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 CHAPTER ONE 

  

Early I nfluences  
In The Beginning: Early Childhood and Social Class: 

 

My story begins on my grandparentsô couch, July 4th, 1946, in Enderlin, North 

Dakota. There I was born to Dorothy and Perlin Johnson. As mundane as the event 

must have been to the rest of world, never having experienced the physical world 

before, being born was obviously life changing for me. This event did not go 

unnoticed by our pastor who just coincidentally showed up the same day, praying 

over me and wishing my parents well. That our minister just happened to show up 

that day, thinking back on what normally is taken as a gesture of good will, I would 

later find out was his job. Unbeknown to me at that time, my indoctrination into 

Christianity had begun that very day --- and as this book will reveal, this 

indoctrination was by design.  

My grandparents on my motherôs side were the only real grandparents I 

knew because of a family entanglement on Dadôs side that has never been fully 

resolved. It seems Dad never actually knew who his parents were, and I know so 

little more now that I hardly feel qualified to address the issue. Anyone who might 

know Dadôs actual parents have been unwilling to talk to this day. Rumors, of 

course, hold many theories but all I know for sure is my lineage stops at my father. 

Dadôs birth certificate, dated September 19th, 1922, claims he was born in Lisbon, 

North Dakota. No parents, unlike Motherôs birth certificate, were listed. I also have 

a certificate of Holy Baptism dated December 21, 1922, which claims Dadôs mother 

was Martha Erickson. Why she should have a different last name than Dad is 

unknown. The door to speculation opens wider.  

My best guess is Dadôs so-called half-sister, born a good decade and a half 

before him, ended up carrying a child out of wedlock. Prior to the current trend 

where having a child out of wedlock is fashionable and even viewed as a source of 

income; any child born out of wedlock at that time was a bastard, not a designation 

most children or single mothers relished. Back in the twenties, child support was 

nonexistent and the care for a young, contested child usually fell on the immediate 

parents of the single mother. Being young, unmarried, and pregnant was seen as 

disgraceful to the family. As such young pregnant ladies were often briskly shipped 

off to an out of sight location to deliver their child. The child was then either given 

away for adoption, stuck in an orphanage, or returned to the family, assuming the 

family had the resources to care for the child. The child was then raised by 

grandparents and called the grandparentôs son or daughter. The grandparents would 

claim the child was a late sparkle in Dadôs (being the childôs grandfather) eye. This 

most likely was Dadôs case.  That however is pure conjecture.  

Dadôs history is mentioned for the social and economic implications his 

childhood had upon my family. Dad, having no father that claimed responsibility 

for him, was not inline for any inheritance nor was his father around to support 

either Dad or Dadôs mother economically.  As such Dad was forced to quit school 

in the eighth grade to join the labor pool, working numerous low paying odd jobs 

like gardening, mowing lawns, raking, rock picking, haying, or whatever else he 
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could find in his early teens. In time, he would graduate to an unlicensed plumber, 

well digger, painter, electrician, carpenter, and butcher. He, as an old cliché has it, 

became a jack of all trades and a master of none. While he lacked any certificate to 

qualify himself for any of these tasks, he remained in demand right up to his death 

largely because he could do the same job as any professional but only received a 

dime on the dollar. Often his reward was no more than a six pack of beer.  

Later in life, Dad ended up as a laborer on the railroad, working in the 

roundhouse maintaining and repairing steam engines. Even that, being one of the 

best paying jobs anywhere around for an unskilled laborer, did not provide the 

income required to feed his family. Hence when Dad was not working on the 

railroad, he was subsidizing his railroad income with the handy work already 

mentioned.  

On the railroad Dad 

worked evenings so when I 

was home after school, he 

was at work. Even if I was 

at home while Dad was off, 

Dad was doing something 

else. I cannot remember a 

single event that Dad 

attended on my behalf in my 

school years, swimming 

events, baseball, football, or 

school programs. As such, I 

grew up lacking a coach, a 

cheerleader, and most 

importantly a father with 

any influence in the 

community like a business-

man or professional.  The 

title of a childôs father 

carried in small town North 

Dakota often exerted a 

disproportionate amount of 

influence on what activities 

any child got to participate 

in during his school years.  

Who got to play first string 

did not always depend on a 

childôs talents.   

In any event, Dad 

and I can be seen in front of 

what was our house that 

over the years Dad and 

Grandpa remodeled several times. The two times I remember the most were when 

the new addition was added to the front, replacing the porch pictured behind us. As 
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it could be afforded, that tar siding on the older portion of the house was removed 

and replace with wooden siding that made the house appear nearly new. The other 

project was the garage which Dad built from 2X6 interlocking boards torn out of 

boxcars at the rail yard. For a couple of dollars, the Soo-Line would sell their 

employees outdated or wrecked boxcars for the wood. The buyer would have to 

remove the wood himself. The steel remained railroad property. 2X6 interlocking 

planks for siding and roofing material, to say the least, made a very sturdy garage.  

In my early years, we never had modern conveniences such as indoor 

plumbing. I remember Dad pulling me sitting in a wagon or shed, depending on the 

season, to the railroad round house about a half mile away. There Dad would fill 

five-gallon containers with hot water 

and pull them and me back home so 

his family could enjoy a warm bath.  

A bath, being one bath, best 

describes it too. The whole family 

shared the same bathwater. As for the 

bathtub, pictured below is Mom 

giving my sister Missy a bath with 

me, the foreman, looking on. Nice 

bathtub wouldnôt you say?  

With no running water, we 

relied on an outdoor toilet not to 

mention the outdoor solar clothes 

drier, both of which are pictured 

behind Mom and the tub. Unlike 

television, having an outdoor John 

was something of an un-status 

symbol. The fewer outdoor Johns in 

the neighborhood, the higher on the 

social ladder your neighborhood was 

perceived as being. Our lift to the 

bottom rung of the working middle 

class, which included an indoor bathroom, came somewhere in the late fifties.  

So, what did my family history and economic status have to do with 

Vietnam? Vietnam was very much a class war. If a child was raised living within 

the class level I describe in my early childhood, that child was far more likely to 

end up cannon fodder in Vietnam than anyone coming from an upper-level social 

class. One dividing point between those who found themselves cannon fodder in 

Vietnam and those who did not was college. If those better off could afford to send 

their children to college, those children could often land a college deferment and 

avoid the military altogether. If not, those children going from college to the 

military were able to enter the military with a bargaining chip, a chip they could 

play when military occupations and rank were handed out. Many former college 

students ended up in officerôs training or performing the task in which they were 

educated for which often took them out of harmôs way. At the very least, the elite 

were shoe-ins for military academies, graduating as line officers or pilots. Nepotism 
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is common amongst the elite. Rarely were any of these options available to any of 

a lower social class.  

I must admit however this class barrier was not beyond breaching. Two 

children from my neighborhood did exactly that. One was a Fritz, Bud if I 

remember correctly, and the other was Marshal Larson, an early childhood friend. 

Both went from high school to military academies and neither had, that I can recall, 

any higher social class status than I. What they did have that I lacked was the will 

to do their very best academically at a young age, a value driven into them by a 

watchful parent. I am therefore unable to blame all the problems and failings that I 

have occurred for myself over the years on class status alone. Some responsibility 

for that failing ends right here.  

 

Early Religion:  

Confirmed Lutheran, early Beliefs, early Questions: 

 

My religious upbringing was largely European Protestant, which is to say, at the 

time, I saw the world through Christian lenses provided me by my Caucasian 

European ancestors. Public school often began class with a prayer, praising god for 

all we had (or hadnôt depending on an individualôs perspective) and no one gave 

the matter a second thought --- at least in our closed environment. We, in grade 

school, recited, never questioning, the Pledge of Allegianceôs words ñunder godò 

as we were not aware, nor did it matter to any eight-year-old at the time, that ñunder 

godò was inserted in the Pledge in 1954. To eight-year-old Christians knowing little 

more, the words were seen as always having been there. My parents never took the 

effort to point out when those words were not included for it probably never 

mattered to them one way or the other. Even if any child had the thoughtfulness to 

notice this seemingly inconsequential change, what would the words ñunder godò 

matter anyway given our belief that all people were under god? Well, that was the 

way it all seemed then anyway.  

But as I come to understand in my later years, those words did matter. 

Unbeknown to me, rightwing capitalists, using ñunder godò as a bulwark against 

ungodly atheists and Communists, felt inserting ñunder godò into the pledge was 

important enough to change this bit of historic prose to wording less inclusive. 

Atheists, often equated with Communists, were not welcome by our capitalistic 

Christian dominated government for reasons which will become obvious later in 

this writing. For now, I will only say, I had no idea, nor did I care at the age of eight 

what those rightwing capitalists may have had to gain by inserting ñunder godò in 

the Pledge. But that was then. Now at sixty-five, having read the Bible three times 

cover to cover and by focusing on those verses repeatedly quoted by the religious 

right, I believe I figured it out. What capitalists and industrialist have to gain by 

adopting the Bible will become the central theme of this writing.  

Not having come to this enlightened point in life by the age of eight, 

however, I attended Sunday school every Sunday at the First Lutheran Church. I 

also attended Bible School at our public school every summer after the school year 

let out. I was not only baptized Lutheran but confirmed a Lutheran, an oath that 

later in life I would renege on.  
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I did not give the matter any thought then as Confirmation was just 

something every kid I knew attended. Not everyone attended my Lutheran Bible 

School, but they attended one or another Bible school just the same. As far as I was 

concerned Bible school was for learning the Bible. ñWhat did it matter if 

Methodists, for example, had their own Bible school? Didnôt everyone attending 

Bible School read the same book? Didnôt we end up all Christiansò I reasoned --- 

unless of course, they were Catholic. If they were Catholic, I had no idea what that 

meant except what Mom told me which was very little.  All I really knew was under 

no circumstance was I supposed to marry one.  

Being Christian in the fifties, at least around Enderlin, lacked much of what 

many Christians today claim being a Christian requires. I did not require being 

ñBorn Againò or ñSlain in the Spiritò to be considered a Christian. I never had to 

believe that Biblical stories such as Adam and Eve or Jonah and the Whale were 

actual history. Either I missed some-thing or the church which I attended was far 

more liberal in their interpretations of the Bible than more funda-mental and 

Evangelical sects are today. Even if these fables were mostly taught on Sunday and 

Bible School as history, most the higher ups in my church held the opinion that 

these tales were worth more for their moral value than actual history. But what or 

whose moral values?  

Even as a child it did 

not take too long to 

conclude that the moral 

of any of these stories 

was dependent on who 

was asked. My 

minister, my mother, 

my Sunday school 

teacher, and Bible 

school teacher all 

seemed to have 

different versions of 

what these so-called 

Morals were teaching. I 

did pick up on that very early and as such my attention during Sunday school was 

often more on other distractions, like girls, rather than Bible studies.  

Whether or not I believed these fables was largely unimportant however for 

I fairly well bought into everything else Christian --- and I am only beginning to 

find out exactly what that means. For example: I believed our leaders could be 

trusted to do the right thing. I believed in a just god, that the Mounties always got 

their man, and Perry Mason (the legal system) always protected the innocent. The 

bad guys always got what was coming to them. In those days, my thoughts were, 

lawyers cared more about guilt and innocents than money as half the time legal 

services viewed on TV were offered free ï or at least money was never discussed. 

How times have changed.  

I believed in an unseen hand that guided the world. I believed one should 

love his neighbor as himself. I believed that it was more blessed to give than 
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receive. I believed that the world was how the world was because god wanted it 

that way.  Godôs Will shall be done even if the world often seemed to go against 

godôs will, at least godôs will as I understood it.  

I believed the world and its resources were created for manôs use and 

enjoyment. I believed hard work would be rewarded and the cream always rose to 

the top. I believed our leaders were ordained by god and in power because of their 

god ordained intelligence. I believed our leaders would do the right thing; whatever 

that was. But if I was unsure what the right thing was, how could I judge whether 

they did the right thing or not?  It all somehow made sense even if no sense could 

be made from it.  Even if obvious contradictions were pointed in the Bible, I had 

the perfect response. I figured if god had the intelligence to could create the world 

and universe, he could certainly write a book I could not understand.  

Of course, it never occurred to me then that if I could not understand the 

Bible that probably no one else could either. Over the years I have come to learn 

that people are much closer in intelligence than most the elite would like us to 

believe. They like to think of themselves as superior somehow and most people, 

like I did, swallowed it.  But as I shall point out, this is taught probably more 

indirectly than directly.  After all, for anyone to stand before us and state that ñIôm 

better than youò would repulse most people so these things are never said outright. 

They are fed to us piece by piece which when linked together can only result in one 

conclusion, the conclusion which the hand that leads us wants us to believe.   

But problems did exist for me with religion even at an early age. For 

example, how could perfect god create such an imperfect world? I wrestled with 

that. Perhaps the world was perfect, and these imperfect eyes could not see it. But, 

if the world was good in godôs eye as god claimed in Genesis, why were all these 

ministers, godôs voice here on earth, screaming about all the evil in the world? Why 

would a loving god allow suffering? When Iôd ask these questions the answer, I 

usually received was always something like ñgod works in mysterious ways.ò 

ñOh,ò was my usual perplexed response. The mystery of god, for then, 

remained safe.  

And I had another problem. Science was seriously calling into question 

many religious views and stories from the Bible. Not only was science challenging 

religious theories like earthôs position in the universe or if the human race evolved 

from other forms of life, but science was also replacing godôs importance in matters 

like healing turning people away from long held traditional religious views. For 

example: consider the supernatural origin and cure of disease. Advances in 

medicine were being accepted more and more by a public who witnessed the 

miracles of modern medicine, vaccines warding off diseases such as smallpox, 

rabies, and polio; antibiotics curing what before were deadly plagues, iron lungs 

keeping polio victims alive, and surgeries that saved people from abnormalities that 

not too long ago were fatal such as a ruptured appendicitis or a broken femur.  

Until modern medicine was proven effective to the general population, 

many religious institutions and theologians regarded diseases as ñGodôs 

punishment for sin.ò Vaccines were at one time denounced as "flying in the face of 

Providence," and "endeavoring to baffle a Divine judgment."001 Disease after all 

was,  
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ña judgment of God on the sins of the people," and that "to avert it 

is but to provoke him more"; that inoculation is "an encroachment 

on the prerogatives of Jehovah, whose right it is to wound and 

smite."002  

 

Such interpretations of the Bible were supported by verses like ñCome, and 

let us return unto the LORD: for he hath torn, and he will heal us; he hath smitten, 

and he will bind us up.ò To battle these diseases therefore was to battle the Lordôs 

Will.  
Side Note:   

 

Today is October 20th, 2021, about two decades after I wrote what lies above.  

COVID is upon us, and it is interesting to find that Evangelicals are a large 

part of the antivaccine movement.   

 

ñThereôs several different religious beliefs and doctrines associated with 

evangelicals, especially the belief in inerrancy of scripture, which is the belief 

that the bible is the literal word of God,ò Campbell explained. ñThereôs also 

a general kind of theological belief in the sovereignty of God, that He is the 

one who knows best. So, if you get sick, itôs because you donôt have faith in 

God and that youôre not living a holy life, so God isnôt able to protect you.ò 

In addition to spreading anti-vaccine ideology in America, this belief 

in the supreme authority of God has also affected vaccine efforts abroad. For 

example, a hospital in Uganda recently received 5,000 doses of a vaccine, but 

was only able to administer about 400 doses because of vaccine hesitancy 

among a heavily evangelical population.  

ñAccording to evangelical groups in other parts of the world, taking 

the vaccine is like saying óI donôt have faith and Iôm not holy,ô and itôs 

challenging their faith in that way,ò Campbell said. ñAnd thatôs one reason 

why the vaccine debate is not about personal health, but about freedom, since 

it questions their religious identity and their right to practice it in a certain 

way.ò 

 

Why Evangelicals are Encouraging the Anti-Vaccination Movement May 4, 

2021 

  

 I feel safe in saying that given the success of many medical advances, the 

churches of the late 19th Century were forced to make a few controversial and 

embarrassing choices. Either go with and accept many modern medical advances 

and change their rhetoric about science, medical science for sure, or lose much of 

their congregations. Godôs word needed redefined to be become more compatible 

with the science of public health care. Many churches were sent scrambling 180 

degrees, therefore, to make modern advances in medicine seem more in line with 

godôs Will.  In short order, medicine went from ñflying in the face of providenceò 

to evidence of godôs tender mercy and love. Had religion not taken this route, 

religion, along with god, would have likely died a century before the present.  

Religion, although still clinging on, was on the brink of falling into an abyss.  

And science was not religionôs only challenge.  Philosophers such as Carl 

Marx could be heard shouting in the wilderness, growing stronger with every 

https://www.nytimes.com/2021/04/05/us/covid-vaccine-evangelicals.html
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listener. Something was radically wrong with the idea that a few people should live 

the lives of nobility while those who labored had to endure squalor and 

homelessness and were often reduced to begging for meals.  

 

THE WHITE SLAVE  

By Joe Hill 

 

One little girl, fair as a pearl, 

Worked every day in a laundry; 

All that she made, for food she paid, 

So she slept on a park bench so soundly003 

 

Something was wrong when most of the people had to suffer for the comfort of a 

small elite few. Workers were dying daily due to poor and unsafe working 

conditions. Is this what god wanted for his people? Already weakened and 

staggered by science, religion had to rise to those questions also if it was to endure. 

And so it did.  

