




































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































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

389.



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!






