro­ken by the vil­lains of this world, I will still hold out my arm to salute the sun and thank what­ev­er it is that al­lowed me to be. To ex­pe­ri­ence Be­ing.” The room was made qui­et.

			The As­cetic Semitic Aryan meek­ly re­marks, “Was it not you, Sa­cred Clown, who once came here long ago, filled with noth­ing but relics from the grave­yard? Now you come to tell we, the pub, that you know bet­ter? This bro­ken for­mu­la you call a re­li­gion will get you no where. The Pa­tri­ot is right to scold you, for you will nev­er have the votes. You can not even con­vince us, we who have chased the sun, so how do you ex­pect to en­ter­tain those in­ca­pable of on­to­log­i­cal di­a­logue? No. You, Sa­cred Clown, are a sad ex­am­ple of a lost child. You have de­gen­er­at­ed in­to racial wor­ship.”

			There is si­lence. I be­gin with, “It is true that I hold no stake in the sur­vival of the As­cetic Semitic Aryan cause, for it on­ly al­lows the Semites a back­door in­to my world. It is true that I care lit­tle if Amer­i­ca sur­vives the 21st cen­tu­ry, ver­i­ly she died long ago. But you are in er­ror when you as­sume that I wor­ship the race. We, the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um are on­ly a step on the path to the high­er man. I wor­ship the to­tal­i­ty of Be­ing. I wor­ship all that is. How­ev­er, my task is to take up the sa­cred ban­ner and aid in the uni­fi­ca­tion of this peo­ple. Not on grounds of lan­guage and re­li­gion, but by a uni­ver­sal will to­wards truth.”

			The pub re­mains silent and I shout once more, “We shall ride un­der light­ning! For that was the weapon of Zeus and Jupiter and Tara­nis; of Thor and In­dra; of Pe­run, Perkū­nas, and Perkwu­nos! Let us be­come wild men again! For you who dwell here, did I not ride along­side you for years? Come with me again, let us ride out in­to the hori­zon! Let us chase Sulis, He­lios, Arin­na, Hvare-khshaeta, Surya and Sol In­vic­tus!” The Athe­ist speaks up, “Why ex­act­ly is your aim to bring this ‘know­ing’ in­to Be­ing moral­ly bound to you? Do you once again be­lieve in ob­jec­tive moral­i­ty?” I re­tort with, “As I have al­ready said, yes. It is sim­ple. That which ad­vances the know­ing is good and that which re­tards it is evil. All of us are al­ready born with this moral un­der­stand­ing. A deep de­sire to main­tain life. We al­ready know that be­ings with a high­er ca­pac­i­ty of know­ing are more pre­cious. Just as a child is more pre­cious than an ant hill. There is tremen­dous in­stinc­tive val­ue of sapi­ence. Just as Vira­cocha willed less­er men to build civil­i­sa­tion by his guid­ance. Just as great lead­er­ship re­sults in sur­vival and flour­ish­ing. Just as the so­ci­eties that al­low for won­der­ment and the ad­vance­ment of the know­ing, al­ways grow to mas­ter their world with ut­most in­no­va­tion. Just as the Eu­ro­pean sub­ju­gat­ed the world in the 19th cen­tu­ry with his ad­vanced tech­nol­o­gy.”

			A Lud­dite from the crowd calls out, “You are a Tran­shu­man­ist, then? You wor­ship tech­nol­o­gy? Do you not re­al­ize that tech­nol­o­gy is the en­e­my? That through this in­dus­tri­al rev­o­lu­tion we have de­stroyed the earth?” I turn to him and speak, “Broth­er, if you wish to de­stroy tech­nol­o­gy, then you must de­stroy the Aryan. Even if you were to take all that he cur­rent­ly knows and burn it up with the Li­brary of Alexan­dria, he would at once take up the task of its re­dis­cov­ery. It is his most nat­u­ral im­pulse. Be­sides, if one wish­es for an earth in which these ho­minids are in­ca­pable of ad­vanced tech­nol­o­gy, then he should join ranks with the Semite, who wish­es so ea­ger­ly to drive mankind in­to a prim­i­tive form. Yes, sure­ly the great­est means to de­stroy your neme­sis, tech­nol­o­gy, would be to con­vince all Aryans to merge with the African. For then you will have your wilder­ness ev­ery­where.” The Lud­dite is made silent.

			I be­gin again, “No, I am not a Tran­shu­man­ist, for the blood is sa­cred to me. Here I say, we all feel the pain to­geth­er when we hear of a child’s death. We are forced to re­flect on the loss of her po­ten­tial. We yearn for them to be and to ex­pe­ri­ence. To aid in the know­ing. Re­mem­ber this, for there are many ways in which the know­ing is made. It was there when man first peered through the Hub­ble tele­scope and it is there when one looks out at the sun­rise in awe at the majesty of Be­ing. We, the new Ro­man­tics be­lieve that life is beau­ti­ful in all its vari­a­tion, but we too know that it is a hi­er­ar­chy based on know­ing. There is a deep im­pulse in the heart of ev­ery Aryan to wish to live in har­mo­ny with na­ture. That the en­tire­ty of the hi­er­ar­chy of life is to be viewed as a pre­cious gift. This is why we wish to main­tain the wild. To keep the for­est and jun­gles. So that the world will be a cor­nu­copia of col­ors and sounds. How­ev­er, it is our chief du­ty to aid whomev­er is the Seek­er, Be­ing’s cham­pi­on, so that the know­ing can ex­tend out­ward­ly and in­ward­ly un­til na­ture is sat­is­fied. For an ex­is­tence in which there is no know­ing, is a ex­is­tence with­out beau­ty﻿—what is beau­ty but the re­flec­tion of Be­ing on be­ing?”

			A long pause as mem­bers of the pub looked back and forth. Some stood pro­cess­ing, oth­ers wait­ed to see the con­sen­sus. Then sud­den­ly the Pa­tri­ot be­gan to laugh, and slow­ly one af­ter one, the mem­bers of the pub laughed. Some still stood pro­cess­ing, but laugh­ter won out. This place was once filled with men who swore an oath to the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um﻿—now they on­ly wish to pre­serve its memes. To con­firm over and over where it all went wrong. To ar­gue un­til the sun sets for good.

			Come along, Rid­er. I am fin­ished here. I am not sure how many will come to join us in time, but I hope that at least one was swayed to our cause. The wine will serve well to keep our minds off our wounds un­til we can reach the la­goon of the nymphs. For there they will heal our flesh and make us ready with sex mag­ic and the ide­al. It is there that we will seek aid from Aphrodite, their queen, who will be­stow up­on us es­o­ter­ic knowl­edge of the cour­te­san, the muse.

		
	
		
			
				IV

				Aphrodite and the La­goon of Nymphs

			
			“What?!” I shout to the weep­ing nymph. She, like all the nymphs and fairies in the la­goon, was in a state of mourn­ing. The nymph, bro­ken and dispir­it­ed, looks back up to me and with lit­tle voice says, “It is true﻿—our queen, Aphrodite, has been kid­napped by the Semites and their un­der­lings. It is said they keep her pris­on­er in two tow­ers. That they change where she is forced to sleep, once ev­ery oth­er night, so as to hide her lo­ca­tion from would-be he­roes.” I re­veal my dag­ger and say, “We are would-be he­roes, and we are en­e­mies of the Semite. It is your queen, nymph, who holds a key to the re­vi­tal­iza­tion of my peo­ple. My com­pan­ion and I shall go to those tow­ers and free her.” In an in­stant her face turns from sor­row to joy. We are smoth­ered in the kiss­es of fairies and nymphs. Our wounds are no more. It is sub­lime heal­ing.

			Know this, Rid­er, it is good that these Na­tion­al So­cial­ists, Fas­cists and Third Po­si­tion­ists are so keen on the role of moth­er­hood. It is cer­tain­ly best that so­ci­ety yearns for vir­gin brides and busy moth­ers. How­ev­er, there is a weapon that has been re­moved from their ar­se­nal. This sex­u­al el­e­ment, that is so nec­es­sary to heal and com­pel men, shall to­day be re­claimed. Sure­ly you know of the pow­er of the muse? She is the com­pan­ion of the artist, and with­out the artists we can not win the hearts of the peo­ple. Let these moral­ists gnash their teeth, for we the Ro­man­tics will give re­birth to her, that sweet name. Her di­vine fig­ure. Her heal­ing touch. Her mys­ti­cal sex­u­al en­er­gy.

			We fi­nal­ly make our way to the court­yard of the first tow­er. This place is cov­ered in frag­ments of Parisian mar­ble﻿—half smashed stat­ues of the fe­male form. Look, Rid­er, these sculp­tures were tak­en from the La­goon of Nymphs. There must be over a thou­sand here that lie in ru­in. Sud­den­ly we spot a young man, not over 20, wield­ing a two hand­ed ham­mer. He is clothed in As­cetic Semitic Aryan at­tire. He is blind­fold­ed and aim­less­ly moves about. With­out warn­ing he lifts the great ham­mer and brings it down on a stat­ue, shat­ter­ing it on im­pact. My eyes widen and I suck air through my teeth as I let out, “Boy, what are you do­ing?!” He paus­es as he speaks, “Well hel­lo there, good sir. I’m work­ing on en­sur­ing my im­mor­tal­i­ty.” Con­fused, I ask, “Im­mor­tal­i­ty?” He smiles and be­gins, “Yes, sir. I’m fight­ing against sin. I am in the busi­ness of slay­ing wicked ser­pents that act as temp­ta­tion, for I’d much pre­fer an im­mor­tal­i­ty of plea­sure than an im­mor­tal­i­ty of pain.”

			I pick up a piece of the mar­ble de­bris and re­mark, “Who has told you such non­sense? Boy, take off your blind­fold and an­a­lyze your ac­tions.” He jumps up and states, “But sir, I can’t. For I must have faith. Were I to doubt, and re­move the blind­fold then sure­ly The Demi­urge, Our Lord Di­vine, would smite me!” Flus­tered, I let out, “Why would he smite you?” He gives no pause and with a great smile says, “Be­cause he loves me.” I halt for a mo­ment as I process his state­ment, then re­mark, “Be­cause he loves you? Boy, you do not smash ser­pents and sin, here in this court­yard. Rather, you have de­stroyed count­less works of art that are a rep­re­sen­ta­tion of the fe­male ide­al. What you wish to de­stroy and call temp­ta­tion, I wish to pre­serve and call a work of beau­ty.”

			He lingers in si­lence as he gri­maces in con­cern. His hand touch­es the blind­fold and he re­marks, “I’m sor­ry, sir, but I’ve been told by a very knowl­edge­able priest that up­on my view­ing of the wicked­ness of the fe­male form, I will get﻿ ﻿…”. He paus­es for a mo­ment then lets out, “… urges in my nether re­gions.” I re­mark with­out hes­i­ta­tion, “Your nether re­gions?” He shifts his head to the side and states, “You know, the old cock and balls.” I hold back my laugh­ter and speak, “Your cock and balls? Boy do you not know that na­ture saw fit to give you such urges, so that you could go about cul­ti­vat­ing the tree of life? Her di­vine form is not one of sin but of sheer grace. Now re­move that blind­fold and look up­on your works.” With a con­tin­ued look of gloom he re­marks, “But I can’t, sir. For I fear that my lov­ing god will smite me, that he will tor­ment me end­less­ly for find­ing plea­sure in such things. That if I should re­move this blind­fold, and give up faith, I would be forced to burn for an eter­ni­ty in a lake of fire.”

			The boy brings his ham­mer up once again, but be­fore it can be brought back down, I seize it with zeal and state, “Then it doesn’t sound like your god is very lov­ing at all. How­ev­er, there is a love god­dess who has been kid­napped by your as­so­ciates. I must have her, to give life back to my peo­ple. For I need Aphrodite to as­sist me in my scheme of things. The As­cetic Semitic Aryans and their priests have long mu­ti­lat­ed our world. Even here, in this court­yard their machi­na­tions bring ru­in. I call you a sin­ner, boy. I call you a heretic. For it is you who wage war against the beau­ti­ful, so that you can at­tain an im­mor­tal­i­ty of en­dor­phins. It is you who are the ser­pent. Now re­move your blind­fold.” He stands in shock and whim­pers out, “I can’t.”

			I be­gin with, “Is it not said in Matthew 5:29, ‘And if thy right eye of­fend thee, pluck it out?’ Here boy, I will give you my dag­ger, so that you may cut off your cock and balls. Sure­ly then you will not have to fear the re­tal­i­a­tion of your lov­ing god.” He whis­pers, ”My cock and balls?” I re­mark, “Yes, for sure­ly a life­time with­out your nether re­gions is worth an im­mor­tal­i­ty of en­dor­phins. Is it not said that your lov­ing god for­gives all things? Then take the blind­fold off just this once and see the world from my po­si­tion. If you see ser­pents here in this court­yard then, by all means, put the blind­fold back on. How­ev­er if you see beau­ty, then let your eyes be free of it for the rest of your life.”

			He paus­es, then slow­ly re­moves the blind fold. Sud­den­ly we see blue eyes. His face changes from fear to sad­ness as he re­marks, “This is what I’ve la­bored so hard to do? To de­stroy such pret­ty things?” He falls to his knees and be­gins to weep. I move to meet him and say, “Boy, know this, for all men are for­giv­en, when they re­solve to re­move blind­folds and chase the sun.” He for­goes weep­ing as we em­brace﻿—no longer an As­cetic Semitic Aryan. Now, he was on­ly Aryan. I speak once more, “Know this, I am the Sa­cred Clown and I com­mand you to re­turn these stat­ues to the La­goon of Nymphs. Now tell me, where is Aphrodite?” He whim­pers out, “Yes of course, thank you Sa­cred Clown, but I’m sor­ry, the queen is in the oth­er tow­er. There with the Semitic Hob­gob­lin, the pornog­ra­pher.” My eyes squint and I gnash my teeth. I tight­en my grip on the dag­ger. Come along, Rid­er, for we must be swift. Ev­ery mo­ment that we linger here, is a mo­ment the queen of nymphs is de­filed.”

			We ar­rive in short or­der at the sec­ond tow­er, the lair of the Semitic Hob­gob­lin, the pornog­ra­pher. This place is full of cages and melan­choly. The crea­ture sits on a pile of chick­en bones﻿—its dis­gust­ing habits on full dis­play. Its head dwarfs the rest of its body, and is set with beady eyes and a nose like a hook. Belch­ing and wheez­ing it eats away. Though the top of its head is most­ly bald, the rest is lit­tered with oily hair run­ning long on each side. It dons a lit­tle hat on its head, but rest as­sured, it is an athe­is­tic Semitic mon­ster. It has no con­cept of di­vin­i­ty. It ex­ists to bring about the un­know­ing, for rea­sons I can not un­der­stand. There it lies, de­vour­ing its chick­ens on gold­en plates, with gold­en forks, on a gold­en ta­ble. Its limbs, thin and rarely used, lie shriv­elled on its fat body. Up­on see­ing our ar­rival he stops eat­ing and at once greets us, “Wel­come, wel­come. I see you are here to shop my wares? What plea­sure do you seek my he­do­nist fel­lows? For here at this tow­er, we of­fer all types of sen­su­al de­lights.”

			It claps its hands and sud­den­ly a cage with a nymph drops from the tow­er. It be­gins again, “Per­haps you are here to whip one of these things? To wreck her body, to aid in the de­file­ment of her form? Do you wish to see her lie with an­i­mals to­day? For sure­ly that is the great­est de­file­ment. Is it not al­so true that the great­est de­file­ment leads to the great­est or­gasm?” It laughs and wheezes. There is si­lence. Its smile fades for a mo­ment as it looks us over. It paus­es with a wor­ried ex­pres­sion, then the smile re­turns and it speaks, “I see, you are here for the true de­file­ment! You seek the re­duc­tion in ca­pac­i­ty. The blind­ing. You wish to see her lie with the sub-man as to cre­ate sub-hu­man­i­ty. You, sir are a true con­nois­seur of de­file­ment!”

			We say noth­ing. Its eye­brow rais­es and the wor­ried look re­turns. There is a long pause. Sud­den­ly it be­gins to laugh and wheeze. It slaps its legs and be­gins rum­mag­ing through its col­lec­tion. Fi­nal­ly it lets out, “Of course, of course, you seek ev­er more de­file­ment. I have many wares. Here, look, these two are broth­er and sis­ter. It is their cop­u­la­tion that brings the great­est or­gasm, sure­ly. Yes, it is their fu­sion, and the break down of the tree of life, that is so sen­su­al, so erot­ic. Do you wish to see her eat ex­cre­ment? Bile? There is no lim­it to the de­file­ment we can bring to her.” Still we say noth­ing. For as I have told you and will tell you again, Rid­er, you must nev­er speak to Semitic Hob­gob­lins. For long in our his­to­ry, our men would seek log­ic and rea­son from them. They would en­gage in long drawn out di­a­log that would nev­er be fruit­ful. For they be­lieved that crea­tures such as these, de­sired truth, and that some­how truth would find its way, if on­ly we could un­der­stand one an­oth­er. Know this, Rid­er: there can be no un­der­stand­ing with the Semitic Hob­gob­lin.

			Let it be said, that there have al­ways been pros­ti­tutes, street urchins and cour­te­sans. They are as old as our be­ing. Old­er than civ­i­liza­tion. They serve a func­tion, of which we have for­got­ten. The as­cetic has been taught to hate her and the he­do­nist has been taught to de­base her. I be­lieve there must be a way to re­vive the tem­ple pros­ti­tute. To give rise to a cour­te­san who ex­ists to raise the spir­its of men. So that all men can em­brace beau­ty in their life­times. That these nymphs will be trained in the art of heal­ing. For she, the cour­te­san is the nat­u­ral cler­ic and al­ly of men. This is some­thing that has been for­got­ten for two thou­sand years in our realm. It is with the love of Aphrodite that we will res­ur­rect it. But this crea­ture, the Semitic pornog­ra­pher, brings about an out­right mock­ery of such things. This Hob­gob­lin ex­ists sim­ply to mar beau­ty. To negate vi­tal­i­ty. To poi­son the spring. On­ly once this crea­ture, this pornog­ra­pher, is cut down, will we re­mem­ber the oth­er half of wom­an. That she is both moth­er and sex god­dess. On­ly then will we have bal­ance.

			The crea­ture’s lips tight­en and curl in­wards and wrin­kles form on its brow. It fi­nal­ly lets out, “Why have you come here to say noth­ing? Are you not here to en­gage in the de­file­ment?” Sud­den­ly a gust of wind brush­es my crim­son cloak aside, re­veal­ing my hand on my dag­ger. Its mouth falls open and it cries out in fear, “I see, I see, you are As­cetic Semitic Aryans and you have come to pun­ish me for my wares. Yes now I see the er­ror in my way. Now I have de­cid­ed to be­come a As­cetic Semitic Aryan. I now wield the cross. I have been saved. Yes, for for­give­ness sure­ly is the great­est el­e­ment about my new-found re­li­gion. Come let us re­joice that I have been saved. I am con­ver­so!”

			Our blades slow­ly un­sheathe. The sound of met­al un­leashed sat­u­rates the area. The Semitic Hob­gob­lin’s eyes be­gin to widen and sweat pours down its face. It shakes ev­er­more wild­ly. For this crea­ture has no in­stinct in the art of com­bat. He has lived two thou­sand years as a par­a­site. Nev­er de­fend­ing his home with the spear, but on­ly with the coin. What kind of sol­dier does that breed? What does he know of war­fare? The crea­ture des­per­ate­ly cries out, “Put away weapons broth­ers for we are all chil­dren of god! For we are all As­cetic Semitic Aryans. Con­ver­so! Con­ver­so! Now let us for­give.” Fi­nal­ly I speak out to the mon­stros­i­ty, “We are not As­cetic Semitic Aryans. We have come, not to for­give, but for ret­ri­bu­tion.” In an in­stant we launch our­selves at this mon­ster, the pornog­ra­pher. Our guile and cun­ning car­ry­ing our blades for­ward, ev­er to their tar­get. Re­mem­ber this, Rid­er, the first strike is the most im­por­tant. For if it is ex­e­cut­ed with suf­fi­cient will and pre­ci­sion, it can fell even a ti­tan in a sin­gle blow. We move faster than sound, but I see the full change in the Semitic Hob­gob­lin’s eyes. For when I first leapt, its face was of fear, but in the end I think it was more of sur­prise. That it could not be­lieve that there now ex­ist­ed men who would not for­give. That these new men, who now walked the Earth, would for­ev­er seek its to­tal an­ni­hi­la­tion.

