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A podcast for the lost arts,
reclaiming the literary Holy Land
from the heathen

@ NewWrite



RAW EGG NATIONALIST Your editor
“Hello, my little hobbit friends”

ello, my little hobbit
friends. Pull up a
seat. Welcome back
to DARK ELF'S
WORLD. In the
spirit of openness and transparency
exemplified by the FBI's release of the
Mar-a-Lago affidavit, here's what's in
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@babygravy9

Wonderful stuff, eh? B

WANT TO WRITE FOR
MAN’S WORLD?

Here at Man’s World, we're always looking for new
contributors to dazzle, inform and amuse our readership,
which now stands in the hundreds of thousands.

If you have an idea for an article, of any kind, or even a

new section or regular feature, d
contact either by tweeting @baby
email to mansworldmagazine@p

Generally, the word limit for arti
we will accept longer and (much)
warranted. Take a look at the sec
guidance and inspiration.
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34 MEDITATIONS
The MAN'S WORLD opinion section, with essays on a wide variety of contemporary subjects

56 ETERNAL PHYSIQUE
RAW EGG NATIONALIST tells the story of Clancy Ross, the original powerbuilder

62 THE CURSE OF KNOWLEDGE
STONE AGE HERBALIST returns to MAN'S WORLD with the story of Richard Hoskins, an
academic who was consumed by the darkness he studied

77 BEOWULF
Exclusive samples, including finished drawings and preliminary sketches, from MIKE
VINSON's amazing graphic version of Beowulf

89 THE 39 STEPS
The serialisation of the first book in the MAN'S WORLD CLASSICS series continues

99 AS BAD AS THEY COME
DETECTIVE WOLFMAN:'s latest: a 1950s Hollywood noir with a thrilling supernatural twist

109 TILTING AT BLACKPILLS

The second essay in the new MAN'S WORLD COUNTERBLASTS series. RAW EGG
NATIONALIST asks whether there really is an epidemic of "blackpilled” writers today and
what it means to be a "dissident right" artist

120 JOHN SINGER SARGENT
A retrospective on the work of painter John Singer Sargent

129 DEAR MR THIEL
A heartfelt letter from WILLIAM WHEELWRIGHT to the man who holds the purse strings

135 TRADITION
An exclusive new translation of an essay by Ernst Jiinger

144 SCOTOPHOBIA
Master of suspense RICHARD POE returns with another mind-bending short story

160 THE MAN OF ACTION
Has Vladimir Putin become that most dangerous kind of leader, the man of action? Essay by
BIG SERGEI
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175 EINHERJAR MANGA
An exclusive extract from DIDRIK MAGNUS-ANDRESEN's stunning manga version of the
Einherjar Saga

192 NOOR BIN LADIN IN CONVERSATION WITH
MAN'S WORLD's correspondent supremo NOOR BIN LADIN returns to interview RAW
EGG NATIONALIST about his new book The Eggs Benedict Option and much, much more

215 A PRIMER ON CIVIL RELIGION
An exclusive extract from SECOND CITY BUREAUCRAT's fantastic new substack

234 HUMAN.EXE
If a man's life could be reduced to code, what would it look like?

242 THE LOS ANGELES DYSTOPIAN MILE
An essay on one of the most iconic skylines in movie history

261 MAN'S WORLD FOOD
Two recipes to make sure you never have an excuse not to eat liver again, and an exclusive
feature on SELO OLIVE, Croatia's premier family-run olive-oil company

292 FROM THE ARCHIVES

A new feature from MAN'S WORLD: we reprint a classic essay. This issue: T.E. Hulme's
"Classicism and Romanticism", an essay which influenced an entire generation of reactionary
artists and thinkers, including the great T.S. Eliot

308 THAT PARTY AT LONSDALE'S
An hilarious new story from ZERO HP LOVECRAFT, as he imagines the surreal after-party
for Alex Lee Moyer's new film about the late Nasim Aghdam

...AND MUCH MORE

NOOR BIN LADIN

In conversation with
The MAN'S WORLD Interview: RAW EGG NATIONALIST
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i}; Tim Wise &

I Any MAGAt who advocates violence
' in response to Trump facing justice
should be arrested now. Free
MW speech does not give you the right e
to advocate violence. Arrest them.
Crush them. Make their children
functional orphans. End them.

ANYONE WHO BELIEVES THAT THE
(0BVIOUSLY POLITICALLY MOTIVATED)
TRUMP RAID IS POLITICAL IS ADVOCATING
VIOLENCE.

= ANYONE ADVOCATING VIOLENCE NEEDS
TO BE VIOLENTLY KIDNAPPED, TORTURED,
CASTRATED AND MURDERED IN COLD 8BLOOD.
ANYONE.
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(Seriously. It's only an egg.)



RAMOS GIN FIZZ

An egg-white brunch cla

WHAT YOU NEED

2 ounces gin

3/4 ounce simple syrup
1/2 ounce heavy cream
1/2 ounce lemon juice, fresh-
ly squeezed

1/2 ounce lime juice, freshly
squeezed

3 dashes orange flower water
1 fresh egg white

Club soda, chilled, to top

OU NEED TO DO

he gin, simple syrup, "‘ '

emon and llme
nge flower water

fol 0 a shaker
.L m’% ously for

-

- -
dd ice and shake for at least -

30 seconds, until well-chilled. -

Orange Strain into a tall glass.

flower water,
otherwise known as Pour a little bit of club soda

orange blossom watle;{ﬂe back and forth between the

1d be readily ava 1
;th :1)1\2 supermarket. A small empty halves of the shaker

amount of orange juice or tins to pick up any residual

even orange liquer like R R
triple sec or Cointreau gg ,
can be used

instead.
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The Honeysuckle Bower, Peter
Paul Rubens (c.1609)
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Explore details of
" animal scat




W Po,

Who Poo is a new wildlife app for hikers,
dogwalkers, hunters and outdoorsmen. Designed for
Americans who don’t always fit in an urban cage, let’s
make it a Who Poo summer! Containing an
interactive library, Who Poo explores wild animals
and their scat near you. Who Poo uses your location
to show animals that may be nearby. A filter feature
in the library allows users (o input scat dimensions
and animal track features to find matching wildlife.
The library includes photos from President
Theodore Roosevell’s North American hunling
journals. Who Poo users can also upload their own
photos to complete the in-app encyclopedia. Who
Poo is currently free and available for download
from Google Play and Apple slores.

whopooapp.com






Vercingetorix Throws Down His
Arms at the Feet of Julius Caesar,
Lionel Noel Royer (1899)

Words: LEO IETHRONIS B
(@leo_caesaris H’




AV

aius Julius Caesar

was a proud Roman

from a good family,

descended from the

Trojan prince Aene-
as, son of Venus. His uncle Marius,
known as the “Third Founder of
Rome”, named Caesar a priest of
Jupiter. He would have the honor of
living near and tending to the great
temple. This made the military, and
therefore political life, forbidden to
him.

After emerging victorious
from the ongoing civil war, Sulla
the Dictator stripped Caesar of his
rank. He further demanded that
he divorce his wife. Caesar refused.
Instead, he chose exile and adven-
ture in the provinces by joining the
army, which was now open to him.
As he was crossing the Alps with his
companions, they had snickered at
the idea that the barbarian villages
they were passing through could
host any political intrigues. Caesar
replied: “T would rather be the first
man here than the second in Rome.”

Caesar suffered from ill health
for most of his life. The military was
his treatment. He preferred to sleep
outdoors in the open air, march dai-
ly, and keep a simple diet in order
to preserve and strengthen his body.
In Cadiz, where the great Phoeni-
cian temple to Hercules stood, he
came across a statue of Alexander
the Great. Dumbstruck before it,
lost in his thoughts, he finally burst
into tears. His friends questioned
him. He replied: “Do you not think
it is a matter for sorrow that while
Alexander, at my age, was already
king of so many people, I have not
yet achieved any success?”

Upon Sulla’s death, he returned
home with great ambition. His
inheritance had been confiscated
and he could only purchase a simple
home in a crowded area of the city.
He started as an advocate in the
public courts and acquired political
rank. He then ran for the highest re-
ligious position of the state, the high
priest or Pontifex Maximus. He was
now an outsider taking on a large,

MAN'’S WORLD ISSUE 8

well-established political machine.
To fight it he greatly indebted him-
self, borrowing money from Italian
merchants, and used the proceeds
to shower the destitute men of in-
fluence with bribes or favors. There
was no turning back: he was risking
everything again. On the day of
the election, he greeted his mother:
“Mother, today you shall see your
son either Pontifex Maximus or an
exile” Caesar triumphed and was
granted the pontifical residence on
the Sacred Way in the Forum.
During the Catiline conspir-
acy, the conservative faction, the
Optimates, led by Cato and Cicero
demanded the death penalty for the
conspirators. As every senator rose
in favor one by one, Caesar stood
up alone and gave a speech decry-
ing that there was nothing tradi-
tional about putting men with great
names to death without trial. The
speech swayed many of the senators
before Cato rose up and denounced
Caesar as being part of the conspir-
acy himself. He claimed he had seen
Caesar receive a note surely written
by one of the suspects. He demand-
ed it be read aloud. Caesar opened
the note and read a love letter from
Servillia, Catos sister. Neverthe-
less, senators walked back to Cato’s
camp and the sentence was carried
out. For his affront and defence of
republican norms, Cicero’s men at-
tacked Caesar with drawn swords in
the senate house. His friends rallied
around him and shielded him.
When he tried to tackle the
corruption of the oligarchs while
he was serving as praetor, he was
again threatened with violence and
the Senate stripped him of his office
by decree. In response, he headed
home, dismissed his bodyguards,
and put away his toga. In despair
of the political climate of the time,
Caesar intended to retire. But
the next morning, the angry and
riotous people of Rome arrived at
his house intent on reinstating him
back to power. He calmed them
and held them back. The Senate,

alarmed, commended him in re-
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sponse, and in fear of his popularity
restored him to his office.

Being hampered by the Op-
timates and deeply in debt, he
masterminded an alliance with the
richest man in Rome and the most
prominent general to overwhelm
the political sphere. His reward was
to be granted three provinces to
govern, including Cisalpine Gaul
bordering the most feared enemies
of Rome who had once sacked the
city. Finally, he could make his
fortune. When the Helvetii burned
their own villages and threatened
to cross into the province, Caesar
mustered his legions and arrived
at the Rhone in seven days. After
crushing some of the tribesmen
into full retreat, the rest attacked
his position by surprise. His men
brought him a horse. He then de-
clared, “This horse, I will use for the
pursuit after my victory; but now
let us go against the enemy”, before
leading the march on foot. He next
marched on an army of Germans
that was threatening to cross the
Rhine, and became the first Roman
to do so instead. Not satisfied with
his victory, he landed in Britannia
amidst storms and dangerous seas.
On the way back to Gaul, when a
legion had drifted towards German
lands, he marched for days to save
his men from being encircled in en-
emy territory. This was a testament
to Caesar’s men’s discipline and
utmost loyalty to their general. The
great spoils of the campaign were
sent back to Rome for the benefit of
the people.

After continued attacks by the
Senate towards his dignity and hon-
or, including the denial of his prop-
er rights and triumphs, the Senate
finally declared him an enemy of
the state. In 49 BC, after many
attempts to reconcile and compro-
mise, Caesar crossed the Rubicon
and marched on Rome. His own
right hand man Labienus defected
to the Pompeian side. Caesar, ever
magnanimous, sent him his bag-
gage and coin. Pompey Magnus and
the Senate fled to Greece to raise



their eastern troops. Caesar had to
act and decided to pursue. With
great confidence they had placed
the Adriatic fleet, meant to block-
ade the sea, in winter quarters. The
seas were treacherous at that time of
year and crossing would be suicide.
But it wasn’t winter and only Caesar
knew this because he was in charge
of the calendar’s drift caused by the
pontiffs' negligence. He knew it was
actually the end of Autumn and
while it was dangerous, it could be
done. He crossed with seven legions
and landed in Greece.

Caesar observed the bodies of
his countrymen lining the fields
of battle on that fateful day at
Pharsalus. The Pompeian cavalry
was torn to pieces, and routed by
Caesar’s hidden cohort on the right
flank, followed by the rest of the
army against the river. “They would
have it so. Even I, Gaius Caesar,
after so many great deeds, should
have been found guilty in their
courts, if I had not turned to my
army for help.” Many of the serv-
ants in the Pompeian camp were
slaughtered, but the soldiers were
welcomed into Caesar’s legions.

As for those prominent men who
had risen against him — Cicero,
Brutus - they were forgiven. While
crossing the Hellespont with a small
boat, Caesar met Lucius Cassius
who was commanding ten warships.
Caesar urged him to surrender, and
Cassius sued for mercy which was
granted.

Pompey fled to Egypt to ask the
child pharaoh Ptolemy for help. In-
stead, he was assassinated to please
a pursuing Caesar, who instead
met the news with fury and sad-
ness. Caesar realized that the true
power in Egypt was the pharaoh’s
eunuchs, who would undoubtedly
betray Rome. And thus he became
embroiled with a dynastic dispute
between the young regent and his
sister Cleopatra, who gave Caesar
a son. Caesar was forced to fight
a brutal siege. While assaulting
the bridge leading to the island of
the Great Lighthouse, the Roman

troops had to take to the sea and re-
treat. As his small skiff was overrun
with fleeing soldiers, Caesar took off
his armor, jumped in the bay and
swam for 300 meters while hold-

ing documents in one hand, and
clenching his cloak with his teeth so
the enemy could not capture it as a
trophy.

Amidst the Civil War, distant
provinces were beginning to chal-
lenge the authority of the Roman
people. This was the case of Phar-
naces II, ruler of the Bosphoran
Kingdom once subdued by Pom-
pey. The king took his chances and
advanced on Anatolia. Caesar could
not ignore an ally of Rome seizing
its very lands. He marched off from
Egypt into Asia Minor, through
the Levant. In typical fashion, he
advanced at lightning pace by fore-
going supplies. Finally, Caesar and
Pharnaces met head on at Zela. The
armies deployed on two opposing
steep hills. Caesar began building
his camp and only had one line
deployed on the front. Pharnaces
then descended from his hill and
started moving towards the Roman
camp. Caesar laughed at the sight,
saying that Pharnaces must think
them fools to fall for such a feint.
He stopped laughing once Phar-
naces reached the foot of the hill,
however. The Romans sounded the
alarm and what was left on the front
formed a makeshift line. There was
total panic, and Caesar’s men fought
out of desperation. Pharnaces’ char-
iots went back and forth harassing
them. But in the end, the Romans
used the higher ground advantage
and pushed through with brute
strength.

Finally, the right line had a
breakthrough and slowly Pharnaces'
center collapsed and he fled. But
Caesar had no time for such things
and sent the Governor of Asia after
him. He had more important games
to play. Pompey's campaigns in the
East had lasted for years, and he
was one of Rome's most celebrated
generals. Caesar’s reconquest had
taken three days. So a report of the
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campaign was sent to the Senate
and was distributed all around

Italy. It contained only three words.
"Veni, Vidi, Vici": I came, I saw, I
conquered. Finally reaching the end
of the war, he met his old friend La-
bienus once again at Munda. There
followed a battle Caesar described
as “fighting for his very life”. Labi-
enus fell, and Caesar sent men to
retrieve his body. He was buried
with full honors.

Caesar fought and marched
with his men, at the front. He
dictated eloquent and celebrated
writings on campaign. He braved
terrain that no Roman before him
had dared to take on. When his
men were tired or threatened to
mutiny, a mere look of disappoint-
ment launched them into pleas
of forgiveness. There was no con-
quered enemy he did not forgive.
There was no land he marched upon
which he did not conquer. There
were no tribes which he did not de-
feat. Even the very divine queen of
Egypt fell before his charm. His sac-
rilegious assassination kickstarted
the creation of the greatest empire
in human history. He had reached
the peak of glory, and his name
resonates forever along the halls of
history. If you seek a man to admire,
what better man than Caesar?
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“Visitors from Overseas”
Nicholas Roerich,1901

QOil on canvas
Tretyakov Gallery, Moscow
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Here at HaterAid, we help shitposters turn
their lives around.
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Sweet saccharine figures of the past be gone! Lee Lawrie
obliterates all sentimental niceties and hits you right
between the eyes with this virile behemoth. Retvrners
everywhere capitulate to the brutal brawny aesthetic of this
modernist masterpiece. Lawrie summoned a titan into our
mere mortal realm. “Atlas” now forever echoes his fierce
struggle to hold up the heavens, an archetypal celebration
of endurance.

The exaggerated musculature, stylised facial
features and body parts of the bronze sculpture
are hallmarks of the Art Deco movement. Law-
rie is not getting bogged down in the details
but rather is thinking holistically about the
broader composition and the power it emits.
This is a terrific example of a confident and
life-affirming sculpture that will continue to
resonate down through the ages.

“Atlas” sums up exactly what I like about early
Modernism, there was the wish
to bring the perennial elements
into the now and reimagine
them in a savagely modernistic
and vital way. It wasn't nostalgia
or petty escapism, it was main-
taining a true root to the story of
our civilization and keeping that
fire alive. If artists were doing it
then, we can do it now and truly
dream again. @

Visit fendevilliers.com. Fen tweets
@fendevilliers
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Lee Lawrie
“Atlas”

1937
Bronze
15m
6,400kg




MEDITATIONS I

ON

Celebration of counterculture for its own sake is just a gesture of
futility, say AENEAS TACTICUS MINOR

L,
%%ﬁﬁq”
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ou don't want to be a

counterculture. You

want to be a culture.

The whole point of

a counterculture is
to replace a culture. Otherwise
it's pointless. If you're celebrating
counterculture for its own sake
you're celebrating how weak you
are. Either you've been defeated
or you've failed. Or else you're
lying to yourself and claiming
that somehow your ghetto or your
shtetl or your wasteland Indian
reservation with a trailer park be-
side the casino and empty broken
refrigerators lying around in the
grass for decoration is somehow
just as good as the real culture.

You want to get the fuck out
of a counterculture, unless youre
using it to infiltrate, subvert and
dominate the dominant culture.
Otherwise you might as well be
like those kids you see on docu-
mentaries sometimes. You know
the ones. They all have Foetal
Alcohol Syndrome and sit around
in Indian reservations on Friday
nights with a plastic goldfish bag
tull of liquid diesel fuel so they
can take turns inhaling the fumes
through a cardboard tube.

Yep, sometimes huffing Lysol
just isn’t satisfying when it comes
to killing brain cells and trans-
porting you to sweet oblivion so
you feel like have to get high oft
something you siphoned out of a
pick-up truck with a straw in the
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casino parking lot, and then in-
hale it through a leftover toilet roll
to prove just how little you give

a shit anymore about your life or
anything else. That’s basically what
it feels like to be proud of a coun-
terculture. You might as well just
say it openly: you're too chicken
for suicide.

A lot of people used to think
‘punk’ is ‘cool’ They still see
something dangerous, manly and
rebellious in punk rock because it
sounds so aggressive. Old people
don’t understand it and tell you
to turn it down if you play it too
loud. That doesn’t prove anything.
Punk isn’t cool. It’s even less cool
than jazz.

‘Cool’ as a description
shouldn’t be used anymore any-
way. It’s a debased currency, like
every single other currency in
this wreck of a world that was left
behind after World War Two. At
least we still know what it means.

‘Cool’ is an attitude. It shows
strength, power and poise. Also
manliness. It’s not just a manly
attitude, it's a high-testosterone,
low-anxiety, low-neurosis man-
liness. Nothing can overpower
you if you're ‘cool, and when you
are you have so much power over
women you don't need to talk
about it. They just come to you
whether they like it or not. And if
you reject them they're fine. They
understand, even if they’re bitter
and resentful, and cry themselves



‘COOL’ AS A DESCRIPTION SHOULDN'T BE USED ANYMORE

to sleep. You were right to reject
them and they know it.

If you're cool, you're fine with
danger. You can take care of your-
self.

Cigarettes are cool, smoking is
cool, but addiction to smoking is
not. Quitting smoking and gaining
twenty pounds in three weeks is
not cool. Getting pissed off be-
cause you haven't had a cigarette
all day isn’t cool either. Getting
pissed off is never cool, as you
know. Neither is heart disease,
emphysema, lung cancer, throat
cancer or being out of breath
when you walk up two flights of
stairs. Chain smoking is never
cool, except chain smoking does
sort of look cool in a movie.

Cocaine is also cool. You have
to be cool to know where to find
cocaine without begging people to
give you some of theirs. Knowing
multiple cocaine dealers is always
cool, and buying cocaine properly
is cool too. Especially when you
pay cash for it and the dealer pre-
tends to be your friend, and you
have other people relying on you
to get them high, and you spread
out the powder yourself on a clean
pocket mirror, cut it up with a
credit card, chop it into snortable
lines and then pull out a smooth,
crisp banknote in a large denom-
ination, roll it up like an expert,
and offer it like a gentleman to
the ladies first so they each snort
a line, because secretly they’re all
nervous and aren’t brave enough

to have any without being invited.

Knowing how to find cocaine
and use it is cool. Actually using
it isn’t cool. It makes you angry,
violent and boring, and you get
cold sweats and grind your teeth,
and you don’t know when to shut
up, and either your dick gets so
small you're afraid it’s going to
shrivel up and fall off like a wart,
or else it might creep back inside
your balls and go into reverse, like
the dick equivalent of your belly
button going from an ‘innie’ to an
‘outie; except it’s going from ‘outie’
to ‘innie’

If that doesn’t happen, your
dick not only gets hard, it gets
too hard, and it's grown so
much you’re afraid it’s going to
break open the dickskin, which
is stretched so tight it’s starting
to hurt, and there’s a little blue
vein running underneath and
on the left side and it’s throbbing
painfully and you're afraid it’s
turned black. The whole dickskin
is bright-red and shiny and you
could swear it actually glows.
When cocaine does this to you
you probably shouldn’t have sex
because you already don't even
want to go piss in case you end up
pissing blood. Ejaculating would
just make everything complicated,
and so would a condom if you had
to use one. The dickskin feels like
a too-tight condom before you've
even put one on. So you have an
erection that refuses to go away
and in some ways it’s worse than
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no erection at all.

Impotence isn’t cool, pissing
blood isn’t cool, not being able to
have sex isn't cool, and neither is
having a heart flutter, or cocaine
chest pains, or a stroke, or severe
motor and neurological damage,
or not feeling the left side of your
body, or fucking up your face
so that it looks like you're about
to yawn, but you never actual-
ly yawn, so people think either
you're a retard or you had a stroke.
Not everything is cool about co-
caine.

Jazz used to be cool. It stopped
being cool after 1920. That was
when alcohol became illegal in the
States. Then jazz became back-
ground music for middle-aged
white people who thought they
were edgy because they were go-
ing to ‘secret’ bars that everybody
else knew about and could easily
find and drank in every night. By
the time alcohol was legal again
in the 1930s jazz was so lame that
everyone’s parents played jazz
records at home. Your teachers
at school were trying to show off
how much they knew about jazz
when you were eight years old. By
World War Two it was already the
way marijuana is today. It was a
hobby for retired schoolteachers
from Denmark.

Punk never had a chance to
be cool. Originally a punk was
a prostitute. Then it meant boy-
whore. Then it meant not just a
boy-whore, but a boy who got
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used as a sex toy by a hobo. Think
about how degrading that is. It’s
bad enough to be kept as a pet
dick-pincushion by anybody. But
if you get used by somebody pow-
erful, like a famous Hollywood
movie director or a United States
Senator, at least you can almost
sort of feel proud. Sure you're
getting man-raped till you bleed a
couple of times a day, but it’s by a
man who people look up to. You
probably do yourself, even as their
teenaged rape victim. Every night
when you bite hard on that pillow
you can think: one day 'm gonna
rape pretty teenagers just like him.
Some of his glory rubs off on you,
or gets injected up your ass any-
way. You hope it does, especially
if you have to go to sleep with the
taste of his dick in your mouth.
What’s worse, getting assraped
every night when you're a teen-
ager or spending your twenties
working ninety-hour weeks at an
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investment bank? You end up with
the same benefits in the end. Also,
investment banking and boy-
whore pillow-biting involve pretty
much the exact same people any-
way so either way you end up with
the same social and professional
connections. In either case the rest
of your life will be spent getting
revenge on the world because not
even homosexuals like getting
fucked in the ass.

When you're a hobo's punk
it's a different story. A hobo is not
just poor and homeless. He’s part
of a counterculture too, of other
pathetic single men who like to
illegally hitch a ride on a freight
train and sleep in a boxcar full
of pig shit until they get thrown
off the train, or put in jail, or just
decide to leave because they see
a farm where they think they can
take jobs from illegal immigrants
who snuck across the Rio Grande
in search of the American Dream
and are now stuck picking fruit
for fifteen hours a day until they
are rescued from their suffering by
a miserable death, far away from
home and everything and every-
one they love. Hoboes wear gloves
that have no fingers, and eat baked
beans straight out of the can with
a cheap stolen spoon.

We're all young once, and
getting drugged and raped can
happen to the best of us. Some-
times it’s just unavoidable. But if
you let it happen more than once,
or let yourself become a kept boy,
or worst of all let yourself be used
as a bumsex plug by a homeless
man who keeps his possessions in
a polka-dot handkerchief tied to
the end of a stick that he uses to
beat you if you don't suck his dick,
then I'm sorry to say it but you are
nowhere close to cool, and I can’t

36

say I envy you for spending your
moonlit nights in the middle of a
haystack getting assraped.

No, there is nothing cool about
punk and there never was. Not
even in the 1970s when people
invented ‘punk rock’ because
they didn’t have the talent to play
normal music. Mediocrity and
failure was built into the punk
culture from the beginning. It gave
molested kids a way to work oft
steam. There were a lot of mo-
lested kids in the 1970s thanks to
birth control pills, condoms and
Women’s Liberation, which led to
slut moms who got divorced and
ended up married to stepdads who
were mainly interested in teenaged
stepdaughters but sometimes used
their stepsons as punks when they
were bored of playing air guitar in
the basement rec room. It was the
1970s. People liked to experiment.

Once you understand this, all
the screaming, swearing, anger,
breaking shit and total lack of
harmony makes sense. So does all
the body piercing, tattooing, head-
shaving, leather with studs and
general self-mutilation. Punk isn’t
about music, it’s about yelling at
the world because your mom was
a slut and married some guy who
put his hand in your pants. People
who didn’t have that sort of thing
happen generally didn't become
punks. Why would happy people
do this shit? &
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From September to October each year, millions -
of monarch butterflies migrate south from

Canada and the US to overwintering sites in
Mexico (as much as 3,000 miles). Unlike many
migratory animals, these butterflies will never

make a return journey.

The butterflies head for just a handful of l
mountains in central Mexico. They cluster .
together by the million, as seen here, on a
particular kind of tree, the oyamel fir. These
trees create a special microclimate for the
butterflies that prevents them from getting A
either too hot or too cold.

After winter has passed, the monarchs
_J return part of the way back north and lay eggs, .
@ which become caterpillars and then butterflies.
These butterflies fly further north, lay eggs,
and the process repeats, again and again, until
¢ the monarchs are finally back where they —or
rather their recent ancestors — started out.




