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W

NATURE TO NURTURE

When all the trees have been cut down,
when all the animals have been hunted,
when all the waters are polluted,
when all the air is unsafe to breathe,
only then will you discover you cannot eat money.

ulf

t was bewildering to the boy. He had
been perfectly happy living in the

northern wooded wilds for his entire life, hunting,
fishing, trapping- It had been a great life. Sure, his
mother had been an idealistic hippie, but she had let
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him live the ideal boy’s life. Since his father had
been long gone, taking off on his Harley when Wulf
was quite young, saying “I’ll be back soon,” (he
hadn’t, ever!), Wulf pretty much raised himself. He
liked it that way!

And now, on the cusp of manhood at seventeen
years, he was told by a state appointed lawyer that
he was being sent to Chicago, Illinois for his own
good!

“Wulf,” said the principal of his tiny high school,
Mr. Sandry. “Now that your mother has passed on,
the state attorney has located your nearest living
relative- in fact your only known living relative- your
grandmother Gott in Chicago. You will be required
to live with her there until your graduation next year
from high school.”

Wulf glared down at Mr. Sandry, but not with
anger. Sandry was a kindly, white haired old gent
with spectacles and suspenders, but had been a very
good teacher, and then a very good principal. Wulf
was glaring with frustration.

“I’ve been supporting the both of us for years,”
he said reasonably. “My mother was a wonderful,
gentle soul, and always has been, but she was not
really a practical sort of person. Just leave me be in
my cabin, and I’ll be fine,” he said. As he spoke, he
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gestured with strong, calloused hands. Mr. Sandry
noted the broad shoulders and muscular arms of the
youth, which were already far beyond that of most
grown men.

“I’m sorry, Wulf- I’ve already argued that point,
but the law is the law. You are enrolled to start
school in Chicago next week, so head on down and
get moved in with your grandmother. I’ll watch after
your place until you get back; don’t worry, it’ll be
good for you to get away from this wilderness and
into a civilized, cosmopolitan big city for a while!”
And he smiled reassuringly. Truth be told, the large,
rough youth seemed a poor fit for a big city; but he
didn’t say anything. The law was what it was, even
up here in this remote part of the country.

They shook hands, and Wulf strode out of the
small, one room school building he had attended his
entire life. Although he thrived out in the woods,
fields, bluffs and streams, he also had been keenly
interested in learning, particularly history. He had
read every single book in the school library, some
more than once, and fortunately for him the school
had been well stocked with all of the classics of liter-
ature. There had never been enough money to
indulge in all the latest “fads”, like “urban lit” and
“multiculturalism”. Just the basics: the Constitution
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of the United States, history of ancient Greece and
Rome, Germanic tribal law and Viking mythology.
The books and traditions upon which modern
America and western civilization had been designed
and built had shaped his education.

ack at his cabin in the woods, Wulf
started packing. He sure didn’t have a

lot to do, since he had a few rough pairs of jeans,
boots, t-shirts and flannel shirts, and that was about
it. There was no electricity to turn off, or plumbing
to worry about, since he had neither. He strode out
onto the board porch, and looked out across the field
to the woods beyond. Sheer bluff walls rose up on all
sides of the cabin, and only towards the front,
leading to the west was there a rough road. Thou-
sands of wild acres of the reservation were all about
his land, teeming with wildlife, and such had
supported his mother’s and his life since he was
quite young. He could shoot like a native, in fact he
was as much of a native here as any, having spent his
entire life in these woods.

He heard a branch crack, and looked to where it
originated. “Hey there, Kimosabi!” called a voice.

He smiled. “Nikan, my friend, your woodcraft is
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getting sloppy. You could not sneak up on a sleeping
dog, making such noise.” The Indian youth, holding
up a branch in his hands, again broke it for effect.

“If I wanted to not be heard, even you would not
know I was near,” he said. Climbing the porch steps,
he indeed did not make a sound, his mocassined feet
gliding smoothly as he moved with a smooth,
graceful economy of motion. His black hair was in
marked contrast to the tawny color of Wulf ’s,
although both swept the long locks carelessly back
from their faces. Wolf ’s blue eyes were startling in
contrast to those of Nikan’s deep brown. Although
rather tall, the Indian youth barely reached the
height of Wulf ’s shoulders. They had been friends
since childhood, and hunting partners as well.

“I’m sure you’ve heard that I’ll be leaving,” said
Wulf, pointing to the south.

“Yes, the news has spread fast. My people in the
reservation all know, and my mother and father tell
me they will watch over your place, as will I. They
send their blessings.”

Wulf nodded gravely. Nikan and his tribe had
done as much to raise him, nay more than any of his
own blood. “My friend, I will count the hours until I
can return to my homeland. I am a wild blooded
creature, and the thought of concrete, huge build-
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ings, and so many people sickens me more than any
thought of privation or hardship.”

Nikan nodded. He remembered many privations
and hardships undergone by the hulking youth who
was his closest friend, all of which Wulf had endured
and triumphed over in the end. No one in the region
would dare compare his prowess to that of Wulf,
who had, in raising himself pretty much, turned
himself into a mighty thewed hunter with catlike
strength and quickness. He had even killed a bear
single-handedly with a knife once when cornered,
saving both his and Nikan’s life!

“Goodbye my friend!” he said, holding out his
lean hand to his large, strong white friend, who
shook it heartily.

ext, Wulf went to speak with Akula,
the medicine man of the tribal village.

This man was basically his pastor, his spiritual guide
to all things of Nature and of the gods of Nature. He
knocked on the small wooden hut that Akula lived in
all alone, and the medicine man emerged, stooping
effortlessly through the low door.

Akula was tall; as tall as Wulf, but very lean
where the youth was muscular. His high cheek bones
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and black eyes proclaimed his native ancestry to the
Americas, and his traditional garb of buckskin
clothing and dark headband proclaimed his alle-
giance to his heritage. Smiling slightly, he put his
hand on Wulf ’s broad shoulder in a fatherly gesture.

“I am glad you have come to say farewell,” said
the medicine man. “The Great Spirit of my people
has told me of your journey, and tells me that
trouble will come to you in this strange land to
which you go. A land of little Nature, and too much
of man! Be cautioned, and do not forget your origin
in the wilds.” He grasped a shining necklace that he
wore about his neck, and withdrew it over his head.
Placing it over the head of the youth, he nodded
approvingly at the way the blue topaz and jade
gleamed upon the talisman against the sun bronzed
skin of Wulf ’s muscular chest. The topaz seemed to
mirror the startling blueness of the white youth’s
eyes as he gazed back at Akula. “This token of my
power, given by my father to me, and his father to
him, and back and back, will be helpful to you. You
can reach me in your hour of need, using it- I will
hear you, and send aid!”

“Thank you, grandfather,” said Wulf, fingering
the necklace. He had been calling him grandfather
since a young boy, at the medicine man’s request. “I
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will not use it unless I must!” The youth had seen
many things done by this medicine man; things that
people from civilized lands would not believe. It
would blast their reason to witness such sights that
by their standards were utterly impossible!

Akula’s eyes crinkled as he smiled, showing even
white teeth, although his shining white hair
proclaimed him to be quite elderly. “I know, my son.
Although not of our blood, you have become the
mightiest among us, and the foremost in champi-
oning our ancient ways. You know the ways of
Nature, and the great spirit, and so I have taken you
in my special care and protection!”

The youth bowed slightly, as did Akula, and then
the two parted, as Wulf walked slowly away. He
knew he would miss the guidance of this tribal elder,
who had taught him so much of the way of the
wilds.

randmother Gott

• • •
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G randmother Nora Gott was not someone
Wulf had ever even met! A few cards and
letters had come from her to her daughter

Jenna, Wulf ’s mother, over the years, but that was
all. Jenna Gott fulfilled her motherly instincts by
joining “causes”, not by being close to her only
daughter and grandson. She was an “urban intellec-
tual” if you were to ask her, a professor at the
University of Chicago in the wealthy Hyde Park
neighborhood on Chicago’s south side.

Nora Gott, back in 1964, had been one of the first
to get involved with Civil Rights at the University of
Chicago. She had been an idealistic college student
then, besotted with the rights of the underprivileged
and the downtrodden, especially “those of color”, as
it had been expressed in her new bibles The New York
Times and The New Yorker. Her professors in the
classes she was taking, teachers of sociology, anthro-
pology, the psychology, and all sorts of other “olo-
gies”, stressed that things were not fair, and those
who had a little more than those with nothing (the
middle class) should give much, much more to the
lower class. They never mentioned that the upper,
upper class (to which they belonged) should have to
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give away their wealth! But then, they meant well, and
that seemed enough to them.

She marched in the protests, and passed her
many classes in “Gender Studies” and suchlike
coursework with flying colors, particularly since the
professors marching with her in these protests were
also her own teachers in the university. She went on
to get a graduate degree herself, and then was hired
in that same university as a professor. Her opinions
went from liberal, to super-liberal, to anti-American
liberal; she had become one of “them”, a card
carrying elite liberal of a very liberal university.

She had been notified of her grandson being
assigned to her care, and reluctantly agreed to have
him for the one year required of her until he had
reached his majority at the age of 18. She had never
even met him, only seen a few pictures sent by her
daughter over the years when he had been a small
boy. ‘At least’, she thought ‘I can make sure that a
young ruffian learns some of the finer things of life,
and more importantly, I can make sure that he is
exposed to multiculturalism, since that God-forsaken
wilderness he has dwelled in must have made him
quite a hick!’

And so, she told her friends that a distant relative
from a backwards part of the country was being
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foisted upon her for a year, and she planned to
expose him to culture, and in particular minority
culture (she always emphasized that he surely was
sadly deprived from the “minority experience”), and
so would not put him into the highly rated Univer-
sity of Chicago Laboratory School the the university
controlled privately on campus, but would let him
experience “multiculturalism” by enrolling him into
the free public high school, Hyde Park High. Always
left unsaid was that the cost for one year at the Lab
School was $34,000, and the the student body was
overwhelmingly white and Asian. All knew that
Hyde Park High was 100% black.

The other thing always left unspoken was the
incredibly high degree of violence and crime, both in
the Hyde Park neighborhood itself, and even right
within the high school. Politically incorrect things, in
this land of decadence and hypocrisy, were utterly off
the table in “polite” discourse.

enesis of a Wulf

• • •
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“G randmother” Gott, aged 71, had never
thought of herself as a grandmother. In
fact, she never saw herself as a mother,

either, although she had been a one, from when she
was 18 years of age. She had the child, back in her
hometown, and left the little girl with her parents
there. For it was one of “Grandma’s” secrets that she
was, indeed, from a small, conservative town out of
state. A rural town, in fact, and this one thing was
something she kept as secret as the fact of her own
motherhood from her professorial peers in the
University. It just would not do to have it be known
that the Gender Studies professor at the University of
Chicago had once had a (fleeting) interest in men-
(the oppressors for God’s sake!)- and had even
cohabited long enough with one to have had a child!

The little girl, who later became Wulf’s mother,
was a dainty little waif named Noel by her grand-
mother. The old grandmother, her farmer husband,
and little Noel lived very happily in their little town
on the edge of a river, and most thought they had
just had a child late in life. Noel was never seen by
her real mother, although occasionally a card would
come to the family, with clippings from the Chicago
Tribune and The Sun Times telling of various marches
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and protests, and once a photo of Nora holding aloft
a sign saying “Black Power!”.

Although the little old couple had used their life
savings to get their daughter Nora through college in
far away Chicago, what these marches meant to
them was very obscure. They had never even seen a
black person, except sometimes on television, and
certainly had never hurt or oppressed anyone of any
color!

“Nora is just really, really bright,” said her
mother one day, “and she understands things that
we could never even comprehend- like outer space
and trigonometry!” She looked at her husband, who
was smoking his pipe on the porch next to her.

“Maybe,” he said. But his tone was doubtful. He
looked off across the yard, where little Noel was
playing with her doll, and smiled. “But I think we can
appreciate what’s really important!” And he gestured
with his pipe towards the laughing little girl.

oel had always been a free spirit, the
delight of her grandparents, who

thought of themselves as her mother and father. She
delighted in the surrounding woods, and played on
the banks of Plum creek that ran right behind the
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house. She was very unlike her mother Nora, who
had never enjoyed the outdoors, and was only happy
inside, reading news of far away places like New
York City, London, or Chicago. Where Noel was
carefree, living in the present and delighting both
herself and others in it, her mother had been serious,
even as a child. Noel was really a perpetual child,
and her mother was born old! Complete opposites,
really.

As time went on, little Noel grew into quite a
beautiful young woman, and her loving “parents”
grew quite old, and eventually first her grandfather,
and then her grandmother died. She lived on in the
old farmhouse which her mother never visited, and
met a man whom she eventually married. He was a
large, powerful man, and very decisive about every-
thing. At first, she had loved someone who made all
the decisions, and entrusted everything to him.

Eventually, he sold the farm, and took Noel away
with him to an isolated place in the far north of the
country. And for several years, they were happy
there, as Noel spent her time painting her beloved
watercolors, and wandering like a delighted nymph
through the sylvan, wooded glades of the forest
surrounding the cabin that her husband had built.
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He would hunt, fish, and ride away on his motor-
cycle for days at a time.

When Noel realized that she was going to be a
mother, she was overjoyed! Her husband, Gunnar,
was not so much at all. Always a moody, silent sort,
he now became morose, hardly speaking for days at a
time. And, after the little babe they named Wulf was
born, one day he just got on his motorcycle and was
gone, never to return.

Those were tough times for young Noel and her
little baby, and they probably wouldn’t have made it
without the help of the Indian folks nearby on the
reservation. One “brave” had been good friends with
Gunnar, and he pretty much adopted the two, Noel
and Wulf into his family. His wife was already good
friends with Noel, and often accompanied her on her
long walks, and would sit sewing leather garments as
Noel would paint. Her baby was born the same year,
and he was Nikan- they grew up together in the
woods, playing and then hunting over fields, hills
and streams throughout their youth. They both grew
fast, but Wulf was already doing the tasks of a man
by his 12th year, and then equalling any man a few
years later. There was always ample wood, meat, and
other necessities once these two had reached young
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manhood, not only for their own families, but for the
whole tribe!

Wulf and Nikan went through the manhood cere-
monies together, and were inducted as warriors into
the tribe by their 15th year. Wulf was happy in
Nature and the reservation, but he was white, and so
after his mother passed away, he was ordered to
leave his beloved wilderness to satisfy the white
man’s law.

s he drove his old jeep down the back
roads to Chicago (Wulf had heard of the

horrendous toll roads in Illinois), the youth was not
really thinking all that much about his grandmother,
but he did muse on how much different their life
experiences and viewpoints must be. Wulf was pretty
much self-reliant to a fault- he rarely asked anything
of anyone, and just innately assumed that that is
how most folks were. It was just fair, that no man
should make himself the burden of another.

So, he fully planned to pay his own way for the
year he must live with his grandmother, and also
planned to help her out as much as he could. He
didn’t know a lot about city ways, but he would like
to get to know his only living blood relative, and
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protect her from the hazards of her own world,
which he was well aware were somehow much
different from those he was accustomed to! He had
brought his life’s savings, which was not all that
much, although he did have some gold coins his
mother had gradually amassed over the years for him
and herself, since she did not trust banks. And of
course, he had brought his firearms- a pump action
shotgun, a couple of big bore pistols, a lever action
rifle, and plenty of ammunition. Perhaps there was
some good hunting down there, in the green parks
he had seen in maps along the lake? Of course, he
also had his hunting knives and his longbow that he
had made himself, along with his homemade arrows.