			Fi­nal­ly our dag­gers reach their tar­get. Four­teen times I stab it in its bel­ly, eighty-eight times I stab it in the back. I can not help but won­der, is this the first time you’ve been in this po­si­tion, Hob­gob­lin? Is this the first time you’ve felt the dag­ger in your back? I shall name this strike Tole­do and this strike Dres­den. With each cut hot black tar and pul­sat­ing, or­gan-like coins spew out on­to the ground. The crea­ture writhes in pain, squeal­ing like some de­mon­ic pig. The Semitic Hob­gob­lin does not ab­stain from eat­ing pork be­cause of clean­li­ness. No, he ab­stains be­cause it is an act of can­ni­bal­ism. He is the king of pigs. He reveres filth. Ver­i­ly, I do not do jus­tice to pigs﻿—for pigs have their place. But Hob­gob­lins? They shall have no place.

			The nymphs are made free, as the crea­ture gives out its fi­nal whim­per. We search the court­yard and through­out the tow­er, yet still there is no trace of Aphrodite. Sud­den­ly my heart sinks at the thought that she has been com­plete­ly blight­ed. That some­how be­tween the As­cetic and the He­do­nist tow­er, she had been lost, both for­got­ten and de­filed. Rid­er, with­out her love, can we guide the nymphs? Will the artists have a muse to stir their souls? We must now re­turn with emp­ty hands. We will tell them of our shared mis­for­tune. Sure­ly we will all weep to­geth­er at the death of love.

			On our way back, we en­counter once more the young man from be­fore, car­ry­ing a stat­ue named Hy­pa­tia. We greet him as we make our way down in­to the en­trance of Aphrodite’s old home, the La­goon of Nymphs and Fairies. We wear melan­choly on our faces like a mourn­ing veil as we drift in­to her do­main, as her crea­tures ev­er gath­er around us. I speak out to them, “I am sor­ry my beloved fairies and nymphs. Your queen is no more. The light of beau­ty and the fem­i­nine ide­al has been lost.” I be­gin to weep. A nymph em­braces me with warmth and says, “You sil­ly mor­tal, do you not re­al­ize that you have freed our queen? That you car­ried her back with you, in your hearts, from those dread­ed tow­ers? Do you not re­al­ize that the fem­i­nine ide­al can nev­er die, as long as you men de­sire it? As long as you are will­ing to cut down men and mon­sters for it? Now quit your weep­ing and look up high above this place. For she is with us now, even as we speak.” I look up and I hear a word on a wing.

			There she floats perched above, bathing in the light of the sun, in all her glo­ry. Her red hair, ivory skin and smile, that can heal even poi­soned wounds, gleam­ing like a bea­con of vi­tal­i­ty. She is Venus, Pria, Freya, the in­ner mode of Be­ing’s fem­i­nine ide­al. Her nude form cov­ered by a di­aphanous dress of white flow­ers. Sud­den­ly, I am lift­ed in­to the air by the tiny hands of a thou­sand fairies. Slow­ly they fly me up­wards, to­wards this sym­bol of the ide­al, this keep­er of the muse. For here, in this gar­den of love, we are re­born. We have cast off these ex­tremes that the Semite so read­i­ly abus­es us with. All at once there is bal­ance.

			The fairies bring me ev­er clos­er to her. As we fi­nal­ly em­brace I whis­per, “Sweet name, you’re born once again for me.” We kiss. Now, Rid­er, I do not know if I be­lieve in Ni­et­zsche’s eter­nal re­cur­rence. That we live these lives over and over. An end­less dream, we ex­pe­ri­ence in a loop. Per­haps it would be best if it is true what the school of Par­menides would say. That ev­ery­thing is a fixed state. I’d like to think that here in this mo­ment, when I em­brace her, I em­brace her for­ev­er.

		
	
		
			
				V

				Reck­less Aban­don and the In­ner Mode of Be­ing

			
			It has been many moons since we last lay with Aphrodite and her nymphs, yet their glow still res­onates on our skin. Keep­ing us warm for a lit­tle while longer, in an ev­er dark­en­ing world. Re­joice and be glad for we now hold the sa­cred muse. Keep her safe, al­ways close to your heart, like a price­less medal­lion. For it is her body, the ves­sel of life, that can com­pel men to do reck­less things. Know this, Rid­er, reck­less­ness must be em­braced, for it will prove an in­valu­able as­set in our un­der­tak­ing. I plan to guide you through the Moun­tains of Cir­cum­spec­tion. A storm brews ev­er more that way, and I hope to ar­rive when those forces col­lide. For we will need the dan­ger of the moun­tain and the storms vi­cious heat to cre­ate the prop­er train­ing ground. There we will learn how to wield light­ning. How to move with­out fear. We will en­deav­or to re­lease the pri­mal as­pects of the Aryan, that have long lain dor­mant.

			Fate saw it fit that we should find a quaint town, here at the base of the moun­tain range. Let us en­joy their well-cooked food and hos­pi­tal­i­ty, be­fore we throw off our civ­i­lized cour­te­sies and once again be­come beasts. The smell of cooked meats, cakes and bread fills our si­nus­es. The sound of chil­dren laugh­ing gives us respite from those hor­rid mon­sters we must en­dure out in the wild. This place would be a good home if our kind could still have homes. If we had not been forced to be­come root­less, like those who wish to gouge out the eye of Be­ing.

			Here men la­bor in fac­to­ries, cogs in a ma­chine, to the rhythm of the as­sem­bly line. Cars whizz by on busy streets to the sig­nal of the lights and the clock tow­er above al­ways serves to keep or­der. Whis­tles and bell chimes all are uti­lized to co­or­di­nate and in­struct these hap­py peo­ple to­wards so­ci­etal sta­bil­i­ty. The wom­en wear pret­ty gar­ments adorned with plas­tic gems and pa­per flow­ers. The men don hats in many styles and sizes. A court­house sits in the mid­dle of the town as a con­stant re­minder of the rule of law. That one must re­main obe­di­ent, here in the do­main of man.

			Look, Rid­er, there ap­pears to be some type of trav­el­ling zoo. They have an­i­mals from all over the world here. Ele­phants and gi­raffes. Tigers and an­te­lope. We pass by a small show­case of var­i­ous kinds of wildlife. There a man with a large hat lec­tures the crowd about the names and habits of nu­mer­ous species. I see an ea­gle on a stand and beavers in a small cage on the floor. I turn to the man who owns the dis­play and say, “Are these beavers from a near­by riv­er, sir? We soon will make our way up the moun­tains and we will sure­ly need a wa­ter source.” He turns to me with a smile and says, “No, friend, these beavers have nev­er even been in a riv­er. They were born in cap­tiv­i­ty. Must have been their great grand­par­ents or there­abouts who were first caught. Same with this ea­gle here, I had its wings clipped soon af­ter it was born. All my an­i­mals are per­fect­ly safe﻿—none of them have ev­er seen the wild.”

			I pause for a mo­ment and then re­spond, “Safe. Yes, of course they are.” Rid­er, look at this ea­gle with clipped wings. I won­der, does he dream of flight, even if he has nev­er known it? I’m sure he wouldn’t be able to un­der­stand the hid­den de­sire, but there must be some kind of long­ing when it looks up in­to the sky. If we were to pur­chase these beavers here, and then re­lease them to the wild, what do you think they would ex­pe­ri­ence when they first met a riv­er? What would they feel when they first en­counter twigs and all the var­i­ous ne­ces­si­ties to build a dam?

			Rid­er, I must ask, if we too have been in a Semitic zoo, all this time, what will we feel when we seize light­ning again? Will there be some type of ge­net­ic re­sponse? A man­i­fes­ta­tion of an in­ner de­sire, or im­pulse that will force its way to the top? Is there such a thing as a memet­ic key? For if the cool wa­ter of the riv­er and the twigs them­selves are enough to com­pel these lit­tle crea­tures to build great struc­tures, to un­lock hid­den po­ten­tial, then what will we be com­pelled to build, when we find our memet­ic keys?

			The memet­ic keys are the cul­tures and en­vi­ron­ments that are for­mu­lat­ed in uni­son with our in­ner mode of be­ing. They take shape as sys­tems, sym­bols and ob­jects which all serve to un­lock our hid­den po­ten­tial. It was Pla­to who sought the memet­ic key that would ush­er in the per­fect po­lit­i­cal sys­tem. The drive to cre­ate the per­fect gov­ern­ment is an en­deav­or to find the memet­ic key that has long de­vel­oped along­side our in­ner sys­tems﻿—this key is in­ter­wo­ven with­in the fab­ric of our be­ing. It is in har­mo­ny with our way of life. A memet­ic key can on­ly be forged in the fires of nat­u­ral­ism. Thus, any sys­tem that is built on fal­si­ty will in­evitably break down and the yearn­ing, from the an­i­mal, will re­turn it to a memet­ic key more fit­ting the to­tal­i­ty of its de­vel­oped in­stincts. For we, the Ro­man­tics, Na­tion­al So­cial­ists, Fas­cists, Third Po­si­tion­ists and dream­ers of dreams de­sire po­lit­i­cal sys­tems that are fun­da­men­tal­ly in bal­ance with our in­ner drives.

			These memet­ic keys ex­ist ev­ery­where. Jung wasn’t wrong when he em­pha­sized the im­por­tance of sym­bols. It was with this mind­set that we hoist­ed up the black ban­ner with the light­ning bolt. For it was the col­or black that sym­bol­ized our con­vic­tion to nei­ther give, nor ac­cept quar­ter from these crea­tures who wish to gouge out the eye of Be­ing. We brought with us the light­ning bolt, for it had long been as­so­ci­at­ed with the cham­pi­ons of the old gods. We wish to prove Sav­it­ri De­vi right in the end﻿—that when the Aryan’s ret­ri­bu­tion com­menced, he would ride with light­ning.

			Our wings were clipped long ago. We have no memet­ic key hand­ed down from time im­memo­ri­al that we can re­ly on. Our fa­thers were cap­i­tal­ists who sold out their na­tions for ben­e­fits and leisure time. Our grand­fa­thers aid­ed the com­mu­nists in de­vour­ing half of Eu­rope. Our great, great, great grand­fa­thers fought a war to eman­ci­pate the ne­gro. Sev­en­teen hun­dred years ago Con­stan­tine, curse his name, un­did all of the steps un­der­tak­en by Dio­cle­tian to hold on to the memet­ic keys that the Ro­mans had ven­er­at­ed since their in­cep­tion. Did these so called Ro­mans not re­al­ize that ev­ery step fur­ther from mos maio­rum was a step to­wards los­ing them­selves? Let the Mo­hammedan ghoul shit and piss in the Ha­gia Sophia﻿—we should lev­el Con­stantino­ple com­plete­ly! We should en­deav­or to build an even greater city there on the Bosporus. And it shall be named any­thing but Con­stan­tine. Come along, Rid­er, I grow weary of watch­ing these caged be­ings.

			A gen­tle rain be­gins as we make our way up in­to the moun­tains. Mist be­comes ev­er more present the high­er we rise. Rid­er, be­fore we reach the peaks and en­gage with the storm, I must tell you what I hope to find. I be­lieve there lies a memet­ic key in the light­ning which comes our way. A key which un­locks a cer­tain dy­namism buried deep in our core. Late one night many moons ago, as Aphrodite lay her head on my heart, she whis­pered to me, “Love can on­ly reach its crescen­do with reck­less aban­don.” In con­fu­sion I asked her what she had meant and she ex­plained, “One must make them­selves vul­ner­a­ble to tru­ly be loved. For love is a dan­ger­ous gam­ble. One risks their whole be­ing in hopes of a union which may or may not with­stand time. One can build a wall to guard their weak­ness­es, but on­ly when they are told they are loved, in spite of their in­se­cu­ri­ties, will they ev­er tru­ly feel cher­ished.”

			This “reck­less aban­don” that Aphrodite spoke of, does it pro­vide a clue to one of our miss­ing keys? The Greeks held that be­tween reck­less­ness and cow­ardice was courage. That courage was a virtue be­cause of its in­ter­me­di­ate lo­ca­tion as this gold­en mean. That it was nei­ther ex­ces­sive, nor de­fi­cient. At the risk of be­ing scru­ti­nized by the Aris­totelian, can it be said that reck­less­ness is a virtue as well? Ver­i­ly, it was courage that com­pelled Alexan­der of Mace­don to unite Greece and make war with the Per­sians. How­ev­er, it was reck­less­ness for him to lead the cav­al­ry charge at Is­sus, which pierced through the Per­sian line. Tell me, was it not reck­less­ness when Napoleon Bona­parte, des­per­ate­ly try­ing to in­spire his men to at­tack, seized a flag and stood in the open, un­der fire, there at the Bat­tle of Ar­cole? If reck­less­ness is not a virtue, then why do the hairs on the back of my neck stand on end when I think of such feats?

			Can it be said that courage is not enough? For what is courage but a man’s abil­i­ty to con­trol the fear with­in. To hold back anx­i­ety and do what is nec­es­sary. But is it pos­si­ble a man could be with­out fear? When the an­cient Ger­man­ic war­rior gave his life for his peo­ple on the bat­tle­field, did he do so hold­ing back fear, or did he die with sat­is­fac­tion? Tru­ly, the ma­te­ri­al­ist, the man of moder­ni­ty, will not com­pre­hend such things. For the Ger­man­ic war­rior be­lieved in an af­ter­life for those who dis­played prow­ess in bat­tle. Who can be said to still be­lieve in the meme of Val­hal­la? Per­haps that memet­ic key has been lost to time, yet still I be­lieve the in­ner drive can be un­locked. We must mere­ly forge a new key. If love can on­ly reach its crescen­do with reck­less aban­don, then let us be­come reck­less, for it is the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um that we love, that we cher­ish, that we could die for with sat­is­fac­tion. Let it be said that the new man will not die for his own im­mor­tal­i­ty. Rather, he will live for the con­tin­u­a­tion of Be­ing’s drive to­wards know­ing. He may rest sat­is­fied on his death bed, safe in the knowl­edge that he took up the task to aid truth’s pur­suit of truth. Be­ing’s un­der­stand­ing of be­ing. That he and the Ro­man­tics of the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um shall chase the sun with reck­less aban­don, to what­ev­er end.

			The storm comes fi­nal­ly up­on us just as we ar­rive at the peaks. It is here where we must learn reck­less­ness. Light­ning flash­es in the dis­tance and the wind howls like some mad pack of dire wolves. Here we must cap­ture light­ning with our own hands. It is on­ly when we wield the light­ning bolt that we can un­lock our true po­ten­tial. Just as those en­dear­ing lit­tle beavers had to touch the twigs to build the dam, we must touch the light­ning to be­come the new man.

			A flash of light ap­pears, far off at an­oth­er peak, fol­lowed by a roar of thun­der that deaf­ens our ears. I won­der, Rid­er, how are we ev­er to cap­ture it with our bare hands? For sure­ly we must be care­ful here in this rain and fog. If a sin­gle step is placed in er­ror, we would be dashed on the rocks be­low. Light­ning strikes near­by and yet I am too slow. I pay too much at­ten­tion to each step, and cau­tion dom­i­nates me, par­a­lyz­ing my abil­i­ties. Un­less I am ab­so­lute­ly cer­tain my foot­ing is firm, I can­not move. This in­ac­tion is a weak­ness. The root of it is fear. For the storm too has a life­span and in time will fade away. Un­less we are quick, we will lose our chance to cap­ture the key.

			Do you think me mad, that I could slay Hob­gob­lins with ease, but these heights gar­ner fear with­in me? That I could draw dag­gers with a smile against mon­sters who wish to gouge out the eye of Be­ing, yet a moun­tain stroll dur­ing a light show­er brings forth ter­ror? Rid­er, you must un­der­stand, even Sa­cred Clowns can have a fear of heights. Know this, the Semitic Hob­gob­lin is un­nat­u­ral and thus wag­ing war against it can on­ly bring joy. It is per­verse to re­spect the Hob­gob­lin in any ca­pac­i­ty. How­ev­er, this storm and these treach­er­ous peaks are a nat­u­ral phe­nom­e­non which must be re­spect­ed.

			Once again a bolt strikes close, but still out of reach. The mist sur­rounds us com­plete­ly, as gusts of wind and rain shred away our re­solve. What has hap­pened to us, Rid­er? Are we do­mes­ti­cat­ed wolves? Has civ­i­liza­tion filed down our fangs? Is the great­est hall­mark of ci­vil­i­ty, fear? How can we be­come like the an­cient men, who could die with sat­is­fac­tion? How can we rid our­selves of this fear? A great flash sat­u­rates the land­scape and a bolt man­i­fests, high in the air, be­fore my eyes. In an in­stant I see the face of the lit­tle girl from the grave­yard. What was her name? Åk­er­lund? Who is it to blame that she is no more? Is it the Mo­hammedan ghoul, who drove the ve­hi­cle which dis­em­bow­elled her? Is it the Semite who brought the Moslem in? No, it is my fault. I am to blame. It is fault of the fear that keeps me in cap­tiv­i­ty.

			Sud­den­ly I feel a deep ha­tred form in my gut. A ha­tred of my fear, of my weak­ness. I see the lit­tle girl’s smile and I hate even more. The hate over­whelms me, fill­ing me and even­tu­al­ly spilling out, un­til noth­ing but ha­tred re­mains. Know this, Rid­er, hate is born from the womb of love. They are in­trin­si­cal­ly con­nect­ed. Does the moth­er not be­come wild when her young are threat­ened? Does she not de­fend them with reck­less aban­don? For that which wish­es to de­stroy what you love, must be met with ha­tred. There in ha­tred, lies the chaos of the wild man. For the man who hates, no longer fears rules, ci­vil­i­ty and reg­u­la­tions. He no longer fears death. In an in­stant I leap out in­to the mist and grab hold of the light­ning bolt. In a mo­ment I am made part of the storm. That the heat of the bolt match­es the heat of my in­ner fe­roc­i­ty. The wheel of Ix­ion stops as I stand above the clouds wield­ing the weapon of the old gods.

			I am be­come wild.

			But not even a god-man can coun­ter­mand grav­i­ty. Once again the fear finds its way back in­to me as I be­gin to plum­met down in­to the mist. I won­der Rid­er, did you leap out and touch the light­ning too? We are sep­a­rat­ed but you need on­ly lis­ten for my laugh­ter as you make your way down to the rocks be­low. It is my joy that will guide you. The mist fades away as you ap­proach the base of the moun­tain, and fi­nal­ly we meet once more. There you find me hang­ing, tan­gled up in a tree. It ap­pears to have caught my fall, and I have made some friends. I shift over and re­veal ba­by birds in a nest. It is well and good that fate saw it fit to see that both these ba­by birds and I shall live an­oth­er day. That we shall both be giv­en by grace the means to con­tin­ue our en­deav­ours.

