
























































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































troops began to hit the approaching squads with layered fire
as soon as they were within range and many of the hispanics
were mowed down. They hadn’t expected to be hit from so
many angles and their immediate reaction was to hole up and
escape the reign of bullets descending on them. Then the
transports roared by at full speed and after them came the
waves of hispanic soldiers all running at a good clip so as to
hit the defensive positions shortly after they were rammed by
the transports.

On Lomitas there was a surprise waiting for them. A sin-
gle anti-tank weapon which A.U.F. personnel managed to
abscond with during the collapse of the cities and disintegra-
tion of the military and national guard, stood ready for what-
ever came down the road. It was a ninety millimeter RCLR
that could fire an anti-personnel flechete round which was
effective against troops at a range of three hundred meters and
was equally useful against tanks. Rather compact in size, the
RCLR was capable of maneuverability and very little time
was needed to transport it from one area of battle to another.
When the three armored personnel carriers sped around past
the first intersection of Lomitas and Linda Drive, they were
hit, one after the other, by the rounds from the device and
taken out. Ivor wished that such a useful piece of equipment
had been unpacked and ready the night before but was glad
that it hadn’t fallen into the hands of the Latinos during the
quick retreat to the more secure positions they were now in.
“Better late than never” he said with relief as the burning
transports sat motionless in an irregular formation across
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Lomitas Avenue. Black smoke was billowing out of them
and reducing visibility a good deal, but the men on the roof
tops kept up an unceasing fire on the advancing company of
hispanics. As the first waves came into view through the
smoke, the RCLR was fired and the enemies ranks were
destroyed.

Things weren’t going as easy to the south at Elevado,
Carmelita, or Santa Monica. Although Bush Walden had the
fifty caliber machine guns at his position and was able to cut
down the attacking squads they weren’t much good against
the on-rushing heavily armored transports which came crash-
ing into the cars parked across the Boulevard. The same was
true of developments on Elevado and Carmelita. The trans-
ports came barrelling through followed by wave upon wave of
hispanic soldiers who kept up a non-stop return fire on the
troops stationed on the rooftops, entranceways, and windows
of the buildings on the defensive line.

The fighting was desperate on both sides and with three
out of the four defensive positions smashed and the hispanics
riddling what was left of the barricades with bullets, it looked
as though the Aztlan army was gaining the upper hand.
Grenades were used by both sides and the rubble and dust cre-
ated along with the flames and smoke from portions of build-
ings on fire, made for a hellish battle environment.

“Okay, let’s start now!” Nina Allred snapped as she
rammed her elbow into the ribs of Randy Frazier, urging him
to give the signal for their planned uprising. Frazier had been
captivated by the billowing smoke and noise that was coming
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from the area a couple of hundred yards away and he quickly
turned and looked at the Jewess with a narrow-eyed expres-
sion of annoyance once he felt the smarting blow to his
spindly chest.

“Let’s go people! This is our time! We’re not going to
take this anymore! Act up! Act up!” blared out of the mega-
phone he was holding and over five hundred homosexuals and
lesbians began to yell, scream, and rush through the streets
grabbing anything light enough to throw and assaulting
A.U.F. personnel wherever they encountered them. The din
caused by five hundred screaming, rampaging degenerates
could be heard all the way to the front lines, but before Ivor
Des’Groseilliers or anyone else had a chance to react, the mob
managed to grab a few arms from fallen A.U.F. members in
the small rear guard as they were surprised and shot by David
Diamond and several of the JDL henchmen who were running
with the pack of out-of-control queers.

It happened quite suddenly and now there were five fags
in possession of automatic rifles and happily using them to
kill troops on the defensive lines which their mob was quickly
moving toward.

“What the hell’s going on back there?!” Des’Groseilliers
shouted just after he had whirled around and noticed two of
the men to his left fall lifeless to the pavement. They were in
a position where they could not have possibly been hit by
enemy fire and for a moment the Chairman thought the his-
panics had broken through Bush Walden’s lines to the south
on Santa Monica and were advancing through the Country

319.



Club grounds attacking the residents of White One as they
came. When he noticed that it was the residents themselves
who were doing the killing and who were running wildly
about, smashing windows and beating other residents up, he
was struck with shock for a moment.

Members of the mob seemed to be everywhere, like scur-
rying ants, moving up and down the area where the residents
had taken shelter. Henry Thurston viewed the same riotous
confusion from his post and was just as taken aback as Ivor
had been. The forces of his organization had been so well
placed and were doing an excellent job of fighting off the his-
panic companies that the Field Marshall had felt certain that
they would defeat the attack until the riot started behind the
lines of defense. Now things were as serious as they had been
the night before and there was really no possibility of sparing
any men from the front lines to quell the insanity in the rear,
but something had to be done and done fast or the mob’s
activity would threaten the outcome of the battle.

“Fucking goy - eat this!” Diamond growled as he stood
by the corner of one of the buildings and fired at the side of
the head of another A.U.F. trooper who was frantically shout-
ing for order through a megaphone. No sooner had the man
fallen dead to the ground than a couple of lesbians grabbed
his rifle and ammunition.

“David! Come on! We found a car with the keys in it and
plenty of gas in the tank!” It was Irving Shapiro alerting his
friend of their chance to escape while the area was in turmoil.
“We can go north on Sunset and then up Beverly Glen, there’s
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no fighting in that direction!” Irving admonished his friend who
had just taken aim at another trooper about twenty yards away.

“Okay, just a minute! This is great, the goys don’t even
know where my shots are coming from!” Diamond replied
and squeezed the trigger hitting another trooper.

The two Jews then hurried toward the car Irving and
another JDL member had found, but the teeming mob of
queers made their going quite rough. They had to elbow their
way through the onrushing freaks who had now worked them-
selves into a wild frenzy that allowed every last particle of
their hate for life to surface and have it’s play in their actions.
A short distance away a group of homosexuals had cornered
one of the A.U.F. women and were proceeding to punch and
kick her to death while shrieking “Die, Fascist, Die!”. Seeing
this, other fags began accosting more women who were orga-
nization members and others who were residents in the same
manner. It was spreading as “the thing to do” throughout the
riot area but there was an unexpected reaction to it. As more
and more of the homosexuals attacked one woman after
another, the lesbian element in the mob managed to contain
their lunatic rage enough to realize that females were being
attacked and killed by males and this set off their white-hot
hatred for all men in general.

The rioting suddenly reverted to a tooth-and-nail combat
between the two varieties of freaks who had initiated the may-
hem as the lesbians began attacking the homosexuals who
were in the process of beating normal women to death. And
as the members of the mob turned on each other the savagery
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of the lesbians as they clawed, kicked, hit, and bit the faggots
who responded with equally vicious tactics, resembled a pack
of wild primates in a pitched frenzy.

Shrieks, howls, screams, and yells all reached such a vol-
ume that they began drowning out the sounds of gunfire on
the front lines. A free-for-all was now in full swing up and
down Whittier Drive and Greenway Drive as the degenerates
vented their twisted frustrations and anger on each other. Here
and there homosexuals lay dying after having their genitals
shot off. There were others who, after receiving a severe beat-
ing, were reeling through the streets shrieking wildly as blood
gushed from numerous wounds. The dykes were not faring
much better. Some were dead, many more were mangled and
savaged, and the pandemonium increased with a faster and
faster pitch as those who were still able and who were now
driven by a full blown rage over the injuries inflicted on their
companions tore into each other with all the strength they
were capable of. Then, as suddenly as it had begun, the uprising
and riot ended as did the violence between the perpetrators.

There seemed to be homosexuals everywhere, writhing
around on the ground with their eyes gouged out and good
sized chunks of flesh bitten out of various parts of their bodies.
Large numbers of lesbians sat or lay with blood oozing out of
their mouths that were now missing the majority of their teeth
and massive amounts of hair had been pulled from their
scalps. They too lay moaning in pain from these injuries and
the agony caused by plenty of broken bones. The combatants
had beaten the aggression out of each other, many were dead,
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none had escaped injury, and now they occupied themselves
with what they did best which was complaining and whining.

As for the other residents, they were awe struck by the
vicious spectacle and terrified of the battle which was still
raging only a short distance away. At the end of the riot they
began taking refuge with their few fellows who were already
inside the different buildings in the immediate area, barricad-
ing the doorways in hopes that neither nazis nor queers could
get in.

The push was on at Walden’s position at Santa Monica
and Wilshire. Now the soldiers under Commander Pintor and
Flora were driving forward hard in conjunction with the com-
pany that had come down Santa Monica Boulevard from the
east. The action was fast and furious and it was going to turn
into the severest test any of the defensive positions would face
that night in spite of the fact of the presence of two fifty cal-
iber machine guns on the defensive line.

“Keep firing - keep firing, god damn it!” Walden barked,
almost hoarse as yet another wave of hispanics made a mad,
kamikaze rush toward the remains of the blockade across
Santa Monica. Their plan of a complete overwhelming of the
defenders and slaughtering of the residents was not turning
out as it should. With fifty caliber machine guns sending
round after round spraying over the Boulevard and shredding
anybody caught in their fire, the. hispanics were forced to
resort to the periodic rushing of the defenders while their own
men kept up a covering fire. Flame throwers were also
employed, but their operators were shot to pieces before
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reaching a range close enough to the defenses suitable for firing.

Now, with the force under Pintor and Flora involved, the
Vice Chairman frantically split his men. Styrbjorn was left to
handle things against the company on Santa Monica and
Walden directed the defenses against Pintor and Flora which
were swarming up from the south toward Wilshire.

Once the company of hispanics attacking down Santa
Monica realized that there were far fewer defenders facing
them, they pulled what was left of their forces together and
then rushed the remnants of the blockade. All were armed
with automatic weapons, and if they broke through they
would soon wipe out Walden and the other troops who had
their hands full with Pintor and Flora.

“Here they come!” one of the defenders shouted as a
mass of human figures suddenly came streaming out of the
smoke and haze. The hispanics commenced firing the second
they could see their enemies. Immedietly chunks of plaster
flew out of the entranceways where some of the organiza-
tion’s troops were, There were also fragments of masonry
exploding from the outside of the windows on the higher
floors from which more troops had been firing down on the
swarming enemy.

The defenders steadied themselves amid the whizzing
shells and then returned fire. The remaining machine gun
began to spray but this time its operators were killed before it
could do much damage. Since Bush Walden had removed the
second machine gun and taken it with him to face Pintor and
Flora the defenders on Santa Monica Boulevard had no more
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heavy artillery. Grenades were hurled out at the Aztlan Force
from building entranceways and from out of the rubble of the
barricade. The hispanics began to fall as fast as they
approached.

“Get on that gun!” Styrbjorn ordered the young anate
Kooch just before a bullet from some hispanic’s handgun
struck the chief a glancing lick over his left eye. Styrbjorn
fell, his eye socket shattered and the left side of his face
ripped open. Earl Joe saw his commander go down and
caught himself as he was about to stand idly in place and stare
at the bloody pulp that was once part of Styrbjorn’s face.
Instantly he rushed to the machine gun and began firing.
There were less than twenty defenders left in the Santa
Monica position now, but with their machine gun in operation
it was enough. The hispanics were almost through the barri-
cade, but their rush had spent itself and their numbers began
to melt very quickly thanks to the efforts of Private Kooch.
What was left, which amounted to no more than thirty men,
then ran frantically back into the haze where they were met by
the rear guard under orders to shoot down all who retreated or
stalled.

“Don’t! Don’t! We can’t get through, there’sa ... .”
One of the hispanics in the lead of the retreating company
attempted to reason with his comrades but his plea was cut
short as their rifles poured out their deadly projectiles. The
last thirty men of the company on Santa Monica Boulevard
lay dead and the rear guard simply sat and waited for further
orders from the Generalissimo.
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Once they realized that the threat on Santa Monica was
eliminated, the twenty defenders rushed to help their fellows a
block and a half away on Wilshire.

As they arrived they noticed the body of Bush Walden
laying motionless in a pool of blood. He had been hit at least
a dozen times and the command fell into the hands common
troops. They had no one to direct them now. It was either
think fast and move fast or be overrun. But they still could
rely on their training, and their credo which contained the
position of never surrender. And so there they stood, killing
and being killed, throwing everything they had at Pintor and
Flora. Their moral was unaffected by the loss of their com-
mander. To them, he had fallen for a good cause, and such a
death was part of his duty as a defender of his race.

With a single machine gun to help whittle down the his-
panics, the battle on Wilshire Blvd. took a good deal longer to
resolve than it should have. But in the end, both Pintor’s and
Flora’s companies were slaughtered, a total of three hundred
and sixty hispanics. The A.U.F. troops still living at the end
of the fray totalled seven and four of these were severely
wounded.