He finally hit highway 45, an old two lane “blue
highway”, so named for the color it had commanded
on maps for many decades. This venerable road
bisects the states of Wisconsin and Illinois, and
predates that national highway system, and the
onerous toll roads of Illinois. Just to traverse its
length was an education for Wulf, since he had rarely
seen towns or villages, much less cities. The small
towns he passed through in Wisconsin were inter-
esting to him, and he sometimes detoured to see the
places, with their small churches and schools, and
slow paced way of life. These folks he understood,
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but as to why they would want to live in town, even
a small town surrounded with woods and farm
fields, he could not fathom.

But as he continued down towards Illinois, and
finally into the beginning of the megalopolis of
Chicagoland itself, with it’s endless concrete and
blacktop suburbs, snarled traffic, and blaring horns,
he became more and more bewildered- Who would
choose to live here, when there was wilderness
and green, running waters and wildlife aplenty
elsewhere? He shook his head, and it was then that
he started to feel the beginnings of foreboding, since
what good could there be in a land such as this?

ora Gott’s Place

ulf finally pulled up in front of a
rather palatial looking building,

which was the home of his grandmother Gott. It still
seemed strange to him that he shared the surname
of someone he had never met; but his mother Noel
had changed her name back to her maiden name
after his father had left. Seeing his own name on the
buzzer in the front hallway, he rang the bell.
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Steps came down the hall, and the door was flung
open. A handsome older woman stood there, dressed
very properly in a business type of suit. She looked
him up and down, unsmilingly. “Hello, I am your
grandson Wulf,” he finally said, in as friendly of a
voice as he could muster.

“First, do not address me as grandmother- I
have informed my colleagues that a distant relative
would be staying with me, and you will not disabuse
them of that fact.” She glared in pointed disapproval
of him- his size, his long reddish hair, his unkempt
casual clothing of jeans, boots and t-shirt, and finally
reluctantly stepped back to allow him entrance.

Walking past her, Wulf was astonished at the
palatial splendor, at least to him, of her gleaming
condominium. As he had slowly driven here through
the endless traffic and noise, the buildings had
gotten steadily worse and more squalid, with trash
strewn streets, and broken windows and tenements.
But then, all at once, just as he was really close to his
grandmother’s location, everything had miracu-
lously- become really nice! It was startling, really: one
moment he was navigating his old jeep through
burned out cars and junk, next to rotting slum build-
ings; the next, and he was in a rather dazzling neigh-
borhood of immaculately restored vintage buildings,
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perfectly kept parks and lawns, and lush flower beds!
The vehicles changed from old sedans with smashed
out headlights and rusty bodies, into perfect high
end cars with expensive, status-conscious emblems
on the hoods, and garage doors that slid open
smoothly when their owner drove up in his sleek
ride.

The hallway, and next to it the kitchen here were
in good keeping with what he had seen on the last
mile or so of his journey- gleaming stainless steel,
endless cherry wood cabinetry, and deep carpets
made up the vision. ‘Why the disparity, the huge
difference between so near to here, and then here
itself!?’ he thought.

“If you are through gawking, I will show you to
where you will be staying here,” said his grand-
mother in a cold voice. She led the way down the
hall, past a huge living room of sumptuous carved
chairs and opulent sofas, the largest television screen
Wulf had ever seen (he had seen very few, and had
never owned one), and finally past several doors he
assumed were bedrooms. Finally, she came to the
last one, and opened it.

A very small room was revealed, with no furni-
ture whatsoever. The one small window looked out
upon a brick wall. “I had to remove my storage items
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from this room for you, I hope you appreciate it!” Her
expression showed plainly that she did not think he
appreciated her immense effort. “You may use this
bathroom,” - she pointed to a door across the hall,
and none of the others!” ‘More than one bathroom??’
Wulf thought amazedly. He set his bags upon the
floor of the room.

“May I call you ‘Wulf ’?” she asked, without a
hint of a question in her voice. “Good, but really, I
don’t expect to see much of you while you are here-
we can have nothing in common, since I am a
respected professor in a highly distinguished
university in a major city, and you…” she trailed off,
but the supercilious look upon her face left no
doubt as to what she thought about him. “ I don’t
“cook” (she said the word as if she were swearing),
but I suppose you may in the kitchen down the
hall, but of course you must also clean up every bit
of whatever type of mess you make, immediately.
Also, keep it quiet- I keep very late hours for my
study and research, and must necessarily sleep very
late into the day. “Do NOT disturb me!” this last
was said very definitely, and was accompanied with
the most vicious glare the youth had ever seen, at
least from a human being. Attacking animals had
looked at him like that…And, turning abruptly, she
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was gone, shutting the door rather loudly
behind her.

Shaking his head, Wulf opened his bag, first
taking out the sleeping bag that he always carried
along with him everywhere. He removed a number
of books that he had also brought with him, that he
could not imagine being without. History books,
both ancient and modern, along with early American
history and the constitution were there, along with
Plato’s Republic and The Rise and Fall of the Roman
Empire. There were also novels, from Dickens to Tom
Wolfe. Nora Gott would have been amazed indeed to
see this fraction of the books devoured daily by her
grandson, most of which she herself had never read,
and would have considered “obsolete”. But still, she
would have been very shocked…

Many a pampered historian and English literature
professor within the ivy walls of the nearby Univer-
sity of Chicago would have been dumbfounded by
the knowledge gained by this hulking youth from
what they would consider a worthless, flyover back-
water. He read not for grades, or for status in acad-
emia and the approbation of his peers- Wulf read
with a huge hunger for knowledge, and truth! He
wanted knowledge for it’s own sake, and his vora-
cious reading was one of the passions of his life, just
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as surely as hunting and experiencing nature with
himself within it, and a part of it.

here was his grandmother’s voice at his
door again, raised shrilly so as to not

necessitate opening the door to be heard. “Young
man! I have enrolled you into the Hyde Park High
School. It begins classes in just two days; so be ready
to go on Monday. 8 o’clock AM sharp!” And with
that, her high heeled footsteps receded noisily down
the polished wooden floor of the hallway.

yde Park, Chicago

ulf spent that first night in the
lavish condominium of his grand-

mother, reading. He did leave his room at one point
to get something to eat in the kitchen. There was no
sign of her that whole evening, it was obvious that
she had gone out. The kitchen was amazing to the
youth, with gleaming long counters, a huge table,
and cabinets loaded with elaborate cooking utensils,
china, flatware, and rows of expensive knives. The
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stove was enameled iron, and was more suited to a
gourmet restaurant. Opening the shining, stainless
steel door of the refrigerator, Wulf was surprised to
see- almost nothing! There were a few boxes of left-
over pizza and other restaurant foods, but nothing
else.

He shook his head ruefully. For Wulf, good nutri-
tion was key- “A healthy mind in a strong body!” is
something he had learned from his reading many
years since. ‘Well,’ he thought, ‘tomorrow I must get
some real food to store here, and I will look around
as well!’ And with that, he went back to his room.
For another thing he had learned was that to fast, to
miss meals when unavoidable, was actually a good
thing- it trained the body and will to go without,
strengthening both mind and spirit.

Wulf woke early the next morning, clear headed
and sharp. After visiting the small guest bathroom,
he began his morning exercise routine, which he did
each and every morning whenever possible. First,
some easy stretches, followed by resistance exercises
that he had found in old courses in the small reser-
vation library at home. He would flex each limb, and
then move it through the full range of motion, fully
flexed. Sounds easy, but the resistance the youth
could generate within his own muscles was massive,
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and soon he was bathed in sweat. He then did calis-
thenics, more extreme stretching, and then self-
resistance, with one limb resisting the movement of
another. This is the most natural form of exercise
there is, to exercise like a cat, and the result had
been Wulf ’s amazing physique and quickness. He
went through the routine as a form of moving medi-
tation, so totally immersed in the experience that he
literally was not thinking consciously, but actually
was completely in the moment.

In under an hour, he was done- refreshed, ener-
gized, and at peace. This was just what had been
practiced by the ancient Greeks in their gymnasiums,
and Wulf had appropriated it to great success. So far
as he knew, only he and his friend Nikan were the
sole remaining practitioners of this ancient art of
physical culture.

After showering in the small but to him lavish
bathroom, he dressed and left the condo. Going
down the well-appointed hallway, paneled in dark
wood, he pushed open the heavy glass door to the
brilliant sunshine of late summer. He sauntered
down the walkway to the sidewalk, the looked about
him interestedly. How wealthy must these people be,
he thought?

Just a few blocks away, he could see the massive,
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ivy covered temples of learning that made up the
campus of the University of Chicago. He walked that
way, interested to see where his grandmother
worked. Everything was lavish, with rich marbles on
the buildings, statues of past presidents on the
grounds, set off by well tended shrubbery and
massive beds of flowers. It being the early morning,
he was almost alone as he walked the campus.

Gardeners and other maintenance workers looked
at him curiously as he passed, a giant white youth in
jeans and t-shirt; he was not what they were used to
seeing. Some thought him a new worker being
brought in, and others that perhaps he was one of
the students recruited from some small town far
away. ‘Before long,’ thought one 40 something main-
tenance worker with UC on his uniform shirt ‘the
other kids will shame him into buying all of their
expensive prep school outfits’, and then he went
back to pruning the shrubs.

He tried one door to a building, but it was still
locked. Turning back towards the sidewalk, he saw a
black police car speeding towards him, and stopping
right next to him. The window rolled smoothly
down. “May I see your student I.D. please?” said the
officer, not unpleasantly.

“I have none. I am a visitor here, and am staying
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with my- with a relative,” he quickly corrected
himself.

The officer, who did not seem like a police officer
at all, looked surprised, but then said “No one is
allowed on the campus other than students!” Wulf
noticed that his car said University of Chicago PD,
and then he got it- this was a private police force,
hired by the university itself! Why would a univer-
sity, a temple of learning, need it’s own police
department? Especially since the city of Chicago had
a huge police force, as he knew from his reading
before coming down here.

“I can tell you aren’t from around here, at least,”
said the officer speculatively. “You don’t even sound
like it, much less look like it! What are you looking
for?”

“Well, a library, and a park is what I am looking
for. I start high school in two days, at Hyde Park
High School, and I-“

The officer cut him off- “What? Not in one of the
University Lab Schools, but in the public high
school!!??”

Wulf nodded, and the officer asked him, “And
your relation enrolled you there? Don’t do it, go back
home, that’s not possible- and your relative works
here??”

A BARBARIAN IN CHICAGO

27



Wulf explained that he could not leave, he had to
stay until he was 18 with his relative, it was
the law…

“Son, talk to your relation. Tell them that I, Wes
Parker of the UCPD, say that you going to the public
high school is not possible…” He appeared to want
to go on, but decided it was really not his business,
and he could easily get in trouble for what he was
about to say. He wanted to say the that high school
was 100% black, except for a few teachers, and that
violence and crime there was off the charts. He
wanted to say that this large youth would become a
huge target, and probably would not last one day
there. But he knew about the liberal mindset here,
about what his employers at the university would do
to him if they found out. They were ‘limousine liber-
als’, each and every one; protected from the wild
levels of violent crime that existed all around their
little island of privilege and wealth- protected by a
well trained and funded police force of mercenaries
like himself! So, he stopped himself.

“The library is the Blackstone library, up on 49th
street. Not safe to walk to, not at all. Of course, the
U of C library is only open to students… the best
parks are over towards the lake,” here he pointed
towards the east, “but be careful what streets you
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choose to get there.” He looked up at Wulf apprais-
ingly, noting his huge size and musculature approv-
ingly, but worrying for him just the same. “Just be
careful, son, and keep your wits about you.” And
with that, he drove off.

Wulf pondered what he had heard as he walked
to the east. Hopefully he could find some green
space to sustain him while he was here. But first, he
was ravenous! He headed into a diner type of place
as soon as he spotted it.

abe’s Grub

he sign above the small cafe said Gabe’s
Grub, and Wulf opened the door. Tanta-

lizing aromas washed around the hungry young
man as he walked to a counter and sat down. He
very rarely had been to eat at restaurants, and really
didn’t trust the quality of the food in most. He
preferred his own food, prepared by himself or one
of the native women in his rural home, usually in
the form of wild game or fish and vegetables, either
wild or from his own garden. His diet, like his
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home territory and lifestyle, was pristine and
healthy.

This place looked like a different kind of restau-
rant, however, since it had signs saying VEGAN and
ORGANIC FRUITS AND VEGGIES. A smiling man,
looking to be Hawaiian or of some Polynesian extrac-
tion, came over and beamed into Wulf ’s face. “Well,
mah health-minded young man, I do nah see many
of your type in here! Vegan or vegetarian? Low fat?
You name it, I got it yah!” Wulf hardly knew what he
was talking about, but the infectious grin and
strange accent made the waiter strangely appealing.

“Beef? Do you have beef or wild game of some
sort?” he asked hopefully. The man’s face fell,
making him look like a sad little Buddha.

“Na- only fruit and veg- wait!” As if a great idea
had just struck him, he pulled a large canister from a
blender and started loading it with vegetables of all
sorts: leafy greens and carrots, beets and broccoli, he
added them in. Next, he poured in frozen organic
berries of all colors, blue, red, yellow and orange,
followed by a grapefruit, avocado, and a lemon which
he peeled expertly and added to the container with a
flourish. Lastly, with a wink, he put in two raw eggs
and added a can of coconut milk, “From my home-
land, bra!” he declared.
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Putting the canister onto it’s base, he flicked the
switch. It hummed quietly for a minute or so, and
then he poured the contents into a large clear glass
and set it before the startled youth. Thick and
creamy, it tasted wonderful to him, and he drank the
glass in just a few draughts. My, it was good- and
healthy too! At least he would not starve during his
stay here. The proprietor refilled his glass, draining
the rest of the canister. As Wulf drank, he looked on
approvingly.

“You like it, huh?” he stated rather than asked,
since Wulf drained this glass almost as quickly as the
first. “Very, very good for you! I say it make yah
strong, but I think me you already strong!” Wulf
stared at his empty glass with satisfaction, feeling
the glow of health and strength flow through his
already very strong and healthy body. He could
always get meat later.

The proprietor held out his hand, which was
strong and large in juxtaposition to his rather portly
little body. “Gabe Hakulani,” he said. Wulf grasped
his hand, and replied with his own name. “You are
not from here, eh? Maybe you from far, far north?”
Wulf nodded, and told him his own name. “Well,
you be careful hereabout, Wulf Gott! Not many, nah-
none like you here!” He looked appraisingly at the
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sheer size and power evident in the youth, and his
tawny hair and rough clothing. “But now, you have
friend in Gabe, best smoothie maker in the whole
world!”

Smiling back, Wulf stood and paid the bill, which
was surprisingly less than he would have thought,
given all of the food packed within that one drink. As
he left, he noticed a few very thin, almost starved
looking young men and women, eating tiny amounts
of a whitish gelatinous-like substance, and sipping
tea. Shaking his head, he left, thinking that these
college kids had a lot to learn about a strong mind in
a healthy body.

o the Park

e started walking, always heading
eastward towards the lake. He saw many

white students, and nearly as many Asian students
on the campus as he traveled. He saw them surrepti-
tiously staring at him as he passed, then looking
quickly away. He paid no attention whatsoever, his
mind was on seeing some green space, since he felt
trapped in this urban environment, like a tiger in a
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cage.
He was on 55th street, and all was tidy and well

kept. The buildings were all rather magnificent, large
piles of brick and stone, devoted to learning. Finally
he passed under an elevated train track, and he was
getting nearer to the lake- he could smell it! Very
large apartment buildings were all about him, and all
he could think of was ‘why would anyone want to
live in a tiny little box far above our mother earth?’
For Wulf was first and foremost a worshipper of
Nature- the natural world was the fit setting for God,
and also for man! When Wulf communed with God,
he went out into Nature, which was the visible face
of God in the world. Nothing made by man even
approached it, and most things made by man quickly
became tawdry and over-decorated. The traffic was
awful, and the exhaust smoke offended him.

