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An Opinion Piece From Lothar ï  

a belated Christmas and New Year reflection:  

There are millions of ï 

English & Dominions who  believe in the Queen  

Russians who believe in Stalin  

Europeans who believe in Hitler  

Chines e who believe in Mao Zedong  

Catholics who believe in the Pope  

Muslims who believe in Mohammed . 

*  

There are millions of People who believe -  

In the Dalai  Lama ;  

in  nothing, but have opinions about everything ;  

in the USAôs democratic system;  

the UN can solve all international problems ;  

the EU is a good political system for all of Europe ;  

that money rules everything . 

*  

All those different beliefs and opinions create constant 

serious conflicts because individuals holding them think 

they are right and the others are wrong.  

All those organisations have a core group of fanatics who 

do not hesitate to use lies, deceit, blackmail and murder 

to protect their cause.  

We should only accept systems that are suitable for the 

m ajority of the world population . 

We do everythin g to extend lives in our overpopulated 

world.  

We murder millions of people every year -  from foetus  to 

any age for a ny reason we think is justified. But all those 

killing s have  not reduced the increase in world 

population.  

*  

Males and females who have prob lems managing their 

own affairs often volunteer for the armed forces, so the 

army takes over their lives and organises it to suit the 

armyôs requirements. Some reasons why individuals join 

the armed forces:  

m isled patriotism ;  

a ffected by mass hysteria for political or religious 

reasons ;  

socially pressured to be with current trend  

b roken love affair ;  

l ong term unemployment ;  

i nterested to travel and see other countries ;  

r evenge for racial discrimination ;  

n ot included in current family business ;  

t o be trained in a profession ;  

d isagreement with family life style ;  

t ry to be socially acceptable ;  

t o cover up certain disability or sickness ;  

t o satisfy a killer instinct.  

______________________________________________  

Greater demand than thought for 'Mein Kampf' Ger man reprint  

 15 January 2016  

 
The Institute of Contemporary History of Munich had 

been planning to print only 4,000 copies of its annotated 

version of Hitler's "Mein Kampf" but recieves pre - orders 

almost four times that  number (AFP Photo/Christof 

Stache)  

Berlin (AFP) -  The first reprint of Hitler's "Mein Kampf" in 
Germany since World War II has proved more popular 
than expected, its publisher said Thursday, with pre -
orders almost four times above its first print - run.  

The Institute of Contemporary History of Munich (IFZ) 
had been planning to print only 4,000 copies of its 
annotated version of Adolf Hitler's anti -Semitic diatribe.  
But already on the fir st day of its sale Friday, "15,000 

copies had been pre -ordered" by bookstores, said 
Simone Paulmichl, IFZ spokeswoman.  
Those who have placed orders must "expect some delay" 

before receiving their copies, she said, adding however 
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that she was unable to say how many of the books, 
which are retailing at 59 euros ($65) each, have actually 
been sold.  

"The bookstores are telling us that there are many 
historians or scientists" buying the book for educational 
purposes.  
"But it also appeals to a wider public of peo ple who are 

interested in politics and history in general" and who 
want to read what Hitler actually wrote, said Paulmichl.  
She said however that there is no indication that the 
strong demand came from neo -Nazis, pointing out that 
the edition contains 3,50 0 commentaries criticising 
Hitler's argument.  

New copies of "Mein Kampf" hit bookstores in Germany 
Friday after the copyright of the anti -Semitic manifesto 
expired.  
Bavaria was handed the copyright of the book in 1945, 
when the Allies gave it control of th e main Nazi 

publishing house following Hitler's defeat.  
For 70 years, it refused to allow the inflammatory tract 

to be republished out of respect for victims of the Nazis 
and to prevent incitement of hatred.  
But "Mein Kampf" --  which means "My Struggle" --  fell 
into the public domain on January 1.  

Partly autobiographical, "Mein Kampf" outlines Hitler's 
ideology that formed the basis for Nazism. He wrote it in 
1924 while he was imprisoned in Bavaria for treason 

after his failed Beer Hall Putsch.  
The book set  out two ideas that he put into practice as 
Germany's leader going into World War II: annexing 
neighbouring countries to gain "Lebensraum", or "living 

space", for Germans, and his hatred of Jews, which led to 
the Holocaust.  
Some 12.4 million copies were pu blished in Germany 
until 1945, some of which can be found in academic 
libraries.  
Rel ated Stories  
Hitler's 'Mein Kampf' reprints hit German bookstores   
AFP  
Anguish as reprints of 'Mein Kampf' planned for new 
year  AFP  
Germany publishes 'Mein Kampf' for 1st time since 
WWII  Associated Press  
In Israel, Hitler's 'Mein Kampf' an enduring taboo  AFP  
'Mein Kampf' is ba ck in print. Informative or 
inflammatory?  Christian Science Monitor  

***  
http://news.yahoo.com/greater - demand - thought - mein -
kampf - german - reprint -17 4449962.html   

_________________________________________________  

 

 
Michael Colhaze ï  

Lords of the Ring  
 One Ring to rule them all, One Ring to find them,  

One Ring to bring them all and in the darkness bind them  
In the Land of Mordor where the Shadows lie.  

ï JRR Tolkien  
Many moons  ago and for a few years only, I wore my 
locks long and sported colourful  garb and roamed the 
psychedelic haunts of Paris , London or Amsterdam, 
usually  holding a joint in one ha nd while employing the 

other to underline with languid gestures  my latest 
conce pt of how to bring instant peace and love to the 

world. As for my fellow  freaks and hippies, most 
subsisted on very little, at least money -wise, but nearly 

all had  pets, the latter named frequently after a brand of 

heroes much en vogue during those  innocen t times. For 
cats,  Galadriel  stood high on the agenda, 
also  Arwen  and  Legolas .  
In Amsterdam my next -door neighbour, a middle -aged 
lady with henna -dyed hair,  flowing dresses and tinkling 
bells around one fat ankle, owned a huge tomcat 
called  Gollum . When he was one day run over by a lorry, 

she c ame and cried bitterly into my  lap. I did my best to 
comfort her, though secretly rejoiced, because the 

cunning bastard,  nomen est omen , used to be a veritable 
bane for the local sparrows and blackbirds, and  long 
since had I weighed means of abandoning him in a  far -
away place without coming  under suspicion. As for dogs, 

I remember a  Frodo, Bilbo  and  Pippin , also 
one  Boromir , him a mighty Leonberger and the gentlest 
fellow Iôve ever met. 
Which gives you an idea of how  much Tolkienôs arrant 
epos was on our mind during  those happy years. 
Wherever you came, you found in the bookshelves from 
cardboard  boxes or orange crates at least one copy, 

usually a weight y paperback falling apart from  much use. 
Wal ls were hung with co loured maps of  Middle Earth , 
and  Gandalf  was a  household name for anything from an 
Underground publica tion to a short - lived artistic  society. 

Depending on fantasy and imagination, and p erhaps also 
the daily cannabis  consume, an inordinate number of 
people identified wi th a member of the Fellowship,  or 

wished fervently for t he return of the King, or would 

http://news.yahoo.com/angst-first-mein-kampf-reprints-hit-german-bookstores-043010508.html
http://news.yahoo.com/anguish-reprints-mein-kampf-planned-105355469.html
http://news.yahoo.com/anguish-reprints-mein-kampf-planned-105355469.html
http://news.yahoo.com/mein-kampf-published-germany-1st-time-since-wwii-091223655.html
http://news.yahoo.com/mein-kampf-published-germany-1st-time-since-wwii-091223655.html
http://news.yahoo.com/israel-hitlers-mein-kampf-enduring-taboo-035209336.html
http://news.yahoo.com/mein-kampf-back-print-informative-inflammatory-220804431.html
http://news.yahoo.com/mein-kampf-back-print-informative-inflammatory-220804431.html
http://news.yahoo.com/greater-demand-thought-mein-kampf-german-reprint-174449962.html
http://news.yahoo.com/greater-demand-thought-mein-kampf-german-reprint-174449962.html
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have retired into the Shire  without looking back even 
once.  
On the other hand there were some, myself included , 

who had enjoyed the book but  found it some what lacking 
in psychological depth. I t was, after all, a 
monumental  canvas painted largely in black and white, 
with protagon ists either amazingly valiant,  handsome 

and noble, o r the absolute opposite, namely unspeakably 
ugly and wicked.  Which made the tal e rather predictable 
and deprived it of the complex emotional touch that 
otherwise would have found a way into the he art. Still, 
Tolkienôs power of imagination cannot and will not be 
denied, and for his excuse it must be said that he  relied 

much on the Hig h Germanic saga like  Edda  or 
the  Nibelungen , and that those  were on the whole 
magn ificent exemplifications of the eternal battle 
between Good and  Evil. A battle where tads of 
intellectual embroidery m ight have seemed misplaced. 

Yet under the heroic pla inness hid an aspect that 
intri gued me and many of my friends  considerably, 

namely the dee per meaning behind the fantasy. Because, 
as we all  agreed, there had to be one since the tale was 
simply t oo carefully thought out to be  without one. Never 
mind that  the ghastly  Sauron , title figure and main 
protagonist  aiming to enslave the world and mankind 
particularly, di dnôt turn up personally during the 
proceedings. But his presence is overwhelming ly felt, and 

he had to have an  equivalent within the recent histo ry of 
man, and as such a name that made sense.  
First in line was of course  Adolf Hitler , temporal sav iour 
of a betrayed, ruined and  starving Germany robbed 
naked by the Versailles victors, but for the rest and 
according  to the  New York Times  the biggest blackguard 

ever to set foot on our sacred earth. Next  came good 
old  Joe Stalin , mass murderer par excellen ce supported 
by a closely knit  clan of henchmen as descr ibed and 
defined by the great Solzhenitsyn in his  Gulag  and  Two 
Hundred Years Together . Then the  fabulous  Chairman 
Mao , who most likely  holds the Guinness record for 
accumulated corp ses worldwide. And finally the  inventors 

of the nuke, embodied by one  Robert Oppenheimer  who 
paid, just like that  abominable fraud  Sigmund Freud , 
with lung cancer and a s low an d painful death for 
his  sins.  
But try as you might, none of the above really made 
sense. One reason was of course  that Tolkien had 
begun  The Lord of the Rings  already in  the mid - thirties, 

long before  those villains blossomed medially into full 
bloom . 
As to the ring itself, what kind of power did it exactl y 
wield? It was, this we know,  potent enough to enslave 
the lesser ones, but not all -powerful. Because long 
ago  Isildur  King of Gondor , in a desperate attempt to 

stem the ad vance of the Orcs, had off ered  battle to 
Sauron their chieftain. And in a one - to -one su cceeded 
with Godôs help to cut off the latterôs hand which bore the 
ring. A feat that rout ed the Dark One and his hosts,  at 
least for a while and until he tried another grab at the 
hideous thing.    
My understanding of Tolkien ôs political leanings is scant. 

He himself has, as far as I  know, refused to give any 
clues. But there are hints. It is rumoured that he 

considered  General Franco rather emphatically as the 
saviour of Catholic Spain, a view mu ch at  odds with 
contemporaries like that heartless hunter, boozer and 
scribbler Hemingway  and his liberal chums. One of 

Tolkienôs close friends, the writer and poet Roy  Campbell, 
had witnessed the atrocities committed b y Marxist death 
squads against  pries ts and nuns in Cordoba and 

described them i n vivid detail. What makes 
him  interesting in this context is that he also contributed 
articles to  The European , a fasci st  gazette run by  Lady 
Diana Mosley , wife of Sir Oswald and, as James Lees -

Milne  described h er,  the nearest thing to Botticelliôs 
Venus as I have ever seen . 