Over on Santa Monica the twenty five hispanics compris-
ing the rear guard finally elected to advance and find out what
had happened. There was no more gunfire ahead and they all
felt that Commander Pintor and Commander Flora must have
achieved their objective of destroying the defenders and were
moving on to engage the rest of the enemy or slaughter the
residents.
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As they slowly and cautiously made their way down
Santa Monica Boulevard Styrbjorn was crawling through the
rubble trying to regain his wits. He had been thought dead
but, in spite of the severity of his wound, he had only been
unconscious. The scene of the streets and buildings appeared
to tilt and sway as he viewed them through his good eye. He
had lost use of the other and would now be partially blind, but
the adrenalin rushing through his system blocked out what
should have been intense pain to a large degree. He did have
a splitting headache though, and he felt very nauseous but this
was not enough to incapacitate him completely. He also had
his psychological focusing technique, training and physical
conditioning, and they were paying off again - this time by
letting him keep his head and deal with the effects of the
injury without succumbing to it.

Styrbjorn paused in his crawling and attempted to stand
‘but as he slowly rose the surroundings tilted and swayed even
more than they had when he was on his knees. It was then
that he heard the sound of boots on pavement. The sound was
coming from the other side of the barricade.

“Hispanics - it’s more hispanics!” he thought as he clum-
sily turned and shifted his head so that his good eye could per-
ceive what was happening. The boulevard was still heavily
smoke-filled and he squinted trying to make out if there were
any men nearby.

“Ah, you miserable bunch of butchering skraylings!
You’re back for more are you!” he said in a low, growling
tone of voice as the first few men comprising the rear guard
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became visible. They were still approaching very slowly and
they didn’t catch sight of the lone man on his hands and knees
just on the other side of the barricade.

Styrbjorn turned and looked at the machine gun which
was about thirteen yards from where he had paused. Then he
began to concentrate. His awareness sliced into the blackness
of his mental environment and again made full contact with
the part of himself that contained the animal-like rage. In sec-
onds that part began to take over, his muscles tightened and
his breathing became deep and rasping. Then he was ready,
the furious desire to destroy was at its peak and the injury he
had sustained along with the pain it generated, lost all signifi-
cance as his good eye fixed itself on his intended destination.
There was nothing left to do now but scramble for it and as
soon as he did, some of the hispanics caught his movement
through the haze and smoke.

Immediately they opened fire, and bullets struck the
pavement and debris around Styrbjorn. But he was moving
extremely fast on his hands and knees and was shielded every
few yards by a piece of automobile wreckage or some other
object that had been used on the blockade. A few more feet
and he would be there - then a searing pain ripped through
what he thought must be his whole abdomen. The pain
should have been intense but it was blocked out by his psy-
chological state and failed to slow him down. Luckily, he had
only been hit in the side and the bullet had passed through
him creating a large tear in the flesh and top muscle that lay
just above the pelvis and just below the last rib, it would not
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be a mortal wound in spite of its visual appearance and the
large area it affected.

With another sprawling leap he had reached the machine
gun and in a second more it was cracking loudly away. Some
of the hispanics tried again to shoot him, others were turning
to retreat, all were mowed down.

With that last engagement, the battle on Santa Monica
and Wilshire closed. The hispanics were defeated and with
blood streaming out of the wound on his side and the left side
of his face feeling like it had fallen off, Styrbjorn Tagesson
relaxed against the weapon and drifted out of consciousness.

On Lomitas Avenue, the northernmost attack route, the
hispanic force ran into a complete disaster. The ninety mil-
limeter RCLR took a great toll and what was supposed to be a
valiant and glorious victory for the hispanic company on
Lomitas turned out to be a slaughter in favor of the defenders.
After wiping out his opponents, Ivor Des’Groseilliers had the
ninety millimeter recoilless rifle quickly moved over to the
heavy fighting going on at Elevado Avenue. It was there that
Henry Thurston was repelling an almost non-stop attack.
Henry also had a set of defensive positions which allowed for
layered fire, but because of their numbers the hispanics
attacking down Elevado put up a return fire that was sufficient
to enable them to approach the blockade in wild rushes. To
make matters worse, the position held by the Field Marshall
was the one which happened to catch most of the shells shot
by the rioting degenerates before they went at each other’s
throats. Over twenty defenders had been sprayed by rifle fire
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from the queers while they were involved in warding off the
large hispanic assault and it was only when the RCLR arrived
and was put into action that the tide of the battle began to
turn. -

“Am I glad to see that thing!” Henry exclaimed with
relief. By this time the rioting in the rear had spent itself and
as he concentrated his efforts on the hispanics, his mind had
thoughts flashing through it of a fitting retribution being
meted out to what he thought were the ordinary residents for
their killing of so many of his men. Of course most the ones
with the weapons had been shot down almost immediately
after the defenders realized they were under attack from the
rear, but this realization came after many troops on the block-
ade were shot and killed in the first volley from the rioters.

With the destruction of the transports from flame throw-
ers, all that was left was the two companies of hispanics
pressing in on Elevado and Carmelita, and they were faring
rather poorly.

The fates weren’t kind with the Generalissimo and his
subjects this night, for while the campaign for White One was
being fought, the great kingdom of Aztlan was being con-
quered by several divisions of the Tiger’s Claws sent up by
the high dragon Lu Meng when he learned the hispanic forces
were engaged in Beverly Hills. Lord Lu had ordered the total
destruction of the hispanic territory including the killing of all
it’s occupants and this is exactly what the thugs in the Tiger
Claw divisions did. It started on the LA and Orange County
line and methodically swept northwest, no terms or ultima-
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tums were involved in the matter, anyone and everyone from
infancy through to old age were systematically eliminated
regardless of whether they offered any resistance or not, or if
they begged for mercy on their knees.

The “Black Tigers” as the commanders of the divisions
were called, were the most sadistic, brutal, and heartless
fiends in the Triad structure. They had terrorized and mur-
dered many of their own people throughout their adult lives,
and the sight of hispanic women and children screaming pleas
for mercy just before being shot, stabbed, or clubbed to death,
was to the Black Tigers like water off a duck’s back and the
total destruction of Aztlan’s populace was a guaranteed fact
by the time the battle for White One was beginning to wind
down.

It was now two a.m. and the battles on Elevado Ave and
Carmelita Avenue were still in progress. Olvera sat in a state
of high tension back on the intersection of Sunset Boulevard
and Lomitas Avenue fervently hoping that his two remaining
companies would break the defenders and finish what they
had come for. Aside from a couple of trusted underlings, he
was alone, everyone else had been sent up to fight and as he
sat there one of the men with him noticed an automobile to
their rear moving slowly down Sunset toward them.

“Who could that be?” the assistant exclaimed a little puz-
zled at the sight.

“Maybe some spectators are coming to see how we’re
doing!” the other aide offered jokingly just before receiving a
hard and angry stare from Olvera who hadn’t even bothered to
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turn around in the seat of the jeep which served as his mobile
“headquarters”. The car was facing down Lomitas in the
direction of the defenders even though the company on that
Avenue had been wiped out some time ago. When the auto-
mobile, a large Cadillac, pulled up, it was behind Olvera’s
jeep and he couldn’t see the occupants nor could they recog-
nize him.

“Where’s the Generalissimo? I must speak with him at
once!” the old man who had been driving demanded with an
edge of panic in his voice.

“The Generalissimo can’t be disturbed right now, can’t
you hear? There’s a battle going on here!” one of the assis-
tants replied cuttingly.

“Is that so! Well, you may be interested to know that all
of Aztlan has been taken over by the asians! What do- you
think of that?!” the old hispanic countered with every bit of
boldness he could muster. Olvera’s eyes opened wide when
he heard this and then he spun around on the seat of the jeep
and stared back at the car with an insanely frantic look on his
face.

“There’s the Generalissimo - get out and go speak with
him!” one of the aides admonished the old man in a weak,
shaky voice. But before the driver of the beat up Cadillac
could open the door, Olvera had shot out of the jeep and was
leaning toward him in the window. The old man could see that
the Generalissimo looked sick, sort of pale, and was showing
the beginnings of a sweat. “What about the asians?! What’s
going on!?” Olvera gasped, his eyes squinting as he spoke.
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“Our land is now mostly in the possession of the asians,
they ..... they have killed and are killing all of us who are
still alive and are quickly taking what little is left of Aztlan,”
the old man sounded dejected and expectant all at the same
time as he made his reply. He looked at the incompetent buf-
foon known as the Generalissimo and hoped that he would do
something.

“How many? Uh... are the asians attacking with a lot of
men?!” Olvera asked, his mind spinning with confusion as it
tried to grasp the severity of the happenings back at Aztlan.

“Yes, many. They have been coming from the southeast
and from the coast. I only narrowly avoided capture five sep-
arate times as I drove here,” The old man stated as he stared
at the confused dictator who now had a look of pathos about
him.

“Olvera the Great!” - “Olvera the Founder of Aztlan!” -
“Olvera the Generalissimo!” - was now Olvera the inexperi-
enced fool who had bitten off far more than he could chew.

“Quick, call a general retreat! We’re pulling out within
the hour!” Olvera snapped as he lurched into an erect stance.
The two aides responded immediately and left in the jeep for
the companies down on Elevadoe and Carmelita.

“Mother of God, why did this have to happen?! Why?!!”
Olvera screamed as he stood looking up into the smoke filled
night sky, his hands clenched tightly into fists and his body
vibrating with the tension of anger combined with frustration.
The old hispanic just stared for a moment and then shook his
head and turned the key to start up his car.

333.



“Where should I go?, I mean, I don’t want to be in the
way of your soldiers sir,” the old man asked in a quiet and
respectful manner.

“Just . . . . just go down here on this .... uh, on Maple
Drive here and wait where it intersects with Elevado. When
the men come up from the battle you will use your car to
transport as many of them as will fit into it back to Aztlan,”
Olvera answered sharply. The old man did as he was told and
drove slowly away down Maple toward his rondevouz with
the retreating hispanic soldiers.

Jonathan Olvera was in deep trouble now and he knew it.
All of his transports were destroyed and there weren’t many
vehicles to take his men back to fight the asians with. Most
had marched to White One and only the Commanders and a
few elite squads in the northern assault force had come in on
vehicles. He was faced with the problem of getting all of
what was left of his force back to Aztlan at once in order to
try to stop the asian invasion but he had no means by which to
do it. As he stood there alone in the intersection deep in
thought trying to remember if he or any of his commanders
had seen any buses or large trucks in the area surrounding
White One, he didn’t notice the door of a nearby shop open or
the old man who came limping out holding a shotgun in one
hand and a couple of metal curtain rods tied together which
served as a crutch in the other.

“My, my, my, my, my, if it ain’t the grand knothead him-
self - I do declare!”

Olvera whirled around and stared with surprise at Ed
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Finley. The Generalissimo was about to say something but
then decided not to. The fact that his weapons were all in the
Jeep that the aide had driven away in, and the fact that the old
white man had just leveled his shotgun at Olvera was suffi-
cient to keep the hispanic quiet.

“You know boy, you got a real talent for causin’ my peo-
ple a lot of trouble and grief. And I am personally sick and
tired of it!” Finley said cooley as he grinned at the hispanic
dictator who stood stock still and then began to raise his
hands in a gesture of surrender. Olvera was sizing up his
chances of escape at that moment. He wondered whether he
should make a run for it and if so, in which direction could he
go to get out of the shotgun’s range the quickest. He also saw
that Finley was injured and tried to calculate the speed that
the old fellow might be able to react with if he suddenly made
a dash for it.

“You look worried boy, mighty worried. Maybe even
ready to panic and try something. Well, I’ll tell ya what - you
go right ahead and see what you can do!” Finley smiled and
coaxed the Generalissimo in his standard boastful manner and
Olvera made the snap decision to run. No sooner had he fin-
ished his last sentence than Olvera took off down Maple
Drive at full speed. Finley had a wild glint in his eyes and his
bushy eyebrows rose on his forehead in a joyous manner as he
let the hispanic leader run about twenty yards before sending
a blast into the back of Olvera’s legs.

The Generalissimo was cut down and he lay writhing in
pain as Finley slowly hobbled up to where he had fallen.
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“What’s wrong there, clown? Don’t that feel nice!?”
Finley said as he stood over Olvera. The Generalissimo made
no reply, he just rocked from side to side grimacing in intense
pain as he kept running his hands over the two bloody pulps
that used to be the back of his thighs. Finley gave him a
heavy poke on the side of his head with the end of the shot-
gun’s barrel to get his full attention and with that as an incen-
tive Olvera finally forced himself to turn and look up at his
assailant.

“Please . . . please, I giveup! I....”

“You keep that open sewer you got in the middle of your
face quiet because I’'m gonna make a few things clear here!”
Finley roared, cutting off the dictator’s surrender speech.
“Now, first off; you just got ta understand your position here.
You are low grade, parasitic trash and you have worked for
years to ruin my country and the lives of my people and
myself. And if you think you’re gettin’ some sort of civilized
treatment now, you are sadly mistaken!”