Finally, he reached the park, by first following a
small tunnel beneath a huge roadway called Lake
Shore Drive that literally swarmed with traffic. When
he emerged on the other side, his long walk seemed
well worth it- a beautiful swath of greenery, and a
long beachfront beckoned him, along with outcrop-
pings of rock elevations. Beyond a long paved path
that ran along the beach; ‘Why pave it?’ he thought,
‘Why ruin God’s good earth?’, there protruded out
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into the lake a long peninsula that the sign
proclaimed as Promontory Point.

This would be the place he could renew himself,
he thought. Physically, if Wulf could not get out into
the natural world on a daily basis, as he had for his
entire life, he thought he would become physically
sick. There was the crying of gulls, and a view of the
city from out here that was impressive, but Wulf
looked primarily at the land, the lake, and the beach!
He could breathe out here, run on the beach bare-
foot, do pushups in the fresh air as far from the
Drive as he could get. He set off to explore the whole
park, which was overall called Burnham Park, which
included the ‘Point’, and was over 600 acres in size.

Late that afternoon, Wulf finally reluctantly left
the park to return to Nora’s place. He had come to
think of her as “Nora”, since “grandmother” seemed
strange to call someone A. that you didn’t really
know, and B- that wanted your relationship to
remain a secret. He headed back through the tunnel
under Lake Shore Drive, this time returning on 57th
street to see more of the area, since he had gone out
on 55th. After a few blocks, he saw a large building
down on South Stony Island, and he headed that way
to investigate- it was Hyde Park Public High School,
where Nora had enrolled him!
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It was an old building, and quite decrepit looking,
unlike the wonderfully restored classic buildings on
the University of Chicago campus. Trash littered the
surrounding lot, and even the steps of the school
building itself. A large group of black youths of
about his own age lounged in front of the building,
although school had been over for hours. Many were
smoking, some were drinking, and they looked out
sullenly at each car that went by. Wulf walked
towards them, hoping to get a closer look at his
future school. He noticed one boy circling behind
him, as two more looked at him challengingly. He
had no idea as to why, but then he had never seen a
black person before the last few days. Perhaps they
were extra friendly, he thought?

He nodded towards the two before him, who just
stood there, their black eyes boring into him. He
nodded towards them in a friendly fashion, and then,
the keen ears that had been trained in the wilderness
for his whole life caught a scuffling sound on the
concrete just behind him. He turned with incredible
swiftness, sensing an attack as surely as would a
tiger in another dangerous jungle, and saw the fist
flying towards the backside of his head!

With a quickness that was again tigerish in it’s
speed, he turned and met the fist, that had been
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meant to knock him out in the street, with an open
hand. The fist stopped abruptly, and the fellow who
had thrown the punch looked astonished. His flying
punch had been not avoided, but simply stopped dead
against what seemed an immovable wall, but now
the hand that had stopped his punch began to close
around his fist.

He tried to back away, but the large hand impris-
oned him. The large white youth who owned that
hand looked at him appraisingly. “Why would you
seek to strike me, who has done you no harm?”
asked the youth. He answered with unprintable
swearing, which truth be told Wulf could not even
understand most of his words, spoken as they were
in a strange dialect only faintly English. He tried to
back away, and started striking with his other fist,
ineffectually against the muscle plated chest of his
opponent.

Annoyed, Wulf began to squeeze the black fist in
his hand. There were a few sharp cracks as fingers
broke, and an agonized gasp from the black attacker
as he abruptly stopped swearing. Then, Wulf
released the broken fist, and the “knockout game”
assailant, for such he was, fell to his knees, crying.
The other blacks had frozen, not even sure what they
had just seen. The youth who had just been “dissed”
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as they would have expressed it was Tibo, the leader
of the toughest group in that high school! He had
meant to show them once again how tough he was,
and it had backfired in a huge way with this, what-
one big white kid from who know where? Momen-
tarily, the group was rudderless, without any idea
how to respond or react.

Wulf looked at the two who still stood before
him, and the look on his face as his eyes burned
bluely towards them was…sinister. This wild youth,
born and bred in a rugged land, had the untamed
ferocity and power of an animal from the wild, just
beneath a thin veneer of book learning and civiliza-
tion. They were the degenerate spawn of a decadent
civilization, supported by the government, gone
savage. He was born to the ways of the true wilder-
ness, he was part of clean combat and survival of the
fittest, not someone who had learned to be vicious
because of bad example and over-leniency.

They saw the look he gave them from blazing
blue eyes, and they backed up, quickly. He walked
towards them, and they suddenly broke and ran, as a
pack of jackals will run from an approaching lion.
The rest of the loungers on the steps of the school
just sat there, since Wulf had not looked towards
them. But none arose, not even to help Tibo, sobbing
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on the sidewalk. Wulf walked deliberately away,
musing on the nature of his future schooling, and
the character of his future classmates. Was this what
Nora had meant when she said she wanted him to
experience “cultural diversity”?
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UNIVERSITY OF CHICAGO

A Dinner Party

Nora was out with friends! It was a nice dinner they
were having, a little party at Nick and Shiela Wester-
mans’ (Women’s Studies). Shel Goldstein (Anthro-
pology) and Marie were there, along with the couple
Donna and Cindy (Environmental Studies), and
Charles Jonas (Black Studies). The Westermans’ had
a lovely house, well mansion would be the real word
for it, just off of the University, quite close to the
mansion of Jesse Jackson, Sr. and down the way from
the home of Barrack Obama. Nick and Shiela were



both professors in Women’s Studies, no children
(‘bravo!’ thought Nora), and both had inherited large
amounts of money.

“So, we don’t really have to work, you know,”
said Shiela, in her languid, cultured voice. She
sounded as if she had accents from England, France
and South America all rolled in to one strange one,
and indeed she had resided in all of those places
growing up. “It’s just the right thing to do- to give
back, you know,” she said. She was wearing what
was just then the height of fashion in Hyde Park
upper circles- a dashiki with an African type of print,
although made of 100% silk in Paris, not Africa. She
actually only taught one class per week, the rest of
her time was spent in unstructured “research”.

Nick poured out wine for himself, and raised his
eyebrows. “Any refills?” Nora held out her glass,
smiling. Nick filled her glass, and then that of
Charles, who was sitting next to her.

“Thanks, my nigger,” said Charles, who was
black. Everyone smiled delightedly- Charles had
explained to them all that if a black person called
you a “nigger”, it was a term of endearment. But he
also explained that if any white person were to say
the same thing, he would be racist scum, and prob-
ably should be jailed for extreme cultural unaware-



ness. Nora didn’t really get the logic; if something is
bad for someone to do, does it not follow it is a bad
thing for anyone to do? But she just smiled, and went
along with the crowd. After all, these were her people.

As a matter of fact, this is exactly what all of
them, all of these wealthy, privileged, entitled people
did as a matter of course- they went along with the
crowd. Here in this bastion of higher learning, a place
of supposed free speech and diversity of opinion,
there was absolutely no tolerance for diversity what-
soever. You were either politically correct, meaning
you changed your viewpoint determined by the elite
liberal “fashion” of the moment, or else you were not
only wrong and ignorant, but hateful and an awful
human being!

The Westermans’ had a “girl” working for them,
a Mexican immigrant named Rosie. In her 40’s,
Rosie did all the housework, cooking, and cleaning
in the household, for which she was granted a small
room in the back, and the privilege to cook her own
food after Nick and Shiela were done eating. Rosie
was illegal, and so not only did they not have to pay
her very much at all, they also didn’t have to provide
Social Security or Medical benefits for her.

Rosie was handing out plates of food, all vegan.
There were lentils, rice, all kinds of beans, and



stringy looking salad greens with oilless dressing. No
salt shaker was available, and no butter, but there
was a large assortment of dry bread. Murmurs of
happiness arose from the diners, as they all took very
small bites of the food, and then put down their
forks for more wine.

“I really don’t know why so many people think
they need to kill animals,” said Donna. If all of us
could just be content with eating vegetables the
world would be such a better place! Really, there
should be legislation prohibiting animal abuse like
that!” Her cheeks were flushed with her passion for
this cause, and her “partner” Cindy nodded in agree-
ment. Both were easily 80 pounds overweight.

Shel Goldstein piped up, with his rather high,
nasal voice. “I know if we were all eating vegan, the
environment would not be so challenged. Fruits and
vegetables, bread and pasta- one should ask for no
more!” He reached for a dry, black roll, and set it on
his plate. He drank some more wine, and continued:
“The only reason native meat eating tribespeople in
the third world don’t die of heart disease, is that
they die before it manifests itself!”

This despite the fact that there has never, ever in
history been a vegetarian or vegan culture. Never!
How this could not be known by an anthropologist



professor seems impossible, and the only explana-
tion is that the overwhelming political correctness of
such an elite group somehow altered his view of
reality. There were many things in this upper class,
liberal programmed elite group that demanded that
they ignore things about them that did not fit in with
the predetermined world view of that group.

“Rosie! More wine!” barked Shiela Westermann.
Couldn’t she see that the bottle was almost gone?
Honestly, sometimes she thought she should just let
her go, and get another, younger “girl” from Mexico.
Illegal, or course. There were always plenty more
coming over…

Nora had drunk perhaps half of that last bottle
herself, and she was more than ready for more. She
was starving, but the food in front of her, the dry,
tasteless beans and rice, the oilless salad and bread
held no appeal. The wine helped. She would have to
get a burrito or something after she left. But, these
were her best friends; the elite of the elite, the most
politically correct connections in the entire Univer-
sity! She was so lucky to be connected with such a
group. She motioned to her glass impatiently when
Rosie came back with a fresh bottle.

Certain things could, and should be spoken of in
such a circle; certain other things could never even



be hinted at. “White Privilege” had been explained to
them all by Charles long ago: “White people are so
advantaged in society that it explains everything”,
he said, much more animatedly than he said most
things, since he was normally so even-toned in his
speech, almost pedantic, as if he were in front of a
classroom.

“When a white person commits a crime, and they
do, I assure you, as often as blacks do, he is not
arrested! Why? Because there are more police in black
neighborhoods, and so they arrest more people. If
white neighborhoods were policed as much as black,
why there would be just as many arrests!” Charles
continued.

Even Nora wondered about this, since just a few
blocks away from the university, which was patrolled
intensively by a private police force, there were huge
no go zones where even Charles himself would never
presume to drive through, much less walk through,
at any hour of the day due to overwhelming, savage,
violent crime! But she nodded right along with the
rest.

She thought briefly of her new “charge”, the
grandson she wished she had never inflicted upon
herself. ‘Well, he will get a dose of multiculturalism
very soon, and that will open his mind!’ she thought



to herself. She smiled, and it was not in satisfaction
over the food.

Blackstone Library

The next morning Wulf was up early, as was usual
for him. He had found in his life that going to bed
early and awakening early was most beneficial for
both his mental, and his physical being. This was the
last day before the start of school, and he was deter-
mined to do more exploring. His grandmother Nora
must have come home quite late last night, and
never awoke until late morning, having arranged for
all of her classes to meet in the afternoon. This
worked for Wulf!

He started off with a big pile of eggs that he had
bought the evening before. He had had to look
around a bit before he found a store that sold good
eggs and meat from pasture raised animals. Finally,
he asked his new friend Gabe Hakulani where he got
his produce for his restaurant, and he steered him to
a small health food store. The prices were high, he
thought, but he also knew that good health was
paramount, and top quality food was still far cheaper



than doctor bills. Wulf had never been to a real
medical doctor in his life, and planned to avoid it
forever if he could. For anything short of acute
trauma, like a gunshot wound or severe automobile
accident, he could tell that they were largely useless-
they only treated the symptoms of disease, not the
causes. They knew nothing about health.

The youth had stocked his grandmother’s almost
empty refrigerator with loads of fresh and frozen
organic vegetables, pastured butter and cheese, grass
fed beef and free range eggs. He would dearly miss
the wild game he had thrived on for his whole short
life, but he would approximate his healthy wild diet
as best he could in this urban zoo- for that was how
he was beginning to view his current urban environ-
ment. He saw his fellow urban dwellers as poorly
managed zoo animals, totally used to living in an
unnatural, man made concrete environment, with
bad air, barely drinkable water, and terrible
processed foods. Sadly, they didn’t even have a clue
as to how humans were meant to live, and all the
natural incentives for a healthy, self-sufficient, and
productive life in the wild had been removed and
perverted by bad governmental policies. He would
just have to make the best of it for the year…

After eating a large quantity, he stopped at Gabe’s



Grub, sitting on the stool at the counter as before.
Gabe smiled broadly as he entered, and began to mix
up a similar concoction to the one from before. This
time he varied the veggies to different varieties, and
added in ginger root, cinnamon, turmeric and other
spices, along with apple cider vinegar and kefir. He
finished off with a large beet, and blended it all
together, presenting Wulf with a large RED
Smoothie when it had finished spinning in the big
blender.

“For my youngish frien’ Wulf!” he said happily.
“Keepin’ ya healthy, that mah job now!” Wulf smiled
his thanks, and drank it down in a few long
draughts. “You have good appetite, that sure,” said
Gabe, pouring out the rest of the canister into the
now empty glass.

Wulf handed him some bills, nodded, and was
back out on the street. He was heading north on
Ellis avenue, intent on finding the library in town.
He knew it was far north, and he remembered that
the private policeman from the university force had
warned him not to walk. He ignored the advice, since
he was a self-directed young man, following the
promptings of his own adventurous spirit, and his
own notions of right and wrong. He was a free man,
in a supposedly free and equal country, and he would



go where he would, when he wanted. He would give
free passage to any man who ventured into his
woods back home, and he expected the same treat-
ment from urban dwellers as he passed through their
strange land.

At first, the way north was well-tended buildings,
and nicely kept small lawns. But the farther north he
went, it got…worse and worse. After a few miles,
every person he saw was black. ’Why was this,’ he
thought, ‘since all he had heard since he’d been here
was about multiculturalism and how wonderful it
was? If that was so, why were the races of people
totally separate?’ It made no sense to him, and he
resolved to look things up about this and other
things puzzling him about his new environment in
this Blackstone library.

Many were the challenging, hostile glares
directed at the large youth as he walked, peering
about curiously as he went. Most seemed to take his
curiosity as an affront, but none pressed the issue,
probably because of Wulf ’s sheer size and appear-
ance. He never looked back in anger, but merely had
an impassive, no-nonsense look about him that was
somehow warning in and of itself. He was like a lion
walking past the dens of jackals.

There were burned out and broken street lights



and windows, and all the residents seemed oblivious,
lounging about as if all was well. Why did they not
repair their own environment, their own dwellings?
It made no sense whatsoever to the clean-limbed
youth as he trudged onward. Perhaps he could look
that up, as well!

Finally, when the sun was directly overhead, he
saw it, a large, actually beautiful building from long
ago, when Chicago’s south side was the shining
crown of the city! It arose like a jewel in a pile of
dirty gravel, since the surrounding neighborhood
was badly decayed now. Wulf climbed the stone
stairs, and passed through the massive pillars
flanking the doorway.

Inside, it was a wonder of architecture from when
the word meant something real- the building was
nothing short of gorgeous! A large vaulted ceiling
with a rotunda inlaid with metal rose over all, and
mahogany furniture and bronze lamps made for a
luxurious reading room. Lines of computers stood to
the side, and Wulf trod on an Italian marble floor.
The room was remarkably uncrowded, and the youth
knew he had found a source of real wealth, knowl-
edge, and comfort in this otherwise crumbling city.

• • •



Nora’s Gender Studies Class

Nora was having an excellent day in her afternoon
class! She believed she was making real headway
with some of her students that had come from small
towns and other countries, they really seemed to be
beginning to understand true diversity. She had
explained that true diversity meant that you must
view the world “liberally”, which means that you
‘must accept all points of view equally, even if you
don’t like them.’

