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No Masters No Slaves by Peter Lamborn Wilson

It seems that I incline toward not putting up either with the 
oppressors or the oppressed. That is: the former are only 
acceptable to me to the degree to which I can "expropriate" their 
wealth (or at least parasitize it)—and the latter only become 
bearable in a condition of insurrection or at least resistance. No 
Masters No Slaves, in other words; a plague on both their houses.

Of course I sympathize with the oppressed in their misery - but 
then (like Charles Fourier) I also resonate with the aristocrats in 
their love of luxury and culture. In fact I could even reverse the 
formula and say I sympathize with the rich in their misery (how 
many really rich people have you known who were happy?) - and 
at the same time I resonate with the poor and their culture - for 
example their folk music (if they still have any), or their lack of 
bourgeois hang-ups about "sin" and "excess."

What bums me out about Masters and Slaves is not their 
humanbeingness, but rather their failure to become fully human; 
by which I mean free of hegemonic psychoses, the impulses to 
bully and be bullied-the lure of the abyss. I hate these things if they
appear in my own psyche, and I hate them in everyone else's too. 
Everyone except a few "saints," that is - although one might resent
even the saints in their perfect freedom.

The true saints are not those who are prepared to be martyred for 
the Truth, but rather those who have dared to live for it. Martyrdom 
and murder are equally authoritarian - the true free spirit would 
detest both, I think.

The bourgeoisie I call those who are oppressed (on the occult 
level) but exoterically fancy themselves to be amongst the happy 
oppressors. They're mostly either wage-slaves or rentiers, but 
believe themselves the "educated elite" whose opinion counts. For 
example, they vote, under the singular delusion that we live in a 
"democracy" where the "majority rules" - oblivious that they've 
been taken in by sheer Spectacle. Every vote is a vote for the 
status quo-like sheep allowed to choose their own slaughterhouse,

2



as Octave Mirbeau put it in his great anarchist rant against voting.

And even if we did live in a democracy, why should I want to 
submit to the tyranny of the Majority? Haven't we learned how 
stupid and malignant "most" people can be? We want to be ruled 
by, what, Christians? Liberals? And anyway, voters don't rule—the 
Masters rule—and the oppressed have all got iPhones. Everyone's
happy except for a few poor psychotics like you and me.

As the anarchists say: Never vote, it only encourages the 
bastards. I never do it, nor do I own a car TV computer radio iPod 
cellphone or chip implanted in my skull. I don't answer mail that 
comes in envelopes with windows. If I were younger and more apt 
I'd happily move right off the grid and learn to enjoy life without 
electricity and infernal combustion. What luxury!

As for oppressors and oppressed, I try to talk only with those few 
friends who are (one hopes) neither Masters nor Slaves. You can 
call this a paradis artificiel or Fool's Paradise, if you like: fragile 
and irreal. As long as I can sustain the illusion, however, I'll go on -
as an Irrealist.

The Free Art of a Free Spirit by Bruno Filippi from The Rebels
Dark Laughter

Row after row of those who are more morally than physically 
chronic consumptives, pinheads, cripples, hunchbacks, blind; 
horrible faces sculpted by vice, by syphilis, by alcohol. 

Whose toothless, yellow, slobbering mouths vomited against my 
horrible insults. 

All the hatred that gurgles in your throat, forming two rivulets of 
slobber that run down from the corners of your mouth, does not 
move me from my indifference. 

Still you shake your fist, which was trained to toss dung. And you 
women insult me as well, you in whose womb human sorrow 
perpetuates itself. You are all vile, vile! Despicable beings, worthy 
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of the whip! Crawling reptiles in search of one filthy crust of bread, 
dogs who lick the hand of anyone who beats you! Is it for you, 
really for you, that I must rise up in revolt? 

For you, for your children and your mothers? 

Carcasses rotting in resignation, worm-eaten mummies of a 
decadent society, you deceive yourselves. I wouldn’t give the 
tiniest drop for your cause, nor even waste a cigarette on you. 

Go on with your descent into the mud. While you bring yourselves 
down, I will climb. I will rejoice in seeing the degeneration that 
makes its way inside you. I rejoice. I rejoice. 

Day after day, your forehead recedes, your mouth becomes more 
sinister. Day after day, the stigmata of putrefaction are noticed 
under your yellowing skin. 

And I laugh, I laugh! 

What a joy to be present at the collapse of a world, to see blood, 
corpses, rot everywhere! 

Meanwhile the bourgeoisie and the people deceive each other and
slaughter each other. 

I am here, amused by all this bustling about. 

Here a Kaiser, there a Wilson and everywhere people who moan 
and don’t rise up. 

Into the mud, reptile! 

I do not want to unite with the multitude of those who flatter the 
proletariat, excusing them, praising them, adorning them with 
wreathes. No, oh distinguished windbags, your verve disguises 
nothing. The “people” is always there, idiotic, cowardly, resigned. 
And I, who consider myself superior, desire to be so, and both the 
bourgeoisie and the proletariat will pay for my superiority. You 
languish in hunger and hardships, you vegetate, bestially fertilizing
wombs with a swarm of ragged, filthy, scrofulous, stunted brats. 