 
Ezra Pound, among others, was a fellow 

contributor to  The Europea n .  
The latter should have rung a bell, but didnôt. Nearly 
twenty years had to pass before  bits and pieces fell into 

place, at least within my much limited perception. One 

was an  exhibition, the other a production of 
Wagnerôs Ring .  
The exhibition was staged  in Frankfurt by one of the 
mor e affluent art establishments,  meaning that decent 
Fizz, snacks with French pâté and a few interesti ng 
people could  be expected on the eve of its grand 

opening. Which was the reason, some curiosity  apart, 
why an old f riend to ok me there while I was passing 
more or less accidentally  through town. Both of u s have 
no truck with Modern art and knew the ar tist 
only  vaguely by name.  Lucien Freud  it was, grandson of 
yo u-know -who, and his hams about  as uplifting as a 
dead rat under th e sink. As we stood in  front of one, an 

uncouth male  nude reclining on a smutty bedstead with 

legs spread wide open while scr atching  reddish genitals 
dangling above a cavernous anus, my friend cast a look 
around and said:  
Grand Orc of the Crap Arts! Never had any sense of 
beauty, and never will!  

 
A remark that transported me immediately into a mor e 
sunny and innocent past, but  also made me decline any 
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comment. Because this wa s after all Germany, a 
country  ruled by politically correct criminals that long 
since have booted the freedom of  expression as laid 

down in the constitution, and who slap  you for years on 
end into the  cooler if you da re to insist on it.  
About a week later I saw, and heard, Richard 
Wagnerôs Ring of the Nibelung .  

I have no intention, and lack the intellectual acumen, to 
give this masterwork its proper  due. George Bernhard 
Shaw, in his essay  The Perfect Wagnerite , has sum med it 
up like  this:   
Only those of a wider consciousness can follow it 
breathlessly, seeing in it the  tragedy of human hist ory 
and the whole horror of the dilemma from which the 
world  is shrinking today.  
 

Dilemma?!  Horror ?!  
Shaw did not enter into detail  as to the above, but  the 

composer himself was more  forthcoming.  
You ask me about Jewry. I felt a long - repressed hatred 
f or them, and this hatred is as  necessary to my nature as 
gall is to blood. An opportu nity arose when their 
damnable  scribbling annoyed me most, and so I broke 
forth at  last. It seems to have made a  tremendous 
impression, and that pleases me for I reall y wanted only 
to frighten them  in this manner. Because it is certain that 
not ou r princes, but the bankers and  Philistines are 

nowadays our  masters...  (Correspondence between 
Wagner and Liszt, Vol. I, p.145, 18/4/1851)  
He did however not intend, as stated very clearly 
elsewh ere, to blame the whole tribe,  just as you and I 

wouldnôt consider every Italian automatically a member 
of the Cosa  Nost ra.  
As to the tremen dous impression, this is how it 

commences.  Namely at the very bottom  of Germanyôs 
mighty river Rhine. There a trove of  gold lays embedded 
in a reef,  glinting and gleaming mysteriously in the 
sunlight tha t filters through the timeless  waves. Beautiful 

merma ids guard it on orders of their father,  enjoying its 
dazzling  radiance, cajoling and wriggling their lovely 
bodies in the bright reflection. Until one  Alberich  crawls 
out of the deep, a stunted  Nibelung  and  Son of the 
Night  who beholds  the maids with greedy eyes. When he 
tries to seduce them , they only laugh, pull his  beard and 

taunt him. Enraged, he asks about the signif icance of the 
gold. Carelessly  they tell him that unlimited  Power to rule 
the World  is in store for the one who will  forge a Ring 
from the precious metal. But, they also warn h im, this 
feat is only possible  if he renounces forever the  Power of 

Love . 

 
It takes Alberich only a moment to make up his mind.  

*  
The World as he irloom would I gain!  

And i f I cannot have Love  
Might I not cu nningly extort Lust?  
The Light will I extinguish for you  

The Gold will I tear fro m the reef           
And forg e the avenging  Ring!  
Let the Waves be my witness:  

FOREVER HAVE I CURSED LOVE!  

*  
He rips the gold from the rocks and forges the Ring to 
rule the World with cunning and  brute force -  and of 
course without Love.  
My Ring and Wagnerôs were round, but there the 
resemblance ce ases!   scoffed  Tolkien rather maliciously 

after his book had been publi shed in the Mid - fifties. 
Which  is so transparent a denial that it seems almost 
laughable . Shawôs aforementioned essay, nearly of book -
length, much acclaimed and widely  read, must have b een 
known in  detail to Tolkien as well. Because his Ring and 

Wagnerôs are identical in theme and  essence, twins in 
fact if only in a different quality of clot hing. Meaning that 

the former,  compared to Wagnerôs peerless magnum 
opus, is over - large and very entertaining, but  not really a 
masterpiece of literature in the classical se nse. 
Interesting might be that  Tolkien uses words 
like  Mordor  or  Sauron , clearly derived from the 
German  Mord , or  murder, and  Sau , or sow. 
And  Gollum  and  Golem  seem to sound also s trangely 

similar.  
Though his claim that his own name derived from the 
German  tollkühn , meaning  extremely foolhardy, seems 
unlikely since it doesnôt exist as a family name. 
As to the deeper meaning in both cases, it is important 
to know that the one  Ring of  Power  has no magical 

potentials as we understand  them. It cannot destroy 
enemy  armies simply by an order of its bearer. It cannot 
make yo u fly. It cannot stop the flow  of time. It canôt 
even prevent you  from getting wet if it rai ns. It can make 
you invis ible,  true, but that is just an illusion. And youôd 
still get wet in any case. So what is it really?  

It really is only  GOLD !  

And isnôt that enough to rule the world?! 
For many of those who had witnessed the last decades of  
the great European Empires, a  rei gn of peace and 
general improvement that ended ab ruptly and horribly 
with World  War One, the era afterwards must have 
seemed like the proverbial devaluation of all   
values. Because the bankers and Philistines, already so 

powerful in Wagnerôs times, had by now metas tasised 
out of all proportion.  
Germany, down on its knees, was hardest hit. During the  
ill - fated, debt - ridden Weimar  Republic the countryôs 
capital, Berlin, boasted 115 banking instituti ons of which 
112  were Jewish -owned. The same ratio was true f or 

inn umerable cabarets and brothels  where girls and boys 
as young as ten years old sold th eir famished bodies to 
the new  caste of money acrobats. As to the banks, they 
used the countryôs catastrophic finances  
to their advantage and tricked and forced the  starving 
popu lation out of their assets, be  it shares, shops, 
houses, farmland, factories or newspap ers, until half of 

Germany was  in the hands of a very few. The same 
happened, though le ss drastically, in much of 

the  Western Wo rld and resulted finally i n the 
cataclysmic  Black Thursday . An exercise, as  the Orc -
faced  Richard Fuld  of formerly Lehman Bros. has 
informed us so brazenly,  where we ruin a national 
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economy and pick up the bits and pieces for a 
song.  
Now it must be remembered that in those years pu blic 

opi nion was on the whole far less  brainwashed than 
today. No Holocaust had yet been inv ented to slap down 
undesirable  critics, no world -wide Media Mafia could tell 
you convincingly  that a crock of shit is a  pot of gold. 

Thus in many of the national a nd international  gazettes, 
accounts of thefts,  crimes and injustices abounded, 
backed up with caric atures of the cruel and greedy  Jew. 
Accounts that surely have been observed and considered  
by Tolkien as well. Therefore  it seems highly plausible 
that the  Ring  he began to forg e in his mind during the 

early  Thirties wasnôt so very different from the one 
Wagner had invented a hundred years  earlier. 
Particularly if we remember a rather interesting detail, 
namely that indeed one  Aragorn strode out of the wild 
and re - forged the sword  that was broken. A man not 

of  royal descent, it is true, but some kind of 
Mahdi or  Sent -One , as Carl Gustav Jung has  called him. 

Very powerful, a great orator, fearless too, and 
immediately setting to work  and succeeding, almost 
overnight, to break the Ringôs terrible stranglehold. A 
feat he  brought about by thr owing worthless paper 
money out of the window and replacing it  with barter 
based on real goods and honest work.  
Well, we know what became of him and his folks, a nd 

how dearly they paid for an  attempt that endangered the 
supremacy of Sauronôs banking institutions worldwide. 
The  latter regrouped, giving his Ring full play, and 
Germanyôs ancient cities and their innocent inhabitants, 
millions of them, perished in a Firestorm of 
unimaginable  magnitude and barba rity. A sad moment in 

our great Christian European history, you  will agree, and 
its final curtain fittingly drawn by one of its greatest 
conductors,  Herbert von Karajan , who performed on the 
eve of Berlin ôs destruction the Ringôs 
last  episode,  Twilight of the Gods . 
As for the  Sent -One , there comes a day when he will be 
assessed more objectively, and  not just demonised out of 

all proportion. When the mos t hideous accusations 
levelled  against him might crumble like a house of ca rds 
in a clo ud of dust about as big as the  one at 9/11 and its 
official explanations. Which could res ult in two schools of 
thought,  namely one where he remains indeed a villain, 
and anot her that pronounces him one of  the most tragic 
characters that ever wa lked the earth.  

Him and his people.  
As for me, I still have to make up my mind. Because I 
can s ee his greatness, but also his  fanatical 
determination to re -shape the world in his own fashion, 
an attempt that would  have left no leeway at all for 
determined individualist s like myself. Thus I 

probably  would have found myself on the run early on.  
As for Tolkien, more than twenty years went by between 
the Ringôs first written page  and its publication. A time 
span that radically changed th e face of the world, 
including  the book market. Which ended up, to a large 
part and s mall wonder, in Sauronôs hands as well. Thus it 
doesnôt come as a surprise if his chronicler got somewhat 

mum and  choose to refute any familiarity, let alone 
indebtedness, with and to his German  forbear.   

And so removed any ideological obstacles and cl eared 
the way for a tremendous  literary success.  
A success most certainly deserved, with the one little 
setback that we will never know  what kind of Secret Fire 

the old wizard Gandalf the Gr ey has b een serving, and 
which  he so mightily evoked when he  smote the  Bridge 
of Khazad -  Dùm  from under the  Balrogôs fiery feet. The 

latter an intriguin g name,  particu larly if you keep in mind 
that  Baal is the  Canaanite god of fertility who demanded 
humansacrifi ces, and R og the  Hindi word for malady.  As 
for the rest of the world, the question is of course of  how 

far the Lords of the Ring  have succeeded to enslave us. 
Logically speaking,  and seeing their immeasurable  wealth 
and nearly unlimited influence, they s hould ha ve long 
since consolidated the  realm.  
Which seems indeed the case in most Western cou ntries 
where presidents, prime  ministers and chancellors are 

their obedient marionettes.  
Yet something went badly wrong.  

To begin with, the Shadows have been torn from th e 
Land of Mordor, a mysterious  region shrouded in deep 
secrecy for hundreds of years, but now glaringly 

illuminated.   
So much so that its schemes and crimes are every  day 

more clearly observed and  understood, be it the 
corruption of politicians, the  doling out of jobs to 
foreign  countries, the true intent behind globalism, the 
giant th efts, the resulting economical  upheavals, the 
unspeakable atrocities in the occ upied territories, the 
bungled  assassinations, the real culprits behind 9/11, to 
name but  a few.  

Next come the  Ring Wraiths , perhaps Tolkienôs finest 
invention. Enablers, they have  been called, and deemed 
worse than their criminal m asters. Men and women like 
you  and me, but empty -eyed. Outer shells of their 
former selves who command us to  aban don our morals 
and artistic inheritance, fight proxy w ars for their 

masters, pay any  amount of money into their purse, and 
generally o rder us to be at their service  whenever it 
pleases them. Men and women who once  possessed 
Christian souls and  knew about the  Power of Love , but 
sold both for thirty pie ces of gold to forge their 
own  insignificant rings. Trinkets that serve for a few brief 
years only to ride the crest of  power until a new 

contender wins the upper hand an d sends them packing. 
Which is  usually sweetened with honours and 
compliments to  ease the approaching twilight  years, a 
time when the ghosts and corpses of the past be gin to 
whisper in the dark and  the hour of reckoning draws  
closeé slowly but inevitably. 
Today this kind of sugar -coating can ha ve a sour 

af tertaste, due to an unforeseen  invention called the 
Internet which markedly diminished the control of the 
Media Mafia  and its sniffing, lying, cajoling, mudslinging 
lackeys. Tha t is why the Bushes and Blairs  of this world 
have become lepers ins tead of paragons, with motions 
underway to hold  them responsible for their crimes, 

including the death o f countless women and children  and 
that of many fine so ldiers whose intentionally poor 
equipment has prolo nged the  conflict to this day.  