Sarah, a fresh faced young girl from somewhere
in Arizona, had raised her hand, looking perplexed.

“But if I don’t agree with someone on something
like, say gay marriage, must I say that I do?” she
asked.

“Of course you must,” said Nora severely, really
shocked at such naiveté. “Anything that others find
acceptable, you must also embrace. Anything other
than that is just hatred, and intolerance. What we
need to remember is that all points of view are
equally right. Unless, of course, they promote hatred
and racism- those views are to be stamped out and
destroyed! Anyone who spouts off opinions that



might make any other group feel bad is evil and
hateful.”

Benjamin Lee, a student from South Korea who
was enrolled in advanced engineering at the univer-
sity, spoke up. “But what of North Korea? It is an
intolerant country next to mine that I do not like!”

Nora raised her hand in shock. “Benjamin, I am
surprised, since I have heard how intelligent you are
in your chosen field of engineering,” she said. Most
of her students were taking her class because it was
mandatory as a general core requirement. Almost all
were new students in their freshman year, and they
often had the most backwards notions… “If we
would just stop angering them with military threats
and “saber rattling”, they would probably be a very
successful country! With a strong centralized govern-
ment such as theirs, everything could be just about
perfect, with government controlled industry,
enforced tolerance of gays, lesbians, bisexuals and
transgender people, and strict enforcement of total
equality. But, we in the western world, a world sadly
built by dead white males (she said this last with with-
ering scorn in her voice), constantly have to threaten
and scare such well-meaning societies, until all they
can do is to constantly prepare for war. It is our



intolerance, Benjamin, not theirs, that explains why
you see them as you do.”

Benjamin looked about to say something else,
and then thought better of it. A course like this could
be an easy A, if you went along with the professor,
but if you argued too much- ‘no, he thought, it’s just
not worth it’. He looked down at his desk, as if in
thought.

Nora looked about, smiling slightly in gratifica-
tion. She really thought that she had reached
Benjamin, and the rest of the class as well. “It’s the
same as it is in racism,” she continued. “Black
people, or more correctly African Americans, cannot
be racist, since they have been the victims of racism
for so long. Anything they do to white people is
justified, since the white people, or ‘Snow People’ as
professor Charles Jonas calls them, have been the
foundation of evil throughout all of history! They are
sanctioned in their violence because of how they’ve
suffered, and been threatened since the birth of this
nation of ‘White Privilege’.”

Samuel Goldstein, sitting in the back of the class,
suddenly raised his hand. A brilliant student in pre-
Med, he had never before said anything in her class.
She nodded at him.

“What about the Muslim terrorists of ISIS?” he



asked. “Surely you don’t say we should be tolerant of
their abuse of women, their hatred of Jews and
Christians, their wanton control and abasement of
women, and most of all their terrorist attacks against
us in the west?!” There was an edge of incredulity in
his voice.

The teacher drew herself up to her full height,
and glared back at the young man. “I most espe-
cially emphasize tolerance towards the Muslim
community, Mr. Goldstein!” she said, rather imperi-
ously. “Have you forgotten that it was the Christians
who attacked them in the Crusades?! We have just
frightened them with our overwhelming military,
just as we have North Korea and other nations, and
forced them to retaliate. And, for your information,
the proper term for the Muslim states is ISIL, of
which the “L” stands for the LEVANT, which is right-
fully a part of their Caliphate!” She glared even
harder than before, and this time at everyone in the
classroom. “The Levant was unjustly taken from the
Muslim people by the Israelis, and is justly theirs to
take back! They are more than justified in whatever
they do, since they have suffered so greatly from the
actions of the Jews and Christians, not to mention all
of Western civilization as a whole. If we had only
taken the money we have put into our military, and



put it into helping these other nations and peoples,
they would not be forced to do these things. Anyone
who can’t understand such simple truths is simply a
bigot and a racist, and deserves whatever happens to
him!” Mentally, she put Mr. Goldstein down for a
failing grade.

Nora felt exhilarated. Of course that Goldstein
boy was a lost cause, but she was sure that she was
reaching most of the rest of them! The key was
getting them to understand that they all suffered
from White Privilege, which gave them a perverted,
intolerant view of the world. She had learned this
long ago, and in acknowledging it, she had made
herself immune from any tiny speck of racism,
sexism, homophobism, and any of the other huge
problems infecting Western Civilization. If only
everyone could be enlightened like her and her many
urban leftist friends and peers at the University, the
world would be a perfect place. It was all so simple,
really!

Wulf Does Research

While his grandmother Nora was busy teaching the



inquiring young minds at the University of Chicago,
Wulf had been doing research of his own, inside the
Blackstone library. He wondered to himself why the
library was so very uncrowded, since it was such a
wonderful place, loaded with books and computers
ready to take anyone on a journey anywhere in
history. Fiction, along with any subject under the
sun was available all about him, more than he had
ever imagined was available. The tiny library on the
reservation at home had the classics, and some really
wonderful books, but this place had- everything! And
Wulf had numerous questions within his mind about
this, his new environment. He went to a computer,
and began researching…

Once upon a time, Wulf learned, Chicago had
been quite a safe place, a bastion of American and
Western civilization. Especially before Prohibition in
1920, crime was quite rare. Punishment was swift
and sure, sentences harsh. After Prohibition though,
organized crime just exploded in the city! The
culture became riddled with corruption, since
prohibiting alcoholic beverages was virtually unen-
forceable.

More and more people came to the city, since
there were jobs there. All sorts of jobs, many of
which required no special skills, but which still paid



well by national standards. The schools were increas-
ingly overcrowded and run down, with the money
from taxes being siphoned more and more into the
pockets of the school bureaucracy and unions rather
than into hiring competent teachers and more books.

Many of these recent immigrants to the city were
blacks, and since communities were completely
segregated before the 1960’s, the black communities
had their own professional class: shopkeepers, small
businessmen, and every other type of profession, all
within their own community. Then came the disas-
trous “Great Society” act of Lyndon Johnson, which
effectively sought to eliminate segregation, while
simultaneously transferring trillions of dollars from
the producers to people who did not produce, or
work.

With segregation gone, most of the most desir-
able residents of the black communities on the South
and West sides of Chicago simply left for the
suburbs. This left primarily only those that had no
other option, the uneducated and the unmotivated.
Chaos simply festered, and eventually exploded-
idleness and crime, enabled by ever increasing
welfare and food stamp payment transfers, just grew
and grew.

Most white people left, as did Asians who had



the ability to leave. The new immigrants to the city
from other lands such as India and China opened
small groceries and other businesses in the black
communities, since their black counterparts had long
since left for the suburbs. These entrepreneurs were
resented by the black residents, and were increas-
ingly singled out for robberies and other crimes.

Wulf had really not known any of this! He had
suspected Chicago to be a decadent place, as most
cities inevitably become, but this was really unbe-
lievable. ‘How could this be countenanced in a place
within America?’ he wondered. Now, he kind of
understood the looks the black youths had been
giving him, the angry, hostile glares- they actually
blamed HIM. Someone who had only been here a
few days, and if given any choice would be gone
tomorrow, it was all HIS fault, and that of anyone
who looked like him. This was the real racism, and the
youth shook his head in disgust. Disgust that no one
was addressing the problem, that no one really
would even mention the problem.

Looking up the statistics of his future high school
of the very next day, Hyde Park High School, he
noted one fact- the school was 100% black, with only



a very few white teachers. Now he understood the
altercation on the school steps the other day with
the youth they called Tibo, and why he had been
attacked. It was simply because he was white!

Wulf was a young man of very direct action and
thinking; long ago he had learned to live completely
in the moment, because it is all that you really have.
He would not even really have known just how to
worry, and he certainly knew that it would do no
good at all. And so, he moved on to other things.

He began to read from one of his favorite books,
one that he had read many times but always profited
from- The Odyssey. From a time when Western civi-
lization was vital and real, and the tenets that were
the very framework upon which our civilization was
based were being determined, and followed to great
success! Like many a cloistered scholar has figured
out over the years, our future is in our past. He who
does not study history is condemned to repeat it. At
his young age of 17 years, Wulf had hit upon this
wisdom, which so many with hugely expensive Ivy
League educations found eluded them their whole
life long.

Finally he decided to leave for the journey home,
descending the marble steps and down from his
retreat in the wonderful Blackstone library to the



sidewalk. Setting off on a jog, he headed for the lake,
and the long paved trail back to Nora’s condo.

In the long green parkway along the lake, Wulf
took off his shoes and t-shirt, slinging them into a
small backpack he unfolded from his pocket. He ran
along on the grass, and sometimes in the sand,
which made the running more difficult and thus
more effective as exercise. Occasionally, he would
sprint, and the few people on the beachfront that day
stared in amaze at the speed shown by the hulking
youth! He paid no attention whatsoever, just concen-
trating on the sensation of his own superbly trained
body doing what it did best- physical action of any
sort.

Periodically he would stop to do pushups, and
alternated that with self resisted exercise, with one
limb resisting against another for repetitions. Then,
off he would go like the wind, a light sheen of sweat
glistening on his torso that was already getting quite
bronzed from the sun. He felt good, having found his
physical outlet along the lake and in nearby Promon-
tory Point; and his mental refuge in the wonderful
Blackstone library from when Chicago had been a
civilized land of promise.

• • •



Grandmotherly Advice

When he got back to the condo, who was waiting
there for him but Nora! He had hardly even seen or
heard her since he had first arrived, since she was
not up until nearly noon most days, and stayed out
very late at night. This was pretty much the exact
opposite Wulf ’s schedule.

Nora was wearing a dark suit, and really looked
quite respectable as a University of Chicago
professor should. Her lips curled as the youth
entered, shirtless, very muscular, and shining with
perspiration. He smiled at her, saying “Hello Nora.”

She did not smile back. She merely asked him,
“Are you ready for your first day of school tomor-
row?” Only then did her eyes glimmer with, what?,
some kind of grim amusement. She was the unnat-
ural kind of grandmother who actually looked
forward to her unwanted grandson being put in his
place by being put into a completely new, and prob-
ably hostile environment.

The truth was, to a hyper-civilized woman like
his grandmother Nora, Wulf, with his unfettered
natural development in the wilds of nature amidst
small community values was an affront to her views



as a proselytizer of an ultraliberal, decadent civiliza-
tion. With his clean limbed health and strength,
clear eyes, and vibrant grasp of life, he stood out
against the sickly youth with which she was accus-
tomed to there in the university. He was a product of
the wild, having virtually raised himself, and they
were more the weak, spoon-fed sons and daughters
of a civilization on the downward spiral of civiliza-
tion. In her liberal world view he should not exist!
No government program had created him, only
nature, and that should not be.

The youth from the north had started to begin to
understand what kind of environment he had been
put into here, both from his reading at the library,
but even more from his life-long study of history,
along with his recent experiences within this city. He
had never seen decadence and it’s results, but he
knew of it. And now he knew what he had seen.
He had no illusions.

“Yes, Nora- I even went by the high school, and
looked around.” He told her nothing else, nothing
about the attack, or of his leaving the ringleader
crying on the sidewalk.

‘Nevertheless’, he thought, ‘she was his only
living blood relation, so far as he knew’. He smiled
at her, openly, and asked her, “Nora, would you like



some food? I have stocked your refrigerator, and
would love to make us something to eat.”

She thought it over. She was rather hungry, and
she never cooked herself. But she steeled herself.
“Just make sure you clean up everything!” And with
that she was gone.

First Day of School

Wulf awoke quite early the following morning. He
wanted to get in his exercise early! He quietly went
through his routine of bodyweight exercises, along
with self-resistance and his virtual resistance exer-
cises, followed by stretching. He always felt great
after his exercise routine!

Showering, he smiled. ‘At least today would be a
new experience’, he thought. The youth had enjoyed
the philosopher Nietzsche’s statement: “that which
does not kill us makes us stronger”- it was one with
which he heartily agreed. Every time he had
extended himself, either in hunting dangerous game,
climbing sheer cliffs, or fighting with another, he had
come away stronger, and better from the experience.
Even when he read a new book, absorbing the



contents into his mind, weighing it, and taking away
what was true and valuable and discarding the obvi-
ously untrue, he knew it was making him better and
stronger. Nature approved of strength, of mind and
body, and Wulf was a son of Nature! If he had been
pressed as to what controlled the world, and what
mankind should truly revere and worship, he would
unhesitatingly have said “Nature”.

Leaving in his customary jeans and t-shirt, a
small back pack tucked slung around his lean hips,
he walked on over to Gabe’s Grub. “Hey, Wulf- School
time yah?!” And Gabe set to work to make his green
smoothie for the youth, setting it before him on the
counter with a flourish. Wulf realized this was an
example of something wonderful he had already
learned here; that a daily green smoothie was a
superb addition to an already extremely healthy diet
of game meats and fish, along with copious greens.
Finishing his drink in one, long draught, he finished
with a gusty sigh of contentment.

Setting a bill on the counter, with a wave to Gabe
he left, every U of C student in the place was staring
at him as if at an alien. The students, dressed fash-
ionably and very self-consciously in expensive, hip,
and yet because they all did the same thing, uniforms
of trendiness looked like drooping flowers against the



vibrant health and strength that whisked past them
in total non-selfconsciousness. The youth was part of
his environment, part of nature, wherever he was.
Like a panther moving effortlessly through the
jungle, he was aware of all about him, never sparing
a thought for himself. He was Wulf, a son of Nature,
that was all.

He passed the University of Chicago Lab School,
where fashionable white and Asian people were
going inside, past armed guards both on the street,
and in front. They were going inside to study about
white oppression of blacks and other disadvantaged
groups, but most blacks were never allowed within.
Only wealthy blacks, those of a certain elite class
and position were allowed entrance.

Wes Parker, the U of C police private department
officer, waved at Wulf from his car. He glided up
alongside. “So, you’re really going to do it! Well, I
can only say to be careful, and watch yourself, son.
That place is a jungle, no lie!” And shaking his head
as he went, he drove slowly away, making a mental
note to ask around about the boy whose relation put
him in such a situation.

Wulf did not feel nervous at all, and would have
been astonished at anyone who asked him such a
question. He had faced bears and mountain lions



with only his knife, his bow, or his bare hands! He
had not felt nervous then, in the wild, why then
here? A savage land, aye, this was that, but savages
were only those who had sunk beneath civilization.
Creatures of the wild, such as himself- why, he was
not of civilization at all, he was an outsider, a crea-
ture of raw, elemental Nature itself! Although he had
read widely of civilization, he knew extensively also
of its perils to both body and soul. He knew what he
was- he was a barbarian!

Hyde Park High School

As he walked up the steps to the high school, deftly
stepping around the trash littering the concrete,
hostile dark eyes glared at the youth. He felt as he
did when walking in the foothills of his native wild
land, when dozens of coyotes would watch him with
their yellow eyes. They would never dare attack him,
just as they would never attempt to take on a cougar
in its prime.

He went right to the office, as he had been
instructed by a letter left in his room by his grand-
mother. Again, all black eyes were raised to his



blazing blue ones. “Wulf Gott, transfer student,” he
said. A slow moving woman got up heavily from her
chair, and walked over reluctantly. She took a paper
from the littered counter, and pushed it towards the
youth.

“Sign this here form,” she said, unsmilingly. Wulf
could barely understand her dialect, which hardly
qualified as English. He signed, and pushed it back.
Other dark people were in the school office, none of
which appeared to be doing anything other than
eating donuts and chips, and drinking sodas and
coffee. “Your first class is in arithmetic, room 105.”
Then she shuffled back to her chair. As the youth left
the room, he heard a door opening, and looked back
to see a hostile face glaring at him from behind a
partially closed door labeled PRINCIPAL.