			I can bare­ly hold back my laugh­ter, Rid­er. How sil­ly was it for me to be­lieve all memet­ic keys could be found with­in a sin­gle day, from a sin­gle ac­tion? But know this, for a mo­ment, when I wield­ed light­ning, I felt some­thing new in me. Like an an­i­mal, that has long lain dor­mant, and has fi­nal­ly been re-awak­ened. My fangs are con­nect­ed to my heart. How­ev­er, I can not be this wild man ful­ly. I am an an­i­mal who has lived his whole life in cap­tiv­i­ty. I am the bird with clipped wings. But there for a mo­ment I flew. I tast­ed what it is to be free. To be­come the an­i­mal I was meant to be. Sure­ly you must think me mad, that I would find such amuse­ment in this re­al­iza­tion. Ver­i­ly, it was these ba­by birds who gave me this cheer­ful heart. For even if I am the an­i­mal, who has re­cent­ly bro­ken free from cap­tiv­i­ty and will nev­er know what it is to tru­ly be wild﻿—to have ones own cul­ture de­rived from ones own blood﻿—still I am over­whelmed with ex­ul­ta­tion to know that each sub­se­quent gen­er­a­tion re­moved from the Semitic cage, will drive it­self clos­er and clos­er to our true mode of be­ing. That the memet­ic key will be re­forged in time. That one day our po­ten­tial will be un­locked.

			It brings me great joy to know, that even if my wings are clipped, the child of to­mor­row will fly. For that is his in­ner drive. His in­stinct will com­pel him to­wards the sky, to a new world. A beau­ti­ful world, be­cause the Aryan craves the beau­ti­ful. It is there in the sweet­ness of Tchaikovsky’s melodies and it is there in the dra­ma carved in Lao­coön and His Sons. He will crave a world of jus­tice and in­di­vid­u­al re­spon­si­bil­i­ty, for he fun­da­men­tal­ly seeks truth and free­dom. The drive to­wards know­ing, the chase of the sun, is in­ex­tri­ca­bly linked to free­dom. For how could such an en­deav­or be made with­out an un­leashed mind? A new world where lit­tle boys and girls with blue eyes will not be taught that they are wicked for sim­ply be­ing. A world free of the Semitic im­pulse. A world free of the Ob­fus­ca­tor.

		
	
		
			
				VI

				The Ob­fus­ca­tor

			
			We now make our way to the great me­trop­o­lis in twi­light. Hope­ful­ly, there we will find an inn, for a prop­er sup­per and rest. Yes­ter­day we were wild men, but tonight we must be civ­i­lized, for we are Aryan af­ter all. We fol­low the path, limp­ing ev­er for­ward un­til we reach the gates of the city. There we spot a sol­dier who stands alone on the wall. I call out to him, “How strange that such an im­mense city would on­ly house a sin­gle sol­dier on its walls.” He looks down at me and with a sto­ic ex­pres­sion re­torts, “I am the on­ly sol­dier left who de­fends this city. The oth­ers have aban­doned their posts. Some have left this place en­tire­ly, but most have joined ranks with those who wish to tear down these very walls, in the name of peace.” “Peace?” I mut­ter, “Do they not re­al­ize, that these walls are the very things which have main­tained peace?” The sol­dier re­sponds with gloom, “This city was once a bea­con of light in our dark world, but as of late she has grown dim. I fear that I am the last em­ber. Tru­ly, there are no more he­roes in this city and when I die, so too will the last of the men who wish to guard the mem­o­ry of her flame.”

			We con­tin­ue our way in­to the dy­ing me­trop­o­lis. Stay close, Rid­er, for this place has an un­can­ny way of rob­bing in­no­cence and pol­lut­ing what is clean. On ev­ery cor­ner and in ev­ery al­ley­way there lurks those who har­bor mal­ice for the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um. Rarely, if ev­er, do they ap­pear in the open with their machi­na­tions, for it is their way to hide in the shad­ows. How­ev­er, when they do re­veal them­selves, they al­ways as­sume the po­si­tion of a mes­si­ah﻿—one who must break down pre-ex­ist­ing cul­ture and bring forth a new moral­i­ty. Come, let us find shel­ter for tonight, but know that as soon as the sun ris­es in the morn­ing, we will be off. We ought to nev­er stray in a place of de­cay for too long, lest we be­come part of the fes­ter­ing.

			Some ways down the road there is a man dressed in red stand­ing un­der a street­light, call­ing out to a crowd gath­ered around him. He shouts and points his fin­gers as he states, “It is the cap­i­tal­ists, the aris­toc­ra­cy, the bour­geoisie who have stolen virtue from this land! These demons who care lit­tle for we, the pro­le­tari­at, must be an­ni­hi­lat­ed!” The crowd cheers and a rope is put around the neck of a stat­ue which bears the like­ness of the founder of this me­trop­o­lis. In an in­stant it is pulled to the ground and the crowd once more erupts in ran­corous cheers. Rid­er, look be­hind the man wear­ing red who raves and barks. Do you see what I see? There lies a Semitic troll, dressed in black with a small hat﻿—pe­ri­od­i­cal­ly whis­per­ing in­to his ear. Look at how the man in red on­ly makes state­ments af­ter be­ing guid­ed by this troll. Know this, the Semitic troll cares lit­tle for cap­i­tal­ists or com­mu­nists for his game is the ac­qui­si­tion of pow­er. It was, af­ter all, the Semitic cap­i­tal­ists on wall street who fund­ed Lenin and the rise of that wicked Semitic So­vi­et state. The troll does not care if he rules with a ham­mer and sick­le or the almighty coin, for he on­ly cares to in­crease his dom­i­nance. One could quick­ly dis­miss any charge of evil in his in­ner na­ture as be­ing sim­ply a sur­vival mech­a­nism, but one must look clos­er to re­veal what sep­a­rates mon­sters from men.

			We con­tin­ue down the dim­ly lit streets on our search for an inn. As we walk by we see a man paint­ing a pic­ture of the city sky­line. It is ex­quis­ite in its de­tail and use of col­or. How­ev­er, many of his works lie in the trash near his easel. I speak out to him, “Your paint­ings are sub­lime. Are you from the school of the re­al­ists or the ro­man­tics? Do my eyes fool me or do I see ev­i­dence that you are a mas­ter of im­pres­sion­ism as well? For there are many styles and rep­re­sen­ta­tions of re­al­i­ty in your works that lie in these trash bins. Sure­ly your art should re­side on walls, rather than in the waste? Per­haps if you would sell your works, rather then throw­ing them away, you might be­come rich and fa­mous?” He smiles, yet his eyes main­tain their de­spon­den­cy when he lets out, “Thank you, friend. How­ev­er, my works are no longer fash­ion­able.” In con­fu­sion I mut­ter out, “Is the beau­ti­ful no longer in fash­ion?” He turns and points to the mas­sive art­works that adorn the tall build­ings, in this dy­ing city, as he speaks, “The new artist has come and made me ir­rel­e­vant.” We look up to where he points and be­hold what moder­ni­ty calls art. Crude im­ages pulled to­geth­er to glo­ri­fy ug­li­ness. Each work with two el­e­ments in com­mon; the in­ept­ness of the artists, and a plaque writ­ten by some Semitic troll with an af­fir­ma­tion of the works ge­nius qual­i­ty. My eyes fi­nal­ly re­turn to his as I mur­mur, “I see, so beau­ty has gone out of style af­ter all.”

			Our jour­ney con­tin­ues as we pass in­to an al­ley­way. There we en­counter a po­lice of­fi­cer, on his knees, sur­round­ed by a pack of Ne­groes. He is weep­ing mad­ly as he cries out, “Please, I didn’t mean to of­fend you! I must have been in er­ror!” I call out to the po­lice of­fi­cer, “What are you do­ing on the ground, whim­per­ing?” He looks to me as tears stream from his eyes and he says, “I thought I had seen these fine men walk out with wares, from a lo­cal shop, with­out pay­ing. The shop keep­er point­ed them out, but he must have been mis­tak­en.” One of the Ne­groes de­clares, “He ain’t mis­tak­en. He lyin’. He ray­ciss, jus like dis pig who cry like a bi­atch. We din du nuf­fin. Weez good boyz.” The of­fi­cer cries out, “No, I swear I’m not racist! Please, if any­one hears what you’re say­ing, I’ll lose my job. I have a wife and child and﻿ ﻿…” I cut the of­fi­cer off as I look over the ne­gros, “What ex­act­ly are they ac­cused of steal­ing?” The of­fi­cer once again turns to us as he pro­claims, “It was noth­ing re­al­ly﻿—just some tele­vi­sions, a few liquor bot­tles, and some air jor­dans.” The Ne­groes do noth­ing to hide what they hold. Each car­ry­ing tele­vi­sions or en­tire cas­es full of al­co­hol, and each wear­ing brand-new air jor­dans. A Ne­gro calls out, “Yo! You doesn’t own dis city no’ mo’. Dem nu laws mean you can’t do shi­et.” In con­fu­sion I speak to the po­lice of­fi­cer, “New laws?” The of­fi­cer winces and cries out, “I had com­plete­ly for­got that it was no longer le­gal to ap­pre­hend you fine gen­tle­men, as I am of the old type and you are of the new. As I am ug­ly and light col­ored and you your­selves are beau­ti­ful and dark. Please good sirs, have mer­cy! I didn’t re­al­ize that our beloved Semitic may­or, had al­ready im­ple­ment­ed his great new so­ci­etal law!” A Ne­gro kicks the of­fi­cer low­er to the ground and barks out, “We dun dun fo’ tu­day, nig­guh.” He spits on the of­fi­cer and the oth­er Ne­groes be­gin laugh­ing, squeal­ing in de­light, as they walk away. We too walk away, for I can not bear to see such grov­el­ling.

			As we ex­it the al­ley­way, we see a pa­rade pass­ing through the streets. There we spot men, wom­en and chil­dren all col­ored in rain­bow paint. They laugh and sing, “Re­joice for the chil­dren of this world have been freed from the shack­les of West­ern norms. Love is love.” Rid­ing in a float, high above the street, re­sides an old with­ered Semitic troll, smil­ing and wav­ing as he pass­es by. Next to him, on each side, are lit­tle boys and girls. To­day they have been told to re­joice, for they are he­roes, yet their smiles do not hide their con­fu­sion and fear. On each side of the float men, half nude, dance and touch them­selves, throw­ing beads to the crowd be­low. Once again the ha­tred forms deep in my gut. My hand grabs my dag­ger be­neath the cloak, but we must not act, for though we may slay Semitic Hob­gob­lins and Trolls in the wild, here in their do­main, we are out­num­bered by thou­sands. As one float pass­es an­oth­er comes our way. On this dec­o­rat­ed plat­form stands faux wom­en, who were once men, next to the sci­en­tists﻿—the cler­gy of new. Tow­er­ing above them, a large paint­ing of Mag­nus Hirschfeld serves to re­mind the au­di­ence of the glo­ry of the Semitic cause of “Equal­i­ty”. A new float emerges car­ry­ing screech­ing nude wom­en chant­ing, “Wom­en of the world free your­selves from the shack­les of the pa­tri­archy! Meet men al­ways with mis­trust!” There, on a plaque, in the mid­dle of their dis­play, fea­tures var­i­ous names of Semitic fe­male trolls and their ac­com­plish­ments. Come, Rid­er, we draw too close to this riv­er of poi­son. Let us find our inn for the night.

			Fi­nal­ly we stum­ble up­on a small pub with an inn up­stairs. A lantern hangs on a sign in front of the en­trance that reads, “Bürg­er­bräukeller”. Moths cir­cle the lantern’s flame, bring­ing respite to my weary heart and serv­ing as a re­minder of our own chase of the sun. We en­ter the inn and find our­selves a warm room with dry beds. Rid­er, be­fore we rest I must ex­plain some­thing to you. Tonight, as we passed from place to place in this dread­ful city, I saw first hand the work­ings of the Ob­fus­ca­tor. This crea­ture who craves the with­ered branch, who wish­es to gouge out the eye of Be­ing. Do you un­der­stand why he bares this name? For he is the mor­tal en­e­my of the Seek­er. He de­sires above all else the re­jec­tion of truth. That which does not con­form to his mega­lo­ma­nia, is ruth­less­ly stamped out and for­got­ten. This crea­ture, the Ob­fus­ca­tor, works against Be­ing’s ca­pac­i­ty to know it­self. He yearns to warp the lens of Be­ing.

			Rid­er, do you re­mem­ber the man in red, who spoke with such hate for the aris­toc­ra­cy, the rich, the cap­i­tal­ist? Was this man, draped in red, born hat­ing them or was he ma­nip­u­lat­ed by Semitic de­cep­tion? Ver­i­ly, it was Marx, the Semite who first gave birth to this abor­tion, com­mu­nism. Was it not Lenin, a Semite, who gave rise to the first com­mu­nist state? Was it not the Semitic troll in ev­ery na­tion, there in the ear­ly 20th cen­tu­ry, push­ing for red re­form? Had the brav­ery of the Na­tion­al­ist with­in Ger­many fal­tered, they too would have fall­en vic­tim in the schemes of this in­ter­na­tion­al Semitic clique. In­deed, even that on­ly held back the in­evitable. Here we see the Ob­fus­ca­tor at­tempt to stamp out hi­er­ar­chy. There we see him wish to fo­ment class ha­tred, as a means of so­cial di­vi­sion. For is it not true that one must di­vide to con­quer? Here, as the Cap­i­tal­ist, he max­i­mizes prof­its by treat­ing men as cogs. There, as the Com­mu­nist, he turns men in­to cogs for his so­cial equal­i­ty ma­chine. Ev­ery­where and at all times he warps truth in the at­tempt to gain pow­er. A pow­er to ful­fil his am­bi­tion. His “mas­ter race”.

			The Seek­er does not de­sire the pow­er to dom­i­nate sim­ply to ful­fil a myth of suprema­cy, but rather he dom­i­nates be­cause of his re­lent­less drive to­wards truth. Even if the pur­suit of truth leads to a for­go­ing of his own myths. Just as Socrates chal­lenged Homer, Luther chal­lenged the church, the Ro­mans chal­lenged their king, and Hume chal­lenged Christ. The Seek­er is well equipped with adap­ta­tions for the pur­pose of chas­ing of the sun. The Seek­er dom­i­nates as the li­on dom­i­nates. Through his nat­u­ral will and strength. He re­sides at the peak of the hi­er­ar­chy of be­ing, be­cause his soul craves a deep­er un­der­stand­ing of that which is. The Seek­er’s weapon is the mi­cro­scope and the paint brush, the pen and the sword. The Ob­fus­ca­tor too is equipped with adap­ta­tion, but he dom­i­nates with lies and de­cep­tion. His fangs take the shape of cor­rupt­ed uni­ver­si­ties. His shield, a mo­nop­oly over me­dia which pro­motes his fab­ri­ca­tions dai­ly. The Seek­er will spill his blood for free­dom, so that he may pur­sue truth unim­ped­ed. The Ob­fus­ca­tor, in con­trast, will spill the blood of men he calls friends, so that he may dom­i­nate both his en­e­mies and al­lies, all to main­tain his house of cards, his myth and his mega­lo­ma­nia.

			So too does the Ob­fus­ca­tor hate beau­ty, be­cause he does not see him­self as beau­ti­ful. He sat there in en­vy, like a desert rat, when he looked across the sea at the Hel­lenes. He nev­er built works of art that con­veyed the ide­al­ized form the way the Greeks had. For the Greek was said to have en­gaged in a mas­sive con­flict for the beau­ty of He­len of Troy; and that those men who waged that war, were cham­pi­ons of strength and val­or. But what of the Semite? When he looked at his wom­en, with the like­ness of the witch­es of Eu­ro­pean folk­lore, and his men, small and weak, it forced up­on him self-re­flec­tion that chal­lenged his pro­found be­lief of suprema­cy. This cul­mi­nat­ed in a deep ha­tred of the Eu­ro­pean form. This is why when he comes to dom­i­nate a par­tic­u­lar field of the arts, he brings it to a low­ly state, glo­ri­fy­ing ex­cre­ment and mis­shapen bro­ken peo­ple. He is king of the mis­shapen. Tell me, is it not strange that these Semites who at­tain mas­sive for­tunes al­ways seek out blonde Eu­ro­pean wom­en? It is as if in his right hand he curs­es you and with his left, he begs to be more like you. Look at this crea­ture who seeks out the pre­cious el­e­ments of the Eu­ro­pean, so that by merg­ing the blood, he may sate his own mega­lo­ma­nia. For Semite blood alone is in­ca­pable of bring­ing forth the over-man, de­spite what the As­cetic Semitic Aryan might say. He learns to mim­ic qual­i­ty art, mass pro­duc­ing it for a prof­it, nev­er ful­ly grasp­ing the de­sire for the tran­scen­den­tal﻿—for he has nev­er known the tran­scen­den­tal. For even the Semitic god grows tired of his ug­ly “cho­sen peo­ple”.

			Look how he be­stows faux glo­ry to the Ne­gro, not out of kind­ness, but as a means to fur­ther his so­cial en­gi­neer­ing. He didn’t fight to give the Ne­gro equal foot­ing with the Aryan in Amer­i­ca, but sim­ply to bring about “equal­i­ty”. Through the Amer­i­can Ne­gro, the Semite gained both an al­ly to gar­ner po­lit­i­cal cap­i­tal, and a bi­o­log­i­cal weapon to dull out the oth­er­wise keen sens­es of the Aryan, his mor­tal en­e­my. In truth, the Semite hates the African. When alone, he re­gards him as less than hu­man. Know this: from the Semite’s per­spec­tive, both the Aryan and the African are mere goy­im﻿—cat­tle.

			It was through the Ro­man that the Semite ful­ly re­al­ized his ef­fem­i­nate char­ac­ter­is­tics. These char­ac­ter­is­tics, which formed as an an­tithe­sis to Achilles, would on­ly grow stronger the longer he was with­out a home to de­fend. For when the Ro­man had suc­cess­ful­ly de­stroyed Jerusalem and the sec­ond tem­ple, the Semite lost any mas­culin­i­ty he pos­sessed. For now he had to put away the sword and take up the coin as his sole weapon. Now he would be like a wom­an, un­able to de­fend him­self and forced to re­ly on the strength of oth­ers. How for­tu­nate for him that the Ro­man em­pire would lat­er adopt his Semitic god, for oth­er­wise he would have sure­ly per­ished. Over time this warp­ing led him to seek the tran­scen­dent in de­praved sex­u­al­i­ty﻿—a search for the no­ble and good with­in. A no­bil­i­ty that sim­ply did not ex­ist. This pur­suit cul­mi­nat­ed in his the­sis of the “Au­thor­i­tar­i­an per­son­al­i­ty”﻿—a brush with which he would tar the name of the Aryan in the 20th cen­tu­ry. Armed with this meme, he swore to break down the Aryan’s fa­mil­ial struc­tures﻿—the source of their uni­ty. The in­tel­lec­tu­al Semite will be quick to re­mind you of the Hel­lenes and their sup­posed “love” of ho­mo­sex­u­al­i­ty. Yet, nev­er does he speak of the Athe­ni­an laws that barred ho­mo­sex­u­als from be­com­ing one of the nine Ar­chons or act­ing as an ad­vo­cate for the state. In truth, the Semite cares lit­tle for fem­i­nists and trans­ves­tites, for they are mere­ly tools to be used to de­con­struct the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um’s sense of fam­i­ly.

			Ev­ery step for­ward the Ob­fus­ca­tor takes, he does so to gouge out the eye of Be­ing. For if he is suc­cess­ful in his de­struc­tion of the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um, then he will in­deed reign supreme, but at what cost? A world where mankind has been made in­to a se­mi-bes­tial form? A world where the nu­cle­ar fam­i­ly is passé? A world where paint­ings made of fae­ces are hailed as pow­er­ful and brave for chal­leng­ing so­cial norms, while our mon­u­ments, glo­ri­fy­ing the beau­ty of Be­ing, are made ar­ti­fi­cial­ly un­fash­ion­able? A world where men see them­selves as class­es rather than as coun­try­men, as broth­ers? A world full of bleached blonde Jew­ess­es with mis­shapen bod­ies, who carve out chunks of their noses, so that they can look more like the very peo­ple they swore to de­stroy? An ug­ly world, that hates the beau­ti­ful? In the end, I won­der, will the Semites’ atom bomb fall in­to the hands of prim­i­tive forms of man? Is it pos­si­ble that these ar­cha­ic sub-species, who will in­evitably rise up against the Semite with their sheer num­bers, will not be cau­tious, and bring forth the to­tal an­ni­hi­la­tion of life on earth? An end to Be­ing’s aware­ness of it­self. The end of the know­ing.