Fundamentalism, conservatives unwilling to change, was falling by the 

wayside while more mainstream churches were creating what became known as the 

ñSocial Gospel.ò The Social Gospel, as shall be shown, was an interpretation of the 

Bible that enraged the political right to the point that they often referred to the 

Social Gospel as communism. The political right claimed the Social Gospel was 

attempting to create a heaven on earth, to rid children of disease, to redistribute 

wealth in an effort of creating better living conditions for the majority rather than 

just a few social elites. My church, the First Lutheran, was one in the forefront of 

this thinking, preaching a Social Gospel, a ñWe are all in this world togetherò 

mentality.  Be careful how we treat others for someday the power may be on the 

other foot.  ñRemember,ò we were reminded that ñthe first now will later be last 

(Matthew 20:16).ò  

I was raised to believe in social equality, and I still cling to these beliefs 

today --- although I have lost faith in god. One does not need a god to feel empathy 

for his fellow human beings. No one, I believe, should have to live without health 

care. A safety net is needed to catch those falling into poverty and a system needs 

to be in place to pull those in poverty out. Why wait for heaven to be fed asked Joe 

Hill in his song ñThe Preacher and the Slaveò?  Why not be comfortable and 

healthy now?  My church supported labor unions as many of its congregation were 

union men.  Many older railroad men remembered the days when brakemen injured 

on the job were simply thrown from the train, or that was the story they often told.    

 

Race: 

Racist? Who me? 

 

My parents were 100% unapologetic racists. To them ï Blacks were all 

ñNIGGERSò and should be sent back to Africa. Blacks were not simply lazy and 

low achievers; Blacks were a drain on society.  Blacks were a threat to the American 

Dream, to be exact --- a real danger, the enemy. To my parents the American Dream 
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was only meant for Whites. One Black in town would threaten everyoneôs property 

value.  For my parents, race was an ñUs or Themò issue. White America had two 

choices. Either White America had to keep Blacks in their place (on the bottom) or 

risk having Blacks in their faces giving orders and replacing Whiteôs at what my 

parents believed were whiteôs traditional jobs. ñEveryone knewò my dad would say 

that ñBlacks everywhere would like my (Dadôs) job as my (Dadôs) job pays far more 

than anything Niggers were accustomed to.  Niggers would not know how to deal 

with all that money.ò  

I remember one time Dad came home with the rumor that some Black was 

being transferred to the roundhouse as Dadôs supervisor. After half a lifeôs work, 

Dad was ready to quit that day. Dad would say that he would stand in an 

unemployment line before taking orders from ñsome damn Nigger.ò While to state 

this race hatred of my parents tends to contradict my statement that I was raised to 

believe in equality, my parents were not the only influence in my life.  

As a child, I was not sure how my parentôs paranoid (paranoid best describes 

it) racist sentiments never rubbed off on me. Thatôs not to say I did not have a 

number of prejudices to deal with but unlike my folks, I never recall thinking of 

race in terms of ñThemò or ñMe.ò I never could understand my parentsô stance on 

race ï then at least - but that was before reading the book ñOn the Laps of Godsò 

and viewing the movie ñBirth of a Nationò by D. W. Griffith that ñOn the Laps of 

Godsò kept referring to. Viewing those two things was like opening my eyes for 

the first time. Now I believe I understand.  

Prior to my being born, Jesse Owens became the pride of America in 1936 

at Summer Olympics in Berlin. Owens took home four gold medals, the 100 meter 

race, the 200 meter race, the 400 meter relay, and the long jump. During those 

Olympic Games, Owens went from just another Nigger to a national hero honored 

in New York by a ticker tape parade, an honor normally only reserved for elites like 

conquering generals.  Back in America, however, after having served his purpose 

for American propaganda, Owens was still a ñNiggerò forced to take a freight 

elevator to his own celebration at the Waldorf-Astoria.004 Being black, he could not 

ride the hotelôs elevator.  That elevator was reserved for strictly whites. 

While white America may have rather had a White American beat the 

Germanôs master race in the 1936 Olympics, that America took the gold was good 

enough for many. Beating Fascismôs master race must have been laughable to many 

Americas who viewed themselves as superior to Blacks --- but over time, slowly, 

it was the Blacks who had the last laugh however small the snicker. To many more 

liberal Americas it began to appear that one could be an American and Black. 

Furthermore, Owensôs performance provided any white supremacist with a mental 

challenge ñHow could any substandard inferior take four gold medals against a 

superior white race?ò Owens did not only beat Hitlerôs master race that day. 

Owens, a Black, beat the worldôs fastest Whites and in doing so chipped into the 

myth of White Superiority, a fact that did not go unnoticed by many of my baby 

boomer generation, myself included.  

By the time I was well on my way to becoming a young man, Black names, 

slowly but surely with ever increasing intensity, were becoming household names; 

Jackie Robinson, Hank Aaron, Louie Armstrong, Sammy Davis Jr. Many of my 
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rock and roll heroes were Black, Chubby Checkers, Chuck Berry, Fats Domino, 

Ray Charles, Little Richard, The Platters, Coasters, and Drifters. If this was ñNigger 

Musicò as my father called it, I wanted more.  Enough of those crooners (Frank 

Sinatra, Dean Martin), oompah-pah, Glen Miller big band, and Lawrence Welkôs 

accordion noise. Letôs ñRock and Rollò and if it took Blacks to ñLet the Little Girl 

Dance (A favorite song title of mine)ò so be it.  

The evening news was reporting on racial violence in the South nearly every 

day. I could not help feeling sympathy for children in particular no matter what 

color they were, being murdered in their own churches by bombs planted by hate 

groups such as the Ku Klux Khan. Watching from the sidelines (North Dakota), I 

could not help but feel empathy for groups of Blacks being blown down by water 

cannons, police and National Guard mobbing Black people for doing nothing more 

than wanting into a school or walking down the street. This was after all America, 

the melting pot. Whoever said that all that melted in America had to be White? I 

believed what was preached to me, that in this nation, all men were created equal.ò  

I did not linger on the original intent of the words ñAll Menò as at the time 

those words came into being slavery existed --- when slaves were thought of as 

property (livestock if you will). Slaves were not included in the Constitutionôs 

meaning of the word ñMenò Their title was ñBoy.ò I missed this during the sixties 

when Blacks would parade around with signs proclaiming ñIôm a Manò not to 

mention their singing about being one, as in Big Bill Broonzyôs ñWhen Do I Get 

To Be Called a Man.ò   The significance of this escaped me never having lived in 

an environment where such simple terms were twisted to define a personôs social 

status. 

 My response to all this man stuff was some enlightening phrase like ñSo!  

Why of course youôre a man!  I mean how revolutionary was that?ò  While I did 

not consider myself a racist, I obviously lacked knowledge of what a racist was.  

What I thought before was a ridiculous statement makes me now feel --- well --- 

ridiculous.   

  History class, unfortunately, always attempted to avoid controversy and 

for that matter unfortunately still does. Never discussed in history class was what 

the phase ñAll menò meant to our founding fathers.  If Blacks were to be viewed as 

men, then ñAll Menò would have applied to them which obviously it didnôt. In fact, 

too many educational entities avoid the all-important discussion of what a given 

word or phrase might mean to different people and how it can be used to manipulate 

people.   

Redefining words to mean different things to different people for political 

gain or misrepresentation is an art fundamentally lacking in our school system.  For 

example, when Ronald Reagan speaks of the ñAmerican Peopleò if you are not on 

his side or belong to his social class, the elevated upper status quo, my hope is you 

do not feel like you were included in his use of phrase ñthe American People.ò     
Anyway, over time, original meanings often are changed.  In my era, left to 

the average student, ñAll menò came to mean all  men, Blacks included.  Unlike 

Americaôs past, Blacks became citizens and were no longer thought of as property 

by those I associated with.  They were humans, with rights.  In my time, ñAll men 

were created equal,ò ñAllò was not followed by ñWhite.ò ñAllò was followed by the 
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word ñMenò which in the twentieth centuryôs definition of ñMenò included adult 

Blacks.  There will be more on this in the upcoming discussion of whatôs in a word. 

I did wrestle with prejudice, however. Small in comparison to my ancestry, 

I feel it safe to say that in terms of race, I was the product of the propaganda to 

which I was subjected.  For example, consider the movie ñGone with the Wind.ò I 

recall the language of Blacks on that film.  

 

Prissy: Mammy, here's Miss Scarlet's vittles.  

Scarlett: You can take it all back to the kitchen; I won't  

eat a bite.  

Mammy: Yes'm you is, you's gonna eat every mouthful  

of this.  

Scarlett: No... I'm... NOT005  

 

Prissy was played by Buttery McQueen, a fearful pathetic little Black 

woman that knew nothing about birthing when it mattered. Mammy, Hattie 

McDaniel, was overweight and dressed like Aunt Jemima from the Uncle Mose salt 

and pepper shakers.006 Blacks were always bastardizing the English language with 

slurs like ñYesôm.ò Blacks were almost exclusively cowardice, always the first to 

run whenever danger approached, the whites of their eyes bulging out of their 

sockets. They were always cast in service positions, elevator operators, butlers, 

waiters and waitresses, janitors, and maids. But a threat? Blacks may have lacked 

in intelligence and ambition, an attitude I likely picked up off the silver screen, but 

they always were faithful and polite; for example, Buckwheat from ñThe Little 

Rascalsò or Jack Bennyôs Rochester. Thinking back of Blacks as portrayed on the 

silver screen or television, as prejudicial as I may have seemed, in my lifetime I do 

not recall anywhere where Blacks, as a group, were portrayed as a threat to my 

wellbeing.  

 Casting Blacks in the faithful and polite category had not always been the 

case, however. To my grandparents and parents, Blacks were oversexed, raping 

white women whenever an opportunity arose, out to take over Whitesô jobs, and 

cease political power by any means possible. Their prejudicial views came from 

movies such as the 1915ôs ñBirth of a Nationò by D. W. Griffith which Robert 

Whitaker claims ñinvited all of America to join a lynch mob.ò007  

ñBirth of a Nationò took its history from Dixonôs ñThe Clansmanò which 

told of life in the South before and after the Civil War. After the Civil War, Southern 

Whites, as shown by ñBirth of a Nation,ò were under siege attack by Blacks. ñSee! 

My people fill the streets. With them I will build a Black Empire and you as a Queen 

shall sit by my sideò the powerful mulatto, Silas Lynch, attempting to force Elsie, a 

white woman of course, to marry him decrees.008 The longest cinema feature ever 

produced during the silent movie era, ñBirth of a Nationò told of armed Blacks 

rebelling against whites and imposing themselves forcibly on white women. One 

woman, pursued alone through the woods, was forced to jump to her death to escape 

the clutches of a Black. In the end, under siege, outgunned and desperate, hapless 

Whiteôs waited their rescue by none other than the Ku Klux Klan with Jesus. in a 

final scene, appearing as a hologram blessing those robed warriors.009  
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ñBirth of a 

Nationò was not just 

some KKK propaganda 

film limited to KKK 

members. ñBirth of a 

Nationò was the silent 

movie eraôs ñGone with 

the Windò When this 

movie first showed in 

Grand Forks, North 

Dakota, an old gentle-

men informed me that a 

special train ran from 

Grafton to Grand Forks 

to make sure anyone who 

wished to see this film could. The movie was at the time (and for that matter still 

is) considered a masterpiece. ñBirth of a Nationò lies within Public Domain and 

may be viewed at: www.archive.org.  

According to Robert Whitaker, the film ñBirth of a Nationò opened the 

door to the unpunished genocidal slaughter of Africa Americans that followed. 

These murders included such medieval atrocities as publicly burning people at the 

stake, a fate reserved for Negroes in the late Nineteenth and early Twentieth 

Centuries. Robert Whitaker reminds America of its own not too distant dark past 

listing several public burnings in which THOUSANDS of Whites gathered to watch 

Blacks publicly roasted alive 010 in the same manner as witches and scientists, 

skeptical of religion, were during the Middle Ages. In both cases, these burnings 

were carried out by Christians. 011  

At the same time the Ku Klux Klan was not simply limited to a few radicals 

from the South. Active chapters existed in Northern States also. For example, 

Paynesville Minnesota; a stop on the railroad that my grandfather, uncle, and dad 

all worked for, had an active KKK 

group. According to literature located in 

the Museum in Paynesville, cross 

burnings were a common around the turn 

of the Twentieth Century on the hill 

south of town at what is now the golf 

course.  

 
Side Note:   

 

Listed in the Enderlin Diamond 

Jubilee book (1891-1966) is this note 

at the bottom of page 27 and 

continued page 28:   

 

ñThe Roaring Twenties were marked 

on a smaller scale, by the same ab-

surdities that illuminated the national 
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scene é the short skirt and shorter ñbob,ò the Charleston, the bootlegger, 

bell bottomed pants, the miniature golf craze and the resurgence of the Ku 

Klux Klan.  

Enderlin had it s own local Klan, the motivation apparently being a 

fear that the Pope was about to take over the country.  Like most such 

anonymous groups, they also felt competent to guard the community morals 

as well, and one or two crosses were burned to warn local sinners to repent.ò 

 

Why this is important is Paynesville, as prior ly noted, was just down the 

tracks.  As such it is fair to assume, given the racism exhibited by the Klan 

(past and present) that any Black who may have wondered into town was 

dealt with harshly and any Black with ambitions of working for the railroad, 

the areaôs largest employer, was only a pipe dream.   

To think my grandfather may have belonged to the KKK --- I have 

no way of confirming that at this date; however, fair to say, a member or not, 

his view of Blacks and Catholics were likely swayed by the Klan which he 

likely passed along to his offspring, namely mother.   It might also help 

explain why my parents held such an animosity for Catholics, not to mention 

Blacks.  Forgive me grandfather if this is not true but it is difficult not to 

speculate that this early bastion of hate did not influence the views of those 

alive then or their children to come. 

 

Commercialism:  
Advertising and its Effect: 

 

Alongside religion, another form of propaganda, advertising, was targeting my 

generation. We were literally immersed in commercialism. Advertisements and 

enticements were everywhere, on radio, television, billboards, baseball outfield 

fences, painted on buildings and grain elevators, race cars, windows, or anywhere 

a bare spot existed. Humphrey Bogart always had a cigarette in his mouth. 

Cigarettes added to coolness. The Marlboro man was free, independent, and 

masculine. Before I could recite the musical scale EGBDE as ñEvery Good Boy 

Does Fine,ò I could have told you that L-S-M-F-T meant ñLucky Strike Means Fine 

Tobacco.ò Frosted Flakes were ñGREATò and Wheaties reined as the ñBreakfast of 

Champions.ò Long before I drank a beer, I knew that Hammôs beer came from the 

land of sky-blue waters and was ñthe beer refreshingò and Schlitz was what made 

Milwaukee famous.  

Commercialism crept in completely unquestioned adding a never ceasing 

aspiration for more and more. It started with childhood things; toys, erector sets and 

Lincoln Logs, Monopoly games; Hershey kisses and Coca-Cola, Campbellôs soup, 

and Frosted Flakes; and graduated to more adolescent desires such as the current 

dress styles, pop music, the right deodorant and cologne, the hottest car, and on and 

on.  

I, like anyone else, simply took all those commercials for granted. 

Somehow, we reasoned, we were entitled to all these things. No one gave any 

thought at all to what affect all these advertisements had on our values. No one gave 

any thought to whom these advertisements were directed or who the benefactors 

were or what those benefactors had to gain by throwing their propaganda out there.  

I never really gave any real serious thought to advertising until its negative 

effects began affecting my pocketbook later in life. My teenagers were demanding 
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Guess Jeans, blue jeans not much different than the jeans I bought for seventeen 

dollars other than the label that proudly proclaimed ñMy family can afford to pay 

sixty dollars for a seventeen-dollar 

pair of jeansò whether their family 

could or not.  

Then one day I found I had 

become the ogre for not stopping at 

McDonalds or not buying some 

sugared cereal with a superhero on the 

box. Not a day goes by without the 

mediaôs mention of the epidemic of 

obesity in Americaôs young adults 

and children. Is there any doubt what 

is causing this problem? Human 

genes have not changed that much in 

the last couple decades. What has 

changed, commercials are now 

targeting youth more than they ever 

did in the past. If it were up to my 

children, all we would eat would be 

pizza, French fries, tacos, and hamburgers, sugar fortified cereal, and grease 

soaked, salt smothered potato chips. Weôd dine at only those facilities that offer a 

free plastic likeness of Buzz Light Year, has Aliens hanging from the walls and 

ceiling, or childhood playgrounds. Of course, in each hand there would be a quart 

sized sugared drink of empty calories fortified with who knows what to replace all 

the perspiration lost by fingering the controls of a video game.  

My message here: Advertising works. Propaganda, particularly advertising 

in a political and religious realm, will become an important theme of this writing. 

A recent movie claims, ñIf you build it, they will comeò and sure enough as the 

stadiums and tents went up, they were filled. This writing will document 

Evangelical and Fundamental churches going up all over the nation. And the 

question that will need to be asked and attempted answered is ñWhy.ò Who are 

building these churches, for what reason, and who is the chief beneficiary?  

 

Navy Davy:  

Proud of my new Navy Uniform at the Age of Four:   

 

My military indoctrination began at a very early age. Momôs family was a Navy 

family long before I had even been thought of. Uncle Kenny, Momôs brother, 

served in the Navy during WWII. I remember being told how Kenny left Enderlin 

this little whippy kid to return this rough and tough man all due to his military 

experience. No one messed with Kenny.   

My Aunt Dorisô husband, Dan, made the Navy a career. Both wanted their 

sons and nephews to carry on their Navy tradition and brought home childrenôs 

Navy hats and clothing to help make that a reality. I was proud of my Navy uniform 

by the age of four.  
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I really do not know exactly what effect my unclesô gifts had on me joining 

the Navy but I will say this; nearly all their siblings also joined the Navy, Kenôs 

son, Dorisôs son, Danôs nephews all ended up joining the Navy. It was not peer 

pressure that moved me to the Navy for after high school as nearly every one of my 

best friends joined the Marines. James Clark, Barry Schonteich, Mike and Jim Flatt 

(the sons of a Marine Officer), Gary Sperstad, and Bill Jorgenson (the young 

brother of two Marines) all joined the Marines and encouraged me to do the same. 