Running the gauntlet to room 105, he went in.
Chaos was all around him! Shouting, screaming,
scratching and hitting was going on in that class-
room, student on student. Young black women were
fighting, and hair extensions were on the ground.
Two black men were punching another smaller one,
and one large black youth was on top of the
teacher’s desk, jumping up and down and shouting
obscenities. Behind that desk stood a small white
man, with thick eyeglasses and a weak mouth. He



was talking, but nothing could be heard above
the din.

Wulf, again, had seen such things among coyotes,
who would backbite one another at any chance, and
ally against a stronger rival until he was down, and
then turn against their erstwhile allies. He had never
seen it among humans! ‘These people must have
descended further into savagery than anyone in
modern times,’ he thought. And then he moved,
rapidly.

He moved to the desk, and swept the legs out
from under the leaping student, knocking him to the
floor, senseless. All action stopped, the fighting in
mid-swing, and all faces turned to look at him,
stunned. The teacher stood slack-jawed in astonish-
ment. Mr. Mark Martinson was written on the white
board.

“Quiet dogs!” shouted Wulf in a voice of iron. It
was as if a lion had roared in the jungle, so still did
all the students become. “I care not what you do in
your own lives, but in here, as in a library, or in the
woods, the rule is quiet attentiveness. I am not here by
choice, but I do mean to enforce some of my own
preferences while I am here. Now sit!”

And like a pack of whipped dogs, the black
students slowly went to their seats, and sat. The one



laying on the floor still lay, but his eyes were now
open. Wulf leaned down, and lifting him by his shirt,
dragged him to the one still empty chair, and sat him
in it. He lolled there, groggily, holding his head.
Then, Wulf seated himself towards the back, and
looked towards Mr. Martinson expectantly.

“Well, students, let’s begin,” he said, and started
writing on the white board.

Wulf was amazed, one hour later while leaving
the room, at the elementary, almost simple-minded
level of arithmetic that had been taught. While he
could tell that the teacher knew far more than he
was teaching, the mathematics that were being
taught were those he had learned in his early grade
school years! And the method by which they were
being taught, something called “Common Core”, was
so ridiculous as to be beyond derision. No one could
actually learn in such a convoluted fashion, and he
knew from whence it must have come.

“Government!” he muttered aloud in disgust.
Big government is what had so harmed his Indian
friends and brothers, in the past and even now. His
own adopted tribespeople had broken away from any
“help” from the government long since, isolating
themselves on their reservation, and remaining a
sovereign nation, self-ruled. They had, like most of



the other tribes had not, recognized that a big
government entity was only negative, and would
erode their own self worth, and self determination.
They exiled all government meddlers from their
land.

His next class was Fine Arts, in room 405. He
headed there with no great expectations, but rather
out of a sense of obligation. As he wended his way
through the dirty hallways, the other students, all
black, drew back: they had all heard of what had
transpired in room 105 that morning, and none were
anxious to goad this white giant. But one fellow,
with a twisted face of rage and his hand in a cast,
looked angrily after the youth as he strode the hall-
way- Tibo, leader of the main gang in Hyde Park.

Wulf Reconnoiters

Wulf decided he needed to reconnoiter, to check out
the surrounding territory about the Chicago area to
see if it was all this depraved. As he had come down
from the north he had seen traffic swell horribly, yes,
but he had not seen such wanton crime, destruction
and squalor, far from it! He got his old jeep out from



the small lot behind Nora’s condominium where he
had parked it, and headed out. He would see this
state of Illinois!

He headed north, right up through the city
proper. He took the winding road of Lake Shore
Drive, which followed the beaches and park trails
that he had been running on, and kept right on up to
Sheridan Road. Endless vistas of high rise buildings
rose before him, and shops and restaurants aplenty.
The noise, the air quality, and the stench of the place
offended him, but there were just too many people
here! That could not be helped.

The squalor up north was far less, however- many
of the people were white, and Asian, and others he
could not identify, but they all seemed civil. They
were not sitting on their steps with no purpose,
congregating and drinking on street corners… And
why were most of the blacks all south of here, and
the whites north, he wondered? He decided to keep
exploring this strange country.

After he finally reached the limits of Chicago, he
passed into the suburb of Evanston, and then
Wilmette. It was like night and day- like black and
white! All of a sudden, there were no more black
people, or at least very few. And, if he did see black
folk, they were civilized, proper; acting like black



versions of white people! ‘Why are the poor, savage
and idle blacks all in the south of the city, while
here, and in the area of Hyde Park Chicago Univer-
sity, it is mainly white, with Asians and a few orderly
acting blacks?’ he wondered to himself. His subcon-
scious mind was close to the answer, but he was an
innocent, and only made up his mind by observable
facts, just as he did in the natural world of which he
was a part. He was completely uncontaminated with
lies, half-truths, political correctness, and the other
obfuscations of civilization. He was a barbarian, a
natural man!

He drove on, and on… the North Lake Shore as
he could see it was called became more and more
expensive looking. There were no longer any black
people. Little children were playing outside,
perfectly safe. The houses were massive, far larger
dwellings than he could imagine anyone ever need-
ing. ‘Did they have dozens of children’, he
wondered? Later, he learned that it was rare for any
of these huge mansions to house more than one or
two children.

He shrugged his huge shoulders with incompre-
hension. These mansions were not temples, nor
libraries, nor schools of learning- so what were they?
Simply huge, ostentatious dwellings for rich people



who only cared for themselves and how they were
viewed? What kind of man could be that shallow?

Finally, he turned west, deciding to ring this huge
city to see what was what. Was it all like this, and
why? As he went west, he saw new structures, large
mansions everywhere, but all on tiny little plots of
land. In fact, to his disgust, it appeared the approved
method of building was to cover the entire plot of
land with the structure, leaving virtually no land at
all around the house.

No land? What kind of soft-bellied fool would
desire a giant temple of a house with no land what-
soever?? He shook his reddish mane in frustration-
Land was Nature! Land was the greatest gift a man
could ever have; all he could ever hope to experience
and strive for lived and grew on the land. These
fools had their values reversed!

He drove on and on, south now. These “Mc-
Mansions”, so named, he had learned, when he
queried an elderly mailman he had stopped to ask,
were all that was built hereabouts anymore.

“These Mc-Mansions,” had said the mailman,
shaking his white mane of hair in disgust, “are the
bane of the country now, in my opinion!” His blue-
grey eyes blazed in his passion, and Wulf noted
approvingly the strength apparent in the old man’s



thews. “This used to be a rugged country, with real
people who did real jobs, like me. Physical jobs, not
paper shuffling! And look at it now.”

The lean mailman gestured at the endless rows of
Mc-Mansions, structures that were ugly caricatures
of the truly classic manses that still existed along the
north shore, and in Hyde Park, and even in the south
shore, where they had been despoiled to squalor.

“These ugly buildings looked like fat girls in biki-
nis- trying to be something that they could never
be!” said the mailman. “You don’t appear the type of
man who would ever live here- hey, is your old jeep a
1970 CJ?”

“It is!” said Wulf, smiling widely, his blue eyes
shining with delight. “You know your jeeps!”

“I do,” he said, “and son,” suddenly turning seri-
ous, “don’t stick in these parts! I’m one month away
from retirement, and me, I’m headin’ north, where I
should have settled years ago.”

Startled, Wulf told him where he was from, and
he was dying to go back, but the law told him he had
to stay here, since he was underage. The mailman,
who told Wulf at this point that his name was Jess,
said to Wulf -“Get back there boy- this state, this
place, is completely corrupt. They are mad, in fact-
they weren’t when I was your age, but now there is



no common sense, no decency, nothing! Their very
laws are corrupt, aimed at taking taxes from produc-
tive folk and giving the money to lazy people who
will never work, even for their own betterment- just
go! I’ll see you in a month!”

And with that, Jess the mailman set off down the
street, his large calf muscles bunching with each
step, his young-looking torso moving with a speed
and strength that astonished Wulf, and probably
every person on his route. ‘What a breath of fresh
air,’ thought Wulf.

Then, he resumed his journey, thinking often on
the words of wisdom from Jess the mailman…

The more he thought, the more he got it- he was not
obligated to stay with his grandmother Nora in such
an evil place just because the Law said so, since the
law had been twisted and co-opted into a tool to
serve the corrupt power structure, not to maintain
standards in a fair system. The only truly moral
choice was really to leave this sinking ship of
Chicago, Hyde Park and Illinois, since it was well
down the path towards that followed by ancient
Rome.

As he drove through the rings of suburbs that



surrounded Chicago, one thing was undeniable: all
of them were overwhelmingly white in racial
makeup. And the reason? It was because white
people would pay anything, and move anywhere, to
not live amongst the poorest blacks, because they
had been rendered so violent and uneducated
through decade after decade of increasingly liberal,
Democratic rule! He had witnessed first hand the
extreme lawlessness and savagery of the inner city of
Chicago, and he also saw that the police and the
lawmakers did virtually nothing to stop it.

He had never heard of political correctness as a
term, but now he knew it for what it was. These
people would lie to others and themselves, saying
things they knew were not true, in order to “fall in
line” with the accepted mode of thought, no matter
how obviously wrongheaded it was! Believe it or not,
it had become fashionable to lie about certain things,
and most folks around here did it.

The young barbarian Wulf had figured out much
on his drive. But it was time to head back.

Nora is not Happy

• • •



Nora had gotten a call from the principal of Hyde
Park High School. Mr. Rose was not happy about
what he heard had happened in the school due to her
“relation”, Wulf Gott!

“Nora,” he said, “I know you thought a multicul-
tural experience (he said it with a sneer) would benefit
your relation (he really sneered at this!), but this boy
is, well, a little more formidable than most, to say
the least!” Mr. Rose was what was called a “high
yellow” black in olden times, meaning that he could
“pass” as white. He disliked white people, as he
constantly said, but he sure liked to “pass”! Secretly,
he hated his own black culture, but to be black in
truth helped his career immeasurably- affirmative
action was a sweet deal; one he was not about to
give up.

Truth be told, Nora had thought that her white-
bread “cracker” grandson, sight unseen, would show
up at Hyde Park High, get his “ass whupped”, (that
is how Mugambe Rose had put it to her over drinks
one night), and high-tail it out of Hyde Park, out of
Chicago, and out of their lives! Perhaps he might not
survive; this, too, was a perfectly acceptable option
to Nora Gott! Unfortunately, none of this had
happened…

In addition, some pesky white private cop named



Wes Parker had called to her out of the clear blue
sky, tracking her down before one of her classes!
Although he had pretended to be polite and just an
interested observer, she could see the accusatory way
he was looking at her as he asked about the young
Wulf Gott. When he asked exactly how close of a
relative he was to her, and why she did not enroll
him in the private University of Chicago Lab School,
she had exploded.

“What business is it of yours, sir!” she had
shouted angrily. “You, a part of those race-abusive,
mercenary cops that are hired by the university- I
have been trying to get you disbanded for years. If it
were not for all of you, over-policing and profiling
African Americans as you do, the crime rates would
never be so high! You are all racists!” With this, she
walked away quickly, before he could answer.

All that Wes could think, as he wearily shook his
head as she left, was how many times he had heard
this before from totally protected, clueless liberal
and professorial types- the very people he had been
hired to protect from the wanton savagery that
existed all about them! He and his comrades in arms
literally kept the wild armies of unreasoning violence
and crime away from their precious University, even
as that very University kept on teaching and promul-



gating the ridiculous lies and sophistry that kept
feeding the breakdown of civilization, and law and
order.

Originally, when the end of segregation by law
had resulted in myriads of uneducated blacks taking
over large regions of the city, causing white flight to
the suburbs and more and more blacks moving in to
Hyde Park, the University of Chicago had considered
two options: either build a big wall all around the
University grounds, excluding all who did not belong
with armed guards at entranceways, or else a highly
efficient police force. They had chosen the latter, and
now he was a part of just such a force.

He was proud of his job, and the force of which
he was a part! Just a few months before, the Univer-
sity police department had decided to expand their
territory, a few blocks farther north. When they
started patrolling on 49th street, the older residents
cheered them on, wanting to be rid of crime in their
neighborhoods, just as they had been cleaned up
farther south in Hyde Park. They arrested blacks,
because blacks were the ones doing the violent
crime- it was that simple. This ignorant “professor”,
Nora Gott, was willfully not facing any facts, because
to do so would prove her life work, everything she
stood for and had stood for for her whole life, to be



completely wrong, and if not just in ignorance, to be
a willful LIE!And, given the similarity of their
names, the awful suspicion he had arrived at was
that this Nora Gott was most probably the very
grandmother of the young Wulf Gott! There was
even a similarity in features, as Nora’s greying hair
had remnants of a reddish tone, her eyes were a
bright blue, and she was also quite a tall woman.
Once, she had probably been quite comely, especially
if the lines of disdain that now surrounded her
mouth and eyes had not always etched them.

If this was indeed true, that she was indeed his
own grandmother, then it was totally monstrous for
the woman to put her own grandson into such a
dangerous, crime-infested place as Hyde Park High
School, where simply by the white color of his skin
he would be targeted as a victim of vicious black
predators. He pledged to watch out for the youth,
since his own flesh and blood had failed him!

Tito wants Revenge

Wulf had enjoyed the Fine Arts class at school,
which was taught be an attractive young light-



skinned black woman, Trina Gilbert. She had actually
smiled at him in a friendly manner as he entered,
and even announced a welcome to the “new pupil” at
the start of class. This was in stark contrast to those
other teachers, such as Mr. Powers in English, who
was a surly black teacher who sat lazily behind his
classroom desk, and seemed to exist to do as little as
possible.

A grossly fat, actually slovenly kind of man, he
stood briefly from behind his desk, leaning on it like
he’d fall over without it, and stared with open
hostility at the youth. Wulf expected this from the
students, more or less, but not from a teacher. But
there it was- Mr. Powers resented his very presence
in the class. And he pretty much figured it out over
the course of the day, just from the content of the
classroom teaching: it was so rudimentary as to be aston-
ishing for senior year in high school!

Mr. Martinson in Arithmetic had appeared to be
doing his nervous best, but he was teaching simple
addition and subtraction! Almost no one in the class
even appeared to be listening, and when they did
make a half-hearted attempt to answer a simple
question, they were inevitably wrong! And to top it
off, they seemed to take pride in failing to master the



problem, and would laugh amongst themselves when
they made a mistake.

Mr. Powers had been far worse, and handed out
some mimeographed sheets of paper, with words on
them for the students to study. Once again, these
were words that, if you didn’t know them by 4th
grade, it was horrendous. And they did not know them!
Wulf knew them all, but Mr. Powers would not call
on him, no matter what. Not that Wulf really cared,
but if this was what was being taught in this place,
no wonder ignorance was so ubiquitous in this
school and area among the blacks. This teacher’s
goal, as over the course of the day the youth was to
discover, appeared to be indeed to do as little as
possible, period.

But Ms. Gilbert really was an excellent, inspired
teacher! She was obviously trying her best to engage
the students here, to show them an alternative to
their bleak existence in this crime-ridden environ-
ment they had been trapped in. She was animated,
smiling and talkative, positively radiating encourage-
ment as she showed slides of really classic works of
visual art.

Wulf was entranced; while not a real aficionado of
art, preferring instead to feast his eyes on the works of



Nature in its wilder forms, still he could appreciate a
really well done piece. Today, “Miss Trina” as she asked
to be called, was showing classical sculpture from
ancient Greece. Wulf knew instinctively, and also from
prior viewing of plates of this artwork that such depic-
tions of the human form were among the highest
works of art ever achieved. This was art from the early
part of a very innovative, vital civilization; a civilization
that had barely passed out of its own barbarism. It was
primal and pure, very unlike the decadence that passes
for much of “art” today- trash that is so conscious of
its own past that it becomes a parody of itself. And the
so-called artists that produce such works are actually
proud of their lack of technique and ability, since in
their own eyes, and the eyes of decadent “critics” of
such things, poorly fashioned monstrosities such as
flinging buckets of paint randomly onto a canvas are so
“original” and “freed from conventions.”