Force! You raise your cowardly lament in chorus! You say that you 
are hungry. You stretch out your hand in front of the shop window 
full of jewels. Do it, take it! You complain to each other about the 
war when you yourselves are its authors, and it continues because
you put up with it! But I flee from your putridity that would sully me. 

4



Proudly alone, I break the chains that link me to you and separate 
myself from the pack of mangy dogs, submissive to the shepherd. I
will wander the world alone carrying my hatred and scorn 
everywhere. Alone in struggle. Alone in victory and in defeat. My 
ideas will be the poison that must end up intoxicating you and you 
tremble before me as before the King, the supreme!... 

And meanwhile, I laugh at your grotesque and bloody throng, I 
laugh so much that I no longer see anyone, and it seems to me 
that humanity is an immense gangrenous sore that perpetually 
disgorges thick putrescent pus. And this sore is moved, shaken, 
covered with scabs that later disappear in order to make way for 
another disgorging of putrescent matter. 

And I laugh and laugh!... 

* * * 

Most ancient roots of a sentimentalism that has already ended, 

why do you persist in your moldy ideas? Don’t you here the 
thundering life that pursues and teaches? 

Absorbed up to now in a placid dream of peace, in a shining 
future, you fought this way, with your eyes lost in your illusions. But
now we pose a problem, and you must have the courage to 
confront it and discuss it. 

To you we pose the problem: to be or not to be. Up to now, your 
dream was altruism, sacrifice for humanity, for the future. And so 
you sacrificed your entire being in this inversion. Why should you 
care about the future? Why should you care about the progress of 
the people? Since you, who call yourselves anarchists, are sure to 
engage in a battle that is already lost for you before it has even 
started, since you will certainly not see the society of which you 
dream, and even if the people rebel, social conditions would not 
change for you and your rebellion would have to continue. 

So what’s the use of going down among a mass that cannot 
comprehend you since its conditions are such as to render you 
unintelligible to them? If you are rebel geniuses as you claim, you 
should not replace Christian self-denial and patriotic servitude with
the altruism of the anarchist who sacrifices himself for a future he 
will not see and this for people who do not comprehend you. You 
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must recognize that, being born into a society that is harmful to us,
we rebels are in reality the best slaves. Being slaves of evolution, 
by means of our sacrifice, we allow humanity to take a tiny step. If 
only that were adequate, but since progress never ends and is, 
therefore, useless, since once society has attained the social form 
for which we fought it will not stop, but will need to go on toward a 
goal that we cannot imagine at all today, we must admit that all of 
our bustling about is utterly without purpose. So we observe that 
the strongest and best energies of every epoch are exploited by 
this immense leech that is humanity. 

Socrates, Christ, Bruno and a vast multitude of great thinkers have
been the victims of this rising movement, which is harmful for 
anyone who submits to it. For it is natural that the slaves in Rome, 
being born in that era, were content with their condition just as 
wage-slaves are today. 

Relative contentment, let’s be clear about it, formed of resignation, 
cowardice, ignorance, etc., etc. Defects that the mass will always 
have in greater or lesser degrees because collectivities are always
inferior to individuals. 

The people are conservative: they are satisfied with the society 
they find. The minority are innovators instead and therefore they 
rebel. The mass restrains revolutionary action with its brute weight 
and submits to it. 

It grows accustomed to the new state of things. It rots there until 
the minority rebels once again. 

And do I have to suffer through this entire balancing act? I, who 
have the strength and awareness to be my own motive force, will 
not be the little cog that is overwhelmed, annihilated by the heavy 
social gears. 

Rebel, because today society oppresses me and tries to prevent 
the free expression of my being, I use every weapon to fight it. 

Rebel against the mass that is also my enemy with its 
superstitions, morals, degradations, etc. I fight against the mass as
well. In struggle only for MY redemption, for MY freedom, for MY 
present. 

I don’t give a damn for all the rest. 
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The priest triumphs, alcohol kills, the government slaughters; it 
means nothing to me because it doesn’t touch me. 

I, I defend only myself from attacks. 

And if I should fall in this unequal struggle, certainly not alone [* 
Alas, you did fall alone! (Italian editor’s note)] , I will have the 
sublime satisfaction of having risen up against a world and having 
won intellectually if not materially. 

Scholars, scientists, poets, novelists, painters, this is why your 
genius is worthless in front of me. You are a reflection of life, I am 
its essence. And you certainly, feel atrocious pain in your hearts at 
seeing rhetorical castles collapse, and in spite of it all you continue
to support them out of hatred for anything new. And, after all, you 
do well. You are born to crawl, I fly. For you the mud, for me the 
peaks. For you cowardly annihilation, for me the sublimation of 
being. And surely if life is for the strongest, I will have it. I will take 
it by force and by force I will steal well — being and enjoyment. 

And you, parodies of human beings, continue on your march 
through darkness. The light shines on my path. You are afraid to 
be: this is the truth. The true human being frightens you. In spite of
your rhetorical bluster, reality frightens. You dream, you dream. I 
live. You are not; I am. 

I have solved the problem. You howl at me from behind. 

* * * 

This evening, as usual, I was reading when a passage of the piece
struck me vividly and I then stopped reading to reflect. I was just 
then musing when, turning my eyes absent-mindedly about the 
room I looked, and more, I saw myself seated on the bed. Not I, 
but yet it was I, because he was absolutely like me. Amazed, I 
gazed in silence, and he, the other I, looked at me as well, but with
a certain ironic smile. 