Olvera kept staring at the old man, now scared out of his
wits and realizing he was very close to being blown to pieces.

“You and those like you came in here and weren’t satis-
fied with how things were. No, you wanted it all your way
and then you god damn people went into your feed and breed
frenzy at our expense. You and people like you were always
puttin’ those activists on the TV tellin’ everybody how you’re
vermin offspring were our responsibility, and how we should
keep supportin’ and supplyin’ you breeds with everything
while you turned the whole southwestern part of our country
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into a pigsty welfare state! And if that wasn’t enough, you
went into open rebellion and killed us after we gave you so
much!” Finley paused for a moment as he shifted his grip on
the shotgun and braced the butt against the hip of his good
leg. “Well, sonny, I am Ed C. Finley, your very own judge,
jury, and executioner, and I am here to tell you that my reach
is lengthy and my vengeance is absolute!” Olvera hung his
head and tried desperately to fight the burning pain shooting
through his body from the backs of his legs.

“Now you get yourself ready to meet Manitou or the
Great Spirit or whoever it was your god damn ancestors mum-
bled their gibberish for, cause I’m passin’ the sentence of
guilty on you. You are guilty of aggressive invasion! You
are guilty of social sabotage! You are guilty of torture, muti-
lation, and murder against my people, and my race! and you
are guilty of bein an over-ambitious, stupid, pompous, half-
breed, without the sense ta know when ta stop or what’s good
for him! SO YOU JUST TAKE THIS ON HIAWATHA!”

The tirade was ended with five blasts from Finley’s shot-
gun, blasts which splattered the slime that used to be Olvera’s
body out all over the pavement in every direction. “I still got
plenty of life in me yet and all the rest of the monkeys run-
ning around these parts will be gettin’ the same damn thing
before I leave this old world!” Finley muttered to himself as
he slowly limped back up Maple Drive.

“I guess I’ll just park myself over here and wait for some
of them troops to come up this way!” he thought, easing him-
self onto a bench at a bus stop on Sunset Boulevard. His
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ankle was throbbing with sharp pain due to his little maneuver
with the Generalissimo and he knew he couldn’t manage on it
all the way down to the defensive positions even with the help
of his makeshift cain. Ed Finley would be sitting out the
remainder of the conflict in the wee hours of the day quite sat-
isfied with himself over having deprived Aztlan of its great
leader. The death of the Generalissimo really made little dif-
ference in the scheme of things at this point though. Aztlan
had fallen and even if what was left of its army could have
been transported back rather quickly, the asian forces, which
vastly outnumbered them, would have triumphed with little
trouble.

As Finley sat down on the bench the leader’s two assis-
tants were making their way down Elevado Avenue to the rear
guard that had taken up a position near the company now run-
ning into a perfect hell created by the RCLR and automatic
rifle fire from the defensive line.

“Our people are being killed by the fuckin’ asians, send
someone up to this company’s commander and tell him to pull
back, the Generalissimo has ordered an immediate departure
for Aztlan!” One of the assistants waited for the Captain of
the Guard to move on what he had just been told, but the man
just kept crouched against the storefront of a building and
stared at the sidewalk in front of him in a state of shock.

“What’s the matter with you! Send one of your men up
to the Commander!” the man shouted as he punched the cap-
tain’s shoulder in a rough manner. “We’re going over to
Carmelita and let them know, now move!” the other aide
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added as both got up from beside the captain and hustled back
up Elevado to their Jeep. The Captain immediately gave one
of his men the message and told him to advance and alert the
commander of their company, which the man did, but what he
found a few hundred yards ahead was no commander and a
handful of men still alive who had ducked inside and behind a
few buildings.

“We’re going! We’re going! Pull back!” the soldier
yelled and the survivors, a mere fifty out of an even three
hundred hispanic marauders scrambled back up Elevado for
safety.

Don Saxena and his command were now the only defend-
ers still engaged in battle but they were holding off the relent-
less hispanics quite well. They hadn’t taken the pounding that
Bush Walden’s position had and, for some reason, the company
that faced them on Carmelita just didn’t seem to have the
gumption to really storm the blockade. It may have had some-
thing to do with the fact that Saxena had instructed all the men
under his command to take aggressive action whenever an
assault was under way. They had been led by him in counter
attacks which would drive the surviving members of the his-
panic assault force back up Carmelita in hasty and irregular
fashion. Saxena and close to forty troops would charge out
from behind the blockade after the majority of the hispanics
had fallen and chase the remainder back up the middle of
Carmelita Avenue where they would be hit from the men on the
rooftops instead of being able to sneak back to their company’s
main force while hugging the storefronts and front yards.
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Thanks to this little counter attack being repeatedly
employed, many of the assault waves never reached the main
company and were totally annihilated. Such developments
played upon the morale of the enemy and each group of sol-
diers forming up for a new assault would be less enthusiastic
than the group that had proceeded them and never returned.

As the leader’s two assistants reached the company com-
mander on Carmelita Avenue, Henry Thurston was leading
his men up Elevado. They would hit the last hispanic force in
a flanking maneuver, coming at them from Rodeo Drive
which was one of the many drives that intersected with the
avenues at that end of Beverly Hills. As Henry led his force
toward their destination the trooper he had sent to Saxena was
informing Strybjorn’s captain of the planned action. Without
hesitation Saxena ordered all the men on the blockade for-
ward. Now the hispanics would be attacked from the side and
front, and they weren’t expecting anything of the sort.

The Commander, having received the Generalissimo’s
order from the two aides, was leading his men back up
Carmelita rather happy about being able to break off the hos-
tilities.

“Let’em have it!” came booming out of the Field
Marshall’s throat and the troopers, who had taken positions on
Rodeo Drive just before it met with Carmelita Avenue,
opened fire on the unsuspecting company. Dozens of the his-
panics fell without realizing what had hit them, others tried to
flee back down Carmelita to the next intersection behind them
which was where Camden Drive hit their Avenue. Their
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intention was to cut across to Santa Monica Boulevard down
Camden and escape to the Generalissimo that way, but Don
Saxena’s command awaited them and they ran straight into a
heavy fire. There was complete panic and total disorder in the
hispanic ranks as their men made a half-hearted attempt to
make a fight of it but fell in droves.

It was all over in no time, not one hispanic was left out of
the entire Carmelita company, a final and grand defeat for
what was the army of Aztlan. The fifty that had fled up
Elevado heard the battle and, when they reached Maple Drive
they found no Generalissimo waiting for them. None of the
other companies were there waiting to depart for Aztlan
either. The confused men milled around for a few moments
and then one of them said that they should go over to Lomitas
because that was where the Generalissimo said he would stay
during the campaign. All agreed with the idea and they had
gone about half-way up Maple Drive when they came upon
the gooey mess that used to be Olvera. When they first saw
the arms and legs on the edges of a grizzly pile of shattered
bone, torn up organs, and shreds of uniform, they thought it
was just one of the soldiers from the company but then they
caught sight of a blood soaked red beret near a pile of stuff
that had been the Generalissimo’s head. It had been blown
off his shoulders by one of Finley’s blasts and what was left
had landed about fifteen feet away.

There was only one among them that wore a red beret,
and they knew who it was. The fifty hispanic survivors of the
battle for White One now stood looking at the carnage as if
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they were mindless zombies. Here was the great, well-known
professor who had then become linked with all the great
social activists, who had become a mob-boss, and then a dic-
tator - the man who had promised them so many wonderful
things, the man who had brought them all to total disaster -
now nothing more than crow carrion. They all knew that
there was no sense hanging around any longer, there would be
no attack on the asians to save Aztlan because there was no
army or Generalissimo to do it with, so the fifty hispanics
simply melted away down the streets east of Beverly Hills
hoping to avoid being captured by the asians while they locat-
ed their families and tried to make it south to what used to be
San Diego.

The defenders of White One assembled near the Country
Club grounds for further orders. Their work was far from fin-
ished and they couldn’t afford to rest, the situation was still
too critical. Although they had no idea of the asian activity in
Aztlan, they were on edge over the problem of more riots on
the part of the queers and the large number of Jews among the
non combatants which were liable to try anything at any time
to destroy the grip the A.U.F. now had on White One.

Electricity had been lost in many parts of Beverly Hills as
a result of the fighting but luckily the area around the Country
Club was still lit and Ivor Des’Groseilliers began his address
to the troops in full view of the former rioters who were still
languishing around in agony after their free-for-all and within
view of the many of the other residents as well.

“All right, I want details placed to guard these people.
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Herd them into those buildings over there and keep them
there. Any that don’t cooperate shot down on the spot. Also,
post a guard detail over the rest of the residents with the same
orders - no one will be allowed loose and I don’t care how
much of a fuss they make. The situation is critical here and
we’re going to restore order as fast and efficiently as we can.
These people will be kept under confinement until we can get
things around here secure!” The Chairman had no sooner
spoken than several squads broke off from his, Thurston’s and
Saxena’s commands and began rounding up the rioters. The
whole process of moving queers into nearby buildings and
keeping them secure once inside took about a half an hour.
Not one of them tried to resist confinement or argue in any
way with the troops, most were terrified and the rest were too
physically and emotionally worn out to be able to react.
Then, after they were all under control, the members of the
organization turned their attention to the rest of the pressing
problems. There were wounded to find and help, fires to
extinguish, bodies to dispose of, reconnaissance to conduct in
order to find out about the remainder of the Aztlan army, and
as dawn approached there was activity within White One
going on at a good clip although none of it had anything to do
with fighting. It was the sickening clean-up work that was
under way.
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CHAPTER 11

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

SS Leitheft

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

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

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

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

344,



Howard said, correcting Craig’s impression that the troops
below had been the escorts through Aztlan a few days ago.

“Well I think we should go down there anyway. I mean,
if they are a bunch of white supremacists or something, what
can it hurt? We’re the right color in their view!” Craig began
again, pushing for some kind of definite action. Things
between him and Gwendolyn had remained distant and he
couldn’t wait to get her separated from Denise and into some
nice, safe, king sized bed where they could work out their dif-
ferences while engaging in a wonderful routine they had long
been deprived of. As Howard continued to observe the activi-
ty below them, Craig began to call up memories of the various
love making sessions he experienced with Gwendolyn before
they were separated during the period of social collapse in the
area. He now realized that the Yorks had no intention of run-
ning northward and the pictures in his mind’s eye of her
smooth, soft limbs and her proportions that were just right for
her height and weight stirred up his being to a point where he
was actually becoming visibly impatient. The ex-second in
command of the Community Guard couldn’t wait to get to his
house and cajole Gwendolyn into the bedroom and what he
hoped would be the beginning of better relations between
then.

“Hell, you’re right. We don’t have too much choice
except to go down there I guess. After all, there’s strength in
numbers and I don’t like the idea of making a run for it at all,
not with all these hispanics around - who knows where more
of them might be in the north?” Howard had finally come to
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a firm decision and Craig felt satisfied that he was now just a
few steps away from getting Gwendolyn right where he want-
ed her.

“No sign of any more trouble down there, they all seem
to be cleaning up not ready to fight. Let’s go get Maureen
and the girls then,” Howard exclaimed with resignation in his
voice even though he still had misgivings over what they were
about to do.

The question of what to do with the remains of the his-
panic soldiers was a pressing concern for the defenders that
morning. Mass graves were considered and even transporting
them to the coast and dumping them in to the ocean with the
outgoing tide was suggested, but Don Saxena came up with
the most practical idea. It came to him when he remembered
how the old Vikings used to dispose of the dead after large-
scale battles.

“Burn them?” Ivor said, liking the sound of the idea after
Don had mentioned it.

“Sure, pile them in heaps and then burn them to ash!” he
added in a matter of fact tone.

“Why not?! It’s faster than digging pits, and the smoke
from all those heaps will act as a signal to the rest of the sub-
humans that we don’t fool around! We’ll stack ‘em up all
along San Vincente Boulevard and any hispanic that’s around
will see just what’s making all the smoke!” Henry added his
point of view and agreement with the disposal method to the
conversation as the three men stood at field headquarters on
Lomitas Avenue orchestrating the cleanup.

346.



So it was that the dead hispanics were cremated en
masse. The procedure started that afternoon at almost three
o’clock. It had taken that long for the entire defensive force
working non-stop to load, transport, and pile a good amount
of the dead. After the remains were soaked quite well with
the gasoline that had been poured over them, flame throwers
were used and the once-arrogant and proud army of Aztlan
began to go up in smoke.

“It’1l take a lot more than those bastards to put us away!”
the Field Marshall observed happily as he saw the thick black
smoke rising from the piles high into the still afternoon sky.

The dead of the defenders, not quite a quarter of their
whole force, were buried quickly but with due ceremony on
the Country Club land. There would be no more golfing or
any other foolish, time-wasting pursuits on the premises from
this point on. The extreme southwestern end now became the
cemetery and the rest would be put to use for gardens.