But this: Phidias, Praxiteles, and Polyclitus’s real-
istic depictions of heroic human forms was a true
flowering of art! Ms. Trina would talk eloquently
about each piece, her enthusiasm seeming to
brighten the dingy classroom as she showed the
bronze and marble statues onto a screen via a power-
point presentation.

Looking about him as she talked, the powerful



white youth was astonished- fully half the class was
either sleeping, talking amongst themselves, or
looking at their cell phones! In fact, the teacher was
in danger of being drowned out by the noise in the
room.

A flare of rage passed through the youth. While
normally a calm young man, living in the moment
like a creature of the wild; when something enraged
him, also like a wild creature he would act instantly!
It was both a strength, and a weakness in his
makeup, but one which he was powerless to alter.

He stood, and slammed his open hand down on
his desk top! “WHAMM!” The sound was like a
cannon shot, and everyone in the classroom instantly
froze, shocked and startled.

“Shut up and listen to this!” shouted the youth,
his blue eyes blazing. He dominated the room as a
lion would, towering over the gibbering, sleeping,
lesser animals that could not even meet his gaze. He
turned, glaring at everyone in the room in turn, and
they all looked towards the ground submissively.

Except for Ms. Trina. “Thank you, Wulf,” she
said. And, with an effort, she began again, trying to
act as if nothing unusual had happened. But it
certainly had! ‘What manner of being is this strong
white youth, so out of sync with everything in this



environment?’ she thought to herself. She should
have been angered, she supposed, but instead she
was immensely comforted and reassured by his pres-
ence here- there was something vital about him.

The rest of the class went smoothly, and Trina
even noticed that a number of students were even
showing some real interest in the subject. She knew
if the ringleaders of the school could be gotten rid of,
many of the remainder would benefit greatly in their
education here, but government policy had inter-
vened wrongly. It was now almost impossible to
suspend, or expel a student, even when he had
performed violent crimes within the school!

This had been enforced first by local ordinances,
and then by federal governmental decree, and it had
vastly emboldened the worst of the school to do
whatever they wanted. She was thankful for Wulf ’s
assistance today, but she feared for him. By standing
up for what was right and good, he had also stood up
against the bad system and laws, and she knew that
many would come up against him, both student and
corrupt police and faculty.

“Excellent presentation,” said Wulf, looking down
on her, after the class was over. He smiled briefly, then
turned and left, disappearing down the hallway. She



noted how his massive shoulders scarcely fit through
the doorway, and felt an unteacher-like glow come
over her as she gazed at his retreating figure. Blush-
ing, she turned to prepare for the next class, wishing
her “enforcer” would remain for the rest of the day.

“Tibo- he gunning’ for you man,” said Jafiro.
Jafiro was a diminutive black youngster, with thick
glasses and a wiry build. He looked seriously at Wulf,
and mimicked pulling an imaginary gun from his
pocket, and pointing it. “He bad,” said Jafiro, “just
giv’n yo a head’s up is all.” He went on, telling Wulf
his name, and that some of the kids there appreci-
ated what he was doing.

“We ain’t all wanna stay here, ya know? I want to
get a job someday, and be somebody.”

Wulf clapped him on the shoulder. “Then I think
you need to get out of this place,” he said grimly.
“I’m realizing that this is a corrupt place, in an evil
city, in a decadent land. I intend to leave soon- I can’t
help here, against so many. I’m back for the wild,
after I tie up some strings.”

“Mebbe… mebbe I could come?” asked Jafiro
hopefully. “I got no real folks, not really…” he trailed
off.

The big youth thought briefly, his blue eyes on



Jafiro’s black ones. “We will see,” he said, walking
away.

“Stop there,” said a loud, guttural voice. Wulf
stopped, and looked back. There stood Mr. Powers,
the slovenly, fat teacher from the earlier “English”
class; the teacher who appeared to want to do as
little as possible.

“I need yo to accompany me now!” he barked,
and grabbed the youth’s arm roughly. He was star-
tled by the tense steel that made up that arm.

Wulf looked down at him balefully, eyes slits of
blue fire, and Mr. Powers immediately withdrew his
hand as if from a fire. He followed along, as Wulf
walked by himself purposefully towards the princi-
pal’s office, from where he knew the order had come.

Ms. Jackson glared at him from behind her desk.
She did not stand, or smile- she glared with open
hostility at the tall, reddish maned giant who stood
before her with his arms folded across his broad
breast. Mr. Powers stood to the side, looking angry,
but he appeared a little scared as well.

After an uncomfortable silence, she finally spoke.
“Yo have come here, and interrupted our classes! Mr.



Powers has told me about it, you interrupting and
insulting your fellow students, and I will not have it-
we will call in the po-lice if yo keep on dissin’ us with
yo white privilege!” Her face was a livid mask of hate.

Wulf looked back impassively, unmoved seem-
ingly by any emotion whatsoever, but there was no
hiding the growing brightness in his blazing blue
eyes. He realized that here was the real discrimina-
tion: this teacher and principal were resentful of him
for his very whiteness- his race inflamed them. And
it was race alone that sparked their hatred, that and
nothing else. They were the true racists; Wulf had
had no conception of race before coming here,
having never seen any other than his own, and the
Native American Indians that had come to adopt
him. For this innocent, primitive creature of Nature,
really, a man was a total of his strengths and weak-
nesses, nothing else.

Finally, he spoke. “I have decided to leave this
evil, decadent place, where the vicious and savage
are allowed to prey on others with no repercussions,
and where even places of learning have become
bastions of corruption. I will live in the wilds of the
North again, far from this corrupt state of Illinois
and the travesty that is now the city of Chicago. The



laws are corrupt that sent me here against my will,
and now I say Damn the law!”

He turned to leave, and she shrieked, picking up
a telephone from her desk, “Ah ain’t done wit yo, white
boy!” She punched in numbers rapidly as he left the
office, and went down the front steps of the building.
As he headed down the street back towards Nora’s,
Tibo and five other black youths emerged from the
building, following along behind. They started
running towards his broad back, glints of steel in
their fists. “I’m gonna get that mofo,” grunted Tibo,
clutching the cheap handgun in his hand. The others
laughed in glee- they hated whites in general.

The Po-lice

Wulf had scarce gone a block, when he heard pursuit
behind him. The blacks were rushing up, showing
their knives. Tibo, he noticed, had a cheap looking
handgun, held in his left fist, since the other was still
in bandages from when Wulf had crushed it. Tibo
laughed, taunting him with “Run boy- run! We
gonna fix yo now, yo see-“ but then he broke off



abruptly, for the giant white youth had come running
towards them!

The Northern youth was never one to wait for a
fight, he took the fight to the enemy. And the enemy
was what he knew these city-bred savages to be- not
only to him, but to all of what was real and decent in
western civilization. Tito stopped, and even backed
up, as did his fellows. He held out his gun, and fired.

Wulf had been anticipating such a move, and had
been zigging and zagging as he ran- the bullet
whizzed by him, and then he was upon them. His
sledge like fist connected with Tibo’s face even as he
grasped his left, gun holding hand, with his own left.
Tibo gasped, and then with a crack his finger bones
snapped against the hard metal of the gun, and he
dropped like a log.

Then the others were on the youth. He was a
whirling wildcat, moving so fast they could hardly
close with him. Two came at him with knives drawn,
blades shining in the sunlight. Catching the ones
wrist as it descended towards his chest, he kicked
the other in the crotch, bringing him down with a
groan. He whirled around with the captured wrist in
his hand, and broke the wrist while he threw the
man bodily into another. Wulf snatched the liberated



knife from the sidewalk as the other two charged
towards him.

“Come on, dogs,” he chanted. It was as if a pack
of dogs had attacked a panther, and as quickly as
that, it was over. One came at each side, and as the
one slashed on his right, he slashed back quicker,
and his blade sank deep into the arm of the attacker.
The knife fell from nerveless fingers, as the youth
grasped his bleeding arm in pain and shock. Simulta-
neously, or so it seemed to the black on the other
side, a sledge like fist shot out, hitting him in the
side of the head. Blood started from his nose, and he
fell instantly in a crumpled heap.

Sirens were sounding in the distance, as a U of C
security car rolled up.

“Get in, Wulf- the police are coming fast, and
they will blame you,” said Wes Parker, the private
cop who had decided to watch out for the young
white youth. Wulf got in the passenger side, word-
lessly, and Wes took off like a shot down a side
street. “You’re going to have to get out of town now,
son- in this place, if you haven’t figured it out by
now, everything is caused by relentless white racism-
the poverty, the violence, the crime, the sloth and
savagery- it’s all the white people’s fault! Never
mind that white on black crime is almost nonexis-



tent in reality- the media and the politicians, all on
the far left nowadays, will not give up this huge lie.
They will try to make you a sacrificial lamb in any
way they can.”

Wulf swung his blazing blue eyes on the officer.
“But it was all them- they attacked me.”

“I know,” said Wes, “I saw the whole thing. It
was over almost before it began, I would have
helped, but you took care of it before I could even
act!”

“Thanks,” said the youth, “but when I cannot
fight my own fights, I’ll know it’s time to die.” He
smiled grimly, his thin lips pulled back into a tight
line.

“You are certainly…formidable,” said the officer,
with a degree of awe in his voice, “but you can’t fight
an army single-handed. And that is what has been
stirred up, my friend- an army of sanctimonious,
liberal fools and their willing henchmen of black
apologists.” He kept up driving at a rapid pace,
leaving the scene of disabled blacks further behind.
“If you need your things, I can stop at your relative’s
condominium- you’d better clean out your stuff- you
can organize your plans at my place.”

Wulf nodded, and Wes sped along towards Nora’s
place. After Wulf emerged with a couple of bags



containing his clothes, and his cache of weapons, he
explained about his jeep being parked in back.

“All right- follow me in that.” The youth got his
vehicle, and sped after the officer towards his home.
He felt rage and frustration, but his way now was
clear- to get out of this damned city!



ESCAPE FROM DECADENCE

Bridgeport

Wes led the way north, to the relatively safe commu-
nity of Bridgeport. Eventually he stopped in front of
a two story brownstone, with a large garage in the
back alley. The door rolled up, and the two vehicles
rolled inside. Wes lowered the door immediately.

“We’re going to have to change your plates, and
paint your jeep at the very least. It would probably
be best for you to leave at night, anyway. There is a
mandatory one year prison term for even possessing
a firearm in the city, much less using one!”



“The only thing I used that gun for was to crush
Tibo’s finger bones on it…” said Wulf in a deep
voice.

“I know, I know- but they are going to change the
evidence, they will say or make up anything to stir
up hatred against a white who hurts a black! The
powers that be don’t care if it is self-defense, or
anything else- they have their politically correct
agenda, which is that white people abuse blacks, and
that explains everything, all the time. They’ve been
telling this lie for so long now, that I think some of
them are really beginning to actually believe it
themselves!”

The two left the detached garage, and went into
the house, which had multiple locks and deadbolts
on several doors leading to the living quarters. Plain,
almost Spartan on the outside, on the inside of the
house were shelves and shelves of books, and classic
paintings from the Renaissance. There was one
portrait of a striking woman, but that was the only
indication of a female presence in the room.

Wes caught his gaze. “That’s my wife, Cassan-
dra,” he said. “She was killed in a car-jacking 5 years
ago. Black perps, never caught, not even really
pursued. Papers tried to hush it up; it didn’t fit the
template.” Wulf nodded grimly, his hands clenched



into fists. “And the worst part? I know who did it! But I
can’t prove it, and the regular Chicago police detec-
tive who knows I know is just waiting for me to
make a move against them. Two south side punks,
come up here to raid on white women, Asians, and
elderly.”

“Wait,” said Wes, as a sort of light grew in his
eyes, presaging a sudden thought. “How about if I
hire you to take care of these savages- you are disap-
pearing anyway, you have to. And, no one would ever
suspect you, who has no ties or knowledge of this
case. I would pay you well, even give you my own car
to escape in- Oh God- if anybody could do this it’s
you- I’ve seen you in action!” His voice had a thrill of
passionate intensity in it.

Wulf nodded, his arms crossed over his powerful
chest. “You have been fair to me. I will repay you in
this manner, and then go.”

Wes looked towards the portrait of his murdered
wife, and said with a vicious hiss, “Let’s do it
tonight!”

A couple of hours later, the companions were ready.
“I will point them out to you,” said Wes. “They’re
both 21 now, they were 16 year old punks when they



murdered Cassie. They’ve really moved up, now they
deal drugs, among other things. They hang out in
this dive,” he said, pointing out a seedy bar with a
number of black men sitting and lounging around on
the front steps. The blacks eyed the two white men in
the late model sedan challengingly. Some called out
obscenities, and gestured menacingly, simply because
it was two white men in “their” neighborhood.

Another black man emerged from the dark door-
way. “That’s one!” said Wes. He was a tall, strongly
built black man, but with a large gut to match his
large limbs. His head was shaved, and gleamed in
the streetlight. As he came out onto the pavement,
he stopped to light a cigarette. He peered at the
sedan through the smoke, then, recognizing Wes
through the glass, took off at a run.

Wes followed in the car, until the black figure cut
down an alley. “That one’s called Demoan,” he said.
“Feel ready for the hunt?” With a grunt, Wulf
launched himself from the opened car door. His daily
training ensured he would quickly catch the running
black, who was staggering from lack of oxygen. Ciga-
rettes never help your running speed!

Gasping, Demoan stopped and turned. He pulled
out a small automatic pistol, but before he could fire



Wulf threw his hunting knife with pantherish swift-
ness. The blade lodged in the chest of the black man,
who sagged to the earth, pierced through the heart.
Smiling grimly, Wulf retrieved his weapon, and loped
off back to the waiting car. “One down,” he said as
he got back in the car.

“And one to go.” said Wes. His face was set in a
determined grimace.

The two drove about for hours, but could not find
the other punk, who Wes said was called Rasha.
They were back in the vicinity of Hyde Park, when
they saw an older vehicle stopped at a red light.
Suddenly, there was a crash, as a tire iron smashed in
the side window! A youngish black man was holding
the iron rod, and his face was twisted in a ghastly
grin of rage.

As luck would have it, one of the very few
mounted police officers of the Chicago police force
happened to be patrolling within earshot. He started
riding towards the sound.

Meanwhile, Wes and Wulf jumped out of their
car, running towards the scene, which was a couple
of blocks away. Wes counted himself in excellent



shape, but was startled at the ease with which the
youth who accompanied him pulled away in front.

The black punk had ripped open the car door,
and pulled out the driver, who was a young woman
with skin that was like cafe au lais, and straight
black hair that rippled down her back, glowing
faintly in the street lamps. From roughly one block
away, Wulf was shocked to see the face of his
teacher, Miss Trina Gilbert from the high school fine
arts class!

At that moment, up rode the police officer on his
large jet black horse, a taser in his hand. The order
had come from the higher ups to not use deadly
force, and this older black officer was trying not to
get in trouble before his retirement in a year. When
the punk turned to see, holding the woman before
him as a shield, he suddenly grinned. A taser? He
pulled out a small gun, and shot the officer, who
slumped and fell from his horse.

Meanwhile, from the passenger side of the
woman’s car, a smallish figure emerged. He launched
himself at the punk, who was easily twice his weight,
as the woman began kicking him. The punk could
easily handle these two, both the woman and the
little black kid with glasses. Now that the cop was
down, this was beginning to look like the start of a



fun night… At that moment, he felt an iron grip
around his throat.