MEDITATIONS I

CREATING A REAL FUTURE

If we want to avoid the fate of all empires, say ADAM THE
POETRARCH, we need to stay on top of our own bullshit

hings can change rad-
ically and yet some-
how remain exactly
the same.

We can be sure
that the priestly caste of the
Middle Ages, along with their
subjects, assumed a moral and
intellectual high ground when
comparing themselves to the
pagans that came before them.
1600-o0dd years ago, the Venera-
ble Bede, an Anglo-Saxon monk,
mused on how the pagans should
be treated, doing so with a con-
temptuous sympathy that reminds
us of the patient ruthlessness of
the globalist enterprise:

“..it is impossible to efface all at
once everything from their strong
minds, just as, when one wishes
to reach the top of a mountain, he
must climb by stages and step by
step, not by leaps and bounds.”

However, the attitudes of
civilisations built upon paganism
would not have seemed much
different. Although the Romans
turned somewhat of a blind eye to
how their own provincial subjects
worshipped, they in fact took a
deeply impertinent view towards
foreign cults. In modern times, as
we know, the oligarchs that grind
our society into the ground, along
with their cheerleaders, laugh at
the apparently backwards think-
ing that flourished not too long
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ago. They too are oblivious to the
fact that their immortality is not
assured.

It seems, then, that every era
is doomed to repeat the same
mistakes of pride and hubris that
contribute to its eventual self-de-
struction. Understandably so, for
each era finds it difficult to identi-
ty its own bullshit. Each new em-
pire heralds a new dawn, just as
each new age with its supposedly
new ideas one day falls on its ass,
its weak underbelly exposed to the
unforgiving light of day.

So what of it?

Well, firstly, I think there is a
strong possibility that we will win
come light of day. John Glubb,
in his vast and brilliant histor-
ical study The Fate of Empires
and Search for Survival, shows

that approximately “250 years
emerges as the average length of
national greatness’, and that this
average has not varied for 3,000
years. This becomes significant
when we consider that the U.S.
declared independence in 1776,
Captain Cook landed in Australia
in 1770 and it was from 1815 that
the Brits truly catapulted ahead,
following the Battle of Waterloo.
Comparing historical states from
Assyria to Persia and from the
Roman Republic to the Ottoman
Empire, Glubb shows that em-
pires in decline have been marked
by stages of intellect (i.e. hubris)
and decadence which eventual-
ly topple them from within. By
“decadence”, what he means is
the broad influx of foreigners, the
welfare state, selfishness, the loss
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of a sense of duty and so on. You
can find contemporary historians
of the crumbling Arab Empire

of the tenth century deploring

the materialism of the age. They
deride the influence that Baghdad
pop singers with their lutes had on
the wayward and immoral young
and they speak of the corruption
of high-level officials. Women
during this time began demanding
an entry into the professions. It
was not long after this that pub-
lic order fractured and the Arab
world saw a collapse from which

it has arguably never recovered.
Sound familiar?

Glubb contrasts late-stage
decadence with the early, pio-
neering stages of empire, marked
originally by “an extraordinary
display of energy and courage”.
Our sphere today has just this
courage, exemplified in part by
those who have sacrificed incomes
and relationships for the sake of
medical autonomy and intellectual
sovereignty. What's more, we have
an exceptional energy. We have
the passion, the commitment and
the drive.

However, if in time we do
indeed see the collapse of globo-
homo and our sphere has a foun-
dational hand in birthing a real
new dawn, the question remains:
how do we avoid the mistakes of
those that came before us? Going
forward, will we be aware of where
the weaknesses in our underbelly
might lie? Will we be able to see
ourselves falling prey to the pride
and hubris that bring about decay?
Will we, in time, be able to identi-
ty our own bullshit?

Bullshit, after all, has a habit
of creeping in and settling down
like it owns the place. In July of
this year, USA TODAY published

the apparently serious article,
‘Fat shaming won’t fix America’s
obesity problem.” In many ways,
the article encapsulates the fate of
a Western world that has moved
from Thomas Jefferson to Rachel
Levine and from the exploration
of foreign lands to mask mandates.
The piece features the thoughts
of the National Association to
Advance Fat Acceptance, which
considers “fat a part of human
body diversity”. It quotes the Rudd
Center for Food Policy and Health
at the University of Connecticut,
which posits that “weight stigma is
itself a public health issue” To top
it all off, it comes out with a sen-
tence which might as well serve
as the epitaph of our civilisation:
“Science hasn't yet figured out how
to solve obesity.” This collection of
nine words speaks to the absurdity
of our ideas, to the way in which
we have deified The Science at the
expense of science and enquiry
itself, and to how so many of us
refuse to take responsibility for
our own lives. Only 20 years ago
such an article could only have
been satire. Not today, though/

What will serve us in main-
taining self-awareness is what has
defined us up until now: scepti-
cism. Scepticism: it's precisely this
that has revealed to us that those
that make up our soul-crushing
bureaucracies are hardly different
to the contemptibles of the past.
It's this that allows us to see that
the masses are as docile as ever as
they continue to offload responsi-
bility to centralized power.

The power that claims to have
a monopoly on access to The
Science (whatever the hell that
means) has followed the priest-
ly caste of the Middle Ages that
claimed a monopoly on access
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to God (whatever the hell THAT
means). It is scepticism that leads
us to recall that nothing and no-
body has a monopoly on access to
truth and that every individual is
in a naturally fallen state, always
capable of doing and being wrong.
It reminds us that centralizing
power only amplifies evil. For
us, going forward, this means we
should be encouraged to disperse
power over the widest possible
surface area. Indeed, in the earlier
stages of the U.S. Empire with its
esteeming of freedom we do have
some sort of example to follow.

Jack Hadfield’s article in the
last Man's World inspires me to
postulate that though it might
be our confidence in what we do
know that will drive us forward,
it will be our understanding that
we can't know everything that will
keep us authentic. We must always
remain sceptical of not only what's
around us but of ourselves as
well, and to the extent that we are
always capable of changing our
minds. It's no coincidence that our
ever-energized sphere at present
holds much of just this mentality,
many of us having gone through
intellectual and spiritual re-births.
It will be our greatest challenge to
sustain this.

After all, history always awaits

at the next juncture, ready to make
fools of us all. &

Explore more of Adam

the Poetrarch’s writing at
poemsontherun.com
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MEDITATIONS I

WINNING THE CULTURE WAR

The culture war is the only war you can win, says HOSTUS

ndrew Breitbart

famously counselled

conservatives in the

US that politics are

downstream of cul-
ture. He was wrong: politics and
culture cannot be meaningfully
distinguished. Especially when the
stakes are existential, as they now
are.

This error in thinking isn't the
fault of the late Mr Breitbart — it’s
simply an error of accepting the
technocratic frame. The belief
that “social’, “economic’, or “for-
eign” policies can be chosen from
a menu and applied to the real
world. As though they were RPG
stat modifiers without any second
order effects or consequences.

In reality, you get exactly the
culture which “policy” sees fit to
subsidise. Epidemic levels of single
motherhood, black girl magic in
the cockpits of airliners, DEI state-
ments as a requirement of
admission to univer-
b sity PhD pro-
grams, Drag
Queen Sto-

¥ anything
that ma-

terially or

¥ spiritually

resembles

these

things — are all cultural features
made possible through political
agitation. You can't “just get the
economy right” or “just get law
and order right” when both the
economy and the law have been
hijacked to support the cultural
programs of your enemy.

A turn towards the apolitical
has been a defining factor of the
“mainstream” right’s retreat into
the margins for as long as most
of us have been alive. We are all
aware of this, but we should take
great pains to remember it — this
is a losing strategy. It always will
be. Indeed, the only circumstances
under which anyone would cede
such large amounts of territory in
the first place are those of com-
plete hopelessness.

Every victory is, by definition,
the counterpart to a defeat. And
the only possible path to “victory”
for us implies that our Weltan-
schauung prevails entirely over
that of the massed and greasy bug-
man armies of the other side.

Even if you have already
acknowledged this fact intellec-
tually, it probably still feels like a
daunting prospect. Total victory
doesn’t seem very likely where we
are now. But before you surrender
to despair, I'd like you to consid-
er something very important. To
win, you only have to convince
5%.

The past few years — and in
particular, COVID — have one
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central lesson for the man willing
to learn it: most people are cul-
turally, politically, morally, and
socially inert. The NPC meme is a
genuine and true statement about
reality.

The overwhelming majority of
the population has no substantive
views of its own. It simply regards
the current “consensus” as correct.
If it's what everyone else thinks, it
must be right. If it's currently law,
it must be moral. They enquire no
turther than this.

Fortunately for you, they don’t
need to. If the “consensus” chang-
es, they’ll happily believe whatev-
er it changes into. “Free minds”
are the only element you need to
persuade, and these are remarka-
bly thin on the ground. I said 5%
above. In reality, the number is
likely much smaller. But even a
fraction of this small number will
be more than enough to get the
job done.

With all that said, winning
might be simple, but it certain-
ly won't be easy. “Our” sphere,
whatever you might like to call it,
is still in its political infancy. The
final victory might take decades of
work to achieve, and we would be
foolish not to expect tactical vic-
tories and defeats to occur along
the way.

I want to say all of this in the
hope that it will provide some
encouragement and morale. At the
moment, visible victories are few
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and far between. But I also want
to warn you against a very specific
type of demoralisation. And to do
that, we unfortunately need to talk
about hobbits.

Curtis Yarvin’s recent pro-
nouncements on the issue of the
culture war (framed as a conflict
between hobbits and elves) put
on full display one of the most
consistent errors in his epistemol-
ogy: he is an elitist who has a very
confused idea as to the nature of
power in human societies.

His hobbit/elf schema (which
is really only a loose re-skin of the
vaishiya/brahmin or morlock/eloi
dichotomy he used years ago while
writing Unqualified Reservations)
does get one self-evident thing
right: there is a segment of the
population which is both unfit to
rule, and for the most part has no
interest in ruling.

Where his analysis fails is in
his characterisation of the bounds
of this group, and his definition
of the other side of the coin, those
who can rule.

Yarvin’s “elves”, by his own
definitions, constitute an enor-
mous group which at its greatest
extent includes anyone who has
ever graduated from some form
of tertiary education. His most re-
cent definition, “[those who have]
tully entered modernity, [those]
who live for self actualisation” is
actually even more extreme, and
almost precludes the existence of
“hobbits” at all.

There is not a single person
in any western country who has
not “fully entered modernity”. Not
even the Amish can really make
this claim. “Self actualisation’, for
its part, is a concept that’s been
in circulation for over 100 years,
and in its academic conception is

taken to be a goal towards which
all humans strive innately. In
spiritual terms, it is the drive to
telos. In material terms, it is the
drive to most fully express one’s
genetic programming. It cannot,
therefore, be the province of any
one social group.

Or, to put it another way, the
hobbit at his grill is fully self actu-
alised according to his own poten-
tial and temperament.

What Yarvin is in fact driving
at is a basic distinction of charac-
ter and spirit that might very well
be a difference in basic biology.
Most people simply do not have
the intelligence, motivation, re-
sources, or organisational capacity
to rule themselves or anyone else.
However, almost none of these
people are in Yarvin’s audience.

In fact many of these people
fall under the umbrella of Yarvin’s
“elves”. Most “elves” are not polit-
ical, social, or cultural taste-mak-
ers, they are exactly as inert in
these spheres as Yarvin believes
hobbits to be.

The average state department
or pentagon officer, the average
college professor — to say nothing
of the average college graduate —
has no power whatsoever. They
might be able to exercise power
as the temporary deputies of
those who do —provided they act
according to their interests — but
this is not the same as being in
power, or holding power oneself.

A pawn is not a player. When
the culture war is eventually won,
most of Yarvin’s “elves” will be no-
where to be found, because their
convictions are not their own.
They are the echo of the consen-
sus, and they will just as eagerly
echo the new consensus.

For all the trails they have
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blazed, the main flaw of Yarvin
and his ilk is a tendency towards
overcomplication. None of our
present problems are unsolva-

ble. None of our present enemies
are beyond defeat. Perhaps most
importantly, the “structure” of our
system doesn't actually matter that
much. The system is simply what-
ever the current ruling elite — the
shapers of the culture —d esire it
to be.

None of this is beyond change,
but that change is not going to
come from shadowy cadres of
Yarvinite “dark elves”

(As a brief parenthetical: by
Yarvin's own definition of what a
“dark elf” is, an elf sympathetic to
hobbit ends, isn’t the very event
he’s describing as a hollow victory
a textbook example of a dark elf
op? His argument defeats itself.)

I believe the change will come
from you. If you are reading this,
the chances are you are fortunate
enough to be one of the small
portion of the population capable
of genuine independent thought.
Congratulations. It will be your
privilege to suffer and triumph in
the creation of a new culture.

By this I don’t simply mean
through the means of the arts;
although the arts are an excel-
lent vehicle for this as we've seen.
The culture that will ultimately
“win” the war is still in its infancy,
forming slowly and haltingly, as a
product of all of the actions we are
choosing to take right now. I don’t
know exactly what form it will
take, but neither does Yarvin, and
nor does anyone else. But what I
do know is that it will be wholly
unlike anything what has come
before it. You may yet live to see
man made wonders beyond your
aspirations. B
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MEDITATIONS I

WHO CARES ABOUT KLAUS

SCHWAB?

It really doesn't matter who he is, says RAW EGG NATIONALIST

ou can’t help but feel
for Klaus Schwab and
the World Economic
Forum. They want so
desperately to ensure
the internet is free of “misinfor-
mation” and “conspiracy content”
— going so far as to recruit hun-
dreds of thousands of “informa-
tion warriors” to flag and remove
such material - but they just seem
to have this awful knack for...
coincidences. And I don’t mean
any old coincidences either. We're
talking about the kind of coinci-
dences that would make even the
most jaded tinfoil-hat-wearing
9/11 truther sit up and pay atten-
tion. I mean, holding a pandemic
preparedness exercise (Event 201)
just a few months before a genu-
ine pandemic and, not only that,
predicting virtually every aspect
of what would happen, from the
type of disease responsible to the
unprecedented social restrictions
that would be imposed - now
that’s a coincidence, right? And
then, as if that wasn’t enough, just
a few months in to that pandemic,
releasing a detailed book about it
(Covid-19: the Great Reset) that
confidently predicted its course,
duration and effects... Well. Once
might be considered a misfortune,
but twice? That just looks like
carelessness.
I don’t mean to be facetious -
too much. Nor, indeed, do I want
to encourage even more specu-
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lation about an event - the Great
Reset — which is already the sub-
ject of enormous amounts of the
stuff. These things really may be
crazy coincidences. Or they may
not. Either way, it's impossible to
tell whether the pandemic really
was a plandemic, and in any case
I think this is a distraction from
more important tasks, like figur-
ing out how to stop the globalists
from rearranging the global food
system in a manner that will make
all our lives worse in ways we can
only dare to imagine.

One of the main aims of my
new book, The Eggs Benedict
Option, is to provide an account
of the Great Reset, and in particu-
lar the Great Reset plan for food,
that sticks as closely as possible
to verifiable, publicly accessible
sources. Handily for me, there’s a
mountain of them. Klaus Schwab,
the World Economic Forum and
its partners like the EAT Founda-
tion have published article after
article, study after study and book
after book laying out exactly what
needs to be done, from increas-
ing corporate control of the food
supply through the use of genet-
ically modified organisms and
lab-grown meat, to ensuring that
nobody on earth eats more than a
quarter of an egg a day (yes, real-
ly!). This is one of the reasons why
the Great Reset is not a conspiracy
theory. Conspiracies, by their very
nature, must be kept hidden. Try,
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for a moment, to imagine Guy
Fawkes and his accomplices hold-
ing a huge conference in Davos
about their plans to redesign the
Houses of Parliament, or Brutus
and co. pushing thinkpieces about
how Caesar needs to be “retired”
for the good of the Republic...
Nope, not happening.

So the Great Reset is demon-
strably not a conspiracy, and those
who are trying to fight it by draw-
ing attention to the writings and
pronouncements of its advocates
are demonstrably not conspiracy
theorists either. It's hard not to get
carried away, though, as I sug-
gested in the opening paragraph,
and one of the most visible fo-
cuses for speculation is obviously
Klaus Schwab himself. This is an
understandable tendency: when
we see a plan, especially a grand
plan, we seek a mastermind. And
there, at the center of an intricate
web that spans the globe sits . . .

a strange little kraut with glasses,
a bald head, and a turkey neck.
I've referred to Klaus Schwab as a
“thrift-store Palpatine” elsewhere,
and truth is, I still don’t quite
know what to make of him. Evil
genius? Figurehead? Distraction?

Space alien?

Does it even matter?

A lot of interest has been di-
rected towards Schwab’s supposed
ties to the Rothschild family,
something the WEF has been
keen to debunk. Other details
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about his history are less subject to
uncertainty, but like I said it’s not
obvious what to make of them.

A recent article on Unlimited
Hangout, for instance, dug deep
into the Schwab family history
and turned up connections to the
atomic-weapons programs of Nazi
Germany and Apartheid South
Africa. Here’s what the article has
to say, in brief.

Before and then during the
Second World War, Klaus’ father
Eugen managed a factory at Ra-
vensburg for the Swiss firm Es-
cher-Wyss, which was intimately
involved with the Nazi war effort.
This involvement included the
production of heavy water, a key
ingredient for atomic bombs. At
the factory in Ravensburg, under
Eugen Schwab’s management,
forced labor was used through-
out the war, and a special camp
was maintained on the premises
for the workers, who included
civilians and POWs. After the
war, Eugen continued to work for
Escher-Wyss and to ascend the
world of German manufacturing,
apparently without any repercus-
sions.

In 1967, Klaus completed his
studies at Harvard, where he was
taught by Henry Kissinger, and
went to work for his father’s old
company, which soon after be-
came Sulzer-Escher-Wyss. Under
the younger Schwab, the newly
reorganized company began to
move away from its roots in man-
ufacturing to become a technology
corporation. This included nuclear
power, and it would appear that
during Klaus’ tenure at the firm,
he was involved in early attempts
by the South African government
to develop its own nuclear weap-
ons. Escher-Wyss’ involvement in

the Nazi atomic-weapons program
may have been one reason the
South African government sought
the company out.

Klaus Schwab’s tenure at Es-
cher-Wyss lasted only three years.
In 1971 he founded the European
Management Symposium, which
would later become the World
Economic Forum. One of the
key influences in his decision to
found the Symposium was the
Club of Rome, an early and highly
influential think-tank made up of
members of the global scientific
and financial elite, much like the
World Economic Forum today. As
is well known, one of the Club’s
main preoccupations was global
population reduction. In its 1972
book The Limits of Growth, for in-
stance, it warns that “if the world’s
consumption patterns and popula-
tion growth continued at the same
high rates of the time, the earth
would strike its limits within a
century.” One of the authors of the
book, Aurelio Peccei, delivered a
speech about it at the third meet-
ing of the European Management
Symposium, in 1973.

So what does this all add up
to? Johnny Vedmore, the author
of the piece, believes we're dealing
with a long-held eugenic dream
passed down from father to son:

“In the case of Klaus Schwab him-
self, it appears that he has helped
to launder relics of the Nazi era,
i.e. its nuclear ambitions and its
population control ambitions, so
as to ensure the continuity of a
deeper agenda”

Maybe.

Maybe not.

I think there are better ques-
tions we can ask of this evidence
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— better because we can actually
answer them. Why do the ultimate
motivations of Klaus Schwab, or
any other globalist, matter? What
difference does it make wheth-
er the World Economic Forum
is doing what it’s doing to fulfil
some “deeper agenda” involving
nuclear weapons and eugenics,
or simply to make as much mon-
ey and have as much power as
possible? It’s not as if the things
we already know about the Great
Reset aren’t bad enough without
adding a Dr Evil figure to the mix.
Oh, they want us to own nothing,
have no privacy, live in a pod and
eat bugs? Well that doesn’t sound
too bad - unless of course theres
some evil mastermind of an ancient
European bloodline who wants that
to happen. That would be too much
for me! Truth is, we have all the
reason in the world to oppose the
globalists on the basis of what we
can readily know right now, at this
very moment. It’s that simple.

I'm not saying that the deeper
moral and intellectual roots of
the Great Reset aren’t important,
because they clearly are. This
is something Alexander Dugin
shows in his book The Great
Awakening vs The Great Reset, and
that I consider at length in The
Eggs Benedict Option. Knowing
that the Great Reset has its own
history and metaphysics helps us
to understand what is happen-
ing, why and, of course, how we
can fight it. But when it comes
to Klaus Schwab, there are many
better things we could be doing
than trying to get to the bottom of
who - or what - he is. &

The Eggs Benedict Option is out
now directly via Antelope Hill, or
via Amazon or Barnes and Noble.
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MEDITATIONS I

INFILTRATION WON'T WORK

The system is gay and will crush you, says JOSIAH LIPPINCOTT

erhaps there is among you one of those

human types who can successfully en-

ter the belly of the monkeypox-infested

bureaucratic bunkhouse — cloaking your

true thoughts and beliefs for years as you
slowly scramble atop the pile of HR maneaters, DMV
ladies on break, and drooping manboobed admin-
istrators that make up the modern state — in order
that you, at the right moment, may strike a blow for
truth and justice.

Such a man is rare.

At the very least, I do not believe it can be model
for the right-wing as a whole, specifically for those
who lack the requisite nature for such a task. We
always are who we are. We must work with what we
have. The American Right is filled with those, like
me, who are descendants of Scots-Irish, German, and
Anglo settlers: all groups that are notoriously bad at
spying, doubletalk, and lying.

It does not help that America’s institutions are
virtually invulnerable from internal hostile takeover.
When I hear talk of trying to infiltrate institutions,
parties, etc., I am deeply skeptical. The idea of mak-
ing the FBI friendly to the Right or the New York
Times not gay, sounds as believable as Russians
successfully conspiring to make the Red Army fascist
in the 30s or turn Pravda into a hotbed of reactionary
sentiment. The “system” under which we live — the
vast bloated human resources bureaucracy that gov-
erns the earth — will not allow such a thing. That is
by design. This giant administrative biomass prevents
any kind of accountability to the public.

The death of the unitary executive in American
political life is a clear example of this phenomenon.
Virtually every city in America, for instance, uses
some version of the “manager-council” mode of
government. The office of mayor, insofar as it exists
at all, is generally a functionary with little real power
to hire and fire employees or to enforce the law.

For instance, in my own town of Hillsdale, Mich-
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igan, the city manager is unelected and makes well
over $100,000 a year. He has a contract that keeps
him in power for nearly a decade. The city council,
on the other hand, while elected, has no meaningful
salary and faces constant turnover. The bureaucracy
— the manager, clerks, lawyers, etc. — are a fac-

tion unto themselves. To give one example, the city
council prohibited the recreation department from
buying an ice cream machine for the local park snack
stand. To do this, they ruled that all transactions over
$10,000 had to be voted on by the city council. So,
the recreation bureaucrats simply split the purchase
of the machine into two transactions and bought it
anyway.

All of American life is like this at every level of
power. In Michigan, the Governor, Attorney General,
and Secretary of State are all elected positions. We
have a tripartite executive in which there is no final
accountability for the enforcement of the laws. When
I was in the Corps, I never once saw the battalion
commander come down to the offices of the lower
echelons. He was always in meetings, always busy,
always somewhere else. When Biden says he did
not know of the Mar-a-Lago raid, I believe him. The
only decision he is allowed to make each day is about
what flavor pudding cup he gets for lunch. Make no
mistake, Donald Trump was in a similar boat. When
he ordered American troops to leave Syria, the Pen-
tagon went into revolt. One must not also forget the
coup after January 6, in which members of Congress
and the Joint Chiefs of Staff worked together to pre-
vent Trump from exercising his lawful authority.

Alexander Hamilton describes the Presidency in
The Federalist: “Energy in the Executive is a leading
character in the definition of good government.” He
goes on to argue that the qualities of energy are unity
of powers, duration in office, adequate provision
for personal support, and possession of competent
powers.

This type of office does not exist today and this is



” B : :
MODERN DEEP STATE, THOUGH POWERFUL, IS
INE AND PASSIVE-AGGRESSIVE. IT LACKS UNITY AND
PRECISELY IN ORDER TO THWART A POTENTIAL
ER BY A MAN Of STRENGTH AND VISION

intentionally so.

The Founders’ vision of American government
was manly and assertive. This is why they speak of
energy, unity, strength, and power. The modern deep
state, though powerful, is feminine and passive-ag-
gressive. It lacks unity and energy precisely in order
to thwart a potential takeover by a man of strength
and vision. It is stultifying and bloated on purpose.

Infiltration of this system by manly and asser-
tive young men is almost certain to be unsuccessful.
These types will be shunted aside, pressured, and
ground to dust wherever possible. I saw this in my
own time in the Marine Corps. The Corps shufiles
officers and personnel around constantly. Every two
or three years one can expect another “Permanent
Change of Station,” ostensibly intended to encour-
age a “broad range of career experience” but more
importantly, to prevent the formation of tightly knit
units loyal to strong leaders.

Though a competent officer, well-liked by many
of my peers, and strictly professional with my supe-
riors, I was “not right” for the institution. They could
smell it on me. I was, for instance, forced to submit
to multiple “talking tos” from higher ranking officers.
One complaint — lodged by a morbidly obese en-
listed female Marine who felt I had smirked at her
— ended with an hour-long meeting with said female
Marine in which her commander, a Major, conclud-
ed by insisting to me that though he couldn’t prove I
had done anything wrong (I hadn’t), it was important
to ensure that she felt “listened to” because this was a

“new Marine Corps.”

Every institution in American life is spiritually
S

The only solution is to clear the ground — to
“deconstruct” the system, as the post-modernists say,
and start over. Christopher Rufo gave a wonderful
talk at Hillsdale College this past year entitled “Lay-
ing Siege to Our Institutions.” This is the right mind-
set.

We cannot save our corrupt regime from the in-
side. The Right does not have the personnel, time, or
unity of purpose to stage its own decades-long march
through the institutions. Instead, we must actively
work to undermine their legitimacy and purpose —
especially when it comes to those organs that act as
the sword and shield of the regime. The FBI is the
enemy. The Pentagon is the enemy. The NSA is the
enemy.

The liberal ruling class depends on white men
with guns to secure itself. It is imperative that we
deny it access to this crucial resource. Demoraliza-
tion propaganda and spiritual warfare in the public
square are critical to this effort. We must make it so
that the toadies of the regime face constant embar-
rassment and mockery everywhere they turn. The
work of the anons on Twitter and elsewhere is of the
utmost importance in this regard.

There is a place, too, for those like me, Christo-
pher Rufo, and others who write openly under their
own name. There are dangers, of course. It is much
easier to corrupt a man with money and honor when
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you know his name. But the men of the Right should
not reflexively fear to associate themselves with right-
wing principles in public. The costs of explicitly iden-
tifying oneself as a “true patriot” and “radical moder-
ate centrist,” as I consider myself, are not intrinsically
prohibitive.

I believe in the need for a return of industry at
home, an end to the empire abroad, and dramatic
cuts to immigration. I think the government should
outlaw genital mutilation of children and crack down
on violent crime. These are explicitly right-wing po-
sitions, yes, but they are also popular positions. I do
not fear associating myself with them.