The wounded were also seen to in the quickest possible
manner. While the remains of the dead were sorted and then
transported to their respective destinations, the wounded were
treated and taken to some of the hotels to convalesce. It was
during all this that Ed Finley was finally picked up on the east
end of Sunset Boulevard.

“God damn, I was beginnin’ ta think that you boys were
never gonna get up this way!” he growled as a couple of
troopers helped him into the vehicle that would take him over
to the Wilshire where he would be recuperating.

“Well, at least we got here, old fellow!” one said in reply.
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“That’s right old timer, no need to worry, all the fuss and
muss is over” the other added good naturedly as Finley grum-
bled in the back seat.

“No need to worry! If it wasn’t for me the greasers would
still have their dictator! Hell, I practically won this war all by
myself!” the old man mused, feeling quite good with himself
for depriving Aztlan of its leader.

About the same time that Finley was being taken to the
hotel the Yorks and Craig Perkins were spotted walking down
Lomitas Avenue by Don Saxena as he and the two A.U.F.
leaders were formulating a plan for dealing with the residents
that were still under guard.

“Well what do you know? I wondered where they’ve
been all this time?!” he exclaimed while looking up Lomitas
and waving at Howard who had recognized him and was wav-
ing back.

“Who the hell are those people? And why aren’t they
locked up with the rest of the sheep?!” Henry exclaimed as
he looked at the approaching party. He hadn’t seen any of
them before except Gwendolyn and Denise, and they were to
the rear of the party and out of sight at the moment.

“Take it easy Henry, Don knows these people!” Ivor said
patting the steaming Field Marshall on the shoulder. “You do
know them don’t you?” he asked turning curiously to Saxena
who was smiling broadly.

“Sure, they’re the ones we brought here, the people from
Orange County I told you about - ah, except that guy in the
Guardsman’s uniform, I don’t know him!” Don replied happily.
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“Oh yes, there’s that young lady and that little girl we
saw at the community center the night we arrived,” Ivor
responded, noticing Gwendolyn and Denise as the little party
drew nearer.

“Howard, where have you been for the last day and a
half?!” Don shouted at the Yorks who were now about fifteen
yards away.

“Hiding in the hills!” came the reply. The family was
then introduced to the two leaders of the organization and
when the attention fell on Craig Perkins, who was armed,
Howard spoke up for him and was able to convince
Des’Groseilliers not to lock up his future son in law.

“If it wasn’t for these fellows you’d have no place to live
right now!” Don began. “They’ve saved you from the clutch-
es of the Aztlan army you know?!”

“You played a large part in that yourself” Henry pointed
out as he gave Saxena’s arm a squeeze.

“So where’s the Chief?!” Howard asked happily. “Still
out chasing hispanics or something?!”

There was a few seconds of silence. No one had spoken
about Styrbjorn until now and all three of the leaders thought
he had been killed at the action on Santa Monica Boulevard
along with Bush Walden and a good many others.

“Dead!” Saxena answered, while looking straight into
Gwendolyn’s eyes.

“Yup, and it’s too bad. That guy could really fight I'll
tell you,” Henry exclaimed proudly.

Gwendolyn didn’t know why Don Saxena had looked at
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her when he answered her father’s question and she didn’t
know why he was still looking at her as if expecting some sort
of reaction to the news of Styrbjorn’s death especially from her,
but it made her strangely uncomfortable. She reacted by wind-
ing both her arms around one of Craig’s and let her head rest on
his shoulder while she looked casually away at some point in
the distance. The maneuver was enough to stop Don’s staring.

“Sorry to hear that!” Howard said respectfully, speaking
to Saxena who was now feeling bad about the loss of his
friend.

“That’s life, I guess,” Don muttered.

During the discussion about Styrbjorn’s fate, Candace
had noticed Henry giving her the once over and in her typical
brash manner, she raised her eyebrows, opened her eyes and
mouth as wide as she could, and then leaned toward the Field
Marshall in an exaggerated version of his own behavior.
Henry’s acute embarrassment was immedietly triggered and
his face began to flush a deep scarlet as Candace started to
giggle. Thurston turned on his heels and set off in the oppo-
site direction cursing himself under his breath. The girl had a
certain quality and the sort of looks that he had often dreamed
about and, as usual, the Field Marshall had once again made a
spectacle of himself at a time when he simply wanted to be
friendly.

Ivor watched him walking up to a group of troopers and
knew full well that it wasn’t because they needed him over
there. “Good old Henry, social clown!” he thought, turning
his attention back to the Yorks.
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Candace also knew full well why the big fellow had hurried
away and she was quite pleased with herself for routing him.
“He’s a teddy bear! Boy, could I have some fun with him!!” she
thought as she watched Henry trying to act as official as possible
with the troops knowing that the girl could still see him.

“Well why don’t you folks stay at the Wilshire like
before, we can run you over there right now?” the Chairman
asked after talking with Howard about accommodations.

“Or, uh, they can stay at my place on Lexington Road.
That’s where they were supposed to be anyway” Craig cut in.

“Sure. Let’s go to Craig’s!” Candace urged her father,
not wanting to be stuck in a hotel with wounded troops.

“All right, let’s go to Craig’s then,” Howard replied.

“I’ll drive you over there,” Saxena spoke up as he beckoned
them towards one of the automobiles nearby. As they walked to
the car, Craig held on to Gwendolyn who now didn’t seem to
mind his attention while he took stock of Don Saxena. Perkins
had never seen Styrbjorn and had never received any indication
from his fiance that she had had an interest in him, but he was
still happy to hear that the man who had so much time alone with
Gwendolyn while he was escorting her across Los Angeles
County was dead. As for Saxena, Craig was happy that he didn’t
have to compete with him for Gwendolyn’s attentions. He was a
little too good looking and far too personable for comfort.

As Saxena drove away with the new arrivals, Ivor walked
up to Henry who was still strutting around like a nervous pea-
cock trying to look good in case Candace might cast a final
glance his way.
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“You can relax, she’s gone,” the Chairman said with a
laugh.

“Gone?! Who’s gone?” Henry replied casually, feigning
ignorance and looking quite puzzled by the statement made
by his friend.

“All right, forget it. Listen, we should get over to the
hotel and see all the fellows before it gets too late, and then
we can get some rest because we’ll have to start the process-
ing of all those people bright and early tomorrow morning
you know.”

“Yeah, Christ are they gonna be miserable by the time we
bring them out in the morning! But it’ll do ‘em some good,
they’ve had things their way for too long!” Henry responded
laughing at the thought of all the movie stars, producers,
directors, writers, and other big wigs having to sleep on the
tile floors of the buildings they were in. One blanket apiece
wasn’t going to make those tile floors any softer he thought with
humor, as he and Des’Groseilliers headed for a free vehicle.

While they toured the floors of the Wilshire which held
their wounded fellows, both Ivor and Henry were happy to
learn that no one who had been brought in was in critical con-
dition and all were expected to recover.

“That’s great news Kelly! You and the rest of the ladies
take real good care of these guys! I’ll have a few men
assigned to you who will bring you whatever you run short
of.” Des’Groseilliers gave Kelly Rigeley a hug after she had
given him the news about the expected recovery rate. The
woman had medical training and was a naturopath whose hus-
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band was in Henry’s force during the fighting, and she and the
rest of the A.U.F. women were now nursing the injured and
running the supply of rations in the community.

“We’ll do that!” she replied as she stepped into the eleva-
tor to see about things on the next floor.

For the next hour Des’Groseilliers and Thurston went
from room to room giving pep talks to those who were awake
and leaving short, handwritten notes of praise by the bed sides
of those who weren’t. Then they entered a room and stopped
dead in their tracks. There relaxing on the twin beds was
Styrbjorn and Finley.

“Don’t just stand around there like a couple of dumb stu-
pid Jehovah’s Witnesses, come on in and sit down!” Finley
bellowed in a friendly tone.

Soon the four were discussing the details of the night and
when Finley mentioned that there was no need to worry about
Olvera any more Ivor asked why.

“Did you see which way he went?” the Chairman
queried.

“Sure! He went to the happy huntin’ grounds courtesy of
me and my friendly persuader!” Finley shouted happily as he
pointed to the shotgun leaning against the far wall.

Ivor and Henry exchanged a surprised glance and then
looked back at Finley.

“Well I did! Right on Maple Drive!” he said, thinking
that the two men didn’t believe him.

“Don’t worry Stonewall, if you say it’s true, then it’s a
fact in my book!” Henry told the old man as he took Finley’s
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hand and shook it.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“So will I!” Des’Groseilliers added.

“Thank you. You can start by telling me if you’ve seen
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or heard of the whereabouts and condition of some people
called York? You remember, one of them was in the office at
the community center with me when you first came here,”
Styrbjorn asked, still clinging to a strong hope that
Gwendolyn was alive and well.

“Certainly. We were speaking with them just an hour or
so0 ago. Don drove them to the house they are going to stay in
on Lexington Road!” Ivor happily answered.

Styrbjorn sat up excitedly, “Was there a girl among them,
a very beautiful one, kind of quiet?!” he inquired desperately.

Henry was laughing, “So, I guess she has something to
do with this important thing you just have to get done here?!”

Styrbjorn relaxed back on his bed showing no more emo-
tion.

“There were two girls in the group and both were quite
charming, but the little one really was something to behold,”
the Chairman stated. “She was latched on to some fellow
who was supposed to be her fiance according to her father.”

“That’s fine,” Styrbjorn said calmly.

The conversation then turned to Styrbjorn’s wounds and
how he received them. The Chief gave a rather bland account
of the happenings on the Santa Monica position, making no
attempt to gain the praise of two A.U.F. men who were still
very vague about just what he had done.

Realizing that he wasn’t going to go into very much
detail, Ivor suggested that he and Henry leave their friends to
get some rest. Once out in the hall the Field Marshall asked
rather annoyed, “Why couldn’t we have stayed and asked him
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some more questions? I wanted to find out what the hell real-
ly happened to him!”

“The fellow wasn’t going to let on. Obviously he doesn’t
consider it that important so we’ll find out about it from the
other survivors from that position,” Ivor said calmly as he
pressed the down button for the elevator. “Lucky this part of
town still has power!” he mentioned as they waited.

“Well I’'m coming back here sometime tomorrow and
speak to Donelin, Kooch, and LaPort. Hopefully they’ll be
awake and I can find out what went on,” Henry announced,
referring to the three men out of the five who had not suc-
cumbed to the wounds they had received on Santa Monica
and Wilshire.

“Go ahead. But first we straighten things out with our
beloved flock in the morning!” Des’Groseilliers quipped as
they left the elevator and strolled to their car.

They would be spending the night in one of the houses
near the Country Club so that in case any trouble arose with
the imprisoned residents they would be on the scene immediately.

The next morning fifty tables were placed in front of the
buildings where the residents were confined.
Des’Groseilliers, Saxena, Thurston and other members of the
A.U.F. would be seated at them and the people would be let
out of their temporary prisons fifty at a time to be interrogated
and dealt with.

“Let’s get started, there’s several thousand couped up in
all these buildings and we can’t rush through this and miss
any undesirables,” Ivor exclaimed as he rubbed his hands
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together expectantly as he went to the nearest table and sat
down.

It was quite a morning in White One, the smell of smoke
was still in the air and the sky was overcast. Just the sort of
day for dealing with the assortment of freaks, degenerates,
flakes, whiners and flatterers that made up the local citizenry
and the interrogators all enjoyed the idea of being able to sit
down and relax while working after the tension filled days
and nights just past.

“Okay, let out the first group!” Ivor shouted to the troop-
ers on guard outside the long string of one and two story
buildings holding the residents that hadn’t taken part in the
rioting. They were the people that would be dealt with first,
the queers would come later.

After the doors of several buildings were opened, the
guards went inside and quickly emerged with the first sub-
jects. They all slowly made their way to the tables nearest
them and were instructed to sit down in a polite, non-threaten-
ing manner by the man who sat waiting for them.

“Identification please,” was the first thing each of the
frightened residents were asked after they had seated them-
selves. “If it was lost or left somewhere in all the confusion,
state your name and place of residence in this community.”
was added on for good measure. Each of the interrogators
had copies of the resident lists made in McGowan’s office
two days ago and they simply checked for the person’s name
after examining their driver’s license and other identification.
If the person checked out and wasn’t a Jew, they were given a
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short apology for the inconvenience they had suffered and
told of the extreme danger existing in the territory encircling
White One. Once this was done, they were informed that they
were not a prisoner of any sort and if they wanted to leave the
community they could do so at their own risk.

On hearing this, most of the residents would inquire
about what kind of conditions they could expect to have to
live with if they chose to remain at their homes in the commu-
nity, and the answer they received was simple and straightfor-
ward.