Finally the Da rk Lords themselves.  
Those who have already entered the twilight years wa tch 
with silent horror how the  mountains of gold are seeping 
like water through their t rembling fingers, leaving 

them  empty -handed and with nothing to bargain 
on  Judgement Day. As for  the others, still  springy and 

enterprising , it is said they are preparing  fo r the ultimate 
Armageddon with  their nukes, viruses, bacteria, cheque 
books, connect ions and what not. And perhaps  they do, 
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because they see that the world has tired of them, of 
their lies and extortions.   
But if they do, theyôll have to fight themselves for a 

change and not let others  do the  dirty work. Which will 
result, as a kind of divine retaliat ion and since they are 
so few,  in the final destruction of the Ring and the utter  
defeat of its forgers.  

Because once, long ago, when tempted by a hoard of 
gold deep in the River Rhine , they  made the wrong 
choice and  éforever cursed the Power of Love!    

 
********  

 

 

Why Hitler wonôt work 
Michael Colhaze  

These are times that ominously resemble the last years of the 

Weimar Republic. And,  on a large r scale, the upheavals of the 

epoch in general. Which were caused, as we only  now fully 

understand, by the same sinister machinations that bedevil us 

today.  Beginning with the first Great War, when Christian 

brethren were ordered to fight each  other and to  die by the 

millions, mankind stumbled into a mayhem that involved 

more  countries and  governments than ever before.  

Some were severely shaken, but remained more or less intact. 

Others radically altered  their inner and outer trappings. Again 

other s succumbe d to dictatorial sway and ended  as Orwell ian 

nightmares. And one or two, rather surprisingly, were saved by 

benign  authoritarian rulers who managed to ward off Party 

indoctrination or Interest  enslavement. Firmly grounded in 

Christian mores, they toppled t heir corrupt and  incompetent 

parliaments, enforced law and order, and guaranteed individual 

freedom  and private enterprise within reasonable limits.  

It is the latter that fire the imagination while we watch with 

increasing alarm how our  once so intact and affluent world 

begins to crash around our ears.  

Because if seen objectively, we canôt help but observe every day 

more clearly that our  elected politicians assist criminal 

associations instead of serving the people. That our  fundamental 

Christian ethics ar e invalidated by murderous and unlawful 

proxy -wars.   That the officially sanctioned greed and theft of a 

miniscule and malicious elite have  replaced honesty and probity. 

That common decency is undermined by pornography  and 

barbarity. That whole armies of p rimitive aliens are encouraged 

to invade our  ancestral lands. That a rapidly faltering economy 

produces not only unease and fear,  but already far - reaching 

destitution. That, in short, the decent majority has grown 

wary  of its lawless administrations and lo ngs for a stron g and 

honest leader instead.   

But these are hard to find. At least the kind that has the guts 

and moral integrity to rid a  country of its corrupted pundits  and 

their malevolent minders.  

Which is the reason why a slowly growing number of peo ple, 

and particularly within  the disenchanted youth, ransack our 

recent histo ry for clues as to what kind of virtuous  ruler would 

be best suited to sever the Gordian knot we have tied around 

our very  existence b y means of a deeply ingrained Christian 

moral ity. Which, sadly enough, has  degenerated to such an 

extent that it canôt be called anything but harebrained 

naivety  or, even more to the point, criminal negligence.  

Let us thus assume that, as the saying goes, it must get a lot 

worse before it gets a litt le better. From where we stand now, 

this seems a rapidly increasing possibility. But what  to do once 

the pot boils over?  

When those in power, no matter how brutally retaliating,  wonôt 

be able anymore to contain the mounting anger and are swept 

into the gu tter or  strung up at the next l antern post? As history 

teaches us, once an uprising has run its  course and the victims 

are buried, guilty and innocent alike, the chance is great 

that  another tyrant lifts his snake -crowned head above the 

jeering crowd. In which case, as  the proverb so wisely states, 

the Devil has been sent packing only to welcome a  Beelzebub 

instead.  

Thus when the pot has indeed boiled over and the country falls 

apart, it is to be hoped  that its healthier fragments keep the 

situation democ ratically under control. Like it  might happen in 

Wyoming that has prepared itself already for the contingency.  

Yet if that wonôt be possible, if law and order succumb in the 

metropolitan melting pots,  and riots as recently seen in London 

or Paris will unfo ld on our very doorsteps, a  stronger antidote is 

needed. In other words, someone must take the reins firmly 

in  hand.   

Personally Iôd favour a military man, someone frank and 

disciplined, the quintessential  officer and gentleman who is 

ready to serve his people for the sake of honour, and  honour 

alone. A no -nonsense chieftain and good Christian with a clear 

knowledge that  whatever must be done to restore law and order 

will be nevertheless weighed on the  Day of Reckoning.  

Someone like General Franco.  

I hav e lived under his rule  for the last five years of his  life and 

found it most agreeable.  So did an  overwhelming part of the 

Spanish population, namely three quarters. It was  certainly 

much better than what followed after his demise. When, just as 

an example , thieving became rampant and my car was ripped 

off repeatedly and I was told by some  smirking Sozi pundit that 

this was simply a new variant of public transport for the 
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less  fortunate citizens. Matters have improved in this particular 

respect, but Spain as such  has been run into a financial and 

economical quagmire by the same usurers that have  ruined 

most of the West.  

As concerns the near future, and in case matters go really over 

the top, I donôt know who will be the one whose summons I 

shall obey when  the call to arms has been  conveyed.  

All I know is whom I will  not  follow.  

Which brings me to the focal point of my tale. Because the man 

I would not follow,  neither then nor today, has been buried 

under a gigantic mountain of print. Most of it, in  form o f books, 

tomes, essays, articles, pamphlets and whatnot, declare him to 

be the  greatest villain that ever walked our sacred earth. B ut 

lately a collective counter -current has set in, triggered by the 

understanding that we, the people, have been fed an  equ ally 

gigantic mountai n of lies during the last sixty years and more. 

Namely by our  hostile and alie n pseudo -elite who owns all the 

propaganda outlets in the Western  World. And since whatever 

they told us to believe has been largely debunked 

as monumental s elf -serving sham, it follows plausibly that 

whatever we deemed to be  really bad  must be in fact truly 

good.  A premise that leads, in this particular case, to the 

presumption that  he  wasnôt at all the terrible blackguard as 

depicted by mostly corrupt, gro velling and bootlicking 

historians  in league with the aforementioned elite, but a saintly 

champion of the embattled White  Race. A supposition that has 

found adherents of various coloration, some decidedly  brute and 

dumb, but others highly sophisticated an d morally sound who 

are tempted to  decipher his enigma and that of his time, so that 

it might translate into clues for the  improvemen t of our own 

political appeal.  

Yet this is a perilous misconception, a relapse into impractical 

daydreaming that offers  no support, not even theoretically, in 

the struggle we have been forced to fight for our  survival.  

To prove my point, I must haul him from under the colossal 

mountain of cant into plain  daylight, give him a dust -down, and 

then look at his bad sides and good s ides as  objectively as 

possible. And weigh both against each other and thus arrive at 

a conclusion that is, if nothing else, at least emotionally 

convincing.  

As far as I can make him out, he wasnôt an evil man. I even 

think he had, at least on the  outset, a great and good heart. If 

you look at him bending down and caressing a trusting  fawn, 

you ask yourself how such a gesture can be compatible with his 

generally  gruesome reputation. Or why he immediately after his 

instalment as Chancellor  launched a whole body of laws for the 

protection of animals more comprehensive and  humane then 

those we have today.  

Even more important, he was undoubtedly an artist with a 

strong sense of devotion and  deep understanding of 

aesthet ics. Many of the paintings and watercolou rs, fashioned 

while he lived in utter poverty, are  truly excellent, particularly if 

seen against the fact that he never received any  professional 

training, but was completely self - taught.  

Some of his still lives are tender  and touching, revealin g a clear 

eye for beauty, while other works, particularly his  perfect 

rendering of grandiose buildings, all with a strong human 

accent, demonstrate a  well -ordered and highly deductive mi nd.  

What is more, he was born and raised in the Catholic faith. His 

youth had ev olved  rather pleasantly in the sheltered 

surroundings of a reasonably affluent petty -bourgeois  family, 

including a doting mother who conveyed her love and the 

settled mores  ubiquitous in those times on her only son, while 

gently trying to tame his irascibl e tem per with a measure of 

dignity.  

The question is therefore why his entire philosophy changed, 

already early in life, so  radically that he tried to undo two 

thousand years of Christian doctrine by bending the  arms of the 

Crucifix into the barbs of a Swas tika, thereby replacing Christôs 

message of  Love and Compassion with the dogma of an 

Unforgiving Nature. One that favoured the  strong and 

condemned the weak. One whose iron rule permitted nothing 

but the  survival of the f ittest. One that had long since  decreed 

that human existence could only  guarantee its continuation by a 

drastic division into masters and serfs.  

He gave the answer himself:  Life!  

Yet before plumbing its  manifold influences in detail, must we 

look briefly at the  receptacle wherein they col lected and 

fermented. A clear pattern emerges early on.   

Namely that of an unusually powerful personality instinctively 

aware of its greater  calling, but bogged down by a boring rural 

environment and an equally dissatisfying  secondary school 

education. Whe reby he despised the latter particularly and, to 

show  his contempt, neglected out of spite to such a degree that 

he didnôt even attain the final examôs certificate. Thus deeply at 

odds with a trivial and backward environment, and  propelled by 

an indistinct  sense of grandeur, was the only realistically 

feasible career he  perceived as acceptable that of a famous 

artist. As we have seen, the possibility  certainly existed. Though 

a serious hindrance would have been his extremely bright 

but  far to o narrowly foc used intellect. Because it reduced a host 

of formative impressions  into a singular and forceful concept 

that, once formulated and however subjective, did  not allow the 

slightest alteration anymore. A stance that enabled him to reach 

his  grandiose goals, b ut not a means to secure the Musesô 

support for producing what is  commonly called Great Art.  [The 

author neglects to mention Hitlerôs relationship with Winifred 

Wagner, which clearly indicates his continued support of the 

muses.]  

Which made his arrival in Vienna and the resulting humiliation 

doubly disastrous.  Because it had been simply inconceivable 

that the works he presented in the Academy  of Fine Arts would 

not gain him right of entry almost automatically. The 

admission  committeeôs rejection therefore came as a lightening 

flash, and the suggestion that he  try his hand at architecture 

instead was a poor consolation since he lacked the  necessary 

prerequisites, name ly a proper college education.  Thus he found 

himself penniless in Imperial Austriaôs Babylonian metropolis, a 

capital  he called Europeôs most backward, sinceé 

églittering riches and loathsome poverty alternated sharply. In 

the centre and the  inner districts you could really feel the pulse 

of the countryôs fifty- two millions, with  all the dubious  magic of 

the national melting pot. The Court with its dazzling 

glamour  attracted wealth and intelligence from the rest of the 

country like a magnet. Added to  this was the strong 

centralization of t he Habsburg monarchy in itself. It offered the 

sole possib ility of holding this medley of nations together in any 

set  form. But the consequence was an extraordinary 

concentration of high authorities in  the imperial capital. Yet not 

only in the political and intellectual sense was Vienna the centre 

of the old  Danube monarchy, but economically as well. The host 

of high officers, government  officials, artists, and scholars was 

confronted by an even greater army of workers,  and side by 

side with aristocratic and commercial wealth dwelt dire poverty. 

Outside  the pal aces on the Ring loitered thousands of 

unemployed, and beneath this Via  Triumphalis of old Austria 

dwelt the homeless in the gloom and mud of the canals.  

Clear -minded observations, no doubt, and quite hum ane at that. 

As for himself, it wasnôt the dazzling glamour of the Court, but 

loathsome poverty that Fate held in store.  Not qualified in any 
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way, could the only means to survive be a descent into the 

lowest  possible occupation, namely toiling for a pittance as a 

day labourer.  

It was here  that this world o f poverty and insecurity removed 

the blinders of a narrow  petty -bourgeois upbringing from my 

eyes. Only now did I learn to know humanity,  learning to 

distinguish between empty appearances or brutal externals and 

the inner  being.  