Despite their encouragement and pressure to join the Marines, in my subconscious 

was this recording from the past, playing over and over in my head, ñJoin the Navy, 

son. At least at the end of the day youôll have a warm bed to sleep in and a roof 

over your head.ò   As I shall discuss later, early indoctrination is an important force 

in forming a personôs beliefs and his lifeôs choices.  Once indoctrinated, beliefs, 

behaviors, and life choices usually last a personôs lifetime.  We will return to this 

later. 

And then there was Dad. As a child sliding down a slide in grade school, 

Dad ran a metal object into his abdomen and ended up with what he was told was 

TB of bowel. As such, come time to sign up to fight the war to liberate the world, 

Dad did not pass the physical. Instead, he ended up at a Conservation Corps (The 

CCôs) Camp in Montana as a medic. I never knew Dad was a medic until a few 

years before he died. ñThe world is truly small!ò I thought given I ended up as a 

medic in Vietnam.  

Anyway, being a non-veteran, Dad could not belong to groups such as the 

VFW which next to churches was the largest social activity around my small town. 

Called a draft dodger once, Dad openly cried which was the only time I ever saw 

him cry. He looked at me with his eyes swelling up from tears and told me that 

when it comes my turn to serve my country, do it or Iôd regret not having served in 

the military the rest of my life.  

Hollywood also did its part to reinforce and glorify the military. ñTo Hell 

and Back,ò ñMidway,ò ñThe Guns or Naverone,ò ñSergeant York,ò ñRemember 

the Alamo,ò ñThe Bridge on the River Kwia,ò ñThe Fighting Seabees.ò Superman 

was fighting for ñTruth, Justice, and the American Way.ò Audie Murphy was a 

household name. Comic book heroes like Sergeant Rock and Charlie Cigar 

defended America from Japanôs advance. And who could forget those great crime 

fighters, Spiderman, The Green Lantern, the Fantastic Four, Captain America, and 

the American League defending the free world from unscrupulous madmen bent on 

world domination. Amazingly figures like the short stocky baldheaded Lex Luthor, 

Supermanôs archenemy, amazingly just happened to resemble, Khrushchev, who 

we were constantly reminded was out to bury us. I had made that connection early 

in life as I remember asking Dad once if Superman could do all the things television 

and comic books claimed he could do, why we (being the United States) donôt just 

send him to Russia and clean up all that evil in the world. That of course is laughable 

now --- but I was serious then.  

And who from my generation had not seen hundreds of reruns of the 

bombing of Pearl Harbor, the Holocaust, or had not watched what Turner Classic 

Movies now refer to as ñOne Reel Wonders,ò played at the theater prior to the main 

feature or for intermissions, patriotic films as the 1956 ñSentinels in the Air.ò 
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Stressed during this film clip was at any moment America could itself come under 

attack, or worse a bomb could just drop out of the sky.  

I remember one of my next-door neighbors, a just turned teen-age kid only 

a year older than myself, claiming he was a member of civil air patrol and his duty 

was to report any objects he saw flying overhead to his commander. And who could 

not recite JFKôs words ñAsk not what your country can do for you. Ask what you 

can do for your country?ò Contrary to the publicized, often dramatized, antiwar 

sentiment of the sixties and seventies, heroism and devotion to duty was being 

marketed to my baby boomer generation on a grand scale.   

 
Fighting soldiers from the sky 

Fearless men who jump and die 

Men who mean just what they say 

The brave men of the Green Beret  
 

Silver wings upon their chest 

These are men, America's best  

Sgt Barry Sadler 

The Ballad of the Green Berets 

 

Violence as seen through a Childôs Eyes 

 

The children in my neighborhood were for the most part two to three years my 

senior. That meant if I wanted to play with them, I had to be able to compete on 

their level. I had to run as fast, catch as well, and in softball, at least, be able to hit 

as well and as hard as they could. If I could not do these things, I would not get to 

play. So I played as hard as I could and as it turned out I was able to perform near 

enough their level even if two years their junior. In terms of getting to play in my 

neighborhood, my performing above what would be considered my age level was 

a good thing. In terms of playing with those of my own age level at school however 

my attempting to be two to three years advanced in the sport was often seen as 

egotistical and self-serving. I, not surprisingly, never saw this at the time. In my 

mind, to play, I had to put all I could into every play.  

What I could not compete with however was size. When it came to settling 

an argument with my neighbors over important childhood issues like was I safe on 

first base, I nearly always lost. The referee was always on their side since the referee 

just happened to be half again my size and doubled as the first baseman. Should I 

protest a call, either I came to see it their way or I went home with a swollen eye 

unable to see anything. While I may have been able to hit a ball and run well enough 

to stay in the game, the twenty pounds these guys had on me was next to impossible 

to overcome. Right or wrong, true or false, mattered little to nothing. The biggest 

guy usually got his way. I came to see violence therefore as having the ability to 

nullify facts. Violence, I learned at an early age, did not prove anything other than 

who was the biggest.  

When I think back on my childhood and how my views on violence were 

shaped, aside from the discussion above, I immediately think of two events that 
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turned me even further against the use of violence as a method of settling disputes. 

The first came from my home.  

My father early in his marriage was a wife beater. I remember one evening 

being awakened by Dad yelling and banging things around my parentôs bedroom 

over a condom that he claimed he found in the driveway. Too young to know what 

condoms were used for I really had no idea what the fight was all about. Looking 

back however it is quite possible I may have dropped it there. Condoms were, after 

all, usually available on my folksô dresser. I of course thought they made great 

balloons; something I found out when a local drug store burned down. I found a 

case full of them lying amongst the ashes. I made quite the impression on my grade 

schoolteachers blowing condoms up on the playgrounds. It is not hard to imagine 

that this innocent infatuation with condoms had something to do with one showing 

up in the driveway.  

I never got a chance to inform Dad that it all might be a mistake, however. 

Even if I may have known how that condom ended up in our driveway, considering 

his tone, I figured Iôd probably be wise to pretend I was sleeping. I was not supposed 

to go in their bedroom. So, I pretended to be asleep even when this loud crash came 

from the bedroom and Dad left, slamming the door behind him. I listened for some 

sound from Mom, but none came. Worried, I opened Momôs door to find her in a 

piled up against the dresser, not making a sound. I thought she was dead. I went 

over and shook her after which she began to come around. Iôve never forgotten that 

night. Iôll never forget what it felt like to wonder if my mother was alive or dead. 

Iôve never forgotten how senseless the whole act of her beating was. What did it 

prove? Did it prove that condom in the driveway was anything more than a balloon 

in the hands of a child? Violence to me seemed only a method of control with little 

regard given to finding out the truth. All violence accomplished was hurt people. It 

rarely brought out any truths that I could see.  

My second eye opening brush with violence came a few years later. Gangs, 

if you could call them that, were forming throughout the town inspired by the 1961 

film ñWest Side Storyò The Riverside gang was made up of a number of boys who 

lived close to Enderlinôs City Park and the ball diamond on the northwest end of 

town. Although these groups liked to think of themselves as gangs, the groups were 

really nothing more than local budding males watching out over their turf.  

My imaginary nemesis was the ñCurb Dusters.ò These boys made up the 

central portion of town close to downtown where we often played ñDitchò a game 

very much like ñHide and Go Seekò only in Ditch we had teams. One person of 

small frame from the ñCurb Dustersò was particularly aggressive. He seemed to 

like fights and inflicting pain on others. He loved to intimidate people. He often 

appeared at hangouts like the Grand Theater showing off things like brass knuckles 

or switchblades but, I believe these weapons were more status symbols than serious 

weapons. I never heard of anyone being stabbed with his knives or beaten severely 

by his brass knuckles. That however did not prevent him from being mean spirited 

and threatening.    

I later associated his aggressiveness to what I called the ñSmall Guy 

Syndromeò also referred to as the ñNapoleon Complex,ò small framed short males 

with an ego to fill. They had to prove they were tougher than they appeared to be 
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and what better way than to beat up or intimidate someone larger? Fights for them, 

whether physically won or lost, were a win-win deal. If they lost, they were praised 

for their bravery for going up against someone larger. If they won, they were seen 

as superhuman for beating someone larger.   

I was often one of his victims. He would wait for me after school normally 

with a few others of his Curb Dusters friends for back up. Outnumbered and less 

experienced at fighting, Iôd end crawling home with a black eye or numerous other 

bruises whining to my parents that they should do something about putting an end 

to that bullying. The answer I always received however was ñWhy donôt you fight 

your own damn battles?ò Boys, after all, were supposed to be able to take care of 

themselves. So, one day I did. I took care of myself. I cannot remember the exact 

circumstance; all I remember was he was giving me his usual bad time on the 

playground, pushing me around, and harassing me when I decided I had enough. I 

wound up and let him have it, right on the end of his nose with the same ferocity I 

put into a baseball bat when playing ball with my older neighbors. Down he went. 

Blood flew everywhere.  

I received a lesson in fighting that day. Not only do I get hurt in fights, but 

I was capable of inflicting some serious damage to others --- and I did not like that. 

I took no gratification in the fact that I probably broke his nose. The bleeding 

couldnôt be controlled. For the rest of the evening, I laid awake worried that he 

might bleed to death. Mom kept me updated as to his condition. If I did not like 

fighting before this event, I sure as hell did not like fighting afterward. While I 

could handle getting wailed on from time to time, I was, after the incident with him, 

as afraid of what I might do to the other guy as what he might do to me. What if he 

died? How would I feel? And what punishment might it bring?  Would I end up in 

prison if the punch I inflicted caused his death? From that day forward, I avoided 

fights even if it meant being called a chicken.  

 

Pop Music: 

 the Music of my Generation 

 

My generationôs choice of pop music was considered nothing but noise by our 

music teacher. One day our teacher walked into the room, placed a vinyl record on 

the turn table, and cranked up the volume. Out came ñSurfing Birdò sung by the 

Trashmen. Raw, gruff, with few words more than ñbirdò and ñwordò and fewer 

notes, the song is best described as a lip flapping string of babble that sounded more 

like flatulence than a melody. The instructor then shut off the player, folded his 

arms around his chest, and asked ñDoes anyone dare to call this music?ò No one 

did --- at least in his class.  

Outside of class however and what many critics missed was our music 

wasnôt all about noise.  Within its beat was a craving for a good time, ñLetôs Have 

a Party.ò  Dances were being invented to get that party on the floor; like the Twist, 

the Swim, the Mash Potato, the Limbo, the Locomotion much of which was being 

spurred on by thoughts like ñI May Not Live to See Tomorrow.ò  Time as the next 

segment will express was ticking down and running out --- so ñIf you canôt be with 
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the one you love, love the one youôre with.ò There was this urgency to live life now 

and now is all that mattered:   

 

Today 

  The New Christy Minstrels.  1965 

 

ñToday, while the blossoms still cling to the vine, 

Iôll taste your strawberries, Iôll drink your sweet wine 

A million tomorrows shall all pass away 

óEre I forget all the joy that is mine todayò 

 

Our music was hope of things to come. Our music challenged the 

conservative status quo calling for good times, personal liberation from long 

established norms, civil disobedience, racial equality, and the end to war. 

Unfortunately, the ideas of the sixties would be short lived. Rumors now have it 

Bob Dylan has been seen waiting for a ñSlow Trainò and Cat Stevens went into 

hiding in a ñMoon Shadow.ò Some-time around the mid-seventies all those 

antiestablishment lyrics seemed to have simply faded into little more than 

advertisements while some ñSpirit in the Skyò descended on pop culture like a thief 

in the night stealing whatever originality and purpose the sixties had brought us.  It 

was sad watching Beatle boots and lyrics like ñWith a little help from my friendsò 

turn into cowboy boots with lyrics like ñIf I canôt get it on my own.ò    

 

The Bomb:  

Life on Earth in the Hands of Man   

 

I did not think of it much then but looking back the rise of Rock and Roll largely 

paralleled the rise of a huge mushroom shaped cloud which lingered in the minds 

of my generation and cast a shadow over nearly everything we did. The world, as 

Barry McGuire blurted out in his ñThe Eve of Destruction,ò seemed on the eve of 

destruction. We, the baby boomers, were convinced that at any time, on any day, 

the end would come. Consider ñThe Merry Minuetò as sang by the Kingston Trio:  

 

ñAnd we know for certain that some lucky day 

Someone will set the spark off 

And we will all be blown away.ò012 

 

The key word in those lyrics is ñCERTAIN.ò Not maybe. Not possibly. But ñfor 

certainò we would all be blown away.  In the 1960 movie ñThe Time Machineò 

(based on an H.G.Wells novel) Rod Taylor, as George, builds a time machine. The 

story begins in 1899, with Taylor climbing into his time machine and ending up 

800,000 years into the future saving the Eloi from the Morlocks, both the result of 

human evolution. The Eloi, looking like modern-day humans, were largely grown 

as cattle for the cannibalistic Morlocks, bluish colored and hairy humans of the 

underworld. The Eloi are called to their fate in the underground, where their 

ancestors went to protect themselves from the bomb, by wailing sirens.  
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Once enough Eloi enter the underground world of the Morlocks to satisfy 

their taste for flesh, the door to the Morlockôs world would close and the all clear 

is given. The remaining Elois then return to their pasture, sort of speak, where they 

reproduce more Eloi for the next time the sirens sounded. No elderly Eloi existed 

as all the Eloi are eaten long before ever getting old.  

The plot of 

the movie was more 

about war than what 

happens to the Eloi 

and Morlocks, how-

ever. Georgeôs stops 

along his way to the 

year 800,000 AD 

included a stop 

during World War I 

where George dis-

covers that his friend 

from 1899 had been 

killed in the war. The 

news of Georgeôs 

friendôs death comes 

from Georgeôs 

friendôs son. Georgeôs house, where he started his trek into the future, is all boarded 

up and abandoned. The second time George stops was during World War II. 

England was being bombed by Germany, an air raid in which Georgeôs house was 

destroyed.  

Georgeôs third stop, his last before reaching 800,000 AD, was on August 

16, 1966. People were scrabbling about attempting to hustle George into an 

underground bomb shelter as sirens were blaring foretelling the arrival of incoming 

Atomic bombs. Human civilization as it was known ended that very day. 

Civilization did not end off somewhere in the distant future. Civilization, predicted 

by this movie, would end in 1966, only six years after the movieôs opening. The 

message being relayed to my generation, the world was about to end --- and soon.  

My generation, as adolescents, had all seen Baker, the Tilapia Bomb,013 

played over and over on newsreels at the Grand Theater, not to mention the 

destruction caused at Hiroshima and Nagasaki014 when America decided to drop 

the bomb on Japan. I remember the shadow of a man imprinted on a sidewalk, the 

only spot on the sidewalk that was not scorched by the flash of the blast. His body, 

vaporized by the heat of the blast, shielded the sidewalk from the full intensity of 

the flashôs heat leaving only his shadow as the negative of a snapshot in time. There 

is no denying it --- as a child in my early preteens, these videos scared the hell out 

of me. Life was going to be short lived. Enjoy it now.  

If the real scenes of atomic blasts werenôt enough, the movie industry began 

to capitalize on uncertainties surrounding the Nuclear age, for example, the possible 

effects of nuclear fallout. Movies like the 1954 movie, ñThemò featured ants 

affected by radiation by atomic tests mutating to become giant ants which ravaged 
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the southwest. Beginning as a mystery movie involving missing people, strange 

tracks are discovered that proves to be Them, giant Ants. The movie preys on manôs 

works worst fear, the fear of the unknown. Dr. Harold Medford makes the statement 

in the movie that "When man entered the atomic age he opened a door to a new 

world. What we'll eventually find in that new world nobody can predict."015  

The same year a Japanese movie, ñGojiraò (AKA Godzilla), exemplified 

the nuclear testing of hydrogen bombs as destroying a previously unknown aquatic 

dinosaur like beastôs habitat. Having nowhere to live, the beast surfaces to ravage 

Tokyo. Empowered by radiation generated by H bomb tests, Godzilla possessed 

amazing nuclear generated powers and strength including a radioactive breath ray 

capable of setting buildings and people on fire. No known weapons could stop 

Gojira.  

The beast Gojira was seen as an analogy to the atomic bomb. Any Japanese 

having survived those atomic bombs or for that matter firebombing likely had no 

problem linking the terror and horror, the despair and hopelessness those bombings 

created to some imaginary indestructible monster. Being a perfect myth to describe 

what Japan had endured, the movie was a phenomenon in Japan. People, it seems, 

are more willing to accept a myth than reality if reality happens to be unpleasant.  

Anyway, faced with the possible utter destruction of Japan by Gojira, the 

only option, ironically, was for the Japanese to build a bigger and more horrendous 

weapon. The weapon created to destroy Gojira was, like Gojira, a fictitious weapon; 

the Oxygen Destroyer.016 Its creator however questioned the value of this atrocious 

weaponôs use given its capability of unmanageable destruction just as Oppenheimer 

questioned the development of Hydrogen bomb. The movie raises the question the 

free world feared the most. What if this new awesome weapon fell into the hands 

of war lords and hostile nations? The question however came too late for the West. 

By the time the movie was released, the bomb had already been acquired by the 

Soviet Union. The arms race, as the movie suggests, was on. The Cold War had 

begun.  

Evening television also stepped into the fray. Rod Sterlingôs ñThe Twilight 

Zoneò featured Burgess Meredith as Henry Bemis. ñTime Enough at Lastò tells 

the story of a bank teller and bookworm who could not find enough time to read all 

the books he wanted. One day Henry slipped into the vault to read a book as nuclear 

war, unbe-known to Henry, destroyed the world around him. When Henry emerges 

from the vault, he realizes he is the sole survivor. What happens in the rest of the 

story line is not nearly as important as the question that the movie left hanging in 

every viewerôs head. What if nuclear war really happened and I ended up as the 

sole survivor? Would I really want to live or would I really be better off dead? 