He was lifted as a cat lifts a mouse in its jaws,
kicking and thrashing. He couldn’t breathe, and the
woman and boy pulled away from him.

“Wulf!” shouted Wes, coming up gasping for air.
“That’s him- that’s Rasha!” Startled, Wulf eased his
grip on the punk, and looked back at Wes, who
nodded. And Rasha, suddenly recognizing Wes from
the courtroom where he had been accused of killing
his wife, knew things were now not looking like a fun
night at all. And, with that in mind, he pointed up
with his gun and shot at the huge white youth.

His aim was not good, since his arm had been
pinned down by his side, and the caliber of the bullet
was small, but he did get a shot through Wulf ’s
massive left leg. Wulf slumped to the side, and Sasha
the punk slid out from his grasp. Turning quickly, he
set off on a run down the street, intent now only on
escape. He knew what Wes would do to him, and he
knew he deserved it!

Wes was too winded now to even follow, and
stood by the woman and the small black boy. Wulf
turned, leaning on the car hood to take the weight
off of his injured leg, and he saw who the two were.
“Trina? And Jafiro?? You two were the victims?”



Trina sobbed, and threw her arms around his
neck. “Oh, Wulf- I was just giving Jafiro a ride to my
spare room, since he is kind of, well, homeless, and I
saw him on the street. Next thing I know, that…scum
tried to car-jack us, but you came along and oh…”
Here she trailed off again in sobs.

“Yeah, Wulf my man, yo save the day, man!” said
Jafiro. He smiled up at him through his thick glasses,
his brown eyes happy.

Wes was examining the officer, who was still
unconscious, but moaning faintly. “He’s not dead,
but he’s sure not good. I think that fall from the
horse knocked him out completely.”

Disengaging himself from Trina somewhat reluc-
tantly, the white youth felt himself completely
reverting to type- once again, he was the youth of the
wild, the primitive barbarian who upheld his
personal values with the weight of his own power.
With only a slight limp, he went up to the large
horse, who was startled still by the gunshot and
noise, but whose reins had remained wrapped about
the unconscious police officer’s wrist.

Wulf picked up the reins, and made as if to mount
the animal. It started away violently, pulling back.
Wulf simply knotted the reins in one huge fist, and



yanked the animals large head downwards, violently.
The horse had never felt such superior strength from
a human, and lowered its head in submission. Wulf
leapt upon its back, and galloped off into the night.

Trina, Jafiro, and Wes all just watched open-
mouthed as the giant youth careened away like a
centaur, hooves ringing sparks from the city paving,
in hot pursuit of the black thief, drug dealer,
murderer, and who knew what all else named Sasha.
In his hand was his big hunting knife, and it shone
in the dark like a silver spike.

Sasha heard the hoofbeats, but had no idea what
they portended until he turned as he ran, his eyes
shining whitely in his face. Those eyes became filled
with terror as he saw the huge figure atop that
pursuing dark steed, the blazing blue eyes, the mane
of reddish hair flying back over his shoulders like an
avenging angel of death.

In desperation, Sasha took out his gun and began
firing. Again, and yet again he fired, but to no visible
result- the animal and rider came on relentlessly,
until at the last he tried to get out of the way, but it
was too late. Hooves, thundering down on him with
the weight of both horse and man, left him a red
ruin.



Looking down, Wulf put his unused knife back in
its sheath. “That’s number two,” he said.

Arrested

Wes, Trina and Jafiro all stood waiting by the uncon-
scious police officer for Wulf to return on the horse.
Sirens were sounding, coming nearer, and then they
heard the hoof beats. The giant youth, hair shining
like bronze under the street lamps, came into view.
Blood splashed the black hooves and fetlocks of the
horse. Wulf swung himself down, obviously an expe-
rienced rider, and at that moment blue lights shone
over the scene from all directions. A good dozen
police cars pulled all around the scene in a ring, and
spotlights were shown over the group.

“Put your weapons on the ground!” came out of a
megaphone. A circle of officers pointed weapons at
the four, of which only Wulf had a weapon to put
down. Although it rasped him to do so, he put his
big knife on the pavement. He also pulled a large
revolver from under his shirt, and put it, gleaming
bluely, on the ground as well.

“Well that about does it!” said a yellowish



colored black man. Thin, with a little mustache
below beady black eyes, he pointed towards the gun
and then Wulf with unconcealed relish. “Do you
know I can lock you away for years just for possessing a
firearm in this city? Much less using it in a hate crime
like this!” he said, pointing with his arm that had
leather patches on the elbows and pockets like he
was British from the upper classes rather than a low
level bureaucrat in a corrupt, decadent American
city. He was pointing at the downed officer, still
unconscious. The officer was black.

Wulf was cuffed and put in a squad car, as Wes and
Trina, along with Jafiro, tried to explain that he was a
hero here, not a perpetrator, but when they police
found the trampled body a few blocks away of Rasha
the punk, the yellowish detective with the patches,
named Antigone Gibbons, knew he had it made. A
white man, who probably (he’d make sure it was
likely, not probable), had shot a cop, stole his horse,
and trampled to death a young black man- oh, my
gosh, he would get a commendation for this at least,
and lots of air time on TV… He smiled briefly to
himself. Black on white crime happened all the time,
and the media downplayed it. White on black



violence was like a “man bites dog” story- it almost
never really happened, and when it did- wow- make
hay while the sun shines!

Wes told detective Gibbons that he was an officer
with the private police force of the U of C, but if
anything this just lost him credit with the man.
“Give your information to that officer,” he said,
nodding towards an officer who had walked up with
a clipboard. “All of you. Do not leave home, we will
need you in court.” Then, as if noticing the stunning
looks of Trina for the first time, he asked her with a
leering smile he must have thought looked fetching-
“What did he do to you, that white trash we just
arrested?” He looked at her old car with the smashed
window, and asked her, this time including Jafiro in
the question, “Did he try to carjack you? He did,
didn’t he?”

Everyone knew how improbable, impossible this
was really; there had never been a carjacking of black
people by white people in this city, ever! But he
could hope…

“Of course not,” said Trina, and Jafiro shook his
head “no” vigorously. “We’re trying to tell you. The
man you arrested saved us, saved us from that dead
man who shot this officer,” she indicated the officer,
now being carried on a stretcher to an ambulance.



“He, the man who is dead, he’s the one who is the
criminal here!”

“I’m sure you believe that right now, honey,” he
said with another creepy leer, “but after you think it
over, I’m sure you’ll remember that a felon, for that
he is just for owning those weapons here, and a
murderer, cannot be a hero anymore than a white can
be a victim of a black hate crime. They are mutually
exclusive.” Another creepy smile.

Wes walked up. “Come on, I’ll drive you two
home.” he said to Trina and Jafiro. To the detective,
he said “You have our information. We will be in
touch.” The three walked away towards his sedan.

Detective Gibbons called after them. “See that
you do!” ‘Especially you…’ he thought, watching
Trina as she walked away. He thought how many
viewers would love to see her on television, how
ratings would go up. What a looker! He’d have to
convince her to see things in the “correct” light.
Again, that smile. Creepy.

Wulf in Chains

Wulf was ushered out of the squad car, and into a



large building- Cook County Department of Corrections
was on the sign outside. With handcuffs on both
wrists, he was led into the building, like a dog. The
youth was manacled, but hardly subdued- he was
awaiting the right time…

Inside, it smelled like an animal hospital. Unwashed
bodies, and lots and lots of future convicts. As he
was led into the building, Wulf was regaled with the
current Chicago bureaucracy- lots of affirmative
action cops, mostly black with a lot of females,
looking at him with utter contempt. It seemed that
white convicts were a complete rarity, and in a
strange way, a precious commodity! Everyone there
seemed to be dying to have an actual white crimi-
nal. And now, their dreams had been answered!

Not only the cops, but the convicts looked at the
large, muscular youth as though they were happy for
the first times since they had last scored drugs. His
reddish mane of hair, his bronzed but still white skin
marked him as an outsider. Cops were smiling,
knowing his fate and somehow relishing it,
(WHY??), and the other future convicts were doing
the same. Why?

Because they hated whites, always had, and had



been programmed by the liberal media to do so!
After all, whites were the reason that they (the
blacks) had never been able to achieve what every
other immigrant group had been able to gain: a
stable home life in the safest, most meritocracy
based system in the history of the world.

Asians had achieved it, Indians had achieved it,
and were achieving success all around them. Whites,
of course, had it- they had been granted it at birth,
or so the blacks thought. The game was rigged against
them! Kill Whitey!! (And every other racial group that
achieved better than them!)

These same future convicts, sitting at desks being
read their rights, arguing with the arresting officers,
looked up with pleasure to see a white, Caucasian
(although they would have had no understanding of
that term) youth being led in as a criminal like
themselves! This just never happened- it was a dream come
true.

And the cops had the same looks on their faces.
‘A white perp at last!’ was visible upon their faces.
Finally, they could dispense some revenge. Their
liberal programming to believe that white privilege
was to blame for all of their woes, all of their
substandard achievement, all of their crime and
poverty and the sad state of their neighborhoods.



They could take it out on this whitey, and no one
would say boo!

Wulf was led in cuffs and leg irons to a desk by three
officers, all of whom kept their hands on the butts of
their pistols as they went. Even chained as he was, as
unresisting as he was, he looked dangerous. Anyone
could see it; it was as if a tiger was being led in chains-
the potential power and mayhem were self evident.
Detective Gibbons led the way, and finally sat at a small
desk littered with papers and used coffee cups.

Sitting, he indicated to the youth with his eyes
that he should sit across from him. Wulf took a seat,
his chains jangling.

“Now, you were read your Miranda rights in the
squad car,” he began, “and I will allow you to call a
lawyer if you have one, or we can assign defense
council for you.” He gave a pleased, cat-that-ate-the-
canary smile that showed small yellow teeth. “But,
off the record boy, your sorry ass life is over, got it?
You killed two young innocent black men, and shot a
black police officer! I put you in the public holding
tank, and the other inmates will take you out before
morning. But confess now,” he pushed forward a
confession form he had printed out for Wulf to sign,
“and I will be lenient, and put you in solitary, protec-



tive custody.” The yellow teeth showed again in an
unattractive smile.

“I killed those black dogs; they had killed the
wife of my friend. I never touched the policeman,
except to borrow his horse. The gun belonged to one
of those dogs, he doesn’t need it now in hell!” he
rumbled.

There sounded a commotion back down the hall-
way, and Wes Parker came into the room. Gibbons
was half standing, glaring at the seated youth, and
the three officers had drawn their pistols. Wulf
seemed relaxed and unperturbed, but a dangerous
light glinted in his blue eyes that he had fixed on
Antigone Gibbons. Gibbons held the power at the
moment over the shackled youth, but still Wulf
seemed to dominate the scene.

“Hold it right there!” said Wes. He looked
alarmed, but angry as well. “I want you to get this
man a lawyer right now, and I want you to follow
procedure in this arrest.”

“He’ll get his lawyer,” said Gibbons, ‘but not
tonight,’ he thought. “Did you know, he has already
confessed to two killings? Two hate crimes?! His ass
is mine!” Once again, detective Antigone Gibbons
thought of the future publicity about this event, and



how he was the arresting officer. He might become
chief of police!

This youth, though really bothered him. He was
not ashamed of his hateful vigilante justice, and
seemed completely unabashed at all the veiled and
not-so-hidden threats that had been made to him
about his future. Gibbons wanted to see him squirm,
this confident young white man rubbed him raw.

“But tonight, tonight he will spend in the
company of the general jail population.” He said it
softly, almost caressingly. The general, black jail
population is what he meant. Wulf would be
outnumbered 50 to 1 by the black race, and though
it was never admitted, blacks were far more racist
towards whites than vice versa.

“You can’t do that!” said Wes, alarmed. He knew
very well what that entailed, but neither side could
actually voice the reality.

“Oh, I sure can,” said the yellowish detective,
beady black eyes squinting up at him. “Your lawyer
can see what he finds tomorrow, I know I will enjoy
looking in with him! Did you know, due to budget
shortfalls, our jailing staff is woefully short handed
these days…Now officers,” he said loudly, “lock this
prisoner up. And since he is a dangerous murderer,



leave his cuffs and leg irons on- I don’t want him
injuring the other inmates!” And he laughed outright
in Wes Parker’s outraged face as Wulf was led
clanking away by the three other officers at gunpoint.

Nora Disapproves

This whole incident of her so-called grandson
appearing unwanted in her life had upset Nora
greatly! She had heard of Wulf being arrested, why
who hadn’t at this point? ‘The Worst Hate Crime Ever!”
had been the headline in the Chicago Tribune, and the
New York Times was running a series of articles about
the resurgence of white racism, with the proud oh-
so-white caucasian face of Wulf Gott staring off the
pages.

The worst part for Nora was that first day after
Wulf had been incarcerated into the general jail
population. It was only much later when it came out
that he had been thrown into that population mana-
cled hand and foot, as if immobilized for slaughter!
‘Why, oh why hadn’t it worked,’ she thought to
herself. ‘How could he have managed to survive that



night, against all expectations and odds?’ It galled
her no end.

Wes Parker, that annoying Chicago University
policeman, had called her that morning. “I don’t
know if you really have any interest, seeing how
you’ve treated your own flesh and blood,” he said with
thinly veiled contempt, “but I will tell you this- he is
alive, and actually quite well!” He went on to explain
how her grandson had been put into the jail popula-
tion, manacled, and had managed not only to survive
the night relatively unscathed, but had actually
caused such mayhem on his attackers that the ones
he had not maimed or injured had retreated to the
far corner of the cell until dawn!

When Wes had come to the Cook County Correc-
tions building the next morning, it had been with a
heavy heart. He had small hope of the muscular
youth surviving that night, manacled and locked in a
cage with violent, universally white-hating black
criminals.

He already had great respect for the physical
prowess of Wulf, but he was amazed to see him
sitting in a private cell, guzzling coffee! Wulf looked
up at him, and smiled broadly. When Wes asked him
what had happened, he flexed his mighty, now



unmanacled arms, and held them together as if
cuffed.

“Two fists at once do more that one!” was all he
said.

Detective Antigone Gibbons was a little more color-
ful. “That m—f—white boy!” was all he would say to
Wes. “But I’ll see him fry, yes sir, he gonna pay!” He
would almost sputter as he spoke, so consuming was
his frustrated rage.

Wulf had seen a court appointed lawyer, and had
been told there was little hope. He seemed content
with Wes, though, and brightened greatly when
Trina and Jafiro came to visit him later that day.
Everyone seemed depressed except Wulf. He did ask
for some books from Trina, and was showing
isometric exercises he could do using the bars of his
cell to Jafiro. Jafiro eagerly tried them out himself,
saying “Me- Ah’m gonna get me as strong as yo be,
Wulf!”

Even Gabe Hokulani from Gabe’s Grub came to
visit the youth, carrying a box full of jars. Laying them
down, he smiled widely at the youth behind bars. “Ah
wanna bring nourishment to ya, I do! Ya mus’ keep up



ya strength, hey?” He started handing the many jars,
brimming with green nutrition from his blender,
through the bars one after another into the large
youths hands. “Them blacks,” he said sourly, “they do
what they wanna, and no one stop ‘em- ‘cept you!
They attack and rob Asians, Indians, and even Hawai-
ians- they no special folk- no way- they too needa’
PAY!” He grinned widely at his rhyme, and actually
repeated it in delight. Wulf smiled his thanks, and
guzzled from one of the green jars happily.

Wes told Wulf that he had spoken at length with
his lawyer, and advised him to try to not worry. “We
will fight this thing- the corruption is bad in this city,
but right wins in the end,” he said. He sounded
doubtful himself.

