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White Pride in 2025: The Fight for Survival 
If you are reading these words in 2025, something quiet and profound has already stirred 
within you. You sense that the world you inherited—the streets your grandparents knew, the 
assumptions your parents held about the future—has slipped away, almost without 
announcement. Neighbourhoods have changed their character overnight; schools teach 
children that the colour of their skin is a kind of original sin; statues of once-revered figures 
are pulled down while those who built nothing demand, and receive, every advantage. 

We have been told, repeatedly and gently, that to notice any of this is to reveal oneself as 
the villain of history. 

This book is written for those who have grown weary of apology. 

We are not, as we are so often reminded, a global majority slowly “becoming” a minority. 
We are already a minority. Roughly one human being in nine or ten is of fully European 
descent. In the nations our ancestors founded and shaped, we are on a path to minority 
status within the lifetime of children born today. This has never before occurred on such a 
scale without conquest or plague. 

It is not a natural process. It is not merely the benign outcome of prosperity or women’s 
liberation. It is the consequence of deliberate choices made after 1945—choices about 
borders, about incentives for family life, about the punishment of any voice that dared to 
say “enough.” 

They call it diversity, equity, inclusion, openness, global responsibility. We may call it, more 
honestly, replacement. 

The architects of this transformation knew what they were doing. They wrote reports about 
it. They spoke of it in private with satisfaction. They ensured that anyone who quoted them 
publicly would be ruined. 

You will find here the numbers they publish but hope no one reads: the fertility rates that 
collapsed in every European country a generation ago and have never recovered; the 
immigration figures that rose precisely as native births fell; the projections that show our 
children inheriting countries unrecognisable to their great-grandparents. 

You will see the quiet war waged in classrooms and boardrooms: the teaching that 
whiteness itself is the problem, the hiring practices that treat European descent as a 
disqualification, the media portraits that render white men perpetual fools or villains. 
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You will see, too, that every other people on earth—African, Asian, Jewish, Arab, Latin—is 
not only permitted, but celebrated for organising around its own interests. Only one group 
is told that ethnic consciousness is pathology. 

This is the year 2025. In many cities the tipping point has already passed among the young. 
The time for polite letters to representatives is ending. The era of pretending this is merely 
an economic or cultural question is over. 

The fight for our survival as a distinct people with homelands has begun. 

This book is not written to persuade our adversaries; they are beyond persuasion. It is 
written to awaken those of our own who still trust the old narratives, and to steady those 
already awake with facts, arguments, and resolve. 

We ask for nothing more than what every other people already possesses: the right to exist, 
to have secure borders, to take quiet pride in our history and achievements, to secure a 
future for our children. 

If that is deemed hate, then hate is what they have left us. 

Welcome to the fight. 

Turn the page. The numbers do not lie, and neither shall we. 
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Chapter 1: The Numbers Don’t Lie: Whites Are Already a Global Minority 

There is a peculiar comfort we have long allowed ourselves, a gentle myth that has lingered 
in conversations, in classrooms, even in the quiet assumptions of daily life. It goes 
something like this: white people, those of us descended from the peoples of Europe, still 
form a substantial portion of humanity—perhaps fifteen per cent, perhaps sixteen—
enough to remain a significant presence as the world grows ever more crowded. We are, so 
the story runs, a large minority in gradual retreat, but one that will retain influence for 
generations yet. 

This myth is kindly meant. It spares us the sharper edges of reality. But kindness of this sort 
is a form of evasion, and evasion has its price. 

The truth, when one finally looks at it directly, is far starker. In the year 2025, those of fully 
or predominantly European descent number somewhere between eight hundred and fifty 
million and nine hundred and fifty million souls. The world, meanwhile, has surpassed 
eight billion three hundred million inhabitants. We are, at the most generous count, one 
person in nine. At the stricter, more realistic count, closer to one in ten. 

We are already a global minority. 

It is difficult, perhaps, to feel the weight of that sentence immediately. Minorities, after all, 
are familiar to us; we have grown accustomed to thinking of them as smaller peoples 
scattered among larger ones, often vulnerable, sometimes celebrated for their 
distinctiveness. We have not grown accustomed to thinking of ourselves in those terms. Yet 
the arithmetic is unforgiving. One in nine, one in ten: these are not the proportions of a 
dominant or even a comfortably substantial group. They are the proportions of a people 
whose numerical presence on the planet is already modest and growing steadily more so. 

To appreciate how swiftly this has happened, one must step back a little further in time. In 
1950, when the world’s population hovered around two and a half billion, those of 
European descent accounted for something closer to one in four human beings. The 
absolute numbers were smaller—perhaps seven or eight hundred million—but the 
proportion was dramatically higher. The post-war baby boom briefly pushed our absolute 
numbers toward a peak of just over a billion around 1990. Since then, those numbers have 
stagnated or begun a slow decline, while the rest of humanity has added more than four 
billion lives. 

By the end of this century, if current trends hold, we may be one in fifteen or fewer. This 
represents the most rapid proportional decline of any major ethnic or civilisational group in 
recorded history that has occurred without widespread violence, famine, or plague. The fall 
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from one in four to one in ten or less within the span of a single lifetime is without 
precedent. 

Where, then, do we still live in numbers? The great majority remain in Europe itself—
between six hundred and thirty and six hundred and seventy million, depending on how one 
draws the boundaries. Yet even here the picture is uneven. Eastern Europe retains higher 
proportions of indigenous inhabitants; Poland and Hungary, for instance, remain 
overwhelmingly European. Western and Northern Europe have grown more mixed through 
decades of immigration, so that the old heartlands now contain significant minorities who 
trace their origins elsewhere. 

Beyond Europe, North America contributes roughly two hundred million non-Hispanic 
whites—about one hundred and ninety-five million in the United States, with Canada 
adding the remainder. In Oceania, Australia and New Zealand together account for perhaps 
twenty-four million people of predominantly European ancestry. South Africa, that distant 
outpost of European settlement, is home to around four and a half million whites. Latin 
America, in its whiter enclaves—Argentina, Uruguay, parts of southern Brazil and Chile—
adds another forty to sixty million who identify as predominantly or fully European. 

These are the places where our people still dwell in any concentration. Even if one adopts 
the most expansive definition possible—counting every individual with even a single 
European grandparent, every person who might “pass” or self-identify in certain contexts—
the total barely exceeds a billion. We do not reach twelve per cent of humanity. The ceiling 
is firm. 

Every nation or region where Europeans once formed an overwhelming majority has lived 
with fertility rates below replacement level for two full generations now. The pattern is 
remarkably consistent: from Italy and Spain in the south to Russia in the east, from 
Scandinavia to the Anglosphere overseas, no sustained recovery has appeared. Children 
are born at rates that guarantee slow population decline among natives, even before 
immigration is factored in. 

Meanwhile, the rest of the world continues to grow. Sub-Saharan Africa, South Asia, parts 
of the Middle East—these regions add tens of millions each year. Their youthful 
populations ensure continued expansion for decades to come. 

The consequences are already visible among the young. In the great cities that once 
epitomised European civilisation—London, Paris, New York, Toronto, Sydney—the children 
currently attending school are, in many cases, already majority non-European. This is not a 
forecast for some distant tomorrow; it is the reality of classrooms today. These children will 
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be the adults of 2050, the voters, workers, parents, leaders. The demographic character of 
those societies has already shifted beneath our feet. 

No vast conspiracy is required to explain any of this. The ingredients are simple and public: 
borders left open or selectively porous for decades, native birth rates collapsed and never 
restored, higher fertility among newcomer populations for at least the first generations, and 
the quiet continuation of chain migration and family reunification. Combine these 
elements and sustain them over forty or fifty years, and the outcome is mathematically 
inevitable. 

One might feel a certain melancholy at this realisation, a quiet sorrow that settles in the 
chest like evening mist. That sorrow is appropriate. It is, in fact, one of the few honest 
emotions we have been permitted to feel in recent decades without immediate accusation 
or reproach. For too long we have been trained to suppress any unease, to label it ugly 
or retrograde the moment it appears. Yet sorrow at the passing of something beautiful 
and irreplaceable is not ugly. It is human. 

We stand at a threshold. The comforting myths have served their purpose, shielding us 
from a reality too uncomfortable to face. But myths cannot alter arithmetic. The numbers 
do not lie. They simply wait, patient and impartial, for us to look at them squarely. 

If we do, we see that we are already a global minority. The question that remains is what we 
intend to do with that knowledge. 

The next chapters will examine how this situation came to be, who shaped the policies that 
brought it about, and why any attempt to speak plainly has been met with such fierce 
resistance. 

For now, let the numbers stand as they are—cold, clear, and undeniable. They mark the 
beginning of an awakening. 
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Chapter 2: The Great Replacement in One Lifetime 

One does not need to wait until the distant horizon of 2100 to witness the change. It is 
already far advanced, woven into the fabric of everyday life in ways that are both 
unmistakable and strangely easy to overlook. The transformation is not some speculative 
future event; it is the present reality of classrooms, playgrounds, and maternity wards 
across the Western world. 