			Rid­er, you must un­der­stand this. Just as there are Eu­ro­peans, who would aid in the ad­vance­ment of the un­know­ing, there al­so ex­ist Semites, who as­sist in the el­e­va­tion of the know­ing. How­ev­er, we must look at the con­tin­u­um as a whole. Just as there are Eu­ro­peans who hate the beau­ti­ful, de­spite the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um yearn­ing for beau­ty, there too ex­ist Semites who yearn for truth, de­spite the Semitic con­tin­u­um crav­ing myth­i­cal suprema­cy. This is an­oth­er of mankind’s in­con­sis­ten­cies we must face. For we can see both the in­di­vid­u­al and the col­lec­tive. Nei­ther can be dis­card­ed com­plete­ly. I say this to you, so that you un­der­stand, the Seek­er isn’t in­her­ent­ly Aryan and the Ob­fus­ca­tor isn’t in­her­ent­ly the Semite. The Aryan mere­ly main­tains that po­si­tion to­day, but if he were to be to­tal­ly an­ni­hi­lat­ed, then a new peo­ple would take up the call to chase the sun. It would be up to them to be the guardians of know­ing. Even if they are less ca­pa­ble of ad­vanc­ing the know­ing, be­cause of their cul­tur­al or ge­net­ic prop­er­ties, their con­tin­u­um will still yearn for that which is. For on­ly a peo­ple who val­ue truth, can take up the ti­tle of Seek­er. Even if our kind were to be lost for­ev­er to time, Be­ing would find a new cham­pi­on, a greater lens for its means of know­ing. The Ob­fus­ca­tor too can change in time. For if the Semite were to be de­stroyed en­tire­ly by the Aryan, would the ti­tle of Ob­fus­ca­tor not go to the Red Drag­on, the Han, who sure­ly see them­selves as the cho­sen, whose pow­er ac­qui­si­tion is in rapid ex­pan­sion here in the 21st cen­tu­ry? Even if the blood of the Chi­nese has its own pos­i­tive qual­i­ties, Marx­ism has made its way in­to their minds, thus per­vert­ing their per­cep­tion of re­al­i­ty. They have formed with­in them­selves the nec­es­sary char­ac­ter­is­tics to oc­cu­py the po­si­tion of Ob­fus­ca­tor, to warp truth in the pur­suit of suprema­cy and ide­ol­o­gy. How­ev­er, if the Aryan was to be an­ni­hi­lat­ed by the Semite, it is pos­si­ble the Chi­nese would, in time, due to their nat­u­ral born in­tel­li­gence and cre­ativ­i­ty, throw off the shack­les of Marx­ism and take up the roll of the Seek­er.

			If the new man comes in­to be­ing, and was equipped with even greater fac­ul­ties to aid in the quest to­wards the sun, and were the Aryan to hate him for his great­ness﻿—then so too could the Aryan be­come the Ob­fus­ca­tor! You must rid your­self of suprema­cy. For mega­lo­ma­nia and truth are not con­gru­ent. Be­ing is that which is, not what we wish it to be. You must aid the know­ing re­lent­less­ly. You must make your­self an en­e­my of those who would warp truth and its pur­suit. Even if we are sur­passed one day by the new man, the over man, then we must aid him in his jour­ney on the hori­zon. For we are all as­pects of Be­ing, con­clu­sions of its in­ner de­sire to know. To see it­self. To feel it­self. To be. Now let us sleep, Rid­er, to­mor­row we must once again look out at the hori­zon and chase the sun. Our heads hit the pil­lows and our eyes shut. Once more I dream of Aphrodite.

			Sud­den­ly we are awak­ened by the sounds of chaos and pan­ic. Wom­en scream and men shout as I open the win­dow from our room. There out on the hori­zon I see it. Com­ing over the hills at great speed, like a tidal wave of black. The Noth­ing. This sea of un­know­ing, which makes way, de­vours all life. Sen­tience, sapi­ence, even the pos­si­bil­i­ty to feel, all will be oblit­er­at­ed up­on be­ing sub­merged in this black tsuna­mi, com­posed of noth­ing. For if it were to claim all of our world, then Be­ing would lose all pos­si­bil­i­ties of know­ing. There would be no more beau­ty, for there would no longer ex­ist be­ings, ca­pa­ble of look­ing out and re­flect­ing on Be­ing. Rid­er, we must hur­ry for we have lit­tle time. Quick­ly we find hors­es and make our way out of the doomed city.

			Just as we reach the city gates, we again spot the lone sol­dier on the wall. I call out to him, “Friend, it is time for you to for­go de­fend­ing de­cay! Come, join my com­rade and I, in our pur­suit of the sun!” His eyes stay look­ing out at the hori­zon, at the on­com­ing tor­rent as he replies, “This is the city my fa­ther’s fa­ther built. It is my des­tiny to de­fend it to the end.” I pause for a mo­ment and then re­ply, “You were wrong to say there were no more he­roes who dwell in this city.” I raise my arm to give him a Ro­man salute. He turns his head and smiles, re­turn­ing the ges­ture. Come, Rid­er, it is not our des­tiny to de­fend de­cay.

			As we make our es­cape we move to find high­er ground, out to­wards the moun­tain peaks. There we wit­ness the me­trop­o­lis in twi­light, fi­nal­ly sub­merged in the wave of the Noth­ing, com­plete­ly lost to time. Not even the grass that cir­cled the walls of the city re­mains. The land­scape now re­sem­bling an alien world, de­void of life. The in­sects and birds, men and wom­en, the old and young, even the streets and tow­ers have been com­plete­ly erased. But there, where the lone sol­dier stood, lies a mound of de­bris﻿—a small frag­ment of the city wall, and the few moths that hov­er above, are now all that re­main of that once great city of light.

		
	
		
			
				VII

				The Re­pub­liphant at the End of the World

			
			For two days we have jour­neyed to­wards a new place, re­mote and very dif­fer­ent from the last. The path ahead is marked by an ev­er grow­ing num­ber of tele­phone poles and elec­tric wires. This road that we trav­el is lit­tered with the dis­placed from the Me­trop­o­lis in twi­light, look­ing to find a new home. These peo­ple now make their way, as we do, to­wards the land of the Sub­ur­bian Syn­di­cate﻿—there at the end of the world. It is said that this place, built by the men who wished to with­draw from the re­al­i­ty of their con­di­tion, is the last great bas­tion of the so called “west”. This re­treat, called a sub­urb, built on a cliff, tow­ers above that old east­ern desert, filled with the bones of the Aryan youth. There in that sand pit, fit for dev­ils, lie the re­mains of chil­dren of the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um. An un­like­ly grave for an Aryan, there in the moth­er­land of the Semite.

			Ru­mours abound that the Sub­ur­bian Syn­di­cate har­bors a dooms­day cult that wor­ships a ti­tan called the Re­pub­liphant. We pass through a mul­ti­tude of iden­ti­cal hous­es lined with well main­tained lawns and plas­tic trees, hedgerows, and white pick­et fences as we draw ev­er fur­ther in­to this sub­ur­bia. Here, near­ly ev­ery­thing is adorned with my red, white and blue. Pa­tri­o­tism on dis­play﻿—from the stick­ers on the backs of ve­hi­cles, to the rib­bons tied around the tele­phone poles. Know this, though things here seem pleas­ant, in truth there are sin­is­ter un­der­tak­ings afoot. Rid­er, look here at this sign. It bears an im­age of the Sub­ur­bian Sen­a­tor with a Semitic Grem­lin, from the desert be­low, cling­ing to his shoul­der. The im­age reads sim­ply, “Re­mem­ber our eter­nal al­liance”. Be­hind them, a pic­ture of those two great twin tow­ers in flames, be­fore they col­lapsed and were made in­to dust. That im­age﻿—burned in­to the eyes of my coun­try­men﻿—will serve well as a memet­ic key to un­lock my in­ner chaos.

			Fi­nal­ly we make our way to the cen­ter of this cit­i­zen’s par­adise, at the very edge of the cliffs, where stands a mas­sive Ro­manesque tem­ple, en­cir­cled by a large au­di­ence un­der­go­ing some type of cer­e­mo­ny. There above the steps of the tem­ple, stand­ing at the podi­um, lies the Sub­ur­bian Sen­a­tor with a Semitic Grem­lin, from the desert be­low, cling­ing to his shoul­der. The Sen­a­tor calls out, “My fel­low sub­ur­bians, it brings me no joy to in­form you of this, but that great Me­trop­o­lis which housed so much evil has fi­nal­ly been an­ni­hi­lat­ed from this world.” The au­di­ence cries out in ter­ror. The Sen­a­tor speaks up once more, “How­ev­er, do not fear, for we need on­ly to main­tain our pact with our friends from the desert be­low and we shall con­serve both our lives and our lawns!” Faces in the au­di­ence in­stant­ly change from fear to over­whelm­ing joy and laugh­ter, as they cry out in ec­sta­sy.

			The Semitic Grem­lin, whose smile be­trays all in­no­cence, leans in­to the ear of the Sen­a­tor and whis­pers some­thing. In a mo­ment, the Sen­a­tor lets out, “Are there any young men to­day, who would give up his life for free­dom?” Sud­den­ly a voice is heard from the back of the crowd. A young man, stand­ing with his all-too-Amer­i­cana white south­ern fam­i­ly, speaks, “For the love of lib­er­ty, I would give my life to­day, so that free­dom may en­dure for­ev­er.” The au­di­ence claps, so as to main­tain their rou­tine. The young man hugs his fam­i­ly and then, to our hor­ror, he walks off the side of the cliff. We run to the edge, on­ly to wit­ness his body hit the rocks be­low. Just as he is made no more, the au­di­ence be­gins singing, “Lord we shall pre­vail, Lord we shall pre­vail.”

			Rid­er, this mu­ti­la­tion of the Eu­ro­pean vine has gone on for too long. I have brought you here, so that with your aid, we may tear down this sys­tem of evil. How­ev­er, it has been said to me, by those who car­ry the re­mains of the Na­tion­al So­cial­ist ban­ner, that it will be im­pos­si­ble to dis­lodge my coun­try­men from this cult. That un­til the Noth­ing makes its way fur­ther in­to this re­gion, my com­pa­tri­ots will main­tain their il­lu­sions of con­ser­vatism and a false sense of se­cu­ri­ty, un­der the shad­ow of a red ti­tan. Some used to say, back at my old pub, that we should har­ness the pow­er of this ti­tan, the Re­pub­liphant. That we could use it as a weapon to dis­pel the Semitic curse. I shall dis­re­gard both po­si­tions. For here to­day, I aim to kill the ti­tan it­self. If it can be de­stroyed com­plete­ly, then per­haps my coun­try­men can be made free of this black-heart­ed Semitic sor­cery. Oth­er­wise, the Noth­ing will come, re­gard­less of their il­lu­sions.

			We make our way in front of the crowd, be­tween their eyes and the Grem­lin and its pup­pet politi­cian. As the crowd con­tin­ues to chant in their hyp­not­ic state, I call out to them, “Broth­ers, sis­ters, my coun­try­men. You who hold free­dom in your hearts, do you not see that we have been tricked? That a ter­ri­ble spell has been put over you, al­low­ing you to send your chil­dren over cliffs, to a bas­tardized desert land­scape, filled with the most wretch­ed of Be­ing’s cre­ations? How do you fight for free­dom, spilling your blood for Semites, who wish to lord over the world? Who dai­ly re­move the very free­dom you pro­claim to love?” The crowd is made silent. The Grem­lin, still main­tain­ing its smile, leans over and whis­pers in­to the Sen­a­tors ear. Sud­den­ly the Sen­a­tor calls out, “Here, at the fo­rum, we ap­pre­ci­ate all po­lit­i­cal speech. How­ev­er, this is not elec­tion sea­son. If you wish to change any­thing about this par­adise, that we have made, you must sim­ply run for of­fice. Now, son, please re­main qui­et as we con­tin­ue our pro­ces­sion.”

			I be­gin to laugh as I state, “I am not here to vote or be made a pup­pet. If these peo­ple were not bom­bard­ed by the Semitic spell, which forces a per­ni­cious il­lu­sion, then sure­ly any Sa­cred Clown could win an elec­tion against a eu­nuch Semitic pup­pet, such as your­self.” The Sen­a­tor scowls as the Grem­lin leans to whis­per in his ear once more. I call out to the Grem­lin, “I know why you aid­ed the Mo­hammedan ghoul, in his machi­na­tions, there on that Sep­tem­ber day. It was just an­oth­er an­chor. An­oth­er means to keep this peo­ple tied to your desert, to ful­fil your am­bi­tions. I know why you aimed to desta­bi­lize the en­tire­ty of that desert world you came from. How could it be for any­thing less than Leben­sraum? For Is­rael is re­born. She has slept for two thou­sand years and now she awakes, hun­gry, ready to de­vour the world.”

			The Grem­lin’s smile fails as fear makes way. It paus­es for a mo­ment then leans in to the pup­pet politi­cian’s ear. The Sen­a­tor sud­den­ly barks, “De­mon! This here, is the An­ti-Christ! He has come to sig­nal the end times.” The au­di­ence cries out in fear, slow­ly back­ing away from us. We re­veal our dag­gers as I state, “The An­ti-Christ? We have come to erase Semitic myths, not ful­fil them.” In the dis­tance, a rum­bling sound comes from in­side the tem­ple. Once. Then again. The sound of gi­ant foot­steps draws to a crescen­do un­til, lum­ber­ing out of the shad­ows, comes the Re­pub­liphant. This red mon­stros­i­ty, tow­er­ing at over 18ft, with a gi­ant’s body and the head of an ele­phant, ducks down to fit through the fi­nal col­umns as it walks out the tem­ple﻿—to meet us for sa­cred com­bat.

			Rid­er, know this, the Re­pub­liphant was first used in the Amer­i­can Civ­il War. It is said to have wiped out en­tire reg­i­ments alone, back when At­lanta met the Noth­ing. Even can­non fire can not pierce its thick skin. To­day, we shall en­deav­or to re­sume the bat­tle of Ap­po­mat­tox; and this time, win it for good. The Re­pub­liphant be­gins walk­ing to­wards us. Rid­er, fo­cus. Re­mem­ber what we learned in the storm on the heights of cir­cum­spec­tion. Now is the mo­ment we must un­leash that ha­tred. Now is the time to man­i­fest the chaot­ic. I think of those tow­ers that once sym­bol­ized my fa­ther­land’s pros­per­i­ty, and the cru­el­ty of their fate. Our grips tight on our dag­gers, we blast with rag­ing speed, like light­ning un­leashed. I do not be­lieve the mon­ster ex­pect­ed such mo­men­tum, for it does noth­ing as I run up the side of its arm, leap­ing across as my dag­ger slash­es its eye. It screams in pain, as I land close be­neath, near its legs. Rid­er, be care­ful. A sin­gle blow from such a colos­sal op­po­nent could prove dead­ly.

			The ti­tan rais­es up its leg and brings it down with such force, that even though we man­age to dodge, we are not spared from its im­pact, and we are both thrown to the ground. We quick­ly re­turn to our feet. With wicked speed, I leap in­to the air once more but I am caught by its mas­sive arm, and it swats me away like an in­sect, hurl­ing me across the street, un­til fi­nal­ly I make im­pact with the side of a car, crush­ing in the door and win­dow. The Re­pub­liphant be­gins charg­ing in my di­rec­tion. Per­haps it was a lit­tle am­bi­tious, to meet a crea­ture like this in its own home? I pull my­self from the tan­gled wreck just in time to miss be­ing crushed by the ti­tan’s tusks. The Re­pub­liphant’s face, now lodged in­to the side of the ve­hi­cle, gives me the op­por­tu­ni­ty I need, as I make my way up its back and at­tempt to stab it in its spine. I plunge my dag­ger down but it is stopped by this pachy­derm’s re­silient epi­der­mis. Mere blades are use­less against such a crea­ture. The Re­pub­liphant fi­nal­ly dis­lodges its tusks from the side of the car, throw­ing me once again high in­to the air. Luck­i­ly, I man­age to land on my feet, some steps from where you stand, Rid­er.

			The red ti­tan, turns to look at us. Its hand hold­ing its eye, still gush­ing with blood. Then sud­den­ly we hear the Sen­a­tor cry out, “Come, friends, let us aid our guardian! Do you not see that he has been wound­ed?” From the crowd, who still linger not too far away, comes a young beau­ti­ful wom­an. She walks up to the colos­sus as it looks to her. The Re­pub­liphant paus­es for a mo­ment, then picks her up with a sin­gle hand. It brings her close and opens its mouth. In an in­stant, it de­vours her up­per half, then swal­lows while dis­card­ing her low­er. Through some type of ma­li­cious mag­ic, the beast’s eye be­gins to heal rapid­ly. In less than a few sec­onds the Re­pub­liphant is once again ready for com­bat.

			I call out to my peo­ple, “Broth­ers, please end this mad­ness!”, yet they on­ly look on with blank stares. The Re­pub­liphant be­gins charg­ing our way once more. Just be­fore it makes im­pact we dive to the side, and this time the ti­tan smash­es through a tele­phone pole. Sparks fly as the crea­ture rights it­self and turns to face us. Rid­er, our dag­gers are of no use, but it ap­pears fate has giv­en us the op­por­tu­ni­ty to wield light­ning once more. Come, fol­low me. With great speed we dart over to the next tele­phone pole and await the beast. The Re­pub­liphant cries out and once more be­gins its charge. Again with wicked speed we dodge just be­fore it de­liv­ers its fa­tal blow. Once again a tele­phone pole is snapped in half and sparks are cast out in great num­ber. We move to an­oth­er pole, then an­oth­er and an­oth­er. Even­tu­al­ly the en­tire bat­tle­field is lit­tered with elec­tri­cal wire spark­ing and hiss­ing. The Re­pub­liphant launch­es out once more with a charge but this time, as it makes its im­pact, it catch­es it­self in the en­tan­gled wires, caus­ing it to trip and wrap it­self in them as it tum­bles down. In­stant­ly, a flash blinds our eyes as the colos­sus goes up like the 4th of Ju­ly.

			As the smoke clears, we see the ti­tan ly­ing on the ground smoul­der­ing. Sparks still let­ting out here and there. The Re­pub­liphant’s skin now bub­bles, as boil­ing blood pours out from its eyes and mouth. Well done, rid­er. I sup­pose we’ve turned the old par­ty in­to some­thing less than grand. The crowd be­gins to cry out and weep like mad. The Sen­a­tor, with the Grem­lin whis­per­ing in his ear, looks to his flock and yells, “What are you wait­ing for you fools! You know what must be done!” In an in­stant the cit­i­zens be­gin hurl­ing them­selves off the cliff. A lit­tle girl runs straight to­wards the edge, and just be­fore she does so I seize her, but I can not stop the oth­ers as I cry out, “Please, think of what you’re do­ing!” Af­ter around a hun­dred or so had leapt to their deaths, the Re­pub­liphant be­gins to move its limbs. Slow­ly it ris­es to once again tow­er above us. It lets out a great roar, that must have been loud enough to hear for miles. The Sen­a­tor be­gins weep­ing as he screams to his flock, “Rev­e­la­tion 8:7. The first an­gel sound­ed, and there fol­lowed hail and fire min­gled with blood, and they were cast up­on the earth: and the third part of trees was burnt up, and all green grass was burnt up.”