“Who are you?” I asked him. “Your shadow,” he answered. “I have 
come here for a bit of discussion.” “Let’s discuss, then,” I replied. 

“Well: why are you an anarchist?” “Why, because currently we are 
exploited, trampled by rulers.” 

“Rhetoric, rhetoric, my dear. Listen: you are an anarchist and you 
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don’t even know why. I have always noticed this: that in every 
society there have been innovators who end up on the stake, on 
the cross and so on and so on. So these innovators with all their 
dreams and sacrifices failed miserably, because any renewal, 
anticipated by any individual whatsoever, occurs a long time after 
the death of that individual. And this is what will happen with you 
anarchists. You will die without seeing any one of your ideals 
carried out, and the generation after you, which may live in an 
anarchist society, will long for a higher ideal and will die in their 
turn without achieving anything. It’s a vicious circle, an eternal 
chasing after oneself. 

War With an Expiration Date, War Without End 
from Atassa

Eco-extremism is the tragic sense of life embodied in our epoch. It 
is a product of the contradictions of our time, of the haziness of 
anthropological scholarship, of the renunciation of political action, 
and of the contemporary ideological impasse. This tendency 
knows that this impasse will not be solved by better philosophies 
or moral codes, but only in the destruction of all that exists, 
including the "hyper-civilized" (i.e. all of us) . Techno-industrial 
society is a problem that should have never existed in the first
place, and all of the defects and contradictions of eco-extremism
as an ideology are the result of society's contradictions reflected 
as in a distorted mirror. There is no solution. The only appropriate
response is fire and bullets.
This attitude puts the eco-extremist at odds not only with the 
authorities of techno-industrial society, but also with other so-called
radical groups. There are no "call outs" or expressions of solidarity 
in eco-extremism. There is no attempt by eco-extremism to morally
or philosophically justify itself. Innocence or guilt never enter into 
the eco-extremist calculus. Indeed, this tendency eagerly absorbs 
the so-called worst aspects of modern society, including common 
criminality, without any lawyerly effort to justify itself through the 
logic of civilized justice. The recent introduction to the essay, ''The 
Calusa: A Savage Kingdom?" highlights the societal actors and 
groups that eco-extremism seeks to imitate in our time:
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'The Calusa: A Savage Kingdom?' teaches a valuable lesson; 
namely, that much can be learned from both the small nomadic 
groups and the great pre-Columbian civilizations. Here there is no 
danger of falling into a theoretical 'contradiction'; as eco-extremists
can reference the Selk'nam as well as the Mayas. They can refer 
to the experiences of petty criminals as well as those of the large 
mafias; the Guatemalan gangs as well as the rigid organization of 
the Islamic State. That is to say, eco-extremists are free to refer to 
whatever they like, without any hint of morality, with the only 
condition that it gives a particular useful lesson concerning the 
planning and execution of their war. 
Theoretical eclecticism is only countered in the eco-extremist with 
single-mindedness in violent attack. The eco-extremist has cast off
his or her affinity with the hyper-civilized and sees virtually 
everyone as an enemy. These individualists have come to value 
attack more than their very lives, as countless other warriors and 
savages have done before them. They don't ask for help from 
those whom they have come to see as at best useless, and at
worst the hated adversary worthy of death. The eco-extremists are
already on the radar of the authorities of the countries where they 
operate, and beyond. They are under no illusion that they will be 
able to evade them indefinitely.
Wild Nature corrodes civilization little by little with entropy as water
diminishes a stone. Along with climate change, earthquakes, and 
other natural disasters. new individualists resisting their 
domestication will take the eco-extremists' place, perhaps mindful 
of those who have come before them. We are now entering an age
of extremes, an age of uncertainty, where leftist illusions and 
conservative platitudes can no longer prepare us for our future 
course. The individualist will continue to be an invisible menace, 
immune from the moral coercion of the herd, and working in the 
complete privacy of his or her own thoughts and desires. The 
masses may rage and the authorities lament, but there will always 
be pockets of destructive refusal, emerging like sparks in the dark 
only to go out again, until this society is ground into powder, and 
the spirits of all warriors go off once more to hunt in the land of the 
ancestors. Axkan kema, tehuatl, nehuatl! (Until your death or 
mine!)
November 2016 
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No Worries if Not by Mika
 