Consider the United States, that vast and varied nation so often held up as the archetype of 
possibility. In 2025, non-Hispanic whites constitute roughly fifty-eight per cent of the total 
population—a clear majority still, on paper. Yet the story told by the old is no longer the 
story told by the young. White children have formed a minority of those under eighteen 
since around 2020; white newborns have been a minority since 2016. Generation Alpha, 
the cohort born from 2013 onward, is only about forty-five to forty-seven per cent non-
Hispanic white. The nation as a whole is projected to cross the threshold into majority-
minority status sometime between 2044 and 2045, perhaps a little earlier if immigration 
continues at recent levels. 

The implications are profound and intimate. The America that today’s white American 
children will inherit as adults will not resemble the America their grandparents knew, not in 
its demographic character, not in its cultural assumptions, not in the unspoken 
understandings that once bound communities together. 

Across the Atlantic, Britain presents a similar picture, though the pace feels even more 
compressed. In the great cities that have long defined English identity—London, 
Birmingham, Manchester—white British children are already a distinct minority in the 
schools. In London, they make up scarcely more than a third of primary pupils in many 
boroughs; in some areas, far less. The national tipping point, when white British people fall 
below half the population, is approaching sometime in the middle decades of this century, 
perhaps by 2060 or sooner. The rest of England and Wales will follow the urban centres as 
inevitably as night follows day. 

France, that proud republic which forbids the collection of ethnic statistics in the name of 
universalism, cannot hide the truth entirely. Birth records categorised by parental origin 
and school enrolment figures offer proxies clear enough. Roughly forty per cent of 
newborns now have at least one parent born outside Europe. In the greater Paris region, the 
proportion of pupils of non-European origin approaches or exceeds half. Independent 
demographers, working from names, hospital data, and other indirect measures, estimate 
that the under-forty population is already thirty-eight to forty-five per cent non-European. 
The national fifty per cent mark among the young may arrive as early as the 2040s. 
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Sweden, long celebrated as the quiet epitome of Nordic homogeneity and social harmony, 
has undergone one of the most rapid transformations imaginable. From a nation almost 
entirely European in living memory, its major cities—Stockholm, Gothenburg, Malmö—now 
have school populations where native Swedish children are often a minority. In Malmö, the 
figure approaches eighty per cent non-Swedish background among pupils. Projections 
suggest the country as a whole could be forty-five to fifty per cent non-European by mid-
century. 

Canada and Australia, frequently praised for their supposedly selective “points-based” 
immigration systems, have not escaped the pattern. Canada’s European-origin share has 
fallen dramatically in a single generation under sustained high intake almost entirely from 
outside Europe. Toronto and Vancouver already reflect this in their youthful populations. 
Australia’s Sydney and Melbourne follow closely behind. Both nations are on trajectories to 
majority-minority status well before the century’s end. 

The mechanism driving all of this is remarkably straightforward, almost mechanical in its 
relentlessness. Native fertility lingers stubbornly between 1.3 and 1.6 children per woman 
across every European-descended population—far below the 2.1 needed for long-term 
stability. Governments maintain net immigration at levels of several hundred thousand to 
over a million annually, with the overwhelming majority originating from Africa, Asia, the 
Middle East, and Latin America. Newcomers typically arrive with higher fertility in the first 
generations—often 2.2 to 3.5 children per woman—before converging downward. Chain 
migration and family reunification ensure the flow continues long after initial arrival. 

Sustain these conditions for forty or fifty years, and the mathematical outcome is 
guaranteed. No secret meetings are required, no grand cabal. Merely the quiet persistence 
of policy choices made decade after decade, often with the best of intentions or the most 
cynical of political calculations. 

The result is that children born today in the West will live to see every nation founded and 
shaped by Europeans become majority non-European in composition. This has never 
happened before in human history on such a scale without military conquest, without 
invading armies crossing borders with sword and fire. Rome fell to barbarians at the gates; 
Constantinople to Ottoman cannons. Here, the conquest proceeds by policy decision, by 
visa stamp, by birth certificate issued in a hospital ward. 

There is something almost surreal in the gentleness of it. No trumpets sound. No cities 
burn. The change arrives in the form of new neighbours, new classmates, new accents in 
the local shop. It arrives in school photographs where familiar faces grow fewer each year. 
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It arrives in the quiet realisation, walking through a city one’s family has known for 
generations, that one has become the stranger. 

One might expect such a profound shift to be accompanied by open debate, by solemn 
national conversations about identity and continuity. Instead, it has been shrouded in 
euphemism and accusation. To notice is to invite reproach. To question is to risk social 
exile. The transformation has been presented not as a choice with consequences but as an 
inevitable tide, a moral imperative, a sign of progress. 

Yet tides can be turned by human will, and imperatives can be interrogated. The fact that 
this change is unprecedented in its peaceful character does not make it inevitable or 
benign. It simply makes it all the more remarkable—and all the more urgent to understand. 

Your children, or your children’s children, will inhabit nations demographically 
unrecognisable from those of a century ago. They will be minorities in the lands their 
ancestors built. Whether that future is accepted with resignation or met with resolve is the 
question that now confronts us. 

The mechanism is simple. The consequences are profound. The time remaining to alter 
course is shorter than we have been led to believe. 

The great replacement is not a theory. It is a process already well underway, measurable in 
the faces of the young. The only question left is whether we will allow it to complete itself 
without a word of protest. 

  



11 
 

 



12 
 

Chapter 3: Low White Birth Rates: Engineered or Self-Inflicted? 

We are told, with a certain reassuring firmness, that the decline in birth rates among 
peoples of European descent was a free choice. Prosperity arrived, education expanded, 
women entered the workforce and gained control over their bodies. Families simply 
decided—rationally, autonomously—that fewer children, or none at all, suited the modern 
life they wished to lead. No one, we are assured, forced this upon us. It was the natural fruit 
of liberty and progress. 

There is truth in this narrative, but only a fragment, a polished surface that conceals deeper 
currents. 

The collapse was too abrupt, too perfectly synchronised across the entire Western world, 
to be explained as mere aggregate preference. In every country where Europeans formed 
the majority—whether Catholic Italy or Protestant Scandinavia, capitalist America or 
social-democratic France—fertility rates plunged below the replacement level of 2.1 
children per woman between 1968 and 1978. And in the half-century since, none has 
achieved even a single sustained decade of recovery. The pattern is so uniform that it feels 
less like millions of individual decisions and more like the response to a single, unspoken 
command. 

Consider the timing. In the early 1960s, fertility still hovered comfortably above 
replacement almost everywhere in the West. A typical American white woman might 
expect to have three or four children; the same was true across much of Europe. Then, 
within little more than a decade, the bottom fell out. By the mid-1970s, rates had settled 
into the narrow band of 1.3 to 1.8 that has defined our demographic reality ever since. No 
war interrupted this period. No famine struck. No plague swept through nurseries. The 
change was peaceful, gradual—and absolute. 

What arrived in those crucial years to alter the most fundamental human instinct so 
thoroughly? 

First came the technological decoupling of sex from reproduction. The contraceptive pill 
was approved in the United States in 1960 and spread rapidly across Europe through the 
decade—Britain in 1961, France only in 1967 after fierce resistance, but soon enough to 
matter. For the first time in history, healthy young women could engage in sexual 
relationships with something close to complete confidence that pregnancy would not 
follow. Abortion, long taboo, was legalised country by country in the same era: Britain in 
1967, the United States in 1973 with Roe v. Wade, France in 1975, Italy in 1978. The 
message, whether intended or not, was clear: children were now optional, postponable, 
avoidable. 
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One might imagine this liberation would lead to a gentle moderation—perhaps two or three 
children instead of four or five. Instead, it contributed to a precipitous drop. Marriage was 
delayed, often indefinitely. “Shotgun weddings” vanished. The cultural script that had 
quietly encouraged early family formation was rewritten almost overnight. 

At the same time, economic structures began to shift in ways that made large families feel 
not merely optional but actively burdensome. Women entered universities and workplaces 
in unprecedented numbers, which was in itself a genuine advance. Yet the economy did 
not adapt to accommodate the dual-income reality it now demanded. Housing costs began 
their long, relentless climb: in the United States, the median home had once cost three 
times an average salary; by the 2020s it approached eight or ten times. Wages for young 
workers stagnated even as living costs soared. Student debt became a rite of passage. 
Childcare, when both parents worked, consumed an entire second salary. 

A young couple in 1960 could reasonably expect to buy a house, raise several children, and 
live comfortably on one income. Their grandchildren in 2025 often find that two 
professional incomes barely cover rent on a modest apartment and the cost of a single 
child. The dream of family life did not vanish because people suddenly disliked children; it 
became mathematically precarious. 

Culture, too, turned hostile in subtle but pervasive ways. From the 1970s onward, popular 
entertainment began to portray marriage as a form of quiet oppression, motherhood as 
drudgery or self-sacrifice, large families as the mark of the backward or irresponsible. The 
ambitious heroine was childless and unapologetic; the contented mother was either 
absent or faintly comic. Advertisements celebrated the “childfree” lifestyle as 
sophisticated liberation. Social media, when it arrived, amplified this a thousandfold: 
images of exotic travel, gourmet meals, spotless apartments—all implicitly contrasted with 
the chaos and expense of raising children. 