“If you choose to stay, you will find that this community
will be run in a most civilized manner, and you will be safe
from any more of the sort of thing that’s been taking place
around here for the last couple of days. Of course, as a mem-
ber of the community you’ll have tasks to do - tasks that will
help keep this environment and everyone in it healthy, clean,
and happy.” This was the standard sort of line given by all
the interrogators. Once said, another statement was tacked on
having to do with presentations being given in the evenings
by certain members of the A.U.F. concerning its aims, its con-
cepts, and its material relating to the collapse of modern civi-
lization and those who caused it.

“We don’t want anyone feeling like they are under some
sort of enemy occupation here, but the information concern-
ing our organization is too involved and complex to go into
now. Suffice it to say, you’ll probably be pleasantly surprised
when you attend the presentations for community members
and view exactly what we’re all about,” the Chairman point-
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ed out to an apprehensive young woman who was the wife of
a once-prominent producer.

“Can I look for my husband now?” she asked meekly.

“Actually, if you return to your home it would be much bet-
ter. You see, if all or most of the people we speak to begin
milling around trying to find other people there’s going to be a
lot of confusion and delay. Believe me, the process is necessary
Mrs. Calhoun, and don’t worry, your husband will be along as
soon as he finishes here,” Ivor answered being as friendly as he
could. His reply seemed to satisfy the woman who then got up
and began walking tiredly away in the direction of her home but
the Chairman was a little on edge after the interview. For him,
the processing maneuver set off an internal conflict in which the
genuine concern for the people of his race struggled against his
intense hatred for their pathetic life style and habits. Since he
had always had a great talent for level headed diplomacy Ivor
Des’Groseilliers made an excellent A.U.F. Regional Chairman
and it was thanks to his even-tempered approach that the white
residents of the community were being treated so respectfully
rather than in the high handed manner which his Field Marshall
thought was appropriate. Still, there were times, such a now, that
Ivor felt like suspending the civilities and coming down on the
people of his race with the hobnailed boot of uncompromising
authority that would surely set them straight and make them
shape up fast. After all he’d been though, Ivor was in no mood
to listen to whining and now he had to use every bit of his con-
trol to keep from snapping people’s heads off as they asked one
mindless question after another during their interrogation.
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“Mr. Amshel Silver - according to these records you live
on Calle Vista Drive, is that correct?” Henry Thurston,
implacable opponent of the chosen people had the luck of
receiving the first of the many Jews of the community.

“That’s what it says doesn’t it?!” the Jew snapped back.
He was the typical specimen: ugly, sly, and vicious. “You
listen to me, I’m an American citizen and I’ve got rights!
This is America not Nazi Germany and I don’t have to answer
any of your questions!” the chosen one went on, working
himself into a real Talmudic mouth frothing fit.

“Mr. Silver, you will go with these two men. They will
take you to a holding area where you will await your trial!”
the Field Marshall snarled as he motioned for the two troops
standing behind him to come forward and take the Jew away.
Henry looked deep into the black, beady eyes of the irksome
creature seated on the other side of his table and his blood
began to boil. He would have liked to strangle Silver right
then but he managed to control himself.

“What?! I’m not going to any holding area, I’'m going
home!” Silver started up. “You gonna make me wear a yel-
low star of David or something?! And what trial?! I’'m not
guilty of anything. You can go to hell! Do you hear me?!”
Flecks of saliva shot out of the Jew’s mouth as he shook his
fist in Henry’s face defiantly.

“What trial? Why, a trial for crimes against humanity Mr.
Silver, what else?!” Henry answered with a slight grin. The
commotion the Jew was causing could be heard clearly all
over the street and his loud ranting was beginning to upset the
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other people seated at the tables. Realizing that Silver had
gone out of control, Henry clenched one hand, turning it into
a huge fist, and then sent it crashing into the Jew’s forehead.
The eyes of Yahweh’s darling slowly crossed and his body
went limp.

“Get him out of here!” Henry said frantically as the two
troopers each grabbed an arm and pulled the unconscious cho-
sen one down an alley to another building where the Jews
would be confined.

It took all day and most of the night to complete the pro-
cessing of the residents and things developed into a clearly
predictable routine early. Every Jew that came out made a
great fuss and had to be physically restrained and dragged
away while the white residents were usually frightened and
unsure of things but ended up cooperating. The small portion
of mulattos, asians, and hispanics, and those whites married
and related to them that were part of the community’s popu-
lace were put into vehicles and driven north up Coldwater
Canyon and on to the 101 Freeway running through Sherman
Oaks. Once there they were told that they were on their own
and could do as they pleased so long as they never returned to
White One. There was a stink raised about racism, bigotry,
and hate made by the misfits as they stood around after being
unloaded in what everyone thought was an outlying area of
Aztlan but which had become part of New China. The com-
plaints carried no weight and the troops simply returned to
their vehicles and drove back to the communities leaving the
race mixers stranded without food, water, or transportation. It
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was not long afterwards that they ran into divisions of the
Tiger’s Claws and when they did the Chinese killed them on
the spot.

It was a fact that everyone in the A.U.F. from the leader-
ship down hated race mixers but Ivor felt that the on-the-spot
executions that were desired might put too much of a strain on
the relationship between his people and the residents, so he
decided that banishing them would be more appropriate. The
Chairman knew that the residents might opt to leave the area
if they became too upset over the reordering proceedings and
the reclaiming of southern California could not be done with-
out them. The tempers of the A.U.F. personnel would have to
be controlled and the race mixers only banished in order to
keep things stable and save the territory later, there was no
way around it. Strategy prevailed over emotion and the dis-
gruntled troops complied with their orders.

As the processing was underway on Wilshire, the troops
were stacking and burning the last of the hispanic dead on San
Vincente Boulevard. There were only forty bodies left on the
last truck and the troopers assigned to the task were bone tired
from working all night and sick to the point of nausea of the
sight of gore, but the thought of the last load having arrived
perked them up a bit.

As they pulled the “floppies”, which was the term they
used to describe the bodies, off the truck bed, the troops
began checking for handguns and ammunition. The large
weapons had been taken while the remains were being loaded
at the site they had fallen, but it was up to the cremation crew
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to collect any small guns, shell cases, or ammunition clips that
were in the uniforms of the human kindling.

“What have we here?” one of the men said as he pulled a
small silver container halfway out of the large breast pocket
on the jacket that one corpse which was missing one arm and
it’s head was still wearing.

“Liquor flask, you dope,” answered Sergeant Willy
Pudloozney, “leave it! Christ, with all the diseases these bastards
have I wouldn’t go near anything that’s been in their mouths.
Why do you think we’re wearing rubber gloves and masks?!”

Hearing this the trooper slid the metal container back into
the pocket and roughly pushed the floppy onto the pile. After
another twenty five minutes the cremation detail had finished
with the last of the bodies and were drenching the pile with
gasoline. Sandbags had been placed around the bottom of the
hideous stack so that the excess fuel would be soaked up and
would then make the bags into huge briquettes once the fire
was lit. The flame throwers spewed their contribution onto
the pile and the job was almost complete but the crew had to
stick around and hit the burning mass with the flame throwers
whenever it’s combustion slowed down. And as they stood
there anxiously waiting for the last of the floppies to turn into
ash so they could leave and get the rest their bodies were
screaming for, they had no idea that the flames before them
were destroying a little concoction that could have ended
mankind. ETIN-12, that wonderful development in the world
of biological warfare produced by the psychopaths in the
Pentagon years earlier was finally neutralized.
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With the Jews and Whites almost sorted, Don Saxena
leaned back in his chair and yawned. After signalling the
guards at the doorway of the nearest building to let out the
next person his thoughts focused on the village. He was sure
that everyone there was all right and he began thinking about
how involved the move to relocate them in White One might
be. Saxena had not learned that Styrbjorn was still alive yet
since Des’Groseilliers and Thurston had been preoccupied
with processing procedures since first thing that morning and
he felt that the relocation maneuver rested solely on his shoulders.

“Sit down please - can I see some identification?” Saxena
asked dryly without looking up at the face of the person who
had just arrived at his table. David Diamond hadn’t made any
escape during the riot of the queers the night before. Instead
he, Irving Shapiro, and a few of their JDL henchmen had been
mobbed by a pack of lesbians who had inflicted a good deal
of physical damage on the surprised Jews. The keys to the
automobile that they were to get away in were grabbed and
tossed away by one of the mad dikes during the assault and
the Jew’s plan for escape evaporated into a dismal failure.

As Diamond sat in front of Saxena he thought about his
fate. Would he be killed? Did anyone witness his shooting of
a dozen of the A.U.F.’s personnel last night? Saxena looked
at the man across the table, “Do you have any identification?”
he asked becoming annoyed with the unresponsive Jew.
Diamond made no reply, he just sneered as he stared at his
interrogator. “Fine. Take him to the holding area!” Saxena
said calmly, as two troopers approached to lead Diamond
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away. Instantly the Jew sprang up and tried to push the table
onto the goyim enemy but the Captain reacted too fast and
jumped out of his chair avoiding the collapsing piece of furni-
ture. In another second Saxena was around the obstacle
between him and the Jew and was facing off with the
Commander of the Community Guard. Diamond braced him-
self and sent a vicious kick in the direction of Saxena’s groin.
It was one of the moves he had become quite good at while
working toward his black belt in Shotokan Karate years earli-
er, and it had excellent power behind it. If the kick had land-
ed it would have ruptured, smashed, and broken up the area of
Don’s pelvis it was to hit but the Captain’s commando tech-
niques neutralized the blow. Saxena stepped in to the oncom-
ing kick and caught the Jew’s leg as it sped toward him, and
in a split second it lost it’s momentum. Then the palm of the
Captain’s free hand came down on the knee area breaking the
leg bones at the knee joint and snapping ligaments. Diamond
screamed in excruciating pain as he fell on to the pavement.

“If you can find anything to say you’ll get your chance to
speak up at your trial!” Saxena said contemptuously as the
troopers began dragging the screaming Jew away.

Standing a few yards away witnessing the confrontation
with wide eyed excitement was Oliver Curtis who had just
been okayed by one of the troopers at another table. No one
had bothered to tell him about the so called “neo-nazi inva-
sion” and when the hispanic attack had started, he was still up
in the hotel. The past forty eight hours had been the most
frightening and exciting in his life and now, after watching
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Saxena dispose of the belligerent man at the table, Oliver was
determined to become part of what ever it was that the people
in charge were connected to.

“Hello Don, I see you’re still in fighting trim,” he said as
he walked up behind Saxena.

“Oh, Curtis, how are you?” Don replied as he shook the
man’s hand.

“I want to join this group or whatever it is Don. How do
I go about it?” Oliver asked in his usual excited, boyish manner.

Saxena explained the need for him to attend the presenta-
tions that would be given in a day or two and said that he
would probably have a chance to join at that time.

The two talked for a few more minutes about the events
of the previous night and then Curtis departed for the Wilshire
happy in the knowledge that he might be “on the inside” as he
looked at it in a matter of days.

“Let’s get dinner and then we can start on the rioters!” Ivor
said loudly as the guards indicated there were no more people
in any of the buildings and the other interrogators were finish-
ing with their last subjects. Soon he, Henry, and Don were at
the house in which the Chairman and Field Marshall had spent
the night, and as they began their simple fare for the evening,
the discussion of how to handle the freaks got under way.

“You know, quite a few of those nuts are sons, daughters,
sisters, brothers, grandchildren, or other relations of the peo-
ple we’ve just finished with. So how are we going to get rid
of them and keep on reasonable terms with the rest of the citi-
zenry?” Ivor asked. He was deliberately emphasizing the
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concern he had for returning the community to a normal con-
dition as soon as possible and making it into a stronghold to
be used to re-take the south end of the state as he pointed out
how touchy the residents would be about Thurston’s idea of
using firing squads to deal with the rioters.

“We’ll kill the instigators and weed out the Jews among
the lot for separate trials, but I don’t think we can exterminate
the whole works without panicking the residents and causing
them to pack up and make a run for the northwest. We can’t
hold the community alone, we need its members and if we
want to be able to gain strength and eventually clean this area
up, we’ll have to make some concessions now,”
Des’Groseilliers continued.

“So what do we do, just let all those miserable lunatics
loose and expect them to fit in and do things our way?” Henry
asked, surprised at the lenient tone of the Chairman. Thurston
then became silent and sat there feeling very annoyed but
Saxena spoke up and offered his perspective.

“Ivor, this is something you can’t compromise on. You’ve
got a few hundred Jews under lock and key that we’ll be
putting on trial in a little while and we’ve already decided that
the high profile and more notorious ones would be executed in
front of their tribesmen and that the insignificant ones would be
used as slave labor - don’t you think that’s going to unsettle the
residents even after they’ve seen our presentation material?”

Des’Groseilliers nodded slowly seeing where Saxena was
leading and realized it was what was the only real solution to
the queer problem.

367.