We're all babies and civilization is our momma. She holds us, 
feeds us, entertains us. 10,000 years of trying to readjust our 
relationship to momma. No one wants to kill her or run away. Feels
too good. The dog that doesn't run away when you leave the door 
open. Sucking on her tit, whether its alcohol, social media, cereal, 
tv. I fucking hate this shit. Maybe there ARE places to hide from 
the tax man. Its disgusting. Thinking of civvoids daily lives, 
imagining their daily activities: it makes my skin crawl, makes me 
uneasy. How can you blame people for wanting to lash out even 
though its useless? How can you chastise people for wanting to 
get as far away from cities as they can? Claiming they're not 
actually any farther away than someone in the belly of the beast is 
fucking ridiculous. Fuck purity. I'll steal whatever the fuck I can. 
The way childrens wills are slowly broken disgusts me. Lashing 
out at an imposition of authority at first, and the next thing you 
know they're politely sitting in a car with their hair groomed. Broken
in like a horse. Because it would be a nightmare if everyone wasn't
docile and obedient right? In a stifling arrangement, anti social 
behavior makes sense. The best we can do is pine for a life we've 
never witnessed or experienced but have been told by agents of 
civilization that it exists. Slit the anthropologists throat in their 
sleep. Pour rat killer into your therapists tea. Pick the lock from the 
inside and walk away, keep going till you get to a desert. The 
hyper-civilized might leave you alone. Grab a knife and slit the 
carpet open. Beneath the pavement, the bones of slaves. 
Psilosyben and LSD will not in fact set you(r mind) free. Eat a 
dollar bill. Pissing on a door. Lighting a self help book on fire. 
Punching self esteem in the throat. Another cop to keep you 
conforming. Pouring oil down the sink. Hiding behind our phones. 
Swallowing cum. Shitting on a golf course late at night. A poster at 
the bus stop of a young man getting fucked in the ass with the 
words “the face of god” transposed over the image. A curse that 
forces you to realize your desires. Queer tramps. Anarcho-piss 
babies. Voluntary servitude rushing down cum gutters. Don't let 
anyone tell you slavery is anything other than a choice: 
submission. Sure theres no complete escape but there are 
degrees and I'll take degrees over nothing. Fuck purity.
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Ancestors
from species being by frere dupont

Death appears as the harsh victory of the law of our ancestors 
over the dimension of our becoming. It is a fact that, as productivity
increases, each succeeding generation becomes smaller in 
stature. The defeat of our fathers is revisited upon us as the limits 
of our world. 

Yes, structure is human, it is the monumentalisation of congealed 
sweat, sweat squeezed from old exploitation and represented as 
nature, the world we inhabit, the objective ground. We do not, in 
our insect-like comings and goings, make the immediate world in 
which we live, we do not make a contribution, on the contrary we 
are set in motion by it; a generation will pass before what we have 
done, as an exploited class, will seep through as an effect of 
objectivity. (Our wealth is laid down in heaven.) The structure of 
the world was built by the dead, they were paid in wages, and 
when the wages were spent and they were in the ground, what 
they had made continued to exist, these cities, roads and factories 
are their calcified bones. They had nothing but their wages to show
for what they had done, who they were and what they did has 
been cancelled out. But what they made has continued into our 
present, their burial and decay is our present. This is the definition 
of class hatred. We are no closer now to rest, to freedom, to 
communism than they were, their sacrifice has bought us nothing, 
what they did counted for nothing, we have inherited nothing, but 
they did produce value, they did make the world in which we now 
live, the world that now oppresses us is constructed from the 
wealth they made, wealth that was taken from them as soon as 
they were paid a wage, taken and owned by someone else, owned
and used to define the nature of class domination. We too must 
work, and the value we produce leaks away from us, from each 
only a trickle but in all a sea of it and that, for the next generation, 
will thicken into wealth for others to own and as a congealed 
structure it will be used to frame new enterprises in different 
directions. The violence of what they produced becomes the 
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structure that dominates our existence. Our lives begin amidst the 
desecration of our ancestors, millions of people who went to their 
graves as failures, and forever denied experience of a full human 
existence, their being simply cancelled out; As our parents die, we 
can say truly that their lives were for nothing, that the black earth 
that is thrown down onto them blacks out our sky. 

Revolt is permanent, irreducible. It is a spring of perversity that 
does not run dry. If it has been duped today, it is renewed 
tomorrow. It has no memory, it has no history, no value, no 
allegiance, it goes uncalculated and is unpredictable. Revolt 
persists on the other side of every fence that could be built to 
include it. 

from Brief Statements on Revolt and Structure 

Scribblings by Laurance Labadie

From Anarcho-Pessimism

Although I am old, a recluse, “way out” in my convictions, off the 
beaten path, and probably haven’t much longer to go, my 
observations on the scene around me and all over the world are 
certainly such as to promote paranoia. Some of my thoughts have 
been published, but they no doubt have been considered by those 
who read them to be so improbable and absurd as not to be taken 
seriously. But I feel certain that in a number of places on this globe
the mere expression of them would be exceedingly dangerous. 

It is rather trepidatious for me to observe that those who have 
been instrumental in having some of my ideas published have 
been careful to absolve themselves from being considered 
responsible for holding the same ideas. But if they can become 
heroes by proxy, so to speak, they are quite willing to be on hand if
by chance some credit or credibility be in the offing. After all, 
everybody and his brother is a sociologist these days, and the 
lowliest recipient of governmental dole can rattle off criticism and 
complaint with the best of them. Anyone who would in the least 
suggest that this is the best of all possible worlds would be 
laughed to scorn and considered detestable. Indeed, the number 
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is growing who believe that it is only a matter of time and occasion 
before Gotterdamerung is upon us. 

Since we all have to die sometime, I really don’t see why the 
prospect should be too disturbing, especially since it is quite 
natural for each and every human being to think of himself first as 
far as survival on this earth is concerned. The span which each 
human’s frame of reference circumscribes can hardly be more 
than a lifetime, although those with children or friends of younger 
age might exhibit broader concerns. But aside from this, each 
one’s concern is for the present, and for a duration hardly longer 
than his expected lifespan. That is why all humans are quite 
content to commit any skullduggery as soon as by doing so their 
own existence is prolonged. I have phrased this phenomenon as a
general scavenging situation wherein each person is subsisting 
like a vulture upon the decomposing remains of a putrefying 
society. The reader of these lines will of course absolve himself 
from this general categorization, self- righteously proclaiming to his
satisfaction that he is not like other men. Those who are not 
competent to kid themselves can hardly kid others. Perhaps life 
itself, or mere existence, is a delusionary process. 