Meanwhile, welfare systems—designed with the best intentions—often penalised native 
families while subsidising larger ones among newcomers. Young workers, predominantly of 
European descent in the early decades, paid heavy taxes that flowed toward pensions for 
the elderly and benefits for immigrant households with higher birth rates. A German 
engineer in his thirties might surrender half his income and receive little direct return until 
retirement age, while a recently arrived family with several children received generous child 
allowances, housing support, and healthcare. The message embedded in the incentives 
was unmistakable: have fewer children, or none, and let others fill the gap. 
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Were these changes entirely coincidental? Documents from the era suggest not. In 1968 
the Rockefeller Commission on Population Growth and the American Future 
recommended measures to reduce U.S. birth rates.  

In 1974, Henry Kissinger’s National Security Study Memorandum 200 discussed population 
control abroad but reflected a broader mindset that quietly applied at home. European 
and UN papers in the 1990s and 2000s noted low native fertility with satisfaction, 
observing that it “created space” for immigration to sustain workforces and pension 
systems. 

They knew precisely what they were doing. 

The scale of the loss is staggering when one pauses to calculate it. Had fertility merely 
remained at replacement level—2.1 children per woman—from the mid-1970s onward, the 
United States alone would have perhaps fifty to sixty million more people of European 
descent today. Across the entire West, the figure runs into hundreds of millions—entire 
nations’ worth of children never conceived or born. 

They emptied the cradle through a thousand small decisions—technological, economic, 
cultural, fiscal—and then turned to us with a straight face and insisted we needed 
immigrants to fill the schools, staff the hospitals, pay the pensions. 

This was not the aggregate of free choices. It was a slow, deliberate demographic 
disarmament, carried out with the instruments of modernity itself. Liberty was real, 
progress was real, but they were harnessed to an outcome few openly admitted they 
desired. 

We stand now amid the consequences: aging societies, empty playgrounds in native 
neighbourhoods, a sense of quiet absence where vitality once was. The sorrow one feels at 
this is not nostalgia for some imagined past of universal large families. It is sorrow for 
possibilities foreclosed, for lives that might have been but never were, for a future quietly 
redirected without ever asking our consent. 

The cradle was emptied. The question that remains is whether we will accept the 
replacement offered in its place—or find the will to fill it again ourselves. 
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Chapter 4: Mass Third-World Immigration: The Weapon 

With the native womb effectively closed—through the quiet accumulation of contraceptive 
freedom, economic pressure, cultural disdain for family life, and fiscal disincentives—the 
next step in the transformation presented itself with an almost mechanical inevitability. If 
the peoples of European descent would no longer reproduce at rates sufficient to 
sustain their societies, then those societies would need to import people who still did. 

This was never truly about refugees fleeing persecution, nor about filling acute shortages of 
highly skilled labour, nor even about some vague enrichment through “vibrancy.” At its core, 
it was about numbers—raw, demographic numbers. It was about ensuring permanent 
shifts in electoral balances, about preventing any possible recovery of native birth rates 
by flooding the labour market and housing stock, about altering the ethnic composition of 
nations in ways that could never be reversed without extraordinary political will. 

The process began in earnest with legal changes that appeared modest, even benign, at the 
time. 

In the United States, the Immigration and Nationality Act of 1965—known as the Hart-
Celler Act—quietly abolished the national-origin quotas that had, since the 1920s, 
favoured immigrants from Europe. Its sponsors assured the public that the ethnic balance 
of the country would remain unchanged. Senator Ted Kennedy, one of its most prominent 
advocates, declared on the Senate floor that the bill would not flood the nation with 
immigrants, would not upset the ethnic mix, would not affect cities or schools. Yet within 
decades, the sources of immigration had shifted almost entirely: from Europe to Latin 
America, Asia, Africa, and the Middle East. Family-chain migration, prioritised under the 
new law, ensured that one arrival could sponsor many more, multiplying the effect over 
generations. 

In France during the 1970s, labour migration from North Africa was officially halted—only 
to be replaced by unlimited “family reunification.” What had been intended as temporary 
workers became permanent settlers, bringing spouses, children, parents, siblings. The 
population of Algerian, Moroccan, and Tunisian origin tripled in a single decade, and the 
process continued unchecked. 

Britain under Tony Blair’s Labour governments from the late 1990s to the late 2000s took 
the policy to a new level of deliberate acceleration. Internal admissions later surfaced: one 
of Blair’s speechwriters recalled discussions whose clear intent was to increase diversity 
rapidly and render conservative arguments about immigration obsolete. Net migration 
soared; the population grew by millions in little more than a decade, the overwhelming 
majority from outside Europe. 
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Then came the crisis of 2015 in Europe, when over a million people—mostly young men 
from the Middle East, South Asia, and Africa—crossed the Mediterranean or marched 
through the Balkans. Angela Merkel’s declaration “Wir schaffen das”—“We can do 
this”—opened the gates fully. Germany alone accepted hundreds of thousands, with 
family reunification ensuring that each initial arrival could bring several more relatives in 
time. What might have been managed as a temporary emergency became a permanent 
influx. 

Even the United Nations, that ostensibly neutral body, had prepared the intellectual 
groundwork years earlier. Its 2000 report titled “Replacement Migration” calculated, with 
clinical precision, exactly how many immigrants Europe and other developed regions 
would require to offset declining native populations. The figures were staggering: tens of 
millions, even hundreds of millions in some scenarios, almost all from the developing 
world. The premise was simple: since Europeans would not have enough children, others 
must be brought in to sustain economies and pension systems. 

Non-governmental organisations played their part with extraordinary efficiency. Ships 
funded by private foundations, churches, and even European governments positioned 
themselves off the Libyan coast, effectively operating as a taxpayer-supported ferry 
service. Migrants who reached these vessels were almost guaranteed eventual landing in 
Europe, thanks to legal doctrines like non-refoulement—the principle that no one can be 
returned to a place where they might face harm, interpreted so broadly that almost any 
claim sufficed. In the United States, the interpretation of birthright citizenship ensured that 
children born to illegal entrants became anchors, preventing family deportation. Endless 
appeals processes turned removal into a practical impossibility. 

In just four recent years—roughly the span from 2021 to 2025—approximately twenty 
million people from outside Europe entered Western nations, nearly all of prime 
reproductive age or younger. Once inside, departure became exceedingly rare. Voluntary 
return schemes attracted almost no takers; enforced removals were bogged down in courts 
or blocked by international pressure. 

Every serious attempt to reverse the flow met fierce resistance. Hungary constructed a 
border fence in 2015 and saw irregular crossings plummet to near zero—only to face 
condemnation and financial penalties from the European Union. Denmark explored 
offshore processing centres and was threatened with sanctions. In the United States, 
Texas’s efforts to bus migrants to sanctuary cities triggered federal lawsuits. 
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The pattern was consistent: any nation that sought to assert control over its borders was 
punished by courts, by media campaigns, by diplomatic isolation. The message was 
clear—there would be no turning back. 

This was the second jaw of the trap. First, through a thousand small decisions over 
decades, the native birth rate was driven below replacement and kept there. Then, as the 
societies aged and the workforce shrank, the borders were opened wide to those whose 
fertility remained high. The newcomers arrived, settled, multiplied. The native population, 
already declining, found itself competing for housing, schools, jobs, political 
representation. Any recovery in native birth rates became even less likely under the new 
pressures. 

The result is a demographic shift of a kind and speed never before seen without 
conquest. Empires have fallen to invaders on horseback or by siege. Nations have been 
overwhelmed by armies marching across frontiers. Here, the change arrives by policy 
directive, by courtroom ruling, by humanitarian vessel on calm Mediterranean waters. It 
arrives in the form of new neighbours, new classmates for one’s children, new majorities 
forming quietly in city after city. 

There is something almost hypnotic in the process—its gentleness, its veneer of 
compassion, its insistence that nothing fundamental is changing even as everything does. 
One wakes one day to find the nation altered beyond recognition, and is told that to lament 
it is to reveal oneself as narrow, fearful, immoral. 

Yet the architects of this transformation were not always so coy. They wrote reports 
calculating the necessary numbers. They spoke in private of the need to undermine 
homogeneity, to render old arguments obsolete, to make certain political options 
impossible. They understood the mathematics perfectly. 

This was not incompetence. It was not the blind working of globalisation. It was the 
deliberate filling of an emptied cradle with children from elsewhere, and the construction 
of legal and moral barriers to ever emptying it again. 

The trap has sprung. The question now is whether we possess the will to pry it open. 
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Chapter 5: Anti-White Hate in Law and Institutions 

The hatred we have traced so far has manifested in raw numbers, in the quiet emptying of 
cradles, in the steady arrival of strangers who will one day outnumber the natives. It has 
shown itself in the streets, in the unspoken tensions of neighbourhoods, in the media's 
relentless portrayal of one people as perpetual oppressors. But perhaps its most 
insidious expression has been in the places where power is formalised and enduring: in 
law, in corporate policy, in the quiet machinery of institutions that shape opportunity and 
reward. 