A harsh school indeed, and  those who have never attended it, 

however brief, know  most certainly very little about life. As for 

him, he got provided with a first -hand insight  into the misery 

and utter hopelessness of an over - large part of the population. 

Because  many of his co -work ers were married and had children, 

and he could not but painfully  observe the vicious physical and 

psychological impact this rampant poverty and  insecurity 

effected on them. Children born and raised in tiny, dismal, 

completely  unhygienic lodgings, always h ungry and sick most of 

the time, while their mother had to  worry about every single 

penny to feed them. This particularly on pay -day when 

she  waited early on at the paymasterôs office, there to 

apprehend her husband who might  otherwise be tempted to 

drown his despair in the next pub with his paltry earnings.  Small 

wonder that the pent -up frustrations resulted permanently in 

angry battles, bare  of any reason, let alone warmth or 

sympathy. While the children were thus condemned  to repeat 

the tragedy as soon as they had left home.  

It has been here that his  inner being came into full play, that 

these essential  impressions moved me most deeply, that this 

world of misery and poverty made me  acquainted with those for 

whom I was later to fight!  

Yet while he toiled  with the wretched of the earth, he managed 

to keep up his  appearance, both in clothing and style, and thus 

was deemed an outsider if not  downright dandy. Hunger had 

become his daily companion, a cohort particularly  virulent when 

he diverted his trifling funds for a new and overwhelming 

obsession,  namely books. Because whatever had been neglected 

during his days at school, he now  made up for with feverish 

resolve whe never the time permitted.  Thus while hardly out of 

his adolescence and during a few years only, there t ook 

shape  within me a world picture and a philosophy which became 

the granite foundation of  all my acts. In addition to what I then 

created, I had to l earn little and alter nothing.  

Granite  indeed! Or better, a mental constitution so unbending  

and obsessive that it did  not permit any deviation from his 

particular road to salvation, neither for himself nor his  people.  

An attitude, as will be seen, that foreshadowed already the final 

disaster.                 

 

 

 
... the deepest sense of social responsibility for the 
creation of better fo undations for our 
development,  coupled with a brutal determination on 
breaking down incurable tenors.  
ï Adolf Hitler  Mein Kampf  

***  
Deepest sense of social responsibility  sounds truly magnific ent, 
and today more than ever,  because were we naïve enough to 
ask our present posse of e lected representatives if this  could be 
an acceptable political concept, theyôd probably roll all over the 
floor with  merriment.  
Yet as wondrous as it might be, the subsequent  brutal 
determination  diminishes our  rapture somewhat. For just 
imagine it was you or me who h ad our incurable tenors 
broken  down, since that is what the great man deemed 
necessary for our  own salvation and that of  the Nation. If we  
look through his writings, the sentiment, either unequivocally 

expressed  or only thinly veiled, seems to be an inseparable 
element of his nascent philosophy.  
Reflect, for example, on  the inner calm and outward stren gth to 
brutally and ruthlessly  prune off the wild shoots and tear out the 
weeds . Or consider  that we owe our higher  existence not to the 
ideas of a few crazy ideologists  (whi ch, I fear, included Christ 
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as well) , but to the knowledge and ruthless appl ication of 
Natureôs stern and rigid laws. 
While still busy to force these precepts into a suitable cor set, his 
general situation had  slightly improved. Instead of depending 
anymore on hard p hysical work for his survival,  he now 
produced an incessant number  of water colour s and postcards in 
his abysmal  dwellings, while a  fellow lodger sold  them on the  
marke t. And in between he read, and  read, and readé 
Thus a few years went by during which I forged the fo undations 
of my knowledge from  which I still draw nou rishment today.  
Part of these were an ever deepening awareness of his German 
roots and consequently  a profound hate for the Habsburg 
monarchy, since it trie d to avoid the collapse  of its  medley 
empire by accepting the gradual  Slavization of its Germanic 
element. The more  the linguistic Babel corroded and 
disorganized  parliament, the closer drew the inevitable  hour of 
the disintegration of this Babylonian Empire, and w ith it the 
hour of freedom for  my German -Austrian people.  
It is here that the ideal of a  powerful nation state begins to tak e 
shape, one that rests solely  and irreversibly on its indigenous 
people, thereby defend ing itself against any foreign  intervention 
that might, physically or culturally, pollute the purity of its 
ethnic essence.  
The la tter he deems of paramount importance for the su rvival of 
any given tribe, and  where ours is concerned, he defines it 
as Aryan , a term relati ng to a people that dwelled at  the dawn 
of Man in present -day India and decided one day , for unknown 
reasons, to pa ck up and move West.  
Now this idea is not that easy to pin down. No doubt m ankindôs 
greatest achievements  issued over -whelmingly on a rather small 
chunk of t he globe, namely Europe. Which  means that the pre -
Indian itinerants found here, and here a lone, a p eople with the 
mental  ability to absorb and infinitely enhance the sophisticated 
creat ive gift they carried in their  luggage. Because a gift it was, 
and a marvellous one at that. J ust take their first 
important  bridgehead in the West, incomparable classic al 
Greece. Doe s not the mighty Hercules have  his exact 
counterpart in the Indian Harakala? Isnôt the same true for 
Thasaa and T heseus,  Dyaus and Zeus, Mano and Minos, and so 
forth? Isn ôt Homerôs Ilias a magnificent variation of the 
Ramayana, a Sanskrit her oic epos of 700 0 BC or so that glorifies 
King  Rama who launched a thousand ships to recapture his 

beaut iful wife, the latter abducted  by Ravasa, King of Ceylon?  
Yet it should not be forgotten that the Europeans themselves  
had received the divine spark  cal led Great Art already ten 
thousand years before the Aryans got their act together,  namely 
in the caves of  Lascaux  and  Altamira , whe re they created 
murals of such  splendour that leave us stunned and amazed to 
this very day. In other words, it was largely  the native genius 
that generated what we call now  the Greco -Roman and 
Christian  cultures. As to racial purity, its borderlines were 
already f luctuating in the times of the  Roman empire. This 
because the influx of non -European people who arrived 
as mercenari es, traders or slaves was substantial. The trend,  
though on a much lower scale,  continued during the ages. But 
whatever its impact, i t never impeded in any way the  grandiose 
and unique creative genius that was to last until the beginn ing 
of the Twentieth  Century.  Thus the  Aryan  as envoy of an 
undiluted and greatly supe rior race who masterminded 
our  astonishing cultural elevation, and continued to do so u ntil 
very recently, needs some  rigorous stretching to stand at least 
on one leg. O r as Mussolini put it somewhat  dismissively once 
the  Führer  was out of earshot: ñWhat utter nonsense. If that  
were true,  the Lapps must be the purest Aryans of them all!ò 
Which is most likely the reason why Hitler himself was fairl y 
vague about the matter. Once  in power, he ha d his chief 
ideologist write a tortuous t reaty with highly 
questionable  references and inferences about the mythical 
incursion an d its racial consequences, yet  admitted somewhere 
in passing never to have read the grea t work himself. And in the 
end  it did n ot really matter, because what concerned him with 
burning intensity was the White  Race of  today , and particularly 
the German branch as its  most glorious paradigm. Which  he 
intended to purify, to mould and to forge into a singula rly 

powerful tool to serve t he  Nation and his own extravagant 
ambitions.  
But back to the Vienna of his youth, where he only needed to  
lay the last cornerstones for  his henceforth irreversible 
philosophy. These were twof old. One grew out of his 
close  contact with the metro polisô lowliest and most abused 
class  whose miserable existence was  not protected, like already 
in many other  European coun tries, by the most 
rudimentary  body of social laws. The other appeared as the 
result of a slo w but relentless decryption of  the obscure powers 
th at exerted a highly destructive in fluence on the Danube 
monarchy  and its general social fabric.  
As to the former, he had never before thought much about the 
revolutionary new ideology  spawned by a hateful rabble - rouser 
called Marx. Commu nism or Socialism w ere distant  concepts 
that stood not the slightest chance to gain any credibility in 
Lower A ustriaôs bucolic scenery. But Viennaôs gruesome social 
back yards were a different terrain  altogether. Here the Social 
Democrats held sway, with polit ical commissars or trade 
union  honchos grandly dispensing inflammatory  slogans, but so 
far lacking any discernible  results as to the improvement of their 
flock. Thus it did not take long and he found  himself squarely at 
odds with his co -workers.  
Because what I heard was of such a nature as to infuriat e me in 
the extreme. These men  rejected everything: the nation as an 
invention of the ócapitalisticô (how often was I forced to hear this 
single word!) classes; the fath erland as an instrument of 
the  bourgeoisie for the exp loitation of the working class;  the 
authority of law as a means for  oppressing the proletariat; the 
school as an insti tution for breeding slaves and  slaveholders; 
religion as a means for stultifying the pe ople and making them 
easier to  exploit; morality a s a symptom of stupid, sheep - like 
patie nce, etc. There was absolutely  nothing which was not 
drawn through terrifying depths of mud.  
Sounds familiar, you may say, and I canôt help but agree, 
having had myself, as a young  and idealistic fool, a brief affair e 
with that particular outfit.  For what a difference between the 
glittering phrases abou t freedom, beauty, and dignity  in the 
theoretical literature, the delusive welter of words  seemingly 
expressing the most  profound and laborious wisdom, the 
loathsome hu manitari an morality -  all this written  with the 
incredible gall that comes w ith prophetic certainty  -  and, on the 

other hand, the  brutal daily press, shunning no villainy, 
employing every means of slander, lying with a  virtuosity that 
would bend iron bea ms, all in the name of  this gospel of a new 
humanity. The former is addressed to the simpletons of the 
mid dle, not to mention the upper,  educated, óclassesô, the latter 
to the masses.  
Astute observations, amazingly modern if seen without co nte xt, 
and alre ady a foretaste of  his own future propaganda 
machinery.  
As to the obscure  powers, he found them, small wonder, in t he 
closest vicinity. Squatting inconspicuously behind the assorted 
socialist hoi polloi, the y fanned the flames with their  newspapers 
and oth er publications, not to mention their money and political 
influence,  thus forcing a secret agenda that was as toxic and 
corro sive as it is today. And which  needed, then as now, 
someone with a sufficiently clear min d to see through the 
elaborate  curtains of  smoke to recognize what exactly they tried 
to keep from the eyes of the world.  
In a short time I was made more thoughtful than ever by my 
slowly rising insight into the  type of activity carried on  by the 
Jews in certain fields. Was there any form of filth  or  profligacy, 
particularly in cultural life, without at least one  Jew involved in 
it?  What had  to be reckoned heavily against them was their 
activity in the p ress, art, literature, and the  theatre. All the 
unctuous reassurances helped little or not hing.  It sufficed to 
look at a  billboard, to study the names of the men behind the 
horr ible trash they advertised, to  make you hard for a long time 
to come. This was pestilenc e, spiritual pestilence, worse  than 
the Black Death of olden times, and the people wer e b eing 
infected with it! It goes  without saying that the lower the 
intellectual level of one o f these art manufacturers, the  more 
unlimited his fertility will be, and the scoundrel end s up like a 
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garbage separator,  splashing his filth in the face of human ity. I 
now began to examine carefully the names of  all the creators of 
unclean products in public artistic life . The result was less and 
less  favourable for my previous attitude toward the Jews. 
Regardless how my sentiment might  resist, my reason was 
force d to draw its conclusions. The fact that nine tenths o f 
all  literary filth, artistic tras h, and theatrical idiocy can be set to 
the account of a people  constituting hardly o ne percent of all the 
country's inhabitants, could simply not be  tanked away; it wa s 
the plain truth. And I now began to examine my be loved 
ñworld pressò from this point of view. And the deeper I probed, 
th e more the object of my former  admiration shrivelled. The 
style became more and mor e unbearable; I could not 
help  rejecting the conte nt as inwardly shallow and banal; the 
objectivit y of exposition now  seemed to me more akin to lies 
than honest truth; an d the writers were all Jews. A  thousand 
things which I had hardly seen before now struc k my notice, and 
others, which  had previously giv en me food for thought, I 
learned to grasp an d understand. I now saw  the liberal attitude 
of this press in a different light; the l ofty tone in which it 
answered  attacks and its method of killing them with silence 
now revea led itself to me as a trick as  clever as it was 
treacherous; the transfigured raptures of  their theatrical critics 
were  always directed at Jewish writers, and their disap proval 
never struck anyone but  Germans. The gentle pinpricks against 
William II  revealed its methods by their  persisten cy, and so did 
its commendation of Fren ch cultur e and civilization. The 
trashy  content of the short story now appeared to me as 
outright indecency, and in the language  I detected the accents 
of a foreign people; the sense of th e whole thing was so 
obviousl y hostile to Germanism that this cou ld only have been 
in tentional. The development was  accelerated by insights which 
I gained into a number of ot her matters. I am referring to  the 
general view of ethics and morals which was quite openl y 
exhibited by a larg e part of  the Jews, and the pract ical 
application of which could be seen. Here again the 
streets  provided an object lesson of a sort which was sometimes 
positively evil. The relation of  the Jews to prostitution and, even 
more, to the white -slav e traffic, c ould be studied in  Vienna as 
perhaps in n o other city of Western Europe, with  the possible 
exception of the  southern French ports. If you walked at night 
thr ough the streets and alleys of  Leopoldstadt, at every step you 