But I’m not aware of any of the so-called great thinkers who ever 
even considered this point of view. Every ontologist, 
metaphysician, theologian and philosopher I ever heard of felt 
secure that there was a purpose to the whole phenomenon, and 
indeed, that he knew what the purpose was. I’ll be goddamned if I 
know of any of these wiseacres who were convincing to me. Every 
single one of them had an axe to grind—generally in the direction 
of aspiring to a society in which they (individually) hoped or 
expected to be secure. Every one of their imagined utopias and 
heavens were to be havens congenial to their own ridiculous and 
putrid selves. Meanwhile each of them were busily engaged in 
filling their pockets from the boobs whom they could get to accept 
their own particular brand of bullshit. 

I have shown elsewhere that politicians, pulpit pounders, 
physicians, psychologists, lawyers, advertising agents, the military,
plutocrats, bankers, and that vast horde of violence-oriented 
camorra that may be called the “law and order” brigade—all these 
pathetically vicious bastards depend on crap and corruption as 
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their raison d’etre and the means by which they fill their guts. It 
should be quite obvious that through the more turmoil and 
viciousness that exists in this world, the better off economically 
these professional anti-life creatures will be. Any goddamn fool 
who expects to find solace or emancipation from this vast and 
increasing swarm of degenerates has much to learn indeed. As far
as the moronic and imbecilic can go in the way of grasping what 
it’s all about is to latch on to the “if you can’t beat ‘em, join ‘em” 
theory, i.e., become a super-patriot, a huzzarer to non-existent 
gods, and go out to slaughter peasants throughout the world, 
especially if they don’t consent to be the conquered slaves of your 
masters. “Fuck you all”, I say, as I try to keep out of your sight. 

March 18, 1968

Murder of the Civilized by Mallory Wuornos
from Black Seed Issue 5

“The Indians who rose up against the New England 
colonies in 1675 had been exposed to the merciless 
concepts of European total warfare and had the improved 
technology and tactics to inflict heavy losses on the white 
populace. In their desperate attempt to save their culture 
and to take back their lands, the Indians abandoned most 
of the self-imposed restraints that had limited the death 
and destruction in their traditional patterns of warfare.” 

-Patrick Malore, The Skulking Way of War 

“‘Man,’ whatever people think of him, is never anything 
more than a temporary bourgeois compromise.” 

-Herman Hesse, Steppenwolf 

“The lesser the motive, the better the murder.” 

-Answer Me! Motto 

There is a never-ending debate among anarchists of the left 
regarding what constitutes violence, what revolutionary violence is 
acceptable, and whether or not it will motivate the working class to 
rise against its oppressors. Nowhere in these banal conversations 
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do people take the position that interpersonal violence is 
inevitable, or even desirable, as it is part of our nature. It puts into 
question social projects aimed at bettering the world. The Homo 
Sapien has always been a bad lot, there is no denying that. The 
earliest skulls dug up have shown evidence of blunt force trauma. 
Even if every person on earth (currently over 7 billion people) had 
all our needs met, we would still find reasons to bludgeon one 
another. There is no rescuing humanity from itself. Illusions of a 
peaceful and safe world come at a huge price. You merely need to 
look at the prosperity and peace (mislabeled freedom) of the West,
compared to the constant battle for survival in exploited countries. 

My obsession with cruelty among humans began at a young age. I
grew up in a European country with a much longer history of 
empire building than the US, but of course that brutality was not in 
our school’s curriculum (which centered around religious studies). I
wouldn’t learn about what empires and colonization meant until I 
was much older. What was etched in my mind were the endless 
horrors of the Monarchy, sadistic methods of torture, how to instill 
fear of all manners of deviance, and the equally cruel methods of 
execution (which attracted huge crowds to see the gory spectacles
of be-headings, hangings, and—most horrific of all—the burnings).
Along with these nightmarish tales came stories of the misery of 
peasant life and the diseases that spread quickly in cities that grew
more and more populated and filthy. I was fascinated by the black 
plague and other diseases that came with industrialization. Along 
with these gruesome history lessons came the implication that our 
society has progressed, materially and spiritually. And again, no 
mention of the brutal subjugation of and robbery from people in far 
away lands. 

Most anarchists believe monsters are a product of society, rather 
than a uniquely human problem that no utopia, no matter how well 
prefigured, could ever banish. Anarchists shy away from being 
called terrorists when we should be accepting that label with open 
arms. Instilling fear in your enemies when they are much bigger 
and more powerful is an age-old military tactic for a reason. But 
lately there has been a reaction against any notion of individual 
power and the incomprehensible violence it can sometimes take 
the form of. “Edgelord” is now a common denigration by leftists 
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and others who desire a social revolution for those who talk about 
the human impulse towards violence and cruelty and what that 
means for those who believe in a social revolution. In the words of 
author Christian Fuchs, “the exclusion of killers from humanity 
makes our world a phoney planet where every serious discussion 
of violence is repressed.” This is especially true in times where 
there is a real fear of terrorism and power-hungry authoritarians. 