Infiltration is of the utmost difficulty, but outright
assaults on the weak points of the ideological front
can work well. Donald Trump’s campaign in 2015
is the model. He may not have been able to govern
effectively but the blow he struck in the spiritual war
was of the utmost importance.

Boldly stating the truth is an aristocratic trait.

I am not suggesting that this openness is a mod-
el for everyone on the Right. Nor am I suggesting
that young men should not go to college or get a
high-paying or influential job if it is available. But
we also should not delude ourselves. The pressing
task is not to infiltrate the institutions or to grift off
them, but to bring them down. A man who depends
on a thing for his livelihood creates an incentive for
himself not to work for its destruction.

It is simply in the nature of many young men to
work hard, even when such work is not good. Men
who have been bred for generations to hold duty and
truthfulness in the highest regard will find it hard not
to empower the very system that desires to destroy
them. Their conscientiousness is a weakness.

The Interahamwe Left and its murderous rhetoric
is a global threat that is becoming more openly rad-
ical. It is necessary for some to oppose them in the
open and for others to work from the shadows—but
all must aim for the same target.

Strength, friendship, and discipline are far greater
assets in this spiritual fight than credentials, degrees,
and corner offices. It is not necessary for the Right to
sit in the seat of power in order to undermine it. Iron
is more important than gold. In our time, friendship,
strength, and manly virtue are more needed than
money and access. The real source of power lies not
within the regime, but outside it. &
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he man who came

to be known as the

Oakland Oak, for his

enormous shoulders

and all-round size,
was born Clarence Ross, on Oc-
tober 26 1926. The second of four
children, Clarence was taken into
care as a young child when his
mother died suddenly. Bounced ous power. At various points in
around from foster home to foster  his career, Ross would overhead
home, young Clarence didn't have  pres 315lbs, snatch 280Ibs, deadlift

the best start in life, but the hard-  650lbs and bench press 385lbs for
ship he endured only made him 10 reps.

body is the world’s most

stronger and more determined to With the war over, Ross be-
succeed in life. As well as serving  gan to compete in bodybuilding
his country during the Second competitions. He won the AAU

World War, Ross would go on to
become a champion bodybuilder
— one of only two men, the other
being John Grimek, to defeat the
legendary Steve Reeves in compe-
tition.

At school, Ross was picked
on for his skinny frame and flat
feet. Rather than letting it get him
down, he decided to do some-
thing about it, enlisting for as
many sports as he could. By the
age of 17, he had graduated on to
weightlifting, using the famous
York Barbell Course to add a solid
15lbs of mass to his body.

Ross enlisted in the Air Force
in late 1942 and was immediately
selected as a weightlifting instruc-
tor. It was during this time that
he met Corporal Leo Stern, who
would have a tremendous influ-
ence on his development into
a bodybuilder. Stern showed
Ross how to combine heavy
weightlifting movements with
higher volume training to build
mass. In effect, this was an early
version of the "powerbuilder”
system that would be popularised
by massive powerlifters like Roger
Estep and the strongest body-
builders of the Golden Age, like
Chuck Sipes and Franco Colum-
bo. Under Stern's guidance, Ross
added another 35lbs of mass to
his frame, as well as well as seri-
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Mr America in 1945, and then
the Mr USA competition in 1948.
He entered the 1949 Mr America
contest, but placed second to John
Grimek, another early bodybuild-
er who has featured in Eternal
Physique. Grimek was famously
nicknamed "the Glow", in ref-
erence to how brightly he stood
out against his competition on
stage. He dominated early body-
building to such an extent that a
special rule was created for the Mr
America that prevented him from
competing again.

The 1949 Mr America was no-
table because it also featured Steve
Reeves, who came third, behind
Grimek and Ross.

Ross made a powerful come-
back to competitive bodybuild-
ing in 1955, when he competed

worth NLERTLUWELE person'
Is strong and healthy”

in the Mr Universe, in London.
Although he won the tall class, he
was beaten overall by Leo Rob-
ert. His failure to win the title is
often attributed to the long jour-
ney across the Atlantic and to his
having caught the flu just before
the competition. Whatever the
case, Ross retired gracefully from
competition.

Like other early bodybuilders,
Ross appeared on the silver screen
in a number of films, including
1949's So You Want To Be a Mus-
cle Man? He played a strongman
whose physique catches the eye of
the main character's wife, lead-
ing to a weightlifting showdown
which the main character fails in
spectacular style.

Ross also appeared in numer-
ous adverts and on the front
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CLANCY ROSS

Born: October 26 1926
Died: 30 April 2008
Height: 5' 10"
Weight: 215lbs
Arms: 19"

Waist 29"

Ll e

covers of magazines like Muscle
Power and The Reg Park Journal
(which, of course, later became the
original Man's World). &
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THE LIFE AND STRANGE

e

TIMES OF RICHARD HOSKINS



From witchraft and murder in
the Congo, to child sacrifice
and elite paedophilia in Britain,
criminologist and religious
scholar Richard Hoskins stared
into the abyss — and the abyss
well and truly stared back into
him. STONE AGE HERBALIST
tells the story of a man whose
life was touched by evil.
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t’s hard to imagine what a
modern curse would look
like today, how that would
affect your life, but the life of
criminologist and religious
scholar Richard Hoskins comes as
close as we might possibly get. His
story is an almost unbelievable tale
of sorrow, witchcraft, murder and
adventure, the kind of life which
one associates with a bygone era.
Hoskins’ biography touches on
some of the most bizarre events in
recent British history, from inves-
tigating Yoruba human sacrifice in
London to VIP Satanic sex-rings.
He has lost three of his children in
tragic and disturbing circumstanc-
es and undergone hormone thera-
py and the removal of his testicles
through NHS gender affirmative
care, an act he regrets. A haunted
figure, a man half in touch with
the supernatural and demonic. Let
us explore this, a life most cursed.

Twins In The Congo

Hoskins was born in Beacons-
field, Buckinghamshire in 1964.
His schooling led him to Sand-
hurst Military Academy where

he gained a Special Short Service
Commission in the 3rd Battalion
of the Royal Anglian Regiment.
Not much is known about his ear-
ly life, but his story really begins
when he married a medic, a wom-
an called Sue, and went with her to
the Congo in 1986.

She was working for the
church, providing basic medical
care and vaccinations to the most
rural communities, and Hoskins
was excited to be travelling and
working alongside her, a great
new adventure for a newlywed
couple. Kinshasa was not what he
expected. Warned that Sue would
be kidnapped at the local market
and sold into slavery in Dubai, and
rattled by the flagrant aggression
and corruption of the local regime
thugs, he was pleasantly surprised
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when he landed in Bolobo, a
small town on the Congo River

in the western-most region of the
country. The local Bantu tribe, the
Bateki, welcomed them both with
open arms, teaching them to speak
Lingala, how to pilot a dugout
canoe and hunt with handmade
muskets. Hoskins fully immersed
himself in the culture and his
work, installing a solar powered
vaccine fridge and carving trails
through the bush for their bat-
tered Land Rover. He learnt about
the Congolese belief in kindoki,

a form of low-level witchcraft
which afflicted people from time
to time and the nganga healers,
who would restore ailments both
physical and spiritual with herbal
remedies and animal sacrifices.

In 1987 Sue fell pregnant and
both were troubled by the late
scan which revealed twins, one
positioned for a dangerous breech
birth. Twins in the Congo, as in
other parts of Africa, are both
revered and feared, believed to be
more in touch with the spiritual
world. The eldest twin is always
known as Mbo and the youngest
as Mpia. Distressingly one twin
was born dead, amid a frighten-
ing and primal labour, far away
from the benefits of a hospital. The
second twin, premature and sickly,
miraculously survived the night.
They named her Abigail.

They briefly returned to Brit-
ain in 1988, where Abigail was
declared fit and healthy, but on
returning to their work in Bolobo
Hoskins learnt that the villagers
were worried about their daugh-
ter. He was approached alone by
a man called Tata Mpia, himself a
surviving twin and given a warn-
ing:

‘But . . .whats this to do with my
Abigail? You said she was being
called? What . . . what do you mean
by that?” Ah. Tata Mpia nodded
his head slowly. She is a twin. She

64

is a Mpia - a younger twin - like
me. I felt the heat of Abigail’s fever
on my own forehead. “Twins have

a special power, Mr Richard. They
call to each other and you must
listen to their call. Mbo is calling
your Mpia to come and join her in
the shadowlands. I am sure of it.
‘Her twin sister? Calling her? But
shes—’ I stopped myself. ‘No, Mr
Richard, Tata Mpia said gently.
‘Mbo is not dead. That is the thing
I am trying to say to you. She is one
of the living dead. And she is calling
out to her twin sister, calling her to
the world of the living dead.

His worst fears were to come
true. Both Hoskins and his wife
began to feel that something was
wrong. They heard distressed
voices calling out sometimes,
Abigail seemed full of life but also
haunted by something. As Hoskins
recalls, in one of his most chilling
anecdotes in an already unpleasant

book:

Abigail?’ I stepped towards her.
‘What are you up to?’ She turned
her head, and the expression on her
small face - normally as bright as

a new flower — made me stop dead
and lifted the hairs on the back of
my neck. There was something in
her eyes I had never seen before.
Something that made her look old
beyond her years. Without a sound,
she turned away from me to stare
out of the window again. I realized
then what held her attention so
completely. This was the only point
in the house from which it was
possible to see the graveyard.

Tata Mpia urged Hoskins
to find a nganga and have him
perform a sacrifice, to placate the
soul of his dead child, but Hoskins
refused. He recounts watching a
similar ritual and felt that he could
not go down that path, no matter
how tempting. Abigail died in her
sleep shortly afterwards, peacefully



and with no explanation. Hoskins
was overcome with grief. Burying
his second child next to the first
with shaking hands he felt a hand
on his shoulder, the village elder -
‘Mr Richard, he said, ‘now you are
truly an African’

The pair came back to the
UK shortly afterwards, battling
with their demons. Hoskins was
privately tortured by the thought
that he could have spared Abigail
by ordering a sacrifice, he never
told Sue about Tata Mpia’s sugges-
tion. They attempted to salvage
their lives and had another child,
a boy called David in January of
1990. Despite this nascent famil-
ial bliss, they were drawn back to
the Congo, where they continued
working until the country became
too dangerous for them to stay. In
the autumn of 1991 an explosion
of violence rocked the country,
as rebel soldiers demanded their
wages and went on a looting spree
through Kinshasa. Sue and Da-
vid fled to South Africa and were
evacuated to Britain. Hoskins
attempted to keep their medical
centre running, but was forced to
flee across the Congo River in a
canoe, under a hail of bullets.

Finding themselves back home
again and with Sue expecting an-
other child, they seemed to live in
two worlds. Becoming ever more
drawn into his faith, Hoskins
successfully applied to Oxford to
read theology, but spent a month
in 1992 helping the UN coordi-
nate supply lines from Kinshasa to
Bolobo. The UN offered him a job,
working on the Congo-Rwanda
border, as the country rapidly spi-
ralled into warfare and mass mur-
der. Wisely, he refused, and came
back home to continue his studies.
Their next daughter Elspeth was
over a year old and Hoskins was
happy and relieved to dedicate
himself to his studies. He achieved
a doctorate from King's College
London, but at this point he and

Sue were practically strangers to
one another. The intense grief, the
travels and turmoil of their lives,
combined with differing views on
their religious convictions, had re-
sulted in them both retreating into
their inner lives. They divorced
and separated when Hoskins was
offered a lectureship in African
religions at Bath Spa University in
1999. Despite having experienced
enough grief and hardship to last a
lifetime, Hoskins had no idea what
the future had in store for him.

The Boy In The River

It was an IT consultant on his way
home from work who noticed it
first. A strange dummy-like figure
covered in a red-orange cloth. Af-
ter realising what it was and phon-
ing for the police he stood watch-
ing as a team fished the torso of a
young boy out of the Thames. He
was missing his head, arms and
legs and had been clothed only in
a pair of girl’s shorts, bright orange
in colour. The police were baffled.
The pathologist identified him as
a 7-8 year old African male. His
limbs and head had been expert-
ly removed and his neck bore

a strange surgical wound from
back to front where he had been
held upside-down and drained of
his blood. Hoskins was a senior
lecturer at this point, one of the
few experts in Britain on African
religious practices. He had started
a new relationship with a student
called Faith and the pair had
moved in together after a research
trip to his old stomping ground

in the Congo. Scotland Yard was
convinced the boy’s death was
connected in some way to an
African religious practice, they
tossed out words like voodoo, juju
and muti, a South African prac-
tice which, in its darkest forms,
involved using the internal organs
of a person for their medical and
spiritual power. In the absence of
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any identification the police had
named the boy Adam.

To do full justice to Hoskin’s
involvement in the Adam case
would be to rewrite his book, The
Boy in the River, which details his
specialist expertise and research
into West African sacrificial
practices. Adam was eventually
identified as a Nigerian, based on
the new technique of assessing
bone and teeth isotopes, a first
in British criminal history. His
stomach revealed that he had
been fed a vile potion, made up of
charcoal, plants and animal bones.
Significantly the forensic team
discovered the potion contained
the Calabar bean, a toxic legume
which was traditionally used as a
witchcraft ordeal in Nigeria and
surrounding countries. If one
vomited after ingestion they were
guilty, if they died they were in-
nocent. In very small amounts the
bean acted to paralyse and numb
the victim. A gruesome picture
was eventually painted of the boy’s
fate. With his orange shorts and
final deposition into the river,
Hoskins could infer that the ritual
was linked to the Yoruba people.
The shorts themselves were only
sold in Germany and Austria, pro-
viding a clue as to his movements
before his death. It would seem
that Adam had been somehow
smuggled into the country, starved
and then force-fed the paralysing
concoction, before having his
throat slit and his blood drained.
His limbs and head were removed
and kept and his torso dressed and
put into the Thames. Who com-
mitted this atrocity and why are
unknown to this day. Despite the
police travelling to South Africa
and personally requesting Nelson
Mandela’s help in broadcasting the
crime, no developments or leads
emerged.

For Hoskins this case caused
painful old memories to resurface,
connecting the death of a child,
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~ Africa and sacrifice. His mental
fragility became evident as he
was bombarded with threats from
angry Yorubans, furious he had
mentioned their religion on the
news in connection with the mur-
der. He even had a teacher from
Yorkshire phone him, shrieking
that he was undermining ‘racial
harmony’. His life with Faith
became strained as he worked
long hours, absorbed in memories
and pain. One day she eventually
confided that a souvenir African
death mask they had bought on
holiday together was causing her
immense distress:

Just then Faith pushed the door
ajar and peeped in. She looked
uneasy. ‘You're going to think I'm
nuts. It’s that damned mask. There’s
something weird about it. Id never
liked the Chokwe death mask. 1d
been uncomfortable when Faith
had seen it on a traders table in the
Brazzaville market. It would have
been shaped around a dead girl’s
face so that whoever wore it there-
after might draw up the spirit of the
deceased. It was strangely beauti-
ful, but the first night wed had it

in the room with us wed both had
chilling nightmares. Wed hung it on
the wall of our home in Bath, and
occasionally, when Id been working
late, the thing had given me the
creeps. ‘I put it up on my study wall
when I unpacked,she said. And

I've been getting blinding head-
aches ever since. She hadn’t told

me before because she couldn’t see
how her headaches could possibly
have anything to do with the mask.
But as soon as she took it out of the
room, the headaches stopped. As an
experiment, shed passed the thing
on to her mother, for whom it had
no connotations. But her mother

had started to have awful night- on, of wood smoke. She always she’, as if it had a personality of
mares in which the mask featured, did a bit. But sometimes it’s really its own. That wasn’t something I

and now she wouldn’t have it in the  strong. Almost choking’ I didn’t like ~ wanted to consider.
house. And she smells, Faith went ~ the way Faith had called the mask
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He even had a teacher from

Yorkshire phone him, shrieking
that he was undermining “racial
harmony’

Progress was slow on the
Adam case. Eventually a Yoruba
woman called Joyce Osagiede
was arrested in Glasgow. She was
wanted in Germany for immigra-
tion crimes and her evidence led
to a joint Italian, Irish and British
police operation which busted an
international child trafficking ring
based out of Benin City in Nigeria,
where Adam was from.

Child Witches in London

By 2003 Hoskins was a man
much in demand. Police forces
across the UK began to call him
for advice regarding any crime

with a religious or occultic bent.
He worked on the savage murder
of Jodi Jones in Scotland, before
being handed the case file for a
Congolese child witchcraft case

in London - Child B. The story of
Child B is a disturbing glimpse
into modern multicultural Brit-
ain: an Angolan war orphan,
smuggled into the UK by her aunt
and brutally tortured by her and
her friends who believed she was
possessed by kindoki. This wasn’t
Hoskin’s tame jungle kindoki,

this was a new and mutated form
which had arisen in the darkness
of the Congolese Civil Wars. Rath-
er than kindoki being a diffuse but
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mostly mild form of bad spiritual
energy, the new revamped version
had blended with a sadistic form
of Christianity, where children in
particular were held to be pos-
sessed agents of the Devil.

For 8-year-old Child B this
meant her guardians had beat-
en her, tortured her with knives
and rubbed chili pepper extract
into her eyes, as well as refusing
her all food and drink for days.
For Hoskins this was to become
his new reality, and he became
obsessed with finding out exact-
ly what was happening in Lon-
don. His blood ran cold when
a limp-wristed council lawyer
phoned him and sheepishly asked
if he would sanction a child being
sent back to the Congo to un-
dergo an exorcism. Incensed, he
demanded the council pay for him
to go to the exact church the child
was destined for in Kinshasa. To
his amazement, they agreed.

In February of 2004 he flew
out on a erstwhile fact-finding
mission, discovering to his horror
that the Congo he knew had been
twisted into something unrecog-
nisable. Tens of thousands of street
children, some lying dead in the
road, crowded the city. Churches
were holding many of them in
metal pens and sheds. They were
starved, mistreated and forced to
undergo violent and frightening
‘deliverance’ rituals, to cast out the
demons. Hoskins returned again
in 2005, this time with a camera
crew, attempting to locate a small
boy called Londres, who had
disappeared from Britain. Despite
nearly being torn apart by a mob
during a street funeral, the team
found the boy, but they could
do little to help. With casework
mounting in the UK, Hoskins was
called to be an expert witness in
the Child B case. His testimony
that kindoki was a sincere belief,
but one which had been warped
over the past few decades, was in-
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strumental in putting the accused
behind bars.

In his fixation on child witch-
es, his relationship with Faith
began to crumble. Sensing it was
near the end, he threw caution to
the wind and abandoned his work,
utterly despondent at the state of
UK law enforcement and the real-
ity of child suffering in the Congo.
He sold their London flat and
moved with Faith to Devon, near
her parent’s farm, where they had
a son in 2007 - Silas. Four happy
years ensued, a scene of rural bliss,
until a police officer managed to
track him down in 2011. Anoth-
er child had been murdered in
London. They suspected it was
a kindoki case. Unbeknownst to
Hoskins, he was about to walk
into possibly the worst case of
child abuse in British criminal his-
tory: the torture and murder of 15
year old Kristy Bamu. The Bamu
children, Congolese in origin, had
been invited by their eldest sister
to come to London for Christmas.
They arrived into a nightmare.
Their sister’s boyfriend, Eric Biku-
bi, immediately accused the chil-
dren of being witches. A three day
horror scene unfolded as Bikubi
beat and starved the children until
they confessed, but Kristy Bamu
refused. After Kristy wet the bed
from sheer terror and panic, Biku-
bi turned his attention to the teen-
age boy. Forcing Kristy’s siblings
to help, he rained down on Kristy
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a frenzy of violence - knocking his
teeth out with a hammer, shov-
ing a metal bar down his throat,
smashing ceramic tiles across his
head, mutilating his ears with pli-
ers. At the trial the court handlers
had to use two trolleys to cart in
the number of makeshift weapons
used on the boy. Finally, Bikubi
ordered the children into the bath
where he granted Kristy’s last plea
- “let me die”. He made his broth-
ers and sisters sit on his chest until
he drowned, whereupon he sprin-
kled them all with the water in an
act of purification. At the trial the
barrister noted the sibling’s disgust
at their eldest sister’s refusal to
intervene:

And then, when Kristy staggered
across the room, blood pouring’-
Altman paused, betraying his own
distress for the first time - all you
could say to your own fifteen-year-
old brother, who was dying in front
of you, was, “Don't sit on the sofa,

»>

or you might spoil it . . ”.

Yet again Hoskins had been
dragged into another case of Con-
golese witchcraft and the death of
a child, he had been chained to the
country and seemed fated to be
gripped by its pain.

In August of 2011 he returned,
yet again, to Kinshasa, this time
with another TV company to doc-
ument the deteriorating situation
of its children. After battling with
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a cold-hearted pastor to give a
small toddler a glass of water, in
defiance of the fast ordered by the
church, he vowed never to return.
He would again take the stand as
an expert on Congolese religion
in the Bamu trial, outraged that
Bikubi was attempting to plead in-
sanity as a defence. At this point in
his story his autobiography ends,
with a despairing reflection on the
state of affairs:

I didn’t believe that Europe was
just seeing a momentary overspill
of misguided religious fundamen-
talism. Something much worse was
beginning to flourish beneath the
farcical ignorance and superficiality
of the pan-European multicultural
agenda. Children were being traf-
ficked and used for benefit fraud,
sold into sex slavery and subject-
ed to physical and mental abuse.
Porous national borders, splintered
churches, broken family ties and a
fundamental lack of understanding
and communication amongst the
relevant authorities had fostered

a litany of depravity. Victoria
Climbié, Child B and now Kristy
Bamu were unlikely to be the only
victims.

Sex and Gender

So far we've been following
Hoskins’ life through his own
published words, in his book.

But his life after Kristy Bamu

was anything but easy. What he
didn’t mention in his book was the
fate of his children from his first
marriage. It appears that his son,
David, was not a well man, and at
age 19 had climbed an electricity
pylon and touched the 33,000 volt
cable. After 42 days in hospital
Sue made the decision, alone it
seems, to switch off his life sup-
port. Some time after 2011 he and
Faith also parted ways, leaving
him fully alone with his thoughts.
Hoskins, clearly a traumatised and
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broken individual, fell down the
Youtube transgender rabbit-hole
and became convinced that taking
oestrogen might help him feel
better. He purchased some from a
dark web vendor based in Vanu-
atu. The side effects drove him

to seek medical help and he was
‘fast-tracked, in his own words,
through the NHS gender clinic

in 2015 and began to call himself
Rachel. In 2016 he travelled to
Bangkok and then to Malaysia,
combining his own personal
torments with his desire to track
down and uncover child traffick-
ing networks.

He returned to Bangkok that
December, and paid £15,000 to a
private surgeon to remove both
his testicles. This clearly did not
have the intended effect he hoped
for, and despite being scheduled
for a vaginoplasty in March 2017,
he instead checked into the Night-
ingale clinic in London. There, he
was finally diagnosed with severe
post-traumatic distress, stemming
from the death of his twins, his
son and the police work he had
been undertaking for nearly 20
years. Through intensive trauma
counselling he began the process
of detransitioning, taking male
hormones and returning to his
name - Richard. Writing in the
Mail on Sunday:

For a decade, I ran and ran. I tried
to escape my life, my very identity. I
changed my gender to leave Rich-
ard and his life behind. Inspired by
youthful images of smiling women,
I grabbed the chance for a different
life. I know I'm unusual and that
few others have experienced the
multiple traumas to have befallen

»

me

While not bitter, he wrote that
he was incorrectly diagnosed by
the NHS gender services and was
never questioned as to why he
wanted to change his sex. This is

both revealing of how the trans-
gender medical industry operates
and of how complex trauma can
lead to body dysmorphia. Tragi-
cally he will have to live the rest
of his life on hormone therapy, an
avoidable mistake.

As if this tale was not baffling
enough, while he was in the pro-
cess of transitioning towards his
short time as ‘Rachel, Hoskins was
asked to consult on the confusing
case of Operation Conifer by the
Wiltshire Police in 2015. Opera-
tion Conifer was a national in-
vestigation into accusations made
against former Prime Minister Ed-
ward Heath that he abused young
children. This included a string of
different allegations, and the final
report documents inquiries into
sex workers, use of maritime ves-
sels, bodyguards and intelligence
officers amongst others. Hoskins
was asked to work on a particular-
ly lurid investigation based on the
testimony of ‘Lucy X, who gave
a description of a satanic ritual
during which Heath and other fig-
ures of authority abused a young
boy on an altar, killed him and
feasted on his body. The police
were concerned that her testimo-
ny was rational, structured and
‘evidence-based; and that it should
be taken seriously. Hoskins ulti-
mately dismissed the report, citing
the controversial use of hypnosis
and ‘memory-retrieval techniques
by psychotherapists working with
Lucy X. He chose to leak his find-
ings to the press, believing that
the police would ultimately bury
or ignore his work. Whether or
not one trusts Hoskins’ judgement
at this time in his life, it is telling
that he was allowed to work on
such high profile cases, given that
he was obviously suffering from
extreme mental distress. The total
acceptance of transgender ide-
ology within the senior ranks of
the police services meant he was
relied upon for his expertise at a
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time when he clearly needed help.
Hoskins continues to write for
various publications, including the
Mail on Sunday, and has clarified
his position on transgenderism
and the NHS, taking a moderately
‘gender-critical’ stance. It's hard
not to see his life as ultimately
tragic, a man broken by the Congo
and haunted by the spiritual world
of its inhabitants. Death, the
suffering of children, witchcraft,
ritual sacrifice - these themes have
attached themselves to him ever
since he refused to perform the
rites to save his child. Despite this,
he has struggled and persevered to
help bring an end to the scourge
of modern witchcraft accusations
and deaths, particularly in Britain,
and has relentlessly pointed out
the failings of a world with open
borders, where children can be
trafficked and tortured with impu-
nity. No doubt he will find himself
on the front lines of this battle
again as cases of witchcraft con-
tinue to grow in England. He has
never shaken whatever attached
itself to him all those years in the
jungles of central Africa, but may-
be this is how some curses work,
a man must suffer to see what he
is made of, and what he might do
with his life.

Stone Age Herbalist tweets @
paracelsus1092. For links to

all of his writing and podcast
appearances, visit linktr.ee/
stoneageherbalist. A collection of
his essays, Berserkers, Cannibals
and Shamans, is available now via
Amazon.
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g ( Excerpts from J.R.R. Tolkein’s Translation and Commentary [lustrations by Michael Vinson Qb M/
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'HEN FOR THE YOUNG GEATISH
KNIGHTS TOGETHER IN COMPANY
A BENCH WAS MADE FREE IN THE
DRINKING HALL...

Unferth spake. son of Ecglaf, who sat at the
feet of the lord of the Scyldings, a spell to
bring forth strife he loosed - the quest of
Beowulf come thus boldly over the sca gave
him great displeasure; for it was not to his
liking that any other man in this world
below should ever accomplish more honor
under heaven than he himself.

*Art thou that Beowulf who strove with
Breca in swimming upon the wide sea, that
time when ye two in pride made trial of the
waters and for a rash vaunt hazarded your
lives upon the deep? No man, friend or foe,
could dissuade vou two from that venture
frought with woe, when with limbs ye rowed
the sea... Seven nights ye two laboured in
the water’s realm. He overmatched thee in
swimming, he had greater strength!