witnessed proceedings  which remained  concealed from  the 
majority of the German people. When thus for the firs t time I 
recognized the Jew as  the cold -hearted, shameless, and 
calculating director of thi s revolting traffic, a shudder  ran down 
my back. And when I learned to look for the Jew in a ll branches 
of cultural a nd  artistic life and its various manifestations, I 
suddenly enco untered him in a place where I  would least have 
expected to find him. When I recognized the Jew as the leader 
of Social  Democracy, the scal es dropped from my eyes. A l ong 
soul struggle had reached its  conclusion.  
By now sure of his bearings, he left the rotten and decade nt 
Austrian empire and went to  Germany, his spiritual fatherland 
since earliest adolescen ce. And here Divine Providence  supplied 
the first great  impetus  for his future career, namely  a gigantic 
confrontation that  involved nearly the whole continent.  
How often had he not dreamt that history might offer  an 
opportunity where he could  prove his value as a man and 
warrior, where his profound s ense of heroic sa crifice would  find 
a fitting outlet, and where his obsessive craving f or recognition 
must finally be  satisfied. This because  nothing had so grieved 
me as having been born at a time which  obviously erected its 
Halls of Fame onl y to shopkeepers and governme nt officials.  
Thus here emerges one of his principal tenets, namely t he need 
to surrender hidebound  individualism for the sake of a larger 
common ideal. If it had to happen in the face of great  danger, 
even better, because in this case it could be truly ca lled knightly 
valour and  cherished as a near -divine accomplishment. He 
himself has g iven ample exemplar in battle,  so much so that his 
comrades thought it needed a golden bullet to do him in. And 
which  gained him Imperial Germanyôs highest military 
distin ction, the  Iron Cross First Class .  Thus when he later 

demanded a collective sacrifice from hi s bemused people, he did 
so in  the knowledge to be a perfect paradigm.  
Yet as it happened, and how could it be otherwise, the Great 
War he had welcomed with  so mu ch eager anticipation quickly 
lost every sparkl e and soon showed its true and  horrible face 
instead.  
The romance of battle had been replaced by horror. T he 
enthusiasm gradually cooled  and the exuberant joy was stifled 
by mortal fear. The time came when eve ry  man had to  strugg le 
between the instinct of self preservation and the ad monitions of 
duty. I, too, was  not spared by this struggle. Always when 
Death was on the  hunt, a vague something tried  to revolt, 
strove to represent itself to the weak body as reas on, yet it was 
only cowardice,  which in such disguises tried to ensnare the 
individual. A  grave tugging and warning set  in, and often it was 
only the last remnant of conscience wh ich decided the issue. Yet 
the  more this voice admonished one to caution, the  louder and  
more insistent its lures, the  sharper resistance grew until at last, 
after a long inner s truggle, consciousness of duty  emerged 
victorious . By the winter of 1915 -16 this strugg le had for me 
been decided. At  last my will was undisputed master. I f in the 
first days I we nt over the top with rejoicing  and laughter, I was 
now calm and determined. And thi s was enduring. Now Fate 
could  bring on the ultimate tests without my nerves shattering 
or my reason failing.  
For three years death and destruction r avaged the face o f 
Europe. But the giant armies  pitted against each other were 
practically equal in force, and  a definitive victor could not  be 
seen any time soon. Attempts at an armistice made the round, 
but all came to naught.  This because the Allies, m ainly Britain 
and France, harb oured long since the hope that  Uncle Sam 
might join the fry, and until it happened their  armies should 
neither advance  nor retreat. The hideous gamble paid off, 
because finally a  different set of machinations  came into play. 
Which had  Lord Balfour , without any earthly right to do so, 
offering  Palestine to  Lord Rothschild  and his Zionists on a silver 
plate . This since Britainôs Foreign Secretary knew damn well, 
and to use  Zabotinskyôs famous dictum, who were the ones  that 
exer ted supreme political pressure on a global sc ale, America 
included. Another  stratagem, even more important, dealt with 
 the fact that  Bernard Baruch  and his Wall  Street banksters had 
borrowed the astronomical sum of 7.000.000.000,00 US$  to 

the  Allies, al l of whom were by now utterly exhausted and 
vi rtually bankrupt. It was money  feared to be lost, including the 
equally astronomical interest rates. Thus what to do?  
Simple!  
Force US president  Woodrow Wilson  into the conflict, push the 
Germans to their knees  and make them pay for all and 
everything. The America n populace felt overwhelmingly  pro -
Kraut and against any participation in a war that wasnôt theirs. 
But as we can see every  day more clearly, the vox popoli is just 
political dir t under  the fingernails  of the mighty  and can be 
brushed off without any fear of reperc ussions. Thus all the 
combined  propaganda outlets began to howl  Johnny comes 
marchinô home, and at the mere pittance  of a few more million 
worthless Goyim lives the matter was satisfactorily settled. 
Whereby  settled  denotes a stretch of nearly one hundred years, 
namel y until AD 2011, and after the  benumbed and befuddled 
Germans had paid the final instalment of their  World War I  
debts.  Writing these lines, I wonder why I havenôt gone barking 
mad long since.  
History went its course. Germany, at the end of its tet her, finally 
succumbed and was  terribly humiliated with the Versailles 
treaties that robbed it to the very bone, including  large chunks 
of its territory where the new owners almost immed iately began 
an exercise  what is nowadays euphemistically called ethno -
cleansing.  
In the night of October 13, 1918, the English gas attac k on the 
southern front before  Ypres burst loose; they used yellow -cross 
gas, whose effec ts were still unknown to us a s far as personal 
experience was concerned. In this sam e night I myself was to 
become  acquainted with it. On a hill south of Wervick, we came 
into several hours of drumfire  with gas shells which continued all 
night more or less viol ently. As early as midn ight, a  number of 
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us passed out, a few of our comrades forev er. Toward morning 
I, too, was  seized with pain which grew worse with every 
quarter hour,  and at seven in the morning I  stumbled and 
tottered back with burning eyes; taking with  me my last report 
of the War.  A few hours later, my eyes had turned into glowing 
coals ; it had grown dark around me.  Thus I came to the hospital 
at Pasewalk in Pomer ania, and there I was fated to  experience 
the greatest villainy of the century.  

********  

 
We, by our aggressive policy, are setting up a new 
Philosophy of Life which we shall defend with  indomitable 
devotion.  -  Adolf Hitler  Mein Kampf  
It must be  a terrible experience to have survived the trenches of 
Verdun, summer and  winter alike, while your comrades died by 
the legion and you were blinded with  poisonous gas, and then 
realize that four endless years of heroic suffering had 
been  rewarded with the  most hideous treason possible. Because 
Germanyôs new Socialist rulers went to Versailles and sold their 
country down the drain by signing, instead of  downright 
refusing, ruinous peace treaties secretly intended to safeguard 
their own  political ascent with  the tacit approval of th e enemy, 
while at the same time castrating  the old Im perial elite once and 
for all.  
How far the latter is really true can never be said with any 
certainty. Seen in the light of  Socialismôs doctrine of 
international egalitarianism a nd its abhorrence of all 
things  national and patriotic, the terrible accusation may not be 
so far - fetched after all. Fact is  in any case that most Germans 
with a conservative leaning believed it to be  accurate.  
And so it had all been in vain. In vain all the sacrifices and 
privations; in vain the  hunger and thirst of months which were 
oft en endless; in vain the hours in which, with  mortal fear 
clutching at our hearts, we nevertheless did our duty; and in 
vain the  death of millions who died. Would not the graves of all 
the hundreds of thousands  open, the graves of those who with 
faith in th e Fatherland had marched forth, never to  return? 
Would they not open and send the silent mud -  and blood -
covered heroes back  as spirits of vengeance to the homeland 
which had cheated them with such mockery of  the highest 
sacrifice which a man can make to hi s people in this world? Had 
they died  for it, the soldiers of  August and September 1914? 
Was it for this that in the autumn of  the same year the 

volunteer regiments marched after their old comrades? Was it 
for  this that these boys of seventeen sank into t he earth of 
Flanders? Was this the  meaning of the sacrifice which the 
German mother made to the Fatherland when with  sore heart 

she let her best - loved boys march off, never to see them again? 
Did all this  happen only so that a gang of wretched criminals 
could lay hands on the Fatherland?  
As far as he was concer ned, it would not. And to prove his point, 
he needed to find a political platform that would enable him to 
sweep the criminals into the gutter  and so save the Fatherland.  
In 1919 he joined his old In fantry Regiment in Munich, where a 
jumbled and messy  revolution was in full swing. Communist 
councils had usurped the political stage and  toppled the 
Wittelsbach monarchy, while their chief honcho, a Jewish 
rabble -rouser  called  Kurt Eisner , installed himse lf as prime -
minister. After his timely assassination  Eugen Levine , another 
Jew and Communist crackpot, took over and declared Bavaria 
a Soviet Republic. Subsequent to the advice of  Vladimir Lenin , 
he abducted  hostages  from among the old elite and had  Prince 
Gustav von Thurn und Taxis  and the  Countess  Hella von 
Westarp  arbitrary executed by firing squads. This outrage was 
the last straw  for the remnants of the Imperial army. Its various 
factions united and entered Munich.   
After fierce fighting that resul ted in the death of some thousand 
Communist supporters,  the city was liberated. Levine got caught 
and repaid with the same coin he had doled  out to his illustrious 
hostages, namely execution by firing squad in the Stadelheim 
prison.  
The new military author ities prudently decided to set up units to 
monitor all political  activities, particularly with respect to 
revolutionary occurrences, and the young lance  corporal Hitler 
was among those deemed reliable enough to take part. It was 
his first  purely political activity and gave him ample opportunity 
to form an idea about the  many budding parties and 
associations that all hoped, in their different ways, to revive 
a shattered Germany.  

