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PREFACE:

In the Tradition of THEM no prior disclaimer is given to this compendium of selected works by
D. W. Myatt whom for the past nine years has been our inspiration under the occult mantle,
Anton Long.

These Works are merely presented as they Are.

THEM thank David Myatt for granting permission to print this volume; which volume should not
be seen as an Official or Definitive version/representation of the Works of a man who embodies
Change - but as a privately assembled collection of his manuscripts by this Temple for personal

appreciation and study.

THEM also thank “DarkLogos9” of the ONA for providing numerous and unique manuscripts to
the content including a Chronology of AL - and whose assistance in contacting Myatt on our
behalf, was invaluable.

THEM also thank Julie Wright: whose archival efforts and records of private correspondence and
personal essays regarding Myatt are reproduced herein and to whom the Sinisterion world-wide is
truly grateful.

ISS,
The Temple of THEM,

Australian Nexion
2008 / 119 fayen



ANTON LONG:
A SHORT CHRONOLOGY OF HIS LIFE

Introduction and Disclaimer:

1 have pieced this chronology together from a variety of sources, including some unpublished
ones, and some published in various magazines and books. I have also, on occasion, used
information supplied by various contacts of mine who are familiar with the life and works of
Myatt.

This unofficial Chronology is based on the assumption that Anton Long is a pseudonym of David
Myatt.

DL9

Anton Long - A Short Chronology of His Life

Born 1950
1950-¢.1967: Africa and Far East
c.1966:

~ Begins study of Martial Art, based on Taoism, in Singapore
~ Initiated into pleasures of erotica in Singapore brothel

1967: Arrives in England to complete schooling
Notable events: 1967- 1968
~ Leaves home (his father returns to live and work in Africa) - working at weekends and during

School holidays at a variety of jobs, including fruit picking, a pig farm, and a local factory. His
father gives him a generous monthly allowance.



~ Joins small traditional coven in Fenlands.

~ Begins study of National Socialism following reading about Major General Otto Ernst Remer
~ Joins Colin Jordan's newly formed neo-nazi British Movement.

~ Visits London in search of Occult groups and makes contact with small group following G*D*
and Crowleyian magick, which he soon rejects as "wishy-washy arty-farty mumbo-jumbo”

~ Regularly attends meetings and rallies and demonstrations by BM, and newly formed NF, and
gets involved with many fights.

~ Joins small Left Hand Path group in London, and meets lady who runs a well-kept and high-
class brothel: Quod duo Concubinatus genera sint, as he was to later, mockingly, write.

All this activity and seeking has a deleterious effect on his school studies, and he seriously
considers quitting studying for his "A" levels and moving to live and work in London

1969 - 71

" Seeking Promethean challenges, he becomes, for around nine months, a cat-burglar, and targets
premises in London, expressing delight in the risks and the physical challenges. He tests each
"mark" personally - in terms of their individual character - before deciding if their premises merit
his attention, and later uses the experience gained to refine the ONA's guidelines for the testing of
opfers.

" Leaves School and enter University, where he studies Physics.

"~ 1971: Becomes disenchanted with University, and spends more time travelling around the
country attending political meetings, rallies and demonstrations, as well as working with a small
Left Hand Path group, based in Yorkshire, called The Temple of the Sun, and visiting his lady
friend, the brothel owner, in London where he occasionally helps out with running the business.

On several occasions, he acts as Colin Jordan's bodyguard at BM meetings and rallies.

He meets, via a contact in a Manchester Left Hand Path group, the Lady Master, of a traditional
Sinister group, whose daughter initiates him into their reclusive sinister ways, and he spends
many weeks staying with them, studying, and recording, their aural traditions after which his new
Lady Master and her daughter emigrate to Australia, leaving him in charge of their very small
Left Hand Path group, numbering less than thirteen people, to which group he gives the name
Order of Nine Angles. The young lady who initiates him subsequently (and in Australia) gives
birth to Myatt's daughter, whom Myatt only meets decades later. She and her mother have
stipulated that Myatt should have no contact with them, nor try to find them, unless they contact
him, a stipulation which he honours.

1972-1974: Leeds and the NDFM

~ Early 1972: Finally leaves University after meeting and becoming friends with Eddy Morrison
at several neo-nazi rallies and meetings in Leeds, and moves to live in Leeds, where in the
following months - after yet another violent skirmish - he is arrested for his part in a "Paki-
bashing" incident involving a gang of skinheads, for which he is subsequently sent to Prison,
having been identified as the leader of that gang.

A 1973: On release from prison he decides to form, with Eddy Morrison, his own neo-nazi group,
the NDFM (National Democratic Freedom Movement), with Morrison as leader and himself in
charge of propaganda.

Also forms a small criminal gang to "re-distribute some of the wealth stolen by big capitalist
firms", believing that these are "victimless crimes". He is to be arrested, early in 1974, for his part
in these crimes, after an investigation by the Yorkshire Regional Crime Squad (later to become
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part of the National Crime Squad, which dealt with "serious and organized crime"), and is
subsequently charged, found guilty, and given a suspended Prison sentence.

He is invited to join the underground neo-nazi group Column 88 (a part of NATO's clandestine
Gladio network, with links to MIS and MI6), which he does, and regularly attends their training
sessions, meetings and camps. C88 is led by a former Special Forces Army officer.

In early 1974 Myatt gives his first interview to a newspaper journalist, who subsequently reneges
on his promise to show Myatt a draft before it is published, and who publishes a sensationalist
and untrue story about Myatt and Satanism which appears on the front-page of the local evening
newspaper, complete with Myatt's photograph. The sensationalist claims includes stories of
animal sacrifice, and Myatt is interviewed by both the RSPCA, and the Police, about these
stories, with both the RSPCA and the Police concluding that they are journalistic invention. The
reporter subsequently becomes ill and dies, after a lingering illness, less than a year later. Anton
Long was to later write that he never did and never would sacrifice any animals since there was
an abundance of human dross suitable as opfers.

He makes several visits to Northern Ireland, travelling on the overnight ferry from Liverpool to
Belfast, describing these as “visits of a curious tourist”.

" 1974: the ultra-violent NDFM year where Myatt regularly speaks at public meetings and rallies,
smashes up an anti-Apartheid exhibition (twice), assaults a anti-fascist photographer, and gets
arrested at least five times for violent offences, including wading into a Trades Union march and
destroying one of their banners. Speaks at Speakers Corner, Hyde Park, to a crowd of nearly a
thousand, and at an outdoor rally on Leeds Town Hall steps, to a crowd of several hundred, which
ends in a mass brawl, and with him being arrested again. A few months later he appears in Court,
and is sent to Prison, again, for his part in "inciting and leading" the fighting on Leeds Town Hall
steps.

1975-1981: ONA Insight Roles

On his release from Prison, he grows a beard, and becomes - for several months - a "Gentleman
of the Road", then settles down to live alone in a caravan in a field in the Fenlands to begin
codifying and extensively developing ONA teachings. He undertakes the physical tasks described
in the aural traditions he has inherited, then the grade Ritual of Internal Adept, in the Highlands
of Scotland (near Loch Ness), afterwards resuming his regular visits to his lady friend, and her
girls, in London, who have moved to new premises.

He decides he must spend many years personally trying out - and the refining, from experience -
various ONA techniques, including Insight Roles, and opts to enter the noviciate of a Nazarene
monastery where he spends nearly two years, during which he continues his Occult studies.

Not long after he leaves the monastery, he moves to Shropshire, resumes his Occult writings,
begins writing about National Socialism, and meets the women whom he marries some months
later. He successfully undertakes another Insight Role and completes all the new physical
challenges he has developed, for External Adept, and described in Complete Guide To The Seven-
Fold Sinister Way - having considered the ones he has inherited, and already undertaken, as "just
too easy".

Begins work as a gardener at a country house in Shropshire, and occasionally travels overseas,
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while continuing his association with Column 88, attending their clandestine meetings and
training sessions.

1982-1988:

Settled, in Shropshire, he begins writing in earnest about National Socialism, and publishes
Vindex: The Destiny of The West and other works of his fourteen volume National-Socialist
Series. Begins translating Greek literature, and publishes his translations of Sappho and
Sophocles. Regularly writes for a variety of NS and nationalist publications (under his own name
and using a variety of 'nyms) including for John Tyndall's Spearhead magazine. Privately teaches
a few individuals Martial Arts, and completes The Deofel Quartet, and his voluminous ONA
works, which he begins to distribute via Thormynd Press and other outlets. These ONA works
include early editions of Naos, Hostia, and Black Book of Satan, Part 1

In the middle 80's he is interviewed by the Police about the murder of a local woman (Hilda
Murrell) who was an active supporter of nuclear disarmament, and is also interviewed by Jenny
Rathbone, of ITV's World in Action, about the affair (although his comments were never
broadcast), suspicions having been raised in some quarters as to whether Myatt was doing some
"dirty work" for MI5. Someone - who was also suspected of "dirty tricks", knew someone who
knew Myatt - committed suicide before he could be questioned about the murder, and the murder
was to spawn various "conspiracy theories" although, decades later, the real murderer was found,
charged and imprisoned.

A few years after this incident, Myatt divorces his wife (she goes off to live with a younger lady)
and he disbands the few, and small, ceremonial ONA groups that exist and which he still leads,
having returned to, and further developed, the more traditional way of individual Initiates
working alone with perchance some guidance.

With Column 88 disbanded after its existence became public knowledge, he regularly travels the
UK to recruit (at neo-nazi and nationalist meetings and events) members for his clandestine neo-
nazi group, the Aryan Resistance Movement (later, Aryan Liberation Army) whose candidates he
tests by methods deriving from the ONA, but finds only one or two suitable individuals.

1989-1993:

Still living in Shropshire, he marries again, and travels many times to Egypt and other parts of
Africa (where he again visits his father's grave which lies somewhere "between the Bangweulu
swamp and the Lulua river"). He publishes further NS writings, more ONA material, and a
translation of The Agamemnon by Aeschylus, and - following the untimely death of his second
wife from cancer - he begins a course in Arabic at a British University only to leave after a short
while to cycle through the Sahara Desert, returning to move to live near the Herefordshire-
Worcestershire border and work on a farm.

He then becomes involved with Combat 18, a group started not by Myatt himself but by Charlie
Sargent, and his brother, Steve.