BEOMWELE SPARENSON OF
ECGTHEOW:

‘Lo! My friend Unferth. flushed with drink
thou hast spent much speech. telling of
Breca and his feat. Truth I account it that
greater prowess in the sea had I, more labour
in the waves than any other man. We two
agreed, being boys, and made our vaunt,
being both in the youth of life, that we
would hazard our lives out upon the ocecan:
and that we accomplished even so. Naked
we held our swords, hard in our hands, when
we two rowed the sea; we sought thus to
defend ourselves from monstrous fish.
Never at all could he swim away from me
afar upon the streaming waves, more swift
than I upon the deep.

Many a time deadly assailants menaced me
grievously. With my beloved sword I
ministered to them.

HOWBEIT IT WAS MY LOT WITH
SWORD TO SLAY NINE
SEA-DEMONS’

A




(S Y\
'HEN... HROTHGAR’S MINSTREL ,/ ( =
TOUCHED UPON A TALE TO THE ?f @‘\[“) 4 Y) j/’))}

LIKING OF THOSE UPON THE o
BENCHES DRINKING: &\‘.*

He told of the Sons of Fin..the Scyldings ﬁ ﬁ
[who] fell by fate in the Frisian slaughteg. of | ﬁ ﬁ

a truth Hildeburg had little cause to praise --:-' —

the loyalty of the Jutes; by no fault of hers i m l
she was robbed of her loved ones in the /

clash of shields, of brothers and of sons. :

They fell according to their doom, slain by \ ,
the spear. '

A WOEFUL LADY SHE!

Thus on both sides they confirmed a binding
treaty of peace. Hengest Finn in full and \
without reserve declared with solemn oaths

that he would with the advice of his

counsellors honourably entreat the sad \
remnant (of the fight): and that there should

no man ever recall it to mind, now though \

they served the slaver of him who before
had given them rings... if moreover any of s i, y
the men of Frisia should with grievious )

words recall to memory that dcad§ feud, /fa\‘\\\\\
then should it be expiated by the edge of the

sword. {. &\\\\:\\\

A pyre was made ready, and the gleaming / } \\\\
gold brought forth from the treasury. The ERANN
best of the heros in battle of the warrior

Seyldings was arrayed upon the fl};ﬂc.ral /‘&\\' ‘\

pyre. Upon that pyre was plain to see ; \
blood-drenched corslet, swine crest all made {A\\:\\\’

of gold, boar hard as iron, many a lord by

wounds destroyed - one and all they had all
fallen in that slaughter!

Then Hildeburg bade that her own son be
commited to the flames upon the pyre of
Hnaef, there to burn their bones, setting him
upon the funeral pyre at his uncle’s side.

'HE LADY MOURNED, BEWAILING
FHEM IN SONG.

The warrior was mounted upon high. Up to
the clouds swirled that mightiest of
destroying fires, roaring before the burial
ground. Consumed were their heads, their
eaping wounds burst open, the cruel hurts of
the body. and the blood sprang forth. Flame
devoured them all, hungriest of spirits, all
that in that place war had taken of either
people, their glory passed away.
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GRENDEL™S MOTHER: Straightaway that creature that with cruel lust, ravenous and grim, had a hundred seasons held the
watery realm, perceived that there from on high some man was come to espy the dwelling of inhuman things. She clutched
then at him, seized in her dire claws the warrior bold.
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JOHN BUCHAN's

IN CHAPTER FIVE OF THE CLASSIC
ADVENTURE NOVEL, OUR HERO RICHARD
HANNAY FINDS HIMSELF FACE TO FACE
WITH HIS PURSUERS...

sat down on the very crest of the pass and took
stock of my position.
Behind me was the road climbing through
a long cleft in the hills, which was the upper
glen of some notable river. In front was a flat
space of maybe a mile, all pitted with bog-holes and
rough with tussocks, and then beyond it the road
tell steeply down another glen to a plain whose blue
dimness melted into the distance. To left and right
were round-shouldered green hills as smooth as pan-
cakes, but to the south—that is, the left hand—there
was a glimpse of high heathery mountains, which
I remembered from the map as the big knot of hill
which I had chosen for my sanctuary. I was on the
central boss of a huge upland country, and could see
everything moving for miles. In the meadows below
the road half a mile back a cottage smoked, but it
was the only sign of human life. Otherwise there was
only the calling of plovers and the tinkling of little
streams.
It was now about seven oclock, and as I waited I

heard once again that ominous beat in the air. Then I
realized that my vantage-ground might be in reality
a trap. There was no cover for a tomtit in those bald
green places.

I sat quite still and hopeless while the beat grew
louder. Then I saw an aeroplane coming up from the
east. It was flying high, but as I looked it dropped
several hundred feet and began to circle round the
knot of hill in narrowing circles, just as a hawk
wheels before it pounces. Now it was flying very low,
and now the observer on board caught sight of me.

I could see one of the two occupants examining me
through glasses.

Suddenly it began to rise in swift whorls, and
the next I knew it was speeding eastward again till it
became a speck in the blue morning.

That made me do some savage thinking. My
enemies had located me, and the next thing would
be a cordon round me. I didn’t know what force they
could command, but I was certain it would be suffi-
cient. The aeroplane had seen my bicycle, and would
conclude that I would try to escape by the road. In
that case there might be a chance on the moors to the
right or left. I wheeled the machine a hundred yards
from the highway, and plunged it into a moss-hole,
where it sank among pond-weed and water-butter-
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cups. Then I climbed to a knoll which gave me a view
of the two valleys. Nothing was stirring on the long
white ribbon that threaded them.

I have said there was not cover in the whole place
to hide a rat. As the day advanced it was flooded with
soft fresh light till it had the fragrant sunniness of the
South African veld. At other times I would have liked
the place, but now it seemed to suffocate me. The free
moorlands were prison walls, and the keen hill air was
- the breath of a dungeon.

I tossed a coin—heads right, tails left—and it fell
heads, so I turned to the north. In a little I came to the
brow of the ridge which was the containing wall of the
pass. I saw the highroad for maybe ten miles, and far
down it something that was moving, and that I took to
be a motor-car. Beyond the ridge I looked on a rolling
green moor, which fell away into wooded glens.

Now my life on the veld has given me the eyes of
a kite, and I can see things for which most men need
a telescope.... Away down the slope, a couple of miles
away, several men were advancing, like a row of beat-
ers at a shoot.

I dropped out of sight behind the sky-line. That
way was shut to me, and I must try the bigger hills
to the south beyond the highway. The car I had no-
ticed was getting nearer, but it was still a long way off
with some very steep gradients before it. I ran hard,
crouching low except in the hollows, and as I ran I
kept scanning the brow of the hill before me. Was it
imagination, or did I see figures—one, two, perhaps
more—moving in a glen beyond the stream?

If you are hemmed in on all sides in a patch of
land there is only one chance of escape. You must stay
in the patch, and let your enemies search it and not
find you. That was good sense, but how on earth was I
to escape notice in that table-cloth of a place? I would
have buried myself to the neck in mud or lain below
water or climbed the tallest tree. But there was not a
stick of wood, the bog-holes were little puddles, the
stream was a slender trickle. There was nothing but
short heather, and bare hill bent, and the white high-
way.

Then in a tiny bight of road, beside a heap of
3 stones, I found the roadman.

He had just arrived, and was wearily flinging down
his hammer. He looked at me with a fishy eye and
yawned.

“Confoond the day I ever left the herdin’!” he said,
as if to the world at large. “There I was my ain maister.
Now I'm a slave to the Goavernment, tethered to the
roadside, wi’ sair een, and a back like a suckle”

He took up the hammer, struck a stone, dropped
the implement with an oath, and put both hands to his



ears. “Mercy on me! My heid’s burstin’!” he cried.

He was a wild figure, about my own size but
much bent, with a week’s beard on his chin, and a
pair of big horn spectacles.

“I canna dae't,” he cried again. “The Surveyor
maun just report me. I'm for my bed”

I asked him what was the trouble, though indeed
that was clear enough.

“The trouble is that I'm no sober. Last nicht my
dochter Merran was waddit, and they danced till
fower in the byre. Me and some ither chiels sat down
to the drinkin, and here I am. Peety that I ever lookit
on the wine when it was red!”

I agreed with him about bed.

“It’s easy speakin;” he moaned. “But I got a post-
card yestreen sayin’ that the new Road Surveyor
would be round the day. He'll come and he’ll no find
me, or else he’ll find me fou, and either way I'm a
done man. I'll awa’ back to my bed and say I'm no
weel, but I doot that'll no help me, for they ken my
kind o’ no-weel-ness.”

Then I had an inspiration. “Does the new Survey-
or know you?” I asked.

“No him. He’s just been a week at the job. He rins
about in a wee motor-cawr, and wad speir the inside
oot 0 a whelk”

“Where’s your house?” I asked, and was directed
by a wavering finger to the cottage by the stream.

“Well, back to your bed,” I said, “and sleep in
peace. I'll take on your job for a bit and see the Sur-
veyor.”

He stared at me blankly; then, as the notion
dawned on his fuddled brain, his face broke into the
vacant drunkard’s smile.

“You're the billy;” he cried. “It'll be easy eneuch
managed. I've finished that bing o’ stanes, so you
needna chap ony mair this forenoon. Just take the
barry, and wheel eneuch metal frae yon quarry doon
the road to mak anither bing the morn. My name’s
Alexander Trummle, and I've been seeven year at the
trade, and twenty afore that herdin’ on Leithen Water.
My freens ca’ me Ecky, and whiles Specky, for I wear
glesses, being waik i’ the sicht. Just you speak the
Surveyor fair, and ca’ him Sir, and he’ll be fell pleased.
I'll be back or midday”

I borrowed his spectacles and filthy old hat;
stripped off coat, waistcoat, and collar, and gave him
them to carry home; borrowed, too, the foul stump
of a clay pipe as an extra property. He indicated my
simple tasks, and without more ado set off at an
amble bedwards. Bed may have been his chief object,
but I think there was also something left in the foot
of a bottle. I prayed that he might be safe under cover
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before my friends arrived on the scene.

Then I set to work to dress for the part. I opened
the collar of my shirt—it was a vulgar blue-and-white
check such as ploughmen wear—and revealed a neck
as brown as any tinker’s. I rolled up my sleeves, and
there was a forearm which might have been a black-
smith’s, sunburnt and rough with old scars. I got my
boots and trouser-legs all white from the dust of the
road, and hitched up my trousers, tying them with
string below the knee. Then I set to work on my face.
With a handful of dust I made a water-mark round
my neck, the place where Mr Turnbull’s Sunday
ablutions might be expected to stop. I rubbed a good
deal of dirt also into the sunburn of my cheeks. A
roadman’s eyes would no doubt be a little inflamed,
so I contrived to get some dust in both of mine, and
by dint of vigorous rubbing produced a bleary effect.

The sandwiches Sir Harry had given me had gone
off with my coat, but the roadman’s lunch, tied up
in a red handkerchief, was at my disposal. I ate with
great relish several of the thick slabs of scone and
cheese and drank a little of the cold tea. In the hand-
kerchief was a local paper tied with string and ad-
dressed to Mr Turnbull—obviously meant to solace
his midday leisure. I did up the bundle again, and put
the paper conspicuously beside it.

My boots did not satisfy me, but by dint of kick-
ing among the stones I reduced them to the gran-
ite-like surface which marks a roadman’s footgear.
Then I bit and scraped my finger-nails till the edges
were all cracked and uneven. The men I was matched
against would miss no detail. I broke one of the
bootlaces and retied it in a clumsy knot, and loosed
the other so that my thick grey socks bulged over
the uppers. Still no sign of anything on the road. The
motor I had observed half an hour ago must have
gone home.

My toilet complete, I took up the barrow and
began my journeys to and from the quarry a hundred
yards off.

I remember an old scout in Rhodesia, who had
done many queer things in his day, once telling me
that the secret of playing a part was to think yourself
into it. You could never keep it up, he said, unless
you could manage to convince yourself that you were
it. So I shut off all other thoughts and switched them
on to the road-mending. I thought of the little white
cottage as my home, I recalled the years I had spent
herding on Leithen Water, I made my mind dwell
lovingly on sleep in a box-bed and a bottle of cheap
whisky. Still nothing appeared on that long white
road.

Now and then a sheep wandered off the heather
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to stare at me. A heron flopped down to a pool in the
stream and started to fish, taking no more notice of
me than if I had been a milestone. On I went, trun-
dling my loads of stone, with the heavy step of the
professional. Soon I grew warm, and the dust on my
face changed into solid and abiding grit. I was already
counting the hours till evening should put a limit to
Mr Turnbull’s monotonous toil.

Suddenly a crisp voice spoke from the road, and
looking up I saw a little Ford two-seater, and a round-
faced young man in a bowler hat.

“Are you Alexander Turnbull?” he asked. “I am
the new County Road Surveyor. You live at Black-
hopefoot, and have charge of the section from Laid-
lawbyres to the Riggs? Good! A fair bit of road, Turn-
bull, and not badly engineered. A little soft about a
mile off, and the edges want cleaning. See you look
after that. Good morning. You'll know me the next
time you see me.”

Clearly my get-up was good enough for the
dreaded Surveyor. I went on with my work, and as
the morning grew towards noon I was cheered by a
little traffic. A baker’s van breasted the hill, and sold
me a bag of ginger biscuits which I stowed in my
trouser-pockets against emergencies. Then a herd
passed with sheep, and disturbed me somewhat by
asking loudly, “What had become o’ Specky?”

“In bed wi’ the colic,” I replied, and the herd
passed on....

Just about midday a big car stole down the hill,
glided past and drew up a hundred yards beyond. Its
three occupants descended as if to stretch their legs,
and sauntered towards me.

Two of the men I had seen before from the win-
dow of the Galloway inn—one lean, sharp, and dark,
the other comfortable and smiling. The third had
the look of a countryman—a vet, perhaps, or a small
farmer. He was dressed in ill-cut knickerbockers, and
the eye in his head was as bright and wary as a hens.

“Morning,” said the last. “That’s a fine easy job o’
yours.”

I had not looked up on their approach, and now,
when accosted, I slowly and painfully straightened
my back, after the manner of roadmen; spat vigor-
ously, after the manner of the low Scot; and regarded
them steadily before replying. I confronted three
pairs of eyes that missed nothing.

“There’s waur jobs and there’s better;” I said sen-
tentiously. “I wad rather hae yours, sittin’ @ day on
your hinderlands on thae cushions. It’s you and your
muckle cawrs that wreck my roads! If we a’ had oor
richts, ye sud be made to mend what ye break.”

The bright-eyed man was looking at the newspa-
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per lying beside Turnbull’s bundle.

“I see you get your papers in good time,” he said.

I glanced at it casually. “Aye, in gude time. Seein’
that that paper cam’ out last Setterday I'm just sax
days late”

He picked it up, glanced at the superscription,
and laid it down again. One of the others had been
looking at my boots, and a word in German called
the speaker’s attention to them.

“You've a fine taste in boots,” he said. “These were
never made by a country shoemaker”

“They were not,” I said readily. “They were made
in London. I got them frae the gentleman that was
here last year for the shootin. What was his name
now?” And I scratched a forgetful head. Again the
sleek one spoke in German. “Let us get on,” he said.
“This fellow is all right”

They asked one last question.

“Did you see anyone pass early this morning? He
might be on a bicycle or he might be on foot.”

I very nearly fell into the trap and told a story of
a bicyclist hurrying past in the grey dawn. But I had
the sense to see my danger. I pretended to consider
very deeply.

“I wasna up very early; I said. “Ye see, my doch-
ter was merrit last nicht, and we keepit it up late. I
opened the house door about seeven and there was
naebody on the road then. Since I cam up here there
has just been the baker and the Ruchill herd, besides
you gentlemen.”

One of them gave me a cigar, which I smelt gin-
gerly and stuck in Turnbull’s bundle. They got into
their car and were out of sight in three minutes.

My heart leaped with an enormous relief, but I
went on wheeling my stones. It was as well, for ten
minutes later the car returned, one of the occupants
waving a hand to me. Those gentry left nothing to
chance.

I finished Turnbull’s bread and cheese, and pretty
soon I had finished the stones. The next step was
what puzzled me. I could not keep up this roadmak-
ing business for long. A merciful Providence had kept
Mr Turnbull indoors, but if he appeared on the scene
there would be trouble. I had a notion that the cor-
don was still tight round the glen, and that if I walked
in any direction I should meet with questioners. But
get out I must. No man’s nerve could stand more than
a day of being spied on.

I stayed at my post till five oclock. By that time
I had resolved to go down to Turnbull’s cottage at
nightfall and take my chance of getting over the hills
in the darkness. But suddenly a new car came up
the road, and slowed down a yard or two from me.
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A fresh wind had risen, and the occupant wanted to
light a cigarette.

It was a touring car, with the tonneau full of an
assortment of baggage. One man sat in it, and by an
amazing chance I knew him. His name was Marma-
duke Jopley, and he was an offence to creation. He
was a sort of blood stockbroker, who did his business
by toadying eldest sons and rich young peers and
foolish old ladies. “Marmie’ was a familiar figure, I
understood, at balls and polo-weeks and country
houses. He was an adroit scandal-monger, and would
crawl a mile on his belly to anything that had a title
or a million. I had a business introduction to his firm
when I came to London, and he was good enough
to ask me to dinner at his club. There he showed oft
at a great rate, and pattered about his duchesses till
the snobbery of the creature turned me sick. I asked
a man afterwards why nobody
kicked him, and was told that
Englishmen reverenced the weak-
er sex.

Anyhow there he was now,
nattily dressed, in a fine new car,
obviously on his way to visit some
of his smart friends. A sudden
daftness took me, and in a second
I had jumped into the tonneau
and had him by the shoulder.

“Hullo, Jopley;” I sang out.
“Well met, my lad!” He got a hor-
rid fright. His chin dropped as he
stared at me. “Who the devil are
you?” he gasped.

“My name’s Hannay,” I said.
“From Rhodesia, you remember.”

“Good God, the murderer!” he
choked.

“Just so. And there’ll be a second murder, my
dear, if you don’t do as I tell you. Give me that coat of
yours. That cap, too”

He did as he was bid, for he was blind with terror.
Over my dirty trousers and vulgar shirt I put on his
smart driving-coat, which buttoned high at the top
and thereby hid the deficiencies of my collar. I stuck
the cap on my head, and added his gloves to my get-
up. The dusty roadman in a minute was transformed
into one of the neatest motorists in Scotland. On Mr
Jopley’s head I clapped Turnbull’s unspeakable hat,
and told him to keep it there.

Then with some difficulty I turned the car. My
plan was to go back the road he had come, for the
watchers, having seen it before, would probably let it
pass unremarked, and Marmie’s figure was in no way
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BARKING AT THE HERD:

A MYTHIC MANIFESTO OF THE HEROIC

like mine.

“Now, my child,” I said, “sit quite still and be a
good boy. I mean you no harm. I'm only borrow-
ing your car for an hour or two. But if you play me
any tricks, and above all if you open your mouth, as
sure as there’s a God above me I'll wring your neck.
Savez?”

I enjoyed that evening’s ride. We ran eight miles
down the valley, through a village or two, and I could
not help noticing several strange-looking folk loung-
ing by the roadside. These were the watchers who
would have had much to say to me if I had come in
other garb or company. As it was, they looked in-
curiously on. One touched his cap in salute, and I
responded graciously.

As the dark fell I turned up a side glen which, as
I remember from the map, led into an unfrequent-
ed corner of the hills. Soon the
villages were left behind, then the
farms, and then even the wayside
cottage. Presently we came to a
lonely moor where the night was
blackening the sunset gleam in the
bog pools. Here we stopped, and
I obligingly reversed the car and
restored to Mr Jopley his belong-
ings.

“A thousand thanks,” I said.
“There’s more use in you than I
thought. Now be off and find the
police”

As I sat on the hillside, watch-
ing the tail-light dwindle, I reflect-
ed on the various kinds of crime
I had now sampled. Contrary to
general belief, I was not a murder-
er, but I had become an unholy
liar, a shameless impostor, and a highwayman with a
marked taste for expensive motor-cars.

BY DOONVORCANNON

THE THIRTY-NINE STEPS, WITH AN EXCLU-
SIVE NEW INTRODUCTION FROM THE RAW
EGG NATIONALIST, IS AVAILABLE NOW IN
PAPERBACK FROM AMAZON.

THE SECOND BOOK IN THE SERIES IS JOHN
BUCHAN’S THE POWER HOUSE, A THRILL-
ING TALE ABOUT THE REAL RULERS OF THE
WORLD. AVAILABLE NOW FROM THE ROGUE
SCHOLAR SHOP.
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utch Van Zandt read the ransom note.

$50,000 or the dame gets it was the
gist. The dame was Dorothy Malone,
a B-movie beauty with a classy rep
and no studio attachments. She was a
worker, not a star. Not the kind of woman you try to
ransom if you know what you’re doing. But star or
not, she was hip deep in some Western at R.K.O. and
the suits were apoplectic.

The kidnappers identified themselves as the Band
of the Left Hand. Sounded like limp-dick commies
with the blacklist blues. Contact had been made and
forty-eight hours given to come up with the dough
and wait for further instructions.

Amateur hour. Not that it bothered Dutch. Kid-
nap jobs were always a gas, and a kidnapped actress
meant all bets were off.

Security Consultant. It was a fancy term for a fixer
and a goon, but it suited Dutch just fine. He made a
slick living bird-dogging and bull-dogging for studio
brass. Fast cash from fat cats.

It was a job for a bad man, and Dutch was as bad
as they come.

Life was grand.

He was parked on the street in his Roadmaster
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with the top down. Dorothy Malone had a nice little
one-story in Brentwood. Flowers in a little garden out
front. No car in the driveway. He put the note in the
glove box and let himself in through the back.

The door opened into the kitchen. It was tidy
with a coffee cup and saucer in the sink. The chairs
were pushed in neatly under the little table and the
framed photos of ma and pa back in Texas were per-
fectly situated.

He saw the bowls on the floor just as he heard
the deep growl behind him. He turned and saw a big,
beautiful, but none-too-pleased German Shepherd
showing teeth.

Dutch played it low and cool. At six-foot-six and
two-forty he could break the dog’s neck if he needed
to but he hoped that he didn’t. The big, bad man was
a soft touch when it came to animals. A holdover
from his Montana boyhood. Not even the War could
take that from him.

“Easy, big fella,” he said in a soft voice, slowly
crouching down. The dog took a step back and gave
a nasty bark. He flicked his fangs with his tongue the
way dogs do when they’re two seconds from tearing
out your throat.

“Don’t look at me like that” Dutch slowly reached
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over to the ice box and pulled it open. Sure enough
he found a fat prime rib waiting there like it was
meant to be.

Thank God for Texas gals.

“I bet you're hungry, aren’t you.” He pulled out
the steak and watched the dog’s fury wither into wet-
eyed longing. He held out the meat.

“Come on, buddy, I won't hurt you?”

The dog came forward but stopped short, un-
sure. He gave another bark that was undercut with a
whine. His paws padded nervously back and forth.

“Come on.”

Finally the dog relented. Dutch’s massive hands
moved across his fur with a tenderness that didn't
suit them. The dog wolfed down the steak and lapped
at Dutch’s face to show his gratitude and remorse.

“No hard feelings,” Dutch rubbed behind the
dog’s ears. “Where’s your mama, huh? Where did she
go?”

He filled the water bowl and opened the back
door. While the dog drank his fill and ran around the
yard Dutch walked the rest of the house. It was more
of the same. Modest but meticulous decorations and
lived-in cleanliness. Photos of family and friends in
place of expensive art. A crucifix on the wall in the
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living room.

He recalled the bookstore scene in The Big Sleep.
Bogie comes in out of the rain and there’s our girl.
Brunette, bespectacled, and sharp as a fresh razor.
She drops the glasses. Lets the hair down. And closes
up shop to drink private-eye rye and wait out the
rain with the Man, himself.

Dutch torched for her even then. He always did
have a soft spot for dark-haired Irish girls.

He did a sweep of the medicine cabinet and the
bedroom but found nothing out of the ordinary.

No signs of a struggle. Whoever took Dorothy
Malone didn’t do it here.

The cozy house yielded no clues but it gave Dutch
a feeling for who the missing woman was. Head a
little in the clouds but feet firmly on the ground. A
little whimsy and a lot of heart.

The dog found him again in the living room and
licked his hand. Dutch topped oft his food and water
before he left.

e parked in front of the Del Monte and
H had to crouch to get through the door. His

massive frame spooked a woman coming
out. He gave her his best grin and held the door. The
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woman was all batting eyelashes and passed by so
close it almost got biblical.

His grin took a sinister edge as he set eyes on
Fred Shine at the far end of the bar. Shine was a
muckraker for the Herald and knew more of L.A’s
dirty secrets than the Devil himself. Shine smiled. He
looked like a possum in a bow tie.

“Hiya, Van Zandt,” the possum said. “Buy me a
drink?”

“Bum me a smoke?”

“Of course. What are friends for?”

“Who’s a friend?”

Shine went theatrical, with a hand over his heart.

“You wound me, big guy”

“Don’t worry. Something tells me you’ll make it

“Damn straight. I'll never die”

“What are you drinking?”

“Sazerac”

“Coonass.”

“Thug”

It went on like that for a while. The low-blow
back and forth of pals-by-necessity. Loathsome to the
common man, the wolf and the rodent share a small
kinship. Thus was the lot for men who made their
living in the wake and filth of the rich and powerful.

But what a living.

“Give me the goods on the Band of the Left
Hand,” Dutch said after a hearty swig of beer. Shine
took clipped drags off a Chesterfield and blew the
smoke through his nostrils.

“I got nothing concrete. I just hear rumors.”

“I like rumors,” Dutch said.

“Well I hear the Band is bad news, baby. Steer
clear”

Dutch raised an eyebrow.

“I ain’t scared of Hollywood reds, Fred”

“Oh they're red, all right,” Shine said. “But not
the way you mean.” Shine took a drink for dramatic
effect, the bent little prick. “They’re devil worshipers.”
Shine wiggled his eyebrows.

“No shit?” Dutch said.

“And the little birds tell me they’ve killed people.
Actual human sacrifice”

“Tesus.”

“Amen.”

“Where do I find them?”

“Beats the hell out of me,” Shine said with a
shrug. Dutch had to admit, the thought of beating
the hell out of Fred Shine had no small share of
appeal. But the little man’s utility, and the wicked glee
he derived from it amused Dutch too much.

He just stared at Shine, waiting him out. It took
less than a minute.
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“But I heard a rumor”

“Take your time,” Dutch said. And the son of a
bitch did. He took a sip of his sazerac and a lingering
drag of the Chesterfield. Dutch was still as a statue.
He didn’t tap his feet. He didn’t fidget. He didn’t
even blink. It was an affect that unnerved people and
Shine was no exception.

“There’s a fella by the name of Herb Becher. He
runs the Vanguard Playhouse on Franklin. Ever
been?”

“Can’t say that I have”

“You leg-breakers are all the same. You got no
culture”

“Culture. Thats another word for fungus, ain't it?”