Bemis offers his audience an insight into that question. Happy about the fact that 

he now could take time to read all the books he wanted, upon attempting to pick up 

a book, Henryôs bottle neck glasses fell off and shattered on the stairs. All those 

books, all the time in the world, and Henry is left alone with no glasses.  

Sputnik was launched October 4th, 1957017 and proved to the world 

everyone was vulnerable to nuclear attack. I remember Mom herding us children 

outside to look for this new star cross the sky. We watched and watched and then 

there it was, passing on its route directly over our house. I remember my grim-faced 
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mother as she uttered the words, trembling and clearly frightened ñThat could just 

as easily be a bomb.ò I was only eleven at the time but even then, I had no qualms 

about what Momôs statement meant. Bombs simply dropping out of the sky could 

liquidate us at any time. Nowhere was safe. Not even America which until this time 

always enjoyed the safety of having two oceans between America and its enemies.  

Not anymore. 

On October 30, 1961, the Soviets detonated the largest nuclear device in 

history, the Tsar Bomba, tested on Novaya Zemlya, an island in the Artic Sea. The 

blast yielded approximately 50 megatons of energy capable of generating third 

degree burns up to 100 kilometers. Although Tsar Bombaôs use as a weapon was 

questionable because of its size, for propaganda purposes it made its point.018 I 

remember debating with my friends next door, age 15, whether we, at Enderlin, 

would survive a blast detonated over Fargo fifty miles away. It did not seem likely 

that Russia would drop a bomb on Enderlin, population 1500, but Fargo --- the 

largest town anywhere around --- maybe.  

To think an explosion that far away would level everything within the radius 

of Fargo to Enderlin was indeed a horrifying thought. And if that was not enough 

to worry about, as prophesized in the movie ñGojiraò every year up until that point, 

the bombs just kept getting larger. Where would it end? Well --- it ended that year, 

or so is the hope, but we had no way of knowing that for sure, do we?  

Then came the Cuban Missile Crisis of 1962. The Russians were stocking 

Cuba with offensive missiles armed with nuclear war heads.019 President John F. 

Kennedy immediately responded with a Naval blockade of Cuba while the rest of 

the world trembled as the nuclear superpowers stood face to face, fidgeting with 

their fingers just above their six shooters waiting for the other to draw.  

No one drew. Instead, the Russians put up their hands and walked away 

thereby avoiding a fight. Which were they, cowards for backing down or heroes for 

evading nuclear war, I could have cared less. Iôm just glad they decided to walk 

away rather than reduce the world to ashes --- which apparently the U.S. seemed 

willing to do. The closest the world had ever come to a nuclear war, which I know 

about, had passed. That did little to console the Average Joe on the street, however. 

Although the threat of nuclear war for the moment had been silenced, the blasts 

from Trinity, Bikini, Japan, and Russia still echoed in everyoneôs ears. For them, it 

was reasonable to believe that another Cuban like face-off was irrefutably just 

around the corner. This time however maybe the Russianôs cowardice or generosity, 

whichever the case was, might not save us.  

This nuclear war scare led to the Civil Defense Industry, now thought by 

many influential sources as a propaganda agency designed to sell construction 

materials and survival supplies for fallout shelters. From Billy Graham to Nelson 

Rockefeller, support for the fallout shelter program was proclaimed as a program 

that could save millions of lives. Virtually every media source had images of 

mushroom clouds rising over United States cities while Civil Defense was being 

hailed as Americansô only hope for survival.  Everything had come together to 

make Civil Defense and the government spending that went into it one of the most 

perfect propaganda enrichment programs ever dreamt up by influential people with 

their hands in the cookie jar.  
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Side Note:   

 

ñDuck and Coverò was another Civil Defense film shown in schools across 

America during the 50s.  Children during this era were exposed to the 

possibility that nuclear war might happen any day and some of the so called 

ñways to protect yourselfò offered by these films were quite laughable, even 

to children.  I remember one joke in particular as an adolescent:  What do 

you do in the case of a nuclear attack?  You bend over and put your head 

between your legs (in reference to protecting your head in this film clip) and 

kiss your sweet ass goodbye. 

Not many children in todayôs America have been exposed to these 

films as it is likely the fear these film clips generated was thought to be the 

reason for the peace movement to follow in the sixties.  America since World 

War II  has been a war nation --- with little sentiment for peaceniks.   

 

Well --- anyway, peopleôs hands in the cookie jar were the better of two 

scenarios. The alternative thought was that people were being prepared for the 

unimaginable, a nuclear war.  Kennedy openly pro-moted fallout shelters. For 

example, the September 15th, 1961, issue of Life Magazine featured a man in a 

civilian fallout suit on the cover. The issue made the claim that 97 out of 100 people 

could be saved in the event of a nuclear war by fallout shelters.  

Inside this issue contained a letter by Kennedy encouraging the American 

people to do something to protect themselves020 which was taken by most people I 

knew as óbuild a shelter.ô Government publications to follow reiterated Kennedyôs 

overly optimist survival rates. Not many people, at least those I knew, believed that 

humanity could survive a nuclear war, however. In fact, most people saw the 

message Kennedy conveyed as absurd. ñWhy would Kennedy even make such a 

claim?ò most people I knew would ask. ñWere we being conned into thinking a 

nuclear war might even be an option?ò  

No one I knew could afford to build one of those shelters to say anything 

about stocking it. My family could not afford such a luxury and mother was quick 

to point out that if a nuclear war did break out, our family, not having one of these 

shelters, surely would be all dead. As for the rest of the world, Mom continued, 

with or without a bomb shelter, life would end as we knew it. To believe otherwise, 

she would say, was total lunacy. Mom never was a military strategist or an authority 

on nuclear weapons, but she was still Mom and to my young ears her words stuck. 

Nuclear war was nothing short of worldwide suicide. I believed it then. I believe it 

now.  

In the end, bomb shelters were never put to the test. Nonetheless, what bomb 

shelters did do was make several people rich selling fallout shelter construction 

materials and survival goods. I have not gone through the process to track this 

money, but my guess is many politicians and their constituents benefited greatly 

from their own governmentôs propaganda, propaganda they themselves put out.  
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The Protests Begin:  

Ban the Bomb, Stop War  

 

 Hopeful noises were heard shouting in the wilderness, however. Ban the bomb 

rallies were quickly becoming a worldwide chant. When I look back at the way the 

antiwar movement of the late sixties and early seventies developed, it is not hard to 

under-stand why they began and how they evolved. No one wanted a nuclear war 

and few, despite the propaganda, believed the world would survive one. In most 

peopleôs mind, the best way to prevent a nuclear war was to prevent war altogether. 

No more war --- no more bombs.  

None of this escaped the music 

industry, which had no problem converting 

clashing emotions, fear, uncertainty, and hope 

into cash. Bob Dylanôs ñBlowing in the 

Windò said it all and was picked up and 

redone by anyone wishing to be a folk singer. 

Other songs such as Malvina Reynoldsô ñJust 

A Little Rainò about a boy standing in the rain 

laden with radioactive fallout and acid rain 

capitalized on the unknown dangers of 

nuclear fallout and pollution. Pete Seegerôs 

ñWhere Have All the Flowers Goneò redone 

by the Kingston Trio, spun on every juke box, 

radio, and stereo across nation, played 

wherever peace conscience people gathered. 

Antiwar sentiment was strong and growing 

and music was a powerful tool aiding the 

antiwar cause.  

The argument that every person should put forth whatever effort was needed 

to end war was a pitch even this adolescent could understand. I, myself, took up 

writing a few poems about war that I shall offer here, not so much for their literary 

value (of which there is little) but as a snapshot in time to show what I was thinking 

around 13-15 years of age. From my poem ñThis Villainous Worlds World,ò 

written somewhere around 1961 just before or slightly after I entered high school, 

ended with:  

 

But someday there shall come a day, 

When almighty man will lay down his arms and walk away, 

Leaving behind, 

As we shall see, 

A died still war-torn world, that he cruelly demolished due to his own self greed, 

Due to his villainous play. 

 

Or ñWarò which I wrote about the same time.  

 

The fields did bleed, all tattered and torn, 
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The countryôs died, its love forlorn, 

Due to someoneôs greed. Their worthless need, 

The green is gone, this land once worn. 

 

The profits of war were under scrutiny. No longer were we dealing with the 

lives of a handful of men. With the bomb at our disposal, we were dealing with 

species preservation, the survival of the entire human race if not, life on earth. War 

needed to end and end now.  

While I felt strongly that every young man had a duty to his country, I also 

had this strong antiwar sentimentality. Somehow, for whatever reason, it never 

occurred to me that by joining the service I was violating my own antiwar beliefs. 

In fact, I saw the military as doing my part to end war as ironic as that sounds. We 

were the good guys, the guys in white, defending the world against the bad guys, 

the guys in black hats. Once we were victorious there would be no need for war as 

goodness, being American values, would prevail. I could not imagine anyone 

having a problem with that --- at least then.  

Was I in for an enlightenment! Reflecting, donôt ask me to explain how I 

figured fighting might end war. I now realize the absurdity of that thinking. I now 

have no idea how I could have rationalized this war to end war rationale. In fact, a 

war to end all wars, World War I, had already been fought but according to history, 

all that war created was a larger war, World War II.  

It was all quite confusing to this young man whoôs only understanding of 

the world came from capitalistic supported and censored textbooks, the evening 

news, music lyrics taken exclusively from the top forty, and all the knowledge I 

acquired in my world travels from the plains of the Dakotas to the western shores 

of Lake Michigan. It never occurred to me that Russians might have had the very 

same thoughts, that they wore the white hats, that goodness might be the Russian 

way, and their possible victory was a way to end all war as only goodness would 

prevail. ñWhoò many Russians might have been asking themselves ñcould have a 

problem with that?ò  

Then one day, I came across a somewhat troubling protest song that has 

never left my memory. I first heard Buffy St Marieôs ñThe Universal Soldierò one 

Friday hitchhiking back from New Effington, South Dakota where I worked on a 

railroad section crew. Sung by Donovan, it immediately grabbed my attention as a 

song with depth. As a collector of 45 records, I set out to find it. I never did until 

YouTube featured it. At any rate, because I never found it and listened to it long 

enough to learn the lyrics, I missed the table being prepared before me. Buffyôs 

words were a prophecy of how war veterans; Vietnam Veterans in particular, were 

to be treated in the upcoming years. Buffyôs lyrics placed the blame for the war 

directly on the individual soldier with the words ñheôs the one that gives his body 

as a weapon of the war and without him all this killing canôt go on.ò If its meaning 

was ñshame on veterans,ò it worked.  
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The Rise of the Antihero:  

The Assault on Liberalism  

 

While heroes were everywhere, Batman, Superman, Jimmy Stewart, Randolph 

Scott, the antihero was rising during my later years in high school. To my youngest 

brother, Jim, these antiheroes were his idols. Every day Iôd come home to Jim glued 

to Rocky and Bullwinkle attempting to disrupt the manufacture of counterfeit box 

tops by the notorious Boris Badenov and his lovely co-conspirator, Natasha Fatale. 

When Bullwinkle was not saving the world from the conspiracies directed by Borisô 

boss, Pottsylvaniaôs Fearless Leader, Bullwinkle became ñMr Know-It Allò which 

I always saw as a shot at the 

intellectual liberal establishment of the 

fifties and sixties.  It worked.  In the 

years to come being knowledgeable 

earned you the title of being a Nerd.   

El-Kabong picked a guitar to 

battle the forces of evil in the world, an 

interesting choice of weapons. Odd 

how some lame brained horse picked a 

guitar to battle the bad guys given folk 

singers like Woody Guthrie, Pete 

Seeger, and Utah Phillips.  Woody had 

ñThis machine kills fascistò painted on 

his guitar. Pete Seeger, another folk 

singer, and member of the Weavers 

was banned from most concert houses in America for singing songs such as ñThe 

Hammer Songò (the Hammer taken by the rightwing conservatives as a 

Communist symbol). Seeger and Guthrie sang songs in support of labor unions, 

antiwar, and songs on other social conscience issues such as the governmentôs 

treatment of Veterans.  

One of my favorite songs even in my teen years was ñCan You Spare a 

Dime,ò a song of social inequality which speaks to the nationôs treatment of its 

labor force and veterans. After working to build societyôs infrastructure and 

fighting its wars, workers and veterans too often found their reward on bread lines 

and soup kitchens or begging for handouts largely abandoned by the very people 

they believed they were defending.  

Folk singers and songs, many repeats from decades earlier, carried a strong 

message of socialism and humanism. Was El Kabongôs guitar a propaganda symbol 

used to debunk the advances made by liberals, unions, and intellectuals? If so, 

should El Kabongôs guitar be taken as those advancing social equality and pro-

testing war with a guitar, Guthrie, Seeger, and Dylan as nothing more than asses 

with guitars? I cannot say --- but something to ponder.  

While all this hero/antihero may have meant nothing, it is fun to speculate 

on how the rise of the antihero may have affected the thinking of those seven to ten 

years younger than myself. My younger brother, Jim, and his friends, whom I will 

refer later in this writing to as the perfect people, seemed to have a whole different 
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perspective on life, This younger group seemed to loathe any intellectual 

conversation, placed being machismo at about a 2 on a scale of 1-10, ignored all 

things political, and held this simple idea that anything humorous, even slapstick, 

was preferable to anything of a serious nature.  

 

A Heroôs Lament: 

Congressional Medal of Honor 

Recipient 

Commits Suicide 

 

Early in the sixties I worked for a farmer 

in Buffalo, North Dakota, summer 

fallowing and haying. One of the 

middle-aged gentlemen working on the 

farm was Art Beyer. For the most part, 

Art worked around the shop but drove 

the hay wagon during hay season while 

we younger folks loaded it. I came to 

work one day, and Art wasnôt there, so I 

asked where Art had gone. Turns out, 

Art was in Washington D.C. for a 

Congressional Medal of Honor Recipient reunion.  

 

BEYER, ARTHUR O .: Rank and organization: Corporal, U.S. 

Army, Company C, 603d Tank Destroyer Battalion. Place and date: 

Near Arloncourt, Belgium, 15 January 1945. Entered service at: St. 

Ansgar, Iowa. Born: 20 May 1909, Rock Township, Mitchell 

County, Iowa. G.O. No.: 73, 30 August 1945. Citation: He displayed 

conspicuous gallantry in action. His platoon, in which he was a 

tank-destroyer gunner, was held up by antitank, machinegun, and 

rifle fire from enemy troops dug in along a ridge about 200 yards to 

the front. Noting a machinegun position in this defense line, he fired 

upon it with his 76-mm. gun killing 1 man and silencing the weapon. 

He dismounted from his vehicle and, under direct enemy 

observation, crossed open ground to capture the 2 remaining 

members of the crew. Another machinegun, about 250 yards to the 

left, continued to fire on him. Through withering fire, he advanced 

on the position. Throwing a grenade into the emplacement, he killed 

1 crewmember and again captured the 2 survivors. He was 

subjected to concentrated small-arms fire but, with great bravery, 

he worked his way a quarter mile along the ridge, attacking hostile 

soldiers in their foxholes with his carbine and grenades. When he 

had completed his self-imposed mission against powerful German 

forces, he had destroyed 2 machinegun positions, killed 8 of the 

enemy and captured 18 prisoners, including 2 bazooka teams. Cpl. 

Beyer's intrepid action and unflinching determination to close with 
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and destroy the enemy eliminated the German defense line and 

enabled his task force to gain its objective.023  

 

I couldnôt believe it. Right there on the very farm I worked, the driver of my 

hay wagon was a genuine Audie Murphy. I was awed. The first question I had for 

Art of course upon his return was ñWhat did you do in the war to earn that medal? 

Tell me.ò  

Art however never mentioned anything about what he did to earn that 

medal, and in fact seemed very uncomfortable about even being asked. He just 

looked at me, turned around, put the tractor in gear, and headed for the hayfield. I 

did not understand at all why Art might not wish to speak of his part in the war. I 

thought he should have been proud of his action and probably, with good intentions, 

I made something of a nuisance of myself. At that time, to me, a heroôs status was 

the greatest thing a human could achieve. I often visualized myself being awarded 

some high medal and for whatever crazy reason put it on one of my ñto doò lists as 

if earning a medal of honor was like earning a Boy Scout merit badge. I quite clearly 

had much to learn about heroism.  

That something was amiss about Art being a farm laborer did not take long 

to settle in either. A Congressional Medal of Honor recipient, Art was working, no 

doubt, for not much more than subsistence if his pay was anything like mine, five 

dollars a day from sunup to sundown. ñWhere was Artôs reward?ò I pondered. 

Murphy after all got his reward in show business starring in his own story ñTo Hell 

And Backò not to mention a host of numerous rough and rowdy cowboy movies 

where he was held up to the world for all to see what a true hero he was.  

So why was not Art lifted? Art was a hero. How is it he ended up there, on 

that farm, in such a lowly position, entertaining high school boys while they loaded 

hay wagons? Was his position one of personal choice or was something else at 

work? Anyway, I never did get an answer until I had to struggle with war myself.  

But then it was too late to tell Art that I think I understood him. You see, one day, 

Art, as his story was relayed to me, went out in the barn, and hung himself. A hollow 

was created for me on that day that to this day has never been refilled. Was this 

how the United States treated its heroes? A ride on a hay wagon, a dollarôs worth 

of ribbon to wear around their necks, and an occasional party?  Was that all? 