1994-1999: Combat 18 and The London Nail Bombings
During these years, he returns again to being publicly active on behalf of National Socialism,

attending meetings and events organized by C18 and other neo-nazi groups, and again speaking
in public. Several articles about him appear in Searchlight, and other magazines, and Liberty Bell,
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in America, publish most of his Thormynd National-Socialist Series of NS essays. An essay,
attributed to Myatt, announcing the formation of a leaderless resistance racist group, "The White
Wolves", is distributed, containing practical advice on making home-made bombs. Myatt issues a
bi-monthly NS publication, The National-Socialist, in support of C18. He also marries for the
third time, to live in what one Midlands newspaper subsequently reported (complete with
photograph) as a "luxury detached four-bedroomed house" in a small village near the town of
Malvern.

Not long after settling there, Myatt travels to Australia, having received an unexpected invitation
from the lady who initiated him into what was to become the ONA to attend the funeral of her
mother, and Myatt there meets his daughter for the first time, who is a married woman with
children of her own. The stipulation, made by his Lady Master decades ago, is still valid, and
Myatt honorably agrees to have no further contact with his daughter, her family, or the mother of
his daughter, unless they contact him.

Myatt continues to clandestinely recruit for his covert Aryan Resistance Movement (ARM), his
terrorist manual A Practical Guide to Aryan Revolution is put on the Internet for the first-time by
someone in Canada, and there are rumors of Myatt receiving financial support from a former
member of Hitler's Waffen SS.

He makes further visits to Northern Ireland, flying from Manchester Airport to 'Derry, describing
these visits as “coastal and hill walks; enjoying the solitude and scenery.”

During 1997, C18 splits into two factions, the disloyal faction being led by someone called
Browning who was accused by Charlie and others of stealing C18 funds, and Charlie Sargent is
arrested for the murder of a Browning supporter. Myatt, remaining loyal to Charlie, forms and
leads The National-Socialist Movement, after getting Colin Jordan's permission to use that name,
and all the members of C18 loyal to Charlie join this group, which includes several serving
soldiers of the British Army. Myatt appears at Charlie's trial to give him public support and twice
publicly challenges Browning to a duel with deadly weapons, on one occasion waiting for him
(and his gang) in Chelmsford town centre, but Browning fails to turn up, and also fails to accept
the challenge to a private duel. A photograph of Myatt with a woman (a C18 member) - outside
the Court at Chelmsford - appears in Searchlight together with a description of the continuing
fued between the two C18 factions.

In the early months of 1998, a squad of detectives from Scotland Yard's SO12 unit conduct a
Dawn raid on Myatt's home and arrest him. His house is searched by seven Police officers for
over seven hours, and computers, literature and other items are seized, while Myatt is taken away
for questioning. He is later released on bail, while the Police continue what is to be a three year
long investigation into charges relating to incitement to murder, conspiracy to murder, and
incitement to racial hatred, with this investigation involving Interpol, the FBI, MI6, and the
Canadian Police. Myatt is again the subject of an article in Searchlight, who post a photograph of
him on their front cover, with the heading The Most Evil Nazi in Britain.

Some months after Charlie Sargent is sent to prison for murder, Myatt resigns as leader of the
NSM, to concentrate on his own Reichsfolk and ARM organizations. Then, quietly, with no
announcement either public or private, in September of 1998 Myatt converts to Islam at a Mosque
in the Midlands.

In 1999 David Copeland - a member of Myatt's NSM - begins his campaign to start a racial war

by exploding three nail-bombs in various areas of London. Three people are killed, and over a
hundred are injured, many seriously. Copeland is arrested soon after the last bomb explodes.
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Prior to Copeland's trial, Myatt is questioned by Police officers from Scotland Yard's Anti-
Terrorism branch about Copeland, but denies any connection, and he is also confronted by a
reporter from the BBC's Panorama program who asks him the same question.

Following Copeland's trial and conviction, a year later, the BBC Panorama program about
Copeland is broadcast, accusing Myatt of being Copeland's mentor, and there are subsequently
many other Media reports about Myatt and Copeland, with journalists arriving at Myatt's home
and place of work (a farm) in an effort to interview him. Myatt declines to answer any of their
questions, and instead issues a public statement in which he stated: "I personally regret nothing.
There is nothing to apologize for; nothing to plead or feel guilty about..."

Every six months or so (and until 2001), the Police continue to formally interrogate Myatt
(mostly at Charing Cross Police Station, in London, but on one occasion at Oxford Police
Station) regarding Copeland, 4 Practical Guide to Aryan Revolution, and other matters relating to
the charges still pending against him.

2000-2008:

Myatt continues - until the end of 2000 - to issue editions of his The National-Socialist
newsletter, as he continues to write about National Socialism, and lead Reichsfolk. At the
beginning of 2001, the Police inform Myatt that they have dropped all charges against him, and
return his computers and other belongings.

In the Summer of 2000, Myatt, according to one source, travels to Iran, from whence he crosses
over to Iraq. He begins to write about Islam and in particular articles about and praising Osama
bin Laden and the Taliban. In the Summer of 2001, Myatt leaves his wife, citing “irreconcilable
differences” mostly to do with his Islam, sells the house, and goes to briefly stay with CB (and his
female partner) on a farm in Shropshire for a few months, before becoming a "Gentleman of the
Road" in the fells of Cumbria.

After some months of being again a Gentleman of the Road, he settles in a town in the north of
England, together with his new girlfriend, producing more writings about both Islam and what he
calls The Numinous Way. After six months, he moves again to begin work on a rural farm,
visiting Egypt several times, while continuing to produce more polemical Islamist writings.

After 2003 he concentrates on writing about, and being involved with, Islam earning a reputation
as a radical Islamist, a supporter of both “suicide attacks”, and of Osama bin Laden. One of his
articles justifying suicide attacks is, for several years, on the /zz al-Din al-Qassam (the military
wing) section of the Hamas website whose members have killed thousands of Jews in such
attacks. He also eloquently defends both the 9/11 and the London 7/7 attacks, and recent articles —
such as his In Reply to Sheikh Salman b. Fahd al-Oadah (where he again defends bin Laden), his
The Revival of Aql, and his The Aims of Al-Qaeda — have led to his Wikipedia entry including
him in the category of British Members of Al-Qaeda.

DL9
October, 119yf

Version 1.05a
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A PERSONAL ENCOUNTER WITH DWM,
BRIEFLY DESCRIBED

My first encounter with David Myatt was in The Classics Bookshop, in Oxford, on a particularly
hot and humid day in Summer as the decade of the 1980's moved toward its end. Those who
frequented that now much-missed bookshop will remember the cabinet by the door containing
Greek and Roman antiquities for sale and the stairs that led to the rather cluttered upper floor. It
was among that clutter that I, literally, bumped into Mr Myatt - or, rather, where he bumped into
me. He was bending down (although squatting would be a more correct a description) perusing
those lower shelves at right angles to the window that overlooked Turl Street, which shelves
contained works by Sophocles and Aeschylus. He - seemingly oblivious to everything but the
book in his hand - rose just as [ was trying to pass by, and almost knocked me over.

He apologized, very politely, three times and - chosen book tucked under his left arm and leaning
on his rather incongruous (considering the weather) umbrella - smiled at me before inviting me to
join him for afternoon tea at The Randolph. My initial impression was of a charming, if eccentric,
well-spoken academic (the umbrella; the tweed cap; the round gold-rimmed spectacles; the
corduroy trousers; the hounds tooth check cotton shirt; the copy of Oedipus Tyrannous under his
arm; the bushy ginger beard) who, perhaps, enjoyed cricket, or some other outdoor activity or
sport favored by the English (the tanned face, arms and hands). Somewhat surprised by the
invitation, but also intrigued (those green eyes; the interest in Greek literature) I agreed, and we
spent that late afternoon, in The Randolph, being very English and rather formal, and the early
evening walking by the Isis being rather less formal. He suggested Dinner - which I declined -
then a concert in one of the Colleges the next day, which I accepted, for we had discovered not
only a mutual interest in Classical Greek Literature but also a mutual love of the music of Johann
Sebastian Bach, Brahms and Mozart.

Thus began our friendship. During the next few days I learnt of his divorce, the year before; his
eccentric (or perhaps foolhardy) and recent journey by bicycle from Cairo to Bahariya; his time in
a monastery; his childhood in Africa; his life and home in the English county of Shropshire; his
friend who was a Fellow of an Oxford College. Not once, then, or in the next few months, did he
mention politics or show any interest in the subject - and, years later, I concluded that he then, at
that time and until the death of his second wife (whom he married a year after our meeting) really
did not have any enthusiasm for or even further interest in such matters. Neither did he mention,
or show any interest in, the Occult. His main enthusiasms in those years seemed to be music,
Greek literature, and poetry, and he appeared to be as an overgrown, boyish, student, perhaps - or
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a romantic charming eccentric bohemian - who often seemed rather out of place, and ill at ease, in
the modern world of cities, traffic congestion, popular music, and nine-to-five work. Being then
still "of independent means" (as he once described himself to me) he was not bound by many of
the restrictions which seemed to often blight the daily lives of many people, and it was - I admit -
often delightful to be with him because of this. After a week, he returned to his rural life, as I
returned to my life in the sequestered Oxford that had been my adopted home for ten years, and is
still my home, and the place where we would, subsequently, regularly meet on his frequent visits
there.

Was the David Myatt I then knew and still know the "real" Myatt? Or was - is - that but one facet
of a multi-faceted, intriguing, character? A man whose favorite films included and include
Goodbye Mr Chips (with Robert Donat), The Cruel Sea, and Howard's End, and whose favorite
works of fiction were all by Charles Dickens? Or was - is - the "real" Myatt the hardened hate-
filled political fanatic, the manipulative Trickster, the subversive Grandmaster of an Occult
Order, that many of his opponents believe him to be? Certainly, his outward life over the past
three and half decades has been varied, and interesting - Nazi fanatic and activist; founder and
leader of several extremist political organizations; imprisonment, twice, for violence; alleged
founder and leader of a sinister Occult organization; convert to Islam and supporter of Islamist
Jihad; author of numerous subversive tracts; poet; translator; Christian monk; farm worker,
country gentleman of independent means who traveled First Class and stayed at the best Hotels,
manual laborer, vagabond, and Nurse - a variation, a diverse living, which belies the recent
belittling claims made about him, mostly anonymously, by those who do not know him
personally.