“You're a riot,” Shine said. “Anyway, I hear whis-
pers that Becher is a major player in subversive
circles.”

“Guys like that are a dime a dozen, Fred.” Dutch
countered.

“Becher got popped last year for fooling around
with underage girls. When they raided his place they
found all kinds of weirdo junk.”

“Weird how?”

“Weird like witchcraft, sex magick - real occult
shit”

“Guy sounds like a pervert.”

“Pervert, pinko, probably half a swish. But he
lawyered up good and beat the kiddie rap. If I were
you I'd start with Becher”

Dutch finished his drink, slipped Shine a c-note
and walked back out into the light.

It was all little shops and restaurants, teeming
with pretty pedestrians and loquacious loafers.
Dutch lounged like a jungle cat in the Roadmaster.

Sleeves up.

Top down.

His big left arm bent at the elbow, propped on the
car door and holding a white paper cup of hot coffee.
His big right arm stretched out across the seat with a
cigarette between his fingers. He was parked across
the street and half a block down from the Vanguard
Theater. On the seat next to him was an 8x10 of Herb
Becher.

Beach bum tan with an ascot and a smile like a
pauper’s graveyard. Not exactly Alan Ladd.

Dutch’s cool gaze went from the photo to the
canary yellow Bel Air parked in front of the theater.
The car was registered to Becher but Dutch could
have sussed that out with a glance. The marquee said
they were putting on some show called Woyzech in
a couple weeks. He couldn't tell if that was Kraut or

F ranklin Boulevard was paradise for stakeouts.
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GO COLD. THAT'S WHAT MOST PEOPLE
DO WHEN THEY SEE THE SIGNATURE OF
VIOLENCE WRIT LARGE. BUT NOT DUTCH

Polack.

The coffee cup got lighter and the cigarette got
shorter. No one came in or out of the theater. The
bright blue sky turned tangerine. It was like that
sometimes. Hurry up and wait.

Dutch bought some hotdogs from a fat man with
a cart. Sure enough, when he was halfway through
his third dog Herb Becker sashayed out of the theater
in a silk shirt and too-high slacks. He had a sloppy
little gang of ugly hangers on nipping at his heels.
They all piled into Becher’s Bel Air.

Dutch legged it back over to his ride and fired
up the engine as Becher was pulling into traffic. He
wolfed down the dog and hit the gas.

Becher hooked the Bel Air around and headed
east. Dutch followed him nonchalant all the way
to Los Feliz. Spit-shined sidewalks and immacu-
late lawns gave way to starter homes with chipped
paint and weeds drooping like stumble-bums over
the sidewalk. The Bel Air slowed and pulled into a
driveway. The house was the same canary yellow, if
faded. Dutch cruised on by, turned up the nearest
cross street, and parked under the looming canopy of
a magnolia tree. It was nearing full dark and the buds
were closing up shop for the night.

He walked back to Becher’s place and peeked in
the windows. The curtains were drawn but they were
thin and sheer. His nighttime eyes saw plenty.

Becher and those other geeks in the living room.
One of them was slinging Satanic sermons with so-
cialist overtones while another one set up a film pro-
jector. Becher left the room. Dutch walked around
the side of the house, peeping windows.

Office. A mess of books packed into shelves that
had never been dusted.

Bathroom. Toilet seat up and grunge on the
shower curtain.

Bedroom. A naked woman tied to a dirty bed. A
mattress soaked with blood.

Go cold. That's what most people do when they
see the signature of violence writ large. But not
Dutch. He felt a warm little fire spark in his chest and
course through his veins like liquid heat. A thrill and
a comfort all at once - like that feeling he got as a kid
from the smell of pine sap and cinnamon on Christ-
mas morning - that’s the feeling that came over
Dutch. The powerful muscles in his broad shoulders
relaxed. Only his monstrous fists were clenched.

He walked around to the back of the house and
found Becher standing over a brick fire pit. He threw
in a mess of bloody sheets, sprayed them with lighter
fluid, and lit them up.

Dutch stalked out into the night. As he drew
closer to the fire and to his prey all thoughts of yes-
terday and tomorrow dissipated like cigarette smoke.

He was thoroughly entrenched in the electric
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NOW.

Breath to breath.

Heartbeat to heartbeat.

The palm of his right hand covered Becher’s
mouth and nose with a perfect seal. The little man’s
stifled cry tickled his hand and gave him a brief
memory of catching fireflies. Dutch grabbed Becher’s
arm with his left hand.

“Don’t struggle,” he cooed in Becher’s ear. “You're
mine. You struggle or scream and I'll break you in
half. Do you understand?”

Becher nodded as best he could. Dutch held him
like a vice.

“I'm gonna ask you some questions, Herb. And I
want you to answer just as calm and quietly as I ask
them. If you fuck with me or I think you’re lying I'll
hold your face in that fire until your eyes melt.”

Becher whimpered.

“Don’t cry,” Dutch warned. “It makes me mad.”
He looked into the fire and saw the sheets cooking.

“Is that Dorothy Malone’s blood?” He relaxed his
palm just a tad. Becher shook his head.

“No,” he whispered.

“Whose blood is it?”

“No one’s.”

Dutch pulled Becher’s arm up behind his back
and heard the man’s shoulder dislocate. He screamed
into Dutch’s palm.

“You've got a lot of joints, Herb, and I've got all
night. Think before you speak. Whose blood is it?”
He lifted his palm. It was wet with tears and snot.

“Just a girl,” Becher whispered frantically. “I
don’t...I think her name was Joanne or Josie, some-
thing like that”

“She the girl tied to bed back there?”

“Yes” He was blubbering now.

“I know you’re with the Band of the Left Hand,
Herb. I know you've got Dorothy Malone stashed
somewhere. She alive?”

“Yes!” he moaned.

“Where is she?”

“1206 Kings Way! Just south of Laurel Canyon.”

“Who else is there?”

“Lots of us. And the Magus.”

“The Magus?”

“He’s in charge.”

These people, Dutch thought. “So this was all his
bright idea?”

“NO!” Becher whisper-whimpered. “The dead
girl. She and some of the others acted on their own.
They named the Band. The Magus made examples of
them.”

“And he threw you a bone, huh?” Dutch felt

Becher try to straighten up and grasp for some last
minute dignity.

“The Magus rewards the faithful,” Becher said.
“He is powerful. He'll make you beg for mer-”

Dutch broke Becher’s neck. It always surprised
him how easy it was. He pushed the dead man over
into the fire pit.

He pulled his .38. It looked like a toy in his mas-
sive mitt but it would do the job.

He went in through the back door and followed
the sound of the sermon. He stepped into the living
room and caught the scene quick. The preacher was
four-eyed and bow-tied but otherwise passed for
normal. His congregation was another matter. A fella
built like a scarecrow with a haircut straight out of
the Middle Ages sat on a ratty sofa next to a bookish
broad with a uni-brow. A third dunce sat on the floor
looking up at the talker like a fat Harpo Marx.

The projector was running a porno in tandem
with the sermon. A free-for-all of flesh. Guys and
girls writhing in a sea of skin, prostrating and suppli-
cating to a tall man who wore the head of a black goat
like a mask.

The Magus.

The malignant moviegoers looked at Dutch all
glassy-eyed and confused. There was a moment of si-
lence like you get just before lightning strikes. Dutch
popped the three ghouls with the .38. Two head-shots
that were almost a hat-trick but the fat boy tried to
get up and the bullet caught him in the throat. He
made this wheezing sound while he drowned on the
dirty rug.

The preacher eyeballed Dutch. He was some-
where in that soupy void between shock and terror.

“You really worship the Devil?” Dutch asked.

“Yes,” the preacher blubbered.

For some reason Dutch thought that was the
funniest damn thing. But the joke went sour when he
saw the girls in the skin flick making meat of them-
selves for the ravenous ram.

That sick bastard had Dorothy Malone.

Dutch shot the little red preacher twice in the
face. On his way out the door he took out his lighter
and lit the curtains on fire.

The front room was fully ablaze when he drove
past in the Roadmaster. He could already hear sirens
in the distance. With the top down and the wind up
he caught a whift of Becher cooking in the fire pit and
the smell made him miss the War.

The story continues on page 226.
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Remember, remember the Fifth of
November! Onlookers watch as an effigy
of Guy Fawkes is burned on November 5,
to commemorate the failed plot to blow
up the Houses of Parliament, in 1605.
Ritual celebrations involving bonfires
are an ancient European tradition, and
continue to be held across the continent
to mark events like Eleventh Night
(July 11), Bealtaine or Walpurgisnacht
(April 30) and Midsummer (see MAN’S
WORLD Issue Seven).
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L " TILTING AT BLACKPILLS

n Michel Houllebecq’s novel Platform, Michel Renault, a bored

civil servant who has just come into a substantial inheritance

from his father, meets an enigmatic woman, Valérie, while visit-

ing Thailand as a sex tourist. Back in France, they begin an affair

which escalates into ever more dangerous and exhibitionist forms
of sex - S&M, swinging, and public encounters. Michel quits his job,
and tries to help Valérie and her boss rescue their failing travel business
through a series of sex-tourism packages marketed at wealthy Western
tourists. Eventually, the three travel to Thailand on one of these new
packages. As they laze on sun loungers, and Michel begins to feel rec-
onciled to his new life of tropical hedonism, events take an unexpected,
and deadly, swerve.

In this polemical
essay, RAW EGG “Just as I turned to give Valérie another grateful look, I heard a sort of
4

click to my right. Then I noticed an engine noise coming from the sea,

NATIONALIST asks which cutyoutg immediately. At the fron% of the terrace, agtall blonde
what it rea”)’ MeaAans | woman stood up, screaming. Then came the first burst of gunfire, a
tobea” blackpilled" brief crackle. She turned towards us, bringing her hands up to her
writer. Are “dissident face: a bullet had hit her in the eye, the socket was now no more than a

. no e bloody hole; then she collapsed without a sound. Then I saw our as-

ng ht” writers too sailants, three men wearing turbans, moving swiftly in our direction,

gloomy for their own machine-guns in hand”

good?¢ And, more
importantly, what is a
“dissident right” writer
in the first place?

The terrorist attack leaves Valérie and many others dead, destroying
Michel’s dream of perpetual sex on the beach. After convalescing in a
psychiatric hospital in Paris, he returns to Thailand to commit suicide
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- revealing, finally, that the novel
has been his lengthy suicide note
to the reader.

Platform is notable for a num-
ber of reasons. Besides propelling
Houellebecq into the leagues of
literary superstardom - the very
opposite of the dreaded sopho-
more slump - and winning him
a high-profile religious-hatred
trial (acquitted), the novel began
a tradition of eerie prescience in
Houellebecq’s work which has
continued to this day. Platform
was published on 27 August 2001,
less than two weeks before the
Islamic terror attacks of September
11, and the specific style of attack
Houellebecq describes in the novel
bears a close similarity to the Bali
bombings that took place a little
over a year later. An even more
stunning coincidence attended the
release of his second “Islam novel”
13 years later. Submission, which
imagines the capitulation of the
French elite to aggressive political
Islam, was released on 7 January
2015, the very day of the Charlie
Hebdo massacre in Paris. But wait
- there’s more. The follow-up, Ser-
otonin, with its theme of a violent
uprising among French farmers,
closely foreshadowed the Gilets
Jaune movement, which convulsed
France until the pandemic brought
it to a swift end. Clearly, Houelle-
becq is in touch with something.

For my purposes, however,
Platform is notable because it
reveals a rather more complicat-
ed Houellebecq than we might
otherwise be led to expect. Houel-
lebecq, we are told, is the king of
the depressing novel — the novel
without hope, the novel of life,
ultimately, without meaning.
Through the lives of unlikeable,
maladjusted men, the emptiness of
modern Western existence - the
inescapable emptiness - is revealed
in unflinching detail. These are
the real, bitter, fruits of the global
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triumph of liberalism. Houelle-
becq is the novelist of the End of
History. He’s the incel bard (al-
though he is, actually, married to a
much younger woman - Japanese,
I think). Houellebecq is “black-
pilled” - if by “blackpilled” you
mean “an extreme nihilist”, which
not everybody who uses the term
does, as we'll see.

Except Houellebecq isn't.
“Blackpilled”, I mean. Rather than
the End of History - a flat space
outside meaningful time — what
Platform gives us instead is the
shocking, violent return of History.
The terrible, but also terribly ex-
citing, return of contingency to a
world which promised only minor
ameliorations until the universe
finally collapsed in on itself, bil-
lions of years in the future. (And
don’t forget how spectacularly life
imitated art just a week or so after
the book’s release.)

Rather than being a novel
of despair, Platform is a novel of
great hope - or, at least, that's how
I read it anyway. This is the mes-
sage: life is not forever destined
to be a succession of pleasant, but
nonetheless meaningless, sex acts
(for those who are lucky enough to
get them, of course) until one ex-
pires — in flagrante, perhaps, with
a nubile young Thai masseuse. No,
life might also be a violent death at
the hands of a jetski-riding jihadi,
or something else equally unfore-
seen. Possibilities!

For Michel Renault, however,
the attack and the death of his
lover Valérie is the final straw; and
the broader implication, devel-
oped further in Submission, is that
the West is too tired and corrupt
to shed its heavy skin. Only an
outside force, like an aggressive
religion spreading through immi-
gration and demographic change,
can transform the old order.

Be that as it may, there are
plenty of other indications
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throughout Houellebecq’s oeuvre
— chinks of light, if you will - that
reveal that all is not darkness and
despair in his world. All we need is
the eyes to see them.

It’s for this reason, and others,
that I was surprised to see Houel-
lebecq labelled the master of a
“blackpilled” aesthetic that’s sup-
posedly dominant among young
“right-leaning” fiction writers
today. In his essay, “Overdosing
on the Literary Blackpill”, one of
the centrepieces of the IM-1776
Art and Literature for Dissidents
pamphlet, Alex Perez makes two
claims about these “dissident”
writers: i) that they are simply ap-
ing Houellebecq, but lack the nec-
essary personal charm and writ-
erly skills to do so in a way that is
anything other than repellent to
most readers; and ii) that if a prop-
er literary movement is to emerge
among the “dissident right”, these
young writers must find a way to
look outside themselves and reach
a broader audience of “well-ad-
justed people”

I don’t disagree with the
broad thrust of this diagnosis, if
the broad thrust is that there are
some bad writers on this side of
the internet, because there clearly
are. The worst of their writing is
very bad - derivative, charmless,
pointless. And yes, some of it
does look like a bad impression
of Houellebecq circa his first
and most incel-y novel, Whatev-
er. Imitation may indeed be the
sincerest form of flattery, but it
seldom makes for great reading.
And this is true even in the case
of someone who really can write,
like Cormac McCarthy. His early
Faulkner impressions, especially
the anti-picaresque Suttree, are
pretty tough going, no substitute
for the real thing. An obvious part
of the problem is, as Perez sug-
gests, that anybody can publish

their writing on the internet now,



without any real form of quality
control. (I won’t get in to the bad
poetry here, much of which suffers
from the mistake of thinking that
we can just forget the twentieth
century - i.e. modernism in its
various forms — and go back to
writing sonnets and heroic poetry
like nothing happened. We can't.)

That being said, it’s also plain
as day that there’s a huge amount
of great fiction being written by
“dissident” or “right-leaning”
authors, whatever you choose to
call them. Some of it has been
featured in this magazine. Zero
HP Lovecraft’s uncanny corpo-
rate nightmares (“Dagon”). Faisal
Marzipan’s blackly comedic reim-
agining of an interview for a top
consultancy firm (“The Minneton-
ka Safe Haven Project”). Detective
Wolfman’s archetypal adventures
(“Heartsfire”). Or what about “The
Scrimshander”, one of many gems
in the last issue? Or “human.exe”
from this issue? Not one of these
stories displays any of the defects
Perez identifies. Instead we have
daring imagination, originality,
horror, suspense, excitement, craft,
as well as considerable charm and
wit. These are stories that could
- and should - reach the widest
possible audiences. In no way is
it obvious to me, then, that this
“blackpilled” genre is the domi-
nant trend. It might be a trend,
but it doesn’t strike me as some-
thing we should be unduly wor-
ried about.

And for the bad writing Perez
identifies, 'm not even sure it’s
Houellebecq who’s most to blame.
Brett Easton Ellis is a very obvious
influence on that kind of writing
- I've handled more than a few
Bateman monologues as editor
of this magazine (“Then I apply
a JOOV 600nm red light to my
testicles for 10 minutes while I
prepare the rest of my routine...”)
- and there’s also Chuck Pahlani-

uk, author of Fight Club, to name
just two.

Where the analysis really starts
to fall apart, though, is when we
consider what it really means to be
a “blackpilled” writer, according
to Perez. He doesn’t actually give
a definition, but we can cob-
ble one together easily enough.
“Blackpilled” writing is full of
“world-weariness” and “doom and
gloom”. It’s written by and appeals
to “depressives”. Okay: so far, so
uncontroversial. But then we're
told these writers are also playing
at being “angry young men’, which
rather cuts against the grain of the
general apathy and indifference we
tend to associate with having swal-
lowed and digested the black pill.
“Blackpilled” writing is also “base”
(not “based”), full of “repulsive-
ness’, “debased and debauched”
and “antisocial” - things we
needn’t associate, on their own or
even in combination, with being
“blackpilled”.

It’s not just that the implicit
definition is a little bit confused.
It’s that it's somehow capacious
enough to include a writer who
is so obviously not “blackpilled”
that I find myself wondering what
Perez is really up to here. I'm talk-
ing, believe it or not, about Bronze
Age Pervert. BAP is, of course, an
enormous influence on writers
of every stripe on this side of the
internet, and I'm sure that many
of the writers who write the bad
Bateman monologues have read
Bronze Age Mindset and no doubt
love it. But do I really need to say
that this means practically nothing
about BAP himself? Calling BAP
“blackpilled” because of one tiny
segment of his audience is about
as meaningful as saying that,
because I'm currently listening
to “Easy Lover” on repeat, Phil
Collins is a “dissident right” singer.
Hardly.

BAP’s message is the absolute
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opposite of “blackpilled”. It feels
ridiculous even to have to say this.
And yet, here I am, saying it. The
positivity of the book is one of the
main reasons it’s been so popu-
lar. Yes, we live in a trash world,

a world of owned space where

the young and vital are subject to
a stultifying gynocracy; yes the
current order is antithetical to
higher forms of life; yes you feel
trapped, hemmed in, circum-
scribed, put out to pasture — but
things were this way once before
and they changed radically, and
now there are already signs of
another radical change on the
horizon. BAP isn't just offering a
diagnosis of the ills of the modern
world, he’s very clearly pointing
us towards the exit and giving

us a slap on the back for good
measure; although, as Perez notes,
perceptively, Bronze Age Mindset
isn’t a self-help book. If it’s Lift,
Love, Laugh you want, you'll have
to wait for my next book (I've got
dibs on that title, by the way, so
hands off!).

But Perez doesn’t want you to
pay attention to the message of
Bronze Age Mindset. This, I think,
is where the true purpose of the
essay is revealed. I'll let Perez
speak for himself now:

“BAM is certainly a ‘blackpilled
text, but the driving force behind
the book is not the content, but
the... chaotic energy that perme-
ates it, which is what young writ-
ers should be taking away from it.
What a book says stylistically and
aesthetically is often of greater im-
port than whatever thematic point
of view it’s trying - and often
failing - to propagate.”

So what you’re saying is... the
famous BAP patois is what really
matters about Bronze Age Mind-
set? Ignore the content: it’s just a
vehicle for BAP to break the rules
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of strict grammar and coin some
funny new slang words? As much
as it may be true that BAP-speak
has become ubiquitous among lit-
tle (and even large) frog accounts,
this is well and truly ass-back-
wards. Of course Perez is welcome
to dislike Bronze Age Mindset. But
to suggest that the “driving force
behind the book”, the reason why
it's become a subject of feverish
excitement everywhere from Twit-
ter to the corridors of the White
House, is not the actual themes of
the work, but the energy, style and
aesthetic — as if, in any case, form
and content could be separated in
such a way here - seems, frankly,
bizarre.

At last, then, I think we can
see what the “blackpilled” epithet
really amounts to. Rather than be-
ing a criticism of a genuine iden-
tifiable movement, it’s just a tag
for things the author doesn't like,
and one of those things is clearly
Bronze Age Mindset.

Now, before you interject that
this laddy doth protest too much,
let me say that I don’t think the
attempt to minimise the message
or enduring impact of Bronze Age
Mindset is confined to just this
essay. In actual fact, I see this as
a broader phenomenon. There
are plenty who have been hap-
py to ride the BAP wave and be
associated with him - at a safe
distance — but who have never
believed a word of what he says in
Bronze Age Mindset. This became
abundantly clear after BAP’s most
recent banning from Twitter last
year, when many accounts that
had reaped the benefits of his lar-
gesse turned on him the moment
he was gone. Despite the book’s
incontrovertible importance, it’s
just too extreme, too off-the-wall
- nowhere near “respectable”
enough for those “dissidents” who
are merely waiting for the door
to be opened, at long last, to let

them in to the establisment party.
Finally, we've arrived! Seen in this
light, Perez’s use of words like
“base’, “debased and debauched”
and “anti-social’, but especially
his injunction for “blackpilled”
writers to appeal to “well-adjusted
people”, looks rather more telling.
So too does his insistence on refer-
ring to Bronze Age Mindset as “the
most popular self-published book
[my emphasis] among the black-
pilled writers”. This can only be

a deliberate slight against a book
which has sold tens of thousands
of copies, consistently outselling
the most “popular” astroturfed
writers in fields like ancient histo-
ry, the classics and philosophy. As
far as white pills go, I'd say those
sale figures are a pretty big one,
wouldn’t you?

Of course, this would hardly
be the first time that “dangerous”
thinkers have been neutered by
those of a more — how shall we
say? — mainstream inclination.
(Note: I'm not saying that a main-
stream influence is something we
shouldn’t be trying to cultivate,
especially since we already have a
pretty significant one.) Nietzsche
is an obvious example here. I don’t
mean how his sister, Elisabeth
Forster-Nietzsche, selectively
edited his work the better to fit
with her own ideological com-
mitments. Rather, I mean the way
that French postmodernists like
Deleuze, Derrida and Foucault
focused on his style and method
(“genealogy”) at the expense of the
substance of what he actually said.
This gave us the largely unrecog-
nisable “New Nietzsche”, as well as
absurdities like the “Nietzschean”
Foucault, as fitting a candidate
for the Last Man as you could
hope to find: a bald, bespectacled
boy-lover who found nirvana
spreading HIV in the bath-houses
of San Francisco. No less absurd
is the “liberal” Nietzsche of Ber-
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nard Williams, a sort of Humean
sceptic who, by an extreme act of
leg-crossing, can be made to sit
nicely among the grave philos-
ophers of the Anglo-American
analytic tradition. Pfffttt.

In all honesty, though, I think
BAP will continue to speak to
readers on his own terms, long
after most of his current interpret-
ers and critics have vanished from
sight.

What remains of Perez’s essay
is an attempt to provide positive
advice for how the “blackpilled”
writers can build a movement
that will gain wider recognition.
Building a movement, especially a
political movement, brings its own
problems. One of the most funda-
mental issues is one that dogs all
explicitly political art: Is the art’s
defining feature its political mes-
sage? If so, what is that message?
What makes an artist a “dissident
right” artist, as opposed to some-
thing else?

Wouldn't it be more sensible
for the aim to be to make good art,
first and foremost? After all, by
their own admission, most artists
have deliberately abandoned the
traditional principles of aesthetics
(representation, harmony, con-
formity with nature, etc.), leaving
artists on the right with a totally
open goal. Being able to depolit-
icise the issue - to say that artists
on the right are simply doing art
- could also be an advantage in
certain situations. This would be
my suggestion, or the beginning
of one, but it needs development,
and here is not the place to do
that.

These and many more ques-
tions remain to be resolved at
present. But if there’s one thing I
know already, it’s that the “dissi-
dent right” won't win any battles
by tilting at imaginary enemies —
or by biting the hand that has so
generously fed it. &
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Ancient men conquered
cities, put them to the
sword and flame.

Meanwhile, you “unbox”
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Clockwise from
left: Study for
'Judgment' (1903-
1916) Sketch

of Persueus,
Florence (1907);
Two Soldiers in
Arras (1918); The
Archers (219102)

SARA SASS, author of There
Are Some Secrets, provides
a retrospective on America's
Gilded Age through the work
of John Singer Sargent, much
of which is now being made
available through Wikimedia
Commons

JOHN SINGER SARGENT
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JOHN SINGER SARGENT

oney, blood,

honor. The

triptych of the

Gilded Age is

writ large on the
heart of every westerner, railroad
tracks and stock market dips in
our blood. While Hollywood
loves to emphasize the “robber
baron” trope, what is lost is how
these men and women loved their
country. When given the choice
to retire anywhere, they chose the
American woods. When given
the choice to build anywhere,
they chose European Gothic and
Romanesque castles in American
cities. When given the choice to
uplift their communities, every
single man swore “yes! Yes! Yes!”
This is the backdrop to which
Gilded Age portraitist John Singer
Sargent lived and thrived.

Recently, Sargent’s less-
er-known male nudes surfaced on
Wikimedia commons. These mus-
tachioed muscled men may have
visited Sargent after a Vanderbilt
ball in Manhattan, or in a dark
Moroccan room off the Mediterra-
nean. Sargent lived in Europe but
visited the United States often to
paint wealthy patrons. His paint-
ings were simultaneously aloof
and intimate. Such a mode fetched
up to $5000 per painting at the
time (around $150,000).

Among Sargent’s customers
were railroad barons such as the
Vanderbilts. Vanderbilt contem-
porary and railroad baron Thomas
Durant recognized the need for
railroads while observing prairie
grain transport in 1840. He need-

MAN'’S WORLD ISSUE 8

ed no stroke of genius, nor lap of
luxury trip. In 1853, Durant won
a bid to expand the Mississippi
and Missouri Railroad and did so
using wooden bridges across the
Mississippi River. Durant was un-
stoppable, buying supreme yacht
Idler and racing her in the New
York regatta and 1870 America’s
Cup. While wealth today chooses
to flash plastic tits and gold coins
on the decks of rented yachts
moored in Dubai, Durant amassed
half a million acres in the Adiron-
dacks and retired there with his
family in his fifties. He encouraged
his son and daughter to love beau-
tiful things, and his son William
West Durant went on to design
the Great Camp structure (now
seen today in Camp David). What
cities will be named for Saudi
playboys who traffick young wom-
en? What cities will be named for
American multimillionaires who
divorce wife after wife? Durant,
Iowa was named for Durant and
his name is on various schools
around the American Midwest.
The taste for blood in Du-
rant’s mouth, running cotton
from the occupied South to the
North during the Civil War, didn't
come from nowhere. Pumped up
with a fearlessness that has long
since died out, American cities
moved. In 1849, playground for
the wealthy Astor Place, New York
City, erupted in riots. Irish immi-
grants, long pushed to the bottom
of the social totem pole by Prot-
estant New Yorkers, frothed at the
mouth as they saw a British tra-
gedian play a beloved Irish actor’s
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role in Macbeth. With Irishwomen
regularly trafficked into brothels
and public schools denying Irish
children a seat, Irish immigrants
charged the Astor Opera House.
Twenty people were killed in the
tumultuous Shakespeare riots.