Worrying actually seemed to be foreign to the
hulking youth’s very nature. A lion in a cage paces
to keep up its strength, and saves its energy for the
future; it does not worry and fret. And so it was
also with Wulf! He might be a caged lion- but still a
lion.

Detective Gibbons had taken a personal affront to



Wulf, and would come to the cell often, literally to
taunt him.

“You ain’t gonna survive, cracker!” he would say.
“The black man, he owns this city now, and you
better know it!” Wulf would glare at him calmly, and
invite him within the bars of his cell. Gibbons would
just back further away, mouthing obscenities. He
spent much of his days now being interviewed by
reporters of various media, television, radio, maga-
zines and newspapers. The gist of these interviews
was spun by him to show off his own anti-racist
agenda, and the utter evil of the imprisoned youth.

“I know that the black officer who was shot has
recovered, and insists that this white Wulf Gott was
not the one to shoot him. I believe he is confused
because of the violence of the attack, and that this
white monster actually killed not only the two inno-
cent young boys, (both were in their twenties), but
tried to kill this policeman as well- and just because
they were black! We blacks (Detective Gibbons was
just a light yellow, but loved to call himself black, as
if at least half of his blood wasn’t white), well, we
have been discriminated against forever in this
racist, evil country. Otherwise, we would be rich and
successful; and obviously most of us are not. (He
smiled at this point, to show that he, Antigone



Gibbons, was an exception to this rule). It’s people
like this Wulf character that are just bitter clingers,
trying to hang onto their old ways, using racism and
violence just like they did in the past to keep the
black man down. I will see him executed if it is the
last thing that I do!”

The firestorm of outrage over this “triple
murder” as it was referred to in the press got the
trial put on the fast track in the otherwise glacially
slow court system of Illinois and especially the Cook
County courts. Wolf ’s trial was set up to being in
just a few weeks. Black protesters swarmed the
streets of their own neighborhoods, burning and
looting as their way of showing their outrage. Hyde
Park and the surroundings were made much worse
even than usual in the process, as crime swelled and
ravaged the black neighborhoods by their own
population!

Nora Gott, the unnatural grandmother of Wulf
Gott, spearheaded protests on her own against her
own grandson. Gathering together her liberal univer-
sity of Chicago friends and professors, along with
students and also just angry blacks from the tene-
ments on the South and West sides of Chicago, she
would march them right outside the Cook County
Corrections building. Taking up a megaphone, she



would rail against her grandson, pleading for the
death penalty!

“I apologize to black America, and minorities
everywhere, for the evil that is the white male!” was
her signature opening statement. “This monster, this
Wulf Gott, who bears my name to my despair, needs
to be put to death. I know, many of us have always
been against the death penalty, and still are, but I
believe that any white person who harms a black one
deserves to die. Because white males, in particular, are all
racist, and their death is the only solution in civilized soci-
ety!” Nora would shake in anger, and secretly loved
the publicity and the notoriety as a wonderful
liberal she was getting. She was even starting to
believe that maybe it had been lucky that her
grandson had come to live with her… briefly!

She had a long speech and deposition planned for
the upcoming court date that she planned to read,
denouncing her grandson, and asking for his execu-
tion. She could just imagine herself on television
worldwide, selflessly asking for the death of her
racist grandson. She would be a famous, liberal icon!
Actually, she could hardly wait.

White Privilege



Antigone Gibbons called Nora Gott. He liked her
politics!

“Ms. Gott, I just wanted to say that I am so proud
of you for standing up for what’s right!” Nora recog-
nized his voice right away, since she had been
watching the television stories right from the start. It
was that yellow colored black man with the small
teeth and beady eyes! She would like to get to know
him better.

“Detective Gibbons? Oh, what a delightful
surprise! I so admire your work, apprehending that
horrid racist relation of mine- I hope you know that I
am nothing like him, and in fact would like to have a
hand in eliminating him as one more white bigot in
our nation.”

Gibbons had been sure they would get along, and
he thought she might be a good ally in sentencing
and condemning her grandson. After all, it was very
rare for a relative to turn against one of his or her
own, and this was her last living relation, and the
one that bore her surname! Her words would carry a
lot of influence in this liberal city. “Please call me
Antigone, Ms. Gott- and may I call you Nora?”

“Of course, Antigone!” she said. “Perhaps you

• • •



would like to meet, come over for a little cocktail
party I have planned for this Saturday evening, about
8:00? You would find yourself among very like-minded
people, indeed!” Smiling to himself, Gibbons agreed
to attend, and hung up. Using her against her own
grandson- white against white- the thought pleased
him greatly. He was the true racist, he hated white
people just because they seemed so much more
successful and capable than his own race, and he
couldn’t abide that, or even consciously admit it to
himself.

Detective Gibbons was in his element at Nora
Gott’s condominium in Hyde Park. The other profes-
sors that were in attendance hung on his every word,
and beamed with happiness as he spoke of “that mf-
ing barbarian” that was in his custody. “This, as you
all know, is not just a murder case- this is a racist hate
crime, and so is much worse than just murder! I will
see this boy fry!” said Gibbons.

Of all things, Nora, the grandmother of the
“boy”, seemed to share his opinion. She hated it so
much that her own flesh and blood had not only not
become a good liberal, but was actually one of the
enemy- he actually appeared to be very conservative!
If she hadn’t been so anti-gun herself, she said to her
friends, she would have gladly shot him herself.



“Here he was, living in my own place- I was
trying to shape him, give him the chance to be an
ambassador of our people, by being the only white boy
in his school. What a wonderful opportunity I gave
him, and he threw it away,” Nora said loudly to the
guests at large. They nodded in vehement agree-
ment, showing each other just how good a liberal
they all were.

They all had a delightful evening, discussing all of
the things that were the ultimate problems in the
world today: things like “white privilege”, “black
oppression”, police killing blacks and arresting them
with no reason whatsoever, and of course
conservatism.

Charles Jonas, the Black Studies professor, talked
at length about “disparity of policing” in the black
neighborhoods, insisting that the black youth were
persecuted by the police, and that’s why the crime
rate of blacks is so high. They all agreed, and clinked
their wine glasses in polite assent. No one
mentioned that nearly all of the violence and
mayhem visited on black youth was committed by-
other black youth! Amongst liberals, some subjects
are just never spoken of, since they do not conform
to the liberal world view. How you felt about some-



thing, that was the important thing- facts were
irrelevant.

Detective Antigone Gibbons knew the facts. He
couldn’t help but see that virtually every criminal act
done in Chicago was done by a black male, and usually
to another black male. He just didn’t care, he didn’t
know how exactly, but he knew it was all because of
white people! These people here in this room, these
liberals- to him they were dupes, tools that he could
use to play off against other whites. They were useful,
soft and weak, but were like a strain of corruption in
the body politic of their own white culture. Liberals
were a rot, spreading decadence and self-deception
like a disease throughout the western civilization they
had inherited and now strove to destroy.

‘Yes,’ thought Gibbons, ‘they may be fools, but
they strive unwittingly to destroy themselves from
within. With that, I can agree!’ And he smiled over a
Nora Gott, unnatural grandmother, and liberal fool,
and raised his glass to her with a smile. She smiled
back, and he realized that only a white could actually
want to kill her own grandson, over some dim “prin-
ciple” like liberalism. Even animals would never do
so. He loved her for her viciousness, just as he hated
her grandson for being white and strong.

• • •



Day in Court

Finally, it was a time for Wulf Gott’s big day in court!
Television, the newspapers, magazines and the
internet all buzzed about the trial, and Wulf Gott
was vilified everywhere. There was some talk of the
rampant crime in the city, and how ‘at least he had
tried to do something about it’, but mostly it was a
big attack on the youth for killing two wonderful
black youths!

Plastered on web pages were the youthful photos
of Rasha and Demoan, photos at least ten years old,
from their early high school days. Nothing was said
of their long prison records, their multiple felonies-
they were two disadvantaged youths, cut down by a
white racist just because they were black. Much was
made of the loss of these two, who would undoubt-
edly have made great contributions to society if only
they had not been killed!

Wulf was led into court, and stood sullenly
glaring at the black woman judge. She was obese,
and insolent to the extreme; a career politician of the
Democratic machine. Like Detective Gibbons, and
indeed like most black “civil servants”, she blamed
all the ills of her race on whites. Even now, when



there were vastly more blacks in the city than whites,
they blamed the whites. And, if the day ever comes
when there is not one single white person left- they
will still blame them- for everything!

The trial started out with the judge, Ramona
Washington, lecturing Wulf and his attorney on what
she intended to do to the defendant, who she already
labeled as guilty! Most of the people in the court-
room were black, and Black Lives Matter rabble-
rousers were demonstrating outside, alongside the
Black Panther Party. It was obvious that there would
be riots erupting either way the trial went, but much
worse if the youth was acquitted on anything at all,
even if he were found innocent of shooting the
officer on the horse. That officer had come out and
spoken again and again about the shooting, saying it
had not been the white youth, but the black one who
had shot him. But still, the blacks and liberal media
insisted on terming it a “triple murder”, despite all
evidence to the contrary.

Wulf looked about the room, seeing all of the
angry faces twisted into leers of hatred, and only
vaguely listened to the fat woman judge who
lectured him about his “racism, white privilege, and
his hate crimes”. He quickly decided that everyone
there was mad; he had explained that he had killed



the blacks because they had killed the wife of his
friend. To these decadent dwellers in a civilization
that was rapidly sinking into savagery, such an expla-
nation enraged them. The youth stood facing them
all, a figure of elemental, clean-limbed health and
power, and the very contrast between what they
knew themselves to be, sick and malnourished, both
of body and mind, made them want to destroy him
all the more.

Crowds of protestors were pushing against the
wall of police officers that were lined up to protect
the proceedings, but most were not trying too hard,
and it appeared to be only a matter of time until
chaos ensued and they would storm to where Wulf
stood to tear him limb from limb.

Wulf looked over to where his lawyer, Wes Parker,
Trina and Jafiro all sat, his small coterie of support-
ers. They looked sad and frightened, already slumped
in defeat. On the other side sat his grandmother,
Nora Gott, right next to the yellowish detective
Gibbons. Both had their eyes fixed on him in
triumph, like ghouls about to devour a soul.

Wulf reached up to where his blue/green amulet
gleamed on his neck, and clasped it tightly.



It was as if a light went out! Just like that, it was
black as the space between the stars, and utter panic
ensued. Fighting broke out, and revolvers were fired
in panic by the police as they were attacked. No one
could see a thing, no one, that is, except the
youthful defendant, who could see clearly through
the enchantment within his amulet. Never before
had he asked anything of his true grandfather,
Akula, back in the Indian lands of the North- but
now, in his hour of greatest need, he had done so.
And Akula had answered, as he had known he
would!

He moved like a blaze of light amidst the dark-
ness, rushing across the floor to where stood his
friends. Taking Trina by the hand, and gripping Jafiro
by the shoulder tightly, he guided them rapidly
through the milling, thrashing crowd. Dazed and
confused, they willingly let themselves be led
through the utter darkness. Three wraiths slipped
along through the shadows, dodging people where
they could, or else Wulf would push some violently
out of the way when necessary. And finally, they
were outside of the building, and outside it was as
dark as it was inside.

• • •



A pair of headlights came rapidly up, and the
door was flung open. “Nikan!” expostulated the
young barbarian, as he recognized him. “My brother!
Take us away from this evil land!” He quickly loaded
Trina and Jafiro into the back seat, and got in the
front next to his old friend Nikan.

“I am overjoyed to see you, Wulf my brother,”
said his Indian comrade. And with that, they were
off, speeding into the “night-that-drowned-the-light-of-
day”, which is what Nikan called it. “Akula sends
word that this mighty magic is his most powerful,
and will not last long. We must make haste away!”
The big sedan they were driving had a powerful
engine, and Nikan called on every last bit of horse-
power as they sped down those city streets. They
were just leaving the north side of the city when the
light of the sun returned, blinking back on as
suddenly as it had vanished. They kept on driving
north.

Back to Nature

It was surprising, really, how easily that escape was
from Chicago! Perhaps Akula’s magic was more



powerful than anyone knew, since there really was,
at that time, no evident pursuit from the police
department, or anywhere else.

Wulf, Trina, and Jafiro just drove ever upwards,
ever north- into a land of green countryside, small
cities, and pastoral farms. Jafiro, the homeless black
youth of the city they had left behind in particular
seemed charmed and amazed: he had never even
imagined such peaceful scenes of nature! His eyes
behind his thick glasses were glued to the car
windows, absorbing everything he saw with delight-
no fighting, no sirens, no litter and pollution!

And it just got better. Trina had seen much of the
real world, the non-citified, non-politically correct
world of the Democratic Liberals that dominated
Chicago and most other big American cities. She had
traveled rather widely, as she attended colleges, and
explored the art and culture of Europe- she had
unravelled the richness of conservative values, the
enduring benefits created by the supposed “dead
white males”. These were those denigrated men who
had created Western Civilization, the Founding
Fathers of the West, and also those founding fathers
of America. Now, they were held up to ridicule, as
the cities and countries they had founded collapsed



into savagery and violence. All for liberal self inter-
est, she knew that now.

As she looked out at the natural world of small
town America, and then progressed yet further to
complete wilderness, she saw what had been sacri-
ficed. The early stages of civilization always seemed
promising- new developments, including large struc-
tures and codification of laws. Abundance! Actually,
this was the first stage: crops were grown repeatedly
in the same fields, and a nomadic, wandering sort of
life was no longer necessary. There was enough food
for everyone, all the time!

But it also meant that some people, some power-
grabbing “leaders” could take large portions of grains
to store. For themselves alone! This was the begin-
ning of private wealth. Fields were “owned” and
walled off, their produce only for the owner. And
slaves were needed to cultivate and harvest the
fields, harvesting grains that were far less nutritious
than the wild greens and animals that had been
harvested before, back in the barbaric days…

The civilized peoples grew smaller and weaker,
and they grew in numbers dramatically, since they
had enough to eat, as paltry in nutrients as it was,
still they could survive at least until childbearing.
Barbaric tribes were never more than 100 souls, 40-



50 was the most likely number of tribal members.
But, they were all healthy, happy, and free.

All of this Trina came to discover, gradually. But
of course, Nikan and Wulf were born to this knowl-
edge! They had fought it, the endless advance of
civilization, knowing its insidious evil, but still
respecting the learning and knowledge, the laws and
culture of at least western civilization- in its early,
pristine state.

But, the shining light on a hill of Western Civi-
lization came with the seed of its own destruction-
eventually, things were determined to not be fair-
despite differences in ability, intelligence, and in a
work ethic, some factions always started to demand
equal outcomes.

This meant taking from those who worked, and
giving to those who did not. Political correctness, the
Welfare state, the Dole- whatever you call it, it was
evil, and it was corruption. It took away individual
liberty, and gave it to the State! And now, Chicago
had reached the ultimate nadir of civilization, when
the liberal, politically correct, non-workers held sway
over what had once been a prosperous civilized city.
It had sunk into decadence, corruption, and politi-
cally correct savagery. Trina swore to herself that
she would never go back!



She looked over at Wulf, sitting in the front seat as
Nikan sped rapidly northwards into the wilderness.
He was the picture of barbarism: incredibly strong,
calm when action was unneeded, but ferocious when
attacked. Blue eyed, tawny haired, a son of the
natural world, uncorrupted. Ready to help victims,
but just as ready to punish viciousness and savagery,
decadence and those who imposed their will on
others. A modern barbarian, she suddenly realized!

Looking over at Jafiro, the black youth that had
been rescued from a life of marginalism by Wulf, she
spoke:

“Barbarism is the natural state of mankind. Civilization is
unnatural. It is a whim of circumstance. And barbarism
must always ultimately triumph.”

• • •