			Rid­er, I was in er­ror to think we could tack­le this ti­tan, here in the do­main of its cult. How­ev­er, if we can strike down the Grem­lin, per­haps it will break this curse. I look to see the Semitic crea­ture scream­ing in­to the ear of the Sen­a­tor, “They can’t be seen work­ing to­geth­er! They can’t be seen work­ing to­geth­er!” I think to my­self, who can’t be seen work­ing to­geth­er? Then, from the woods near­by, we hear the gal­lop of a sec­ond colos­sus, rac­ing to­wards our po­si­tion. The trees be­gin to give way left and right and then, tow­er­ing high above, en­ters the Donko­crat, charg­ing straight for­ward. This four-legged ti­tan, even larg­er than the Re­pub­liphant, must have come to the aid of its sib­ling. Know this: though they are made to ap­pear to be en­e­mies, they are both fun­da­men­tal­ly Semitic Glamim. There is lit­tle time, Rid­er, we must cut off the head of the snake, be­fore any more harm can come to my coun­try­men. I lunge to­wards the Grem­lin that clings on the pup­pet politi­cian’s shoul­der. I launch my­self high in­to the air, with my dag­ger’s blade in line with the Semitic wretch’s throat﻿—but just be­fore I can bring the dag­ger to its tar­get the gi­gan­tic Donko­crat bites down on my arm, then hurls me high in­to the sky.

			Tremen­dous pain shoots through me as I come crash­ing down to the earth. Even though I man­age to land on my feet, I am im­me­di­ate­ly brought to my knees. Sud­den­ly I re­al­ize I have not on­ly lost my dag­ger, but my right arm as well. This is no good, Rid­er. Sa­cred Clowns do bet­ter when they have all their limbs in­tact. No! It is of no con­cern﻿—it’s just a flesh wound!﻿—my left hand alone could snap this Grem­lin’s neck! I sprint up the stairs to­wards the podi­um to meet my en­e­my, on­ly to sud­den­ly be com­plete­ly blown away as the Re­pub­liphant cap­tures me in its charge. Be­fore I know it, I am im­paled on this mon­stros­i­ty’s tusk. My body, which up un­til this point had been com­plete­ly filled with hate, be­gins to let fear seep in. No, I can’t al­low a sin­gle sec­ond of doubt, of cow­ardice. I be­gin punch­ing the eye of the Re­pub­liphant, with the on­ly arm I have left, as I hang skew­ered in its jaws.

			The Re­pub­liphant grabs hold of my leg, as to pull me off. The pain be­comes unimag­in­able, as its tusk be­gins to tear through my or­gans. With my oth­er leg, I give out a great kick, pierc­ing di­rect­ly in­to the left eye of the ti­tan. The Re­pub­liphant cries out in pain, as it yanks me down, rip­ping both my­self free from the tusks, as well as my leg free from my­self. I fall, nar­row­ly catch­ing the edge of the cliff. There I hang with one arm and one leg. The Re­pub­liphant looks down at me with eyes burn­ing with ha­tred. It brings its leg up once more, when sud­den­ly, I see your dag­ger, Rid­er, fly­ing through the air, and mak­ing its way in­to the right eye of the mon­stros­i­ty. The Re­pub­liphant cries out with ter­ri­ble sound as its leg comes crash­ing down, miss­ing me, and caus­ing the ti­tan to hurl it­self off the cliff. Un­for­tu­nate­ly, as it comes my way, the Re­pub­liphant’s hand catch­es my crim­son swasti­ka cloak and brings me down, as we both plum­met to the desert be­low﻿ ﻿…

			… There is on­ly black. Yet still, I have con­scious­ness. I man­age to open a sin­gle eye. Ah, yes, I re­mem­ber now. The bat­tle. I look down, with what life I have left, at my re­mains and sur­round­ings. My body, now bro­ken be­yond re­pair, lies dy­ing, here in this grave­yard un­fit for an Aryan. Blood sat­u­rates this area like spilled wine at an or­gy. The beast lies next to me. It does not ap­pear to be heal­ing. Per­haps it is fi­nal­ly dead. Are you still up there, rid­er? Did you get the Grem­lin? Have we saved my coun­try­men? Sud­den­ly I see the flut­ter­ing of small wings com­ing out of my pock­et. Then be­fore my eyes, flies out a moth. I won­der, did you come all this way with me, from that dread­ed city in twi­light, that no longer ex­ists? Go on, lit­tle one, and find a new flame to chase. I sup­pose here and now I must face death’s em­brace. I pause and re­flect, then with the last pock­ets of air that have not been sub­merged by the blood that ev­er fills my lungs, I whis­per, “… but where is the fear?” I smile as tears fall from my eyes. I look out and see the sun set­ting. I raise the on­ly arm I have left, to give the sun a Ro­man salute. With my last breath I whis­per, “Thank you.” For right then and there, I was a Sa­cred Clown, filled with sat­is­fac­tion.

			My eyes shut and I sleep. Hours pass as I bake in the hot sun, un­til fi­nal­ly it is night. How could it be, that I have not yet bled out? Why does my spir­it linger here? I look out, once again, at the land­scape that will be my tomb. It is lit­tered with so many of my peo­ple, who died here for noth­ing, and for the Noth­ing. This is no holy land. No, not for an Aryan. My body shakes, as I feel death’s breath on my skin. My eyes wan­der to the stars. A smile comes over me as still the sat­is­fac­tion lingers. Sud­den­ly one of the stars be­comes brighter and brighter, un­til I see her face, with­in the glim­mer­ing light. She, who was made for me, whose ivory skin, glows like the moon in the dark night. She, the guardian of love, man’s nat­u­ral cler­ic. Aphrodite, her sweet name, slow­ly floats down to my dy­ing body and gen­tly kiss­es my bloody lips. She holds my face with both her hands, as she looks in­to my eyes say­ing, “There is still work to be done, my Sa­cred Clown, you child of Diony­sus. You are not al­lowed to die yet.”

		
	
		
			
				VIII

				The Fourth Punic War

			
			“Steady your trem­bling hands, Sa­cred Clown, for you live again,” whis­pers Aphrodite. I look to see that I am once again whole, shroud­ed in her glow, the on­ly light, here in this abyss. I ob­serve my hand and move my fin­gers as I state, “How can it be that I was sat­is­fied with my death, but you were not? What left is there for a Sa­cred Clown to do? Let me die here with my com­pa­tri­ots. Let them call me the last Amer­i­can, so that they may en­deav­or to take up the new flag.” Aphrodite smiles and says, “I will not. For I shall aid you, un­til I am un­able. I will be with you un­til the end.” I mut­ter out, “The end?” She gives no pause and replies, “Un­til the re­turn of the Aryan.” I stare in­to her eyes as I re­mark, “Then what is to be done?”

			Aphrodite looks to the ground dole­ful­ly as she ex­plains, “You and your com­pan­ion, must trav­el to the Swamps of Sad­ness, there you must re­trieve the Sa­cred Sword. Do you know of the crea­ture that lurks in that swamp?” My eyes re­main on hers as I let out, “Yes, the old hag, Ni­hilism. They say she is im­mor­tal.” Aphrodite places her hand on my cheek as she states, “Noth­ing is tru­ly im­mor­tal, apart from Be­ing. Through man’s will, and the aid of the gods, any­thing is pos­si­ble. For­get not that you, Sa­cred Clown, ride out with a rare zeal.” I look away as I re­mark, “They say none who have ven­tured in­to that swamp have ev­er re­turned. That the light, that makes its way in, can nev­er es­cape. Even if I still pos­sessed my dag­ger, I know not a way to kill her, that black witch, Ni­hilism.”

			Aphrodite, still cup­ping my cheek, turns my face to meet her eyes once more, as she states, “No weapon, whether made of bronze or steel, could ev­er de­stroy such a crea­ture. On­ly when you wield the sa­cred weapon, will she be made no more. In­deed, she rec­og­nizes this, and guards that rel­ic re­lent­less­ly. For that hag knows﻿—the day in which the Aryan finds his pur­pose is the day she will cease to be.” My eyes widen as I whis­per with gloom, “But the know­ing, is it suf­fi­cient? Is it some­thing men could live and die for? Will they join our ranks, even if we can not guar­an­tee them im­mor­tal­i­ty?” Aphrodite smiles and re­sponds, “Even here, af­ter top­pling ti­tans and res­cu­ing a god­dess, you fill your­self with doubt? One must be sure when he steps in­to that swamp, or else he will sink in­to de­spair. How­ev­er, I know your heart well, for it is where I re­side. You will not sink, Sa­cred Clown, for you are a true be­liev­er.”

			Aphrodite, with her hair float­ing above me, as if in wa­ter, be­gins to speak again, “Once you make your way in­to the swamp, you must con­tin­ue ev­er for­ward un­til you find the Sa­cred Sword, which re­mains buried in the stump of a very old tree. So old in fact that it was plant­ed by the gods, even be­fore the Tro­jans be­came Ro­man. The gods fore­saw the need to hide away mag­ic relics, be­stowed with their pow­ers, so that when an age of dark­ness came, he­roes would find them, and with their aid, bring back light once more in­to our world. This dark age﻿—Pax Ju­daica﻿—is com­ing to an end. We must pre­pare our­selves, for the new Hero­ic Age be­gins. Your sa­cred weapon will take the shape of the Gla­d­ius His­panien­sis. For this sword has long await­ed you.”

			With a con­fused ex­pres­sion I let out, “You mean there’s more than one sa­cred weapon?” She gives no pause and re­sponds, “In­deed. For the gods, be­fore they were an­ni­hi­lat­ed by Semitic im­puls­es, hid away their mag­ic in many items. In­stru­ments and paint brush­es, com­put­ers and of course the sa­cred firearm, all hold un­locked po­ten­tial﻿—for those who will strug­gle in the name of Eu­rope. The sol­dier of to­mor­row, who will bat­tle against the Semitic forces, will wield the sa­cred ri­fle, a weapon im­bued with the very mag­ic of Thor. For does it not thun­der when its bolt is launched? This mag­ic, will on­ly aid those who fight for this pur­pose﻿—to bring forth the Aryan’s will to­wards know­ing. Just as it will give un­can­ny strength to Eu­rope’s war­riors, it too gives prow­ess to its artists. The painter, who car­ries in his heart the de­sire to bring back life to the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um, will man­i­fest art with the sa­cred paint brush, that will pierce through the Semite’s pro­pa­gan­da and cap­ture the hearts of his peo­ple. The meme mak­ers, the dream­ers of dreams, aid­ed by the speed of Her­mes him­self, will re­veal the lies of the Semites’ news agen­cies, ev­ery hour of ev­ery day.”

			Aphrodite takes my hand and brings it to her cheek say­ing, “Your weapon how­ev­er, was forged for your line alone. There dur­ing the sec­ond Punic war, when all hope seemed lost for Rome, Sci­pio Africanus tasked the Iberi­an to forge a new Ro­man sword. This weapon would rev­o­lu­tion­ize Ro­man war­fare. It was this spe­cif­ic blade he took with him to Za­ma. There where he made the elite Semite, Han­ni­bal Bar­ca, kneel. Up­on Sci­pio’s death, his blade was as­sumed lost, but in truth, it was picked up by the dwarves, Brokkr and Eitri. There, they re­forged the weapon with mag­ic runes, so that its blade would al­ways be coat­ed in light. Then, it was passed to Goib­niu, who en­graved in­to its ca­pu­lus the roots of this new peo­ple, the peo­ple you wish to bring forth. Af­ter that, it was dipped in­to the ce­les­tial fire in Svarog’s forge, and fi­nal­ly a sym­bol old­er than the Pro­to-In­do-Eu­ro­peans was etched on­to the pel­pate﻿—a sym­bol that means ‘To be’.”

			I whis­per in con­fu­sion, “To be?” Aphrodite smiles and replies, “You will un­der­stand in time, my Sa­cred Clown.” Sud­den­ly there is a crash as rocks and peb­bles tum­ble down the cliff-side. I look up, on­ly to once again be re­unit­ed with you, Rid­er, you beau­ti­ful bas­tard, you still live! You have wan­dered down here to con­tin­ue our jour­ney yet again. Though, I must say, I am tired of hav­ing to ren­dezvous, af­ter fall­ing from such great heights. I look to Aphrodite and say “Is there any way you could bring back life to all who lie here, in this grave not fit for Aryans?” Aphrodite’s face turns gloomy as she replies, “I am sor­ry my Sa­cred Clown, but they are too far gone. I used what pow­er I had left to trav­el here and bring you to life once more. The old gods have on­ly re­cent­ly be­gun to stir from their graves and they lack the pow­er they once wield­ed.” I reach out and touch her arm as I ask, “Will the new peo­ple un­der­stand you, the way they must un­der­stand you? As phe­nom­e­na?” She paus­es for a mo­ment and then replies, “Do not wor­ry how they view the gods, for the new peo­ple must dwell on the phe­nom­e­non of man.”

			I be­gin tight­en­ing my boots and var­i­ous belts. Come along, rid­er, we have a long jour­ney ahead. Aphrodite, still float­ing above, calls out, “Gen­tle­men, you must un­der­stand that the wars be­tween the Semite and the Aryan have been go­ing on since the two forms con­verged. Long has it been held, that the Ro­man won the Punic wars. That in the end the Semitic state, Carthage, was lost for­ev­er. But in truth, it was the Semite who was vic­to­ri­ous﻿—for buried in the suc­cess of the Ro­man con­quest of Carthage lay the seeds of its in­evitable un­do­ing. Rome, hav­ing lost her on­ly re­al com­peti­tor, would rapid­ly ex­pand across the whole of the Mediter­ranean. Even­tu­al­ly, she would move in­to a ter­ri­to­ry in­hab­it­ed by a Semite known as the Jew. There, in what would be­come the Ro­man prov­ince of Judea, a meme was born from a cult de­rived of the Semitic con­tin­u­um. This meme har­bored el­e­ments of the in­ner mode of be­ing of the Semite and the cult of the Jew, that would lat­er ex­pand its memet­ic in­flu­ence to the en­tire­ty of the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um.

			For it was the Semitic im­pulse that even­tu­al­ly made its way, all through­out Eu­rope, like a can­cer. It was this im­pulse that gave the Jew the abil­i­ty to live in your fa­ther­land. For both you and the Jew, were now from Adam’s seed. It was that im­pulse which top­pled the stat­ues of the Hel­lenes, for fear that they har­bored demons. The bank­ing sys­tem built on usury, that would lat­er come to dom­i­nate our kind com­plete­ly, would nev­er have de­vel­oped with­in Eu­rope’s bor­ders with­out that im­pulse spread­ing to ev­ery cor­ner of your world. In the end, it was the Aryan who lost him­self, and it was the Semite who would rule, not on­ly the Mediter­ranean, but the world! Your blade was forged to taste Semite blood, even though the vari­ant of Semite you must strug­gle against, is very dif­fer­ent than that of Han­ni­bal and his Carthagini­ans. For the Carthagini­an knew of war, and what it is to be a cham­pi­on, but the Jew, through his his­tor­i­cal de­vel­op­ment be­came the ar­biter of un­know­ing, the Ob­fus­ca­tor. For the Semite and the Aryan have long been ri­vals. Let it be said that Carthage pushed Rome to its lim­its. But, this vari­ant of the Semite, the Jew, brings forth a ter­ror be­yond com­pre­hen­sion. For this Jew will­ing­ly aids the sea of un­know­ing. He gives rise to the Noth­ing through his machi­na­tions. And if he achieves the am­bi­tions of his mega­lo­ma­nia, and in­verts the nat­u­ral world, he will bring forth the death of mankind com­plete­ly. But all is not lost﻿—for the great awak­en­ing is now un­der way. Here in the 21st cen­tu­ry, the war that will de­cide the fate of Be­ing’s know­ing has be­gun.”

			Aphrodite once more places her hand on my cheek as she states, “You must be swift, for the forces of dark­ness now gath­er. The Semite has tasked an as­sas­sin, from the Red Drag­on, to hunt you down. He is the cham­pi­on of the Han. He will seek you out, as your am­bi­tions threat­en his own. The men of the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um must awak­en in time. On­ly when the Sa­cred Sword is re­trieved and you do with it what you must, will they be ready to find their own Sa­cred Weapons. On­ly when the pur­pose, the know­ing, is in your heart and the Sa­cred Sword is in your hands, will you be­come the new man. On­ly then will we see the re­turn of the Aryan. On­ly then can you make the un­dream­er re­coil. On­ly then can you turn back the tide of the Noth­ing.”

		
	
		
			
				IX

				The Vam­pir­ic Bankers and Their Great An­ti-Semite

			
			We three, agreed to part once more. Aphrodite would make her way back to the La­goon of Nymphs and Fairies, for she too like all the gods, had been de­plet­ed of her past strength. On­ly time would tell if phe­nom­e­na, the ap­pendages of Be­ing, could be loved by man again. We slip through the desert which gave birth to the Semite, and pass the bar­ren moun­tains where druids dare not tread. Fi­nal­ly we make our way to a small vil­lage sur­round­ed by the un­dead for­est. It is said that each of these trees start­ed as a man im­paled on a pike. That the one who im­paled them was born a vam­pire, from the stock of Sa­tan him­self. How­ev­er, that is mere­ly a myth, for in truth, he was not a vam­pire but on­ly a man; and it wasn’t men that he im­paled. No, they were the Mo­hammedan ghouls. Those beasts from the south, who for cen­turies would en­slave our youth and force­ful­ly con­vert them, or leave them nailed to that old Semitic tree. The sto­ry it­self makes one wish to be a cru­sad­er. But what were the cru­sades if not a Semitic civ­il war? Both fight for the tree of Abra­ham. One as well as the oth­er prop­a­gates Semitic myths.

			Fi­nal­ly we reach the vil­lage that lies in the heart of the for­est. Per­haps here we can get some rest be­fore we make our way to the Swamps of Sad­ness? Rid­er, do you see what I see? Near­ly ev­ery­one here looks pale and sick­ly. Fear and de­spon­den­cy mark their faces, as these shad­ows of peo­ple drift through the streets. Sud­den­ly I hear a shout, “It’s the Semitic vam­pires and their blood mag­ic that’s put us in this sor­ry state!” We look to see a man stand­ing on a small stage, built out of the side of a trav­el­ling wag­on. On the top of the wag­on reads a sign, “The Great An­ti-Semite”. Odd­ly enough, this man who rants and raves is wear­ing a very sim­i­lar at­tire to my own. He even wears my crim­son swasti­ka cloak. The crowd from time to time cheers and calls out pro­fan­i­ties as this Great An­ti-Semite gives his lec­ture.

			I turn to a vil­lager, who stands in the crowd and speak, “Tell me, friend, who is this Great An­ti-Semite and what are these Semitic vam­pires that he speaks of?” The vil­lager, wear­ing torn rags and tired eyes replies, “This here is our lead­er, for he is the on­ly one who speaks up in the name of truth! We were once a hap­py vil­lage, un­til the com­mu­nist ogres ar­rived, and ex­act­ed on us their cru­el de­mands. You see, they came with their guns and forced us to an­nu­al­ly give up three quar­ters of all the food we grow. It was dif­fi­cult enough to be­gin with, how­ev­er a blight set in, not too long af­ter, which made our task im­pos­si­ble. When the Semitic vam­pires first came, we thought they were a god­send. They of­fered us aid, with the use of their dark pow­ers. All they asked for in ex­change was a sin­gle vial of blood from our folk. Af­ter we had agreed on terms, we awoke the next day to see our crops had grown ex­po­nen­tial­ly, and when the com­mu­nist ogres came and took what they want­ed, we even had enough left so that our poor could still eat.”