 
Kiss of Peace  Th. Th. Heine (1919)  

To bolster his task he attended political courses that introduced 
basic concept s of civic  thinking, and during one of these lectures 
he listened to a man who provided him with  fundamental 
insights into the workings of a national economy. It made him 
realize that  he had stumbled onto one of the most essential 
premises for the foundati on of a new  party.  
As I listened to Gottfried Federôs first lecture about the breaking 
of interest slavery, I  knew at once that this was a theoretical 
truth which would inevitably be of immense  importance for the 
future of the German people. The sharp sepa ration of 
stock  exchange capital from the national economy offered a 
possibility of opposing the  Int ernationalization of the German 
economy without menacing the foundations of an  independent 
national self -maintenance through the denial of all capital. 
The  developments in Germany were much too clear for me not 
to know that the hardest  battle would have to be fought, not 
against hostile nations, but against international  capital. In 
Federôs lecture I sensed a powerful slogan for this coming 
struggle.  
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Thus, o n the practical level, t he fight against international 
finance and loan capital  became the most important point in the 
program of the German nationôs struggle for its economic 
independence and freedom.  
Whereas on the personal level a realization of equal m agnitude 
greatly enhanced the  chances for his stated quest. During one of 
the lectures a participant felt obliged to  break a lance for the 
Jews and began to d efend them in lengthy arguments, 
which  caused, as could be expected, his profound displeasure. 
He asked for the rostrum and  delivered a resounding riposte, to 
the effect that most of the students applauded him  noisily. It is 
not very likely that he mentioned the hundred thousand Jewish 
soldiers  who had fought alongside their Christian comrades 
during the war, and the twelve  thousand and more who died in 
the trenches. Or his Jewish commanding officer, whom  he had 
later on at least the good grace to save from Himmlerôs thugs. 
His forceful bluster came to the attention of the authorities, and 
as a result  he was  elevated to the rank of educational officer 
and sent to a Munich regiment with the  assignment to re -
establish a measure of discipline and patriotism.  
I started out with the greatest enthusiasm and love. For all at 
once I was offered an  opportunity of speaking before a larger 
audience; and the thing that I had always  presumed from pure 
feeling without knowing it was now corroborated: I could 
speak!  My voice, too, had grown so much better that I was 
sufficiently understood in every  corner of the squad  rooms.  
Thus here a tool began to take shape that would ere long 
overwhelm huge audiences  with emotions so powerful as known 
only in a collective mystical experience.  
Meanwhile the need for a  springboard became paramount.  
The  German Workers Party  and its h andful of members turned 
out to be a haphazard  political movement, insignificant like so 
many others that had mushroomed during the  chaotic aftermath 
of Germanyôs defeat. When he attended, in his function 
as educational officer, one of its weekly meetings  in an ill - lit pub 
that no -one seemed to  stray into more than once in a blue 
moon , he was appalled by the sheer incompetence  and 
ignorance of those present. The assemblyôs most tangible 
pronouncement appeared  to be the vote of confidence for the 
treasurer who handled the partyôs entire possessions, namely 
seven Marks and fifty Pfennigs. Further verbal assertions, 
political  or otherwise, were just a lot of hot air without logical 

foundation or clear direction.  
Terrible, terrible! It wa s club life of the wors t manner and sort. 
Was I to join this  organization?  
The decision seemed difficult indeed, particular if seen within 
the context of his general  aims. Which were nothing less but to 
forge a political powerbase that would eventually  conquer all of 
Germany. Th us even he must have felt a touch of despair when 
he beheld this frazzled and undisciplined lot, and wondered how 
on earth it might be  turned into millions of dedicated fo llowers.  
But his uns hakable beliefs, as much as his psychological 
penetration, made h im look  through outer appearances and see 
the heart of the matter as he understood it.  
Because the thing that drove these few young people to an 
activity which seemed  outwardly so absurd, was only the 
emanation of their inner voice. It more instinctively  than 
consciously showed them that all parties up till then were suited 
neither for  lifting up the German nation nor for curing its inner 
wounds. I quickly read the typed  ñdirectivesò, and in them I saw 
more seeking than knowledge. Much was vague or  unclea r, 
much was missing, but nothing was present which could not 
have passed as a  sign of a struggling realization.  
What follows is the first whiff of a messianic vocation intent on 
challenging the  established faith with a heartless creed whose 
archaic trappi ngs were soon to dominate  every corner of the 
country.  
I knew what these men felt: it was the longing for a new 
movement which should be  more than a party in the previous 
sense of the word.  
It therefore appeared to be the emotional capacity he 
encountered,  and not the political  ineptitude, that made him 
seriously ponder an enlistment.  

This absurd little party with its few members seemed to possess 
one important  advantage, namely that it had not frozen into an 
ñorganizationò, but left the individual an oppo rtunity f or real 
personal activity. Here it was still possible to work,  and the 
smaller the movement, the more readily it could be put into the 
proper form.  Here the content, the goal, and the road could still 
be determined, which in the  existing great pa rties was 
impossible from the outset.  
It took a few more days of introspection, but then the dice was 
cast. He registered as a  member of the German Workerôs Party 
and received the provisional number 7.  
As could be expected, his powerful charisma, his shrew d 
calculation, his untiring  organizational drive and his increasingly 
ruthles s manoeuvring soon made him the partyôs undisputed 
leader. Which he renamed somewhat longwinded the  NSDAP, 
or  National Socialist German Workers Party . An Army officer and 
early ac complice,  Ernst Roehm , provided invaluable support by 
diverting military funds into the partyôs coffers while creating at 
the same time a paramilitary unit of mostly unemployed young  
thugs who efficiently protected the political gatherings. Or, 
alternately , disrupted those  of the Communist or Socialist 
competition. As for Hitler himself, his magnetic  propaganda 
talents became more pronounced and effective with every 
political  meeting. Attendance grew from a handful of li steners to 
thousands of spellbound  followers who clearly recognized a man 
whos e stated intention to fight for their  betterment wasnôt the 
usual empty claptrap, but founded  on granite and 
unshakable  beliefs.  
What these were in detail the world was soon to find out. In 
1923 the NSDAP had  grown  to such an extent that its leader 
deemed the time ripe for a coup -dôetat. It turned out to be a sad 
miscalculation that resulted in some of the ringleaders being 
shot dead  while others, Hitler included, were arre sted and tried 
for treason. Receiving a fiv e year  sentence of which he and his 
closest associates served only nine months, it was  nevertheless 
a time of enforced idleness which he used to craft the larger 
part of his  personal testament,  Mein Kampf . 
To this day an invaluable document, does it provid e us with a 
clear insight into the mind  and heart of a man who was, for 
good and evil, one of the most enigmatic personalities  that ever 
walked the earth. It is, though streamlined and sanitized, 
nevertheless an  intellectually brilliant proclamation that 

unequivocally and truthfully states his strictly  personal credo. 
One he deemed nothing less but the undiluted eternal truth 
and  therefore a divinely approved carte blanche to reshape 
Germany and its people  according to his own objectives. And 
which included , as dragonôs teeth that would eventually become 
a harvest of death and destruction, the likewise divinely 
approved  mission to subjugate lesser folks into near slavery 
after first conquering their ancestral  lands.  

The Beerhall Putsch 1923  
Released from L andsberg prison, he and his band of close 
followers encountered the  party in serious disarray. The German 
economy had unexpectedly stabilized, and  extreme political 
positions began to loose attraction where the ordinary citizens 
were  concerned. Yet the NS DAP grew slowly in numbers, not 
least because Hitler managed  to convince influential 
industrialists to support him and his party as the only 
reliable  bulwark against a tr easonous and destructive Left.  
The partyôs great leap forward occurred towards the end of the 
decade. In 1929 the  Wall Street  gangsters, led by  Bernard 
Baruch  and his usual suspects, had engineered  the  Black 
Tuesday  stock market crash which enriched them infinitely by 
tricking  millions of Americans out of their savings. The 
gruesome subterf uge unleashed a global  recession that was to 
last for more t han a decade. It had horrendous repercussions 
in  Germany, a country continuously bled to its bones by the 
criminal Versailles  instalments. Because it happened just at a 
time when the economy began  to develop a  measure of 
momentum again. With the result  that unemployment soared to 
an hitherto  unknown scale. Abject poverty and its attached 
miseries, like thieving, prostitution or  downright murder, 
became rampant. Ideological blocks, long since compe ting, 
became  ever more fanatically opposed to each other. The 
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Moscow financed Communists  controlled their quarters by 
driving around in sequestered lorries while openly  brandishing 
guns and rifles, and Hitlerôs SA, or Assault Units, soon followed 
suit in their  own fiefs. Which led increasingly to full -blown street 
battles that were spuriously  ignored by the established 
authorities.  
What little wealth the country still called its own had been 
largely impounded by money  acrobats who knew how to turn 
the gene ral suffering into enormous personal profit.   
Small wonder thus that by the end of the decade about 112 of 
the 115 Berlin banks  were Jewish owned. This ever recurrent 
scenario, based on criminal greed, a  pathological lack of 
moderation and the total absen ce of any humane 
considerations,  played an important part in the developments 
that led finally to Hitlerôs ascension in 1933.  

 
Nuremberg Party Rally 1936  

Who, with his now fu lly developed genius for manipulation and 
persuasion, had  established the NSDAP as Germanyôs foremost 
politica l power. Helped by  Alfred  Hugenbergôs newspaper empire 
and massive funding from potent industry magnates,  his 
nationwide appeal was such that millions of destitute and 
desperate voters flocked  to his heathen banners. Meticulously 
or chestrated party jambore es were staged,  particularly in 
Nuremberg, and an audience of hundred thousand and more 
listened  utterly bewitched to the F¿hrerôs assurances that 
nothing less but Divine Providence  had commanded him to save 
Germany a nd its people from utter ruin.  
It is he re that the enigma enters mysterious realms, and it 
cannot be possible to explain  the man without taking at least a 
wistful glance at them.  

 
We are not a movement. Rather, we are a Religion!   

ï Adolf Hitler  

To be truthful, it was impossible t o find a reliable reference for 

the above quotation.  But even if a fake, there canôt be any 

doubt that it is accurate. Because whatever his  earnest 

assurances to the contrary, how dulcet his promise to guarantee 

the inviolability  of the established  confes sions, it must have 

been obvious to anyone with a grain of  common sense that he 

intended no less but to supersede two millennia of 

Christian  doctrine with a new and essentially pagan creed.  

Which would have been, and never mind the utter folly of it all, 

a logical prelude for his  stated intent to create an Aryan master 

race that eventually were to save mankind from  ethnic dilution 

and general decay.  

And since Divine Providence, as he did not tire to  assure the 

world, aided him in the realization of this ga rgantuan feat, he 

had been  entrusted with the leadership of the German people to 

bring it about. A people he  intended to forge into a glorious 

body of fierce and obedient fighters, including millions  of 

peaceable believers who took serious Christôs adage of Love and 

Compassion and  thus dearly needed a change of spiritual bed -

sheets.  

On the outset of his political career, and even though his vital 

beliefs did not allow the  slightest alteration anymore, he still 

tried to come across as a good Christian, albei t one  with a 

decidedly un -Christian  mandate.   

My feelings as a Christian points me to my  Lord and Saviour as 

a fighter. I t points me to the man who once in loneliness, 

surrounded only by a few  followers,  recognized these Jews for 

what they were and summoned men to fight against them  and 

who, Godôs truth! was greatest not as sufferer but as fighter ï 

Munich, 12 April 1922 . 

As time went by, the great Nazarene faded slowly into oblivion, 

to be rep laced by a  God Almighty or, even less tangible, an 

undisclosed Divine Providence.  

I believe that Providence would never have allowed us to see 

the victory of the  Movement if it had the intention after all to 

destroy us in the end  ï Munich, 8 November 1933 . 

Yet it did, and the question is of course why it changed its mind. 

As to his assurances  where the established Church was 

concerned, he finally dropped all pretensions and  showed his 

true face.  

Providence has caused me to be a Catholic, and I know 

therefor e how to handle this  Church.  

Reportedly to have said in Berlin, 1936 on the  enmity of the 

Catholic Churc h to National Socialism, w hich he did in a way 

that chilled shepherds and flock alike.  So long as they concern 

themselves with their religious problems , the State does 

not  concern itself with them. But as soon as they at tempt by 

any means whatsoever ï by  letters, Encyclica, or otherwise ï to 

arrogate to themselves rights that belong to the  State alone, we 

shall force them back into their proper spiritual , pastoral  activity  

ï Berlin, May -Day festival 1937 . 

Representatives of the two great Confessions, and not only 

they, had little doubt that a  dangerous ideological conflict was 

brewing. Particularly the Catholic Church, herself  sufficiently 

versed in Machi avellian deception and intrigue, knew full well 

what it  meant to the German Volksgeist if important pastoral 

tools like education or charitable  organizations had to be ceded 

to the new regime.    

The Vatican under  Pius XII , already deeply worried about the  

Führer and his targets,  had signed an Imperial Concordat with 

the new Germany that outlined the rights and  duties of both 

confessions. An empty agreement, needless to say, and merely 

a ruse on  Hitlerôs part to appease millions of nominal Christians 

who s aw no reason to disavow  their settled beliefs. Th us while 

tightening his grip on every section of society, he  ruthlessly 

began to undermine the spiritual status quo. Important sections 

of the treaty  were rather indistinctly worded, and it took only a 

shor t time until the State authorities  interpreted its provisions 

so narrowly that it constricted and obstructed the activities 

of  both Churches in every possible manner.  