For decades, the rules of advancement in Western societies were rewritten with a single, 
unspoken premise: European descent was not a neutral trait but a disadvantage to be 
corrected. Affirmative action programmes, diversity quotas, equity targets—these were not 
mere adjustments for past wrongs. They were systematic mechanisms that treated 
whiteness as a disqualification.  

A young white man or woman, raised to believe in merit, fair competition, hard work, 
discovered that the game had been altered in advance. University places were allocated 
with different standards according to skin colour. Promotions in corporations and 
government were withheld or delayed if the racial balance was not deemed correct. 
Government contracts worth billions were reserved for businesses owned by designated 
minorities, with European-owned firms explicitly excluded from bidding on equal terms. 

One was told, repeatedly, that this was justice. That historical debts required present 
imbalances. That merit itself was a myth invented by the privileged to preserve their 
privilege. Yet the effect was unmistakable: generations of capable individuals found doors 
closed not because of their abilities or efforts, but because of their ancestry. They were 
instructed to compete on merit while the very definition of merit was altered to exclude 
them. 

This institutionalised disadvantage extended into education with particular venom. 
Critical race theory, once confined to obscure academic journals, seeped into school 
curricula, teacher training, corporate diversity sessions. Children as young as five were 
taught that the colour of their skin marked them as bearers of oppression, that “whiteness” 
was not a heritage to understand but a problem to interrogate and dismantle. Textbooks 
reframed national histories as catalogues of shame. University seminars spoke openly of 
“abolishing whiteness.” Corporate workshops required employees to confess their privilege 
or risk professional consequences. 

After the unrest of 2020, this push intensified. Corporations pledged billions to racial 
justice initiatives that, in practice, meant further preferences for non-whites. Universities 
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doubled down on racial admissions policies. Governments expanded equity mandates. 
The message was no longer subtle: European descent was not merely irrelevant to 
success; it was an active impediment. 

And then, in 2025, something shifted. Political change—unexpected, sweeping—began 
to dismantle the machinery. In the United States, a new administration issued executive 
orders revoking decades-old requirements that federal contractors maintain racial quotas. 
The legal foundation of affirmative action in government work, dating back to the 1960s, 
was struck down. Corporations, sensing the wind change and fearing lawsuits from those 
long disadvantaged, began quietly abandoning their diversity targets. Chief diversity 
officers disappeared from organisational charts. Annual reports stopped boasting of racial 
balancing. States, one after another, passed laws banning the teaching of divisive racial 
concepts in public schools—concepts that framed one race as inherently oppressive. 

The legal framework of institutional anti-white discrimination, built up over half a century, 
began to crack. Not collapse—crack. The changes were partial, contested, vulnerable to 
reversal. But they were real. For the first time in living memory, the system blinked. 

Yet the damage lingers like a stain that no amount of scrubbing entirely removes. 
Generations have already been passed over—qualified candidates denied university 
admission, promotions withheld, contracts lost, careers stunted. The resentment this bred 
does not evaporate with a few executive orders. It festers in those who watched 
opportunities slip away not through failure but through deliberate policy. It festers, too, in 
those who benefited, who were taught to see preference as entitlement and equality as 
oppression. 

We are left with a society stratified not by ability or effort alone, but by the accident of 
birth—a stratification justified in the name of correcting older injustices, yet creating new 
ones in its wake. The young white worker who finds himself last in line for advancement 
does not feel historical guilt; he feels present injustice. The child taught that his skin 
colour is a moral burden does not emerge with humility; he emerges with confusion or 
quiet anger. 

The institutions that enshrined this hatred did not do so out of simple malice. Many acted 
from a sincere, if misguided, belief in redress. Others acted from fear of accusation, from 
desire for social approval, from the quiet calculation that demographic change would 
eventually make opposition irrelevant. Whatever the motive, the effect was the same: a 
slow, systematic disadvantaging of one people in the nations they had built. 

That the machinery is now cracking offers a sliver of hope. It reminds us that policy is not 
eternal, that what was constructed by human hands can be deconstructed by human will. 
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But hope must be tempered by realism. The resentment bred by decades of institutional 
bias will not dissolve overnight. The habits of thought instilled in schools and workplaces 
will persist in millions of minds. 

The hatred was not confined to streets or screens. It lived in the quiet offices where hiring 
decisions were made, in the courtrooms where preferences were upheld, in the 
boardrooms where targets were set. Its retreat in 2025 is welcome, but incomplete. 

We have seen what happens when institutions turn against a people. The question now is 
whether we can rebuild them to serve all equally—or whether the cracks will widen into 
something irreparable. 

The fight is no longer merely for survival. It is for fairness, for neutrality, for the right to be 
judged as individuals rather than as representatives of a disfavoured ancestry. 

That fight has only begun. 
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Chapter 6: The Media Hate Machine 

Open any screen—television, telephone, cinema—and the message arrives with a 
consistency that borders on the uncanny. White people, and white men in particular, 
appear not as ordinary individuals with the full range of human virtues and flaws, but as a 
narrow gallery of types: the bumbling fool who cannot operate household appliances 
without catastrophe, the greedy villain whose ambition poisons everything he touches, the 
relic of a bygone era whose views are quaint at best and dangerous at worst. White women 
fare little better, often reduced to shrill scolds or passive figures awaiting rescue by more 
dynamic, diverse counterparts. 

White families, once the quiet default of so much storytelling, have grown rare. In their 
place come endless variations on mixed-race households, where harmony reigns and 
European faces, if present at all, play supporting roles. Commercials for everyday 
products—banks, cars, insurance, breakfast cereals—present a vision of domestic life 
from which traditional white families have been carefully excised. The father, if he appears, 
is usually the comic incompetent; the wise voice of reason belongs elsewhere. 

In films and television series, the pattern repeats with even greater insistence. Classic 
European heroes are recast with actors of different ancestry, not for artistic necessity but 
as a deliberate statement. Stories rooted in specific cultural traditions are universalised by 
removing or marginalising the very people who created them. New productions often 
sidelined white characters entirely or framed them as obstacles to progress. The message 
is subtle yet relentless: the future has no central place for you; your stories are no longer 
the main ones worth telling. 

News media follows a similar script, though with higher stakes. Crimes committed against 
white victims are reported, if at all, without mention of racial motivation, described as 
random or tragic but isolated. Crimes committed by whites, or perceived as such, are 
elevated into evidence of systemic malice, dissected endlessly for what they reveal 
about the enduring poison of “whiteness.” Patterns of violence that might discomfort the 
approved narrative are downplayed or ignored altogether. 

This is not mere bias in the ordinary sense—the occasional slant or oversight that afflicts 
all human enterprises. It is a coordinated portrayal, sustained across decades and 
continents, that renders one people as perpetual obstacles to harmony and progress. It is 
a hate machine, humming quietly in the background of daily life, shaping perceptions 
before conscious thought can intervene. 

For a long time, this machine operated with near impunity. Corporations embraced 
“diversity” not from artistic conviction but from fear of accusation, from the desire to signal 
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virtue, from the belief that demographic change would soon make resistance futile. Studios 
remade beloved stories with altered casts and watched audiences drift away, yet persisted, 
convinced the future audience would reward them. Advertisers erased white families from 
their idylls, imagining a new consumer base that would applaud the gesture. 

Then came the reckoning, slow at first, then unmistakable. Years of box-office failures 
accumulated—remakes that cost hundreds of millions and returned fractions, franchises 
gutted by lectures disguised as entertainment. Consumer boycotts bit deeply: brands that 
pushed too far found sales plummeting, market value evaporating overnight. Audiences, it 
turned out, still craved stories rather than sermons. They still wished to see versions of 
themselves on screen without apology or contempt. 

By 2025, the retreat had begun in earnest. Corporations quietly dropped their forced 
diversity targets, rebranded inclusion initiatives, eliminated roles dedicated to racial 
balancing. Studios paused ambitious remakes, restored some measure of authenticity to 
casting, allowed stories to breathe without mandatory messaging. Advertisements began, 
hesitantly, to feature traditional families again, sensing that the public had not embraced 
the erasure as enthusiastically as predicted. 

Money, in the end, forced the change. Profit margins have a way of clarifying priorities 
that moral posturing cannot. When audiences walked away and shareholders grew 
restless, the machine faltered. 

Yet the cultural poison remains. It lingers in the minds of those who grew up absorbing it 
unquestioned—in children taught to view their heritage with suspicion, in adults 
accustomed to seeing themselves as problems rather than protagonists. It lingers in the 
habits of writers and producers who still reach for the old tropes out of instinct. It lingers in 
the resentment bred among those who believed the new narratives wholeheartedly and 
now feel betrayed by their reversal. 

