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RAHOWA! The Planet is Ours
Racial Holy War
White Supremacist Bible

RAHOWA!




WE BELIEVE that RAHOWA (RAcial HOly WAr),
under the victorious flag of the one and only, true

and revolutionary White Racial Religion —
Creativity —, is the only road to the resurrection
and redemption of the White Race.

(Ben Klassen)

izquotes.com




The White
Man's Bible

BY
BEN KLASSEN, P.M.

FOUNDER, THE CHURCH OF THE CREATOR
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Ariana Boussard-Reifel
Between the Lines (2007)




Ariana Boussard-Reifel
Between the Lines (2007)




S
>
| -
o

o)
c
]

-




weed of small worth
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to be new made
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Gentle Reader!
Joshua Beckman, Anthony McCann,
& Matthew Rohrer
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Voyager
Srikanth Reddy
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Now | realize that, in the theatres of neutrality,
the heart freezes. This is a difficult problem.
Everybody watches the wheel as it turns...

| embraced a new work. It was

engendered in my dream. It was built of desire.
Experience taught me that, in the final analysis,
nothing ends. The first steps must follow.




Is is.

There is no distinction between ideology and image.

One.

He records his name on a gold medallion.
Two.

The philosopher must say is.

The world is legion.

The self is a suffering form

Is is.

Waves rise and fall, but the sea remains.

Untitled [Is is]
Srikanth Reddy
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Jonathan Safran Foer
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Adrian Piper
Calling Cards

Dear Friend,

| am not here to pick anyone up, or to be
picked up. | am here alone because | want to
be here, ALONE.

lhis card is not intended as part of an
extended flirtation.

hank you for respecting my privacy.




Adrian Piper
Calling Cards

Dear Friend,

| am black.

| am sure you did not realize this when you made/laughed
at/agreed with that racist remark. In the past, | have attempted to

alert white people to my racial identity in advance. Unfortunately,
this invariably causes them to react to me as pushy,
manipulative, or sccially inappropriate. Therefore, my policy is to
assume that white people do not make these remarks, even when
they believe there are no black people present, and to distribute
this card when they do.

| regret any discomfort my presence is causing you, just as | am
sure you regret the discomfort your racism is causing me




Paul Pfeiffer
Four Horsemen of the Apocolypse
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The Pickaninny Twins




Robin Coste Lewis
The Pickaninny Wins!

THE
PICKANINNY WINS




“I can sing much better than that,” he
said to himself. “What strange noises those
great creatures do make, to be sure!”

He gave a saucy flirt to his gray and white
tail-feathers and flew away.

» Mammy Jinny wrung out a pair of small
gingham trousers and held them up to see
if they were clean. Her song stopped, and
she began to talk to herself. “I ’clar to
gracious,” she said, “efn dat Sammy ain’t
de beatines’ boy for gittin’ his cloes dirty!
I mighty nigh scrubbed a hole thoo dem
pants tryin’ to git 'em clean.” She threw the
little trousers into the rinsing-water.

She picked up a small checked apron,
held it up to the light and went on talking to
herself. “It's de Lawd’s truf,” she said.
I reckon dey ain’t no chillun bo'n into dis
world what kin beat dem Twins for gittin’

in de dirt. Dey sho’ly gives me de wash-day

blues!” She bent over her tub again and
began to rub, rub, rub on the little apron.
Just then a voice called out from the next
yard, “Good-mawnin’, Sistah Hawkins,”
4







and a sunbonnet rose above the top of
the fence right beside Mammy Jinny's
tubs!

“Mawnin’, Sistah Harris,” said Mammy
Jinny. “You is so monst’ous spry I reckon
you got yo' washin’ all done by dis time."”

“I jes’ come out to hang my cloes on de

line,” said Mrs. Harris with satisfaction,
“and I sho’ly thought I heered you talkin’
to somebody.”

“I was jes' passin’ a few rema’ks to my-
se'f, about my chillun’s cloes,” said Mammy
Jinny. “Dey sho'ly is mighty forward
about gittin’ in de dirt. Seems like my
hands ain’t nevah out’n de suds. Every day
look like Monday to me!”

“It don’t take me no time at all to wash
my li'l Ca'line’s cloes,” said Mrs. Harris
proudly. “Dat’s how come I gits my wash
on de line so early in de mawnin’. I always
dresses Ca’line nice, and she ain’t nevah
git her cloes dirty sca’cely, 'scusin’ de time
she fell in de ditch out yander. But I reckon
somebody done push her in dat time! She
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The Sweet Flypaper of Life
Langston Hughes and Roy Decarava

Oh, there is some good stock in my family. Like Ellen’s
mother who really takes care of her house.

And my middle boy is well
married, to a girl who is a real

And my middle daughter ain’t been
she laughs about that—so I reckon it




Lucy
your secret book
that you leaned over and wrote just in the dirt—

Not having to have an ending

Not having to last

—Jean Valentine