With burning concern and mounting consternation we have been 

observing for some  time now the cross carried by the church in 

Germany and the increasingly difficult  situation of those men 

and w omen who have kept the faith... Anyone who still has 
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within him the slightest feeling for truth... will have to admit 

that  in these difficult and eventful  years which have followed the 

Concordat, every one of  our words and every one of our deeds 

have been regulated by loyalty to the  agreement... He will, 

however, also have to note with consternation...how for the 

other  side it has become the unwritten law of their conduct to 

misconstrue, evade,  undermine, and in the end more or less 

openly violate the treaty.  

Race, nation, state... all have an essential and honourable 

place within the secular  order. To abstract them, 

however, from the earthly scale of value s and make them 

the  supreme norm of all values, including religious ones, 

and divinise them with an  idolatrous cult, is to be guilty 

of perverting and falsifying the order of things 

created  and commanded by Godé 

Thus wrote the Pontiff on March 14, 1937, an d left no doubt that 

henceforth the gloves  were off.  

But this glowing philippic was delivered at a time when Hitler 

stood at the zenith of his  political power, when he had indeed 

fulfilled his vow and returned Germany to its  former glory , when 

millions of grateful and contented followers began to see him 

as what he believed  himself to be: a kind of Aryan messiah 

guided and protected by  Divine Providence who accomplished 

with sleepwalking certainty the gigantic tasks  outlined in his 

personal agenda.  

So how co uld this man be guilty of  perverting and falsifying the 

order of things  when  he had in fact, by his own indomitable will 

and perseverance, saved the country and its  people from utter 

ruin? What were the ingredients of his  idolatrous cult  which the 

Pope and  many decent Christian believers abhorr ed with all their 

heart?  

NSDAP Party Rally in Nuremberg, 8 September 1936  

Its seeds were sown during the misery and destitution of his 

Vienna sojourn when he,  already close to starvation, diverted 

precious funds for a n endless flow of  books that  were to 

constitute the foundation for his entire Weltbild. Reading at 

home deep into the  night or in the public library for hours on 

end, he digested tome after tome and so filled  the void caused 

by an ever expanding perceptio n. Little is known as to his exact 

literary  consummation of those days. Certainly racial 

theoreticians with strong anti -Semitic  leanings 

like  Gobineau  or  Chamberlain  stood high on the agenda, but 

also treaties on  history and military warfare. An intense in terest 

in reli gion, the occult and the super -natural alternated with 

books on art and architecture. A few of the great 

classics,  including peeks into  Homer, Dante, 

Shakespeare  and  Goethe , completed the picture.  Among his 

philosophers were  Schopenhauer, Nie tzsche  and a few 

contemporary  thinkers of dubious repute. Whenever the need 

arose to calm his inner agitation, he  dived into  Karl May , a 

prolific and self -aggrandizing author who wrote adventure 

tales  that cast himself as the main hero, all highly implaus ible 

yet devoured by every German  boy from the earliest age 

onwards.  

It was a huge but haphazard compilation, predominantly 

emotional in its orientation  since he read only what he wanted 

to read. The lack of a wise and experienced teacher  who might 

have in troduced him to the world of immortal poetry, beautiful 

traditional   romance, exquisite psychological novels, brilliant 

classical satire or the magnificent  Christian mystics, deprived 

him of the chance to enhance and sublimate his humanity.  

 [Why does the author not mention Adolf Hitlerôs intimate 

relationship with Richard Wagnerôs creations through 

Winifred Wagner  ï and Hitler even wr i t ing  an opera ?]  

As a result his haughtiness, irascibility and fanaticism became 

ever more pronounced,  while at the same time he began to see 

his sensitivity a nd vulnerability as a weakness of  character. It 

only needed the horrors of the First World War to shape  within 

me a world  picture and a philosophy which became the granite 

foundation of all my acts. In  addition to what I then created, I 

had to learn littl e and alter nothing.  

The world pict ure consisted of two imperative components, 

namely the Aryan Race and  himself as its messiah. All else, no 

matter how complex, far - reaching or fundamental,  had to be a 

necessary decorum for this one great reality.  

Innumer able books and treatises have been written that deal 

with his particular brand of  philosophy. To try and give it its 

proper due within this article would be impossible if  not 

nonsensical. It must suffice therefore to repeat a few of his most 

significant qu otes  to allow a glimpse, no matter how cursory, 

into his true mind.  

In the end, only the urge for self -preservation will triumph. 

Beneath it the so -called  "compassion" -  that mixture of 

stupidity, cowardice and know - it -all conceit -  will melt  like snow 

in  the March sun. Mankind has grown great in eternal struggle, 

and only in  eternal peace will it perish. ...  

The racialist world view finds the importance of mankind in its 

basic racial elements.  On principle it views the state as but a 

means to an end and conceives that end to be  the racial 

existence of man. Thus, by no means does it believe in the 

equality of the  races, but along with their difference it 

recognizes their higher and lesser value and  feels itself 

obligated, through this knowledge, to promot e the victory of the 

better and  stronger, and demand the subordination of the 

inferior and weaker in accordance  with the eternal Wil l that 

dominates this universe. Thus, on principle, it embraces 

the  basic aristocratic idea of Nature and believes in the v alidity 

of this law down to the  last individual. ... It believes in the 

necessity of an idealization of mankind, which in  turn it sees as 

the sole premise for the existence of mankind. But it cannot 

grant the  right to existence even to an ethical idea if t his idea 

represents a danger for the racial  life of the bearers of a higher 

ethic; for in a bastardized and negrified world all  concepts of the 

humanly beautiful and sublime, as well as all ideas of an 

idealized  future for mankind, would be lost forever.  

We owe our higher existence not to the ideas of a few crazy 

ideologists, but to the  knowledge and ruthless application of 

Natureôs stern and rigid laws. 

Those who want to live, let them fight, and those who do not 

want to fight in this world  of eternal stru ggle do not deserve to 

live.  All who are not of good race in this world are chaff.  

At a time when the White Race has, at least in the Western 

world, lost indeed the will  to fight and is in mortal danger to be 

vanquished by its enemies, these words have a  profound allure. 

The problem is that they suggest, even if partly true, utterly 

immoral  means for their implementation.  

As for the idealization of mankind, it had its price.  The Aryan is 

greatest  not in his mental qualities as such, but in the extent of 

his willingness to put all his abilities in the service of the 

community. In him the instinct  for self -preservation has reached 

its noblest form, since he willingly subordinates his  own ego to 

the life of the greater whole and, if the hou r demands, even 

sacrifices it. In giving oneôs own life for the existence of the 

community lies the crown of all sense  of sacrifice.  

Though this sacrificial sense included concept s that placed it 

squarely into the realm of  banditry.  

For Germany the only  possibility for carry ing out a healthy 

territorial policy is in the  acquisition of new land. Here the law of 
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self -preservation goes into effect, and what is  refused to 

amicable methods is up to the fist to take.  

Land can be only obtained at the expense of Russia, and this 

mean s that the new Reich  must again set itself on the march 

along the road of the Teutonic Knights of old, to  obtain by the 

German sword soil for the German plough and so daily bread for 

the  nation.  

A road that led to Stalingrad instead and, as we know only to  

well, the ghastly demise  of his Thousand Year Reich.  

Let us, to round it off, take a glance at the messianic angle.  

People ask: is there someone fit to be our leader? Our task is 

not to search for that  person. Either God will give him to us or 

he will not  come. Our task is to shape the  sword that he will 

need when he comes. Our task is to provide the leader with a 

nation  that is ready for him when he comes. My fellow Germans, 

awaken! The new day is  dawning!  -   Munich, 4 May 1923 . 

I have  regarded myself as called upon by Providence to serve 

my own people alone  and to deliver them from their misery.  -  

Reichstag, 6 October 1939 . 

Only He can relieve me of my duty.  ï Radio Address, 30 January 

1945 . 

This structure, the greatest assembly hall i n the world ever 

conceived up to that time,  consisted of one vast hall that could 

hold be tween one hundred fifty and one hundred  eighty 

thousand persons standing. The hall was essentially a place of 

worship. Its idea  was that over the course of centuries, by 

tradition and venerability, it would acquire  an importance similar 

to that St P eterôs in Rome has for Catholic Christendom.  Without 

some su ch essentially pseudo -religious background the 

expenditure é would have been pointless and incomprehensible  

ï Albe rt Speer, H itlerôs Architect. 

A structure that was never built. But its conception alone refutes 

every claim that  National Socialism, at least where its founder 

was concerned, could have been anything  except a mass -

movement with a fundamentally pseudo -reli gious core. And 

himself as  its God -sent high -priest and warrior king, to be 

venerated for ages to come.  

If listening to him while addressing some hundred thousand 

followers and more, it is  difficult even today not to be touched 

by his grandiose oratory gi ft. Here a true  magician enchan ted 

the masses, and even though he had no qualms to dispense 

with the  most outrageous lies for tact ical reasons, part of his 

implausible appeal lay therein that  in his central being and 

thinking he was absolutely honest. Thus  people wanted 

to  believe him, and never mind if they had not clapped an eye 

on  Mein Kampf  or found  the implementation of his  Superior 

Aryan Race  rather di fficult to imagine.    

When assessing one of the most improbable interludes in human 

history, we stan d dumbfounded by the scope of the manôs 

megalomania. Here was a mere mortal who  thought himself 

more important than any religious leader before him, Jesus 

Christ  included. A messiah explicitly endorsed by a nameless, 

inscrutable deity to save  mankind from dilution and oblivion. 

Who, after his earthly demise, expected to be  worshiped in a 

giant temple for centuries to come, perhaps even hovering there 

as a  ghostly presence while some high priest in boots and a 

black ♁♁ uniform intoned words  of wisdom from  Mein Kampf  for 

hundred thousand worshippers and more.   

He has been declared  mad  by many a detractor, and usually 

without any convincing  collateral. It is only with regard to the 

above that the term could make sense, and  supremely so.  

In the backyard of his  National -Socialist  Brave New World  hid of 

course a more  ominous set of ghosts, ready to haunt 

ideologically or religiously opposed Germans who  refused to be 

ensnared by the strangely vacant credo that had swamped their 

country  with its massive propaganda  and heathen symbols. Most 

went their ways unobtrusively  and in silence, but woe on those 

who dared to voice their discontent openly. Because in  that case 

the Führer had no other choice  but with inner calm and outward 

strength to  brutally and ruthlessly p rune off the wild shoots and 

tear out the weeds.  

Thus as early as 1933 big prisons, euphemistically called  KZ , or 

concentration camps,  began t o host dangerous dissidents and 

other  Volksschädlinge  (peopleôs parasites), a  development that 

increased over the years while any opposition was met with 

ever  increasing draconian retribution. As happened to 

lovely  Sophie Scholl  of the  White  Rose who had distributed a few 

rebellious pamphlets in Munichôs University and was beheaded  

for it in her twentieth year.  We ha ve thus the strange case of a 

highly intelligent and powerful man who set out  with genuinely 

good intentions and accomplished feats of great valour for 

the  improvement of Germany. Whose basic ideas about the 

diversity of mankind and the  perseverance and pr otection of a 

given  tribe were essentially sound. But his  

unbending  fanaticism, his messianic folly, his pathological need 

for self -aggrandizement, his cold  and unforgiving heart with 

respect to lesser humans, and his subsequent desertion of 

the  most basi c morals made him lo se the way so completely 

that he ended up as a tyrant.   

Perhaps it is really true that the Gods guided him for a stretch of 

time. His unimpeded  ascent to power against truly monumental 

odds is inexplicable, and the fact that he  survived  many 

assassination attempts unscathed defies every rule of 

probability. As it  is, it seems the Gods tired of him and his pride. 

While he, to use  The Beatlesô famous  truism, didnôt notice that 

the lights had changed. And thus paved the way for the  victory  

of the usurers that strangle us today.  

Let me quote, perha ps as a final and insignificant attempt to 

unravel the enigma as I see  it, a passage from a book I have 

written some time ago. It is basically a love story set  against 

the Spanish Civil War, and I intend to introduce it to you in one 

of my next  pieces.  