 

Vietnam: As seen from High School 

 

As a young man growing up in the sixties, Vietnam was hard to avoid. Ever since 

around 1962 until the following decade, the evening news was dominated by scenes 

of battle and mayhem in Vietnam. The most memorable news event that seared an 

image in my mind like some cattle brand was the picture of a Buddhist monk 

publicly setting himself on fire in what I believed at the time to be a protest against 

Communism. I know now however it was not Communism that monk was 

protesting, rather it was Catholicism. While 70% of the population of Vietnam were 

Buddhist, the government, under Diem, was predominantly Catholic, the religion 

introduced and promoted by their captors, the French. In police forces, the upper 

positions of the armed forces, civil service, colleges, and trade unions, Buddhists 
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were being systematically replaced with Catholics.024 Although this fact was 

unknown to me at the time, I would during my tour in Vietnam pickup on the 

significance of this religious divide on my own.  

As for Communism, history class commonly made the statement that, ñHe 

who does not learn from history is doomed to repeat itò and ñWhat did we learn 

studying World War II?ò our teacher would ask. We learned that had we stopped 

Hitler when he began dissolving other nations into his Third Reich, World War II 

may have never happened. Remaining neutral to aggression (although we were 

never informed as to why the United States remained neutral) was a mistake we, 

the students, were reminded time and again. Blow out fires before they spread out 

of control. Communism, from World War IIôs end in the middle 40ôs to the 60ôs, 

was deemed as one of these spreading fires. The free world watched as Communism 

occupied the Eastern Block, China, North Korea, Cuba, and now Vietnam was on 

their plate. Called the ñDomino Theory,ò it was projected that should Vietnam fall 

next would be Cambodia, Laos, Thailand, and then Indonesia.  

The time to stop the Communistôs advance was now --- before we were 

fighting the Communists on our own soil, which according to the House Committee 

on un-American Activity, we were already doing. Publishers, playwrights, song 

composers, movies stars, and directors that so much as questioned the morality of 

capitalistic rightwing interests or war all needed monitored, if not outright banned 

from the public eye. A number of these artists were accused of communist 

involvement of which none were ever proven to be. Even without being found 

guilty of any crime, several publishers and play writers were still jailed, not for 

being Communists but ñContempt of Congressò for refusing to answer the question, 

ñAre you or have you ever been a member of the Communist Party?ò  

Dalton Trumbo, the author of the famous antiwar novel ñJohnny Got His 

Gunò was one of those jailed.025 Even if any of these people, as Trumbo, should 

have been proven to be Communist, at no time before or since was it against the 

law to belong to the Communist Party. In fact, around the turn of the twentieth 

century, before the barbaric exploits of Stalin became known, it was not uncommon 

for intellectuals and idealists to be drawn to the idea of Communism026 which these 

intellectuals and idealists viewed as a safe harbor from the horrors and labor abuses 

of unregulated capitalism.  

Itôs difficult to remember exactly what was going through my mind 

watching Vietnam unfold. About my only source of information in the early sixties 

was the television and I feel safe saying how Vietnam was portrayed on television 

was how I saw it. Rather than attempting to educate its viewers with the sociological 

aspects and historical ramifications of this war, the media concentrated on small 

eye catching, sensational bits and pieces that to a large degree, early on, added 

support for the war effort. Those people heard on the news were always the leaders 

of the United Statesô War Effort, Lyndon Johnson, Robert McNamara, General 

Westmoreland, all giving their plugs for the reason why this war was important and 

needed to be fought. Never can I remember General Giap, for example, give his 

assessment of the war or explain his reason for fighting it. In short, the media 

coverage was very one sided, American sided. Taken a step further, it wasnôt just 

the American side; it was the prowar American side. And even if McNamara and 
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Giap would have been given the opportunity to openly debate the issues of concern 

with each other publicly via the media, it is likely no effort by the media would 

have been made to validate any claims made by either side. I would learn that bit 

of truth at St Cloud State College during a Journalism Class which I will speak of 

later.  

Itôs important to realize that the media is or never has been in the business 

of education. In essence it is tragic for there is much opportunity to inform and 

educate the public using the media. The opportunity is there but far too often lost 

because of commercial interests. It is no secret that the television and radio stations, 

newspapers, and magazines are all subject to the scrupulous eyes of corporations 

or other supporters who maintain the power to extract their advertisements or 

donations. Any publication that these corporations and sponsors feel reflects badly 

on them risks losing their funding. The reality is media stations, papers, and 

magazines either put forth what these powers want known or cease to exist.  This 

is the Capitalist system at work. Either the media does it the advertisersô way or no 

more money!  It is not hard for me to believe that many thoughtful, truthful, 

informative editorials were and still are not aired because of the negative impact 

these editorials might have on any US corporations or their economic interest.  

Edward R Murrow shares my view of the media. Speaking of his concern 

for what was and still is being offered on radio and television, Edward R. Murrow 

stated,  

 

ñI am seized with an abiding fear regarding what these two 

instruments (radio and television) are doing to our society, our 

culture and our heritage.ò027  

 

Murrow goes on to say that the media, rather than telling what is really 

happening in the world, shields its consumers from the worldôs unpleasant realities. 

The nation, according to Murrow, is in mortal trouble for not addressing the 

demanding issues of the day for which, Murrow reminds us, our nation will end up 

paying an extreme cost.028 At any rate, Murrowôs logic went right over everyoneôs 

head then. I was your average ñif it is on the news, there must be something to itò 

buffoon. These were after all news people, anchors ï reporters, attempt-ting to tell 

us the truth or so I thought at the time. I believed them --- until I went to Vietnam. 

Then all I believed prior to Vietnam would in time crumble.  

What I was able to pick up from the media was Vietnam was different from 

any war experience previously fought by the United States.  Vietnam had no fronts 

other than in isolated locations such as Con Thien and Khe Sanh. Chasing Vietcong 

was like chasing ghosts. Separating the civilian population from the enemy was 

next to impossible. An American soldier never really knew who the enemy was. 

Any Vietnamese swirling around any American at any given time could be on a 

mission to send that American home in a body bag. This lineless, invisible enemy, 

children dropping grenades in soldiersô laps, snipers in trees, booby traps, was not 

the Vietnam mainly presented by the media, however. The media tended to report 

on the major battles nearly all of which were ultimately won by the United States.  

We, according to the early media at least, were winning battle after battle.    
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And then there was this all-important body count, Vietcongôs number dead 

versus Americaôs number dead. It was supposed to display progress if we could 

show that we were killing more of them than they were us. This absurd idea 

occurred to me right off, due largely to my high school history teacher. Speaking 

of the waves of Chinese that threw themselves in harms-way by the tens of 

thousands during the Korean War, according to our instructor, China could have 

lined up its population up in single file and marched them straight into a machine 

gun with the net result being Chinaôs population would increase.  

I have not done the math to know if my instructorôs scenario is true, but the 

logic of his argument seemed sound and stuck with me. The more people you have, 

the more people you can stand to lose, and Asia represented the bulk of the worldôs 

population. Ho Chi Minh understood that stating: ñYou can kill ten of my men for 

everyone I kill of yours. But even at those odds, you will lose, and I will win.ò029 

And Ho did win the war --- even at a higher cost than ten to one odds.   

I remember from my past a movie about Cubaôs revolution. All though I 

cannot remember the name of the movie, I can recall one scene were a man runs 

out into the street and blows himself up taking with him his targeted group. ñDid 

you see thatò the star astonishingly proclaims ñDo you know what that means? That 

means they won.ò Iôve never forgot that. If  people are willing to sacrifice 

themselves in such a fashion, unless you kill them all, you are likely going to lose. 
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CHAPTER TWO  

Growing Up in the Fifties 

 

We See only What Our Eyes See 

 

One of the stories as told by my brother, Jim, was his view of the world 

before he received his first set of glasses. Jim was always pressed up against the 

television screen, eyes squinting, to make sense out of what everyone else in the 

house seemed to have no trouble understanding. Jim often had no idea of a movieôs 

plot. He could hardly read. He was seen as clumsy, often bumping into inanimate 

objects and tripping over anything in his way. If an object, such as a bird, was 

pointed out to Jim, he often missed it entirely to the frustration of both the person 

pointing out the object and Jim. To say the least, Jim grew up non-athletic as in a 

sport like softball Jim had to be able to see the ball to hit it.  

Then one day Jim had his vision checked. Jim could hardly see. Fitted with 

glasses, Jim walked outside to see for the first time in his life that trees had leaves 

and grass had blades. Until then, trees and grass were nothing but a green blob 

according to Jim. His retention of whatever he watched on television instantly 

improved. How could we, those with eyesight, expect Jim to comprehend what he 

could not see?  

Growing up in rural North Dakota amongst the amber waves of grain, never 

did it enter my mind that the world was ever any other way, having lived no other 

way. Sure, I heard of the Indians, the bison, Custer, and cowboys but how much the 

world had changed since those days I just never truly comprehended. My friends 

and I would drive out in the country, hunting, killing time, and in all that time never 

did it occur to any of us just how little time the world existed as we were 

experiencing it. Only a century before, which now at the age of 60 no longer seems 

like a long time, the land we were driving through was all tall grass prairie, waist 

to chest high, with wildflowers and wildlife flourishing everywhere. Bison, wolves, 

bears, prairie chickens all existed in abundant numbers. Hardly any people lived 

there and if any did, they were not European in origin. More importantly, before 

Europeans with their Christian philosophy began settling this area and 

domesticating the wilderness, this land had been prairie, as described above for at 

least ten thousand years. It only took Europeans a short span of about 100 years to 

destroy ten thousand years of natural evolution. I never saw this however, until I 

tried on a new pair of glasses other than those provided for me by my European 

ancestors. The corrective lenses were to come later, after returning from Vietnam, 

in Biology class at St Cloud State.  

 

History in High School:  

What was not Told Us  

 

History was one of few classes in High School that I enjoyed. My theory has always 

been if I needed to read anything, I might as well learn something hence books on 

history were always high on my list to read when reading was required. My favorite 

subject was World War II. My favorite characters: Adolph Hitler. By my junior 
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year in high school, I had already read ñThe Rise and Fall of the Third Reich,ò an 

accomplishment even for an adult. How much I retained is questionable, but it did 

open my eyes to how damaging the use of propaganda and too much power in the 

wrong hands can be.  

At any rate, given my reading and the history courses, I prided myself on 

my knowledge of history. Of course, I was judging myself by those around me, 

many who lacked any interest in history at all. I never was big on exact dates; in 

fact, I saw learning dates, generals, and politicianôs names as a distraction. ñAs long 

as I knew what event came first, Pearl Harbor, D Day or the Battle of the Bulge, 

what did it matter if I could tell you the exact date?ò was my reasoning. And while 

this reasoning may run contrary to what is considered the established norm for 

teaching history, I learned in later years that my often implied ñnegative attitudeò 

had some very good merits. A person can learn the exact date of any historical event 

but completely miss the importance of why the event happened in the first place. 

The media often reminds us that on this date forty years ago, this or that happened 

but does that really say anything other than some trivial point that on this date that 

happened? Rarely does it tell why it happened. 

By stressing dates, names, and events, it is possible to miss the important 

lessons that history is telling us altogether. I did. I missed those lessons history was 

telling me in my early days anyway. I could tell you all sorts of trivia about historyôs 

main players, for example Hitler was a recipient of Germanyôs highest medal of 

valor, the Iron Cross, during World War I. I knew Carl Marx wrote the ñCommunist 

Manifesto.ò I knew Hitler wrote ñMein Kampf.ò Having never read either 

document (readings that should have been required in high school) I missed all the 

important history that emerged like some gruff beast from those pages. Despite all 

my history classes and reading, I could not tell you what the basic politics and 

economics of either Communism or Fascism were. Like someone suffering from 

autism, one that may be able to tell you on what day of the week any given date fell 

on (or will fall on) but cannot tell you which date came (or will come) first, I could 

tell you all trivia concerning battles or personalities but had no idea what those 

battles were over. All I knew was the Fascists were the bad guys. Why they were 

the bad guys, I had only some generalized stereotypical vague idea, for example, 

they killed Jews. 

Like most I knew, I could tell you the two Japanese cities that the atomic 

bombs were dropped on. I believed, as most I knew, that those bombs were dropped 

to save American lives by avoiding an invasion of Japan. I could tell you that 

America held an isolationist view toward entering World War II but I had no idea 

why.  I had mistaken Americaôs isolationism as an attempt by America to remain 

neutral and to prevent American deaths again on a foreign soil.  I now know 

different.  American businesses were getting rich providing weapons and war 

materials to not only those who became our allies but Germany itself (more to come 

on this).   

I believed Americaôs goal was and has always been to set the whole world 

free against the forces of evil and tyranny. I now know I was wrong given 

Americaôs support for the Shaw of Iran, not to mention several brutal regimes in 

South America and Asia. I thought America was battling against rogue religious 
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and political ideologies, but I found out I was wrong again. In fact, except for Japan, 

America was largely battling Christiansô fascists gone array --- and World War II 

would not be the last time given Srebrenica. In Srebrenica, as if their orders were 

taken directly from the Old Testament,  

 

And when the LORD thy God hath delivered it into thine hands, thou 

shalt smite every male thereof with the edge of the sword: But the 

women, and the little ones, and the cattle, and all that is in the city, 

even all the spoil thereof, shalt thou take unto thyself; and thou shalt 

eat the spoil of thine enemies, which the LORD thy God hath given 

thee.  

(Deuteronomy 20:13-14)  

 

an estimated 8000 Moslem men and boys from twelve years old to sixty were 

herded off and executed by Christians. The women, as if directly out of the Bible, 

were spared apparently for the enjoyment of male Serbs. By the end of the Serbs 

reign of terror, it is estimated that over 200,000 Muslim civilians were murdered in 

the greatest ethnic cleansing to hit Europe since World War II. This would be the 

second time American Troops during the twentieth century were deployed into 

Europe to defend an opposing religion from the wrath of a largely Christian 

population.001 But ñOhò Evangelicals may try say ñThose people were not 

Christiansò to which I would reply ñOh, yes they wereò by any definition other than 

your own.  

Prayer in Public School:  

A good Argument Challenges my Religious Belief 

 

Another issue of the early sixties that influenced my thinking was the day the 

United States Supreme Court threw prayer out of the public school system. Again, 

it was my history teacher, in a class entitled ñPresent Day Problemsò that brought 

the matter to my attention. The year was 1963. The case was Murray vs. Curlett. 

While prayer was not a huge factor in my high school then, prayer was significant 

a number of years before in grade school. About the fifth grade, the day opened 

with a prayer and the Pledge of Allegiance directed by a woman teacher with an 

affection for Jesus Christ.  

I considered myself Christian at this time. I wasnôt the townôs model 

Christian, however I still held most the Christian views beaten into my brain before 

I had developed any mental defenses to ward off the attack. What struck me about 

that Supreme Court ruling was the argument being used by those opposed to prayer 

in school. It made sense. Given the First Amendment:  

 

Congress shall make no law respecting an establishment of religion 

or prohibiting the free exercise thereof; or abridging the freedom of 

speech, or of the press; or the right of the people peaceably to 

assemble, and to petition the Government for a redress of 

grievances.002  
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I could not understand how promoting Jesus Christ in public schools could 

be seen as anything other than promoting Christianity in school. Those in 

opposition to prayer in school argued if Christian based prayer was allowed in the 

classroom, so should be the prayers of Buddhist, Hindus, Moslems, and Jains to 

name a few. Imagine, I remember the argument, sitting for hours as every religion 

in the world is allowed recognition. To most the students in school, the argument 

was absurd as none of these other religions had a presence in our school. But what 

if these other religions did have representation, I would ask myself. I would have 

hated to sit through hours of religious babble.  I would have had to defend it as fair 

if other religious groups were present and demanded equal time. I agreed. If one 

religion was to be recognized, they all should be. To avoid all that, I would prefer 

not being forced to observe any.  

While this argument did not change my Christian beliefs, it did weaken my 

beliefs by forcing me to consider opposing beliefs as being somehow equal to my 

own. It follows to any thoughtful mind that if other beliefs are seen as equal to my 

own, the question of whose faith is correct just begs to be asked. And ask I did but 

the answers I received were never to my satisfaction --- until my own unreligious 

awaking in Vietnam.  

The Russians are coming:  

Forrestal Cracks  

 

On May 22, 1949, unbeknown to me, James Vincent Forrestal supposedly climbed 

out his bedroom window while at Bethesda Naval Hospital and jumped thirteen 

floors to his death.003 Conspiracy theories abound from Russian agents, Zionists, to 

government agentsô attempting to cover up what was known about UFOs, but none 

were ever substantiated. What was known, however, is both James Forrestal and 

his wife, Josephine, shared a paranoid fear that the Reds, being Communists, were 

out to get them.004 In fact, it was reported that shortly before Forrestalôs death, 

Forrestal was seen wondering around outside in his pajamas calling out ñThe 

Russians are Coming.ò005 The phrase outlived Forrestal. Upon being admitted to 

the hospital, Forrestal reportedly made statements about being stalked by ñZionist 

Agents.ò006 It should be noted here, for the sake of clarity that Zionists and Russians 

are thought of as the same by people of fascist and neo-Nazi leanings.  

 

But they do not have the intestinal fortitude to tell you these FACTS 

for fear of reprisals from the International Jewish Conspirators ï 

World Communism ï they are ONE of the SAME. 007  

 

I have no evidence at the current time to suggest that Forrestal was an active 

member of the Nazi party or even a fascist for that matter. All I had go on is a 

definition of fascist, which I will get to, and what I know about Forrestal life. When 

the two, my definition of fascist and Forrestalôs life, are laid side by side, many 

points can be found that overlap. I also know that several international American 

businessmen back in the twenties and thirties surely were sympathetic to Nazis and 

Fascists, if not actively involved in Nazi and fascist philosophy themselves. One 



40 
 

 

was Henry Ford (I will get to him). If Forrestal was not an active fascist, he most 

certainly made his rounds in a circle that was.  