			A shout is heard as the Great An­ti-Semite is met on stage with some type of Semitic gob­lin. The vil­lager looks back to me as he states, “Not long af­ter that the blight re­turned to our fields. We went back to the Semitic vam­pires and asked for aid once more. They agreed, how­ev­er, the price was to be changed. Now they asked for an en­tire bar­rel of the blood of our folk. What choice did we have but to agree? Each man from the vil­lage gave what he had, but even­tu­al­ly it re­quired the wom­en and chil­dren to reach our quo­ta. This process of los­ing our crops and giv­ing up our blood to the Semitic vam­pire has gone on for three sea­sons now. At present, the vam­pires are ask­ing that we ac­cept a new type of debt﻿—for the blood of our chil­dren’s chil­dren is now for­feit. The vam­pires will once again loan us their dark mag­ic, but at what cost? For­tu­nate­ly, the Great An­ti-Semite has come to aid us in our time of need.”

			A Semitic gob­lin runs from one side of the stage to the oth­er as the Great An­ti-Semite calls out, “You can run but you can not hide, Semite gob­lin, for the forces of good can­not be stopped!” The Great An­ti-Semite pulls out a wood­en sword and thrusts it to­wards the gob­lin. The gob­lin gives out a loud screech as it wob­bles from one side to the oth­er un­til it fi­nal­ly falls back be­hind the wag­on. The crowd gives out a cheer, and mon­ey is thrown on­to the stage. I look to the vil­lager and ask, “Why do they throw their mon­ey at him like this?” The vil­lager, now wear­ing a half heart­ed smile replies, “We give him mon­ey to say what we think.” In con­fu­sion I ask, “You pay him to say what you think?”

			I make my way around the wag­on to see where the slain gob­lin had fall­en. How­ev­er, when I turn the cor­ner, to my sur­prise, be­fore me is the Semitic gob­lin, sit­ting on a wood­en box, smok­ing. Sud­den­ly he no­tices me, shriek­ing up wild­ly, near­ly drop­ping his cig­a­rette. Back on stage the Great An­ti-Semite calls out, “Yes, very soon in­deed, will I make my way up to that dread­ed cas­tle and get rid of these damned vam­pires!” The crowd cheers in ju­bi­la­tion. Sud­den­ly, I walk on stage hold­ing the Semitic gob­lin by the col­lar, as it strug­gles in vain. The crowd gasps as one of the vil­lagers calls out, “Look, the gob­lin still lives!” I move for­ward to meet the Great An­ti-Semite, when I be­gin to no­tice his strange ap­pear­ance. He wears a mask of a man, but moves and shakes about much un­like one. I speak to him, “Your sword does not ap­pear to be an ef­fec­tive means of dis­patch­ing these crea­tures, but fear not, for they are small and weak; and one on­ly re­quires a mi­nus­cule amount of strength to send them to their mak­er.” In an in­stant I snap the neck of the Semitic gob­lin. The Great An­ti-Semite shrieks, and it may have been the sounds of the crowd but I swear I heard him say, “Oh no, Lar­ry!”

			I drop the dead crea­ture to the stage floor as I cry out, “Let us go now, as broth­ers hand in hand and top­ple these Semitic Vam­pires, who feed off of you and your folk with their debt slav­ery!” The vil­lagers shout and raise their fists in ac­cord. Sud­den­ly the Great An­ti-Semite calls out, “No! No, we can’t go to the cas­tle where the vam­pires lie!” The crowd goes silent. In con­fu­sion I ask, “Why not?” A vil­lager from the crowd echoes, “Yeah, why not?” And be­fore long voic­es from all over the crowd are de­mand­ing an an­swer: “Why not?!” The Great An­ti-Semite rais­es his hands to calm down the crowd as he be­gins to speak, “Have I not been here aid­ing you all this time? Now you ques­tion me, your lead­er? Do you not re­al­ize I have been fight­ing gob­lins on your be­half? Tell me, did I not lead the first par­ty, who went to kill those mon­sters up on the hill? Of course it was un­for­tu­nate that all of my com­pan­ions were killed; and I was the on­ly one who sur­vived the or­deal, but I was there.”

			I look down to see the Great An­ti-Semite’s legs﻿—very thin and slight­ly green. I look to you, with my eye­brow raised high. Rid­er, are you think­ing what I’m think­ing? In an in­stant I rip off the cloak of the Great An­ti-Semite and sud­den­ly we are met with two Gyp­sy gob­lins, one on top of the oth­er, so as to reach the height of a man. They both cry out as they fall to the stage floor. They be­gin scur­ry­ing about, try­ing to gath­er as much coin as pos­si­ble back in­to their pock­ets. These Gyp­sy gob­lins, much like their cousins of the Semitic branch, are crea­tures born of the un­know­ing. For they are con­tent be­ing par­a­sites. With my boot I crush the skull of the first Gyp­sy gob­lin.

			I seize the oth­er and hold him be­fore the crowd as I speak, “For too long you have put your hopes in false prophets and con men.” The Gyp­sy gob­lin be­gins to cry out in fear as it claws at my arm fu­tile­ly. A vil­lager calls out to me, “Who is to lead our flock now!?” I smile as I state, “You shall lead your­selves, and the best of you will guide the oth­ers, not be­cause of your names or po­si­tions but by your ac­tions alone. You can not al­low your vil­lage to die in a sin­gle blow, at the loss of some false shep­herd. For the vil­lage must live, re­gard­less of the com­ings and go­ings of kings and great men. When the com­mu­nists re­turn you must no longer be a flock of sheep, look­ing for a shep­herd. You must now be a pack of hun­gry wolves; and the wolf who claims the great­est share of com­mu­nist blood will be your guide. Now wet your fangs.” I throw the Gyp­sy gob­lin in­to the crowd as they smash, stab and tear him limb from limb. Rid­er, we came here to find rest be­fore ven­tur­ing for­ward, but it seems we have on­ly met more ob­sta­cles. Come, let us make our way to the Semitic vam­pire’s cas­tle that looms over this poor Eu­ro­pean vil­lage.

			We leave the vil­lagers to rest, as they are in no shape to wage war against vam­pires. The hot sun bakes our backs as we jour­ney up the long path to the dark cas­tle. When we fi­nal­ly ar­rive at the en­trance we are met with a large door with knock­ers made of iron, in the shape of gar­goyles. Rid­er, you hide in the bush­es, so that we may catch them off guard. I knock three times and we wait. Sud­den­ly a win­dow on the door opens and a Semitic gob­lins face is seen. It looks to me as it states, “You’re a lit­tle ear­ly aren’t you? Where is Lar­ry? Come on, come on.” The door opens and the gob­lin grabs my hand and pulls me in. It yells out to me, “Are you two, fools? Com­ing here in the mid­dle of the day! Don’t you re­al­ize one of the vil­lagers might spot you?!”

			My eyes wan­der, here in the in­te­ri­or of this dark cas­tle. Each win­dow is cov­ered up with thick black cur­tains and maps are fas­tened on ev­ery wall. These maps are of dif­fer­ent places all over the world, yet they share a com­mon theme. Each map has the cap­i­tal city of a re­gion out­lined, with num­bers and dates all writ­ten in red. Piles of gold and vials of blood lie ev­ery­where in this room. Even the crops that those vil­lagers la­bored so hard to cul­ti­vate now lay rot­ting on the floor, here in this ac­cursed place. High above I see ban­ners, adorned with the ham­mer and sick­le, that hang on the ceil­ings. So too do I see cas­kets, but they are emp­ty. I look up to fi­nal­ly see the old Semitic Vam­pires, sur­round­ed by note­books and port­fo­lios.

			I call out to them, “How strange that com­mu­nist ogres would al­low for such lu­cra­tive bank­ing in their midst. Even stranger that these vam­pir­ic cap­i­tal­ists would adorn their cas­tle with so many ham­mers and sick­les.” One of the vam­pires, in con­fu­sion re­marks, “What are you Gyp­sies on about? Don’t we pay you enough to keep the vil­lagers qui­et? Must I pay you more so that you will keep silent, and spare me your an­noy­ance? Now go, to­mor­row you must once again lec­ture to the peo­ple on how the next day will be their re­demp­tion. And when that day comes, you must be there again to tell them that they must wait once more. And so on and so on.”

			I raise my eye­brow as I let out, “I be­lieve you have me con­fused for﻿ ﻿…” but I am cut off when the old Semitic vam­pire cries out, “No, it is you who are con­fused, you filthy Gyp­sy. Now si­lence!” A fe­male vam­pire looks to the males as she states, “It’s so hard to find good goy­im these days. One must al­ways fear that a red ogre might be­come a Stal­in. I sup­pose all glamim break free, even­tu­al­ly. It is a good thing that these gyp­sies are harm­less. Re­mem­ber when this one brought us all those men folk? We feast­ed for days. Did it not come up with that trick, all on its own? Come broth­ers, let us show some re­spect to our Gyp­sy guest.” The old Semitic vam­pire barks, “All of these an­i­mals dis­gust me. For they aren’t fit to lick our boots!” The vam­pires burst in­to laugh­ter as they look at me and then back at each oth­er.

			Rid­er, I do not in­tend on leav­ing you out­side alone for too much longer. I grow rapid­ly weary of this place. This in­ter­na­tion­al clique, who sup­port the com­mu­nists with crooked cap­i­tal­ism, who feed off of the blood of the chil­dren of Eu­rope, must be abol­ished, here now, in the 21st cen­tu­ry. This in­ter­na­tion­al debt slav­ery, this tithe of our chil­dren’s chil­dren, has fed a par­a­site un­like any oth­er in his­to­ry. A peo­ple whose en­tire pow­er sys­tem is based on some­thing as hol­low as debt and in­ter­est rates. These blood suck­ers, move in­to a re­gion and sap its strength, its very vi­tal­i­ty. I call out to the vam­pires, “I am no Gyp­sy. I am an Aryan.” They all pause, with a look of con­fu­sion and fear. The fe­male vam­pire lets out, “What did you say?”

			I be­gin walk­ing through the room. My hands touch­ing var­i­ous ob­jects from the gold coins to the black cur­tains. I pause and then re­spond, “How strange, I thought you vam­pires slept dur­ing the day. But, I sup­pose you must find time to both prey on the liv­ing and count your coins. Back at my old pub, we use to ar­gue late in­to the night about how to de­stroy this in­ter­na­tion­al bank­ing sys­tem, built on debt slav­ery. Some said that in­ter­est rates should be com­plete­ly abol­ished, oth­ers ar­gued that loans in the end were fine, it was the Semite that had to go.” The Old Semitic vam­pire’s mouth drops as his eyes ev­er widen. I give him a great smile as I let out, “I al­ways held the po­si­tion that if one wished to de­stroy this par­a­sitic sys­tem, he must com­bat it just as he would a den of vam­pires.” I wink at the fe­male Semitic vam­pire as I state, “You must mere­ly bring it in­to the light.” In an in­stant I pull back the black cur­tains. Light bursts in­to the room and im­me­di­ate­ly the vam­pires are turned to dust.

			We re­turn to the vil­lagers with what gold we could car­ry. I look out to them and speak, “We are no com­mu­nists, but to­day we have killed the Semitic vam­pir­ic bankers and in­tend to give away their wealth to the folk. Take this gold to the near­by towns and pur­chase weapons of steel, that thirst for ogre blood. When the com­mu­nists re­turn, you must liq­ui­date them in full. Their corpses will serve as suf­fi­cient fer­til­iz­er for your crops. Go then, to ev­ery town, of ev­ery na­tion, of our kind; and un­shack­le them from the par­a­site. To­day, you shall have your free­dom, and your weapons, and fresh soil to be­gin anew.”

		
	
		
			
				X

				The Red Drag­on

			
			For weeks I have had an un­easi­ness about me. A feel­ing that dan­ger lurks in the shad­ows that line our path. Have you no­ticed the man in the shad­ows too, Rid­er? Per­haps it is just my imag­i­na­tion? It has been two days since we ran out of the bread that was giv­en to us, with tremen­dous love, by those freed vil­lagers; and though we still have wa­ter, we are left want­ing with­out wine. I stop as I hold out my hand. Wait﻿ ﻿… There﻿—out in the brush﻿—some­thing is watch­ing us. Sud­den­ly I see move­ment from the cor­ner of my eye, fol­lowed by a quick jolt of pain in my shoul­der. I go to reach for the wound and re­trieve, to my hor­ror, an ar­row tipped with black tar. Some type of poi­son? I look to you with great con­cern as my legs be­gin to wob­ble. Rid­er, I be­lieve we have been pois﻿ ﻿… be­fore I can fin­ish my sen­tence we col­lapse to the ground.

			There is on­ly black. I dream of drag­ons and gob­lins. The world slips away and I sleep. Even­tu­al­ly I open my eyes ev­er so slight­ly. We must have been out for days with such a po­tent dose of what­ev­er that was. Sud­den­ly my vi­sion fo­cus­es and I see be­fore me a camp­fire. There, a man and a Semitic gob­lin sit cook­ing some­thing in a pot. The gob­lin mut­ters out, “The con­tract says you kill this ug­ly, then you get paid. Why you keep alive?” The man sips his soup, paus­es and then lets out, “I will ful­fil the con­tract, but un­der my own terms.” Fi­nal­ly I see you, Rid­er, just be­fore I lose fo­cus again and drift back in­to sleep.

			I feel the warm heat of the sun, which wakes me, be­fore I open my eyes. I hear more chat­ter be­tween the two, then sud­den­ly, I am smacked in the face. My eyes open to find my hands bound. I look up and see be­fore me a man of the ori­ent, car­ry­ing a back­pack which hous­es the Semitic gob­lin. As I lay on the ground the gob­lin spits on me and cries out, “He live too long al­ready.” The ori­en­tal man looks out at our sur­round­ings. It is an emp­ty field. No trees or hills can be found in this flat plain which stretch­es for miles. The gob­lin snarls and yells once more, “We trav­el three days out here for what?” Fi­nal­ly the ori­en­tal man replies, “This here will be a good spot.” He takes off the back­pack car­ry­ing the gob­lin, and be­gins un­buck­ling the var­i­ous tools and con­trap­tions built in­to his gear. I lie still on the ground. I watch as the gob­lin makes its way to you, Rid­er, and pulls out a small dag­ger. The gob­lin spits on you and says, “No fun­ny busi­ness or you killed by me!”

			The ori­en­tal man fi­nal­ly re­moves his cloak to re­veal his red ar­mor. In an in­stant he un­sheathes his Zhan­madao blade, as he walks to­wards me. Rid­er, I sup­pose this is the end. Not quite the glo­ri­ous ex­it be­fit­ting a sa­cred clown that I had imag­ined, but I sup­pose it will do. Sud­den­ly he brings the blade up, my eyes look to the sun as I whis­per a prayer. Then, be­fore I can fin­ish, it is brought back down with tremen­dous force. To my sur­prise it was not my head which was sev­ered, but rather the ropes that bound my hands. I look to him as he speaks to me, “Get up.” The gob­lin screams out “What you do­ing!? The con­tract, the con­tract!” The ori­en­tal man looks back to the gob­lin in frus­tra­tion say­ing, “Soon. Now shut your mouth and al­low me to fin­ish this the way that it must be done.” I fi­nal­ly stand as he looks back to me say­ing, “My name is Liu Bei. I am an as­sas­sin of the Red Drag­on, the Han.” He smiles and holds his hand out to shake mine. I do not move, but re­main star­ing in­to his eyes. He main­tains his smile as he states, “I un­der­stand you will prob­a­bly not en­gage in ci­vil­i­ty, as you are a west­ern bar­bar­ian, but this day is very im­por­tant for me, so I will at­tempt to show you grace be­fore I make you non-ex­is­tent.”

			My eyes re­main on his un­til he looks away stat­ing, “How many cen­turies now, have the west­ern im­pe­ri­al­ist dogs hound­ed my moth­er­land﻿—that which is un­der the heav­ens? I have come here be­cause I have been tasked by my state to pre­vent you from reach­ing your des­ti­na­tion. For I am told, if you man­age to wake the sleep­ing gi­ant, my peo­ple’s cause will be set back great­ly. Some­thing about ni­hilism and mean­ing?” He laughs as he shakes his head stat­ing, “You west­ern dogs are so fun­ny. You should stop ask­ing stupid ques­tions and learn to sim­ply be. Your na­tions now end­less­ly de­bate about noth­ing. Your pop­u­la­tions are quick­ly be­com­ing some­thing rather﻿ ﻿… dif­fer­ent. Do not fear, we do not come to en­slave you, the way you en­slaved the world with your cap­i­tal­is­tic fren­zy. No, we shall show you how to tru­ly be. For Chi­na is as­cen­dant. You have been eclipsed.”

			I fi­nal­ly speak, “We have been poi­soned by the Semitic im­pulse. You too are poi­soned, but you do not yet see it.” The gob­lin shrieks, “Just kill him al­ready. Now! You kill this ug­ly now!” Liu Bei’s eyes turn to mine as he states, “Your jeal­ousy of the Semite is very in­ter­est­ing. We, un­like you sav­ages, have learned from them. The fu­ture of mankind will be en­light­ened by the phi­los­o­phy of Marx and lib­er­at­ed by the or­der of the Chi­nese yoke.” I gnash my teeth and call out, “It was Marx­ism that led to the deaths of mil­lions of your own kind! They are mere­ly mov­ing from one host to an­oth­er!” Liu Bei be­gins to pace slow­ly around me. He fi­nal­ly replies, “I am not here to de­bate. I am here to en­gage in sa­cred com­bat with you﻿—the one who calls him­self the last son of the west.”

			My eyes re­main on his as I let out, “I am not your en­e­my, but if you wish for com­bat, then so be it. Alas, I do not wield a weapon and so I sup­pose our bat­tle will be un­for­tu­nate­ly quick.” Liu Bei smiles as he toss­es his Zhan­madao blade sev­er­al yards away. Fi­nal­ly he lets out, “I have come to prove that you have been eclipsed. For in my ca­reer as an as­sas­sin, I have far too of­ten killed from the shad­ows. I have end­ed men be­fore they even knew they were in dan­ger, but here must be dif­fer­ent. It is here, in this sa­cred com­bat, where I will show the world that the Aryan is be­low the Han. I will be­come the Earth’s cham­pi­on, not with tricks or sub­terfuge, but with sheer de­ter­mi­na­tion and skill. I have brought you out here so that there will be no hid­ing. No high ground to give one an ad­van­tage. No rivers to es­cape through. Just this bat­tle­field that has long await­ed us.”

			As soon as I pull my fists up to pre­pare my stance, Liu Bei is al­ready in the air. In an in­stant his foot lands di­rect­ly on my chest, send­ing me fly­ing back. Blast, I am but a rogue, where is my dag­ger!? What do I know of un­armed com­bat? I quick­ly re­turn to my feet, and re­al­ize that he has dis­ap­peared com­plete­ly. I look around﻿—left, then right﻿—when out of nowhere his fist lands di­rect­ly in­to my guts from be­low. My blood spills out on­to the earth, as if the dirt were a painter’s can­vas, and I fall back bare­ly catch­ing my­self. He con­tin­ues his as­sault, land­ing blow af­ter blow. Sud­den­ly I am thrown once more to the ground. Liu Bei be­gins laugh­ing, “This is the last hope of your kind? This is what we have so long feared? Do you know of Sun Tzu’s Art of War? No, sure­ly you mustn’t. Al­low me to give you a prop­er school­ing, Aryan.” I limp back on­to my feet, blood pour­ing from my nose. A few of my ribs are def­i­nite­ly cracked, but it’s noth­ing that nymphs can’t heal.