The hate machine has not been dismantled; it has merely been dialled back, awaiting 
perhaps a shift in political winds or consumer patience. Its effects are generational. A 
people repeatedly told they are relics do not easily reclaim centrality in their own stories. 

We have seen what happens when the engines of culture turn against a people: self-doubt, 
withdrawal, a slow dimming of creative vitality. The retreat of 2025 offers breathing room, a 
chance to rebuild confidence, to demand stories that reflect reality rather than ideology. 

But breathing room is not victory. The machine still hums, quieter now, waiting. 



26 
 

The question is whether we will allow it to rev up again—or whether we will insist, at last, on 
narratives that treat us as fully human, neither villains nor ghosts, but bearers of a heritage 
worth preserving and passing on. 
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Chapter 7:  Street-Level Anti-White Violence 

The resentment cultivated so carefully in institutions, in classrooms, in the endless stream 
of media images and narratives, does not remain confined to abstract debate or policy 
papers. It finds its way into the streets, into the dark corners of cities and the remote dirt 
roads of rural farmland, where it expresses itself in raw, physical form. The hatred that has 
been taught as theory becomes, for some, a license for action. 

In South Africa, the phenomenon is perhaps most stark and unrelenting. White 
farmers—those who remain on the land their families have worked for generations—face a 
level of brutality that defies easy comprehension. Attacks come often at night: families 
dragged from their beds, tortured for hours, killed with unspeakable cruelty. Boiling water 
poured on skin, blowtorches applied to flesh, machetes wielded with deliberate slowness. 
The motives are sometimes robbery, but the excess of violence, the lingering and the 
humiliation, suggest something deeper—an accumulated rage seeking outlet. 

These are not isolated incidents lost in a general tide of crime. South Africa suffers high 
violence overall, yet the targeting of white farmers stands apart in its intensity and 
persistence. International attention has flickered—presidents and activists have spoken 
out, refugee programmes have been proposed—but the attacks continue. The government 
disputes the notion of systematic targeting, yet the pattern persists: isolated farms, white 
owners, terror that goes beyond mere theft. 

One does not need to romanticise the past to recognise the tragedy. These farmers are 
often the descendants of settlers who built much of the country's agricultural 
infrastructure, yet they have become symbols, scapegoats for historical grievances real 
and imagined. The resentment bred elsewhere—in politics, in media, in the quiet 
frustrations of inequality—finds a focal point here, in remote homesteads where resistance 
is minimal and attention fleeting. 

Across the English Channel, in the towns and cities of Britain, another pattern emerged 
over decades, hidden in plain sight until inquiries finally forced it into the light. Thousands 
of working-class white girls—vulnerable, often from broken homes or care systems—were 
groomed, abused, trafficked by organised groups predominantly of Pakistani heritage. The 
scandals of Rotherham, Rochdale, Oxford, Telford, Newcastle revealed a similar story each 
time: gangs operating with impunity, girls passed around like property, threats and 
violence used to enforce silence. 

What made these cases particularly chilling was not only the scale—estimates run to many 
thousands of victims—but the response of authorities. Police, social workers, local 
councils looked away, delayed investigations, downplayed reports. The reason, repeated in 
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inquiry after inquiry, was fear: fear of being labelled racist, fear of disturbing community 
relations, fear of disrupting the approved narrative of multiculturalism. The girls, 
predominantly white and from poorer backgrounds, were deemed less worthy of 
protection than the sensitivities of the perpetrators. 

The resentment here was not merely personal but institutional. Decades of being told that 
certain communities must not be stigmatised, that criticism risked fuelling the far right, 
created a paralysis. The victims became collateral damage in a larger ideological project. 

In American cities, the violence has often taken a more spontaneous, opportunistic 
form. The so-called “knockout game”—groups of young men, often black, targeting lone 
white strangers for unprovoked punches—peaked a decade ago but has never entirely 
vanished. The goal was not robbery but the thrill of rendering someone unconscious with a 
single blow. Similar patterns emerged under names like “polar bear hunting,” where the 
prey was explicitly chosen for being white. Videos circulated, incidents piled up in certain 
neighbourhoods, yet media coverage treated them as random mischief rather than 
patterned assaults. 

Europe’s major cities have seen the rise of areas where native residents, particularly white 
working-class ones, no longer feel safe after dark. These are not formally designated “no-
go zones,” but the term captures a reality: districts where police patrol cautiously, where 
ambulances require escorts, where young men from immigrant backgrounds assert control 
through intimidation and violence. Native Europeans—especially the elderly, women, or 
those perceived as vulnerable—learn to avoid certain streets, certain times, certain 
subway lines. The resentment that fuels this is complex: economic frustration, cultural 
alienation, the sense of entitlement bred by years of being told one is a victim of historical 
oppression. 

These incidents are not the whole of crime in any society, nor do they define entire 
communities. But they form patterns that cannot be dismissed as coincidence. They 
are the fruit of decades of cultivated hatred: the constant portrayal of whites as historical 
oppressors deserving comeuppance, the institutional reluctance to protect certain victims 
lest it disrupt narratives of harmony, the quiet encouragement of grievance without 
corresponding responsibility. 

One feels a profound unease contemplating this. Violence is always tragic, whoever the 
victim. Yet there is something particularly corrosive when violence is patterned along 
ethnic lines and met with official silence or minimisation. It breeds a sense of 
abandonment among those targeted, a conviction that the state and society view their 
safety as expendable. 
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These are not random acts in a random world. They are the outward expression of an 
inward poison—the resentment sown in lecture halls and newsrooms, in diversity 
trainings and history curricula, finally harvesting its bitter crop in blood and fear. 

To acknowledge this is not to indulge in paranoia or to paint entire groups with the same 
brush. It is to recognise cause and effect. When one people is taught relentlessly that 
another is the source of its ills, when institutions shield perpetrators to preserve ideology, 
when media downplays or ignores the victims, the streets become the arena where theory 
becomes practice. 

The fruit of cultivated hatred is rarely sweet. It is bitter, violent, and enduring. 

We have seen what happens when resentment is allowed to fester unchecked. The 
question is whether we will continue to pretend the patterns do not exist—or whether we 
will finally name them, confront them, and insist that no one's safety is negotiable in the 
name of ideology. 
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Chapter 8: Verbal and Cultural Erasure 

The assault we have traced so far has been numerical, economic, institutional, even 
physical. But there is another front, quieter yet perhaps more corrosive, waged through 
language and symbol. It seeks not merely to alter the composition of societies but to erase 
the legitimacy of the people who built them. It is an attack on memory, on meaning, on the 
very words we use to describe ourselves. 

In universities, in schools, in corporate training sessions, “whiteness” has been 
transformed from a neutral descriptor into a kind of original sin. It is no longer a heritage 
one might explore with curiosity or ambivalence; it is a problem to be interrogated, 
dismantled, abolished. Academic papers speak openly of “abolishing whiteness,” framing 
it as an ideology inseparable from oppression. Students are taught that the structures of 
Western society—its laws, its science, its art—are not achievements to be understood but 
systems of domination to be deconstructed. The language itself becomes weaponised: to 
defend European culture is to defend “white supremacy”; to express attachment to one’s 
ancestors is to reveal “internalised dominance.” 

This linguistic shift has consequences far beyond seminar rooms. It seeps into everyday 
speech, into journalism, into the cautious phrasing of public figures. Words like “Western 
civilisation” are hedged or placed in scare quotes. Phrases like “European heritage” are 
rarely uttered without immediate qualification or apology. The effect is to render one 
people’s history suspect, its contributions forever tainted, its right to continuity 
questionable. 

The symbolic erasure follows close behind. In the wake of 2020’s unrest, statues of 
European historical figures—explorers, statesmen, scientists, writers—were toppled, 
defaced, or quietly removed by authorities anticipating trouble. Christopher Columbus, 
once a complex symbol of discovery and ambition, became simply an emblem of 
genocide. Winston Churchill, flawed yet pivotal in resisting tyranny, was recast as mere 
imperialist. Even abolitionists and reformers found themselves scrutinised for insufficient 
radicalism by modern standards. Streets, schools, buildings bearing European names were 
renamed in waves, often replaced with figures from other traditions or with neutral 
abstractions. 

This was not organic iconoclasm born of widespread public demand. It was directed, 
encouraged, often funded by institutions eager to signal virtue. Universities led the way, 
removing portraits of their own founders if their views no longer aligned with contemporary 
orthodoxy. Cities followed, erasing centuries of local history in the name of progress. 
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European achievement itself—once taught as a story of curiosity, ingenuity, resilience—is 
now frequently downplayed or framed solely through the lens of guilt. The scientific 
revolution, the Enlightenment, the industrial advances that lifted billions from poverty are 
presented not as human triumphs with European origins but as debts owed to exploited 
others, or as mere preludes to environmental ruin and inequality. The narrative becomes 
one of extraction rather than creation, of oppression rather than liberation. 