Somewhat off the topic, why is this important? Remember; we went into 

World War II to rid the world of fascism, not Communism. The Communists were 

our ally.  Hundreds of thousand young American and Allied men died taking 

Europe back from the Fascists, hundreds of thousands of young who died not even 

knowing what Fascism was. All they knew was those in brown and Black shirts 

with swastika arm bands goose stepping around with their right arms extending 

straight out were the enemy. As such, it is therefore understandable how when these 

young men returned to America, they (as do most today) believed the threat of 

fascism was gone.  

It was not. In fact, it was Fascists here in America, or those of a very similar 

philosophy, now pointing their fingers at the Fascistôs greatest enemy, the 

Communists, as Americaôs number one enemy just as Hitler did. Unfortunately, 

most Americans with very little thought and knowledge of what was occurring 

found themselves being conditioned to adapt the political ideology that just claimed 

thousands of their young menôs lives, namely fascism. Fortunately, our democracy 

had barriers in place to prevent extreme ideologies and individuals from grasping 

power. Those barriers however have been gnawed at ever since however and on 

January 6th, 2021, nearly breached.  Whether they will remain affective is unknown.  

Weôll have to wait and see.  This book will attempt to expose the vermin chewing 

away at the foundation of our democracy.  

Iôm not saying Communism is any better than Fascism or that Communism 

was never a threat.  No!  What I will say however is Communism is not near the 

threat Forrestal feared it might be.  Also, in this time, two decades into the twenty-

first century, Communism is not what may bring our democracy to it knees.  That 

threat belongs to fascism and will become the theme of this writing.  

So, returning to Forrestal, the name Forrestal until just recently meant 

absolutely nothing to me. In fact, the first naval supercarrier launched in 1954 that 

bears his name, the USS Forrestal, never rang my bell either, not even while I was 

in the Navy. I had only heard about the USS Forrestal, but not ever seeing the name 

spelled, I always thought the carrierôs name was ñThe Foresterò as if the Navy was 

honoring tree management. Embarrassingly, I must admit this displays the depth of 

my youthful ignorance.  

John Forrestal came into politics under President Franklin Delano 

Roosevelt who appointed him administrative assistant on June 22, 1940, and 

Undersecretary of the Navy about six weeks later. John Forrestal became the 

Secretary of the Navy on May 19, 1944.  Forrestal would, according to James 

Carroll, make his mark by lobbying for larger and larger defense budgets008 by over 

exaggerating the Soviet Unionôs military capabilities while at the same time 

underestimating the abilities of the United States.009 The size of the military, it is 

worth mention, is an important element to the fascist mind set as will be pointed 

out.  

After college Forrestal began as bond salesman for William A. Read and 

Company (also known as Dillon, Read and Company) which granted him a 

partnership in 1923. In 1937, Forrestal would become the president of the 
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company.010 Forrestal as such was a true Red White and Blue true Capitalist and in 

the eyes of rightwing capitalists, communism was like a fire in an icehouse. If the 

fire is allowed to grow, all the profits will melt. Communism, to any capitalist, was 

just plan scary.  

To what lengths were capitalists willing to go to battle the blaze of 

Communism? The debate is still on over what our intention was by dropping the 

bomb on Japan at the end of World War II. Japan, for all practical purposes, was 

defeated and had no internal resources to rebuild their war machine. Japan toward 

the end of WWII was dead in the water. America would have never needed to 

invade Japan to bring Japan to her knees. The Allied Forces simply could have 

established a naval barricade around Japan and sunk all of Japanôs ships coming or 

going. Japan, with no sea access, would have simply withered on the vine like 

bindweed soaked in Round Up. A blockade of that nature would have required 

patience and time however, something America had little of.  

And this is not only the opinion of some armchair general whose only 

knowledge of the bomb being dropping on Japan comes from history books, 

propaganda, and hearsay. Eisenhower writes in his book ñMandate for Changeò  

 

But the Secretary (Secretary of Defense), upon giving me the news 

of the successful bomb test in New Mexico, and of the plan for using 

it, asked for my reaction, apparently expecting a vigorous assent.  

During his recitation of the relevant facts, I had been 

conscious of a feeling of depression and so I voiced to him my grave 

misgivings, first on the basis of my belief that Japan was already 

defeated and that dropping the bomb was completely unnecessary, 

and secondly because I thought that our country should avoid 

shocking world opinion by the use of a weapon whose employment 

was, I thought, no longer mandatory as a measure to save American 

lives.011  

 

So why the rush to end the war --- with a bomb? The most likely scenario 

is that the United States wanted to limit the Soviet Unionôs influence in the Pacific. 

Having defeated Hitler in the west, Russian was moving east to enter the war in the 

Pacific which was unacceptable to American Capitalists with their eyes on Asia. 

Something needed to be done to end the USSRôs involvement in Asia and needed 

done quickly. The longer it took to bring Japan to her knees, the more influence the 

USSR would gain in Asia.  

So what would be wrong with that? The Soviet Union, after all, was our ally 

was it not? Well, not if you asked those in the White House or in other high 

government positions at the time including the then acting Secretary of the Navy, 

James Forrestal. Forrestal had an influence on whether to use the bomb and it is 

fairly safe to state, while pondering whether to use the bomb, being a true red, white 

and blue capitalist, Forrestalôs eyes were as much on the USSR as Japan.012  

As it turns out, the decision to drop the bomb on Japan according to several 

historians came because of a number of factors including racism and revenge. The 

United States fighting men, who according to their own propaganda painted on their 
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tanks, fuselages of planes, and helmets, saw themselves as the exterminator of 

Japanese rats 013 and were out to kill as many ñyellow perilsò or ñyellow monkeysò 

as their weapons would allow. Down grading people to sub-humans is a common 

technique used to make killing other human beings much easier.014 The bomb was 

the ultimate pest control and America, the real Orkin Man.  

But even racism played second fiddle to the message being sent the Soviet 

Union. It was the Soviet Union that capitalists such as Forrestal feared the most. 

The Allies really had nothing to fear from the beaten island nation of Japan then 

adrift in the Pacific without a sail. The real target of the bomb was Russia. By 

dropping the bomb on a bunch of yellow monkeys, the message Russia would 

receive would be ñStay out of Asia.ò Stay within your borders.  

ñWe, being the United States, have the bomb and here is the proof we are 

not afraid to use it.ò015 Clark Clifford, special council to Truman, in his ñAmerican 

Relations with the Soviet Unionò reporting to Truman put it this way:  

 

The language of military power is the only language which the 

disciples of power politics understand. The United States must use 

that language in order that Soviet leaders will realize that our 

government is determined to uphold the interests of its citizens and 

the rights of small nations. Compromise and concessions are 

considered, by the Soviets, to be evidence of weakness and they are 

encouraged by our ñretreatsò to make new and great demands. The 

main deterrent to Soviet attack on the United States, or to attack on 

areas of the world which are vital to our security, will be the military 

power of this country. It must be made apparent to the Soviet 

Government that our strength will be sufficient to repel any attack 

and sufficient to defeat the U.S.S.R. decisively if a war should start. 

The prospect of defeat is the only sure means of deterring the Soviet 

Union.  

The Soviet Unionôs vulnerability is limited due to the vast 

area over which its key industries and natural resources are widely 

dispersed, but it is vulnerable to atomic weapons, biological 

warfare, and long-range air power. Therefore, in order to maintain 

our strength at a level which will be effective in restraining the 

Soviet Union, the Unites States must be prepared to wage atomic 

and biological warfare.016  

 

Dropping the bomb on Japan proved to any doubting onlooker that Clifford 

meant exactly what he said. Keep in mind that Japan surrendered on September 2, 

1945, whereas this report by Clifford came out only a year later. It would be hard 

to believe that a trusted ally, if the USSR ever was, should be considered such a 

threat merely a year later. Indeed, the Soviets were considered the greater threat to 

the interests of United States and Christianity than Japan all along.  

Before leaving this discussion, we should take a final look at James 

Carrollôs ñHouse of Warò and how James Forrestal fits into all this. What brought 

Forrestal crashing down from thirteen floors up is still debated. Maybe he was 
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thrown from the window by some Zionist Commie, not to imply as many Christian 

Patriots may claim that Zionism and Communism have anything in common. It is 

as likely that he became a victim of his own propaganda. We may never know the 

answer, but we know this; Forrestal was always lobbying for larger and larger 

defense budgets. Forrester was not below ñscaring the hell of the American peopleò 

as his friend Senator Arthur H. Vandenberg, Forrestalôs main ally on Capitol Hill, 

claimed Forrestal had to do to get his way with the national defense budget.017  

Anyway, the question to ponder is whether Forrestalôs intention for 

lobbying for bigger and bigger defense budgets solely based on national security 

interests or might there have been another more personal reason?ò Keep in mind 

Forrestalôs former job as president of Dillon, Read and Company. Dillon, Read and 

Company was a company that profited heavily from investing in armaments. Might 

there have been something in those defense budgets that may have profited him, 

bonds, stocks, kickbacks? I do not know --but I do know it is not below those in 

government office to profit by selling war materials and services. Just ask Cheney. 

Well, no --- donôt ask Cheney. Heôd probably deny he ever did.  

Returning to my childhood, I had no idea at the age of two from where the 

words ñThe Russians are comingò came. I can remember them chanted wherever I 

went and could recite them as well as any nursery rhyme or Christmas Carol. I 

cannot remember where I picked this up, from the radio, television, hearsay, or a 

dream, but I remember a figure in public office preaching about being prepared to 

fight the Russian Invaders to the death, house to house, here at home because it was 

inevitable that they, the Russians, were coming.  

I remember, as a small child, having dreams about battling the reds right in 

my backyard using my Daisy air rifle. Hence the Red Army and ñThe Russians are 

comingò was certainly on my mind and a heavy burden for a child to carry around. 

If I was an example of the American people, clearly someone scared the hell out of 

me. I however could not vote but my parents could. I wondered what effect all this 

had on my parentsô generation. Since my parents are dead and gone, all I have are 

the results of how much money for defense was appropriated. In terms of military 

spending, the two decades following World War II, the Pentagon spent $100 billion 

dollars, ten times the federal spending for health, education, and welfare combined. 

Six million people worked for businesses linked to the Pentagon and American 

universities became increasing dependent on research devoted to the military 

industrial complex.018  

 

To Scare the Hell out of People takes a Preacher 

 

Stirring up people is one thing but scaring the hell out of them requires a minister 

capable of yielding fire and brimstone! One such minister was Billy Graham:  

 

The Communist revolution that was born in the hearts of Marx and 

Engels in the middle of the nineteenth century is not going to give 

up or retreat. No amount of words at the United Nations or peace 

conferences in the Far East is going to change the mind of 

Communism. It is here to stay. It is a battle to the death - either 
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Communism must die, or Christianity must die, because it is actually 

a battle between Christ and anti-Christ.019  

Billy Graham 1954  

 

Graham was not the only one preaching fire and brimstone against the 

Communist menace either. The airways were abuzz with fundamental rightwing 

preachers, Rex Hubbard, Oral Roberts, Jimmy Swaggart, Billy Hargis, and Carl 

McIntire to name a few which at the time were all spewing anti-Communist 

rhetoric, claiming Communism was Satan inspired. The Bible further establishes 

that in todayôs world Satan is (1) the prince of this world (John 12:31; 14:30; 16:11); 

(2) the god of this age (2 Cor. 4:4); (3) the prince of the power of the air (Eph. 2:2); 

and (4) the prince of a realm of demons (Matthew 9:34; Luke 11:15).  

 

If I accomplish anything in this book, I want to establish the fact that 

the Communist revolution didnôt just happen, that Satan initiated, is 

leading and is responsible for its world success.  

Satan is indeed the prince of the unbelieving, Christ-

denying, amoral, truce-breaking world in which we live. The 

clenched-fist fanatics (Bolsheviks) who are dedicated to bringing 

down the United States in order to build an anti-God, socialistic 

state are followers of the prince of this world.020       

Billy James Hargis  

 

Even the pope, Pius XII, came out in stern opposition to Communism, 

putting into practice a prayer for the conversion of Russia into every Catholic mass 

around the world. In 1948, the pope excommunicated every Communist on earth, 

something the Pope had not done for either the Nazi regime or Hitler himself.021 

Normally, Vietnam is not considered a religious war in the same sense as the 

Crusades but when you figure moves such as these on the part of the church and 

various Evangelical leaders, perhaps the war in Vietnam needs rethought. Given 

that the American military was cast into a war to support a dictatorial Catholic 

minority, I find it hard to think of it as anything other than another religious war. 

While Vietnam lacked major religious denominations fencing off against each other 

as we have seen in Ireland for example, clearly many religious groups and their 

leaders saw Vietnam as a battle between god and the antigod. If that is not religious 

in nature, I have no idea what else to call it. And that does not even consider those 

Buddhist priests who lit themselves on fire or Buddhists who fought on the side of 

the Vietcong believing their mission was to liberate Vietnam from Catholic 

domination.  

And since I have made the point about Christianity favoring fascism over 

communism, it may serve the interest of this writing to mention on August 4, 1934, 

the Baptist World Alliance chose Berlin as their gathering site. While in fairness 

many Baptists from the around the world spoke out against the Nazi regime in 

Germany, many Baptists were captivated by the Nazis. Dr. John W. Bradbury, 

delegate, and Boston pastor, after first expressing reservations about visiting 

Germany found himself ñdelighted with the forced morality of the fascist.ò022 



45 
 

 

Germanyôs policy under Nazi rule would not allow women to smoke or wear red 

lipstick in public delighted Bradbury. Germany also opposed Communism as did 

Baptists the world over. In fact, Bradbury wrote in support of Nazi Germanyôs book 

burnings.  

 

It was a great relief to be in a country where salacious sex literature 

cannot be sold; where putrid motion pictures and gangster films 

cannot be shown. The new Germany has burned great masses of 

corrupting books and magazines along with its bonfires of Jewish 

and communistic libraries  

Watchman-Examiner XXII 37 (September 13, 1934).023  

 

Given Standard Oilôs presence in Germany and the fact that John D. 

Rockefeller donated billions of dollars (adjusted to todayôs money value) to the 

Baptist church, it follows that the Baptists should be hailing Germany, if for nothing 

else, as being a force against Communism which Rockefeller detested. It should 

also be noted that no sooner had Benito Mussolini assumed power in Italy than a 

deal between the Catholic Church and the state of Italy, known as the Lateran Pact 

of 1929, made the Catholic Church the only recognized church in Italy.024 

Christopher Hitchens documents in ñgod is not Greatò that an alliance formed 

between Nazi Germany and the Vatican effectively tied the hands of twenty three 

million German Catholics, many of whom personally opposed the Nazi Regime. 

ñTheir own Holy Father (the pope)ò Hitchens wrote, ñhad in effect told them to 

render everything unto the worst Caesar in human history.ò025  

Hitchens also exposes the Catholic Churchôs support for other fascist 

regimes in Spain, Portugal, Croatia, Hungary, Slovakia, and Austria. In Slovakia, 

the nationôs leader was even a man of holy orders named Father Tiso.026 The 

Churchesô support for fascists even outlived the Third Reich and assisted with the 

transporting Nazi War criminals, such as Klaus Barbie, via the Vaticanôs infamous 

ñrat lineò to safe harbors in fascist leaning nations of South America027 where many 

of these Nazi criminals lived out their final years protected from war crime 

prosecution.  

A recent study entitled ñForced Labor and the Catholic Church: 1939- 

1945" revealed that nearly 6,000 people were enslaved by Church administered 

institutions such as hospitals, orphanages, and monastery farms during the Nazi era. 

Prepared by historian Karl-Joseph Hummel, the report downplays the churches 

responsibility by stating the Church leaders operated under the menacing eye of the 

Nazi regime and subject to hostility if orders from the Nazis were not followed.  I 

guess the Nazis were more powerful than god himself. 

The report further attempts to soften the news by pointing to the 13,000,000 

forced into labor by the Nazi regime during the same years as if putting up a lesser 

number alongside a greater number makes the lesser number a lesser crime. 

Nevertheless, Hummel does state the Church should have condemned the use of 

forced labor but failed to do so.028 Clearly, Christianity and the capitalistic west 

lined up far more behind Hitler than Stalin. And I really do not care how evil and 

cruel Stalin was. Neither Hitler (fascism) nor Stalin (communism) deserved the 
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support of Christianity if Christianity is to attempt to claim that the Church stands 

for brotherly love and considers human rights important.  

 
Side Note:  

 

The date is December 11, 2021.  In recent days I have been reading ñFrom 

Bible Belt to Sunbelt, Plain-Folk, Religion, Grassroots Politics, and the Rise of 

Evangelical Conservatismò by Darrin Dochuk and find it interesting how well 

his book and mine are merging into much the same thought.  From the 1906 

Azosa Street Revival founded by William Seymour came the Pentecostal 

revival that quickly  developed into the Assemblies of God in 1914. From 

southern California came the likes of Billy Graham and his Hollywood Bowl 

Crusade, Bill Bright and his Campus Crusade for Christ, and Demos 

Shakarianôs Full Gospel Businessmenôs Fellowship International.  It turns 

out the main fuel powering the economic machine of Southern California was 

the military  industrial complexôs defense spending which Evangelicals 

heartily welcomed.  These evangelicals spurred on by defense spending 

money argued ñthat a powerful military was necessary to protect and advance 

democracy, and that big business was the engine in Americaôs war on global 

communism.ò (page 187) 

 It is worth mention at this point, you have just read four main factors 

near and dear to the heart of a fascist, a powerful defense, corporate power, 

god, and hatred for communism.  I could also add personal ownership of 

property , sexism, and a distain for labor unions.   