“Remember what Styrbjorn said up at the hotel before the
hispanic attack? He said that the populace could be forced to
accept our ways whether they liked it or not, and I agree!”
Saxena continued. “Those freaks can’t be kept around here
and they can’t be taken some where and dumped like the non-
whites and race traitors were. These people are mentally
deranged, sick, and if we let them loose in any way they’ll
deliberately try to cause us problems just like they did last
night. You said yourself Ivor, they’re twisted on the most
basic level of their being, and they will never do anything
except work to destroy things that stand for healthy, clean liv-
ing - their as bad as the Jews!”

“Well, what do you say to separating the Jews among
them and then taking the rest out into the distant canyons and
ending their lives by means of Henry’s idea?”
Des’Groseilliers responded. “Now you’re talking!” Henry
exclaimed jubilantly and with that the three began to concen-
trate on their meal.

Henry and Don took to their food well but Ivor was not at
all pleased over the stuff he was consuming. Being a connois-
seur of fine food and gracious living, the chairman found that
the most annoying and intolerable part of life at this point in
history was meal time. No matter how much he tried, the port-
ly Frenchman just could not bring himself to enjoy any of the
tasteless material which the rest of his fellows seemed to think
passed for food. Breakfast, lunch, and dinner were indeed
most dismal events for the A.U.F. leader.
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As it happened the dinner discussion was a waste of time
because when the three leaders returned to begin the maneuver,
they soon found that the others involved in the plan were not
going to cooperate. “Henry! Since you like Jews so much, you
and your men take Allred and all her sisters, and we’ll see to the
prince of the pansies and his loyal subjects!” Saxena said laugh-
ingly as he and a squad of men walked over to the buildings
containing Randy Frazier and all of the homosexuals. The fags
and dikes had been separated when they were placed in confine-
ment and the leaders had been told by a number of residents that
they had spoken to during the identification processing earlier
that day, that Randy Frazier and Nina Allred had apparently
been the ring leaders of the uprising and rioting during the battle
with the hispanics. What Saxena, Thurston, and the men with
them on Wilshire didn’t know was that both the fags and the les-
bians had formulated plans for attacking their captors as soon as
the doors to their buildings were opened. The queers were
under the impression that the A.U.F. people wouldn’t dare retal-
iate in front of the rest of the citizenry. What the freaks didn’t
know was that all the residents, even their relatives, had gone to
their homes and Wilshire was deserted as the doors of the build-
ings they were in were opened.

As they heard their captors approaching freaks of the two
groups that were still physically able to cause a ruckus after
the beatings the had sustained at the close of their riot readied
themselves for their wild breakout and stampede. The fact
that they were not in contact with one another during their
confinement, and kept in separate buildings while still manag-
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ing to come up with the same scheme, proved that twisted
minds really did think alike.

Thurston and Saxena and their troops got to the doorways
about the same time and, as planned, when one of their men
opened the door the queers came rushing out screeching and
shrieking, mobbing the surprised captors before they even had
a chance to speak. Both Saxena and Henry had twenty men
with them and the degenerates numbered close to two hun-
dred but the troops who had been standing in the center of the
street for the purpose of falling in line and escorting a few
queers at a time to waiting trucks managed to open fire on the
mobs before they were overwhelmed.

At the entrance way it was a fight for life and limb for the
A.U.F. personnel as packs of the homosexuals and lesbians
attempted to beat and kick them to death. As the troops in the
rear kept up a steady fire mowing down the degenerates as
fast as they approached, Don Saxena, Henry Thurston and the
three men that accompanied each one of them to the doorways
faced off with the insane perverts in fast paced hand to hand
combat. Near the doorway of one building the field Marshall
was roaring with laughter as he sent attacking lesbians sailing
into one another, knocking some of them aside with his arms
and side-stepping others. His men were not quite so easy
going and after belting the first few attackers into unconscious-
ness, they started shooting. A little way down the street, the
fighting was more intense and vicious, for although the
assailants were fagots they still had male agility and strength.
In the initial rush Randy Frasier and three burly side kicks flew
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at Saxena who was almost caught totally by surprise. One of
them sent a fist driving into the side of the Captain’s head and
the force of the blow was enough to almost knock him out.
Saxena reeled backward trying to regain control of his body
but it wasn’t responding. It was only the frenzy of the four
attackers that saved him and gave him enough time to regain
his wits and regular response in his limbs, because instead of
taking careful aim with their punches or kicks, the fags flailed
wildly, sometimes missing Saxena by a good foot. The capt-
ian swayed and stumbled this way and that as the queers
lashed out and this added to their failure to connect, but in a
few seconds he had regained his normal ability to move and
then he went on the offensive. As the four freaks moved in
from all directions Saxena sprang forward at the two in front
of him driving the heel of one palm straight into the first one’s
solar plexus and letting it continue up to under the queer’s chin
with natural momentum. There was a sickening crack as the
jaw shattered, but in a split second the palm of the same hand
had moved in on the other homosexual and landed right over
his left ear breaking the eardrum. Half turning to look behind
him, Saxena then sent a hard rear kick to the third’s leg just
under the knee which snapped the limb like a twig.

The three bum-boys hit the pavement like dominos and
Randy Frazier was next. Saxena observed a stereotypical fag-
got’s sneer on the tall, gangly creature just before he let out a
high pitched screech and flew at the captain. Don pivoted so
that the fag was approaching from the side and then, when
Frazier’s long, skeletal fingers were almost grabbing him
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around the throat, Saxena delivered a double hammer punch
blow square on the breast bone of the attacker. The power of
his torso, shoulders, and arms went into the move which was
felt as the two outside edges of his hands which were laced
together hit a small area on the queer’s chest. Don heard a
loud thud as Frazier flew backward from the terrible impact
which had stopped his heart and caved in the front of his rib
cage causing the bones to puncture both lungs in several
places.

After downing his first four opponents, Saxena faced the
throngs still streaming out of the building that were now also
making for him. He quickly glanced around to see what had
happened to the three troopers who were beside him when the
doors were opened. Only one was standing and he was des-
perately striking at a number of fags with his rifle butt and
trying to retreat back to his comrades some thirty yards away.

“Shoot them! Shoot them! Go Ahead!” Don shouted at
the man who was so hard pressed that he had no time to lift
his rifle and take aim, the fags were rushing him so fast that
he had to keep up a whirlwind of blows just to fend them off.
The captain had to move fast as well. He pulled his rifle off
from over his shoulders and was able to open fire just as the
mob had closed to within ten feet of him. From then on it was
a turkey shoot. The sound of the first shots brought several
details of troops scrambling to the scene from the areas near
by, and when they arrived, they too opened fire.

“That’s it! Give it to the corkscrews!” shouted Sergeant
Willy Pudloosney as he and cremation detail took aim at, and
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shot down queer after queer. Henry and his men had fought
their way out of the dyke mob and they were also pouring
rounds into their adversaries. It was a strange, sickening feel-
ing that came over them as the women began falling, for as
insane as these lesbians were, and for all their hatred of men,
they were still women and the normal individuals of the
Aryan United Front felt the natural empathy that was usual
between male and female. That evening they did their duty
but there was no sense of victory in it, only a sadness and
despair over so many women’s wasted lives and the mental
focus promoted by repulsive creatures like the now dead Nina
Allred which had brought them all to such a terrible end.
With the homosexuals it was a different story; their slaughter
caused nothing but a feeling of a job well done.

“God damn slimy trash!” Henry said as he and Saxena
stood together and looked at the scads of new corpses littering
the three-block area of Wilshire Boulevard near the Country
Club. they had just finished executing all the dykes and fags
that had been too injured to take part in the rebellion and were
now preparing to launch another clean up maneuver.

“I’ll bet you guys thought you were all through burning
up garbage?” Henry asked Sergeant Pudloosney who was too
tired to answer. “Never mind, we’ll form another detail, you
fellows go back and get some rest” the Field Marshall contin-
ued with an understanding tone.

“Thanks, sir, we appreciate it!” Pudloosney answered
rather relieved over being released from the cleanup job.

That night several squads worked at cremating the

373.



remains of the queers after they had been taken out to San
Vincente Boulevard where the hispanics had gone up in
smoke. By the next morning the area of the slaughter was
clear and many of the troops were busy with the rubble and
the remainder of the barricades that still had to be cleaned up.
Around noon Saxena and the rest of Styrbjorn’s men who had
not been wounded in the hispanic action departed on foot for
the village with the intention of moving it’s population back
to White One as soon as all the logistics were worked out at
that end. Ivor Des’Groseilliers began sorting material that
had been sitting ready for weeks, ever since they had decided
to move into White One. There were video tapes, booklets,
photocopies of government documents and contents of vari-
ous Jewish publications for the residents to be exposed to dur-
ing the presentations scheduled to begin in two days at the
auditoriums of both the high schools in Beverly Hills. Henry
occupied himself with the task of establishing guard posts
around the outside of the community’s boundaries, guard
posts that would always be manned and heavily armed.

There were other organization personnel that began plan-
ning the agricultural projects, and still others that would be
training the residents in the tasks that would have to be done
in order for the community to keep functioning properly.
Then there was the restoration of electricity to the areas where
- it was knocked out during the battle, and the planning for the
day when the power would eventually cease. Time flew by
and when the evening of the first presentation had arrived it
didn’t seem like two days had expired but, as Henry joked to
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Ivor as they stood in one of the packed auditoriums, “the
show must go on!” and it did.

What the people of the community saw and heard at the
two auditoriums that evening was well thought out informa-
tion dealing not only with the A.U.F. and its agenda and
ideals, but also with why society had collapsed and why such
an agenda and ideals was now the only way out of the danger
and chaos that threatened to plunge the western world into a
“dark age” that could easily last many centuries.

The role of the power elite and the Jews was laid out and
explained with questions being taken and much clear evidence
to back up the Organization’s position against such people in
the form of documents, personal letters, and articles in private
publications were distributed. The point of the presentations
was not to convince or recruit, for many of the residents of
White One including its leaders like Daniel McGowan and
Hudson Cooke were involved in promoting the very things
the A.U.F. stood against. The people packed into the auditori-
ums were simply being shown how and why things were
going to be run the way they were from then on and why it
didn’t matter at all whether they liked it or not - they now
knew the score and were going to live with it.

“I think anyone can dream up any interpretation about
anything! And I just don’t believe that the Jewish people
have been deliberately working to destroy anything! Hell,
I’ve got plenty of friends that are Jewish and they’ve never
done anything or said anything to put them into your category
of ‘race destroyers’ in my view!” One man had stood up and
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challenged the chairman on the information and accusations
he had just leveled at the Jews and there was a lot of mum-
bling from others in the huge audience in agreement.

“Sir, I really don’t care if you believe or disbelieve
what’s been presented to you tonight, but I’'m going to lay
some absolutely rock solid facts out for you and everyone else
here because I think that these facts are something that you’ve
all been kept in the dark over ever since you were children,”
Ivor replied in a forceful tone and the man who had stood up
and yelled his question now sat down, then the audience
became silent.

“Now, I’'m going to go through all this point by point and
I’ll give you some examples of how these facts tie in with
what has been happening and what is happening in the
world!” he began, readying himself and looking out at the
mass of expectant faces in the darkened auditorium.

“First of all, you must realize that the different human sub
species, or races, as we call them, all developed in isolated
areas of the world and they did so out of choice and inclination.
All the distinct physical and psychological traits in the various
peoples of the world are the result of selective group inbreeding
over countless centuries on the part of their ancestors.

Secondly, these unique in-breeding groups or races came
to be termed ‘evolutionary units’ in modern times by certain
scientists pursuing knowledge about life. The evolutionary unit
exists as an entity because of instinctual cooperation within the
group and prejudice against beings not part of the group.”

Third, in human evolution and development, the tendency
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has always been toward the production of larger and more
powerful evolutionary units, because size of population deter-
mines possibilities for group survival.” Ivor paused for a
moment and cleared his throat while watching for people with
questions but there were none. He wondered if he was really
getting through to them or if they were just sitting obediently
but ignoring his speech all together, at least they looked attentive
enough he thought, so he continued on without further delay.

“My fourth point here is that because human evolutionary
units, or races, strive to become larger, territory is vital to
their existence. An evolutionary unit, or race, must have its
own territory in order to keep developing and maintain a pure
gene pool. A sense of territory, the ‘territorial instinct’,
insures an evolutionary unit’s survival - it keeps the gene pool
pure but allows it to grow. And I might add, that territorial-
ism is one of the main reasons why the insane mono-culture
of this country and the western world fell apart. All the races
that were imported into it instinctively desired an exclusive
territory and pulled apart!