Meanwhile, every other group is not only permitted but actively encouraged to 
celebrate its identity. Black History months, Hispanic Heritage months, Asian Pacific 
Islander observances, Indigenous Peoples’ days—these are institutionalised, funded, 
promoted without hesitation. Pride parades, cultural festivals, dedicated curricula affirm 
the value of these heritages. No one suggests that Jewish pride or Indigenous pride is 
inherently supremacist. No one demands that Asian achievement be taught primarily 
through shame. 

For Europeans, the opposite holds. Any expression of collective pride—however mild, 
however focused on beauty or accomplishment—is met with suspicion, often outright 
condemnation. A proposed European Heritage month is dismissed as divisive before it 
begins. A simple statement like “It’s okay to be white” provokes outrage and media 
storms. The double standard is absolute: every people may affirm itself except one. 

This is not mere inconsistency. It is deliberate. The linguistic and symbolic erasure serves 
to delegitimise European continuity, to make the idea of preserving European majorities or 
culture seem not merely outdated but morally indefensible. If whiteness is a problem, 
then reducing its presence is a solution. If European history is primarily shame, then 
pride in it is ignorance or malice. If European symbols are tainted, then their removal is 
progress. 

The effect on the psyche is profound. Children of European descent grow up absorbing the 
message that their ancestors’ story is uniquely dark, that their inheritance is burden 
rather than gift. Adults learn to speak of their own culture with hesitation, to qualify any 
affection with immediate criticism. A people repeatedly told its history is shameful, its 
symbols offensive, its very existence problematic begins to internalise the verdict. 

This verbal and cultural erasure is perhaps the most effective weapon of all, for it strikes at 
identity itself. Numbers can be debated, policies reversed, violence confronted. But when 
a people is taught to doubt the worth of its own story, to flinch at its own name, the battle is 
half lost before it begins. 
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We have seen what happens when language and symbol turn against a people: a slow 
withdrawal from public life, a quiet shame that undermines resistance, a willingness to 
accept displacement as deserved. 

The assault is linguistic and symbolic, but its aim is existential. 

To counter it requires not merely defence but reclamation: the unapologetic telling of our 
story in full—its darkness and its light—the celebration of beauty created, truths 
discovered, lives improved. It requires the insistence that pride is not hate, that heritage is 
not shame, that every people deserves the same right to memory and meaning. 

The erasure has gone far. But words can be reclaimed, symbols restored, narratives 
rewritten. 

The fight for survival is also a fight for the right to speak our own name without fear. 
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Chapter 9: The Jewish Question 

We have followed the thread through numbers and policies, through the quiet collapse of 
birth rates and the opening of borders, through institutional preferences and media 
portrayals, through violence in the streets and the erasure of symbols. At each stage, a 
question has hovered, unspoken in polite company yet persistent in the minds of those 
who notice patterns: who benefits most from these changes? Who has pushed hardest, 
over decades, for the transformations that have disadvantaged European peoples in their 
own homelands? 

The honest observer cannot avoid the pattern. A small group—roughly two-tenths of one 
per cent of humanity, some fifteen to sixteen million souls—exerts influence far beyond its 
numbers in precisely those institutions that have shaped the anti-white narratives and 
policies we have examined. 

Jews constitute about 0.2 per cent of the global population. In the United States, around 
2.4 per cent. Yet in media ownership and executive positions, in finance at the highest 
levels, in elite academia, in pro-immigration lobbying and advocacy organisations, their 
representation is vastly disproportionate—often ten, twenty, or fifty times their share of the 
population. 

This is not a claim of total control, nor a revival of ancient libels. It is a straightforward 
observation of public facts. The founders of Hollywood's major studios were almost 
entirely Jewish immigrants from Eastern Europe. Many of today's most influential media 
conglomerates, production companies, and news outlets have Jewish leadership at key 
levels. In finance, a significant portion of the world's most powerful hedge funds, 
investment banks, and billionaire lists feature individuals of Jewish background at rates far 
exceeding population share. In American elite universities, Jewish scholars and 
administrators have long been over-represented in faculties of social sciences and 
humanities—the very disciplines that birthed critical race theory, whiteness studies, and 
postmodern critiques of Western civilisation. 

Pro-immigration organisations—those that lobby most vigorously for open borders, asylum 
expansion, and family reunification—frequently trace their origins or leadership to Jewish 
advocacy. Groups originally formed to aid Jewish refugees have evolved into general pro-
migration powerhouses. Influential figures in politics and philanthropy have repeatedly 
championed policies that accelerate demographic change in Europe and America. 

This over-representation cannot be ignored when asking who benefits from the changes 
described in earlier chapters. The policies that lowered native birth rates through cultural 
and economic pressure, that opened borders to mass non-European migration, that 
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institutionalised preferences against whites, that framed European identity as 
problematic—all have aligned, whether by design or convergence of interest, with the 
security and flourishing of Jewish communities in diaspora. A multicultural, fragmented 
society is seen by many Jewish thinkers as safer for a perennial minority than a 
homogeneous one with strong ethnic majorities. 

Not all Jews support these positions, of course. Many oppose open borders, critique 
identity politics, defend Western civilisation. Some are among the most vocal critics of the 
trends described here. But the pattern of over-representation in the driving institutions is 
undeniable. It is a fact as plain as any demographic table, yet one that invites immediate 
accusation if spoken aloud. 

The Jewish Question, then, is not one of conspiracy but of observable influence. Why does 
this small group occupy such prominent positions in the very arenas that have reshaped 
Western societies against the interests of their European majorities? Is it mere talent and 
hard work—admirable in itself—or does it reflect networks, historical advantages, cultural 
emphasis on education and verbal facility? And crucially: does this influence align with the 
long-term interests of European peoples, or does it often run counter? 

To ask these questions is not to indulge hatred. It is to seek understanding. Every 
healthy society must be permitted to examine power without fear. When one group benefits 
disproportionately from changes that harm the majority, the majority has a right—indeed a 
duty—to notice. 

The pattern is there, plain for those willing to see. Ignoring it leaves the story incomplete. 
Acknowledging it opens the door to fuller truth. 

We seek not scapegoats but clarity. The changes we have traced did not occur in a vacuum. 
Influence was exerted, consistently and effectively, over decades. 

The question remains: what shall we do with this knowledge? 

Not all Jews, of course. Many stand with us, or at least apart from the trends. But the 
pattern is undeniable, and patterns demand explanation. 

The fight for survival requires seeing reality as it is—not as we wish it to be, nor as we are 
told it must be. 

Only then can we chart a path forward. 
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Chapter 10: Why “White Pride” Is the Only Answer 

We have reached a point in this inquiry where the evidence accumulates into a single, 
inescapable conclusion. Every other people on earth—Black, Hispanic, Asian, Jewish, 
Indigenous, Arab—is not only permitted but actively encouraged to feel ethnic pride, to 
organise around collective interests, to lobby for resources and recognition, to celebrate 
heritage without apology. Pride months, cultural festivals, dedicated political caucuses, 
government-funded advocacy groups—these are not merely tolerated; they are 
institutionalised, funded, praised as essential to a healthy society. 

Only one people is told, with a consistency that approaches ritual, that such feelings are 
immoral, dangerous, a prelude to the worst chapters of history. Europeans—those who 
built the nations now transforming around them—are instructed that ethnic consciousness 
is a pathology unique to them. To express attachment to one's own kind, to wish for 
continuity in one's homelands, to take quiet satisfaction in ancestral achievements—these 
are framed not as normal human instincts but as moral failings requiring constant vigilance 
and repentance. 

This double standard is not accidental. It is the final, most effective barrier preventing 
organised resistance to the changes we have documented. As long as Europeans 
accept that pride in their identity is uniquely tainted, they will remain politically 
fragmented, culturally defensive, unable to assert collective interests as every other group 
does without hesitation. 

White pride, then, is not supremacy. It is not a call for domination or exclusion born of 
hatred. It is the simple, long-denied assertion that we, too, possess the same basic rights 
every healthy people takes for granted: the right to exist as a distinct people, the right to 
preserve homelands shaped by our history and culture, the right to celebrate that history 
without obligatory shame, the right to organise politically and culturally for our own 
wellbeing. 

It is the recognition that ethnic loyalty is not a vice confined to one race but a universal 
human instinct. Tibetans seek to preserve Tibetan character in Tibet. Japanese maintain 
Japan as unmistakably Japanese. Israelis defend Israel as a Jewish state. Indigenous 
peoples worldwide assert rights to land and culture rooted in ancestry. None of these 
positions is deemed inherently immoral. They are understood as natural responses to the 
desire for continuity. 

Why, then, should Europeans alone be denied this instinct? Why should we accept that our 
nations must become demographic extensions of everywhere else, that our children must 
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grow up as minorities in the lands their forebears built, that our stories must be told only 
through lenses of guilt? 

White pride is the refusal to accept erasure as inevitable or just. Without it, we consent to 
the slow dissolution of our peoples—the quiet acceptance that our homelands will belong 
to others, that our cultures will become museum pieces, that our children will inherit a 
world where their ancestry is a source of suspicion rather than connection. 