Yet New York City moved on,
never once waving a white flag of
“privilege” or otherwise. Sargent
depicted this massive civilizational
burden - the burden of love and
passion, and the stoicism that
must exist in its face — in Atlas
and the Hesperides (1922-1925).
The work now hangs in a city built
by Irish dockworkers — Boston’s
Museum of Fine Arts.

The importance of education
- however attained — was not lost
on Oliver Ames who built the
first transcontinental railway in
the United States in 1866. Ames
didn’t finish school and worked
at selling shovels for years with
his father. Shovels were needed by
homesteaders, miners and even
geniuses. Nikola Tesla dug ditch-
es with a shovel for two dollars a
day while hard-up in the 1880s.
With his millions, Ames dedicated
money to three things upon his
death: his family, his church and a
public library in his Massachusetts
hometown.

With the world spread at their
feet, with cities opening their
mansion doors to reveal endless
finery, the men who stood at the
top of the world reached for just a
handful of things. Family. Church.
Land. Knowledge. &



Top: Cornelius Vanderbilt

Il (1890); bottom: Charles,
9th Duke of Marlborough,
with Consuelo, Duchess

of Marlborough, and their
sons John, the 10th Duke

of Marlborough, and Lord
Ivor Spencer-Churchill
(1905); inset: Atlas and the
Hesperides"(1922-1925); over
the page: Trout stream in the
Tyrol (1914)
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William Wheelwright (@ploughmansfolly) pens a heartfelt letter to the king-
mabker of the right-wing bodybuilders, the billionaire entrepreneur, venture cap-
italist and political activist Peter Thiel. He lays out a project for a new kind of
schooling that will produce a new kind of young American man. All that stands
between ideal and reality is the small matter of a few spare Thielbuxxx...

Dear Mr. Thiel,

Let me thank you for your prompt reply to my origi-
nal inquiry. I cannot overstate how glad I am to hear
of your interest in our enterprise.

You requested the enclosure of my ten-year vision for
the revitalization of the American male. What fol-
lows is the fulfillment of that request.

As you know, we are at war. Our enemies’ bloodlust
will be satisfied with nothing short of the total de-
struction of Nature itself. One of the primary theatres
of this conflict has been the assault on manliness.
The objective of this assault has been to dissociate
biological maleness from any pre-existing essence or
purpose. Due to widespread weakness and compla-
cency, we have suffered many losses on this battle-
field already. Look no further than the current state
of the average adolescent male: obese, directionless,
addicted to masturbation, one foot in the metaverse
via gaming or social media. There is no greater in-
dictment of the current state of our civilization that
this sorry figure. Consequently, there is no more apt
starting point from which to stimulate a reinvigora-
tion of Western culture than the minds and bodies of
young men.

Let me begin from where we want to end up, and
work backwards. The American male population
must become, as it was within living memory, a
standing army of extremely fit, skilled and knowl-
edgeable men, prepared to die in defense of their
country. (Let me be specific about what I mean by
“their country”: I mean the exact land and people
from which any given individual citizen comes.

I do not mean some nebulous idea, some flag, or
some document. The ubiquitous lie that “America
is an idea’, is actually bizarrely true, because what
we mean by America is something intangible in its
ephemerality, because its definition depends on the
background of the soldier who defends it. It varies
depending on the postage stamp whence that soldier
comes. America is an idea: the idea of a square mile
and the people who dwell therein.)
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What kind of educational ordeal would the average
American male have to undergo in order to meet
the above description? How can his slovenliness be
transformed into sharpness? These are the questions
that our program answers.

From the first day a boy arrives at our campus at

the age of twelve, to when he leaves at 18, he is sent
to live with the herds in the mountains. His diet is
founded on the milk from the herds that he tends to
in concert with his fellows (we have herds of both
cows and sheep for dairy); the eggs from the ducks
that are rotated through a cascade of fertigation
ponds in the upland forest; honey harvested from the
bees hived on the forest edges;, and whatever he can
forage (instructors are versed in the local flora and
fungi to prevent accidental intoxication). He lives
under a canvas tent on the edge of the forest with his
classmates. He has absolutely no access to any form
of digital technology while he is on campus.

Our pedagogical approach is based on the under-
standing that in order to re-kindle an understanding
among young men of their own masculinity, they
must be immersed in nature. Our enemies have mas-
tered the art of childhood indoctrination, and their
process always begins with the dissociation of the
child from the natural world. Learning takes place
indoors, they imply, especially on the computer. This
is as cynical as it is insidiously intended: it ultimately
leads to the belief that the various man-made realities
he finds there — the internet, pornography, the soon-
to-be metaverse etc. — are more real than the wind
and the soil and the waters. This false understanding
then comes to occupy the individual’s consciousness.
Immersed in these man-made alternate realities, the
young man thinks to himself, “I can be whoever and
whatever I want to be. I am unlimited by the imposi-
tions of my biology and the manner of my upbring-
ing” In the real world, the acceptance of these limits
is the prerequisite of their transcendence. Immersion
in nature forces our students to come to terms with
who they are, where they come from and what they
are capable of on any given day. In short, it is real,
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not make-believe, and therein lies its didactic power.

What does the student’s day to day life entail? Our
life here is anchored by the realities of farming. We
are running a dairy, which represents the foundation
of the diet of everyone who lives here. The students
milk and move the animals twice daily. They are
milked by hand in our mobile parlors, which move
along with the herds. Any excess production is en-
trusted to the local churches for distribution to the
needy. Because we have many hands per animal, this
is relatively light work. We also care for our ducks
and our bees. We do not garden or practice any
other form of agriculture than what I have described;
although there are many mature fruit trees scattered
throughout, in the sunny spots where pasture meets
forest. We decided on dairy from the outset because
we felt it covered the maximum span of our die-

tary needs with the least input from offsite sources.
Our cows and sheep only eat grass and the hay we
make here (and we try to keep hay consumption to a
minimum by winter grazing). We know from years’
experience that the diet provided by the aforemen-
tioned sources provides more than enough nutrition
to sustain our active lifestyle and the robust strength
training goals for all students. Since dairy always
involves the slaughter of the animals whose birth is
required to stimulate lactation, we do also eat meat.
Aquaculture in some of our many mountain ponds
is another potential protein source; although we have
yet to explore it seriously.

In contradistinction to the situation in the American
public school system, for us, physical education is not
a tertiary, box-ticking exercise. It is the foundation of
our entire educational system. After morning milk-
ing, all students spend two hours in physical activity
directed toward increased strength. Since we have no
gym here, we have had to get creative. We especially
enjoy weighted hill sprints to failure (using makeshift
rucksacks filled with stones). We do pull ups in the
larches, and notch handles into large logs of varying
sizes for squats, deadlifts, etc. Students enter at dif-
ferent heights and weights, and so the only uniform
expectation we can impose upon them is that they
are becoming stronger all the time. This we impose
without reservation. Furthermore, all students must
become proficient in some form of hand-to-hand
combat.

Besides physical education, several other classes

are required. These include music (when we have
enough students, we hope to have an orchestra and
choral ensemble). Our hay barn is our practice space,

it has excellent acoustics. Horsemanship and riflery
are also required. Classes of progressing difficulty in
mathematics, the Western literary canon, philosophy
and other subjects are offered on an elective basis.
Students are encouraged to pursue their interests, but
are also required, having chosen this or that elective,
to commit to it for a matter of months at a minimum.
We utterly reject the notion of the “well-rounded
world citizen” that has become so common in higher
education circles in recent decades. Over the course
of his years here, the average student becomes highly
capable in a specific skill or area of knowledge. Our
objective, as I hope is clear by now, is the manufac-
ture of warriors, each skilled in specific areas.

In the evenings, the boys take to team field sports —
usually soccer since it requires the least gear — and
individual study. There are no showers here: baths are
taken year-round in the spring-fed pond at the top

of the property. The day ends with a bonfire — often
the more literary boys will relate stories from the
books they have been reading. The baritones sing the
ancient hymns. Lights out at 9pm.

Mr. Thiel, we require further funding. We simply
cannot keep up with the demand we are experiencing
from prospective students. The young men of Ameri-
ca are clamoring for the opportunity to embrace their
nature without being hampered by the badgerings of
ten thousand crusty schoolmarms. Many of our grad-
uates are eager to open campuses in their own areas.

Every boy forced through the spiritual wood chipper
than is the modern American socialization-via-pub-
lic-education process represents a living tragedy. We
can define tragedy as squandered potential. Before
we even begin to list the practical reasons why the
assault on manliness has been such a disaster for
society, we must consider the deep injustice of this
situation. For the sake not merely of society, which
flounders and collapses in the absence of true male
strength and leadership, but for that of the souls

of the boys who are daily wasted as spiritual can-
non-fodder in the War on Nature, we must offer a
widespread alternative on a broad scale.

Once again I thank you for your consideration.
Yours sincerely,

William Wheelwright B
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radition - is a noble
and proud word for a
race that has the will
to put the emphasis
back on the side of
blood. The individual does not
dwell alone in a physical place, but
as a member of a community, for
which he has to live and, if neces-
sary, to sacrifice himself. That is a
realization which probably every
man who has a sense of responsi-
bility possesses and defends - in
his own particular way and with
his own particular means. But the
individual is bound not only to a
higher community in space, but
also in an even more significant,
though invisible, way in time.
A father’s blood pulses through
one’s own, he lives on in realms
and bonds that they have created,
preserved and defended. Created,
preserved and defended, so that he
might take the work from their fist
into his own and manage it wor-
thily. The man of the present is the
center between the past and the
future. Life shoots like the glowing
spark of a fuse through the bond
of the sexes, it burns them out and,
nevertheless, establishes a connec-
tion which goes from the begin-
ning to the end. Soon the man of
the present will also be a has-been,

A new translation by
MARTIN

but the thought gives him peace
and security that his work and his
deeds do not perish with him, but
that they have laid the foundation
on which the future man, the heir,
stands with weapons and tools.

That which makes an action
historical: that it is not in itself
and is not done for itself, but that
it is structured into a meaning-
ful action, that it is directed by
the deeds of one’s forefathers and
aimed into the mysterious realm
of the unborn. It is dark on this
side and on the other side of the
deed, its roots disappear in the
gray of the past, its fruits fall into
the land of inheritance, which the
deed will never see, and yet it is
determined and preserved from
both sides, and therein lies its
timeless splendor and its highest
glory.

This is what distinguishes
the hero and the warrior from
the countryman and the adven-
turer, that he draws his strength
from higher reserves than from
his personal ones, and that the
glowing beacon of his deed is not

a flickering fire, but the blazing
fire in which the future is forged
around the past. In the greatness
of the adventurer there is some-
thing accidental, a wild incursion
into colorful landscapes, which
also has its beauty, but in the hero
the necessary, fate-conditioned is
completed, he is the uniquely mor-
al man, who is significant not only
in himself, not only today, but also
for all and for any time.

On whatever battlefield and
at whatever seemingly lost post
- where a past is to be preserved
and fought for a future, no deed
can be lost. The individual can
certainly be lost, but his destiny,
his happiness and his perfection
is a downfall for a higher, further
goal. The man without ties dies
and with him his work, because it
was tailored in its dimensions only
to himself; the hero perishes, but
his demise is like the blood-red
setting of the sun, which promises
a new and more beautiful tomor-
row. In the same way, we must
remember the great war as a glow-
ing sunset, in the colors of which
a glorious tomorrow is already
determined. So we must think of
our fallen friends, and recognize
in their demise the sign of com-
pletion, the sharpest affirmation

Ernst Jiinger as a soldier during the
First World War. As for so many
of his generation who fought, the
experience was a transformative
one for him. His experiences are
detailed in Storm of Steel, which
is available in superior translation
from Rogue Scholar Press.
(shop.aer.io/roguescholar).



The Battle of Rossbach, referenced
by Jiinger towards the end of the
text. The battle took place on 5
November 1757 and saw Fredrick
the Great of Prussia, against
overwhelming odds, destroy a
much larger French and Imperial
German army.

of life itself. Far as from disgusting
filth, we must refrain from the
evaluation of the Kramerseele
"that it was all in vain," if we want
to find our happiness in living in
the space of destiny and flowing
in the mysterious stream of blood,
if we want to work in a meaning-
tul, significant landscape, and not
vegetate in a time and space in
which we have been placed by the
accident of birth.

No, birth must not be an
accident for us! It is the act that
immerses us in our actual earthly
realm, and that determines, with
a thousand symbolic threads, our
place in the life-world. Through
it we become members of the
nation, the community of those
bound by birth. From here we
enter life, from a fixed point, but
in a movement that began long
before us and will end late after us.
We are passing through only one
section of this vast trajectory, but
over this section we must not only
carry a full inheritance, but be
equal to all the demands of time.

Now, vile minds, debauched
in the squalor of our great cities,
come up with the wisdom that our
birth was a game of chance, and
that "we could just as well have
been born French as Germans." Of
course, for the one who thinks like
that, it is true. He is an accidental
man. The happiness that lies in
feeling born with necessity into a

No, birth must not be an
accident for us!

great destiny, in feeling its tensions
and struggles as one's own, and

in rising - or sinking - with it, is
foreign to him.

These brains always come out
when misfortune weighs on the
communities united by birth, and
this is characteristic for them. (We
should briefly point out the last,
very skilful move of the intellect
to parasitically and destructively
penetrate into the community of
blood and to distort its essence
intellectually, namely by the term
"community of fate", which at first
sight seems to be quite appropri-
ate. But the community of destiny
also includes a negro who was
taken by surprise at the beginning
of the war in Germany, who was
drawn into our path of suffering
from bread to root vegetables. A
"community of destiny" in this
sense is formed by the passengers
of a sinking steamer, in contrast
to the community of blood of the
crew of a warship sinking with the
flag flying).

The national man values being
born into a firmly defined bound-
ary, indeed he sees in it his highest
pride. When he transcends his
borders, he does so not by flowing
formlessly beyond them, but by
extending them into the future
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and into the past. Its strength rests
in the fact that it possesses direc-
tion, and with it a more instinctive
security, an orientation from the
ground up, which is given to the
blood, and which does not need
the fluctuating and changing
signal lanterns of sophisticated
concepts. Thus life grows into a
greater unity, and thus it becomes
itself a unity by being meaningful-
ly bound in each of its moments.

Sharply delineated by its
boundaries, by sacred rivers, fear-
some mountains and vast seas, the
life of a national race fixes itself
in space. Based on a tradition and
directed towards a distant future,
it is fixed in time. Woe to him who
cuts off his own roots, he becomes
an impotent, a parasitic man. To
deny the past is also to deny the
future, and to perish with the vola-
tile waves of the present.

But for the nationalist there
is an equally great danger, that is
that he forgets the present. Having
tradition implies the duty to live
out this tradition. The nation is
not a house on which each gen-
eration, like a generation of coral,
only has to add a new story, or in
whose space, set once and for all,
it only has to exist in a bad way.
A castle, a solidly built subur-
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The German theologian Martin Lu-
ther, as painted by Lucas Cranach
the Elder. Jiinger quotes twice from
Luther’s “A Mighty Fortress is our
God” in the final paragraphs.



ban house, seems to be set once and for all after its
completion. But soon a new generation, out of new
needs, sees the necessity of important changes. Or

it burns down, it is destroyed, and a new, different
building rises above the old foundation walls. The
facades change, every stone is replaced, and yet, in a
very special sense, it remains the same house. Was it
the perfect house only in the Renaissance or in the
Baroque, did it have then a style that is valid forever?
No, but what it was then is somehow hidden in what
it is today.

Today it is perhaps coolly structured as an ex-
pression of a feeling in values of the highest, active
energy, but this expression is only conceivable on the
layered ground of a tradition. In every line and in
every scale, the past mysteriously resonates, and yet
it is the present that determines the face of the whole,
so that it lifts us up, carries us away in the feeling:
this is us, this is ourselves! And so it must be.

So also the blood of the individual is mixed from
a thousand dark bloodstreams, and yet the individ-
ual is not only the sum of his ancestors, not only the
bearer of their will and qualities, but also in distinct,
bounded peculiarity - he is he himself. And the same
is the case with the most comprehensive form of the
nation, with the state. Yesterday we had an empire,
today we have a republic, tomorrow perhaps another
empire, and the day after tomorrow a dictatorship.
Each of these structures, as an invisible inheritance,
more or less hidden under its formal language, also
carries the content of the former, but each has the
duty to be completely itself, because only in this way
the full utilization of the power is achieved.

This is true also in this exact minute for every
one of us. To be an heir is not to be an imitator. And
to live in a tradition does not mean to limit oneself to
this tradition. To inherit a house means to take care
of it, but not to make a museum out of it, in which
the ancestral home stands untouched. "His Kingdom
[Reich] is for ever," said Luther, who laid the axe to
the building of a church; he knew that a kingdom
and a building, a power and its temporal expression
are not the same.

"His Kingdom is for ever" - so too for us, and in
this will to the essential lies our real tradition, for
which one can stand up just as sharply under the roof
of a republic as under that of an empire. The impor-
tant thing is that the great current of blood forces
all the resources and institutions of the time into its
service. Whether you fight a battle with the methods
of a republic or with those of a board of directors, it
amounts to the same thing - if only you win it. In the
age of the cold steel one must know how to win with
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the sword, in the age of the machine with machine
guns, tanks, bomb squadrons and gas attacks. In a
patrimonial age, an army must believe in fighting

for its king and lord; in an age of the masses, it may
desire to go to the death for any progress of a social
or economic nature. Always his ideas, his faith and
his morality will shimmer, yes, must shimmer, in

the colorful reflections of temporal illumination, but
what matters is not his insights, questions and appar-
ent goals, but that all his power be realized within the
framework of the "kingdom."

This realization is also our duty. We, too, must try
to put the tremendous, bound energy of the modern
state at the service of the empire, to wrest it from the
clutches of the rational intellect, and to subject it to
the laws of blood down to the last flywheel, the last
bit of iron. Only then will we live tradition. We are
still far from it. It is precisely the emphasis on the
external form of tradition, which is characteristic of
the national youth of today, that is a sign of a lack
of inner strength. We do not live in museums, but
in an active, hostile world. It is not a living tradition
that old Fritz is painted on every cigar box, and that
every ashtray and every pair of trousers receives its
black-and-white bread stamp. This is advertising in
the worst sense, just as the majority of our parades,
commemorations and honorary days are only the
most tasteless advertising, cast-iron kitsch, through
which one gains nothing but followers.

Prepare yourselves for a new Rossbach in the
most characteristic formations of our time, then the
old one up there will be most pleased. Do not write
Frederick novels, but the national novel of our time,
whose material is as multifarious as life itself before
your eyes. Do not live as dreamers in sunken times,
but try to give the Republic clout and power directed
by the current of blood, or smash it in two if it does
not want to become tough. Do not reminisce about
the cane of Frederick William II, which was essential
in his time, but recognize that such methods of social
control depend on the times, and that today it is es-
sential to find a solution that will include the worker
in the national front, as has already been done in
other countries.

Be fully who you are; then you will be living both
the future and the past in the fiery focus of the pres-
ent and in your own deeds. Then you will have real,
living tradition and not only its flickering reflection
that can be placed in any suburban cinema. B
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A story by Richard Poe

he scream cut through his slum-

ber like a steel scythe. His wife was

screaming. Even in his sleep, fear

pierced him through and through. It

happening, thought Frank Romain.
The worst has finally happened.

Every New Yorker has his own idea of what
the “worst” might be. It might be an armed in-
truder standing on your fire escape, silhouetted
against your window. It might be the tinkle of
broken glass, the groan of a burglar’s crowbar, or
the crash of a sledgehammer against your steel
window grate. These are the sorts of things most
men would fear if they heard their wives scream-
ing in the dead of night. But Frank Romain was
not like most men. Burglars and murderers held
little terror for him. He did not fear creatures of
flesh and blood. The things Frank feared were
invisible. Some might say imaginary:.
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Frank’s therapist referred to
his condition as scotophobia, a
morbid fear of darkness. The word
came from the Greek root skotos,
meaning darkness, and phobos,
meaning fear. When Frank first
heard it, he conceded that sco-
tophobia was probably as good
a word as any. It was clean and
simple, as medical terminology
ought to be. But it was not exact-
ly the right word. For, in truth,
Frank did not fear the dark. Not
the darkness itself. What he feared
were certain things which he
imagined might be lurking in the
dark. And Frank was imagining
those things tonight.

As Miranda’s scream tore him
from sleep, Frank’s half-dreaming
mind peopled the apartment with
an array of ghastly beings. He
imagined dead things ripe from
the grave shuffling around his bed.
He imagined them scraping their
rotting fingers over Miranda’s skin
as she screamed. Yes, this was the
worst, Frank decided. The very
worst. And it was finally happen-
ing. Tonight.

“Uhhhh!” Miranda groaned,
her voice filled with loathing and
disgust.

“Miranda, what is it?” cried
Frank.

He fumbled on the floor for
his glasses. Miranda had leapt
from the bed, shaking her leg as if
it were on fire. “Get it oft me! Get
it off me!” she cried, grimacing in
horror.

In the dim light that filtered
in from the bathroom — a light
which Frank always left on at
night — Frank saw something
tumble off Miranda’s side of the
bed. It was alive. The creature
was shiny, reddish-brown, and
about two inches long. It hit the
wooden floor with an audible click
and went scampering off into the
shadows.

“Miranda, what’s going on?”
said Frank. He was fully awake
now. His glasses had brought the
room into sharp focus. The dream
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world was receding now, and the
real world taking its place. What-
ever was happening to Miranda,
at least Frank knew that it was not
the worst. Not tonight, anyway.

Slowly, through the dullness
of sleep, Frank figured out what
had happened. He recognized the
reddish-brown thing scampering
across the floor. If life in an East
Village tenement had taught him
anything, it had taught him to
recognize the many varieties of
vermin which shared man’s urban
habitat.

“It was a waterbug,” said
Miranda, still in shock. “I rolled
on top of it. I could feel it squirm-
ing under my thigh. Ugh!”

Frank regarded the bug, which
had now taken cover beside a pile
of books on the floor. It hid in the
shadow of one overhanging tome.
New Yorkers called these creatures
waterbugs, but they were actually
giant cockroaches, of the species
Periplaneta Americana. Urban
legend often exaggerated their
size to preposterous extremes, but
this particular specimen was of
normal dimensions, not quite two
inches in length. A loose sneaker
lay nearby. Frank shooed the bug
from its hiding place and slapped
it hard with the sneaker. He used
a wet paper towel to clean up the
mess. It was all very easy and mat-
ter-of-fact. But then, quite sud-
denly, it was over. The crisis had
passed. There was nothing left to
do. Silence fell like a stone. Deep
shadows covered the room. “What
now?” Frank asked himself.

The clock on the wall said 2:30
am. Frank groaned aloud. Just his
luck! This was the worst time of
night to be awake. Miranda would
fall asleep quickly, but Frank
would not. He would be alone in
the dark through that long, deso-
late hour between three and four
in the morning. And he would
be afraid. All his life, Frank had a
tendency to wake up around this
time. It was a curse he could not
seem to break. When he studied
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comparative folklore in graduate
school, Frank learned that he was
not the first to suffer from this
particular curse. Many people
through the ages had dreaded the
hour between three and four in
the morning. In parts of England,
they called it the devil’s hour.
Further east, it was known by a
different name.

The Russians called it chas vol-
ka. The Swedes called it vargtim-
men. Both had the same meaning.
It was the hour of the wolf, the
time when wolves howl at your
door. Every scotophobe knows
the meaning of that hour. One of
history’s more prominent sco-
tophobes, Swedish film director
Ingmar Bergman, had explored
the topic in his 1968 film, “The
Hour of the Wolf” In it, Max von
Sydow plays an artist descending
into madness. He cannot sleep, for
fear of the dark, so every night he
keeps a nervous vigil through the
wolf hour. He explains to his wife,
played by Liv Ullman, that the
wolf hour is the time when most
people are born and most people
die. “Now is when nightmares
come to us,” he tells her. “And if
we are awake, we are afraid”

“Great,” said Frank aloud.
“That’s just great. Here I am wide
awake and the wolf hour starts in
thirty minutes.”

“Oh, please, Frank. Don't start
that,” said Miranda. “There’s no
such thing as the wolf hour. You
really need to get a grip. You're not
Max von Sydow and I'm not Liv
Ullman. Please stop talking like
that and come back to bed”

That was easy enough for
Miranda to say. She did not suffer
from scotophobia. She would have
no trouble going back to sleep. But
Frank knew that many hours of
darkness lay ahead. He was quite
sure he would sleep no more that
night. “I'm going to the store,” he
announced to Miranda suddenly.

“But Frank, it’s 2:30 in the
morning. Why do you have to go
out now?” Miranda pleaded.



“We have to kill the water-

bugs,” said Frank. “If there’s one
waterbug in here, there’s proba-
bly more. We have to spray. 'm
going to get one of those cans of
heavy-duty roach spray.”

Miranda frowned. “Okay;” she
finally said. “But be careful. It’s
dangerous out there”

II.

It was indeed dangerous, as
Miranda said. The particular block
of East 13th Street where Frank
and Miranda lived was probably
one of the more perilous districts
of the East Village. Drug dealers
filled the sidewalks, day and night.
Things got violent sometimes.
Now and then, gunfire broke out
in the street. But, in Frank’s view,
these were minor inconveniences.
Frank loved this neighborhood. It
was the perfect place for a scoto-
phobe.

The streets were always full of
people, day and night. Of course,

many of those people were drug
dealers, crackheads and worse. But
at least they were human. They
could shoot you, stab you, rob
you or beat you, but they couldn’t
do anything, well, worse. Frank
loved walking out of his building
at 2:30 in the morning, as he was
doing tonight, and emerging onto
a street that was aboil with activ-
ity. His block was a deep canyon
of brick walls and fire escapes. On
that hot summer night, shadowy
figures in sleeveless t-shirts moved
in the gloom. Dominican meren-
gues blared tinnily from boom-
boxes. Vomit and urine steamed
from the pavement. On the corner
of Avenue A, the 24-hour Korean
grocery store glowed like a bea-
con. “I love New York,” thought
Frank, with a deep sigh of con-
tentment.

In New York, you were nev-
er alone. As long as there were
crowds in the street, as long as
there were neon-lit bars, fluores-
cent 24-hour minimarts, subways
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roaring underground and sirens
ululating into the night, then all
was normal. Everything was under
control. It was different upstate.
Frank was born and raised in a
place called Donkerkerk, New
York, a small town about a hun-
dred miles north, in the Catskill
Mountains. There, the half-dozen
shops on Main Street closed early.
Even the bars shut down at two
in the morning, and once the last
drunken drivers had vanished
from Route 23C, a deadly silence
hugged the forest.

Too many times, Frank had
found himself driving alone down
mountain roads under the awful
ebon sky. Too many times, while
his father slept off his latest drunk
on the living room couch, Frank
had lain awake in his bedroom,
listening for that tell-tale sound
in the woods, that broken twig,
that growl from the dog, that odd
new shrillness in the cricket’s song
that might signal the worst was
on its way, lumbering across the
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yard on misshapen legs. Frank
had never seen a ghost or a ghoul.
In fact, he did not believe in such
things, at least not in the daylight,
when there were people around.
But things seemed different in
the dark. On wintry nights, when
the moon gleamed and the naked
trees scratched at his window,
Frank knew that anything was
possible. Anything.