My personal view is that what I term his "outward excursions" are sometimes a kind of rather
boyish game for him, and at other times a manifestation of his restless but only occasional search
for experiences and answers; that his real self is the man, the poet, I met then and still know; the
man happiest walking alone or in the company of a loved one in the English countryside; the man
who enjoys working outdoors; who loves to sit in Winter by a coal or wood fire reading out aloud
the works of Dickens; the man moved to tears by some romantic film, or some beautiful piece of
Classical music; and that the conundrum of contradiction of such "outward" things with such
different "inner" things, is only an apparent contradiction. For the truth seems to me, now, that
there has been, for him, a long and slow journey, and an even slower learning; a learning
expressed in his recent poetry and letters, in such words of his as these:

So many tears

Since the breeze is only this breeze,
Her laugh only her laugh

And I - only what-was

Where Seagulls call, a tide

Returns

While Sun makes pearls with waves
And a blue a so-small Cumulus cloud
Does not break until my horizon

(One Seaside Inn One Day One Late October)
"Perhaps I have strayed too far: too far from being the being who was, who should be, who

should have been, me; too far through too many hopes, too much emotion, too many dreams and
expectations, too much desire which sent me questing to build so many personae for myself that
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at times I seemed to leave the world behind. Too many lives, lived: or perhaps in truth too many
abstractions by which I strived to shape, constrain, contain my life...

But now, now there is a reaching out - a great reaching out to the very life of Life: out toward the
very being of the Cosmos embracing as this does and has done and will do all the myriad nexions
on all the worlds world after world orbiting star after star, my problems, my life, but one pulse,
one infinitesimal pulse on the complex matrix which is but one finite expression of the divine if
often sad music of existence.” Over One Year Beyond

Thus it seems to me that he has — despite, or perhaps because of — his many and varied
peregrinations, his Promethean and Occult quest(1), returned to his true inner self which he
revealed to me at and in the months following our first meeting, a truth which Myatt himself
seems to be well aware of, given his recent poems and published letters(2) and the quote from his
favorite poet which he has appended to a recently updated (and, at the time of writing, still
unpublished) version of Part Three of his Autobiographical Notes:

We shall not cease from exploration
And the end of all our exploring

Will be to arrive where we started
And know the place for the first time.

“An American in Oxford”
September 1, 2007
(Updated August 24, 2008)

DWM's Selected Favorite Music:

JS Bach:

Aria: Erbame Dich (St Matthew Passion) [counter-tenor]
Cantata: Aria - Ich habe genug BWV 82
Cantata: Vergniigte Ruh, beliebte Seclenlust BWV 170
Cantata: Gott hat alles wohlgemacht BWV 35
Cantata: Widerstehe doch der Siinde BWV 54
Art of Fugue
Sonatas for Flute and Violin (BWV 1030-1035)
Violin Concerto in D minor BWYV 1052

Purcell: When I Am Laid in Earth (sung by a young Alfred Deller)
Music For A While (sung by a young Alfred Deller)

Gregorian Chant: Iste Confessor (Sarum Office)
Josquin Desprez: Kyrie from Missa L'homme Arme
Chant Vieux-Roman (c. 7-8 Cent. AD): Offertoire: Terra Tremuit
Chant Byzantin: L'Apostikhon de 1'Office de Mercredi Saint (Priere de Marie-Madeleine)

John Dunstable: Preco preheminencie

Thomas Tallis: Miserere Nostri
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Allegri: Miserere mei, Deus
Brahms: Fourth Symphony
Piano: Opus 76, Opus 116-119
Chopin: Etudes, Opus 25
William Byrd: Ave Verum Corpus
Joseph Haydn: Late String Quartets
Mozart: Symphonies 39, 40, 41
Aria (K505) Ch'io mi scordi di te Non temer amato bene Air

Vaughan Williams: Third Symphony
Umm Kulthum: Al Nil (Ahmad Shawky; Riad el Soumbati)

Favorite Films:

Howards End (with Antony Hopkins)
Out of Africa (with Robert Redford)
Shadowlands (with Antony Hopkins)
Apollo 13
Kagemusha
Ran (Akira Kurosawa)
Little Women (with Susan Sarandon)
Ghandi (with Ben Kingsley)
A Passage to India
Hobson's Choice (with John Mills)
Doctor Zhivago (with Omar Sharif)
Goodbye Mr Chips (with Robert Donat)
The Cruel Sea (with Jack Hawkins)
The Hunger (with Catherine Deneuve)
The Wicker Man (with Edward Woodward)
The Message (with Anthony Quinn)

Favorite TV Series:

Inspector Morse
Star Trek: The Next Generation
Pride and Prejudice (with Jennifer Ehle)
Bleak House (with Charles Dance)
ER (first three seasons)
Babylon 5

Favorite Fiction:

Charles Dickens: Bleak House
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Charles Dickens: Oliver Twist
Charles Dickens: Nicholas Nickleby

1 It is my personal opinion that Myatt has been, throughout his life, seeking answers to the most
important questions that we, as individuals, can ask, and that in the course of this seeking he
has sought involvement in many diverse experiences, and in what he, and others, call “Ways
of Life”, which ways of life, for him, included the Occult and specifically the Left Handed (or
“Sinister”) Path. It is also my personal view that Myatt — because of his own personality, his
own nature, and his intelligence (and sometimes arrogant disdain for the answers of others) —
has constructed not only his own somewhat unique Occult way, but also his own philosophy,
which philosophy he has called The Numinous Way.

2 And also in various other items, such as the anonymous item attributed to a certain “A.L.”
which appeared recently on a certain Occult Blog:

“To strive, to dream, to quest, to exceed expectations. To move easily, gracefully, from

the Light to the Dark, from Dark to Light, until one exists between yet beyond both,
treating them (and yourself) for the imposters they (and you) are.”
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THE GNOSTIC WRITINGS OF DAVID MYATT

Promethean Rebel

David Myatt's life has aptly been described as Promethean - as an original, creative, quest to
discover the meaning of our existence. His life has been one of direct experience and
involvement, as well as creativity. His quest began with Taoism, which he studied during his
carly formative years in the Far East, continued with Hinduism; then Buddhism; then
Christianity, and finally, with Islam. However, he also maintained, throughout his life, an
involvement with paganism (or heathenism as some of its adherents - incorrectly, in my view -
describe it) - and more especially with Occultism, particularly the darker paths. Never content
with theoretical study as a means to understanding, Myatt became practically involved with all
these diverse religions (or Ways of Life as he calls them), for instance spending several years as a
Christian monk, and nearly a decade involved with Islamic fundamentalism.

Yet religion was not the only means he used to try and discover answers to the questions he posed
about life. He also sought answers from and through politics - or, rather, from involvement with
political and Para-military groups, just as he was also experiencing life in many other ways,
through such things as world travel, diverse occupations, and, of course, personal relationships.
Not to mention two terms of imprisonment for violence, several spells as a drifter (a vagabond),
being the founder and leader of several organizations (such as the neo-nazi NSM and Reichsfolk)
and being the organizer, in his early twenties, of a small gang of petty criminals. During the years
of his political involvement he regularly spoke at public meetings, and on several occasions
harangued crowds of many hundreds of people, two of which - outside Leeds Town Hall, and
Speakers Corner, London - and notoriously, end in mass brawls.

Indeed, I feel it is correct to say - as Myatt himself has written several times - that he, from the

outset, did not divide the world into the various categories, such as politics and religion, that we
have become accustomed to. Rather, he strove, often recklessly, to experience life in its essence.

21



In addition, the more something was considered, by conventional society, as dangerous,
outlandish, forbidden or heretical, the more Myatt sought such a thing out, studying it,
experiencing it and becoming involved with it in a very practical way.

That is, he was, and perhaps still is, an original rebel. We have come to regard rebellion -
particularly youthful rebellion - as the rather selfish pursuit of our own desires; that is, as a kind
of anti-social flouting of what is, or was, considered the norm. Thus, the rebellion of the sixties,
and seventies, has come to be regarded as a liberalization. But was this a real rebellion - a
discovery of one's unique individuality? Or was it more the case of most young people being
swayed by other people, by their social milieu, by the media, by the entertainment industry and
unthinkingly following some new trend, some new fashion, some new norm?

Consider Myatt at one of his criminal trials during his ultra-violent years in the mid-seventies. He
was in the Dock, alongside several of his radical Communist opponents, who also faced criminal
charges arising from a violent demonstration. These alleged supporters of Communism - in order
to make some kind of good impression - had all attired themselves in conventional suits and ties,
and all had short hair. In complete contrast, Myatt had grown a beard, had longish hair, and
dressed in very casual clothes, including an ex-RAF Greatcoat. Thus, the Communists looked like
conventional fascists, and Myatt like a bohemian, or some Communist revolutionary.

Consider Myatt at University in the early seventies. It was accepted then to have "left-wing
views", to dress in a rather casual way, to indulge oneself through parties, drugs and other
intoxicating substances, and to like what has been called "pop and rock music". Indeed, we might
even say that this had become the norm in such places. Myatt, in complete contrast, chose to be a
real rebel, a real individualist. Thus he dressed in a suit, wore a tie, often carried an umbrella,
made himself very unpopular by publicly expounding Right-wing views, refrained from indulging
himself, and openly dismissed all modern music, championing instead the music of Mozart,
Johann Sebastian Bach, Brahms, and Beethoven. He was regarded as rather "old-fashioned" and
as a fanatical "fascist" - that is, viewed by others according to some conventional label, or
category, which they projected onto him. That is, they did not know - and probably did not want
to know - the real person behind this outward image, an image I personally believe Myatt
deliberately cultivated then, as he has continued to cultivate such outward images over the past
four decades.