“We are all murderers to a greater or lesser extent.” 

-Octave Mirbeau 

We live in a world saturated by violence, but for most people it is 
distant and mediated. Despite all the evidence to the contrary—
live-streamed suicides and murders on social media, police killings
shot on body cameras or civilian cell phones, or the various acts of
anti-social violence experienced in the cities and towns—the 
civilized want to deny that they themselves are capable of cruelty. 
Those who do violence are the barbarian others, beyond the 
gates, on the other side of the tracks. Most of the physical violence
inflicted on people won’t be seen or felt by those living in 
prosperity (barring a natural disaster or painful death), who are as 
removed from this violence as the drone operator sitting safely in a
container in Nevada. It’s as invisible to them as the cancer growing
in a child’s lung from the choking industrial smog in far away 
places and as the violence perpetrated within a stone’s throw of 
Hollywood against those on Skid Row (to those who never have a 
need to go there). 

Like alchemists, anarchists think they can turn shit into gold if only 
enough people will rise up. The people will revolt and bring on the 
socialist utopia. Anarchists might envision this magical leap 
happening through violent actions but the nitty gritty of political 
violence isn’t clear. How will people be targeted? Who will be up 
against the wall? How do you eliminate a global capitalist system 
that so many humans now rely upon to eke out a miserly 
existence, without increasing suffering? Would anybody be 
capable of dropping the blade of the guillotine in this age? It’s very 
messy. Those who take the war against society seriously will be 
denounced by the very same people who believe in the overthrow 
of the ruling classes, as if a spiritual awakening will bring about 
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their new world. Remember, utopian attempts have notoriously 
had effects opposed to what their dreamers envisioned. 

The belief that humans are inherently peaceful creatures, 
enlightened through our reason. is still a tightly-held belief, even 
for anarchists. There are far too many who would have us also 
forget those who bombed, assassinated, and plundered until their 
deaths. A common question among revolutionary anarchists is, 
why are anarchists so weak? Despite the revolutionary platitudes 
glorifying violence against the ruling class, the cops, the state, 
fascists, and every other form our enemies can take, the threats 
ring hollow for all but a few. Pointing out the brutality that would be 
necessary to accomplish this task is not macho posturing, it is an 
observation of the failures and excesses of revolutions. This is why
the actions of the lone wolf will always, despite their vileness, be 
important: they aren’t waiting for a critical mass of “power from 
below.” They take power in their own hands. Sometimes this looks 
very ugly but at its core is always a desire for freedom. 

Like a lion in a zoo, our freedom only extends to a concrete fence, 
making whatever small patch of grass she has to stretch out on 
seem even more pitiful. Being wild and free in the midst of mass 
society looks more like attacking anything and everything in the 
most vicious way possible. To seek freedom means making 
people, including ourselves, uncomfortable through attacking long-
held beliefs, such as those telling us we deserve to be safe and 
that human life is more important than anything else. 

What I call ecologically-motivated murder is more likely to be 
equated with fascist ideology (the volkisch movement has been 
researched extensively) than are “lone wolves” who have no clear 
ideology to explain their disturbing actions. These loners can only 
be degenerates. Society, including many anarchists, would rather 
forget its demons, but lately it seems that pessimism could be 
making a comeback, much to the chagrin of those doing positive 
social work. Few accept those existing on the fringes who are 
likely to be more apolitical and morally objectionable to a majority 
of people, but whose actions reverberate through society in a 
powerful way. 

Cruel and violent people who transgress civilized boundaries, such
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as the rules of war, are not marketable to the masses, making 
them irrelevant to anyone who wants to brand anarchism as a 
cure- all for society’s ills. There is a notion that the viciousness of 
society is a side effect of civilization, rather than something innate 
in humans. Those who want to keep anarchy palatable to broader 
society quickly distance themselves from acts of savagery, and 
severely compromise anarchist principles (for example working 
with nationalists). Yet it takes savagery to successfully attack a 
much larger and stronger force, to instill fear. and to become 
offensive rather than reactive. Like George Bataille, I also believe 
we need a thought which does not fall apart in the face of horror. 

One of the only Amazonian tribes to successfully fight off the 
Spaniards knew they had to match the ferocity of the invaders. 
And match them they did, by using the Spaniards’ own torturous 
method of execution. In the jungle the Shuar were used to moving 
to avoid conflict, but a man named Quirruba had a better idea. He 
gained followers who swore secrecy and ordered them to seek out
as much gold as possible. 

When the Governor of Logrono arrived in their area, they stealthily 
approached at midnight. One account reports that an army of over 
20,000 Shuar surrounded and conquered the settlement, 
slaughtering the Spaniards in their homes before they could come 
together. Quirruba entered with troops carrying the gold they had 
amassed and the tools needed to melt it down. After everybody 
besides the Governor had been killed, they told him to prepare to 
receive the tax he had prepared: 

“They stripped him completely naked, tied his hands and 
feet; and while some amused themselves with him, 
delivering a thousand castigations and jests, the others set
up a large forge in the courtyard, where they melted the 
gold. When it was ready in the crucibles, they opened his 
mouth with a bone, saying that they wanted to see if for 
once he had enough gold. They poured it little by little, and
then forced it down with another bone; and bursting his 
bowels with the torture, they all raised a clamor and 
laughter.” 