When he was growing up in
the Catskills, Frank liked to go
with his friends to a place called
Lookout Point. On a clear day, you
could see four neighboring states,
including Connecticut, Massachu-
setts, Vermont and New Hamp-
shire. On certain nights, when
conditions were right, you could
see a halo of orange light gleaming
on the southern horizon. That was
the glow from New York City, a
hundred miles away. Frank never
tired of staring at it. Many times,
he vowed to himself that he would
live there someday, under that
great dome of light. In the city, the
lights never went out. Frank knew
he would always be safe there. At
least, so he imagined.

Eventually, Frank achieved his
goal. He was accepted into New
York University, and moved to
Manhattan. There he earned an
undergraduate degree in anthro-
pology, and began work on his
Ph.D. in urban archaeology. Life
was good in the city. In Manhat-
tan, the tall buildings blocked
out the sky, and the city hugged
you close like a womb. The lights
blazed twenty-four hours a day
and the boundary between this
world and that other world grew
very thick. Frank liked it that way.

III.

Frank returned that night from
the Korean minimart with a large
blue and silver canister of Raid
MAX. Though it was nearly 3 am,
his tenement building still quiv-
ered with life. Beyond his apart-
ment walls, above, below and all
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around him, hundreds of fellow
tenants lived out their lives like
bees in a great hive. Even now, at
this hour, many would be eat-
ing, drinking, reveling, watching
television or perhaps making love.
Even now, Frank could hear water
rushing through the pipes from
his neighbors’ showers, sinks and
toilets. He could hear merengues
wafting faintly from the sidewalk
below, and jet planes thunder-

ing overhead, as they made their
final approaches to Kennedy and
LaGuardia airports. All was well
on East 13th Street. Or at least so
it seemed.

“Frank, why don’'t you come to
bed?” said Miranda. “You can do
the spraying tomorrow.”

“It’1l just take a minute,” said
Frank. The truth was, Frank was
in no hurry to go to bed. Going
back to bed meant turning out
the lights again. It meant lying
alone in the dark, unable to sleep,
perhaps for hours. Spraying for
cockroaches seemed a lot more
appealing. And so Frank went into
the kitchen and pulled the spray
can from its plastic bag. “Raid
MAX Roach and Ant Killer;” said
the label. “Contains Cylathrin.
Kills Fast, Kills Long”

Frank looked up at the cup-
boards, suspended in a long row
over the kitchen. He had seen
many roaches creeping down from
those cupboards. Perhaps the
creatures were hiding on top. Yes,
the top of the cupboards seemed
like a good place to start. Frank
shook the canister of Raid MAX.
It felt cool in his hand, like pol-
ished gunmetal. Raising his arm
aloft, Frank pressed the button
and sprayed. A noxious, chemical
smell pervaded the kitchen as the
mist jetted upward and over the
top of the cupboards. The clock
on the wall said 2:45 am. Neither
Frank nor Miranda were prepared
for what happened next.
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Iv.

At first, Frank thought he was
seeing things. He thought his
eyes might be out of focus. But
it was really happening. A veri-
table river of insect bodies came
pouring over the top of the cup-
board. There were small roaches,
little more than half an inch in
length. But there were also great
big waterbugs, two inches long.
Some of the waterbugs were larger
than normal, Frank noted. Several
three-inch specimens landed with
sickening thumps on his kitchen
counter. Then, a much louder
thump drew Frank’ attention to
the stove. What on earth could
that have been? He hardly dared
look. When he did, Frank saw a
great, shiny-winged Periplaneta
lying flat on its back on the stove,
its yellow legs kicking spasmod-
ically, as thick as the legs of a
frozen prawn, and surely as meaty.
FranK’s heart quivered at the sight
of this prodigy, four inches long,
if it was a millimeter. Never before
had Frank seen a waterbug of that
size.

Such monstrous arthropods
existed only in tall tales trad-
ed with horrified laughter over
cappuccino in Second Avenue
coffeeshops. They were urban
legends, nothing more. Yet the
creature on Frank’s stove was no
legend. It was real. Gooseflesh
prickled Frank’s skin. A troubling
premonition stirred in his mind.
But he had no time to ponder it.
Things were happening too quick-
ly. Bug after giant bug plunged
over the top of Frank’s cupboard,
writhing and kicking as they
struck the counter. Some fell with
a bounce on the metal sink. Oth-
ers plopped into water-filled pots
and pans, where they floated dead
amid strands of broken spaghetti.

“Frank, what on earth is that
sound?” said Miranda. From the
living room, she could hear the
bug bodies click as they fell.

“You really don’t want to



know;” Frank replied.

It was all over in about five
minutes. The bugs were dead. A
poisonous mist filled the apart-
ment. Miranda rose from her
futon in the living room to see
the damage. Together, she and
Frank surveyed the corpse-strewn
battlefield that had once been their
kitchen. It would be a long time
before Frank felt quite comfortable
eating food from those pans again.

“I can't believe there were so
many of them,” Miranda said at
last, her voice filled with wonder.
“And so big”

“Well, they’re dead now;”
said Frank. “Now we can sleep in
peace.” Alas, Frank could not have
been more mistaken.

V.

They cleaned up the roach bodies
on the sink and counter. But now
Frank had to climb on a chair to
see what lay atop the cupboards.

“Be careful,” said Miranda, as
Frank clambered unsteadily onto
the chair. His eyes burned from
the roach spray. Frank blinked
twice and beheld a veritable blan-
ket of dead roaches, stacked half
an inch deep atop the cupboard.
With a paper towel, he began
gingerly grabbing up handfuls of
them, careful not to squeeze too
hard, lest he hear or feel the grisly
crunch of their exoskeletons.
Frank was a little squeamish when
it came to bugs, if truth be told.

“What do you see up there?”
asked Miranda. “Are they all
dead?”

“They’re dead all right,” said
Frank, discharging his first load
of roach bodies into the kitchen
trash. “But I think our problems
have just begun?”

“What do you mean?”

“There’s a big hole in the wall. I
can just see the top of it from here,
but I think there’s more behind
the cupboards. It’s a huge hole. I
think that’s where the roaches are
coming from.”

“Oh my God,” said Miranda.
“Anything could come through
there. There might be rats”

“It doesn't look like a rathole,”
said Frank. “It's more like the wall
has rotted through?”

“What are you doing?” said
Miranda.

Still standing on the chair,
Frank was leaning forward over
the top of the cupboard, trying to
get a closer look at the hole. But
he leaned too heavily. The cabinet
groaned beneath him. Sudden-
ly, the whole row of cupboards
ripped free from the wall. Frank
barely had time to jump before
the whole unit fell with a mighty
crash over the counter and sink,
shattering dishes and drinking
glasses. The room filled with a
fine gypsum mist from the broken
wallboard.

“Frank!” Miranda screamed.
“Are you all right?” She rushed to
his side, grabbing his face in her
hands and fussing over him. From
below, the downstairs neighbors
pounded angrily on their ceiling.
“Cut out that friggin’ racket!”
called one muftled voice.

Frank sat on the kitchen floor,
blinking in shock. His glasses had
flown across the room. White dust
clung to his face and hair.

“Yeah, I'm all right,” he said,
fumbling for his glasses. Frank
regarded what had once been their
kitchen wall. The cupboard, when
it fell, had ripped out a gaping hole
at least four feet wide. Through it,
Frank could see the wooden wall
studs within.

“Oh, look at our wall!” Miran-
da moaned. “It must have been
completely rotted through. We've
got to call the landlord. They have
to fix this tomorrow. Frank, where
are you going?”

Frank had disappeared into his
office, at the far end of their rail-
road flat. He emerged, ready for
action, with a flashlight in hand.
His glasses were now secured to
his head with a nylon strap. “I
don’t want my glasses falling off
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again,” he explained.

The plaster dust was just be-
ginning to settle. Frank’ flashlight
beam carved a weird corridor of
phosphorescent mist through the
air. Carefully, he and Miranda
lowered the cupboard to the floor,
exposing the hole completely.

“Nice, huh?” Frank remarked.
“That hole must have been hid-
den behind that cabinet since we
moved in here. No wonder this
place is infested. Here, give me a
hand”

With Miranda’s help, Frank
pulled the refrigerator away from
the wall, exposing more of the
hole. It was much larger than they
had thought. Frank poked his
head through and looked inside.
For a long time, he peered into the
depths of his kitchen wall, darting
the flashlight beam here and there,
his brow wrinkled in puzzlement.
“Now that’s the damnedest thing,”
he finally said.

“What do you see?” asked
Miranda.

Frank withdrew from the hole.
For a long time, he stood silent-
ly, biting his lip and tapping the
flashlight thoughtfully against his
palm.

“Frank, what is it? Will you
talk to me? You're getting me
scared.”

“I don’t see how it’s possible,”
he finally said. “The wall just isn’t
thick enough. Unless, of course,
it gets thicker on the floors below
us.

“What are you talking about?
Thick enough for what? What did
you see in there?”

“Take a look yourself”

Miranda grabbed the flash-
light and leaned into the hole. At
first, she could not comprehend
what confronted her. Just inside
the hole, the wall appeared to be
of normal thickness, about six
inches wide. But when Miranda
looked down, toward the floor,
she saw that the space widened
into a stairway, a red-brick, spiral
staircase leading down into the
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gloom below. Miranda gulped and
withdrew her head.

“There’s a staircase in there,”
she said quietly.

“It looks to me like there’s got
to be a good six feet of clearance
to make room for that staircase,”
said Frank. “The floors below us
must have walls that are seven feet
thick, at least.”

“How can that be?” said
Miranda.

Frank shrugged. “These are
old buildings. Maybe they used to
put service staircases in the walls
to sort of, you know, get access
to the plumbing. Or something”
But even as he spoke, Frank
knew he was talking nonsense.

As a doctoral candidate in urban
archaeology, Frank was intimately
familiar with the architecture of
nineteenth-century tenements on
the Lower East Side. No stairways
had ever been found in the walls
of these buildings.

Clearly this was no ordinary
staircase. It was a secret passage,
built for some unknown purpose,
more than a hundred years ago,
by people long dead. Nothing in
Frank’s academic training had pre-
pared him for such a discovery. He
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could not imagine what he might
find at the bottom of those stairs.
But he was determined to find out.

VL

“I have to go down there and
check it out,” he told Miranda.

“You can't possibly be serious,”
she said. “How can you even think
of going down that hole?”

Frank sighed. How could he
explain his reasons to Miranda?
He could, of course, pretend that
his interest was purely profession-
al. Frank was an archaeologist,
after all. At least he would be an
archaeologist, once he finished
defending his doctoral disser-
tation next year. And this was a
potentially significant find. After
countless summers spent sifting
damp earth in upstate New York
for such meager rewards as broken
arrowheads and tiny swaths of
rotted Mohican basketry, here at
last was something exciting — an
actual secret passageway in the
heart of Manhattan’s East Village.
A discovery like this could poten-
tially find its way into a National
Geographic television special. At
the very least, it could get Frank
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a write-up in Urban Archaeology
Review.

Frank had to admit, however,
that professional ambition was
not his driving motivation. His
real reason was more primitive. It
was the same reason that a child
peers under the bed and checks
the closet before retiring. Frank
didn’t like the idea of turning out
the lights and going back to bed
with that mysterious hole yawn-
ing in his kitchen. If he could just
explore the passage a little, touch
it, feel it, smell it, and see with his
own eyes that no goblins crouched
in its depths, Frank would feel a
whole lot better about closing his
eyes tonight.

“I should at least check the
staircase to see if there are more
bugs down there,” Frank argued
feebly, inventing excuses as he
went. “If I don't spray now, they
might come out of the hole while
we're sleeping, and swarm all over
the house”

Miranda shot him a skepti-
cal look. “Okay;” she finally said.
“But wait for me to get dressed.

If youre going down there, 'm
coming with you.”



VIIL

They crept carefully down the
dank, brick-lined stairwell, the last
fading light from their kitchen re-
ceding above them. Frank led the
way, brandishing his flashlight and
the canister of Raid MAX. Now
and then, he let loose a gust of
spray when he spied a cockroach.

“You should save the spray,’
said Miranda. “Don’t waste it on
every little bug you see” Because,
her mind finished silently, you
never know what we might find
down below.

The staircase seemed to spiral
downward forever. The air was
close and damp, the bricks mossy
with age, and the staircase so
narrow, their shoulders squeezed
against the sides. After a very long
time, Frank announced that he
thought they had reached ground
level. They had descended six
floors. Frank tapped his flashlight
against the bricks.

“This should be the Pinnellis’
kitchen behind this wall,” he said.
“The basement is right below us”

He shined his flashlight down
the stairwell, but it revealed only
the same endless passageway,
spiralling downward into infinity.
Frank could discern no opening
into the cellar. “Let’s go,” he said.

Soon they had descended to
a point that must have been at
least ten feet below the basement.
But they had still found no open-
ing. The staircase continued ever
downward. Frank and Miranda
stopped and looked at each other
in the pale glow from the flash-
light.

“I'm starting to get claustro-
phobic,” Miranda admitted calmly.

“Me too,” said Frank, with a
nervous glance upward.

“If this staircase doesn’t open
out into something soon,” Miran-
da suggested, “we go back up.
Okay?” “Fair enough,” said Frank.

They resumed their descent.
Both of their faces were now
covered with a fine sheen of sweat.

The air in the tiny passage had
grown thick.

“Have you noticed something
about the bricks?” Frank said.

“What about them?”

“They’re different. Ever since
we dropped below the base-
ment. Above that level, they’re
the same bricks as the rest of the
building. But now they’re small-
er and yellowish in color” With
his finger, Frank wiped the dirt
and grease from one brick. “Look
here. Underneath all the crud,
there’s a sheen or glaze. These are
17th-century bricks. They have
to date from the Dutch colonial
period, no later than 1664.” Frank’s
voice grew quiet with awe. “It’s
amazing,” he said. “No one knows
about this except us. It’s a signifi-
cant find”

“But Frank, why would the
Dutch colonists build a spiral
staircase going straight down into
the ground?” asked Miranda.

“I guess we'll find that out at
the bottom,” Frank replied. They
continued down the stairs.

“Uh, Frank,” said Miranda,
after a few minutes. “Isn't it about
that time?”

“What time?”

“To start back up?”

Frank didn’t seem to hear her.
He was listening intently to some-
thing far below.

VIIIL.

“It sounds like water,” said Frank.
“Running water. Could be an
underground stream. Or maybe a
water main. It's not far”

Miranda sighed and followed.
As they descended, the sound of
rushing water grew closer. Sud-
denly, they reached the bottom of
the staircase. The narrow stairwell
opened out into a wide chamber.
On this level, the 17th-century
bricks gave way to an altogether
different type of stone. Above and
around them, Franks flashlight
revealed a great hall formed of
limestone megaliths. The stones
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were gigantic, many as big as cars,
and some even bigger.

“Frank, what is this?” asked
Miranda, a small tremor in her
voice.

Frank didn’t answer at first.
His mind had not yet processed
what he was seeing. The huge size
of these stones and the massive,
post-and-lintel construction was
unlike anything he had expected
to find. Neither the Dutch colo-
nists nor the Algonquin Indians
had built anything like this. The
great stone chamber reminded
Frank of megalithic structures
peculiar to certain prehistoric sites
in Europe and South America.

Stonehenge came to mind, or
Tiahuanaco in Bolivia. But this
was not Bolivia. This was New
York. These ruins were complete-
ly out of place here. They did
not belong in Manhattan. Can it
be? Frank mused silently. A lost
civilization? Right here in the East
Village?

“Frank, talk to me!” said
Miranda. “What is this? Who built
these things?”

“I have no idea,” Frank replied.
And indeed he did not. Conven-
tional archaeology provided no
clue as to who might have built
such structures. Urban legend,
however, offered a wealth of pos-
sibilities. New York’s rumor mills
had long dwelt upon the possibil-
ity of secret tunnels and ancient
catacombs buried beneath the city.
No one had ever seen these leg-
endary stoneworks, yet rumors of
their existence proliferated. Every
occult bookstore, crystal therapy
clinic and vegetarian juice bar in
Manhattan abounded with the-
osophists, druidists, UFOlogists,
psychedelicists and other New Age
sectarians, eager to add their own
peculiar embellishments to the
yarn. Some attributed the mysteri-
ous stoneworks to Atlanteans; oth-
ers credited space travelers from
the Pleiades star cluster; seafaring
Druids from ancient Ireland; or
the lost fleet of the Knights Tem-
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plar. Frank made it his business to
collect such stories, as he collected
all urban legends, no matter how
odd or improbable. But this was
no legend. This limestone cham-
ber where he and Miranda now
stood was real. Like the four-inch
cockroaches lying dead in his
kitchen, this megalithic chamber
was an urban legend come to life.
It was a thing that should not ex-
ist, yet existed nonetheless.

“Frank, do you think the Indi-
ans could have built this?” asked
Miranda.

Frank frowned. “It doesn’t
seem likely;” he mused. “The
Algonquins erected cairns and
standing stones for religious pur-
poses, but, well, nothing like this.
Look at the size of these stones.
Some of these must weigh a hun-
dred tons or more. Where did they
quarry this limestone? And how
did they transport the stones? This
was a huge undertaking. There’s
nothing else like this in North
America”

“Frank, shine your flashlight
over here,” cried Miranda. She
pointed to one of the limestone
blocks forming the wall of the
chamber. The stone was slimy and
dank. Beneath the grime, Frank
saw pictographs. A figure of a
large, coiled serpent wound its
way across the megalith. Beneath
the snake, Frank saw other sym-
bols. They had the appearance
of writing, but were unlike any
script Frank had ever seen. The
characters were jagged and keen,
like shards of broken glass. They
looked as if some madman had
struck them from the rock in a fit
of rage. It occurred to Frank that
something was not quite right
with these letters, but he couldn’t
put his finger on it. Disturbing
images filled his mind. A wave of
nausea unsettled Frank’s stomach.

“Is that writing?” asked Miran-
da.

Frank swallowed hard and
pushed the troubling thoughts
away. “Yes, it does look like writ-

ing,” he said. “But I've never seen
this script. It's completely un-
known. Frank pulled his mind
back from the abyss. He reminded
himself that he was a scientist.
He must keep a level head. Few
archaeologists ever got a break like
this. It was important to stay fo-
cused. This was beyond anything
Frank could have hoped to find
when he started down that stair-
case. It was the find of a lifetime,
a new civilization. This discovery
would make him famous, Frank
realized. The arteries in his neck
throbbed in excitement. Frank
rocked his flashlight back and
forth across the giant stone arch-
way before them. His flashlight
revealed yet another chamber in
the gloom beyond, a much larger
chamber, by the look of it. “Let’s
check it out,” said Frank.

He proceeded ahead, but
Miranda hung back, afraid.
“Frank, it’s so dark in there. And
we're getting too far from the
staircase. Please, let’s go back. This
isn’t safe. What if we get hurt or
we can't find our way back? No
one even knows we’re down here.
We should come back later, when
we have help”

Frank wavered for a moment.
On one level, he knew that Miran-
da was right. But it was too late to
turn back now. Frank knew that
the moment this find was report-
ed, the tenured professors would
move in, hogging all the glory and
grant money for themselves. This
was Frank’s one chance to play the
explorer, perhaps the only chance
hed ever get.

“Just a little farther,” he told
Miranda. “I just want to see what’s
beyond that doorway. We'll check
it out, then we'll turn back. Okay?”
Miranda nodded reluctantly and
followed Frank through the mas-
sive archway into the blackness
beyond.

IX.

The flashlight beam pierced the
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darkness. Wherever it shone, it
caught a mist glistening in the air.
The floor, Frank could see, was
covered with puddles and slime.
When he trained his flashlight on
the ceiling, Frank saw long white
stalactites which must have taken
centuries to form. The sound of
running water echoed through the
chamber. It seemed to come from
a long way off, from somewhere
beyond the walls.

“Give me your hand,” said
Frank.

Cautiously, they stepped
through the stagnant, limey pud-
dles. Water seeped through their
sneakers, oily and cold. The cham-
ber was so immense that Frank
could not find the other end of it
with his flashlight. He saw only
square limestone columns spaced
at wide and regular intervals,
stretching outward toward infinity.

“Frank, this floor isn’t solid,”
Miranda said suddenly. Frank’s
flashlight beam darted downward.
Too late, he saw that the ancient
limestone was as pockmarked as
an old Swiss cheese. Countless
centuries of dripping water had
eaten holes through it. Even the
solid parts yielded like styrofoam
beneath their feet.

“Miranda, I think wed better
go baaaa...”

Frank never finished his sen-
tence. With a roar like thunder,
the floor gave way beneath them.
Flashlight and bug spray flew from
Frank’s hand. His glasses bounced
wildly over his face, dangling from
their nylon strap. For one mad
second, only the rush of air past
their faces and the sound of their
own screaming told Frank and
Miranda that they were still alive,
as they tumbled headlong into the
unfathomable gloom below.

THE TERROR CONTINUES ON
PAGE 326
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Vladimir Putin’s invasion of Ukraine
has raised the spectre of a figure
long thought banished from the
Western world — the Great Man.
But what does it mean to be a
Great Man?2 And what can we
learn from the careers of men who
exemplify this ideal? BIG SERGE (@
witte_sergei) provides us with some
answers...
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n the months since Russian President Vladimir

Putin announced the beginning of the “Spe-

cial Military Operation” in Ukraine, countless

words — mostly negative — have been spilled

across every node of the western world’s in-
formation superstructure. This frantic and relentless
stream of indignant bloviations recalls the apocry-
phal warning - at times attributed to both Benjamin
Franklin and Mark Twain - that it is unwise to upset
people who buy ink by the barrel. One thing which
stands out as a common theme of this new genre of
Ukrainian agitprop is the widespread and openly
admitted confusion: despite the Russian government
openly explaining their motivations (at great length,
in Putin’s case) and despite a variety of western
geopolitical thinkers who warned of precisely the
current scenario, most of the contemporary thinking
caste simply cannot wrap their heads around what is
happening.

I suspect that the reason for this, and one of the
reasons why Putin is so particularly infuriating to
the intelligentsia, is that he believes in the primacy of
action in politics, and indeed in life. Contemporary
political science and geopolitics is deeply dismissive
of agency and action, instead preferring to view the
world through a framework wherein events flow de-
terministically from some pre-existing verdict.

Such thinking is ubiquitous, whether explicitly
stated in Fukuyama “End of History” style anti-geo-
politics, or implicitly baked into the post-Cold War
American foreign policy, which has haphazardly
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smashed up states around the
globe under the presumption that
all societies will, by some immuta-
ble law of neoliberal victory, devel-
op into “liberal democracies” and
join the west in the post-historical
stasis of Elysium - provided of
course that the despotic forces im-
peding this process are removed
by the intelligence agencies, air
strikes, or “moderate rebels on the
ground”. This bias against action
as an axis of existence is also deep-
ly laced into domestic life in the
west, which is dominated by the
metastatic bureaucracies, human
resource apparatuses, and social
credit rules which sclerotize so-
ciety and prohibit any movement
except that which tracks the pre-
determined arc of history. There is
no agency in the longhouse.

Even where the existence of
geopolitics as such is acknowl-
edged, and history is granted to
be still ongoing (against our better
sensibilities), it is still frequently
viewed as deterministic. The pop
Geopolitical thinker Peter Zeihan,
for example, while dazzling with
his knowledge of such minutiae as
shipping routes, bauxite deposits,
and river navigability, tends to
view all of history as essentially
predetermined by geography, and
to a lesser extent demographics.
When the inevitable victory of
grey goo neoliberal technocracy is
added to such theories, one gets a
map of the world where there sim-
ply is no room for action or initi-
ative to alter the course of events.
Putin is viewed not so much as a
world-historical actor as a glitch
in the program or a wrench in the
gears; he does not alter history, but
only impedes its inevitable course.

In short, contemporary think-
ing has rejected the notion of the
Great Man - the man of action,
who through his own skill and
force of will imposes his imprint
on history. Not only is there no
room for a Great Man to arise

today, there is even a broad denial
of the existence of Great Men in
the past. History instead tends to
focus on broad political and social
factors, dismissing the Great Man
as merely a contingent personifi-
cation of societal forces.

It was not ever thus.

For most of human history, ac-
tion was revered as the prime axis
of existence, and people instinc-
tively recognized and revered the
man of action. Most importantly,
action was accepted as having the
power to impose its own verdict
on the world. Victory was intrin-
sically self-legitimizing. Vladimir
Putin understands this; for all the
phantasmagorical predictions of a
palace coup or a general uprising
by the Russian people, Putin un-
derstands that such fates are rarely
reserved for great victors. He
shows little interest in participat-
ing in the information war (those
armies of Russian bots and misin-
formation spreaders are nowhere
to be found). The information war
is downstream of the real war.

Putin is hardly the first man to
shoulder both the burden and the
promise of bold, world historical
action, and to do so with intense
self-awareness. This is a long and
storied tradition, which in many
ways is the history of the world
itself, and in the west it is per-
sonified early on with the iconic
Great Man, whose name remained
synonymous with imperial power
and majesty two millennia after
his death: Gaius Julius Caesar.

At age 33, Caesar is said
to have wept before a statue
of Alexander the Great. At the
time, Caesar was a quaestor — a
mid-level administrator - in Ro-
man Hispania, and his tears were
prompted by the sudden recog-
nition, in the presence of mighty
Alexander’s image, that he had
done nothing yet that would carry
his name down through the ages.
This self-awareness and the desire
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to be a world historical figure was
characteristic of Caesar from an
early age: in his early 20’s, he was
kidnapped and held ransom by pi-
rates and convinced them to raise
their ransom demands, feeling
that their initial ask was insulting-
ly low and made him seem un-
important. But in any case, when
he wept in front of Alexander, he
need not have fretted — greatness
loomed.

By 59 BC, Caesar — now 41
years old - had crashed his way
through a successful, but chaotic,
political breakout. He success-
tully secured a term as one of
the Republic’s two consuls - the
highest elected office in Rome -
but his year in office was marked
with irregularities, which included
an abortive attempt to redistrib-
ute lands to the poor by force of
arms, ensuing clashes with Roman
elites, and (the climax) placing his
counterpart consul under de facto
house arrest. The political cam-
paigning to secure the consulship
(which included ostentatious pub-
lic displays of wealth and gener-
osity along with back alley bribes)
also left Caesar deeply in debt.

So, he had enjoyed a year at the
pinnacle of Roman politics, but
he was now both deep in debt and
facing potential prosecution for
the anomalies of his consulship.
To evade both of these problems,
Caesar immediately pivoted from
the consulship to a governorship
in the Roman provinces in south-
ern Gaul.