Myatt championed National Socialism when it was heretical to do so. More recently, he
championed Islamic fundamentalism when it was, in the West, unpopular and dangerous to do so.
If we are to believe the many rumors and allegations about Myatt's Occult involvement, he also
championed the Sinister, or Dark, Occult Path when it was unpopular to do so. But there is far
more than this championing of the heretical, the forbidden and the unpopular. For to each and
every such area, Myatt has contributed something original. There are his voluminous writings
about National Socialism, which have created a revisionist, or new, version of that particular set
of beliefs. There are his Islamic writings, some of which have been used by Islamic groups, such
as Hamas, and many of which have inspired people. There are the voluminous writings of Anton
Long, of the ONA, most of which are original (for example The Star Game; Insight Roles;
Culling) and which contribute to Occult lore. There are his avowedly terrorist writings, which
most certainly inspired at least one person, whose campaign of bombings resulted in three deaths,
and hundreds of people being injured.

Yet - as if to counterbalance such things - there are Myatt's volumes of poetry; his Greek

translations, and, more recently, his many mystical essays and private letters which extol the
virtues of empathy, reason, compassion and honor, and which express a decidedly anarchistic and
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compassionate outlook on life as well as an intense respect, and love, for Nature, and a rejection
of the modern, urban, way of living.

The Gnostic Works of David Myatt

My view is that Myatt's conclusions regarding life - produced by his own very diverse and
Promethean experience of life spanning four decades - are evident in his recent published private
letters, his poetry, and in the rather non-political anarchistic philosophy which he has called The
Numinous Way, with its Cosmic Ethics. Some admirers of Myatt have gone further, and consider
that Myatt has achieved, and articulated, a profound, and paganistic, wisdom.

It is, for me, particularly interesting that none of Myatt many detractors and opponents, political
and otherwise - who constantly deride the man himself and who often accuse him of being
"weird", "mad" and a self-seeking publicist - have ever made any comments about his poetry, his
Greek translations, and what I may call his many Gnostic letters and essays. I consider that these
Myatt creations - especially his poetry and Gnostic letters and essays - are vital if we are to
achieve any credible, rational, unbiased understanding of the man himself.

I call his many recent essays and private letters - some of which letters have been published (1) -
Gnostic because I believe that word truly describes them. A Gnostic is someone who seeks gnosis
- wisdom and knowledge; someone involved in a life-long search for understanding, and who
more often than not views the world, or more especially ordinary routine life, as often mundane
and often as a hindrance.

However, whatever term we may use to describe these creations of Myatt, there is no mistaking
the profound respect for Nature and the emphatic rejection of modern, urban, life evident in them.
There is also no mistaking their humanity. He has called upon us to embrace honor, and defined,
in precise terms, what honor is. From this, he has created what can only be described as a new
ethics, and logically expounded the consequences of these ethics - of what they mean for us in
both personal and social terms. Thus, his rejection of such things as prison, the death penalty, and
large structures such as modern nations and governments. Thus, his affirmation that we must treat
all people, irrespective of their ethnic origin or culture, with courtesy and respect, seek to use our
will to do what is honorable, and seek to develop empathy with all life, human and otherwise.
Thus, his affirmation of such things as vegetarianism, empathy and compassion.

Here, in the sunshine at the beginning of another English Summer, I feel the
learning that has seeped deep down inside me, borne as it has been by my
manifold errors of experience. I have learnt, among other things, the value
and importance of personal love - far too late to avoid hurting three women
who, over the past decades, I loved, but who loved me, I now know, far
more. How stupid was that? To place my dreams, my ideals - abstractions
and forms - above human frailty, above human love, and above honour,
grounded as genuine honour is in empathy, in seeking the cessation of
suffering by honourable, reasonable means.

For Empathy is one of those other things, learnt, or rather re-discovered.
For years I hid a part of myself away - or rather, controlled it, believing
that ideals, that goals, that abstractions and forms and even dreams borne
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of such abstractions should come before human feeling, before the empathy
I had always felt, before the compassion that had often moved me. How
stupid was that?

So, there was and is a learning of the meaning, of the value, of the
importance of empathy, compassion, reason and honour - and thus a deep
knowing of suffering. Yes, let us not forget suffering, the suffering that we -
Homo Hubris - inflict and have inflicted on ourselves, on other life, human
and otherwise, and on Nature, whose fragile life clings to this planet which
is our home. Do not let us forget suffering - as we should not forget the
smallness that is best: the local dwelling, the home, in a warm life-bringing
Sun, where close by is someone loved who returns such love. There is
nothing complicated, here - no abstractions; no unchecked emotion; no
destroying instinct or dishonourable passion; no desire to dominate and
destroy. There is no Homo Hubris, the Noise-Maker, destroyer of that quiet
quietude which is the only beginning of wisdom. No Homo Hubris, bringer
of suffering and dishonourable war, bane of the the living-being which is
Nature. No Homo Hubris, the inventive, the cunning, who toys with honour,
for a while, only to reject it. No Homo Hubris, scourge upon the Earth, and
vet who in place of the suffering has sometimes, infrequently, too little,
iproduced some beautiful things, redolent of the divine, and who - once,
still? - possessed so much promise...

Homo Hubris - who values, as once did I, the abstractions, the forms,
above, beyond, the human frailties, the human dreams, above the humanity
of love, sowing thus the suffering. There need not be the abstractions that
have come to enslave us - no nations;, no States; no politics; no
governments, and no power beyond the individual, finite, pleasing human
power to choose our own way, our own life, guided by honour, reason,
empathy, compassion, love. For all abstractions in both their essence and
their effects destroy The Numen - that Life that is beauty, calm, quietness,
home to the myriad connexions that join us to the matrix, beyond.

Thus, here I sit - again - venturing forth to mould the flowing ink upon the
paper of a book in a field warmed by this warming Sun of one more sublime
hour of one more sublime day turning past another middle-May. Would that
this small learning of mine might make some difference...

Here, in the Sunshine

In addition, Myatt has recently even distanced himself from what he describes as conventional

politics and conventional religion:

“Thus have I, from my pathei mathos, come to accept that conventional faith - and all dogma, be
such theological or political - rather obscures the essence, The Numen, itself. Such things I now
regard as abstractions which we manufacture and impose, or project, upon Reality in a
somewhat vain and arrogant attempt to "understand" it, and ourselves, and others - and which, in
effect, dispose us toward pre-judgement, based on such abstractions, with such pre-judgements

often being inhuman in the sense that they cause suffering or harm or destroy other life.

24




Thus my understanding now is of how all life - sentient and otherwise - is connected, and an
expression, a presencing, of that some-thing which is beyond us (and which Nature is a part of)
which some-thing I have tentatively called "The Cosmic Being". This Being is not God - but
rather the Cosmos, and all life, and thus we ourselves, in-evolution: with our consciousness being
a means whereby we can know this Being - and The Numinous and Beauty, which are
manifestations of this connected Life, this Being. Our consciousness is also a means whereby we
can change ourselves, and thus be what we have the potential to be.

For me, all Art, poetry, music, literature, and Ways of Living which capture or express (or
presence) something of the numinous - which so manifest something of the beautiful, the sublime,
"the primal innocence" - are or can be a means of transformation for ourselves and for others. As
are - or rather as can be - some personal relationships, where love, based on loyalty and that
simple sharing and trust which such personal loyalty engenders, is freely given and freely
received. Indeed, I would go so far as to express the belief that it is such human love, between two
human beings, which is perhaps the finest, most noble, and most beautiful expression of our
humanity - and there is such a sadness in knowing how much this is not the case, now, in the
world where we dwell; in knowing how so many people, knowing or unknowing, abuse and
misuse such love, given to them, for their own selfish, prideful, ends.”

What is also interesting is that he seems also to have renounced the tactics of violent revolution
and terrorism which he had espoused for several decades, as is indicated by some of his more
recent effusions:

“Not so long ago, some politician said that "if we want peace, it has to be fought for",
by which he meant people had to suffer, be injured and be killed in the striving for this
mythical peace, which he incidentally never bothered to define...

The simple compassionate, empathic, honourable truth is that to attain peace we must
change ourselves, we must become empathic, compassionate human beings. We must
reform, evolve, ourselves through accepting a Cosmic morality that does not depend on
amoral, inhuman, abstractions and which does not claim to have been revealed by some
deity. For it is the struggle for abstractions, for abstract ideals - the struggle to
implement such things - which is inhuman, which always leads to suffering, however
noble and fine such ideals or abstractions might seem, and our foremost, fundamental,
principle must be to alleviate suffering, to cease to cause suffering to any human being,
or to any living thing.

The politician who made the aforementioned statement has been responsible, as head of
the British government, for many tens of thousands of people being killed in various
parts of the world; for the suffering of hundreds of thousands of people, for the maiming
of tens upon tens of thousands of people, and directly or indirectly, for the torture and
humiliation of thousands upon thousands of peoples. Yet such a person - and those who
support such a person - finds and find such things acceptable; acceptable, but, they say,
regrettable, and they will write and say this because they have placed some abstraction,
some ideal, some mythos, before human suffering, and are prepared to inflict suffering
in the name of this ideal, this abstraction, this mythos, this belief. This is fundamentally
wrong. It is immoral.

For decades I myself made the same mistake, in my pursuit of some political idea, or
some religious belief. As I keep writing and saying, we must at last grow-up, and
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become truely human: that is, empathic, compassionate. We must cease to cause
suffering. All we have to do is change ourselves - and let-go of the abstractions we have
brutally imposed upon Life, upon human beings.”

Honour, Empathy and the Question of Suffering

There is an understanding that the only way the world - people - will change in any
significant and ethical way, is by the difficult change within each and every individual:
through perception, through them developing empathy, and through a living based upon
that empathy, and that all we, as individuals can do, is strive to live in an ethical way
ourselves, trusting, hoping, that our lives, our artistic and musical emanations, can aid
such a numinous transformation of others.

One Simple Numinous Answer

In addition, he is quite open, remarkably honest, and very human, about his past mistakes, a
ruthless honesty which he admits derives from the suicide of a close personal friend in Spring of
2006 and which led him to write such things as the following:

Too much sadness; far too much sorrow - from the knowing, the feeling, of my mistakes; from the
knowing - the feeling - of having caused so much suffering. So I listen to the Aria from Bach's
BWV 82 and I am overwhelmed. Tears of sadness, beauty, suffering, knowing: overcome with too
little and yet too much: so much suffering for so little apprehension gained. So much suffering
before, century upon century, for so little change, and I am left remembering as I was this
morning under warming late August Sun when I wandered among the meadow-fields to sit myself
upon dew-covered grass and close my eyes while the sun-warmth of an English Summer brought
one small moment of an almost tragic respite.”

