


soap-opera fans watch the TV, but
the “kooks™ write the scripts for
both.

In truth, we are about to dic.
Not some distant time, not the
close of this century, and not some
indefinite eventually. We face a
reverse 1962 Cuban Missile Crisis
at some time between the end of
this present year and late 1982.
Moscow will act in some theater,
in some fashion, to prevent the
emplacement  of forward-based
cruise and Pershing II missiles be-
fore those forward based emp[acements
are made. Moscow is current])
spending about 20 percent of its
estimated GNP in preparing for
this showdown.

In consequence of the “post-
industrial society” doctrine of the
Aspen Institute, James R. Schles-
inger, Henry A. Kissinger, Zbig-
niew Brzezinski, George Ball,
Cyrus Vance, David Stockman,
Paul A. Volcker, Henry Reuss,
Beryl Sprinkel, Donald Regan,
Jack Kemp, Milton Friedman,
Richard Ottinger, Ed Koch, and a
host of other evil “‘kooks’ of the
same ‘‘futurologist,” Sodom-ori-
ented persuasion, the once-proud
in-depth strategic capabilities of
the United States have been gut-
ted. Over half of the enlisted per-
sonnel of our all-volunteer enlist-
ed ranks are users of mind-altering
“recreational substances,” and a
like proportion arc functionally
tlliterate individuals. A cowardly
administration refuses—so far—to
inobilize our agro-industrial
goods-producing  economy  with
aid of (‘,]m:lp credit directed to that
purpose. Instead, while it itself is
conniving at dcstroying our agro-
industrial base and allying with
the raving “kooks™ of Willy
Brandt's Malthusian, one-worldist
Socialist International, the gov-
ernment,  with connivance and
toleration from the Congress, s
secking the carliest possible con-

CAMPAIGNER / Octaber 1981

frontation with the considerably
superior technological and in-
depth capabilitics of the Soviet
Union.

From this lunatic policy, only
one of three consequences are pos-
sible. First, a thermonuclear war
which might well produce sufh-
cient long-lived radioactive dust
(e.g., radioactive cesium) to kill
all higher forms of life on this
planet within two Vears following
an exchange. Second, a humiliat-
mg U.S. back-down to Moscow
in a reversal of the roles of the 1962
missiles crisis. Third, a slide into
the genocidal waves of famine,
cpldcmlc pestilences, and global
insurrectionary bloodshed being

plotted presently by the Club of
Rome and the State Department
of Secretary Alexander Haig.

On all these matters, we are
approaching the point of no re-
turn. Either we reverse the present
policies of the Reagan administra-
tion, channelling masses of low-
interest long-term credit into
agro-industrial, ~ capital-intensive
L\(panmon or we will reach the
point of irreversible doom—in
one of these three ways—within a
period of slightly more or less than
twelve months ahead.

This is objectively clear. Why
do we not change our policies

accordingly? Because Mrs. Babbit

is watching the TV soap-opera,
Dallas, whose script has been writ-
ten by the futurologist “kooks.”
For mysclt and my associates,
we shall hg_,ht to save the United
States to the last trench, and when

our ammunition is expended, we
shall fight with bayonet and rifle-
butt as long as one among us sur-
vives. We shall do so not because
we are certain of success. We must
be truthful on this point. Our na-
tion has becomre too rotten, too
corrupted. It has lost the margin of
moral fitness needed to survive.
We fight not out of lust for per-
ceived victory, but because we
refuse to degrade ourselves into
becoming either “kooks” or Bab-
bits. Someone must stand for
truth, higher purpose, and human
dignity, in this that might well be
the last hour of our civilization.

We are pessimistic. A nation
which tolerates Jack Kemp's cam-
paign to bring the sodomy of
Hong Kong to New York “free
enterprise zones  is a nation which
has lost the moral fitness to sur-
vive. Yet we are not discouraged.
The more perilous the circumstan-
ces the bolder one must fight.

There are many good people
in this nation of ours. Two-thirds
or more are still essentially good
people underneath. Unfortu-
nately, most of them are corrupted
by the adopted ethic of the Hol-
lywood cowboy and the after-
noon soap-opera.

Mrs. Babbit, let this fact burn
into your conscience. In the last
moment before you lose con-
sciousness in the death of this na-
tion, know that it was you who
destroyed civilization with your
passion for arranging everything
to fit your zeal to be the most
popular cheerleader of your high-
school class.

If it is still possible to save this
nation, this civilization, at five
minutes before midnight, it is per-
haps only by finding and touching
the suppru%cd spark of true hu-
manity in Mrs. Babbit that we
might mobilize a majority among
our people to do what is necessary
in time.