In 59 BC, most of Gaul -
the lands which today make up
France, Luxemburg, Belgium, and
parts of western contemporary
Germany - was outside of Roman
authority. Rome controlled two
provinces along the southern coast
(in fact, the French region today
known as Provence derives its
name from being the first Roman
province) but virtually everything
north of the Tarn river was out of
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bounds. This was the domain of
wild, free, and militarily capable
Celtic tribes — people invariably
described by the Romans, with no
small measure of admiration, as
tall, muscular, and powerful. Of
course, a sophisticated ethnogra-
pher may quibble with the distinc-
tion between “Celts” and “Gauls”,
and furthermore between the
many Gallic tribes at play, from
the Averni, to the Eburones, to

the Belgae, from whom we get the
name of Belgium - though the dif-
ference between modern Belgian

Eurocrats and these warlike
progenitors could not be more
stark. What is important is that
when we speak of Gauls, we
understand what we mean. The
image is familiar to us: a tall, mus-
cular warrior with red or blonde
hair and a serious moustache, like-
ly wearing tartan trousers without
a shirt, swirling blue tattoo work
across his torso, charging with a
berserker’s rage.

These were the people whom
Caesar set out to conquer in 58
BC. This was a shrewd move in the
context of Roman political logic;
conquest could generate wealth,
through the direct looting of the
defeated party’s wealth, through
the acquisition of new lands, and
the selling of captives as slaves — a
universally accepted practice in
ancient warfare. War could thus
allow Caesar to repay his enor-
mous debts - but furthermore,
so long as Caesar remained the
governor of Gaul, he was immune
to prosecution and remained
safely at arm’s length from his
aristocratic rivals in Rome. There
were therefore valid political rea-
sons for Caesar to wage a war of
conquest in Gaul. But there were
other, perhaps more primal factors
at play. Gauls had raided Roman
territory more than once, defeated

Roman armies, and even
sacked Rome - this was hardly a
defenceless territory for Rome to
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steamroll. These were fierce people
of whom the Roman public was
rightfully wary - viewed with a
mixture of exotic fascination and
outright fear. Conquering a feared
and poorly understood adversary
meant glory. It meant the acclama-
tion, admiration, and gratitude of
the Roman people. It meant being
worthy to stand in the pretence of
Alexander without weeping tears
of shame. And so, Caesar rolled
what Otto von Bismarck called

the “iron dice” He chose to erase
his debts and political vulnerabil-
ities with bold action. He chose to
become a Great Man.

Caesar’s campaigns in Gaul
are among the most remarkable
military achievements of the an-
cient world - surpassed in scope,
perhaps, by Alexander’s surgical
destruction of the Achaemenid
Persian Empire, but more im-
pressive in some ways, given the
multi-faceted nature of the wars.
Caesar’s efforts would include a
variety of set piece battles, includ-
ing many in which Caesar’s pool
of legions — usually no more than
30 to 40 thousand men - were
outnumbered, as well as sieges,
counterinsurgency warfare, a
manhunt or two, ambitious engi-
neering projects (including bridg-
ing the Rhine and crossing the
English Channel) and responding
to dangerous military initiatives
taken by the Gauls themselves,
including large scale ambushes.

In all of this, Caesar displayed
great military dexterity and
personal bravery. He frequently
made great gambles, by march-
ing his legions far ahead of their
baggage trains, trusting the field
engineering skills of the Roman
army to overcome problems like
besieging fortified settlements and
crossing rivers in an improvised
manner. Much of the territory that
he probed was largely unknown
and unmapped for the Romans,
and they relied on enticing (or
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intimidating) some of the smaller,
weaker tribes into providing infor-
mation and food. The early tone
of the campaign was characterized
by a fabricated, but nevertheless
pointed interaction between Cae-
sar and a legion commander: the
Legate expressed his concern that
the army was lost, to which Caesar
simply quipped: “We are not lost.
We are in Gaul”

Caesar’s campaigns in Gaul
lasted for nearly eight years, and
came to a head in 52 BC, when
Roman successes finally brough
existential Gallic fears to a tipping
point. The disparate tribes had
attempted a disjointed approach to
Rome’s presence. Some tried con-
ciliation and cooperation, while
others fought and mostly lost, and
all the while they fought amongst
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Caesar’s campaigns in Gaul are
among the most remarkable military
achievements of the ancient world

themselves. However, in 53, Cae-
sar initiated the process of turning
Gaul into a Roman province - a
development that meant not just
Roman military presence, but the
promise of eternal Roman civil
administration and taxation. This
forced a belated, but still danger-
ous coalition to form among the
Gauls, under the leadership of the
dynamic Averni King, Vercinge-
torix. He launched a guerrilla war,
raiding Roman supply bases, for-
aging parties, and baggage trains,
and denying Caesar a set piece
battle.

The culmination of the
Vercingetorix revolt was the
famous Battle of Alesia, in which
Caesar chased the Gallic leader

into the fortified hilltop town of
Alesia and trapped him inside

by building a full ring of forti-
fications. The Gauls, however,
intended Alesia to be a trap — an
enormous relief army was enroute.
In one of the most famous feats of
battlefield engineering, Caesar’s
forces then built a second, fully
functional fortification ring facing
outward - complete with watch-
towers, trenches, a moat, and boo-
by traps. The Romans then fought
the battle from the space between
the walls, repulsing both breakout
attempts from the Gauls in the
town, and assaults by the Gallic
relief force outside. Gauls inside
and out broke on Caesar’s fortifi-
cations, and the relief army dissi-
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pated. Vercingetorix surrendered
and was shipped off to Rome,
eventually to be paraded through
the city and executed.

Caesar conquered Gaul in the
name of Rome, but he did so en-
tirely on his own initiative. There
was no formal casus belli. Caesar’s
eight years of war in Gaul long
outstripped the original term of
his governorship, and he was con-
stantly at pains both to win vic-
tories and to elucidate reasons to
continue the campaign. There was
far more than Rome’s geopolitical
preeminence at play — Caesar’s
own fate was being gambled on
the battlefield, both in a literal and
a political sense. Defeat, or even
a stalling of the campaign would
have exposed Caesar to the risk
of being recalled by the Senate,
facing prosecution or exile.

In the end, Caesar was forced
to fight — and win - a civil war to
secure his political primacy, but
he was able to do so successfully
because his achievements had won
him the personal loyalty of his
legions. In this case, as in Gaul,
Caesar lived or died on the basis
of action, risk-taking, and person-
al initiative. When he famously
crossed the Rubicon with a le-
gion - the symbolic challenge that
sparked the civil war - he is said to
have remarked, simply, “the die is
cast” He accepted that the verdict
of history would be decided on the
plane of action and being, rather
than the political machinations in
the forum. If this meant defeat and
death, so be it.

Caesar remains one of the
most titanic figures in world
history, and his achievements
and infamy were the products
of his own personal dynamism
and initiative. Furthermore, he
behaved this way in a self-aware
and intentional manner — he was
a Great Man who was at all times
fully cognizant of the fact. In this
way, he set the mold for men of
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action throughout the history of
the common era, many of whom
would themselves consciously
think of themselves in reference to
Caesar.

Napoleon would eventually
begin to style himself in Caesarian
terms, and like his ancient role
model, his astonishing life was
predicated on victory and force-
ful agency. It is common to see
Napoleon’s own person minimized
against the larger sociopolitical
events occurring at the time. No
doubt, these factors are crucial.
Napoleon did not overthrow the
Bourbons; the French Monarchy
was undone because they ran out
of colonies and farmland at the
same time (a story for another
time, perhaps). Certainly, Napo-
leon benefited from being born
into the perfect social strata: high
enough to become an officer in
the Bourbon army, but not so
aristocratic as to be purged by the
revolution. Yet no serious study of
the man can conclude that he was
anything but a singularly talented
figure. Every contemporary rec-
ognized him as a Great Man: his
admirers, his enemies, and not in
the least Napoleon himself.

Napoleon exemplified the
desire to place action in the center
of politics. Early on in the Wars of
the French Revolution — when he
was merely a general, and not yet
an emperor — Napoleon began to
win victories that were shocking
in their scale and completeness. In
1796, as commander of France’s
armies in the Italian theater,
Napoleon shocked the Hapsburgs
by utterly smashing all their ar-
mies in Italy, before launching an
outright invasion of the Austrian
heartland - including a harrow-
ing crossing of the Alps. Further
defeats in Austria itself forced
Vienna to agree to the Treaty of
Campo Formio - an astonishing
document in which Napoleon an-
nexed the Hapsburg Netherlands
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for France and completely ejected
them from Northern Italy. Yet
Napoleon surely never set out to
achieve either of these things; he
simply won all his battles and then
decided what to ask for.

As Emperor, battle became
the guiding animus of the French
State, and of Napoleon’s position
within it. He understood that it
was victory on the battlefield (and
the accompanying personal loyalty
of the army) that gave him legiti-
macy, and that battlefield success
was his best asset in foreign policy.
Rather than setting specific diplo-
matic objectives and then tailoring
a campaign to achieve them, Na-
poleon preferred to simply smash
the enemy entirely and then tinker
with the map at leisure. No figure
in modern history made battle
so fundamentally central to all
facets of foreign affairs. Napo-
leonic France’s power eventually
tell, overstretched by the same
fundamental challenge that twice
doomed a would-be German su-
perpower: simultaneously coping
with the financial-naval power
of Britain and the land power of
Russia. Even in defeat, however,
Napoleon awed his foes. The Duke
of Wellington, when asked to
name the greatest general of the
age, simply replied “in this age, in
past ages, in any age: Napoleon.”

While Napoleon’s French Em-
pire did not last, the primacy that
he gave to action and battle was
imitated by more successful states-
men who followed him. Otto von
Bismarck, in very famous speech,
proclaimed that

“Not through speeches and
majority decisions will the great
questions of the day be decided—
that was the great mistake of 1848
and 1849—but by iron and blood”

Two years later, Bismarckian
Prussia crushed Denmark in an
eight-month war - the first of
three wars that would presage
German unification under the



aZA
MORNINGS SHOULDN’T SUCK

A N, /
Wake Up To LIfE

o

WWW.MORNINGROUTINES.CO
B S .t




L
h 1'__1 X
X g,
'?H:l

[Enrolment for Slonker's
University 2.0 1 now open.

slonker's University is a worldwide group of tens of thousands
of men who slonk raw eggs. Join today and learn the secrets of
the raw egg from professors who've already consumed
thousands of them.




Prussian crown. Indeed, for most
of western history, it was taken
for granted that conquest, victory,
and action generated their own
historical verdict. This was the
idea implicit in the British Em-
pire, upon which the sun never
set, and in Manifest Destiny. In
such a setting, the man of action
was universally lionized - from
Achilles, Alexander, and Caesar,
to Theodore Roosevelt, Sir Francis
Drake, and Garibaldi.

This perspective was lost in
the twentieth century. This was
in part due to the devastation of
the second world war, which left
permanent scars in Europe, but
the Cold War played a major role
as well. Soviet Marxism claimed
to wield a scientific framework of
human history, which predicted
an immutable progression towards
communism. In responding to
this, western liberalism (in its
various forms) increasingly came

to view itself as an anti-framework
of equivalent scientific and deter-
ministic power. Rather than reject
the Marxist view that history is
deterministic as such, the west
largely landed on the notion that
history is deterministic in a differ-
ent direction - a view that seemed
validated by the fall of the Soviet
Union, and which culminates in
the end of history as proclaimed
by Fukuyama, Friedman, and
others. Now, it seems, that tempo-
rary enchantment is being un-
done.

Is Vladimir Putin a Great
Man? Will he be remembered as a
victor, a conqueror, a re-gatherer
of Russian lands? A century from
now, will he be viewed as a Rus-
sian Bismarck, or more like a later,
more infamous German Chancel-
lor? It is of course too early to say,
because history — as some are only
now discovering — isn’t written yet.
I do not know if Putin is a Great

Man, but it seems clear that he is
willing to try to be one. He has
staked everything on action, on
battle, on what he called “the pa-
triotic forces” of Russia. He seems
unbothered by global opinion,

or the result of symbolic protest
votes in the United Nations. There
is only one verdict that he cares
about: the verdict of history, and
that verdict is being written by the
Russian army in the Donbas.

Louis XIV ordered a Latin
phrase to be inscribed on the
barrel of his cannons: “Ultima
ratio regum” — the last argument
of kings.

Putin is indifferent to those
barrels of ink that Franklin - or
perhaps Twain - warned about.
There’s only one sort of barrel that
matters now. He will write Russia’s
story, not with ink, but with iron

and blood. B
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Made up of 40,000 1nterlock1ng basalt columns,
the Giant’s Causeway was formed around

50 million years ago by a volcanic eruption.
Molten basalt pushed through the chalk beds
and, as it cooled, began to contract and crack,
like drying mud. Fractures formed vertically
and horizontally, resulting in the pillarlike
structures that can be seen today.

According to ancient Irish legend, the
causeway was built by the giant Fionn mac
Cumbhaill (Finn MacCool), so he could
cross the sea and fight the Scottish giant
Benandonner. Directly across the sea, on
the Scottish side, there are identical basalt
columns, which may have influenced the
emergence of the legend.

Today, the Causeway is a UNESCO World
Heritage Site and receives close to a million
visitors a year.
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JUST LISTEN TO ME,
PLEASE! IT IS NOT AS
YOU THINK! He..
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WHAT HAPPEND! ?’ Y LIEGE!
4

JUST LET ME.. &7 "SR \ 1
: I.. I; .

KILL Him!

189

MAN'’S WORLD ISSUE 8



S
Ank grorar bl 00 o TR D P et A T Yl e G,

- -

2t NG el i = N L e DA T R e N b ALy Tam e .
,— e TRl S Wi QT SN gy Lt by B e et
- - - -

R SRR T R L R e e LA

i - - fla
> v, o o s Al r W o e il s A ™ N
Ty - ety o il ' .
,- " r‘i W st b - - Y e el il P
A - - T N - .
: - ‘. RS T T S R - “ b g g e AL

P - T W o P -‘Mﬁ-nﬁ
rataala AoleEE bt o
G o Lo e g

L R R

Pt 5. = | 4 S AL EJ

eierem g s gl A
b e i T A ] :

|m-\‘_-dl' . ¥ . [ " | jar ARy -y

Ly

o - rE I et

R LA et

. 'S

Pt o g N T A AR

P L . ol Ve Sl WA e~
o, “ R s T P



Py Vs R My TR T e AL AT T Ay e TS

BT MR Ly Nt hs 4 A ey e S gy Lk TN
S WSS e T e T T R T AT e e T el i T T -'---Ml-q-“n.m?‘"p
Nl gt A e ) A, i s Pl R e e I S e " R Y e
OV B Tl S S IV e oy e, o Y b e L g P g
ol LWy P AW - L e = " A e . ¥ ial ' ot |

R Nl ak e P it LW _FL. L

i - Ay & B P w  —
L e - - - . = w% - 1 v
y S gy @ W - - "y o

- - L R R T S v w

LY w [ ]
DY o2 t® N vr v e '™ W 4 ' -
. a
L S BTN e N GRS e T, & . - - -
-

R T I TR L ™ R S - - Ty Sl A e gl

s - —— T L we | iy P T & N ekt =y v

wrmd . a2 u Py
0y, T F B WD -

= i il s e e s T LA
s AT R o L LS YT {4 9
Wy L e W S ‘r.'
PRE Y T o T TR Sy e SRR
N T W g e Tl o R i L R 4 8 * =

‘5. b e e L a PR -y " -

W P RGN Brraddm e i e # . - b .l

e

*ﬁ-ﬂh\waﬁ#m

VR gl el g PP D
ek Am" Ll il o Ty Sy T e el
}"\ LR Pt RS g i ol LR w4
mh_. ’ T I L

qi‘ . e —_ ¥ .. -

-

-

& == s+ 558 B o (3 Pt e " TEL I
g W S ¢

Y i ar

i o

m-&armm*x Wﬂna‘- .#-&aamm ‘-nnw

B R R el s s b L Bl R R s ts & bk

WD AT LA N o M B PR BTN, A b g et g el A

R R P R S T LRl L TR - T S #m‘

WL eTmw S bl A . e e ® U T Pk M ek £ 6y A A PR
Al T R T L N S L BRI N P T T R Y e :

oy, N g v o A N g s LY Py 2 R i lig® b Trlla

..- h .li'
¥ - P .
T T W B 1 L e o i) i el A - : LW — -~
‘ ¥ P el m
e el B L T e LR L R R et S e ; iy
. TR ey ey P
T L TN e | b gyt o N Tl W Wy ..y..’..l-._lw i ’ 4
U raibinn O 6 v Lol v mht it R o - il P ey
: Pt A s A -
NY iy - HLE o L T . -‘,‘_'-m‘., Y &
o B 4 A A AR Ja : L . e
- - — Pyt ns 2 it St e

—_— 4 —_ - & il e P 2 =" 4 e e s







NOOR BIN LADIN

In conversation with

The MAN'S WORLD Interview: RAW EGG NATIONALIST

or readers of MAN’S WORLD, my guest
for this issue needs no introduction. You’ll
most definitely be familiar with REN’s
work, and beyond that, his life’s mission
educating us all on the benefits of raw
eggs, good health, masculinity and much more.
A true renaissance man of our times, the list of
topics REN can discuss at length is long! That being
said, for this issue we thought it would be fitting to
have a conversation about his new book, The Eggs
Benedict Option (for which I had the honour of
writing the foreword).
In one sentence, The Eggs Benedict Option
is the antidote to the Great Reset. In the book,
REN meticulously outlines the Globalists efforts
over decades to capture one of the most essential
resources necessary for our survival and endurance:
our food. Due to their success in controlling what
we eat — and with it the success of deliberately
downgrading its quality and advocating poor diet
recommendations — our society has declined
dramatically compared to the early 20th century.
REN documents the factors and methods
deployed that have led to a multitude of negative
consequences, all undeniable: we suffer of weaker

physiognomies, degenerative diseases, downgraded
DNA, and decreased fertility, among many other
ailments, largely because of the “food” we consume.
While it is painful to take stock of the results
caused by the modern Western diet, there is hope,
and it lies in The Eggs Benedict Option. The
book shows us a way out of this hell they have
planned for us — live in the pod, eat the bugs —
by reclaiming the way we produce and consume
our food. Household gardening and regenerative
agriculture, practiced in widespread fashion by
our ancestors but also in our recent past and in
certain parts of the world today, can once again
become the norm — a “New Normal” that actually
benefits us. Solutions are out there and have been
proven to not only work, but to replenish our soils
as well, which have been stripped for decades since
the advent of industrialized agriculture. The field of
regenerative agriculture is fascinating, and The Eggs
Benedict Option offers a great introduction to an
essential part of reclaiming our autonomy from the
Globalists.
The book is a must read, so get your copy as soon
as you can — and in the meantime, lets find out
more from the author himself.
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REN, you've been at the forefront
of denouncing impoverished
diets and the various poisonous
chemicals that are found in our
food, pushing instead for clean,
nutritious eating habits. Tell us
how the book came about, and
what was the main takeaway you
wanted to convey.

This will make you laugh. I had
this old partially read copy of The
Benedict Option [by Rod Dreher]
kicking around on the floor, get-
ting progressively more and more
scuffed. Anyway, one day I looked
across at it — I may have been
sitting on the loo at the time - and
all of a sudden it hit me. THE
EGGS BENEDICT OPTION!
Well, now I had a great name. But
what to do with it?

Initially I thought I'd just
write an essay about The Bene-
dict Option and what I saw as the
problem with the general thesis of
the book (that it’s predicated on
the idea that intentional Christian
communities will simply be left
alone by their avowed enemies to
do their own thing, which doesn't
seem at all realistic to me). But
then I thought, “the Eggs Benedict
Option” is too good to waste on a
short essay, so I decided it would
have to be a book. I started riffing
on the idea of a Benedict Option
for RWBBs [right-wing body-
builders) and what that might
look like.

It quickly became clear to me
that it would have to be about the
Great Reset and the food transfor-
mation that the globalists have in
store for us, something I had been
following closely already. And
since The Benedict Option lays out
a positive vision for how Chris-
tians can respond to the increas-
ingly hostile culture around them,
I wanted to do the same. I didn't
just want the book to be a de-
scription of all the bad things the
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globalists want to do. That would
be extremely depressing - a black
pill. So I needed a comprehensive
plan to fight back.

Fortunately, I didn’t have to
look too far, since I had been
reading a lot about regenerative
agriculture. I've long been of the
opinion that small-scale food pro-
duction is the answer to so many
of our current problems and I'd
just been turned on, thanks to the
Small Farmer’s Journal, to the little
known (in the West at least), but
extremely important, form of agri-
culture known as “Russian house-
hold gardening” or “dacha garden-
ing”. This became the jumping-off

I’ve long been
of the opinion
that small-scale
food production
is the answer
to so many of
our current
problems...

point, then, for a plan to fight the
globalist vision of the future of
food with a renewed localism, at
the social and political level.

If the book has a main takea-
way, it’s that although the powers
that oppose us are great, their vic-
tory is by no means assured. Klaus
Schwab is right about one thing:
this is the perfect opportunity
for fundamental change. It’s just
a question of whose vision of the
future wins. Ours must prevail!

I think what most people fail to

comprehend, is that all of this
was deliberate. What makes the
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EBO so compelling - and con-
vincing for those new to this
theme - is that you only referred
to official statements from the
Globalists’ mouths, demon-
strating their machinations are
indeed intentional.

Yes, exactly. This is something that
greatly frustrates me when people
start talking about the Great Reset.
They start with a document like
“Welcome to 2030%, the famous
“thinkpiece” from 2016 that
provoked so much discussion and
revulsion, and very quickly end up
talking about ancient bloodlines
and other stuff that just makes
them look, to your man on the
street, like a total crank. This is
very bad. It’s a distraction and it
discredits everybody. Our oppo-
nents can simply say, “Look at
these people. They’re insane with
all their talk of lizard people etc.”

I mean, there are all sorts
of understandable reasons why
people let speculation get the
better of reason when they talk
about the Great Reset, not least of
all because the World Economic
Forum has a knack for the kind
of stunning coincidences that
would shock even the most tired
of conspiracists back into life. Just
look at Event 201, the pandemic
planning exercise held in October
2019 that basically predicted every
aspect of the coming pandemic,
including the unheralded social
restrictions that were imposed.
My friend Eugyppius wrote very
perceptively about this in Issue
Four. It's mind-boggling. But it’s
also hard to get anywhere further
than that initial jolt. Event 201
might incline you to think that
the pandemic was, to some degree
even if not entirely, a plandemic,
but there’s just no way to bridge
the gap, as it were - in exactly the
same way as, however strange it
might seem that three prominent



opponents of the creation of the
Federal Reserve just so happened
to die on the Titanic, there’s no
way to get from that fact to a
credible argument that the Titanic
was deliberately sunk to ensure its
creation. I talk about this kind of
stuff in my Meditations essay for
this issue of the magazine, and ask
why we care so much about who
or what Klaus Schwab actually is.
That kind of talk adds nothing to
what we already know.

And we already know a huge
amount. There are books and arti-
cles and studies and public pro-
nouncements, going back years,
laying out exactly what the glo-
balists want to do to the food sup-
ply and why. It’s all there — public-
ly accessible - and just waiting to
be given a proper airing. People
think “You vill eat ze bugs!”, but
actually there’s an entire detailed
plan for a global diet that’s been
produced by one of the World
Economic Forum’s partners, the
EAT Foundation. This “Planetary
Health Diet” is a more or less
entirely plant-based diet, devel-
oped in order to feed a projected
world population of 10 billion in
a way that is “healthy” (according
to their perverted standards) and
that allows the governments of
the world to meet their climate
targets. Everything you need to
know about this project — who is
involved and how, what they want
to do and why - is there, ready to
be discovered. If my book serves
any purpose, [ hope at least it
will make people realise how far
advanced the globalist plan is, and
of course how bad it is too.

So we don’t need to speculate
about Klaus Schwabss links to the
Third Reich’s nuclear programme
or whether Justin Trudeau and
Jacinda Arden were created in a
lab. The globalists want to force
us to change our diet in the most
fundamental way, in a way that

has never happened in history (al-
though there are important paral-
lels), and that's more than enough
to get people motivated to resist
the Great Reset.

One of these important parallels
in your account is with the Neo-
lithic Revolution, which you call
“the original Great Reset”. Con-
trol over what we eat has been a
part of our rulers’ playbook for
along time then? How ancient is
the control of food as a form of
social control?

As I say in the preface of the book,
social control and control of the

...the Neolithic
Revolution
brought terrible
misery to the
majority of
people who
were caught up
in it

food supply go together like peas
and carrots. We're talking about
one of the most ancient, most
fundamental rules of government,
which has been understood by
rulers for thousands of years. I
wanted to make this fact unambig-
uously clear right at the beginning
of the book.

In the preface I discuss Plato’s
Republic and the idea expressed
in the second book that the per-
fect harmonious society must be
vegetarian. Although this isn’t the
society that Plato’s Socrates ends
up elaborating for the rest of the
book, it’s very striking that, nev-
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ertheless, he sees a vegetarian diet
as being one that will best quiet
the passions and desires of ordi-
nary people, allowing them to live
peacefully, without questioning
their lot. The people as happy cat-
tle, essentially. But behind that you
have a more general fact - that as
early as the mid-fourth century
BC philosophers clearly believed
that you could fundamentally
change a society by changing its
diet — which is no less interesting
than the specifics of what Plato
says.

Now this is ancient enough -
we're talking 2,500 years roughly
— but in fact we can go back even
further, to the Neolithic Revolu-
tion, the creation of fixed-field
farming in the Near East, to see
the link between changing diet
and changing forms of social con-
trol revealed in the most dramatic
fashion. Rather than being the
happy tale of Progress we're gener-
ally told it was, the Neolithic Rev-
olution brought terrible misery to
the majority of people who were
caught up in it. Only a narrow
elite, who often came in from “out-
side’, as it were, as invaders, really
benefitted. And this is clear in all
sorts of evidence, whether we're
talking about skeletal evidence of
serious malnourishment among
early farmers or evidence for soci-
etal collapse, which often seems to
have taken place as a result of early
farmers running away at the first
chance they got.

An account of the events of the
Neolithic Revolution, and a com-
parison with the Great Reset plan
for food, is central to the book,
not only to reveal that societies
can be fundamentally transformed
by altering how food is produced
and distributed, but also to reveal
what is at stake in the coming
food transformation. I'm in no
doubt that many of the things that
happened to Neolithic man when
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he became a farmer - the malnu-
trition, the shrinking, the illnesses
— are likely to make an unwelcome
return if we're all forced to eat
plant-based diets. I mean this in
all seriousness.

Right. Your discussion of the
physical changes induced by
change in diet is fascinating

- and scary. I highly enjoyed
reading about the work of West-
on Price, author of Nutrition
and Physical Degeneration, who
proved the superiority of animal
vs. plant based diets. Informa-
tion that would be useful for
vegans...

If everybody who thought they
wanted to be a vegetarian or vegan
was made to read Weston Price
first, only the most stubborn and
deluded - sadly a decent propor-
tion of vegans especially — would
continue down that path. Another
book I use quite liberally in the
section on the probable health
effects of the globalist plant-based
diet is Lierre Keith's The Vegetar-
ian Myth, which is an interesting
combination of nutritional infor-
mation and autobiography. Keith
ruined her body by persisting in

a vegan diet for nearly two dec-
ades, despite almost immediately
starting to suffer from excruciat-
ing side-effects. One of the things
that finally broke her - made her
repent from veganism, if you will
— was reading Weston Price and
realising that she was essential-

ly going against natur