			Liu Bei tilts his head to the side as he be­gins again, “Les­son one, do not re­peat the tac­tics which have gained you one vic­to­ry, but let your meth­ods be reg­u­lat­ed by the in­fi­nite va­ri­ety of cir­cum­stances.” He changes his stance and be­gins pum­melling my face with his wrists and el­bows. All I can do is at­tempt to shield my body from the on­slaught of blows. Then sud­den­ly, Liu Bei stops with the of­fen­sive. I low­er my arms just in time to see him change his stance once more. Be­fore I can even throw a punch he lands a spin­ning kick across my jaw, send­ing me fly­ing sev­er­al yards. I lay on the ground crawl­ing, to where I do not know, be­fore the full weight of Liu Bei’s boot comes crash­ing down on my arm. He stud­ies my red, white and blue ban­dan­na wrapped around my wrist, and then bends down and re­moves it from my pos­ses­sion.

			He looks over the flag of my fa­ther­land and states, “You aren’t even try­ing. I de­sire from you sa­cred com­bat. I re­quire glo­ry, just as any man does, and you would de­ny it to me here on my spe­cial day? Per­haps we must get a rise out of you? Les­son two, be­gin by seiz­ing some­thing which your op­po­nent holds dear; then he will be amenable to your will.” He rips my red, white and blue in two. The hate be­gins to grow. The wild man be­gins to man­i­fest. This Liu Bei, is very dif­fer­ent than I. In my youth, I chased girls be­fore I chased the sun. I am but a rogue, who has long lurked in the shad­ows, re­ly­ing on my guile and cun­ning. I am no brawler﻿—on­ly ev­er en­gag­ing in pub fights once or thrice. This Liu Bei of the Red Drag­on has from his very youth been forged in­to a weapon of the Han. He has been trained in mul­ti­ple forms of mar­tial arts, and raised on a di­et of steroids and bio-ge­net­ic en­gi­neer­ing since child­hood. He is among the first of the Chi­nese “Over Men”. He has nev­er known free­dom, as I have known it. Even in my de­cay­ing West, I re­mem­ber a free­dom un­dreamt of in man’s his­to­ry, but this Liu Bei has on­ly known Or­der. Or­der man­i­fests, like a crys­tal har­ness­ing the pow­er of light, a fo­cused en­er­gy which can bring about mass de­vel­op­ment or de­struc­tion. The cen­tral­ized pow­er of Or­der can be put to use for good or evil, for beau­ty or ug­li­ness, for the know­ing or the un­know­ing. Tell me, Rid­er, do the com­mu­nists cre­ate good­ness and beau­ty?

			I charge at him, and he quick­ly dodges. Ev­ery punch I throw meets on­ly the air, and each one is re­turned in kind with sev­er­al strikes to my face. I can bare­ly see out of my left eye, as it has near­ly swollen shut. I walk aim­less­ly from left to right punch­ing in­to the wind. Liu Bei be­gins to laugh. I think of my weak­ness. I think of that lit­tle girl’s face from the grave­yard and the hate holds back the pain. In his over­con­fi­dence, he has left him­self open. I have one shot. The hate erupts in­to chaos, and the chaos is un­leashed as I throw ev­ery­thing in­to a sin­gle punch. He on­ly re­al­izes the dan­ger af­ter I have make con­tact. Liu Bei flies through the air and crash­es in­to the ground, dazed. Now is the time to act! Now is the time to har­ness the hate, to let go and be­come the Berserk­er! I charge him, drunk on fury, land­ing blow af­ter blow. My body filled equal­ly with love and ha­tred. Just as I am about to land my fi­nal strike, he sud­den­ly re­gains his com­po­sure and catch­es my fist in his own, throw­ing me yards away on­to the soil. This time I land on my feet.

			Liu Bei looks up at me in amaze­ment. His hand ex­plores his face as he re­al­izes that he can bleed. I call out to him, “The Han and the Aryan don’t have to be en­e­mies. I wish on­ly to unite the Aryan tribes. We must work to­geth­er to aid Be­ing’s know­ing.” He spits out blood to the ground and cries out, “When you white men came, you aid­ed drug traf­fick­ers. You poi­soned my peo­ple. You en­slaved large swaths of hu­man­i­ty’s pop­u­la­tions with your colo­nial­ism. You are bar­bar­ians.” I give no pause and re­ply, “Man is a wolf to man. Great acts of un­kind­ness run deep in all of our his­to­ries﻿—or have you for­got­ten the corpses that rest in your Great Wall? You are not my en­e­my, Liu Bei. You are on­ly an­oth­er as­pect of Be­ing. We are both ca­pa­ble of the know­ing.” Liu Bei charges me with dead­ly agili­ty, fi­nal­ly launch­ing him­self in­to a fly­ing kick which breaks sev­er­al of my ribs. I kiss the earth once more. I am be­gin­ning to break down. Hate alone can not keep a heart beat­ing. I can not re­al­is­ti­cal­ly win this fight. Even if I may in­jure him, he ul­ti­mate­ly will win. I look to the sun above and smile. Strange how the sat­is­fac­tion lingers. How­ev­er, giv­ing up com­plete­ly seems a lit­tle un­be­com­ing of a Sa­cred Clown.

			I am about to push my­self up off of the ground when sud­den­ly the Semitic gob­lin jumps on my back, flail­ing its dag­ger around dan­ger­ous­ly close to my neck. I roll around and wres­tle with the crea­ture when from no where, the gob­lin is picked up and tossed sev­er­al yards away. Liu Bei stands above me and states, “I told you, this is my fight, you stupid ug­ly gob­lin. Get up, Clown!” As soon as I stand, he be­gins his next as­sault. As I can no longer hold my arms up to de­fend, he lands ev­ery blow, break­ing bones and pound­ing my or­gans un­til I am thrown down once more. I pa­thet­i­cal­ly at­tempt to get back up, as Liu Bei screams out, “Do you see? This is the mas­ter race! You have failed. The earth shall be made beau­ti­ful un­der the heel of the Red Drag­on. The age of the West is over. The age of the East be­gins. Sub­mit to me. Say it, you last son of the west, say it! Tell me I am the mas­ter race!” Sud­den­ly a blade thrusts through Liu Bei’s chest. Liu Bei looks down, and then over his shoul­der, where the Semitic gob­lin leers at him with a vile gaze, push­ing the dag­ger ev­er deep­er.

			I call out to Liu Bei, “Per­haps Sun Tzu should write a les­son on the back­stab­bing na­ture of the Jew?” The gob­lin cuts the throat of Liu Bei and then quick­ly scam­pers my way, but right be­fore it reach­es me, it is cut in two, fall­ing be­tween my legs in a heap of gore. I look up and find you, Rid­er, wield­ing Liu Bei’s Zhan­madao blade. With the last of my strength as I cough up bits of blood, I mut­ter, “You beau­ti­ful bas­tard,” and then ev­ery­thing is dark again.

		
	
		
			
				XI

				The Swamps of Sad­ness

			
			We buried Liu Bei prop­er­ly de­spite our griev­ances with him; for he was still a man, un­like his Semitic gob­lin al­ly, which we left to rot in the sun for the car­rion birds. I do not be­lieve that even ravens would dare eat gob­lin meat. I have learned some­thing from that last bat­tle, Rid­er. It is dif­fi­cult to de­ploy ones hate when one lacks suf­fi­cient rea­son. Com­mu­nism was brought to the Chi­nese. It was the Semitic im­pulse that made its way in­to the ori­ent, like a can­cer. Look at the Great Pro­le­tar­i­an Cul­tur­al Rev­o­lu­tion that dev­as­tat­ed their own con­tin­u­um. How much of their world was for­ev­er lost, be­cause of that Semitic memet­ic poi­son? Near­ly fifty mil­lion peo­ple were de­stroyed in Mao Ze­dong’s Great Leap For­ward. I wish to hon­or Liu Bei, for I have learned from him that I am ill equipped with­out a blade. It was kind of him to leave me his weapon, but be­fore long I shall take up an­oth­er. Our sa­cred com­bat, de­spite my wounds, will on­ly in­crease my ca­pa­bil­i­ties. It is as they say﻿—that which does not kill us, makes us stronger.

			We con­tin­ue our jour­ney through the plains, un­til we ar­rive at the for­est that leads to the Swamp of Sad­ness. Just as we be­gin walk­ing in­to the wood­land, we hear a fa­mil­iar voice call­ing out to us, “Wait! Wait Sa­cred Clown!” From over the hill we see him, my old friend from the pub, the Athe­ist. Fi­nal­ly he reach­es our po­si­tion. As he moves for­ward, at­tempt­ing to catch his breath, he wheezes, “My friend, I can not let you go in­to that swamp and face that de­mon. For you know al­ready that those who en­ter nev­er re­turn. Please my friend, re­al­ize that your new found re­li­gion, this pur­pose that you speak of, is on­ly ar­bi­trar­i­ly fill­ing your own sub­jec­tive void. In truth, the void can not be filled. She, that witch Ni­hilism, lurks in the swamp ahead; and it is said she yearns for the hope­less­ness of men.”

			I stare at him for a mo­ment and then re­tort, “But I am not hope­less or even filled with hope. For I know that my aim is true. I know that the gods will be there, watch­ing and aid­ing my ac­tions.” With a be­wil­dered ex­pres­sion he whis­pers, “The gods?” I turn away from him and look in­to the dark for­est ahead. “Be­ing’s phe­nom­e­na. As I have said be­fore, if it is true that Be­ing yearns to know it­self, then at all times, I am aid­ed by its in­ner work­ings. Faith and hope are use­less against that wretch­ed hag. On­ly ab­so­lute re­solve will bring light back in­to this dread­ed swamp. Come with me, my old friend. The hag has al­ready made her way in­to your heart, dom­i­nat­ing your spir­it. Let us to­day en­deav­or to fell this vile crea­ture.” I be­gin walk­ing for­ward. Come along, Rid­er. The Athe­ist looks right, then left, sighs, then re­luc­tant­ly be­gins to fol­low.

			As we ven­ture deep­er in­to the for­est, springy peat gives way to marshy bog, and a sin­is­ter mist be­gins to set in from all sides. In the dis­tance we see the slow­ly grow­ing light from a lantern, as we pass through ev­er denser thick­et. Sud­den­ly we hear a voice from afar call­ing out: “Go back. There’s noth­ing for you here.” We con­tin­ue to trudge for­ward un­til we find our­selves face to face with an old man, sit­ting in some type of boat, filled with books and news­pa­pers. He cries out to us, “I am the Pes­simist and I know this swamp bet­ter than any man. I came here to find sat­is­fac­tion. How­ev­er sat­is­fac­tion can not be found. For as soon as one finds qual­i­ty in this life, he even­tu­al­ly grows bored with it, toss­es it away and ven­tures to find some new goal. All in the vain pur­suit of sat­is­fac­tion.” I give no pause and re­ply, “Ver­i­ly, it is well that man was equipped with such ten­den­cies. For if he were to re­main in one place, sat­is­fied for too long, he sure­ly would for­get the chase of the sun. It is in the hunt that the new peo­ple will find sat­is­fac­tion. For sat­is­fac­tion is the moun­tain which can nev­er be sur­mount­ed yet must be end­less­ly climbed.” The old man frowns, “Tru­ly, I have been here for days, or has it been weeks? What year is it, again?” I re­ply, “You will soon be free of this place, Pes­simist. For my com­pan­ions and I seek the head of the hag Ni­hilism.” The Pes­simist snorts and scorn­ful­ly cries out, “I said go back you damned fool. There is no hope in this place.” There is a crash of wa­ter. We turn to see the Athe­ist, stum­bling through knee-high mud. “This dread­ed place. Now I’m cov­ered in the muck.” The old man in the boat grins, “It’s just start­ed you dimwit. This place isn’t for ya, and the deep­er you go, the more you will sink.” I go to grab the Athe­ist to help him up to high­er ground. I look him in the eyes and say, “Stay close.” I turn to look at the Pes­simist and call out, “Where is the Sa­cred Sword that lies in this swamp?” The Pes­simist cross­es his arms as he scoffs, “The Sa­cred Sword? I know noth­ing of such myths.”

			We car­ry on in­to the swamp. The Pes­simist con­tin­ues to cry out, “Turn back you fools. This is no place for you!” His echoes through the trees un­til it can no longer be heard. What feels like hours pass as we ven­ture for­ward. The Athe­ist whis­pers, as he lingers be­hind us, “Do you hear that?” I pause and turn to look at him say­ing, “Hear what?” The Athe­ist whis­pers back, “The sounds of the swamp. I hear no an­i­mals. No birds or in­sects. There’s noth­ing. It is a haunt­ing si­lence.” He is right, as on­ly the sounds of our foot steps in the mud can be heard. “We must keep mov­ing.” I re­ply. I am about to keep mov­ing when we hear a strange sound. The Athe­ist whis­pers, “Did you hear that? It sounds like the weep­ing of a lit­tle child.” My eyes widen and I call to him, “Do not dwell on it! We must keep mov­ing.”

			Our par­ty makes its way through this for­sak­en swamp, pass­ing through thick­et and the muck. We fi­nal­ly de­cide to rest as we have trav­elled for hours, yet the swamp has re­mained a con­sis­tent twi­light. Is it day or night, I won­der? The Athe­ist sits on a rock and be­gins to speak, “Are we lost? Per­haps the old hag is just a myth? Are wet socks and boots cov­ered in mud her great­est ar­se­nal of the dark arts?” He be­gins laugh­ing, then paus­es. He rais­es his hand, to point be­hind me. He whis­pers, “Look.” I turn my head, and to my hor­ror, the lit­tle girl from the grave­yard stands just a few feet away. I turn my head back to the Athe­ist and cry out, “Do not talk to it!” The lit­tle girl be­gins to weep. “Please can you help me? I’ve been lost in this swamp for a very long time.”

			The Athe­ist looks to me and states, “You mean that is﻿ ﻿… She? The black witch?” I say noth­ing as my eyes re­main fixed on his. Rid­er, we must be swift for the crea­ture has found us. I grab the Athe­ist by his arm and say, “We need to move.” We quick­ly get our gear to­geth­er and con­tin­ue to trudge through the muck. She con­tin­ues to fol­low us, though she odd­ly has no trou­ble find­ing firm foot­ing. “Why do you men not aid lit­tle girls? Is it be­cause you are self­ish? That does make sense. I mean, the heart of hu­man­i­ty is self­ish­ness, you know? Moth­ers re­al­ly on­ly care for their ba­bies be­cause they share the same ge­net­ic ma­te­ri­al. Un­der­neath all her sup­posed ‘love’ is sim­ply the de­sire to in­def­i­nite­ly car­ry on her own genes. Doesn’t sound very pret­ty when we look at it that way, does it?”

			Hours pass as we move through thorns and deep wa­ter. Still, all the while, the lit­tle girl fol­lows, pe­ri­od­i­cal­ly ask­ing ques­tions. Look­ing for a way in. Sud­den­ly the Athe­ist calls out, “Can we take a break again? I think I’ve in­jured my leg, with how many times I’ve tripped, here in this damned swamp.” He sits on a log and re­moves a boot. The lit­tle girl makes her way near us, for she is very cu­ri­ous about her new friends. The Athe­ist looks to me, then back to the lit­tle girl as he says, “So this is what we have feared for so long? This is the hag Ni­hilism?” He be­gins to laugh as he pulls off his sock say­ing, “So let me get this straight, a lit­tle girl with pes­ter­ing ques­tions, wet boots and a bust­ed knee are what has kept west­ern mankind lost in the abyss? We should have come here soon­er, for the great black witch Ni­hilism is but a myth.” The Athe­ist puts his boots back on and makes his way next to the lit­tle girl. He bends down next to her and says, “You see lit­tle one, the pur­suit of hap­pi­ness was al­ways enough. I knew it. What brings a man joy, is enough to give ones life pur­pose.” He be­gins laugh­ing as he states, “This here friend of mine, thinks you are some­thing aw­ful, but in truth you are as harm­less as a kit­ten. Let it be said that hap­pi­ness con­quered ni­hilism to­day.” He stands back up and be­gins walk­ing his way to­wards our po­si­tion, when sud­den­ly the lit­tle girl re­marks with a twist­ed grin, “Yes. You are a very wise man in­deed. For I am sure if Er­i­ca were still alive, she would com­plete­ly agree with you.”

			The Athe­ist paus­es, then slow­ly turns around. “How do﻿ ﻿… How do you know that name?” The girl stares men­ac­ing­ly in­to his eyes. “She was your sis­ter, cor­rect? I’m sure if she still lived, she would agree with you﻿—that the pur­suit of hap­pi­ness was enough. But I sup­pose she doesn’t ex­ist any­more, so we’ll nev­er know.” The Athe­ist’s gaze re­mains on her, yet he says noth­ing. “It’s al­right. I know you have a lot of guilt for what hap­pened on that night. You know, when those men came to your farm. When they did what they did with her.” The Athe­ist’s eyes widen as he whis­pers, “How do you know of such things?” The lit­tle girl’s grin widens, “You don’t have to feel guilty any more. When those men came in the night, when they raped your sis­ter, you hid your­self be­cause you were afraid. Don’t you know that your fear was just a sur­vival mech­a­nism? Had those two men found you, per­haps you’d be dead too. It was best that she died, rather than you, don’t you agree? You were giv­en so many more years to pur­sue your great task﻿—to gath­er as much hap­pi­ness as pos­si­ble!”

			Sud­den­ly the Athe­ist be­gins to weep. He looks to me and back to the lit­tle girl. “How does she know﻿ ﻿…” I cut him off. “Do not lis­ten to her, Athe­ist! She wants to get in­side your head, you fool! Shut her out!” The lit­tle girl walks clos­er to the Athe­ist un­til she is with­in arms reach. “You shouldn’t har­bor any ha­tred for those two men. Af­ter all, they were seek­ing their own eu­pho­ria. How could you ar­gue that those men’s hap­pi­ness is in any way less valid than your own? Don’t you re­mem­ber how hap­py they looked tak­ing turn, af­ter turn, af­ter turn, af­ter turn, af­ter turn with her?” The Athe­ist smacks the lit­tle girl’s face. He stands back in shock at his own ac­tions. The lit­tle girl be­gins laugh­ing as she clasps her cheeks. She turns her eyes back to his once again, “Yes, it was just mat­ter pen­e­trat­ing mat­ter. Tell me, in those dark years of your youth, when you buried that pain with al­co­hol and drugs, were you not still at­tain­ing your goals? Those opi­ates that bring such ec­sta­sy are re­al­ly no dif­fer­ent than any­thing else that makes a man hap­py. Isn’t it strange that you were able to ac­quire so much ‘hap­pi­ness’, but nev­er felt sat­is­fac­tion?”

			I walk up and put my hand on the Athe­ist’s shoul­der as I say, “Come my dear friend, you must dis­en­gage from her and con­tin­ue for­ward.” We be­gin to move when sud­den­ly the Athe­ist trips and be­gins to sink. We rush to him, grab­bing a hold on his arms, as we strug­gle to keep him up. How strange that we con­tin­ue to have firm foot­ing, right where he sinks. I cry out to the Athe­ist, “You must get her out of your mind! Hold on!” The Athe­ist puts lit­tle ef­fort in­to keep­ing him­self from be­ing sub­merged. The lit­tle girl be­gins to cack­le, “All those years you tried to find pur­pose and hap­pi­ness﻿—for noth­ing! You knew all along that ev­ery­thing’s a big noth­ing. You tried to find pur­pose, from new age re­li­gions to the same old Abra­ham­ic song. Even­tu­al­ly, you found com­fort in the no­tion that you could at­tain knowl­edge from the ma­te­ri­al sci­ences. But look at you. You’re still that mound of bac­te­ria, search­ing for dopamine and sero­tonin. Do you see how ut­ter­ly ab­surd it all re­al­ly is?”