One Small Missive To A Friend

“Here am 1 listening to JS Bach's Erbarme Dich and weeping, weeping, weeping: such
tears of sadness as if all the pain, all the suffering of the past five thousand years has
come to be within me, this selfish man who caused so much suffering, who once - long
ago it seems - thought he knew and understood and who thus sent forth so many words.

So many words... Now there is only the pain of knowing; only the anguish of failure;
only one allegory among so many to bring that feeling, that knowing, which is far
beyond any words I know.

So much failure so many times, by me, by others. Why cannot we learn? Why have we
not learnt? Why has not the simple love of one such simple numinous allegory come to
stay with us, day after day, decade upon decade, century after century? Why did not the
simple love of my own personal learning born from the tragedy of one beautiful woman's
death stay with me through those so recent weeks of ignorance when I turned back
toward a vainful striving?

Why have we always, it seems, regressed toward the mistakes of our past? The mistakes
of suffering born from striving for - from adherence to - some abstraction which leeches
away that personal love, that compassion, that empathy that is the very essence of our
human being?
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So and yet again I am humbled by my own knowledge of myself; by that love which has
lived within so many others century after century and which so briefly lived within me
until I became distracted again by the passion of following some stupid inhuman
abstraction.

Failure upon failure; death following death; suffering upon suffering. Why have we not
learnt? Why have I not learnt? Or am I by my life - by the mistakes of my life, by my own
stupidity, time upon time - just one more example among so many examples these past
five thousand years?

So much promise - oh how so much promise! - that lives within us, that has lived within
some of us but which so many, it seems, take or leech away through their own selfish
passion or through their striving for some lifeless un-numinous abstraction, just as it
lived within her, him, taken from them as it was taken from them by things not even now
fully understood but only felt as when I as in the moment just now past bent down,
weeping, weeping, weeping such tears of sadness as if all the anguish of the centuries
was seeping out from the depths below.

So, the music ends, and I am once again one man veering toward old age, looking out
toward the autumnal hill where the clouds of Dusk have come to cover the setting Sun as
begins again one more dark night for this forgetful fool.

So Many Tears

Hence, it is possible to conclude that we could view all Myatt's other works, political or otherwise
- and his diverse and seemingly complex life - as but steps toward these Gnostic creations,
creations evident in his philosophy of The Numinous Way, which philosophy he has, in the past
two years, radically revised to the extent of excising from it even its previous dependence on
what he called "the folk" (2).

Thus it is that these recent creations of his (many of which, at the time of writing, are still
unpublished) could be taken to represent the man himself, as he is now, and what he himself now
upholds and believes in, beliefs summarized, by him, in essays such as Our Human Problem and
One Simple Numinous Answer. But whether this is indeed the case, perhaps only the passage of
several more decades will reveal, for as Myatt himself admits in the latest (and still unpublished)
version of his Autobiographical Notes, Part 3:

"There is a feeling of nearing the end of a four-decade long quest; a hope, within, of
having at last found satisfactory, honourable, ethical, answers. A hope that such inner
conflict as has occurred these past three years is honourably resolved, so that I will no
longer sally forth on behalf of some abstraction, whether religious or political or
whatever. But, as I have written elsewhere, I have stupidly and arrogantly believed that
about myself before, and been mistaken."

"An American in Oxford"

September 2008

(1) Selected Letters 1 (zip file 277Kb) and Selected Letters 2 (zip file 193Kb)
(2) As Myatt wrote in The Development of The Numinous Way:
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Q: In some of your most recent writings you have stated that you - and the The
Numinous Way itself - have gone beyond even the concept of the folk. Can you explain
this in more detail?

A: When I began developing what I first called "Folk Culture" and then The Numinous
Way of Folk Culture, there was still some importance placed on what I described as "the
folk", which I then considered as a living-being, a nexion, which I assumed was distinct
from the abstract idea of race. Indeed, I tried to make a clear distinction between "race"
and "folk", writing that a folk was essentially a clan, a tribe, of individuals - a small
grouping - who shared the same ancestral heritage, the same genetic heritage, and who
dwelled in the same area. I contrast this with the abstraction of "race" and regarded
small, rural "folk communities" as worth conserving and nurturing, or worthy of being
brought into-being.

However, the more I developed the ethics of The Numinous Way, the more I realized
that, if used as a criteria of judgement, of value, this "folk" was itself divisive, an
abstraction, and thus a cause of - or the potential cause of - suffering and intolerance, of
judging other than by empathy and the criteria of honour. That is, to promote such a
thing as as a priority, as a necessary criteria- or as the criteria - was, and is, in itself
unethical. Thus I have had to abandon this concept of "the folk" as a necessary criteria,
as one foundation, one basis - the basis - of The Numinous Way.
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THE LIFE AND POETRY OF D. W. MYATT

Myatt's Life:

The poetry presented on this Web-site is the creative work of a man with an interesting history.
His life, according to one source, is a modern "odyssey".

All artistic creations should be judged on their merits, and while the life and former beliefs,
political or otherwise, of the artist may be of interest, they should not cloud one's artistic
judgment. In the majority of instances, while the artistic creations are remembered after the death
of the artist, their personal beliefs and political opinions are long forgotten.

Outwardly, Myatt's Promethean quest is now generally known - involving as it did, among other
things, a study, in the Far East, of Martial Arts; the violence of ultra-nationalist politics; periods
as a vagabond; two terms of imprisonment for violence; personal involvement with Islam,
Buddhism, Taoism, Hinduism, Christianity, Paganism, the Occult; and membership of a highly
secret military organization, set up by British government during the Cold War, to conduct
sabotage and assassinations. In complete contrast, his interior personal life is much less well-
known.

It may have been that his first period as a vagabond, in the 1970's, was prompted, in part, by a
series of ultimately unhappy romantic liaisons, one of which led to the young women in question
moving abroad where she gave birth to Myatt's daughter. This series of events does seem to have
inspired some of his early poetry, as did his first marriage, which failed when his wife ran off
with a younger woman (who, incidentally, was the dedicatee of Myatt's translation of Sappho's
poetry). His second marriage ended with the death, at the age of 39, of his wife from cancer. The
failure of his third marriage led him to spend another period as a homeless vagabond, in the hills
and Fells of Cumbria, a period which inspired him to produce more pagan poetry before he
returned to writing about that second love of his life, women. For if there are two themes which
consistently run through his poetry, they are Nature, and women. Indeed, he once remarked that
"I often feel that some women embody the beauty, the numinosity, the joy, the sensuality, of
Nature."

This love of women is especially evident in his short-story entitled One Connexion; in a
manuscript he wrote over two decades ago - about a relationship involving two women - to which
he gave the title Breaking the Silence Down, in many of his poems, and in several of his letters to
me:

29



“So it was that I then, as now, remembered a wisdom of years ago, forgotten in the artificial
turmoil of political, religious, plots, of chasing ideological schemes and promethean dreams.
Remembered especially when I, only months ago, in her, my married lover's house, awoke and
she, my new love, lay warm, naked and half-asleep beside me, our limbs, our bodies, our feelings,
entwined, and there was no need to speak, to leave. We seemed one, then, as when our passion
joined us and we would lie, wordless, looking, smiling, gently moving, touching, in that beautiful
calmness of love.” (A Learning: Hand written letter, by Myatt, addressed to JR Wright, dated
Nearing the Winter Solstice; postmarked December 17 2002.)

It is my own, personal, view that, in order to understand Myatt himself, we must look beyond the
many journalistic clichés written about him to his poetry, for much of this poetry is profoundly
autobiographical, and seems to express "the real Myatt" behind the facade of the various political,
religious and Occult réles he has assumed, and played, during the past four decades.

Myatt's Poetry:

It is one of the aims of Art to elevate us and raise us up and away from the mundane world. The
poetry of David Myatt is decidedly non-political. If it can be categorized, it is "pagan", Nature-
loving, rather mystical, and empathic. It is also highly individualistic, not to say romantic.

What we find expressed in much of this poetry is a profound desire for a more natural and a more
human way of life. We also discover, in his poetry, a sensitive man, in love with Nature, who
seems to enjoy the company of women far more than the company of men, and who finds:

There is much that is beautiful
But nothing that surpasses the beauty some women
Reveal
Through their eyes

(The Silent Wisdom)

-
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It seems that his diverse peregrinations, adventures, travels, wanderings and involvements have
inspired his diverse poetry, and it is therefore not surprising that some of his poems are about
love, the joy of love, and the sorrow that often arises when love ends:

It was a calm night

Perfumed by moon

Which drew droplets of fractured
Light to my pillow and relief

To the majesty of her flesh
(Summer Love)

These are the moments of an exquisite silence

As we lie together on your sofa, holding, pressing
Our bodies together

As I, gently, stroke your face and hair

And you kiss each finger of my hand.

(One Exquisite Silence)

Only in passion did we glimpse in moments a beauty
Beyond -

As when, satiated within our lover's arms,

Our being relaxed to journey in defiance of our life

To where some gods were born

While rain played as rain played upon those panes of glass
And a Church clock tolled its ten amid the morning city noise
In her Apartment

When we who waited warm in bed should long ago

Have been upon our way to work.

(Only Relate)

This week will become the month of loss,

This month a toil endured

As when the weary soil, drought-kept,

Waits, waiting, to bring forth flowering joy from seeds,
Like memory, sown from tears that are earth's rain,
My pain.

(Such A Poem As This)

1 have no sentence of undisputed meaning
To describe the feeling

As I entered to hear the organ playing Bach:
There was no Time

No century of belonging

Only a leaving in an inward implosion

As I stood, unaware of who or what I was.
But she was real, this goddess

Who played with thin fingers

Creating in an instant a divinity

Of love

Her wraithe form almost swathed in black:
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She looked up, once, as I sat astounded,
And smiled in concentration.
(Playing Bach)

I had gone, unannounced, unexpected,
To see them kiss as they stood

Near her window.

Each false Spring is a lesson

Which Nature slowly learns

As harsh Winter in returned

When stark frost, chilling,

Creeps to crack some bursting buds:
Poems cannot change this

Just as Summer is not Summer
Without Spring

(Shadow Game)

But no spell, no wish

Brought my distant lover to me
And I'was left to run slowly
Back

And wait the long hours

To Dawn.