It would be amazing to see earth shoved down the throats of 
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mining executives, or hot oil poured down the gullets of oil 
executives, giving them only a small taste of the excruciating pain 
they have caused so many others. Unfortunately we don’t live in 
the time or the world of the Shuar’s fierceness. We are taught from
an early age not to solve problems with violence (unless, of 
course, you are a nation), and history likes to portray all “social 
progress” as a more or less peaceful expansion of the enlightened 
civilization of the West. But there are still Quirrubas’ in the world 
who disregard the rules of engagement and fight on their own 
terms. 

John Linley Frazier was a typical middle-class American in the late
1960s. He had a wife and good solid work as a mechanic until he 
discovered drugs and the hippie subculture. Along with his new 
lifestyle, he also got interested in ecology. Suddenly, on orders 
from the Almighty, the mechanic stopped driving and quit his job, 
explaining that he would no longer contribute to the death cycle of 
the planet. As you can imagine, his new found love of Nature put a
strain on his marriage. He left his wife and moved to a hippie 
commune, where he proceeded to scare the fuck out of his fellow 
hippies. They saw him as paranoid and volatile, something that, 
post-Manson, most in the counterculture were desperately trying to
distance themselves from. Wandering from commune to commune
Frazier began living what one article described as the lifestyle of 
an Aquarian Age hermit, and moved into a six-foot-square shack in
the woods, (predating by decades Ted Kaczynski’s similar retreat 
from society) not far from a prominent ophthalmologist, Dr. Victor 
Ohta. 

Dr. Ohta had also not ingratiated himself with the local hippie 
milieu. He flaunted his wealth: a Rolls Royce and a Lincoln 
Continental, expensive clothes and jewelry, sons enlisted in the 
best private schools, an opulent mansion designed by a student of 
Frank Lloyd Wright. 

On the 19th of October, 1970, it burned to the ground. 

As the firefighters made their way up the two dirt roads leading to 
the property, they found both blocked by Ohta’s vehicles. After they
had cleared the obstacles and reached the house they made a 
horrifying discovery: floating in the swimming pool were the bodies
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of Dr. Ohta, his wife, and their two sons, aged and 12. The doctor’s
secretary (a wife and mother of two herself) and the family cat 
were not spared either. They had all been shot execution style, 
one bullet each, with the exception of the Doctor, who received 
four. 

Frazier had entered the mansion and found Dr. Ohta’s wife Virginia
alone. Holding her at gunpoint with her own .38, he bound her with
one of her colorful scarves and waited. One by one the rest of the 
family along with Ohta’s secretary were taken hostage and bound 
with the same luxurious scarves. Moving them outside next to the 
pool, the doctor was given an ultimatum: burn your house to the 
ground and renounce your materialism, or die. The doctor couldn’t 
part with his worldly goods, and like an avenger for the forest that 
had once lived where he was standing, Frazier executed them all 
and tossed them in the pool. In the midst of the bloody carnage, 
Frazier sat down at the doctor’s typewriter before lighting the 
mansion ablaze. The note would be found under the windshield 
wiper of one of the cars. 

“Halloween, 1970. Today World War will begin, as brought 
to you by the People of the Free Universe. From this day 
forward, anyone and/or everyone or company of persons 
who misuses the natural environment or destroys same 
will suffer the penalty of death by the People of the Free 
Universe. I and my comrades from this day forth will fight 
until death or freedom against anyone who does not 
support natural life on this planet. Materialism must die, or 
Mankind will stop.” 

-Knight of Wands, Knight of Cups, Night [sic] of Pentacles 
and Knight of Swords. 

In the end it was the local hippies who squealed on Frazier, who—
even while locked up—continued to make people uneasy, showing
up to court with half his hair, half his beard, and one eyebrow 
shaved off. Despite his odd behavior and bizarre crime, he was 
declared competent to stand trial and received the death penalty. 
After California put its executions on hold, his sentence was 
commuted to life in prison. He was found hanging in his cell on 
August 13, 2009. 
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A more contemporary ecological murderer is Adam Lanza. I know 
that to even mention him is a cardinal sin among morally righteous
anarchists. He is the person who killed multiple people, most of 
them children, at his former elementary school. On December 10, 
2011 he wrote on a forum he frequented: “I should call in on John 
Zerzan’s radio program about Travis. I’m really surprised that I 
haven’t been able to find anything he’s written or said about the 
incident, considering how often he brings up random acts of 
violence. It seems like Travis would be a poster-chimp of his 
philosophy.” [added emphasis] In his call to John Zerzan’s weekly 
radio show, Adam Lanza, who Zerzan described as being very 
articulate, discussed the effect domestication had on Travis the 
Chimp, who after ripping a woman’s face off in 2009 went on a 
violent rampage that only ended after the police unloaded their fire
power on him: 

“Travis wasn’t an untamed monster at all. Um, he wasn’t 
just feigning domestication, he was civilized. Um, he was 
able to integrate into society, he was a chimp actor when 
he was younger, and his owner drove him around the city 
frequently in association with her towing business, where 
he met many different people, and got along with 
everyone. If Travis had been some nasty monster all his 
life, it would have been widely reported, but to the 
contrary, it seems like everyone who knew him said how 
shocked they were that Travis had been so savage, 
because they knew him as a sweet child. And there were 
two isolated incidents early in his life when he acted 
aggressively, but summarizing them would take too long, 
so basically I’ll just say that he didn’t act really any 
differently than a human child would, and the people who 
would use that as an indictment against having chimps live
as humans do wouldn’t apply the same thing to humans, 
so it’s just kind of irrelevant.” 