This brings me to point five which is that territorialism is
not simply a matter of human whim or choice; it’s part of the
natural law which all things including man are subject to, and
it is essential for the progress of evolution. Even communi-
ties of lower animals resent gate crashing strangers who seek
to infiltrate their groups. In simple terms, we all like to be
with our own if we’re healthy, and we are all hostile toward
those of competing races - if we’re healthy. Now, if any group
of beings is to work out its evolutionary destiny, it’s absolute-
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ly essential that it stay removed from other groups and not
allow invasion of it’s home territory by non-related elements.
I don’t mean that there shouldn’t be any trade or that vaca-
tions to other parts of the world are wrong, I mean that to
import non related peoples into our countries is where the
problems lie. This is exactly what we as a race have failed to
understand and we’re paying the price for it now.

The next point I want to make you aware of is that man
has been governed by the instinct of territorialism since his
beginnings. For example: the Dartians, which were the pre-
human anthropoids - the first of the erect apes, had already
split into branches which were very distinct; and, after doing
so, they established their own territories and did not mix and
mingle. Development like Pilthdownman, Zinjanthropists,
and others, took place within the separate and distinct stems
of the human evolutionary tree, not by a great mixing and
mingling of all the humanoids on the planet like so many of
the liberal One-Worlder’s who taught most of you in school
have said.

Point number seven then, is that mankind has never
mixed or mingled at any time since the Dartian anthropoids.
Instead, all races have kept to themselves and developed their
own living habits in their own territories. There were two rea-
sons for this - the first is that movement meant coming into
contact with other non-related races and therefore conflict and
animosity was what resulted. It was safer to stay at home.
The second reason was that migrations did not take place
because of the complex logistics required for such activity,
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they were simply beyond man’s ability until just recently in
history. The races just didn’t wander all over the place and
co-habitate. If they moved it was to take more territory and
this always involved warfare.”

The audience didn’t look like it had lost any of its atten-
tiveness and Ivor smiled a little as he gazed out over the seat-
ed crowd before again resuming his point by point run down
of human behavior.

“This brings us to point number eight which is that evolu-
tionary units, or races if you like that term, developed distinct
societies and cultures. Societies are nothing more than breed-
ing communities and, unless they possess enmity which is
prejudice and aggressiveness toward non-related outsiders,
and protect their offspring, the society, the breeding commu-
nity, dies. Societies are not around to cater to the whims of
degenerates or coddle disruptive criminal elements or provide
sustenance for those competing races - they are for the safety
and welfare of the children of the race that founds them.

Alright, now here’s number nine, the evolutionary
process causes enmity which is ferocity, competitiveness,
deceit, anger and hate, to exist as a deep-felt compulsion in
races toward foreign elements because such feelings keep
gene pools apart as well as pure and distinct, and this enables
them to proceed with their unique destinies. But the evolu-
tionary process also causes something else in races and that is
amity. Amity is friendliness, goodwill, self-sacrifice, love,
and cooperation. And these feelings exist between members
of a race to insure that like breeds with like and that expan-
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sion, which insures a race’s survival, takes place. Now, it’s
because of the jews, christians, masonic illuminist’s, and
humanists with their one-world schemes that our race has
turned its enmity inward and its amity outward so that we
make war on our own relatives and help our competitors and
enemies among the different races of the world. German
fights Britain, while feeding and supplying the African or
Chinese with technology - that has been our race’s pattern of
behavior for centuries thanks to the insane dogma of our para-
sites and foolish leaders! For decades we’ve all been told that
black, white, yellow, red, and brown are all equal and the
same by the very people who said that Germans, Britons,
Scandinavians, White Russians, and so on, were different!
This is why our numbers have dwindled and why all our terri-
tories have been overrun - we’ve been living backwards!

I just have a couple more points for you and then I'm
going to touch on the Jews so please be patient,” the
Chairman said as he noticed some individuals in the audience
raising their hands for questions.

“The tenth point is that enmity and amity are inbred traits
in the human animal; they have to be in order for healthy pro-
creation to take place. If a race’s amity is extended outward
as we have so foolishly done with ours, the race looses it’s
ability to protect itself from competitors and enemies, and
eventually is destroyed.

Lastly I will say that this outward extension of amity has
been promoted endlessly for centuries by the Jews who profit-
ed by it since it allowed them access to not only our territories
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but also the territories of those we became friendly with. And
it’s also been promoted by the christian churches because they
could gain a larger flock if they had access to the territories of
others, and by the masonic political and banking power-elite
who would reap the wealth caused by the trade and conflict
generated by such a maneuver.

Now, when you all think about the racial tensions, the
parasitism, and the aggression and violence that has turned
this country and others in the western world into hotbeds of
chaos, you can see from my little set of points that it’s just the
result of an unnatural approach to life by us and the standard
animal politics of territorialism and expansion on the part of
the different races we’ve let inside our borders.

All right, now what about the Jews? How do they fit in
with the evolutionary business?” Ivor asked as the audience
silently waited for answers. “Well, first of all, the Jews don’t
comprise an evolutionary unit - a race, in spite of what they
say to us goyim and in spite of how much they, themselves,
wish they did comprise one. The fact is, they are the result of
oriental, semitic, negro, and white interbreeding - they’re sim-
ply breeds whose mental and emotional makeup is built upon
disjointed, unrelated traits and tendencies they’ve inherited
from all the races that spawned them.” The Chairman heard
some gasps in the audience and some grumbling and this
made him happy because he knew that the residents were pay-
ing attention even though they might not be buying what he
just said.

“Okay, so because the Jews are not a race they don’t live
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according to the natural inclinations found in genuine evolu-
tionary units. They have no evolutionary destiny and their
behavior over the centuries easily proves it. Now remember,
there’s a natural territorial instinct within the members of evo-
lutionary units; the Jews do not possess such an instinct.
They don’t desire their own territory or their own space in
which to expand as an evolutionary unit, because all the dis-
jointed traits they possess not only kill the desire for an exclu-
sive territory, they make the Jews incapable of creating and
working progressively out of their own initiative.”

“Nonsense! What about Israel?! They’ve done a pretty
good job over there on their own, how do you explain that?!”
someone yelled defiantly from the back of the auditorium.

Des’Groseilliers peered into the darkness and made out
the form of an attractive woman with blond hair who had just
stood up. He couldn’t see her well enough to recognize that
she was Cheryl Sloan, movie star and wife to the vile Irving
Shapiro, but he figured that it must be someone who had some
intimate connection with one of the chosen people. She was
still miffed over Irving’s behavior during the hispanic attack
but had always had a great sympathy for the Jewish people
thanks to the religious conditioning she had undergone during
her childhood and the Holocaust propaganda that she and
everyone else had been bombarded with during all of her
adult life. Now she was going to stand up for the world’s per-
petual victims and oppose the revolting man at the micro-
phone for all she was worth.

“Quite a while back, the Jews demanded Palestine for
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their own special state; but what many people don’t know is
that Palestine - Israel was not a place they all left their host
countries for, it was only a stop-over point for Jews who had to
flee one part of the world to wait until they could immigrate to
another, friendlier part,” Ivor began, as Cheryl Sloan stood by
her seat in a pose that suggested defiance and lack of respect
for the speaker. “Isracl was kept afloat by the U.S. Treasury
and by West Germany. It was given all the weapons, all the
technology, and all the help it needed to function. It never had
any industries except that it exported a small amount of citrus
fruit and manufactured certain small arms, and it couldn’t sur-
vive on all the aid received from our country and Germany so
it took out massive loans which it never paid back. In fact, this
may surprise you, but our government agreed long ago to pay
back any debt the Jews over in Israel couldn’t manage, so
since we were the chief suppliers of money, what happened
was that we would loan them billions and then when they
didn’t pay it back we’d pay off the loan with more of our tax-
payers’ money! So Israel was never anything except the mon-
ument to parasitism and that’s it.” Ivor could still make out
the woman and noticed that she wasn’t taking her seat so he
continued to direct information at her personally.

“Of course, the Jews flourished for centuries while living
in the territories of genuine evolutionary units, specifically
ours,” Ivor stated, still unruffled as the woman at the back of
the auditorium finally seemed to loose her aggressiveness and
started to seat herself again. “Since they have no evolutionary
destiny of their own,” he went on, “they are more or less con-
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tent to live a parasite-like existence among other peoples,
feeding off the progress and struggle of those who are trying
to live out a unique destiny. You should understand though,
that just because the Jews are products of interbreeding and
have no real evolutionary destiny, they do sense an empty
area in themselves where the urge to realize a destiny should
be. The fact is, they have tried to fill this emptiness by manu-
facturing a false, make shift destiny for themselves based on
their metaphysical lore, and it has led them to try to establish
themselves as Zionist world rulers. I know this is hard for all
of you to believe and that’s because all of you are products of
a pure gene pool with a real destiny in front of it. None of
you can imagine or desire to rule the world or be kings over
other peoples, you just want to mind your own business and
live your lives in a manner that suits your natural tendencies!
But remember,” the Chairman paused a moment for effect,
“the Jews are not like you, they are not like any other people
either, they are abnormal. It appears that they are torn in two
ways by all their unrelated and disjointed traits. On the one
hand, they want a world with no boundaries where they can
live anywhere they choose off of anyone they choose because
they survive best when living in such a manner; and on the
other hand, they want to destroy the distinct races and their
cultures by promoting the insane, socialistic mix and mingle
idea so that this planet will be inhabited by a lot of half breeds
with no evolutionary destinies and no inclination to struggle
in any definite way. This would, according to Jewish think-
ing, allow their people to rise to the top of the heap and be the
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true kings. Now I don’t have to tell any of you that if the
races were to be destroyed through cross breeding so would
mankind’s ability to progress and evolve in definite direc-
tions, everyone would be like the Jews who couldn’t produce
and must live off someone who can, and the Jews themselves
would sink into the world wide mess and never be kings of
anything. Breeds not only don’t act logically, they don’t think
logically either. The Jews have wanted to destroy other peo-
ples but they never understood that in so doing they were
destroying their meal ticket and means for survival. They got
into politics and screwed things up; they got into health care
and promoted a system of medicine that kept people sick or
made them more ill than they really were, and the health of
the Jews was undermined just as ours has been from this.
They also got into law and worked for a state of affairs where
the criminal had more rights than the victim, and they suf-
fered as we did from the rising criminal acts around us; they
relentlessly promoted pornography and wide open, irresponsi-
ble sex for years and, since they themselves have sexual incli-
nations that range into the perverse, they took part in that
trend and suffered more than anyone from the various, deadly
social diseases that appeared.

In other words, the Jews have been driven by their unnatur-
al makeup to work for disorganization, perversion, and destruc-
tion in many areas of life and have succeeded in destroying
themselves as well as their means of support. They are insane,
criminally insane, and a blight on any people they infest.”

After some questions about what Ivor and his people
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were going to do with the local Jews that were all answered
with “Get rid of them!” by the Chairman, the presentation
ended and the residents returned to their homes more than a
little cowed by the material they had been exposed to and by
their realization that the people of the A.U.F. were dead seri-
ous about ending the lacsidasical foolishness that had been
such a big part of the In-Crowd’s life style for so long in
Beverly Hills and the rest of southwestern California.

After going over all the material for the residents, includ-
ing facts about the Jews, Ivor’s severe indignation and resent-
ment over the suffering of the people of his race had under-
gone over the centuries really began to exert itself and cause
the chairman to rethink his position on what to do with the
Jews of the community. He talked with Thurston and they
came to a new decision on how they would deal with the
“chosen” who were now in their fifth day of confinement.

“So you don’t want to keep the vermin around as a labor
force, now?” Henry asked with mounting expectation over
being able to wipe the whole lot out in one fell swoop.

“That’s right, I don’t want to see them around here any-
more even if they’re forced to do tasks for our benefit!” Ivor
answered angrily.

“So what do you want to do with them?” Henry probed.

“You know Henry, I’'m washing my hands of the whole
thing. You handle it in any way you feel like,” the Chairman
replied matter-of-factly as a little look of surprise came over
the Field Marshall’s face.

“Okay, whatever you say, Ivor!” Henry chuckled happily.
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At dawn the next day the Jews of the community were
roused out of their prison and herded into the backs of a dozen
large vans. Their trip didn’t take long. It was only a few
miles to west Hollywood on Santa Monica Boulevard and a
large company of troopers went along to clear out any hispan-
ics they might run into, so the convoy sped to it’s destination
without hesitancy. Upon reaching Kings Road the trucks
stopped and their cargo was let out.

“What the hell is the meaning of this?!” one of the chosen
exploded as she came down from the van.

“Oh, you’re the true kings of humanity as we all know,
and, ah, this is Kings Road in West Hollywood, one of the
most degenerate places on earth, so make yourselves at
home!” Henry replied, thoroughly amused at the woman’s
gesticulating.

“We are going back to our homes, it’s our right, it’s only
fair!” another Jew exclaimed. He was a younger king, about
twenty years of age.

“What’s that you say? Fair!” the Field Marshall bel-
lowed, causing the youngster to flinch in apprehension.