 

The Russians are coming!  

Hell, they are already here  

 

They (communists) have infiltrated every conceivable sphere of 

activity, youth groups; radio, television, and motion pictures 

industries; church, schoolò  

John A Stromery029  

 

Yelled from radios, televisions, and newspaper stands and booklets left in hospitals 

and barber shops across the country was Communists existed under every rock. 

According to Eisenhower, Senator Joseph McCarthy claimed he held a list of 215 

card carrying Communists employed by none other than the U. S. State 

Department.030 Eisenhower never believed there were 215 card carrying 

Communists in the State Department. He was simply responding to what he, 

Eisenhower, viewed as propaganda put out by the McCarthy camp.  

But that propaganda was just the tip of the iceberg. Eisenhower himself 

answered to Communist bosses according the John Birch Societyôs founder, Robert 

Welch.031 George Marshall was a dedicated agent of the Soviet conspiracy.032 

Marshall, Welch claims, wanted the United States fighting against Germany in 

World War II to take pressure off Stalin then facing Germanyôs army.033 In fact, 

any organization whose mission was to make the average Americanôs life a little 

better via federally funded education, labor unions, unemployment compensation, 

social security, FHA, welfare, federal programs such as Soil Bank, were all guided 

by the hand of Communists.  
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Many Christians, ultra-fundamentalist preachers such as Carl McIntire and 

Billy Hargis, climbed on Welchôs bandwagon for reasons which will be spoken 

about later. Any religious group or affiliation found to be liberal in their teachings, 

those that did not believe the Bible should be taken literary or dared speak a Social 

Gospel were quickly condemned. These ultra-fundamentalists attacked the 

National Council of Churches in 1950 as being Marxist and spreading Communist 

propaganda.034 Any idea that appeared to call into question private ownership and 

the profit motive was seen as Communist inspired such as employee-owned 

businesses as Hy-Vee grocery stores. McIntire writes cooperatives destroy private 

enterprise. This communal ownership McIntire claims is communism, pure and 

simple.035 Labor unions were attacked as interfering with private and free enterprise 

by McIntire. McIntire preached that the Wagner Labor Act needed to be revised to 

protect competition and a free economy. Also, according to McIntire, the Sherman 

Anti-Trust Act should have offered protection to corporations against the 

monopolistic actives of labor unions.036  

 

The John Birch Society:  

The Rightôs Blueprint  for Political Takeover 

 

The spearhead of the Radical Right movement is the John Birch 

Society, the large and monolithic organization of self-proclaimed 

patriots operating through some 4,000 semisecret chapters at the 

grass-roots levels in communities from coast to coast and boasting 

some 75,000 to 85,000 members spread throughout every state of 

the union. 037  

 

For the record we are talking the fifties and sixties.  While the John Birch Society 

(JBS) is currently thought of as ancient history it remains a force to be reckoned 

with.  Furthermore, many of the original members are still funding rightwing causes 

such as Coors, the Koch Family, the Bradley Foundation, and the Pew Foundation.   

The John Birch Society (JBS) was founded in 1958 by Robert Welch,038 a 

former board of director member of the National Association of Manufactures 

(NAM) beginning in 1950.039 Welch served three years as NAMôs regional vice 

president and two years as the chairman of NAMôs Educational Advisory 

Committee.040  

Worth mentioning is the fact that numerous high-level members of NAM 

also sat on the original Council of the JBS. Of these were John T. Brown, vice 

president of Falk Corp and former president of the J.I. Case and longtime member 

on the board of directors of NAM; Wm J. Grede, chairman of the board at Grede 

Foundries, former president and chairman of J. I. Case and NAM as well as the 

former president of the National Council of the YMCA; N. Floyd McGowin: former 

president of W. T. Smith Lumber Co. and NAM, former president of the National 

Lumber Manufacturing Association, as well as the regional vice president of NAM; 

Wm B. McMillan, former president of Hussman Refrigerator Co, on the board of 

directors of U.S.Gypsum Co, A.P.Green refractories, Studebaker Corp, Pet 

Incorporated, Mercantile Trust Co, and the American Investment Co. He also 
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served as the regional vice president of NAM and president of the St Louis Boy 

Scouts; and J. Nelson Shepherd, former President of the Midwest-Beach Company 

and board member of NAM.041  

 
Side Note:   

 

At the time of my writing this book, it was obvious to me that the rise of 

Evangelical Fundamentalism was given a huge boost by the formation of the 

John Birch Society.  Since then, Jeff Sharlet has published the book, ñThe 

Family, The Secret Fundamentalism at the Heart of American Powerò which 

does not take away from my premise but does add some interesting facts 

unbeknown to me.  The Family, an evangelical sect of which the books write , 

was founded by an antilabor evangelical named Abraham Vereide (pg 8).   At 

the suggestion of a former military officer, Major Douglass, Vereide set out 

to bring the gospel to the nationôs elite (pg110).  In a short time Vereide was 

surrounded by businessmen whose mission it was ñto take back first the city, 

then the state, and perhaps the nation from the grip of godless organized labor. 

(Pg 111)ò 

In 1942 a group of businessmen and congressmen was invited by 

Vereide to his weekly Prayer breakfast at the Hotel Willard in Washington 

DC.  The speaker that day was Howard Coonley, the then president of the 

National Association of Manufactures (NAM) of which Robert Welch would 

later obtain board member status. (pg 138)    

 

While overtime the JBS became often an object of satire, even excluded 

from the definition of conservative by what began as a faithful allegiance by 

conservatives such William Buckley,042 I mention a few of these original founding 

members as they were not just simply some rednecks, gun touting, brainwashed, 

keg beer fly no minds protesting in the streets. These were powerful, influential 

CEOs of major corporations with considerable means at their disposal and they 

were willing to use it to suit their will. This redneck, hillbilly designation of John 

Birch Members came from propaganda created by once closely associated 

conservatives wishing to distant themselves from the JBS conspiracy rhetoric that 

has recently resurfaced with conspiracy weaving celebrities such as Glen Beck.  

In any event, ñThe Blue Book of the John Birch Societyò has become the 

new rightôs and religious rightôs blue print for a political coup d'®tat. The JBSôs 

mission; to reverse the advances made by liberals, labor unions, cooperatives, 

governmental regulation, socialism, welfare, and anything else that stood in the way 

of laissez-faire capitalism, private enterprise, and property rights. The influence of 

the JBS on later forming conservative groups has been noted and documented by 

Martin Durham also who writes that even after William Buckleyôs and other 

conservativesô condemnation of the JBS, the writings of the JBS have been 

adsorbed by the conservative right and often quoted. One such example is ñNone 

Dare Call It Conspiracyò by Gary Allen that sold over 3,000,000 copies 

influencing numerous conservatives and evangelicals and those who claim to be 

both.043  

Welch understood the power of the pen. The written word was Welchôs 

favorite media form. Welch warned of the use of television and radio as resulting 

in nothing more than ñglancing blowsò in the battle to reestablish Conservatism. 
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Once aired, at a great cost, television and radio ads are gone, Welch wrote, unlike 

a great book that can be passed from hand to hand, read again and again, and lasts 

for years to come.044 As such, Welch instructed his disciples to fill doctorôs offices, 

barber shops, dentist offices, and other waiting rooms where people congregate 

with conservative articles such as the JBSôs ñAmerican Opinionò, ñThe Dan 

Smoot Reportò, and ironically, since like a snake Buckley ended up turning on the 

JBS, William Buckleyôs own ñNational Review.ò This Welch states should be 

ñexpanded as rapidly as it could be done without too much waste.ò045  

Although Welch warned against the cost of radio and television as a 

propaganda medium, he goes on to state that conservative radio programs that 

attract large followings should be supported. The programs Welch mentioned in the 

Blue Book included Dean Manion, Billy James Hargis, Carl McIntire,046 Clarence 

Manion, and Felton Lewis.047 The JBS should help raise money whenever 

necessary to keep these programs on the air and expand their influence, Welch 

suggests, by getting those programs on more stations.048 They, JBS members, 

should seek to get as many commercial sponsorships for those broadcasts as 

possible ñto make the sponsorship a paying proposition so that they (the stations) 

would not ever think of dropping the program.ò049  

Where I feel the JBS made its greatest lasting effect however was in the 

realm of religion and various other conservative think tanks that owe their 

beginnings and success to the money and tactics of former members of the JBS. 

Welch addresses the issue of religion in which he claims that fully one third of the 

Protestant Churches in America (being mainline churches attached to the National 

Council of Churches for example) give little more than lip service to Divine 

teachings, watering down the faith of their fathers. Welch attacks the ñSocial 

Gospelò as an advocacy of the welfare state, socialist politicians, and Liberal 

Theology as replacing faith with ñpragmatic opportunism with hedonistic aims.ò050 

For religion to be an effective tool in stopping the spread of Communism or as 

Welch puts it the ñcore of strength for all that we (the JBS) might to doò051 religion 

must be based on a bedrock of faith.052 Man must believe in the Divine, a creator 

who created man with a ñpredeterminedò purpose.053 Welch stresses that man must 

be instructed not to steal, to honor property rights, to not murder or harm his fellow 

man, to be industriousness, and accept responsibility for his trespasses.054 For all 

this Welch claims, the fundamentalists, whether Protestant, Catholic, or Jew, are 

ñthe moral salt of the earth.ò055 The result:  

 

Between 1960 and 1964, the subscriptions to Hargisôs Christian 

Crusade grew from $58,000 to 98,600 and McIntireôs Christian 

Beacon from $20,000 to $66,500. While the Christian Crusadeôs 

(Billy Hargis) income floated along at $800,000 over this period, 

McIntireôs donations rose $635,000 in 1961 to over $3,000,000 in 

1964. The JBS (John Birch Society) went from $60,000 in 1960 to 

$3,200,000. McIntireôs radio ministry went from one station in 1958 

to 540 in 1964 along with Lifeline (HL Huntôs propaganda machine 

out of Dallas Texas) which was carried in 42 states over 300 

stations.056  
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ñWe are fast coming to a point, Gentlemenò Welch writes ñwhere weôve got to offer 

something that people are willing to die forò057 to which I must ask throughout 

history what greater cause than religion have people been willing to die for?ò Welch 

surely knew that answer.  

The rise of Christian Fundamentalism is also mentioned by Lowell Streiker 

in his ñGospel Time Bombò. Streiker claims that (what he refers to as) Ultra-

fundamentalism rose in the fifties to combat communism. ñIt was fairly easy for 

Bible belt evangelists to regard the godless Marxists as pawns of Satanò Streiker 

writes and to picture ñGod-fearing Christian Americaò as the chosen instrument of 

Godôs purpose. 058 A god-fearing Christian America was exactly what the members 

of the John Birch Society wanted to create and poured millions of dollars into 

fundamentalist collection plates across the nation to help make that a reality.  

Given Welshôs suggestion that fundamental and evangelical sects should 

receive the support of the wealthy members of the JBS, it follows that a dramatic 

increase in fundamentalist and evangelical religious sects beginning in the late 

1950s should be seen if any credit is to be given to the JBS. As a child, I did not 

much care at the time about who was being featured on radio or television. Had I 

then, I may have noticed the inconsistency in religious programming that existed at 

that time or even today for that matter. Nearly every religious program was 

nondenominational, evangelical, or fundamental in nature whereas    the majority 

of people at the time attended mainline denominational churches; Catholic, 

Lutheran, Methodist and liberal Baptist.  

How many people attended the mainline churches however was about to 

change. Lowell D. Streiker points out that following the Scopes Money Trial, the 

type of Christianity that was dominating the media in the fifties, existed in the early 

thirties as little more than radical protest to ideas such as evolution or what was 

known as the ñSocial Gospel.ò By the 1970s, however, one fifth of the American 

population, approximately 30,000,000 people would call themselves evangelical 

Christians.059  

This conversion of the American sector from mainline denominational 

churches to nondenominational evangelism and fundamentalist churches, assuming 

the monies from the JBS and/or those of a close mindset had any effect on the 

overall American religious psyche, would not be complete if the money flowing 

into the mainline churches remained the same. But it did not. And leading the 

charge to cut the funds to mainline churches were again members or money 

recipients of the JBS. I could not find Welch in his Blue Book come right out and 

say to stop funding mainline churches. He left that to his supporters and those the 

JBS supported to surmise.  

Cutting off supply lines can be just as important to winning a war as the 

grunts fighting and no one would know that better than a retired general. In 1965 

Former Major Gen Edwin Walker in a speech to the Hargis Christian Crusade 

Convention in Los Angles urged the audience to stop putting money in church 

collection baskets on Sundays and instead send it to the Christian Crusade.060 David 

Sheehan, a devoted John Bircher, while distributing leaflets in Chicago urged 

people to stop placing money in the offering baskets of churches connected with 
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the Chicago Archdiocese or the Church Federation of Greater Chicago.061 

Furthermore, a book sold in JBS book stores ñA Compilation of Public Records of 

658 Clergymen and Laymen Connected With the National Council of Churchesò 

by Myers G. Lowman allegedly exposed Church groups and clergymen of other 

religions who were mixed up in Communist activities.062 Keep in mind that 

supporting labor unions or government regulations were all seen as Communist 

activities by the right. The message being relayed in short was ñDo not support 

these groups as to do so is to support Communism.ò  

The best example I found of calling for cutting off funds to any Church 

groups deemed as liberal or preaching the ñSocial Gospelò comes from Carl 

McIntireôs sermon: ñCapitalism and the Bible.ò Blasting a Princeton professorôs 

paper called the ñEcumenical Social Ethics beyond Socialism and Capitalism,ò 

McIntire claims groups, in this case the Christian Peace Conference of 

Czechoslovakia (a Communist organization according to McIntire), come over to 

America only to learn Anti-capitalist sentiment from, as McIntire puts it, seminaries 

funded with capital from capitalistôs pockets. McIntire states that some ñDumb, 

blind, foolish capitalistsò are placing their money in collection plates of ecumenical 

bodies that believe capitalism should be a thing of the past. Rather than place money 

in these ecumenical bodiesô collection plates, hold on to this money, McIntire 

states, so the devil doesnôt get it.  

 

one thing is we ought not to use it (money) to support Church bodies 

(the National Council of Churches for example) that are working 

against the system (capitalism) that gave it to us. God Bless.063  

 

With money supplied from the JBS, McIntireôs radio ministry went from one station 

in 1958 to 540 in 1964. That translates into 10 stations for every state in the union 

and wielded a considerable unchallenged influence.  

Exactly how much influence the JBS had on the funds received by mainline 

churches is unknown. I do know this; however, fundamentalist groups such as Jerry 

Falwellôs Thomas Road Church expanded rapidly (key word ï rapidly, suggesting 

a large sum of money had suddenly come their way) during the 1960s.064 This 

includes conservative Christian groups such as the Christian Coalition, the Family 

Research Council, and Focus on the Family. Fundamental and Evangelical religious 

broadcasts dominated radio and television all through the 60s, 70s, and 80s and for 

that matter, still does. At the same time, mainline Protestant churches felt the 

pressure from declining financial support and had to scale back their operations 

from their national Washington offices.065  

Religion after the formation of the JBS was clearly in transformation. A 

2008 survey examining religious affiliations conducted by the Pew Foundation, 

assuming surveys by the Pew Foundation can be believed, bares out this 

transformation. The largest changes over the years according to the Pew Foundation 

have occurred in those people who claim no religious affiliation. This by no means, 

indicates Pew, points out that Americans are putting aside religion as important to 

their lives. While 16.1% of the people identify themselves as not affiliated with any 

religious sect, 5.8% of those claim religion is somewhat to very important in their 
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lives.066 The other big winner is nondenominational Protestants whose numbers 

have tripled over the years. The largest losers just happen to be the mainline 

denominational churches, Lutherans, Methodists. The greatest loser was the 

Catholic Church.067  

 
Side Note: 

 

The members of what has become known as the Family attempt to avoid not 

only titles such as religion denominations but even the label ñChristian.ò (pg 

19) Religion, the current president of the Family, Doug Coe, states distracts 

people from Jesus. (pg 29) ñWe gotta take Jesus out of the religious 

wrappingò Coe states. (pg 30)   This means that simply because someone does 

not identify himself with any religious sect, or even as a Christian, makes that 

person a skeptic, an agnostic, or atheist.  Indeed, that person may belong to 

one of the most dangerous religious movements in America today.  

Referenced from ñThe Familyò by Jeff Scarlett 

 

You might ask why a foundation based largely on oil and shipping revenue 

might be interested in what the religious trends of the day are. It turns out, J. 

Howard Pew, a Bircher himself and member of NAM, was a bit ahead of the JBS 

in supporting Rightwing Christianity. In 1950, after failing in an attempting to 

move the National Council of Churches to the right, Pew with a grant of $50,000 

created the Christian Freedom Foundation (CFF) which during the 60ôs and 70ôs 

was further supported with Pewôs money to the tune of 2.3 million dollars. Pewôs 

goal was to elect Christian conservatives to Congress in the hopes of making 

America a Christian Republic. By the 1960ôs the CFF was mailing its magazine, 

Christian Economics, at no charge to clergy across the United States.068  

I see no reason to challenge the Pew Foundation results as their findings in 

fact support my theory. I believe America is indeed turning right both politically 

and religiously. I do have considerable reason to be skeptical of any article 

published by the Pew Foundation as J. Howard Pew served on the editorial advisory 

committee of ñAmerican Opinion,ò the official magazine of John Birch Society.069 

That should send up a red flag to anyone seeking reliable information given the 

wild conspiracy tales known to have been spun by the JBS. Am I saying information 

put out by the John Birch Society is not reliable? Let me answer by saying their 

version of history and recorded history can often be found to be at odds. As such, 

any article published by the Pew Foundation, given the preceding, should be subject 

to scrutiny.  