A year later, Lanza’s crime sent shock waves through the nation. 
Zerzan had little to say about the incident. It was of course 
portrayed as another tragedy of civilization, and not as a natural 
response to an unnatural way of existing in the world. Like Travis, 
we were raised to be something we are not. Also like Travis, some 

21



humans escape the world of the civilized through acts of 
uncontrollable violence. 

He left no manifestos and has been essentially erased, probably 
due to his immorality. While Zerzan said little to nothing about the 
nature of the shooting, society (including anarchists!) as usual in 
their desperate search for answers zeroed in on the easily 
digestible explanations of access to guns and mental health care. 
When tragedies occur, the liberal mask of many anarchists’ politics
reveals itself as they also cry for the safety of answers. Lanza had 
demonstrated his interest in anti-civ ideas, not only wrestling with 
the ideas, but putting those thoughts into terrible action, yet people
still seem mystified as to why anybody would do what he did. 

People who cared to read what he wrote, knew exactly where 
Adam was coming from when he opened fire in that classroom. He
couldn’t have been any clearer about his motivation. He was the 
embodiment of Travis the Chimp, Tyke the Elephant, and other 
beasts who viciously cast off their shackles, their violent rebellion 
ending with their own deaths. Like skirmishes in wars long 
forgotten, there is mass cultural amnesia surrounding these acts of
hostility toward the civilized. The town of the elementary school 
destroyed the school (building a new one over it), and also razed 
the house that Lanza had grown up in. Apparently unsavory 
people had begun showing up at the site. Perhaps some of those 
people listened to Zerzan’s show and were making a pilgrimage to 
pay their respects. The erasure of Lanza extends to his Wikipedia 
page, which redirects to the Sandy Hook Elementary School 
Shooting page. This is true of personal wikis for many other school
shooters as well. 

Attacking innocents is incredibly taboo. Even to admit you 
understand, much less are sympathetic to, the actions of people 
like Frazier or Lanza, will cause you to be shunned. This is 
especially true when the taboo against the killing of children is 
transgressed. Everything must be palatable to the masses. 
Nothing is more sacred to the masses than children, who 
represent hope for the future of the human race. But that future will
no doubt be as horrific in its banality as the world now. An article in
Newsweek summarized Adam’s motivations (adding of course that
this way of thinking is deranged): 
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“children were indoctrinated from a very young age to 
become part of a sick machine that was self-perpetuating. 
They were manipulated to live unhealthy lives. In Adam’s 
deranged world-view, they were already doomed to live in 
a joyless world that would use and abuse them. By killing 
them, he’d be saving them from the hell he was enduring.” 

Both Frazier and Lanza’s messages were clear to those who 
understand, but mystified everyone else: humans have, to their 
detriment, completely removed themselves from nature and 
through the ways of civilization we have all been imprisoned. 
Frazier’s fury came from a transcendent moment where he saw 
the obscenity of materialism that we are bound to while Lanza saw
how we are shaped from birth to accept this fate and enjoy being 
caged. Like warriors before them they refused to see humans as 
more valuable than other life on earth and had no moral qualms 
about extinguishing lives no matter how young and innocent. In 
fact, they may be seen as having acted from a place of kindness, 
as suggested by Adam Lanza’s very personal killing of his mother 
before he left for the school. In his mind he wasn’t deranged; he 
had been pacing his cage his whole life, until he could pace no 
more. Then he pounced. We are all capable of nurturing and 
compassion, but we are also capable of the most horrific brutality, 
given the right conditions. These instances of cruelty, whether from
long ago or in our lifetime, shouldn’t be swept under the rug. They 
are not horrible abominations that we must do everything to forget.
They are human responses, maybe one of the last meaningful 
human actions we can observe, which is perhaps what terrifies 
people so much. As Fuchs observes, “Deep down in every one of 
us there is a ruthless primal killer inside. Perhaps this is the 
fundamental truth from which all censors, moralists and inveterate 
optimists flee in panic.” Let us not flee in panic from our own 
impulses, but learn from them and come face to face with society, 
its warts and all. 
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You are waiting for the revolution? Let it be! My own began a long
time ago! When you are ready (god, what an endless wait!) I won’t

mind going with you for a while. But when you stop, I shall
continue on my way toward the great and sublime conquest of the

nothing! 

Any society that you build will have its limits. And outside the limits
of any society, unruly and heroic tramps will wander with their wild
and virgin thought — those who cannot live without planning ever
new and dreadful outbursts of rebellion! I shall be among them! 

All societies tremble when the scornful aristocracy of tramps,
inaccessibles, unique ones, rulers over the ideal and conquerors
of the nothing resolutely advances. So, come on, icononclasts,

forward! - Renzo Novatore, Toward the Creative Nothing

Feral Distro
feraldistro.noblogs.org
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