With it, we reclaim the normal human right to self-preservation. We assert that European 
peoples—English, German, French, Italian, Scandinavian, Slavic, Celtic—have as much 
claim to continuity as any other. We insist that celebrating the beauty of Renaissance art, 
the depth of Greek philosophy, the courage of explorers and reformers, the ingenuity that 
produced modern science and liberty, is not arrogance but gratitude. 

We demand the right to organise as others do: to form associations defending our 
interests, to lobby for policies that preserve our demographic majorities, to educate our 
children in the full richness of our heritage without obligatory self-flagellation. 

This is not a plea for special privilege. It is a demand for equal treatment—for the removal 
of the unique taboo that has been placed upon us alone. 

Every healthy people possesses this instinct. It is what drives parents to secure a future for 
their children, communities to preserve their character, nations to control their borders. 
When that instinct is suppressed in one people and encouraged in all others, the outcome 
is predictable: that people fades. 

Without white pride—calm, reasoned, unapologetic—we accept erasure. We accept that 
our children will grow up strangers in their own lands. We accept that our history will be 
taught only as cautionary tale. We accept minority status as deserved. 

With it, we begin the long work of reversal. We marry and form families with intention. We 
build communities that endure. We support leaders who speak plainly. We teach our 
children the full story—darkness and light alike—and instil in them the quiet confidence 
that their people have a place in the future. 

White pride is not the endpoint. It is the beginning—the necessary foundation for any 
serious effort at survival. 

It is the same instinct every healthy people possesses. 

It is time we reclaimed it. 
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Chapter 11: Success Stories and Models 

It is easy, amid the weight of numbers and the relentlessness of institutional pressure, to 
fall into despair. The black-pill whispers that it is too late, that the demographic tide is 
irreversible, that resistance is futile against the combined force of global capital, 
international law, and cultural self-loathing. Yet despair is a luxury we cannot afford, and it 
is, more importantly, contradicted by reality. 

Resistance works. It is working, in places and among peoples who refuse the script 
written for them. Quietly, persistently, often against fierce opposition, models of 
successful defiance have emerged. They are not perfect, not complete victories, but they 
are proof that the tide can be turned, that a people determined to survive can find ways to 
do so. 

Hungary stands as the clearest example. Under Viktor Orbán's leadership since 2010, the 
nation has pursued a path almost unique in modern Europe. When the migrant crisis of 
2015 threatened to overwhelm the continent, Hungary responded not with open arms but 
with a border fence—simple, physical, effective. Irregular crossings, once numbering 
hundreds of thousands, fell to near zero. The European Union condemned, fined, 
threatened. Hungary paid the fines and kept the fence. 

At home, Orbán's government poured resources into native family formation: generous 
subsidies for mothers, housing loans forgiven with each child, tax exemptions for large 
families, support for grandparents caring for grandchildren. Fertility rates, though still 
below replacement, rose noticeably for a time and have stabilised higher than most 
European neighbours. The message was explicit: Hungary would solve its demographic 
challenges not through importation but through encouragement of its own people. The 
nation remains overwhelmingly European, its Christian culture openly defended in law and 
rhetoric. Hungary has become a pilgrimage site for nationalists worldwide, proof that a 
small country can defy supranational pressure and chart its own course. 

Poland offers another model, one of stubborn refusal. Through the 2010s and early 2020s, 
Polish governments rejected EU migrant quotas outright. They built walls along the Belarus 
border when hybrid warfare threatened. Even after political changes, the hard line on non-
European migration has largely held—public opinion demands it. Poland has absorbed 
millions of culturally close Ukrainians while keeping intake from farther afield minimal. Its 
population remains among the most ethnically homogeneous in Europe. Annual 
Independence Marches in Warsaw draw tens of thousands celebrating national 
identity without apology. Poland shows that even within the European Union, a people 
united in resolve can protect its character. 
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In Germany, long considered the heart of European self-doubt, something unexpected 
has occurred. The Alternative für Deutschland (AfD), founded as a eurosceptic party, has 
grown into a major force by speaking plainly about immigration and identity. By 2025, it 
secured second place in national elections, dominating in the eastern states. Labeled 
extremist, surveilled, excluded from coalitions, it nevertheless continues to rise. 
Mainstream parties have been forced to adopt harder lines on borders and deportation to 
stem the haemorrhage of voters. The Overton window has shifted; talk of remigration—
encouraging or requiring settled migrants to return home—has entered respectable 
discourse. Germany, of all places, is awakening. 

Across the Atlantic, America's MAGA movement under Donald Trump's renewed 
leadership has delivered tangible reversals. In 2025, executive actions ended decades-
old racial preferences in federal contracting. Border encounters plummeted to historic 
lows. Mass deportations began in earnest. The rhetoric of protecting the historic American 
nation—European in its founding and core—became mainstream again in one major party. 
Working-class voters, including growing numbers from minority backgrounds, rallied to a 
message that put native interests first. America shows that electoral power, wielded 
decisively, can roll back open-border policies even in a large, diverse nation. 

Beyond politics, quieter successes are emerging among the young. Across Europe and the 
Anglosphere, Generation Z and Alpha—those born into the full force of guilt pedagogy and 
demographic change—are rejecting the script most fiercely. Polls reveal them least likely to 
accept “white privilege” narratives, most supportive of immigration restriction, most open 
to explicit identity politics on their own behalf. Online spaces, alternative media, fitness 
clubs, folk revival scenes—these are incubating a new confidence, a refusal to 
apologise for existing. 

Parallel communities are growing too. In rural America, in Eastern Europe, in pockets of 
Western cities, families are withdrawing from hostile institutions: homeschooling in record 
numbers, building networks of mutual support, relocating to areas where their people 
remain majorities. These are not retreats into fantasy but practical steps toward 
endurance. 

None of these models is flawless. Hungary faces economic pressures. Poland navigates EU 
membership. AfD remains excluded from power. America's changes are contested and 
reversible. The young are still a minority within their generation. 

Yet taken together, they form a pattern of hope. Resistance works when it is sustained, 
unapologetic, rooted in reality. Borders can be secured. Native births can be 
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encouraged. Political breakthroughs can shift discourse. Youth can reject inherited guilt. 
Communities can insulate themselves while waiting for broader change. 

The tide is turning—not sweeping all before it, not yet, but turning nonetheless. Where once 
there was only resignation, there is now example upon example of peoples saying no, and 
making it stick. 

These stories are not anomalies. They are prototypes. 

They show what is possible when a people refuses the narrative of inevitable decline. 

The black-pill sees only momentum toward erasure. 

The evidence of 2025 sees momentum building in the opposite direction. 

The tide is turning because some have dared to stand against it. 

The question is whether enough of us will join them. 
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Chapter 12: Practical Steps for 2025–2035 

The awareness we have cultivated through these pages is necessary, but it is not sufficient. 
Knowledge of decline, of deliberate policies, of institutional hostility—these are diagnoses, 
not cures. Survival demands action: deliberate, sustained, often quiet choices that 
accumulate into resilience. 

The window is narrower than we might wish. Demographic tipping points approach in many 
nations within the lifetimes of those reading this. Polite letters and occasional votes will not 
reverse decades of momentum. What is required is a comprehensive strategy: personal, 
familial, communal, political. 

Begin with the most fundamental act of defiance: marry within your people and have 
large families. 

The single greatest counter to replacement is reproduction. Every child born to European 
parents is a direct rebuttal to the engineered decline. Aim for three children at minimum, 
four or more if circumstances allow. This is not sentiment; it is mathematics. A people with 
fertility persistently below replacement cannot endure without external replenishment—
and we have seen the cost of that replenishment. 

Marry young if possible, in your twenties or early thirties, when fertility is highest and energy 
abundant. Choose partners who share the vision: pride in heritage, commitment to 
continuity, willingness to prioritise family over career maximalism or endless personal 
exploration. Date intentionally, within networks that preserve ethnic and cultural 
compatibility. The mixed marriages celebrated in media accelerate our dilution; conscious 
endogamy slows it. 

Once married, structure life around children. Accept that modern economies punish family 
formation—high housing costs, dual-income necessity, cultural disdain—and plan 
accordingly. Live frugally in early years. Seek locations with lower costs. Leverage any pro-
natal policies, however meagre. The sacrifice is real, but the alternative is extinction. 

Note: If you, the reader, are still below 35, remember that there is a very strong possibility 
that Universal Basic Income (UBI) will happen in the next 5 to 10 years. 

Education follows naturally from family. Homeschool your children, or place them in 
private schools that preserve the Western canon without obligatory guilt. Public 
systems, in many places, have become vehicles for the very ideologies we resist: the 
framing of European history as shame, the elevation of grievance over gratitude, the early 
sexualisation and confusion. Homeschooling numbers have surged in recent years; 
networks and curricula abound. Teach the full story—achievements and failures alike—but 
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teach it with balance, with pride in what was built, with understanding that no people is 
uniquely sinful. 

As families grow, build local networks. Isolation is the enemy's ally. Seek out like-
minded people: through churches with traditionalist leanings, folk and heritage events, 
fitness groups, shooting clubs, book circles. Form bonds of trust and mutual aid. Share 
resources—childcare, skills, information. In an era of institutional hostility, community 
becomes safety net and springboard alike. 