“Well, when you’re tribesmen ran the communist revolu-
tion and takeover of Russia, and when they starved, tortured,
and killed millions were they fair?! ' And what about when
some of your people decided to push another one of your
‘Red Changes’ on the goyim in Hungary? What about when
they conducted their revolutionary tribunals and gave the
Hungarians who had the backbone to fight against the
takeover of their nation exactly one minute of time on the
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clock to defend themselves in court and then shot or hanged
them?” Henry asked politely.

“Our people never did those things! It’s all lies!” some
of the Jews howled.

“Shut up! Who do you think you’re talking to here, one
of the sleeping sheep?! We’ve kept careful track of all your
escapades,” Thurston shouted. “You know, escapades like
pushing Hungarians out of speeding trains and making them
jump off tables with a noose around their neck while their fam-
ilies watched after they had finished digging their own graves?
You all remember your triumph in Poland around the second
world war when your people massacred all of the Polish lead-
ers and intellectuals in the Katine forest! You all recall how
your tribesmen raped German women in the streets and used
German children for their sexual pleasure before the Nazis
cleaned them out! You know you’ve been financing wars, rev-
olutions, and degenerate social trends across the western world
for centuries through the web of banks your people control and
now you talk to me about what’s only fair!” Henry grinned at
the nervous group who were shuffling and trembling as they
stood listening to all the facts their leaders had taken such
great pains to hide from the despised goyim.

“Well I'll tell you what’s only fair!” he began, “What’s
only fair is that we kill you all in the slowest and most painful
manner possible! And that’s what we’re going to do!”

There were screams and agonizing cries issuing from the
chosen as the Field Marshall raised his hand for quiet.

“Hold it! Hold it! Don’t let your insane imaginations run
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away with you like you did when you invented that myth
about the gas chambers after the second world war! We
aren’t Jewish and we don’t have your sadistic temperament,
so don’t expect us to torture you or anything like that!”

The huge crowd seemed relieved upon hearing this and
the wailing and gnashing of teeth subsided.

“We are going to do something that’s far worse than tor-
ture is to you creatures - we’re going to leave you all here, on
your own, to live off your own labor! And if you ever try to
return to our community you’ll get this!” the Field Marshall
signalled to a line of troopers who stood behind a line of
Jewish big-wigs whose hands and legs were tied, and among
this group was David Diamond, Irving Shapiro, and the JDL
men. Each trooper stepped up behind the Jew opposite him,
took a knife from his belt, and slit the chosen ones godly
throat from ear to ear.

The crowd was dumbstruck at the sight and some women
and older Jews fainted and collapsed.

“What’s wrong?!” Henry asked between peals of laugh-
ter. “That’s your own kosher way of slaughtering animals,
isn’t it?! Well get this straight, you miserable, parasitic ver-
min - you’ve looked at my race as animals and called us
goyim which as we all know in Yiddish means “cattle” - now
we’re going to look at you the same way. Any of you so
much as show his or her hideous face near our community
and we’ll hunt you down and butcher you just like your
friends here!”

Thurston and his men simply turned and got into the
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trucks, and drove back to White One. Nothing more was said
or done to the Jews and no more was seen of them although
troops sent out on reconnaissance missions months later
reported that the chosen seemed to have vanished from the
area.

There were other happenings in White One that gave life
there an interesting edge for some people. After he was up
and around, Ed Finley became thoroughly acquainted with the
A.U.F.’s ideals and agenda and had the position of Vice
Chairman conferred upon him. Don Saxena arrived almost
one month after his departure with the population of the vil-
lage, he was made a Force Commander and the people soon
settled in and become A.U.F. members and great assets to the
community. Des’Groseilliers, Thurston, and Finley were all
surprised to learn that Don had seen no sign of any hispanics
on his journey and that whole portions of Aztlan looked
empty except for masses of rapidly decomposing corpses.

Candace York and Nancy Saxena became fast friends and
their favorite source of entertainment involved making poor
Henry as uncomfortable as possible. The youngest of the
York girls knew the Field Marshall adored her but she
indulged in her mischievous streak and made a habit of teas-
ing and embarrassing him whenever she ran into him while
her good friend made sure he was kept on the line like a
hooked fish by telling him that Candace really did like him
and that she was very interested in romance. This caused the
reluctant Henry to summon up all his fortitude and firmly
decide to approach the young beauty only to end up a stam-
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mering mess as Candace repeatedly met his advances with
suggestive behavior and challenging remarks.

Oliver Curtis was finally allowed to join the Organization
and went into training for physical conditioning and combat.
Howard and Maureen York busied themselves with starting a
new life and eventually drifted into very important communi-
ty positions which was particularly good for Maureen since it
kept her in the social lime light and in the happy mood that
always accompanied it.

Daniel McGowan and Hudson Cooke were relieved of
any important responsibilities and spent their time at menial
tasks but being intelligent men they soon saw the A.U.F. as a
blessing rather than a curse and both cooperated fully when-
ever they were called upon for help in dealing with the citi-
zenry.

Cheryl Sloan, like many of her colleagues, took the read-
justment into the Organization’s way of life very hard and
was quite miserable before she was finally able to start getting
used to things but she still showed little enthusiasm for her
responsibilities.

The wedding of Craig Perkins to Gwendolyn York was
set for the spring of the following year. Craig didn’t like it
but went along with the idea without raising any objections.
Denise Pruse was told by her heroine that she could stay with
her and was part of the York family, which fulfilled the fond-
est wish of the little girl.

Styrbjorn Tagesson recovered from his wounds rather
quickly but when the bandages came off his face his appear-
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ance had changed dramatically. When the bullet hit his left
brow it had shattered most of the eye socket and sent bone
chips slicing down through the eyeball and ripping their way
over and out of his face at his left cheek bone. Once the dam-
age had healed the flesh around the left eye socket sagged to a
degree and the brown of his eye faded to a yellowish white.
Large scars ran from his lower eyelid down several areas of
his cheek in irregular lines and all this combined with his
usual detached expression gave him a cold, stern, very unat-
tractive look.

“Styrbjorn, you haven’t got a hope in hell of marrying
Gwendolyn York now! Why, one look at you and she’ll run
away screaming in terror!” Don joked as he spoke with his
long time friend one day just after returning from the village.
The Chief smiled good naturedly as he listened to his partner,
giving no indication that the remarks were cutting through to
the very core of his being. Sexena didn’t think he’d mind
because ordinarily Styrbjorn couldn’t have cared less whether
he was seen as handsome or not, and ordinarily the Captain
would have been correct in his assumption. However,
Styrbjorn’s internal environment had changed considerably,
and now the joke was devastating. There was a great deal rid-
ing on this new ‘becoming’ and anything that might help or
hinder the outcome was taken very seriously by him.

Although he still considered Don to be a close friend,
Styrbjorn purposely avoided him from then on as he avoided
all the other people he knew in the community. It wasn’t that
his appearance made him ashamed or self-conscious in
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respect to the public, it was that the reactions it caused from
people made him think of how Gwendolyn would behave
towards him when she saw his grim countenance. Strangers
he met on the street were bad enough but at least he didn’t
have to socialize with them, what he detested was his friends
and acquaintances constantly calling attention to his injury by
remarking, “Does it still hurt?” or “Boy, that eye’s healing up
just fine!”

As they days drifted by Styrbjorn found he had no real
interest in the community itself and as he sat on a park bench
one afternoon seriously considering leaving and going out
into the mountains or into Aztlan for some adventure he hap-
pened to spot Gwendolyn walking home from some function
she had attended. It instantly occurred to him that this was a
good time to force a meeting and finally get her reaction to his
appearance with no one else to interfere. She was about a half
block away and hadn’t seen him yet so he got up and stepped
behind some shrubbery.

In a few moments she passed by and a wave of kindness
swept over the Chief as he observed the angelic beauty walk
wistfully along. He wondered for a moment how a being so
lovely could have been placed on the earth by the fates at such
a point in history, and he experienced a sudden sadness at the
thought of the physical and emotional hardship she had gone
through. “A darling like that should always live in ease sur-
rounded by the best things in life, its too bad that fates put her
in the world during this crazy mess,” he mused just before
making his appearance.
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“Hello little one, how are you these days?” he said in a
rather tender tone after silently stepping out of the shrubbery
and then on to the sidewalk just behind her.

Gwendolyn stopped dead in her tracks. She recognized
the voice she had just heard but she didn’t turn around. “Who
is that?” she inquired, sounding very much like a startled child.

“Turn around and see,” came the answer.

Gwendolyn wasn’t really a superstitious person and she
didn’t believe or disbelieve that ghosts existed, but for some
reason she felt more comfortable not turning around. “What
do you want?” she asked whatever was behind her in the same
small, innocent tone of voice.

“I want to talk to you,” Styrbjorn answered, a little puz-
zled by the girl’s refusal to turn around.

“But you’re supposed to be dead.”

“Oh, well, I'm still here and I'm alive even though some
might prefer that I wasn’t,” Styrbjorn responded playfully.

With that Gwendolyn turned around smiling, but the smile
soon vanished as she saw her former escort and protector’s
face. “It’s true,” Styrbjorn thought as he kept facing her and
trying to smile, “she’ll never love me like this!” but as those
thoughts crossed his mind, Gwendolyn walked up to him and
placed one of her soft little hands on the left side of his face.

“What happened to you?” she asked looking up at him
with very sad, blue eyes.

“Oh, it was during all that trouble with the hispanics and . . .
.” Styrbjorn didn’t finish what he was saying because Gwendolyn
had stepped closer and was now hugging him tightly.
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“I’m glad your still here Styrbjorn, and I’m glad you’re
okay now,” she said as she let her head rest against his chest.

Having her so close was at once wonderful and sad for
the Chief, but he ignored the sadness that came from not
being with her always and held her tenderly.

There was a light, fresh, feminine scent to her fluffy
white-blonde hair that drifted up to Styrbjorn’s nostrils and
made him want to kiss the girl who felt so nice as she cuddled
against him. He had never dreamt that anyone could be so
irresistible, so right. Everything about her fit - her looks, her
gentle way of moving, the “littleness” of her voice, the way
she smiled - it all combined into a package that was absolute-
ly devastating to the heart of anyone who had the awareness
to realize what they were looking at when they saw her and
Styrbjorn had that necessary awareness.

“So have you gotten married yet?” he asked casually.

“Nope, not until the spring, and I want you to come to the
wedding,” Gwendolyn replied and hugged tighter. This
strange man had suddenly become much more human in her
view, his injury played on her immense kindness and compas-
sion and she now saw him as a person - a person who could
be hurt and a person who needed to be treated with warmth
just like all the other people she knew.

“You want me at your wedding looking the way I do?
I’d frighten the guests!” he joked.

“Don’t talk about yourself like that. It’s a long ways off,
but please come, I want you to.” Gwendolyn turned her head
and looked up at the Chief with an expression that indicated
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she expected an answer.

“Well then, I’ll be there no matter what!” he replied as he
gently patted her back with one hand.

“Good! I better go now, see you later!” she said as she
slowly pulled out of their embrace and started on her way.

Their meeting had been something that evoked
Gwendolyn’s almost limitless compassion but that was all,
and she happily walked down the street content over the good
deed she had just done by showing the peculiar ex-escort
some kindness and warmth. For Styrbjorn it was different. As
the eldest daughter of Howard and Maureen York departed
the scene she was followed by the warrior’s heart. It had bro-
ken and shattered during this short meeting and then flown
away to remain beside her always, even though she had no
idea that it was near. Now there was only a pounding muscle
in the chest of Styrbjorn Tagesson, something that would keep
his blood moving, but the feeling part would always be far
away.

“Well, whether you love me or not, it doesn’t matter,” he
said quietly as he watched Gwendolyn getting further and fur-
ther away, “I’ll never turn from you. You can marry anyone
you please, I’ll still be loyal to you and I'll see that no harm
ever comes to you or those dear to you. I swear that by Odin
himself.”

Strybjorn took a couple of deep breaths but his good eye
stayed fixed on Gwendolyn and then he continued his little
speech and oath to the recipient who had long since passed
out of ear shot.
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“Yes, I will be at your wedding next spring little one, but
a lot can happen before then, and it will happen if I have any-
thing to say about it!”

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

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

TO BE CONTINUED.........
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The Place: Los Angeles and Orange County
in Southern California.

The New World Order has backfired and a
repeat of the Dark Ages threatens the western
world. In Southern California, new Hispanic
and Asian Kingdoms spring up, and the
remaining White residents desperately try to
survive in the midst of unprovoked, large scale
violence.

It is a time that heralds the appearance of
great heroes who carry with them long
forgotten and much needed values and

beliefs. A time when the line between life and
death comes into sharp focus for everyone.

A TIME TO KILL OR BE KILLED

The novel HEAR THE CRADLE SONG is
laced with page-turning action and emotion,
filled with colorful and unique characters, and
riddled with unsettling life-like outcomes.
Read it and you will look at the past, present,
and future in a new and more realistic
manner.

Fiction? Yes.
A warning of things to come? Definitely!