By the fire, I think of nothing
Except the warmth of my love
No longer needed.

(In The Night)

Always a dream or a memory
Lead us on

And we wait like children
Trusting in the spirits of the Earth.
We love unsuspecting

While they our lovers scheme,
Succour themselves on our blood
And bleed us dry

(Letter)

Bereavement:
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Some of Myatt's most intensely personal poetry was written in the months and years following
the suicide of his fiancée. Of that event, Myatt writes, in perhaps his most sad, yet poignantly
beautiful, poem:

What have we to give them, now?

What have we but words said,

Unsaid, deeds done or promised unfulfilled?

What have we to give them now -

Too late the love, the words, the effort

That might have saved them:

Too late this knowing of such sadness and such grief....

How do we, can we, live when guilt at our living
Wakes us in the late or early night

And we hope, pray, believe:

But this is life - they are gone, dead, taken from us
And no words, no deeds now can redeem or save them:

So we move from night to day to night -
We, the living-dead that our dead leave alive.
(We Are The Ones The Dead Leave Behind)

Gradually, and after well over a year, he records a change of mood:

Yet, in moments,

A certain calmness calms:

Grown, growing - uninvited, unexpected - as the warmth of this morning
Measures out six seasons since her death

While the toiling species toils

Trapped

In Time through ego;

No gentle wisdom, no empathy, there

Only a painful birthing of colourless dull abstractions.

So I sigh, one prism so briefly placed on Earth
Among some dewy grass.
(This Dewy Autumnal Grass)

Then perhaps, unsurprisingly for him, comes some solace, from Nature, recorded in his latest
poem:

So this is Peace:
As the Sun of warm November
Warms and the grass grows with such mildness.

No strife, here;

No place beyond this place

As Farm meets meadow field

And I upon some hessian sack sit, write

To hear some distant calls from hedged-in sheep:
No breeze

33



To stir the fallen leaves

That lie among the seeds, there

Where the old Oak towers, shading fence
From Sun

And the pond is hazed with midges.

(The Sun of Warm November)

Conclusion:

Given Myatt's quite profuse poetic output, of - to date - several hundred poems, it is to be
expected that there is some variation in quality. Or, perhaps I should say, there are certain poems
that do not resonate with me, and others which do, although Myatt himself admits, in a recent
letter, and in answer to a question about his poetry, that: "Of all my profuse poetic scribblings, 1
can find only half a dozen or so that I can bear to re-read and which are, in my opinion, good.
Some others may just be passable, but there are many - the majority, again in my opinion - which
are lacking in either style or profoundity, or both, and which perhaps should be forgotten..."
(Private hand-written letter, by Myatt, addressed to JR Wright, which he dated 25.vii.08 CE/21
Rajab 1429.)

In the end, as often in artistic matters, it is perhaps a matter of individual taste, of whether one
"likes" - or feels an affinity for - certain poems, rather than a question of pure intellectual
aesthetic judgment or critical analysis based on some contrived academic theory. For that, surely,
is what good poetry should do - move, us, emotionally, and possibly express something which we
ourselves may have felt or experienced but cannot quite find the words to describe. Certainly, in
my view, many of Myatt's poems express something quite touching about Nature, love, sadness,
and about our rather wistful human condition.

In conclusion, if David Myatt is to be remembered, it will hopefully be for his poetry, rather than
for his political or religious writings, his past political associations, or his quest among the
religions of the world.

J. R. Wright

Oxford

2003 AD

(Updated 9 September 2008 AD)
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TOWARDS IDENTITY & THE GALACTIC EMPIRE
AUTOBIOGRAPHICAL NOTES
DAVID MYATT

Part One

“Three things have always inspired me: the ideal of Space Travel, the belief that our evolution, as
human beings, has only just begun - that we can and indeed should evolve still further, in terms of
our abilities and our consciousness - and a feeling concerning our being part of Nature. The first
two are really part of one vision - the ideal of a Galactic Empire.”

In many ways, my life has been a Faustian, or Promethean, quest - to discover, to know, to
experience, the essence of life; to answer the fundamental questions about our existence, as
human beings, and about the nature of the Cosmos itself. In the course of this quest, I have
experienced many things - both light and dark, of sorrow, and joy, of violence, hatred, love - and
from all these things I have slowly, very slowly, learnt, and changed myself, until, after nearly
forty years, I have arrived where I am.

Thus it is that these notes represent signs, experiences - only signs, only experiences - along the
way that led to such understanding.
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Introduction

It is the vision of a Galactic Empire which runs through my past political life just as it is the quest
to find and understand our human identity, and my own identity, and our relation to Nature,
which runs through my personal and spiritual life, giving me the two aims which I consistently
pursued since I was about thirteen years of age, regardless of where I was, what I was doing and
how I was described by others or even by myself. Outwardly, my life appears rather strange, and
occasionally contradictory. For in the past thirty years I have been a Taoist, a Buddhist, a
revolutionary activist on behalf of an ultra-nationalist cause, a Christian monk, a pagan, and a
student of Islam.

I have been a vagabond, a writer of pagan poetry and ancient Greek translations. I have been in
prison twice for deeds connected with political activity, and am facing possible imprisonment
again because of things I have written and am alleged to have written: political writings of which
the State does not approve. I have travelled widely around this beautiful, diverse world of ours;
watched and sorrowed as my wife died of cancer; wandered through deserts and over mountains;
been described variously by dishonourable journalists as "an evil genius", the "most evil Nazi in
Britain," and of being the evil mastermind behind a world-wide Occult-fascist terrorist conspiracy
dedicated to overthrowing Western governments. More recently, I have been called a
"theoretician of terror" and a "deeply subversive intellectual".

Given such dishonourable and often fanciful allegations, and given the dishonourable rumours
and allegations which have been made and which are still being spread about me, I feel it
necessary to write, briefly, about myself. For whatever others say, write or believe, I am an
honourable man. There was always an honourable purpose behind what I did, what I said, and
what I wrote. Not that I believe that what I write now will make a great deal of difference - for
dishonourable cowards will still spread rumours just as dishonourable journalists will continue to
invent lies and make or repeat baseless accusations and rumours in the knowledge that they will
make a better story. And whether these journalists know it or not, such lies, accusations and
rumours also serve to support the dismal, dishonourable, un-numinous, and increasingly
tyrannical, Establishment status quo.

For years, I challenged some of the people making these allegations and repeating these rumours
to face me, man to man, and to fight a duel with deadly weapons according to the etiquette of
duelling. Not one of them had the courage, the honour, the decency to accept, just as few people
on hearing or reading such allegations or rumours had the honour to contact me in person and ask
for my side of the story. Indeed, one of the dishonourable cowards who had made allegations
about me even went round spreading the rumour that I had "bottled out" and did not turn up at a
supposed arranged meeting), just as others continue to spread their lies and dishonourable
allegations in publications, over the Internet and elsewhere. I maintained a dignified silence.
Unlike such people, I believe in and uphold honour, and, unlike them it seems, | was prepared to
face death to prove it by fighting a duel with deadly weapons. I made my challenge, several times
and in public, and it was ignored. These people only show themselves up for what they really are
by their behaviour and verbal abuse, and if some people are convinced by their lies, allegations
and rumours, then it does not say much about these people either.

Galactic Empire and Future Evolution

Since a very early age I believed that our future evolution depended on us freeing ourselves from
the chains of this world and venturing forth to explore and colonize the stars. For I felt that it was
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this new freedom, brought by venturing forth to the stars, which would give us the great
challenges needed to evolve still further, and naturally, into another type of being. And it was the
pursuit of this ideal which I believed would create noble individuals and a noble, civilized,
society.

It was this great vision of Galactic Empire which has inspired me in my life-long political
activity, and it was the great vision of a Galactic Empire created by human beings which has
motivated me to do what I have done in politics. I knew even at that early age that two things
would be required to make this vision real - the technology to enable us to travel to the stars, and
the right type of society, at first here on Earth, to create the will and the means to travel into
Space and build an Empire. Soon, however (when I was about fourteen years of age) I came to
believe that all present societies were lacking something important and that it would probably be
necessary to somehow create an entirely new type of society. Where was the spirit of Empire, of
conquest - of the desire to seek knowledge and new worlds? It did not exist anywhere on Earth in
any contemporary society, although at first [ admit I was impressed by the Soviet Union and
began to study its history and politics. But before long, I was disillusioned. Where were the
warriors whom I believed were necessary to create and maintain a real Empire? Where their élan,
their ethos? All I found was dispiriting Marxian dialectics.

This great vision of a Galactic Empire took shape for me when I was around thirteen years of age
and interested in Physics and Astronomy. Unmanned probes had already been launched to the
Moon and Mars and the Apollo program was in the planning stages. It seemed then that Space
was indeed "the Final Frontier" just as it seemed we could be building colonies on the Moon and
Mars within fifty years and then venturing forth toward the stars. Surely it was only a matter of
time before someone, somewhere, invented some kind of Star Drive to replace the rather
primitive rocket and enable us to travel near or faster than the speed of light?

So it was that I began a serious study of Physics, and particularly the theory of Relativity, trying
to understand Space and Time, and the very cosmos itself. I also began to study History, trying to
find some clues to how to build the new society which would be needed. I studied ancient
Empires from Sumeria to Egypt through to Greece and Rome, and from Europe to China. I
studied ancient Greek, Latin, Chinese and Sanskrit - but soon had dropped them all except
Ancient Greek, even though at the time I was living in the Far East and could easily have
continued with Chinese and Sanskrit. For I became more and more enthralled by ancient Greece -
the heroism of Leonidas and his three hundred Spartans, the travels and adventures of Odysseus,
the warriors of the Iliad....... For months I carried around with me a copy of Thucydides and often
it seemed as if I belonged in those times more than I belonged to the modern world with its lack
of adventure, lack of élan, and disrespect for the ethos and ways of the warrior. But always my
vision of a future Empire, founded by warriors, drew me back to the present.

One day I saw a demonstration of Martial Arts, and thereafter made a determined effort to learn
such warrior skills. Thus I began a study of Taoism, for it was explained to me that this was the
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basis of the Martial Art I had seen. I began to feel that Taoism might be a way to raise our level
of consciousness and so develope ourselves, as human beings, just as I felt that it was perhaps a
rational explanation of our human identity and our relation to Nature. For I had been aware of
Nature in a personal way since my early years in East Africa - some of my earliest memories are
of Africa: sunsets, a dusty track of reddish earth through the bush, wild animals on the plains,
snow on Kilimanjaro.