Support based politics without illusion. Vote for the most unapologetic options available—
those who speak plainly about borders, identity, family incentives. Punish moderates who 
compromise on fundamentals. Run for local office if possible: school boards, town 
councils, positions where real change begins. Unity is essential—no enemies to the right 
when the left seeks your disappearance. Coalitions must span from civic nationalists to the 
more resolute, provided core principles align. 

Prepare financially and physically. The system may turn harsher: deplatforming, legal 
harassment, economic exclusion. Build emergency funds. Diversify assets—precious 
metals, cryptocurrency where privacy allows. Own land if feasible. Learn practical skills: 
gardening, basic medicine, self-defence. Physical fitness is not vanity; it is readiness. 
Firearms training and ownership, where legal, are prudent in uncertain times. 

Create parallel structures. Do not rely on hostile institutions for everything. Develop 
alternative education, media, economies. Support businesses and creators who align with 
our vision; boycott those who oppose it. In some regions, entire communities are forming—
rural enclaves, intentional neighbourhoods—where families can raise children insulated 
from the worst pressures. 

Relocate if necessary to strongholds. Eastern Europe offers options: Hungary and Poland 
remain overwhelmingly European, with governments at least partially sympathetic. Within 
the West, rural areas of America, pockets of Scandinavia, parts of Italy and Spain still 
preserve higher native proportions and traditional values. Movement is not defeat; it is 
strategic concentration, preserving strength for future expansion. 

Every child born counts. Every community formed counts. Every vote cast for borders 
and identity counts. Every dollar redirected to our own counts. 

This is not a call for fantasy revolutions or violence. It is a programme of disciplined, 
generational work: rebuilding from the ground up, family by family, network by 
network. 
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The years 2025 to 2035 are decisive. Political windows may open further. Demographic 
realities will force harder choices on governments. Youth awakening may reach critical 
mass. 

Act as if the future depends on your choices—because it does. 

Parallel structures today become the foundation of tomorrow's renewal. 

Every child, every community, every vote counts. 

Begin now. 

The fight for survival is won through persistence, not despair. 
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Chapter 13: Will White Pride Succeed? 

We arrive, at last, at the question that hangs over every page of this book: will white pride 
succeed? 

The honest answer is neither a triumphant yes nor a defeated no. It is: it can—but only if 
we act. 

The black-pill perspective, seductive in its simplicity, sees only irreversible momentum. 
The numbers, it argues, are already against us: cities lost among the young, national tipping 
points locked in within decades, institutional capture complete, global elites united in 
opposition. Passivity has been our habit for generations; the guilt instilled in us runs deep. 
Remigration on the necessary scale seems politically impossible. Birth rates show no sign 
of sustained recovery. The tide, this view insists, has turned, and we are merely watching 
the shore recede. 

There is truth in the darkness. The challenges are immense, the time short, the forces 
arrayed against us powerful and entrenched. To pretend otherwise would be delusion. 

Yet the optimistic case is not fantasy. It rests on evidence we have already witnessed. 
Political breakthroughs have occurred where none seemed possible: leaders elected on 
explicit platforms of border control and national preference, parties once marginal now 
shaping discourse. Youth, raised amid the full force of guilt pedagogy, are rejecting it in 
growing numbers—polls reveal them the least ashamed, the most willing to assert identity, 
the most supportive of restriction. Institutions have retreated under pressure: corporate 
diversity programmes scaled back, educational indoctrination banned in dozens of 
jurisdictions, open-border policies reversed in practice if not yet in law. 

Success, then, depends on five decisive factors in the coming decade. 

First, birth rates. If those awakened to the crisis begin averaging three or four children 
while broader trends remain low, pockets of recovery emerge. Every additional child born to 
conscious parents shifts the mathematics, however slightly. 

Second, remigration. Voluntary return schemes, incentivised departures, enforced 
removals—these must move from rhetoric to reality on a scale of millions. Precedents 
exist; political will is the missing ingredient. 

Third, political power. Populist movements must not merely protest but govern, and 
govern long enough to dismantle legal barriers—international treaties rewritten, courts 
reformed, sovereignty reclaimed. 



50 
 

Fourth, community. Parallel structures—families, networks, enclaves—must grow to 
withstand hostility and provide models of vitality. Isolation breeds despair; connection 
breeds endurance. 

Fifth, unity. Fractious purity tests, grudges over secondary differences—these must give 
way to broad coalitions. No enemies to the right when the left seeks disappearance. 

If we achieve three of these, we secure enclaves and breathing room. If four or five, reversal 
becomes possible. 

The enemy—those who shaped the policies of replacement—relied on two things: our 
inherited guilt and our passivity. They assumed we would accept the narrative of unique 
historical sin, that we would police ourselves into silence, that we would prioritise 
individual comfort over collective survival. 

2025 showed they miscalculated. 

Political winds shifted further than expected. Youth defied the script. Institutions blinked 
under sustained pressure. The taboo cracked. 

The fight is ours to win—or to lose. 

No one will hand us victory. It will not arrive through hope alone, through waiting for others 
to act, through endless diagnosis without remedy. 

It will arrive only if we choose pride over shame, action over resignation, future over 
comfort. 

Choose to marry and build large families. Choose to educate your children in truth. Choose 
to build networks that endure. Choose to support leaders who speak plainly. Choose to 
prepare for harder times ahead. 

Choose pride. Choose survival. 

The future belongs to those who show up for it—who refuse the quiet disappearance 
offered to them, who insist that their people, like every other, have a right to continuity, to 
homelands, to a place in the story of humanity. 

White pride can succeed. 

It must succeed. 

Because the alternative is not merely decline. 

It is oblivion. 
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The choice is yours. 

Make it. 

 

END 
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APPENDIX A: The Things We Cannot Choose—and the One Thing We Can 

Human life begins in profound inequality, not of outcome but of origin. No one chooses 
the circumstances into which they are born. These unchosen facts shape much of our 
early experience, yet they remain beyond our control. 

We do not choose our parents. We do not select their character, their virtues or flaws, their 
wealth or poverty, their wisdom or folly. We arrive as their children, carrying their genes, 
their habits, their stories—wanted or unwanted, prepared for or not. 

We do not choose the colour of our skin. It is determined before we draw breath, a trait 
inherited like eye colour or height. It will influence how strangers perceive us, how society 
categorises us, how opportunities or obstacles present themselves. Yet it is no more a 
moral achievement or failing than the shape of our hands. 

We do not choose the country of our birth. Some enter the world in places of stability and 
abundance; others in chaos or want. The language we first hear, the flag that will claim us, 
the history that will be taught as “ours”—these are gifts or burdens we receive without 
consent. 

We do not choose the religion—or absence of religion—into which we are born. Some 
are baptised before they can speak, circumcised in infancy, raised hearing one set of 
scriptures as truth. Others grow up with no religious framework at all. These early imprints 
often endure for life, shaping worldview, ritual, community, even diet and dress. 

In all these fundamentals—parentage, race, nationality, faith—we have no agency. We are 
thrown into existence, as philosophers have long observed, in conditions not of our 
making. 

Yet there is one domain where choice remains absolute: how we act toward others. 

We can choose to follow the path laid by family, peers, culture—accepting inherited 
resentments, repeating old grievances, treating those unlike us with suspicion or 
contempt. This is the easier road for many, requiring no examination of assumptions, no 
resistance to the tide of group pressure. 

Or we can choose kindness and respect. We can recognise that every person we meet 
was born, like us, without choice into their circumstances. We can extend the basic dignity 
we wish for ourselves: to be seen as individuals, not merely representatives of a category. 
We can listen, learn, judge others by their actions rather than their accidents of birth. 

This second path is harder. It demands critical thinking—the willingness to question 
inherited beliefs, to distinguish evidence from emotion, to resist the comfort of tribal 
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certainty. Passive thinkers, those who accept ideas because they are repeated loudly or 
by trusted authorities, find this difficult. They drift with the current of their surroundings, 
whether that current carries them toward hatred or merely unthinking conformity. 

Critical thinkers fare better. They pause, examine premises, weigh consequences. They 
understand that group identity is real but not destiny, that historical wrongs do not justify 
present ones, that respect is not surrender. 

This is why education matters profoundly. When schools prioritise ideology—teaching 
children what to think rather than how to think—they produce passive minds vulnerable to 
manipulation. When they emphasise critical thinking, logic, evidence, and the rigorous 
disciplines of STEM—science, technology, engineering, mathematics—they cultivate 
citizens capable of navigating complexity without fear or prejudice. 

A society that teaches its young to reason clearly, to test claims against reality, to separate 
observable fact from inherited narrative, is a society more likely to choose kindness over 
resentment. It is a society better equipped to honour the unchosen differences among us 
while uniting around the chosen commitment to treat one another with decency. 

We cannot choose where we begin. We can choose how we continue. 

That choice—made daily, in small encounters and large decisions—is the only true equality 
we possess. 

Let us use it well. 
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