			I leap up and pull out the Zhan­madao blade. In an in­stant I bring it crash­ing down on her neck. As soon as the blade makes im­pact, it is shat­tered in­to pieces. She turns to look at me and states, “How strange that I can not read your mind. I’m not sure if I’ve ev­er even seen men this far out in the marsh be­fore. You are not like your com­pan­ion who sinks. Why have you made your way in­to my swamp?” I look to the ground and see my dear old friend sink­ing fur­ther, even as you, Rid­er, strug­gle to keep him up. I fall back to my knees, putting my hands on his face, just as the muck, reach­es his neck. I cry out, “Don’t you re­mem­ber what I told you, back at the pub, about our pur­pose? Please you have to re­mem­ber!” He sinks fur­ther, slow­ly, un­til just be­fore he is com­plete­ly sub­merged, he whis­pers, “It is but a void.” and with that slips in­to the abyss; the Athe­ist was made no more.

			Tears fall from my eyes, but we have no time to mourn. We must re­lent­less­ly con­tin­ue for­ward. Hours pass as Ni­hilism, wear­ing the mask of a fa­mil­iar lit­tle girl, con­tin­ues to probe our minds. The fur­ther we make our way in­to the swamp, the heav­ier the fog be­comes and the more the lit­tle girl be­comes im­pa­tient with our si­lence. She barks out, “Why are you here? What are you look­ing for? Don’t you know, what­ev­er you find, will not ful­fil you? Go to sleep now. Lay on the ground and let the cold for­giv­ing wa­ters of the marsh em­brace you.” Sud­den­ly she turns her eyes to­wards you, Rid­er. Her face lights up with cu­rios­i­ty, “The know­ing? What is the know­ing? Are you two here to find truth? Do you not know that I was born from that en­deav­or? Am I not what you seek?” She scowls. “Turn around now and take back with you the great truth to your loved ones. Tell them that noth­ing re­al­ly mat­ters and they too can make this swamp their grave. Yes, let my swamp be hu­man­i­ty’s grave­yard!”

			Her eyes re­main on you, Rid­er, as we con­tin­ue to push for­ward un­til sud­den­ly she whis­pers, “The Sa­cred Sword?” and in an in­stant a dark­ness en­velops us both﻿—a dark­ness of both mind and spir­it, as if an un­bear­able weight had been placed up­on our shoul­ders. Now this dread­ed witch knows why we have come to this place. She knows she is in dan­ger and will be re­lent­less with her tor­ment. We con­tin­ue for­ward as she screams in­to our ears, “Men can know noth­ing! Why do you seek know­ing? It is mean­ing­less! Sink where you are! You are no more than bac­te­ria. Do you seek knowl­edge for hap­pi­ness? Why do you not sink? Sink! Sink!” We walk now in knee deep mud that is near­ly im­pos­si­ble to trudge through, how­ev­er to­day we must do the im­pos­si­ble. Each step re­quires an ab­so­lute re­solve in or­der to main­tain one­self from sink­ing in­to the swamp’s em­brace. There, on the hori­zon I see a faint glow. The Sa­cred Sword is not far.

			The lit­tle girl runs di­rect­ly in front of me as she barks, “I see in your thoughts Aphrodite. Do you not re­al­ize that love is just a com­bi­na­tion of chem­i­cals to get genes, to pass to the next gen­er­a­tion? That no one re­al­ly cares about any­one. That love is no dif­fer­ent than any oth­er phe­nom­e­na. It’s just the laws of physics!” I smile look­ing to the lit­tle girl and say, “Then it is well and good that na­ture saw fit to make love one of her laws.” I con­tin­ue press­ing for­ward. The lit­tle girl main­tains her gaze as she reads our minds, slow­ly try­ing to break down our world-view. She grows ev­er more des­per­ate to find a way to sink our pur­pose, that pur­pose that shields us from her do­main, be­fore it can be used to wield the Sa­cred Weapon. For a pur­pose built on faith or hope alone, would not be suf­fi­cient. On­ly a pur­pose built on ab­so­lute re­solve would give pow­er to that long for­got­ten sword that lies buried in this for­sak­en swamp.

			Sud­den­ly she looks to you and speaks, “If Be­ing is gen­er­at­ing to­wards know­ing, then why did the Ger­man fail in his mis­sion, to de­stroy the Ob­fus­ca­tor, dur­ing the Second World War?” We both halt, as if the mud had locked us in place. The lit­tle girl calls out again, “If the Aryan is Be­ing’s great­est lens, then why al­low the Ob­fus­ca­tor a cen­tu­ry of pow­er over the world? Do you not see it is just a noth­ing? You are mere­ly try­ing to Ro­man­ti­cize some­thing that gives your life greater mean­ing. You Aryans and the Semites are mere­ly two forms of bac­te­ria com­pet­ing over re­sources. Do you not see that your very de­sire to bring life to the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um is mere­ly a de­sire for repli­ca­tion and en­er­gy ac­qui­si­tion? Your species on­ly de­sires new hori­zons for the gain of ma­te­ri­als, nec­es­sary to repli­cate. Just as fire burns the for­est, mankind de­vours en­er­gy.”

			I feel weak, Rid­er. Like some black mag­ic sur­rounds me com­plete­ly. I am filled with a deep ap­a­thy that sat­u­rates my skin and bones. How­ev­er, I be­gin mov­ing for­ward again as I call out, “The Ger­man had to fail in his at­tempt to de­stroy the Ob­fus­ca­tor. For the Aryans had to uni­ver­sal­ly live un­der Weimar con­di­tions in or­der to reawak­en and unite them. The failed artist, had to be­come a mar­tyr. The Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um had to be put in­to an en­vi­ron­ment where we all saw the machi­na­tions of the Jew at once. Where we all would suf­fer from com­mu­nism. Where we would all see our chil­dren’s fu­tures tak­en away from them. On­ly then could we move past prim­i­tive pa­tri­o­tism. On­ly then could we be­come the new peo­ple. I look back to you, Rid­er, and see that you no longer move. For you too have be­gun to sink. You have to keep mov­ing! We have a pur­pose. Do not for­get what you have learned. Be­ing yearns to know it­self. To feel it­self. To Be.

			We have to Be, Rid­er. We have to Be. I turn away from you and be­gin mov­ing to­wards the Sa­cred Sword, which lies on­ly a few steps away. The mud has be­come like ce­ment. Each step re­quir­ing all my strength. The lit­tle girl walks up next to me and whis­pers, “You can’t even con­vince your own friend, and yet you would think you could con­vince an en­tire race of man? Dwell on that, my friend. For man is such a beast, that even if he was to be giv­en truth, he would on­ly shit and piss on it. He can on­ly know noth­ing. That this re­al­i­ty, is a noth­ing. When he dies there is noth­ing. Your pur­suit to save your peo­ple is just an­oth­er cop­ing mech­a­nism to deal with my ex­is­tence.” I fall to the ground. My left hand and knees sub­merged in the muck. With my right hand I des­per­ate­ly reach out to the Sa­cred Sword’s hilt, in vain. With all of my strength I at­tempt to pull my arm from the muck, but it is use­less. I have be­gun to sink too. I reach to the bro­ken Zhan­madao blade on my belt and be­gin cut­ting in­to my arm. I will free my­self of this swamp one way or the oth­er. I laugh to my­self﻿—I have been one armed be­fore. The lit­tle girl runs up kick­ing the blade from my hand, and screech­es, “What a fool you are. What log­ic is this?! You strug­gle like a wild beast. Are you not man, an an­i­mal en­dowed with rea­son? Just sink and ac­cept re­al­i­ty for what it is.” I be­gin to weep like mad. If I can not even con­vince you, Rid­er, how can I hope to con­vince the world? Have I be­gun to de­vel­op hope and hope­less­ness? Have I lost that sure­ty that I brought with me, here where the an­i­mals refuse to con­gre­gate and make beau­ti­ful chil­dren? Where thorns but no flow­ers line the hori­zon. Why have I led my com­pan­ions here in­to this ac­cursed swamp? I have turned us all in­to just an­oth­er part of the abyss.

		
	
		
			
				XII

				The Re­turn of the Aryan

			
			“Wake up.” My eyes open to re­veal Ni­hilism, wear­ing the mask of the lit­tle girl from the grave­yard. She smiles sweet­ly at me, “You were sleep­ing again. Look, your friend has sunk even fur­ther, yet you still re­main ex­act­ly where you were. I must say I am com­plete­ly per­plexed. Do you know how long you’ve been at this, try­ing to break free from the muck? Three days now. For three days you have strug­gled like a wild beast. Sure­ly you’ve dis­lo­cat­ed your shoul­der, from how many times you’ve reached for that sa­cred weapon, in vain. What could com­pel a man to yearn for some­thing so re­lent­less­ly, that he knows he’ll nev­er grasp?” I turn to­wards you, Rid­er, and see that you are now half­way sub­merged. I look back to the sa­cred weapon and once again push my­self for­ward. How­ev­er, I am still caught in the swamp’s em­brace, as it ev­er re­con­structs me in­to its own form. My blue-black veins and eyes shroud­ed in deep pur­ple, make clear the fact that I have be­gun to with­er. I am slow­ly be­com­ing the de­cay.

			Ni­hilism be­gins again, “Did you know that the par­ents of this lit­tle girl, up­on find­ing out she was slain by a Mo­hammedan ghoul, did not ral­ly to your cause? In fact, they were res­o­lute­ly against you, even af­ter the death of their pre­cious child. They would soon­er spit on you, who wears a crim­son cloak of a dead ide­ol­o­gy, than they would the mur­der­er of their off­spring. You are hat­ed ev­ery­where you go, by all vari­a­tions of your kind. Rest now. You have ven­tured so far for noth­ing, re­al­ly. Why waste your con­scious hours fight­ing for a peo­ple that wish to ex­tin­guish them­selves?” Sud­den­ly I be­gin to sink. I close my eyes, low­er­ing my head and arm. She is right. Ni­hilism whis­pers in my ear, “Of course I am right.”

			My eyes re­open, I gnash my teeth and once again fran­ti­cal­ly lunge for­ward. She sighs, lean­ing back, “It’s a pity, re­al­ly. I don’t have many peo­ple come this far in­to my do­main, and few­er still stay afloat long enough to car­ry on a good con­ver­sa­tion. You’ve man­aged to re­main above the sur­face longer than any oth­er man I’ve known, and yet, you won’t even give me more than a few words. Tru­ly, it can be quite lone­ly, here in the abyss. But I sup­pose si­lence is most be­fit­ting us; we, the shad­ows who dwell in the Swamp of Sad­ness. Per­haps di­a­logue is over­rat­ed. In­deed, mankind’s en­tire his­to­ry, is but a mur­mur­ing in­to the void. Whis­pers in a sea of noth­ing.”

			My hand still reach­es out for the sa­cred blade, but I am too far. To think, we have come all this way, on­ly to drown in ap­a­thy be­fore the al­tar of pur­pose. Please for­give me, Rid­er. I be­gin to sink fur­ther in­to the muck. My hand re­mains out­stretched, when sud­den­ly, I see a moth gen­tly flut­ter be­fore and be­tween my fin­gers. What are you do­ing out here, lit­tle moth? Have you trav­elled with us all this way? Then please for­give me too, for I have led you to a marsh that on­ly knows sor­row. Why would such a pret­ty thing like your­self, wish to wind up here in this most dread­ed of places, so far from your task, the chase of the flame?

			“The flame.” I mut­ter. My eyes re­fo­cus be­hind the danc­ing moth, past my free hand and the Sa­cred Sword, be­tween the trees and there, out on the hori­zon, I be­hold the glo­ri­ous red Sun. Some­how its rays of light have found their way in­to this realm of shad­ows. Tears stream from my with­ered eyes as I whis­per, “Thank you.” I low­er my head and weep. Sud­den­ly I hear a melody, cry­ing out from the dis­tance. The voice of a wom­an. Per­haps there are an­gels af­ter all, and it is time for my spir­it to de­part this world, guid­ed to heav­en or hell by the will of Christ’s emis­sary. No it can’t be, for this place was built over the grave of God and his an­gels. How could such be­ings tread near this place with­out ceas­ing to be en­tire­ly? I must be imag­in­ing things, yet, there it is again. That melody, on­ly now there are many more wom­en singing along. Slow­ly, as the voic­es draw near, I be­gin to make out the words, “To be, to be, to be!” I whis­per out, “To be?”

			Ni­hilism looks to me and asks, “What did you say?” My eyes re­main com­plete­ly fix­at­ed on the im­mor­tal star, as its light slips through my fin­gers. Sud­den­ly I hear a cho­rus of men cry out, “Eu­rope end­less!” fol­lowed by the wom­en once again, “To be, to be, to be!” Ni­hilism ap­proach­es me and with a con­fused ex­pres­sion says, “Why do you look that way? As if you were be­guiled by some great sight.” She looks out at the Sun. “Is it that orb, in the sky? A near per­fect sphere of hot plas­ma, pow­ered by nu­cle­ar fu­sion re­ac­tions in its core? That’s the thing that gives you pur­pose?” She be­gins to laugh. The cho­rus that had swayed back and forth from men to wom­en fi­nal­ly con­verges as they cry out to­geth­er, “End­less­ness! End­less­ness! End­less­ness!”

			I don’t know why, but I be­gin to sing along with them. Though this Sa­cred Clown may lack a song­bird’s voice, still, I too shall sing with them. For I see now, this is mere­ly the song of the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um. Those old words and notes that had strug­gled in dis­so­nance and im­ma­tu­ri­ty for so long, now fi­nal­ly to­geth­er form­ing a grand har­mo­ny. What is this lan­guage that they speak? It is not of my own tongue, yet I know its mean­ing. Is this Rus­sian or Ger­man? Is it Greek or Latin? Is it Pro­to-In­do-Eu­ro­pean? No, it is the fu­ture lan­guage. Some dis­tant tongue not yet born, which the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um will adopt, in or­der to en­sure sur­vival. A new meme, forged from the de­sire to uni­fy a con­cept and a peo­ple. One peo­ple, with one ide­ol­o­gy. To be.

			My whis­pers slow­ly be­come a shout as my arm re­mains stretched out­ward, formed in­to a Ro­man salute, heil­ing the red Sun. I cry once more, “End­less­ness! End­less­ness! End­less­ness!” Sud­den­ly I be­gin to feel my legs mov­ing, as if the swamp had lost its grip and I was once again free to move to­wards my en­deav­or. Up­on see­ing my body be­gin to budge, Ni­hilism calls out, “What are you singing? Don’t you know notes are just vi­bra­tions in the air that bring about sero­tonin? Is this your re­quiem? Don’t you know you’re just ro­man­ti­ciz­ing your end? You’re just bac­te­ria. There’s no pur­pose to be­ing! There’s no pur­pose to Be­ing!”

			Then, all of a sud­den, the swamp is sat­u­rat­ed in a blind­ing light. Like a flock of doves, whose wings shim­mer as the stars above, fly­ing out­ward in all di­rec­tions. A flood of end­less light, ra­di­at­ing from the Sa­cred Sword, raised high above my head, at long last free from the old tree’s stump. For buried in the light of that sa­cred weapon was the yearn­ing. That deep im­pulse, from the heart of Be­ing, that sought the know­ing. The same way that can­dle light gives clar­i­ty to the dark room, so too the light of the Sa­cred Sword gave un­der­stand­ing as to this para­mount task. It re­vealed to the Aryan the Phe­nom­e­non of Man. In the light, the re­al face of Ni­hilism is re­vealed. A pu­trid de­formed hag. As the light beams across her skin, she be­gins to burn. She cries out, “Who are you?” I shout out to her in this ac­cursed swamp, “I am the Last Son of the West, and I have come to free the Eu­ro­pean con­tin­u­um from your spell!” In an in­stant I bring the sword down on her, and be­fore the blade can even reach her skin she dis­in­te­grates in­to smoke and ash, lost to the four winds. The weapon con­tin­ues to beam wild­ly as I wrap it up in a makeshift leather scab­bard. My eyes, still slight­ly blind­ed by the light of the Sa­cred Sword, slow­ly re­gain fo­cus. To my sur­prise the swamp has been fun­da­men­tal­ly changed. Where there once were thorns, there now lies on­ly flow­ers﻿—as if the whole swamp had dis­ap­peared, re­placed by a cor­nu­copia of sounds and col­ors. I see a squir­rel as it darts past my foot, and the air is full of the buzzing of bees and the chirp­ing of bird­song. I look back to you, Rid­er, and see that you still live, al­beit half buried in the dirt. Come my old friend, for the chase of the Sun awaits us.

			I pull you up, out of the dry dirt, and we make our way back from whence we came. Sud­den­ly I hear the sound of mum­bling. To my de­light, we are once more met with my old friend the Athe­ist. He strug­gles as he is buried in a bed of flow­ers, his mouth filled with var­i­ous plants and clumps of moss. Af­ter he spits out the last bits of dirt he speaks, “So I was wrong? There tru­ly is an af­ter­life? Is this heav­en or hell?” I smile as I re­ply to him, “It is nei­ther heav­en nor hell. I know it by no oth­er name than Be­ing. Come, let us aid this Be­ing, in its en­deav­or to know it­self.” I reach out my hand, in or­der to help him, as he re­turns to his feet. The Athe­ist looks left and right then whis­pers “What hap­pened to this place? Where did the swamp go, and what of that dread­ful hag Ni­hilism? Will she soon come back our way?” I em­brace him with a smile. “No. For to­day marks both the death of Ni­hilism and the re­turn of the Aryan.”
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			Non-au­thor­ship ac­tiv­i­ties per­formed on pub­lic do­main items﻿—so-called “sweat of the brow” work﻿—don’t cre­ate a new copy­right. That means no­body can claim a new copy­right on a pub­lic do­main item for, among oth­er things, work like dig­i­ti­za­tion, markup, or ty­pog­ra­phy. Re­gard­less, to dis­pel any pos­si­ble doubt on the copy­right sta­tus of this ebook, Stan­dard Ebooks L3C, its con­trib­u­tors, and the con­trib­u­tors to this ebook re­lease this ebook un­der the terms in the CC0 1.0 Uni­ver­sal Pub­lic Do­main Ded­i­ca­tion, thus ded­i­cat­ing to the world­wide pub­lic do­main all of the work they’ve done on this ebook, in­clud­ing but not lim­it­ed to meta­da­ta, the ti­tlepage, im­print, colophon, this Un­copy­right, and any changes or en­hance­ments to, or markup on, the orig­i­nal text and art­work. This ded­i­ca­tion doesn’t change the copy­right sta­tus of the un­der­ly­ing works, which, though be­lieved to al­ready be in the U.S. pub­lic do­main, may not yet be in the pub­lic do­main of oth­er coun­tries. We make this ded­i­ca­tion in the in­ter­est of en­rich­ing our glob­al cul­tur­al her­itage, to pro­mote free and li­bre cul­ture around the world, and to give back to the un­re­strict­ed cul­ture that has giv­en all of us so much.

		
	epub/images/cover.jpg
ALWAYS
1THE
HORIZON






epub/toc.xhtml

		
			Table of Contents


			
						
					Titlepage
				


						
					Imprint
				


						
					Dedication
				


						
					I: The Graveyard
				


						
					II: The Inconsistency of Man
				


						
					III: The Old Pub
				


						
					IV: Aphrodite and the Lagoon of Nymphs
				


						
					V: Reckless Abandon and the Inner Mode of Being
				


						
					VI: The Obfuscator
				


						
					VII: The Republiphant at the End of the World
				


						
					VIII: The Fourth Punic War
				


						
					IX: The Vampiric Bankers and Their Great Anti-Semite
				


						
					X: The Red Dragon
				


						
					XI: The Swamps of Sadness
				


						
					XII: The Return of the Aryan
				


						
					Colophon
				


						
					Uncopyright
				


			


		
		
			Landmarks


			
						
					Titlepage
				


						
					Imprint
				


						
					Always the Horizon
				


						
					Colophon
				


						
					Uncopyright
				


			


		
	

epub/images/titlepage.png
ALWAYS
THE HORIZON

MURDOCH MURDOCH





epub/images/logo.png