A few years later, my study of this Martial Art led me, through Bushido, to Buddhism and began
my life-long admiration for the way of the Japanese Samurai and the Japanese way of life itself. I
also came to admire the short-lived modern Empire the Japanese had created and those, like
Yukio Mishima, who saught to revive the Samurai spirit. I was at University, I remember, when
news came of his warrior death. I understood it at once, even though a friend of his, whom I was
with at the time, did not, and if there was one deciding event which moved me away from the
academic study of Physics and the technology of Space Travel toward full-time activity in
revolutionary politics it was this.

But back in my schooldays, the main focus of my study gradually came to be Physics, and I
yearned to go to England to read Physics at a University, believing that I could find or develope
some theory which would lead us to travel toward the stars. And it was on arriving in England
that I came across National-Socialist Germany for the first time. O level examinations came and
went, and the more I learned about NS Germany, the more it seemed to me to be the answer. Here
was something inspiring, something surely possessed of élan and warrior spirit. The martial
music, the marching columns, flag after flag waving in the breeze of Destiny. I felt there was
something incredible here - in the struggle and victory of Adolf Hitler. And there was von Braun,
architect of NASA's exploration, beginning his work in Germany. Surely, had Germany won they
would have gone on to conquer and build a path to the stars! And there was the SS - built upon
and dedicated to the warrior code of honour and whose motto was "My honour means that I am
loyal." What battles they had fought! What sacrifices they had made! Here were ancient Greek
heroes come alive again - Degrelle rising from enlisted soldier to General, fighting his way across
the battlefields of Russia and finally escaping his enemies by flying across the whole of Allied
occupied Europe; a single Waffen-SS man storming a Russian tank with his last grenade as his
whole company lay dead around him having fought to the death in the Battle of Berlin.

There were still some things which troubled me, particularly the claim of extermination of the
Jews. But revisionism was just beginning, with claims that the extermination was a myth, just
Allied propaganda, and that there was no policy of extermination. For months, I busied myself
doing my own research. I wanted to believe it was a myth and it was not long before I did accept
it was a myth. With that, my conversion was complete. I believed I had found the prototype of the
ideal society which was needed to begin the committed exploration of Space, create the Galactic
Empire and so continue our evolution as human beings. In particular, I felt an affinity with what I
understood to be the ideal of Blood and Soil - that is, a real respect for Nature, for the land, and
an understanding of our own place in Nature. And for thirty years - with the exception of a few
years - through both overt and covert means, I strived to create, through a revolution, a new
society based upon NS Germany believing it was the right, the necessary and the honourable
thing to do.

Early Political Activism
My O levels gave way to A levels and I still plugged away at Physics, with less and less

enthusiasm as I saw the world forsaking the dream of Space exploration and increasingly
forsaking honour. More and more of my time was taken up with politics, and although I did get to
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University, my heart was elsewhere. For I believed it was my duty to help create the society
needed and that while I might personally wish to discover a new theory in Physics or invent a Star
Drive, what I personally might wish to do was not important. I was aware that nothing was being
done on the practical level to create the type of society I believed was necessary to begin the real
quest into Space and then one day build a Galactic Empire. All I saw was the Space program
itself being cut-back, and future plans for exploration abandoned. And where were the modern
warriors who would create the revolution necessary to build the new society which was needed?
So I became more and more involved with practical politics, forsaking my learning of Physics to
attend demonstrations, go on marches, meet people and study politics and history. 1 was
optimistic - perhaps in five or at least ten years time we would have the revolution needed and
could begin the real work - and it seemed natural, one day, that I leave University and instead
help create this revolution.

For several years, I toiled away, doing all I could to help promote National-Socialism, often under
cover of various nationalist organizations. Even two spells in Prison did not deter me - a
revolutionary activist should expect such things. But, gradually, my naivety and optimism faded
mainly because the honour, loyalty and commitment to duty I expected from fellow political
comrades was often absent. It was disturbing, for instance, to find people whom you trusted
spreading rumours about you behind your back and striving to tell tales just so they themselves
appeared in a good light. But I realized even then that all such people needed to change them into
honourable, idealistic, individuals, was good leadership: someone to motivate and inspire them.
For a while, I tried to be a leader, and although I did possess some leadership qualities, I lacked
some of the basic qualities a revolutionary leader required. In particular, I lacked patience, and
was often inclined to react to situations and events with more emotion than was perhaps required,
just as I sometimes rushed into things without carefully considering all the consequences. (See
Addendum I below.)

One of my terms of imprisonment resulted from me leading a gang of skinheads in a racial attack,
for I was not adverse to violence. On the contrary, I regarded violence - used for some supra-
personal purpose such as to aid politics - as a purifying, necessary and maturing experience, just
as | regarded "skinheads" as healthy young Aryans: as young lads who possessed the right
instincts, the right attitude to life. For I understood what came to be called "the skinhead cult" as a
natural Aryan, working-class, rebellion against bourgeois values and the anti-Aryan multi-racial
society.

But, occasionally, during these violent years, even my own enthusiasm waned, a little, for I was
still hoping that a real revolutionary leader would emerge to lead us to victory. Often, it was
music which re-inspired me. J. S. Bach, Vaughan Williams, Beethoven. I would stand, or sit, in
my garret listening to a sublime piece of music such as the opening of Bach's St. John Passion,
and I would be overwhelmed with both sadness and joy, with my very soul reaching out into the
blackness of infinite Space. There was, and had been, so much sadness in the world, so much
sorrow, so much suffering - and yet: and yet there was greatness, a towering spirit of nobility to
cause us to triumph even over ourselves, over our own weakness. And how much there was still
to achieve! How much there was to discover, to know, to see - world upon world, star upon star,
galaxy upon galaxy.....

But more and more the mundane reality of the world with its lack of genuine revolutionary
leadership seemed to obscure this vision.

During these years my studies into how to understand and increase our abilities and
consciousness had continued. I read Jung and began to study alchemy, then both the Western and
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Eastern mystical and Occult traditions. But there was very little substance, and certainly nothing
that I could find which offered anything useful in the quest to continue our own evolution, or
even explain in a rational way the ultimate meaning of life and the origin of such things as honour
and the numinous. Furthermore, with my own scientific background, and my acceptance of
reason as one of the foundations of our humanity, I found these traditions ultimately flawed. In
my quest for knowledge and understanding I did attend some harmless Occult ceremonies, and
even met one modern alchemist who had his own laboratory and was attempting to create the
Philosopher's Stone. But I never actually became an Occultist, and certainly not a 'Satanist' as
some claim, for I understood even then why and how Occultism and National-Socialism (the
world view and way of life I accepted) were totally incompatible. Years later, I was to write my
Occultism and National-Socialism in an effort to explain these fundamental differences, and
dispel a little of the anti-Myatt propaganda.

However, I did later on realize how esoteric type groups could be useful instruments in
fermenting revolution. At the time, I was associated with the underground National-Socialist
group Column 88 and it was this group which gave me the idea of concentrating on covert action.
For I was coming round to the conclusion, following the failure of nationalist organizations to
gain any real success, that any and all means were justified to undermine and bring down the
System - the Establishment, the State itself. I regarded the State and its officials as our mortal
enemies. Revolution - and a new society built upon honour and idealism - were the goal, and any
means were justified in an attempt to bring about the revolution and create the new society, the
New Order, which would build the foundations for a future Galactic Empire. If I or others had to
suffer and die to do this, then so be it. I felt the future was slipping away from us.

Perhaps I should add - in view of recent allegations and rumours regarding Column 88 - that I
regarded it then, as now, as an organization of dedicated and sincere National-Socialists which
was trying to keep alive the National-Socialist spirit and trying to bring together National-
Socialists from various countries. On several occasions I tried to persuade its organizer to take a
more militant, and revolutionary stand, and a short speech I gave at one of C88's Fuhrerfests
about the need for practical covert action was well received. But as far as I am aware, nothing
substantial was done.

The unsubstantiated allegations about C88 allege it was the British part of a pan-European
network, called Gladio, set up and trained by Special Forces units to act as an underground
resistance in the event of a Soviet invasion of the West. Some journalists have even said that the
person behind all this was Colonel David Stirling, founder of the British SAS. But as far as I was
concerned, C88 was simply a covert National-Socialist organization.

Vagabond and Monk

After over six years of often violent political activism I became disillusioned with politics, and in
particular with the leadership of the various "Right-Wing" organizations. Several incidents
combined to make me re-think my plans and my way of life. The first was when, at one of my
criminal trials following a demonstration and brawl, I surmised, rightly or wrongly, that one of
my so-called comrades must have secretly co-operated with the Police in order to clear himself
and incriminate me. For that was the only conclusion I could draw from events. The second was
when, at this same trial, a Policeman lied under oath when recounting the events that led to my
arrest. Perhaps I should have been angry - perhaps I should have become more fanatical than I
was. Instead, I felt rather sad. The Police Officer may well have been put under pressure by his
superiors, and put his career before the truth. These two incidents, combined with many others
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involving dishonourable conduct by people, led me to walk away from active politics, and people.
For a while I wandered around, a vagabond. Initially, this was interesting and enjoyable as |
aimed to be like the Taoists I had studied and learned from. Then, worn by fatigue, hunger and
cold, I became stoical, and then finally accepting in a proper Taoist way.

I settled down to live in an unheated caravan, reading about Taoism and Buddhism, and writing
poetry. I travelled some, thought a lot about the meaning of life, and lived a while in a Buddhist
monastery, trying to gain insight, enlightenment and a higher consciousness - to perhaps open a
portal that might lead to the stars. There were moments of great peace; and moments when I
believed I understood things. For a while, I considered myself a Buddhist. But there were
moments of doubts, and then a restlessness because a part of me always felt I was being selfish,
that I was shirking my duty to create a better world. I was torn between trying to live an inner
peaceful vision, and striving to create a new society where others might one day understand and
share this vision. For a long time I wrestled with questions such as: how can people be motivated
to create a better world? In the end, I always seemed to come back to politics, and to motivating
people through appealing to what I then understood as their sense of identity: their homeland and
"national" culture.