He has misread Godôs endorsement and made himself the 

custodian of a Dark Grail.  His mandate has been indeed 

sacrosanct, even I believe this. Men like him appear  only once in 

a century, if at all, an d the enormous power invested in them is 

without  doubt divinely intend ed. Which includes, needless to say, 

always a particular moment  when history is in such a state of 

upheaval that  it provides the impetus for a meteoric  ascent. As 

it did right now. Yet th is does not mean that  Free Will  is in any 

way  excluded. On the contrary. It is indeed the tool to make the 

best out of a compelling  divine interference. Or the worst. Our 

Führer has created a new religion and elevated  himself to its 

Messiah. He has bent th e arms of the Cross and distorted it into 

a Swastika. In doing so, he replaced Christôs icon of Love and 

Compassion with a  symbol of brute power. The Survival of the 

Fittest is his one and only law, decreed by  a cruel Nature that 

favours the wolves and con demns the lambs. He intends to 

create a  Nietzschean master r ace that must conquer the world 

while operating in an emotional  wasteland. By relegating 

mankind to a barbarous codex of eating or being eaten, he  will 

deprive it of the chance to attain divinity.  He is mocking the 

Gods by pretending  to be God - like himself. Therefore, and 

instead of saving our unsurpassed Christian  European heritage, 

he may well destroy it for good.  

 

________________________________________________________________________________  
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Some Thoughts on Hitler  

"Hitler" as Multiracialist Propaganda  
Irmin Vinson  

The argument advanced by some racial nationalists that any 
defense of Adolf Hitler, in light of the hostility and even 
revulsion that his name now evokes, risks alienating 
mainstr eam Whites is plausible on its surface and should receive 
a respectful hearing. But it is still on balance mistaken.  
Although most nationalists in the United States and even in 
Germany do not consider themselves national socialists, 
multiracialists and ant i-White Jewish advocacy groups call each 
and every one of us a "nazi." It is an undeniable fact that in our 
contemporary political climate  any  white nationalism, as recent 
events in the Balkans amply demonstrate, will be labeled 
Hitlerian and will summon, in breathless media presentations, 
"the specter of the Holocaust" and anguished fears that "it" 
might just happen again, if the goyim get too restless. That, 
after all, is the central lesson taught by the countless Holocaust 
Museums sprouting up, like noxi ous toadstools, throughout most 
of the West: that White racial consciousness is literally lethal 
and must therefore be actively combated, a lesson which we 
have now enshrined, in deference to Jewry, at the Holocaust 
Museum in Washington, a national memoria l to our White 
wickedness.  
We are thus obliged, like it or not, to live under Hitler's shadow. 
Our enemies have ensured that any expression of White racial 
consciousness, however innocuous, will be officially pronounced 
hatefully Hitlerian and "nazi," whet her we admire Hitler or 
despise him. It is therefore incumbent on us, as a simple matter 
of self -defense, to arrive at a balanced view of Hitler and the 
movement he founded.   
Anyone who doubts all this should recall the abuse that Pat 
Buchanan received at the hands of the controlled media and the 
organized Jewish community during his campaigns for the 
Republican nomination. Buchanan is not, by any stretch of the 
imagination, a national socialist, nor even a conscious racialist. 
He is, instead, a traditional  Christian conservative, with all the 
virtues and liabilities that entails. But he was persistently 
labeled a "nazi" nevertheless. His 1992 speech at the Republican 
National Convention, Jewish columnist Molly Ivins opined, 
"probably sounded better in the o riginal German." Her meaning 

was clear: She was identifying Buchanan as a "nazi," 
delegitimizing his nationalism and social conservatism with the 
most potent weapon in the Left's rhetorical arsenal.  
So as racial nationalists we can either manufacture false  "anti -
racist" credentials by claiming to hate Hitler just as much as Abe 
Foxman does, a subterfuge that I very much doubt will convince 
anyone, least of all Abe, or we can tell the truth.  
The truth is that the maniacal Hitler of popular demonology is a 
World War II propaganda fiction, and the principal purpose of 
the fiction's incessant repetition more than fifty years after the 
war is to stigmatize any nationalist movement, NS or otherwise. 
Hitler now represents not a specific historical figure and the 
po litical party he led, but nationalism of any variety, from timid 
anti - immigration conservatives to angry White -power skinheads. 
The System's anti -Hitler orthodoxy, invoked almost daily, is in 
effect tacit propaganda for multiracialism and a potent device t o 
keep all nationalists perpetually hiding in closets, too afraid of 
labels like "racist" and "nazi" to openly say what we sincerely 
believe. We have, therefore, a real interest in demythologizing 
Hitler, and we have no hope of escaping our association wit h 
what he now represents. We can't run away from Hitler, 
however much some of us want to.   

Let's Notice the Obvious  
The crucial facts about World War II are uncomplicated and 
readily available in mainstream sources. NS Germany had 
limited war aims: the r ecovery of territory taken from Germany 
at Versailles, the acquisition of living space for the German 
people in the East, and the destruction of the Marxist Soviet 
Union, history's most brutal regime. Insofar as the United States 
had any stake at all in th e outcome of the war, it would have 
been to help Germany and her Axis allies, including thousands 
of Russian patriots, accomplish the latter. Absent the campaign 

conducted by the Western democracies to save Stalinism by 
defeating Hitler, the Soviet Union w ould have collapsed.  
Since America had no national interests in the conflict in Europe, 
our government deliberately lied about German war aims in 
order to manufacture the perception that we did, claiming that 
Hitler had global territorial ambitions, a plan  for "world 
domination." Over fifty years later most Americans still accept 
the lies.  
The predictable result of the Allied victory and the German 
defeat was Stalin's occupation of half of Europe. A war that 
ostensibly began to restore Polish sovereignty en ded with 
Poland, along with the rest of Eastern Europe, being handed 
over to the Communists. And in quite concrete terms no 
American would have died in Vietnam if Hitler had destroyed 
Soviet Communism, arguably the central objective of his 
political career ; American soldiers fought in Europe so that their 
sons could die in Southeast Asia.  
None of this should be the least controversial. It is a symptom 
of the effect of persistent propaganda that so many of us fail to 
notice the obvious.  
It is only a slight e xaggeration to say that multiracialism itself, 
along with our servile deference to Jewry, is founded on the 
mythical image of Hitler as evil incarnate, Satan's secular 
counterpart in modern history. Remove the false, childishly 
simplistic Hitler myth, and a significant ideological justification 
for multiracialism would collapse. The simple question, "Were 
Hitler and NS Germany really as evil as everyone says?", 
therefore has huge repercussions, and an entire machinery of 
propaganda --  ranging from Hollywood  films and "Holocaust 
education" in the public schools to off -hand comments in the 
controlled media ("better in the original German") --  has been 
designed to discourage anyone from even contemplating the 
obvious but heretical answer.  

National Socialism  
Hitler defined his own 
national socialism as a 
uniquely German 
movement:  

The National Socialist 
doctrine, as I have 
always proclaimed, is 
not for export. It was 
conceived for the 
German people. ( Hitler -
Bormann Documents , 
Feb. 21, 1945)  
In other words, 
German National 
Socialism arose at a 
specific time in a 
specific place under the 
pressure of a unique 
set of historical 
circumstances, none of 
which could ever be 
precisely replicated 
elsewhere. In 

particular, the autocratic Führer state, central to NS German y, 
would never be acceptable to Americans; our republican political 
culture and belief in individual rights are, thankfully, far too 
strong. Hitler was a dictator and his government authoritarian; 
Americans prefer their political and civil liberties.  
Which  doesn't mean that NS Germany was a police state. It had 
in fact fewer policemen per capita, and far fewer secret police, 
than either modern Germany or the United States, despite the 
misleading image most of us have of legions of sinister Gestapo 
agents ki cking down doors in the middle of the night.  
The basic principles of national socialism are, nevertheless, 
universal: that God (or Nature) has assigned each of us to a 
racial group and has endowed each group with distinct qualities; 
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that a nation is not si mply a geographical concept, a set of lines 
arbitrarily drawn on a map irrespective of the people living 
within them, but instead derives (or should derive) its political 
institutions and national objectives from the character of the 
people themselves; tha t a nation organized to preserve a race 
and develop its distinctive character is therefore "natural"; that 
the strength and social cohesion of a nation derives from its 
sense of a common identity, of which race is the most important 
determinant; that in ad dition to our individual rights we have 
larger social obligations, not only to the present generation of 
our nation but to its past and future generations as well; that 
the primary purpose of a nation is not economic, but the 
preservation and advancement of its people, economics being 
subordinate to the  volkisch  (racial/national) objectives that 
should be a nation's core reason for existing.   
"The [Nation - ] State in itself," Hitler wrote, "has nothing 
whatsoever to do with any definite economic concept or a 
definite economic development. It does not arise from a 
compact made between contracting parties, within a certain 
delimited territory, for the purpose of serving economic ends. 
The State is a community of living beings who have kindred 
physical and spir itual natures, organized for the purpose of 
assuring the conservation of their own kind and to help towards 
fulfilling those ends which Providence has assigned to that 
particular race or racial branch" ( Mein Kampf , I, iv). [Image: NS 
Propaganda Poster --  "The NSDAP Protects the Racial 
Community."]  

In the generic sense of the term national socialism is (arguably) 
not inconsistent with democratic institutions, despite Hitler's 
own view of the matter; its true antonyms are multiracialism 
and capitalist, one -wo rld globalism. Nor is national socialism 
inconsistent with an American "melting pot" view of ethnicity, 
provided that the various ethnic groups that comprise the nation 
are sufficiently similar that each can see a common identity and 
common destiny in the others --  that is, insofar as they, despite 
their ethnic differences, are branches of the same race and can, 
therefore, be effectively acculturated to a common set of 
national ideals.  
I consider Hitler less a model to be followed than an avalanche 
of propa ganda we must dig ourselves out from under. Never in 
human history has a single man received such sustained 
vilification, the basic effect and purpose of which has been to 
inhibit Whites from thinking racially and from acting in their own 
racial self - inter est, as all other racial/ethnic groups do. Learning 
the truth about Hitler is a liberating experience. By the truth I 
mean not an idealized counter -myth to the pervasive myth of 
Hitler as evil incarnate, but the man himself, faults and virtues, 
strengths a nd weaknesses. Once you've done it, once you've 
discovered the real Hitler beneath the lies and distortions that 
have buried his legacy, you'll be permanently immunized 
against anti -White propaganda, because you will have seen 
through the best/worst the Sy stem has to offer.  

__________________________________________   

Sex mob sparks revolt against Mama Merkel  
A New Yearôs Eve rampage by migrants who denounced German women as ósluts and whoresô has 

plunged the chancellor into a toxic debate about sexism, racism and whether it should slam the door 
on huge numbers of asylum seekers  

Tony  Allen - Mills,  Cologne  Published:  10  January  2016  Sunday  Times

What may prove a turning point for 
Germanyôs Willkommenskultur  (welcoming culture) had begun 
harmlessly enough about 10pm on the last day of 2015, as 
crowds gathered in a series of interlocking squar es rising from 
the banks of the Rhine up to Cologne cathedral.  

 
Anti - immigration  protesters  rally  in  Cologne  yesterday  
following  a  wave  of  sex  assaults  (Juergen  Schwarz)  
 

 

German far - right demonstrators at Cologne train station.  

German police fired water cannon close to Cologneôs gothic 
cathedral last night in an attempt to prevent clashes between 
r ival groups of left and right -wing demonstrators who had 
gathered for radically contrasting reasons to protest about the 

outbreak of sexual violence that had scarred New Yearôs Eve 
celebrations.  
Armed police, accompanied by armoured water carriers, made 
four arrests after firecrackers and bottles were thrown in the 
squares and alleys around the cathedral and main railway 
station, where dozens of young women were chased and 
molested as they had tried to celebrate the new year.  
Around 1,700 rightwingers led b y Pegida, the anti - Islamisation 
group, were held near the station as they chanted their demand 
for the ousting of Chancellor Angela Merkel, whose open -door 
refugee policies saw 1.1m migrants arrive in Germany last year  

 
A woman during a demonstration in Cologne holds a sign 
reading ñMrs Merkel ð Where are you? What do you say? 

It is frighteningò 
***  