And it was this that led me back toward Christianity and the cultural traditions of my ancestors. I
remember listening to one of those programs that Radio Three used to do so well and hearing
ancient Gregorian chant, as I remember re-reading for the first time in years the poetry of T. S.
Eliot and the writings of Goethe, Boechme and others. But it was a performance of J. S. Bach's
Matthew Passion which sealed my fate. For the first time in my life I felt the allegory of the birth,
life, and passion of Christ - not read about it, or thought about it or studied it, but felt it in all its
numinosity in my heart. Perhaps, after all, there were mysteries here which would bring personal
understanding, inner peace and perchance a new world.

Slowly, I came back to the Catholic Church of my family and thereafter it was a logical step to
enter the noviciate of Christian monastery and study the mystical and esoteric traditions of the
Church. After a while, I thought deeply about my political beliefs and whether they were as I
believed a way to create a better world and then a Galactic Empire. After what seemed a long and
somewhat anguished time, I decided they might be. I was not a very good monk, for I lacked the
humility required and took to running a great many miles through the valley, its forest and around
its lakes to try and quell my restless nature. I even tried to teach Martial Arts to one of the monks
but he soon decided it was not for him just as I came to the conclusion that monastic life was not
for me. I had a duty to strive for what I believed in and I was shirking that duty by hiding away in
a monastery. In addition, I greatly - sorely - missed the company, and the companionship, of
women.

Perhaps I should add, in view of recent and older speculation about what some regard as my
"change of beliefs" that I even then regarded Buddhism, Taoism, Christianity, classical Hinduism
and the many other Ways which I had studied as not being incompatible with National-Socialism
- or rather, as not incompatible with the esoteric Hitlerism explicated by Savitri Devi, Miguel
Serrano and others.

Covert Action
I left the monastery wanting to do my honourable duty, but unsure of how I might do this duty, or
even what this duty really was. For a few years, I worked in various occupations - including a

year spent as a Nurse - travelled a great deal, and strove to find answers to the many questions
which perplexed me, and as the years went by I came to focus more and more on personal honour
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and the way of the warrior. This brought me back to my warrior ancestors - then the striving for a
new Empire, and National-Socialist politics as a means to create this, or at least begin the quest. |
also began trying to make real the ideal of Blood and Soil by creating a small rural community,
but nothing came of this - it was just too impractical, given my meagre resources and the lack of
interest from others. In respect of more practical politics, I had hitherto followed what had
become the accepted strategy within National-Socialist circles - try to work within what was
called the 'democratic system' by either infiltrating nationalist organizations, and gaining
converts, or creating a National-Socialist political party to win or seize power.

This strategy did not seem to be working. I had yearned, and did again yearn, for a National-
Socialist revolution within ten years - perhaps fifteen at the most. My political life began nine
years previously. After nine years, the NSDAP of Adolf Hitler had hundreds of thousands of
members and was a powerful political force, within striking distance of power. We had a few
hundred committed followers, and even the nationalist organizations had only a few thousand
members, with no political influence and no prospects whatsoever. Where were the organizations
we needed? Where was the leader to led us to victory? I knew I lacked the qualities necessary to
be a leader as I believed I knew that overt political action - working within the System to
overthrow the System by winning elections - would not work. It had been tried for decades
without any success. Perhaps covert action was the only way to create the revolution?

Remembering my Occult studies of years ago, I conceived a plan to use or if necessary create
secret Occult-type groups with several aims. These groups would be allied to and aid a real covert
organization dedicated to the overthrow of the System. One of the aims of these Occult-style
groups was to infiltrate people into various positions in society where they could aid our Cause;
another was to subvert people in influential positions by drawing them into these secret groups
and then gradually converting them to the Cause. Another was to try and establish international
links and spread the idea of a world-wide revolution and world-wide National-Socialist
renaissance. The final aim was to attract people to these groups and gain information from them,
using one obvious means which various other intelligence groups had used over the centuries to
gain useful information. Since I once again passionately believed that any means were justified in
bringing down what I regarded as a tyrannical, oppressive System, I had no doubts about
following this strategy and using the tactics necessary. Always I had before me my aim of
creating a National-Socialist revolution - the first step toward the conquest of the galaxy.

In pursuit of these covert aims I infiltrated several already existing Occult-type groups and
created a new one. For many years, I continued with this strategy and did gain some converts for
the Cause, both in this country and in other countries. However the results and meagre
achievements were far outweighed by the problems these groups caused, and the time came when
I judged this strategy a failure. One of the greatest problems was the lack of a real underground
movement planning and organizing a real, practical revolution by force. There were several
attempts to form such organizations, but they did not last either because they were soon infiltrated
by the Security Services or because the right type of people could not be found. Most who agreed
with the aims and methods of such organizations preferred words to deeds, and almost all were
not prepared to put their life and liberty on the line for the Cause. Some would agree to do things,
but when the time for action came, so did the excuses for not acting.

So, while some converts were obtained, and some useful contacts made by means of the Occult-
type groups, there was no sense of any progress toward the aim of revolution. I also came to the
realization that such a covert organization would only be useful if it was aiding a proper political
covert direct action group whose aim was insurrection and chaos and then a political revolution,
just as I came to the conclusion that if a covert direct action group was properly organized, and
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followed the right strategy and tactics, then it did not really need the support of such subversive
Occult-type groups.

Combat 18 and the NSM

After abandoning that particular form of subversive strategy, I busied myself with travel,
translating ancient Greek literature, and once again seeking answers to the perplexing questions
about life. I veered back toward Buddhism, away from active politics, then after a while back
toward political involvement, and began writing about the Cause I believed in. I had originally
intended only to write a concise introduction to National-Socialism but on completion of this I
decided to write some more to try and express in words what I felt and understood about the way
to create a better world. This way was the way of honour, loyalty and duty. In addition, I began to
circulate a small newsletter, The National-Socialist in the hope of inspiring others and rousing
them to remember their warrior heritage and culture. It was around this time that the London-
based group Combat 18 was becoming well-known, and it seemed to me that many of those
involved with this group were doing what was necessary - revolutionary street-action in the name
of National-Socialism. I came to admire them and openly declared my support for them. I also
gave a personal pledge of loyalty to Combat 18's leader, Charlie Sargent, and his brother, Steve.

In a short space of time Combat 18 had built up a fearsome reputation and done what no other
group had done - gained street power from those opposed to National-Socialism. Not
surprisingly, the Press, aided by MIS, began a campaign to discredit C18, as both MI5 and
Special Branch saught to infiltrate and disrupt the organization.

In article after article, in letter after letter, in discussion after discussion, I warned of the danger
and urged people to uphold the values of honour, loyalty and duty. I also urged them to consider
that the best way forward was a proper National-Socialist organization and to forget plans and
talk of an imminent armed insurrection, for - as [ had discovered from practical experience - the
time was not yet right for such plans: we needed the people first, properly motivated, in their
thousands, and we had but dozens. But the poison of the State took effect. People in nationalist
organizations began to believe the clever MI5 dis-information about C18 being a MIS run group,
created to disrupt the so-called 'nationalist cause'. Some nationalists even went so far as to
describe Charlie and Steve as 'informers'. Perhaps MI5 were also successful in disrupting C18
itself, or perhaps it was only the result of the ego and disloyalty of one individual.

Whatever the first cause, open feuding broke out between the two C18 factions, resulting in one
death, and the arrest for murder of Charlie Sargent and his loyal comrade Martin Cross. I was
honour-bound to stay loyal to Charlie Sargent, and decided to form and lead the National-
Socialist Movement to continue the work he had begun. As a result, a smear campaign against me
began. Rumours of Occult involvement - never entirely absent thanks to a few dishonourable and
cowardly individuals - increased. But I believed I could ignore them as I hoped others around me
would ignore them and hold fast to honour, loyalty and duty.

The decision for me to come back into public prominence by forming and leading the NSM was
easy, even though I knew what would happen with regard to rumours about me, and even though
I never intended to stay for long as the leader, lacking as I did the qualities of leadership. Yet,
secretly, in my heart, | yearned for a quiet rural life, working on a farm and undertaking Greek
translations in my spare time.

However, the decision to form and lead the NSM was easy because I felt it was my duty - 1
believed I was responsible for what had happened to Charlie as I believed that someone had to
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publicly support him. I was responsible because in truth I - the exponent of honour, loyalty and
duty - should have done something to prevent the situation that arose. I should have tried to bring
the factions together on the basis of duty to the Cause first and foremost. I even went to Charlie's
committal proceedings, after he had been charged with murder, in the belief that matters could
even at that late date be sorted out. For I had a somewhat naive belief that the opponents of
Charlie would see reason, ignore MIS dis-information, and agree to put loyalty and the Cause
first.

But the more I found out about what had happened, and was happening, the more I knew there
could be no compromise with those who had betrayed Charlie, particularly by giving evidence
against him in Court. This betrayal by giving evidence in a Court of Law was totally unacceptable
behaviour - totally dishonourable. For we National-Socialists regarded the State and its
Institutions such as the Police as our enemies, as we believed we should settle any disputes
among ourselves in our traditional warrior way through a fair fight or a duel. Moreover these
people continued parroting MIS dis-information, and accused both Charlie and Steve of being
informers when the truth was that the leader of their faction was the biggest informer of all,
helping as he did to convict Charlie and Martin and supporting as he did the State and its
dishonourable laws. Twice we who were loyal to Charlie waited for this informer and his
supporters to turn up to sort matters out with a fair fight, once at Chelmsford and once in north
London - and twice they did not turn up.

Several times I publicly challenged this person to a duel with deadly weapons. He never
contacted me, but one of his supporters did send me an abusive E-mail, as this supporter and
other supporters of his continued to spread rumours and allegations about me. I decided to try and
maintain a dignified silence for I believed the Cause was more important than a personal
squabble. But I myself was now in the firing line, being the leader of what was regarded as the
loyalist faction of C18. So an intensive campaign was launched against me, of the kind the State
favoured because they knew from experience that it worked.

First, they used their informers in nationalist groups to spread dis-information about a person,
knowing that the rumours, gossip and allegations would soon spread, given the dishonourable
nature of some people. Second, they had a few of their tame journalists sniff around and concoct
some sort of expose of the person. Third, they got the Police to raid the dwelling of the person
and arrest that person o