So why might the Pew Foundation wish to fabricate this information? The 

most obvious answer is image. Youôve heard the cliché that ñIn America, the 

majority rules.ò That cliché, as we shall see, is one of the delusions most Americans 

mournfully accept as true. A politician may get to office carrying most of the vote 

but that does not mean that politician will honor the majoritiesô wishes. None the 

less, the perception that any given political vision represents the majorityôs is 

important enough that a group which represents only a small minority might choose 

to add to its image by calling itself something like ñThe Moral Majority.ò  

To give the appearance of being larger than one is an old frequently utilized 

propaganda technique. Grizzly bears are known to place scratches as high on a tree 
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trunk as he can possibly reach to announce to other bears ñI am this big. If you are 

not this big, stay out of my area.ò The spots on some butterflyôs wings appear to a 

predator as eyes which makes the butterfly seem to be much larger and threatening 

than it is. The appearance of size is important --- all the way down to the level of 

insects. Why should people see size differently?  

The second and most obvious reason is money. After pouring millions, as 

already mentioned and as we shall see later, into the Religious Right, members of 

the John Birch Society (Pew) might want to know if their investment (not donation 

as a donor expects no return on his money) paid off.  If it can be shown that money 

can lead religion off in some political direction that serves the investorôs (those who 

expect a return) interest is something New Philanthropists might wish to know. ñA 

return?ò you might ask. ñWhat kind of return would those investors be looking 

for?ò Iôll get to that later in my section on how Christianity supports fascism.  

While about the JBS, Iôd like to add a few surprising names to the alleged 

list of the JBS membership. One is Tim LaHaye. Tim was cofounder of the Council 

for National Policy and a member of the Moral Majority Board of Directors.070 In 

fact, LaHaye was listed in the February 7, 2005 issue of Time Magazine as one of 

the 25 most influential evangelicals in America.071 His greatest contribution to the 

Evangelical cause was his ñLeft Behind: A Novel of the Earth's Last Dayò which 

had eleven sequels, a series that sold more than 42 million copies not counting the 

spin-offs like kids' books, CDs, and greeting cards.072 Jerry Falwell claimed that 

LaHayeôs ñLeft Behindò sequel had a greater impact on Christianity in modern 

times than any other book outside the Bible.073 LaHaye places the membership of 

the JBS squarely within the evangelical camp of Christian soldiers; and not just on 

their sidelines either --- but as one of its top generals.  

R. John Rushdoony is another former member of the JBS.074 Rushdoony is 

the author of many books and writings and considered the point man in the 

Reconstructionist movement. Reconstructionists believe that Old Testament Law, 

Mosaic Law, should be carried out to the letter. Homosexuality, for example, 

should be a capital crime as should being a rebellious son. To make matter worse, 

according to Reconstructionists, Jesus will return only after Old Testament Law has 

been enforced on earth for some time.075  

Rushdoony has been credited with being the father of home schooling076 

with the intended purpose of furthering his return to Biblical Law philosophy. To 

achieve that goal, Rushdoony believed a school system outside of government 

control was required. No government, no regulation. Home Schools would not have 

to follow mandates set up by the courts or government. For example, Creation could 

be taught without church state issues being brought against them. Home schools, 

unlike Public Schools, are privately owned and privately owned schools as well as 

religious based schools do not have to conform too many of laws that apply to 

public schools.  

For Rushdoony home schooling was seen as a run around the end. If the 

idea was to return the government to Mosaic Law, given the ferocity of those laws, 

the fear of god would have to weigh heavily on a personôs mind. If god did not 

create people, rather people evolved, people might begin to question what else 

about the Bible should fall into question? Mosaic Law would likely be one of the 
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first items on that list --- and in fact, the ruling is already in. People rejected Mosaic 

Law centuries ago and to return to them now would be like backing off a cliff.  

R. J. Rushdoony also founded the Chalcedon Institute which was largely 

funded by Howard Ahmanson Jr, heir to the Home Savings and Loan fortune.077 

Ahmanson, like LaHaye, was listed in Time Magazine as one of the 25 most 

influential evangelicals in America.078 It needs mentioned that at this time any 

direct affiliation with the JBS by Ahmanson is unknown. Worth mentioning 

however, the membership of JBS was to remain by design clandestine. Even if 

Ahmanson was not a JBS member, he walked beside and supported those who were.  

I could go on and on exposing the tentacles of the JBSôs hydra but Iôm going 

to leave that up to interested readers. My point, which I hope I clearly made, is 

without the members of the JBS much of the conservative movement we are 

experiencing today would not exist. Martin Durham has said it better than I could 

have wished to,  

 

The John Birch Society is the most important example of the radical 

right, and the influence of some of its ideas is a good measure of the 

extent to which the Christian Right, in particular, can be said to 

have adopted a radical right frame workééIndeed, the situation is 

complicated still further by the partial rehabilitation of the Society 

after the events of the 1960s, in which it both forged links with the 

New Right and, though a right-wing coordinating group, the 

Council for National Policy, can be found alongside Christian 

rightists and other prominent conservatives.079  

 

I should mention, quotes such as Martin Durhamôs above, did not influence my 

thinking on the John Birch Society. I had formed my opinions about the John Birch 

Society well back in the eighties, long before Durhamôs book, published in 2000, 

was ever in print. It is somewhat comforting however to realize that I am not alone 

in my thoughts.  

The Tainted Color of Communism:  

Not Red, instead more like Pink 

 

Communism, as it was portrayed, was gobbling up the nations of the world, one by 

one, all orchestrated, as the public was led to believe, by a cunning fiendish, 

demonist Kremlin intent on world domination. Propaganda had it that a Communist 

pandemic orchestrated by the Kremlin was set loose to infect and enslave the free 

world.  

 

From Stettin in the Baltic to Trieste in the Adriatic an iron curtain 

has descended across the Continent. Behind that line lie all the 

capitals of the ancient states of Central and Eastern Europe. 

Warsaw, Berlin, Prague, Vienna, Budapest, Belgrade, Bucharest 

and Sofia; all these famous cities and the populations around them 

lie in what I must call the Soviet sphere, and all are subject, in one 
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form or another, not only to Soviet influence but to a very high and 

in some cases increasing measure of control from Moscow. 080  

Winston Churchill, March 5, 1946  

 

In Asia, the Communists were gobbling up one country after another. As a 

result of Japanôs surrender in August of 1945, Korea was divided along the 38th 

parallel into two occupation zones: one controlled by the United States and the other 

by the USSR. This division was meant to be only temporary until the USA, UK, 

USSR, and China could derive a workable trusteeship.081 This trusteeship was 

presumably further frustrated when in 1949 China fell to the Communists. Perhaps 

egged on by the success of the Communists in China, North Korea launched a 

massive invasion of South Korea on June 25, 1950, forcing the first collective 

action of the United Nations Command (UNC). War ensued; the south defended 

mainly by the US against the Chinese ñPeopleôs Volunteers.ò In 1953 an armistice 

agreement was reached between the military commanders of the North Korean 

People's Army, the Chinese People's Volunteers, and the UNC. Neither the USA 

nor South Korea were participants in the final armistice. A peace agreement has 

never replaced the 1953 armistice.082  

In Southeast Asia, Thailand, Cambodia, Laos, and Vietnam were all 

portrayed as being on the Communistôs chopping block. In the spotlight was French 

Indochina, particularly Vietnam. The Communists under Ho Chi Minh had 

captured the city of Hanoi as early as September 1945.083 The Potsdam Confer-ence 

however listed Nationalist China, not Communist China, as North Vietnamôs 

liberator from the Japanese and as many as 200,000 looting, ravenous, and diseased 

Chinese poured into Hanoi that same month. Ho, sidestepping a conflict with China, 

attempted to placate the Chinese by dissolving his Communist party to appease Lu 

Han, Chinaôs commanding general. The general in turn would allow a coalition 

government of Viet Nam Quoi Dan Dang (VNQDD), a militantly anti-French 

Vietnamese group created by Chiang Kai-shekôs Chinese Nationalists, and 

Vietminh members.084 Chiang Kai-shek however had other plans. He was prepared 

to allow the return of the French if the French were willing to give up their old 

concessions in Shanghai and other Chinese ports. In February of 1946 the deal was 

finalized085 and by March, 25,000 French troops were allowed to return.086  

The return of the French pleased everyone but the radical Vietminh. Even 

Ho preferred the French to the Chinese. Countering charges by his critics that he 

was siding with the enemy, Ho made the statement that he believed the returned of 

the French was better than a Chinese occupation. The French, in Hoôs view, were 

weak and their days in Asia numbered. If allowed to remain, Ho felt the Chinese 

would be in Vietnam forever. ñAs for meò Ho stated, ñI prefer to sniff French shit 

for five years than eat Chinese shit for the rest of my life.ò087  

But in the years to come skirmishes broke out between the French and 

Vietminh resulting in all-out war and the loss of 90,000 French troops, killed, 

wounded, or missing in action by 1952.088 Eisenhower and Secretary of State Dulles 

saw the French as vital to containing the Communist expansion throughout 

Indochina and by 1954 threw $2.5 billion dollars toward the French military.089 All 

that monetary support would prove to be for no avail. On May 7th, 1954, the French 
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garrison at Dienbienphu fell.090 Shortly thereafter North Vietnam fell to the 

Communists.  

I, of course, knew nothing of the recent history of Vietnam, the country that 

in the years to come would challenge all I had been taught and felt confident 

believing. Vietnam, in the fifties was to me nothing but a passing word thrown out 

from the evening news or radio. Assuming I even knew how to spell the word 

ñVietnamò to point it out on a map would have been impossible. In fact, I thought, 

or thought I knew, that spot on the map was French Indochina. At any rate, even 

after arriving in Vietnam, given the propaganda I was exposed to, I believed North 

Vietnam was largely merely a puppet of Communist China. To say the least, when 

I came to Vietnam, I was very naive. The fact is Ho Chi Minh, a Vietnamese 

Communist, was battling the status quo in Vietnam years before China went 

Communistic. Besides, Ho did not like taste of Chinese shit --- Nationalistic or 

Communistic.  

Cuba, however, was different. Cuba was in terms of the world almost home 

and fell to communism under Castro in 1959. Cuba represented the first truly 

Communist government in the Western Hemisphere and in the minds of those 

around me, offered the Communists a steppingstone to Central American countries 

such as Guatemala and Honduras. Mexico was portrayed via propaganda as a fuse 

to the US with the match to light it in the hands of the Kremlin.  

I really had no idea exactly what any of this meant. As previously stated, I 

did not have the slightest idea what communism was. The word ñcommunismò 

meant nothing to me other than it was something no one, I knew, wanted. Why? --

- I wasnôt sure. It had to do with basic human freedoms, or so I thought, the right 

of free speech, press, religion, to assembly, to protest, all of which we, the so-called 

free world, were told weôd lose should the Communists win. But that is all I knew. 

I would not have been able to describe the basic political theories of communism, 

nor did I know anyone who could, other than perhaps my history teacher, if he even 

could. It mattered little what he knew.  If he could describe Communism, he wasnôt 

sharing his knowledge with any of his students.  

Of course, I thought I knew that all these alleged advances on the part of the 

Communists were instigated and directed by the Kremlin as some Russian plot to 

seize control of the world. This ñCommunist Conspiracy Theoryò was shoved at me 

like some spoon-fed toddler. I gobbled it up. As it turned out what I was largely 

ingesting was nothing but empty intellectual calories. Ho Chi Minhôs regime was 

neither indorsed by the Soviet Union nor did the Soviet Union so much as send an 

observer to aid Hoôs early regime.091 Dean Acheson, the developer of the so called 

ñDomino Theoryò naively saw Ho Chi Minh as a pawn of Russia and China. In-

fact, Ho, like the Marshal Tito of Yugoslavia, was far more concerned about 

Vietnamôs Independence from France and China than what he could contribute to 

global communism.092  

As to the supposed American view that Ho Chi Minh was the USSRôs 

Southeast Asian puppet, the Soviets proposed that both North and South Vietnam 

should be recognized as independent states. Both states, the USSR suggested, 

should be given representation at the United Nations. It was the good old USA that 

rebuffed the Sovietôs suggestion. The United States, looking more to preserve and 
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spread capitalism worldwide, was unwilling to recognize a Communist nation in 

Southeast Asia. As Stanley Karnow put it, this rebuff from the USA turned out to 

be a ñGrievous Mistake!ò093  

As for Cuba, the Soviets, in 1959, had no idea how Castroôs Cuba related to 

them. According to Sergei Nikitich Khrushchev (assuming he can be believed), son 

of the Soviet Premier Nikita Khrushchev, ñNeither the Communist Party Central 

Committeeôs International Department, KGB intelligence, nor military intelligence 

had any idea who Castro was or what he was fighting for.ò094 When Nikita asked 

Cubaôs Communists who Castro was, the Communist Party of Cuba reported that 

Castro was ña representative of the haute bourgeoisie and working for the CIA.ò095 

Furthermore, the Soviet embassy in Cuba had been closed since 1952.096  

Contrary to what was being preached by our political leaders about the 

Communistôs desire for world domination, the Kremlin did not have some master 

plan to enslave the world nor was it the instigator in the numerous Communistic 

uprising around the globe. According to Edward R. Stettinius (AKA Melvyn P 

Leffler) Professor of American History at the University of Virginia, the Soviet 

Leaders after World War II were not concerned with worldwide revolution, rather 

they were concerned with protecting their own country and preserving their rule. 

The Soviets had no preconceived master plan of worldwide revolution nor did they 

have any plans on making Eastern Europe, China, or Korea Communist nations. 

While it may be true Soviet clients, pursuing their own interests, did drag the 

Kremlin into several involvements, these over all were involvements the Kremlin 

did not want.097  
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CHAPTER THREE  
The Military Prior to Vietnam  

 

My Military Experience Begins 

 

To keep myself as honest as possible when discussing my military service I shall 

offer my letters home, support via Marine Corps records, and chronological events 

as recorded in history while I was in Vietnam. I shall begin with my letters. Reading 

over my letters, the first thing that comes to my mind is how juvenile they are. If 

even I can get by my own spelling, about all I really seem concerned with is old 

friends (high school buddies), music, and cars, all childhood things. But then, I, like 

most veterans, was barely a man, a mucus covered butterfly emerging from its 

chrysalis, about to take flight ï soon - but not yet. My wings were still wet and my 

exterior still elastic, yet enough of a man that I wanted everyone to see what a man 

I was. Hence, I had wings to unfold before all would know I was a butterfly, come 

of age. Remorsefully, for too many young men, those wings are supplied by the 

military. You enter boot camp in civilian clothing, a grub ï commonly referred to 

by a drill instructor as a maggot, go through a pupil phase (boot camp itself), then 

--- Wahoo! You emerge fully attired, in your entire splendor, in your neatly pressed 

full dress uniform, an adult butterfly ready to take flight.  

Well --- anyway, that is what young men are led to believe. But under that 

exterior, if you really look into the eyes of those in their later teens or early twenties, 

there is still this child, indestructible, naive, agile; yearning for childhood rewards; 

recognition, praise, love, belonging, adventure, all of which are skillfully 

manipulated by the powers that be (in this case the military) to serve their ends. 

Being elastic and fashioning themselves as indestructible is perhaps why nations of 

the world choose mostly boys when they require their soldiers to die like men.  

My first real awakening that military service may be in my immediate future 

came in the summer of 1964. By law I was required to sign up with the selective 

service board which meant that soon I might be drafted. ñDrafted!ò The word rang 

out like ñIncarcerated.ò It wasnôt the military that I objected to. It was the idea that 

I would be forced into a branch of service not of my choosing that bothered me. A 

couple of my older friends felt the same and joined the National Guard to avoid the 

draft. Somehow however the National Guard did not fulfill my idea of service to 

my country as the National Guard was seen in the 60s as a way around military 

service. So, to avoid the draft I joined the Navy. I could after all ï choose the Navy. 

It never occurred to me that in either event I was being forced into military service 

regardless of which branch of the military I chose. Given what I know today and 

the chance to do it all over again, I suspect the outcome would be quite different.  

My first letter home begins with my April 3rd, 1966, letter from Milwaukee 

written prior to my joining the Navy. A few important items may be pulled from 

this letter. One has already been mentioned, I did not want to be drafted. The 

infantry did not sound interesting to me for a couple reasons: Call me chicken but 

assaulting machine gun nests did not sound like something I wished to do. I was 

interested in higher learning even at this point in my life. One of my main reasons 

for joining the service was the GI Bill. My parents surely did not have the means to 
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put me through college and I accepted that if I was going to make college, I would 

have to do it on my own. I saw the GI Bill as my only alternative. I already knew 

how to shoot a gun. I wanted to experience and learn more than just cleaning 

weapons and pulling a trigger. The Navy promised me all kinds of career training 

opportunities basically free. If I could learn a trade, I reasoned, that could also help 

me through college. College was to become my lifeôs motivating force. I would 

never take my eyes off college from this point on in spite the all the pain and 

challenges college would inflict on me after the war.  

Another issue exposed in this letter is the hernia I developed, no doubt, 

working on that farm outside Buffalo. Not only was my employer an exploiter of 

child labor, but he was also a slave driver. Although he had bail elevators to lift 

bails into his haylofts, he thought the elevators were too slow and too much bother 

to set up. He wanted us to throw the bails up into the loft using pitchforks to save 

time. It was in the process of lifting these eighty-pound bales at the end of  

 

pitchforks that I first developed a dull pain in my right groin area later diagnosed 

as a hernia. I feared being rejected, like Dad, during my military physical but they 

took me. By the time I left boot camp, this hernia grew to the size of a softball and 

would speak strongly about my determination for staying in the Navy. I could have 

gone home at any time with a medical discharge had I wished to avoid my military 

obligation. To do that however meant no GI Bill.  

  
BOOTCAMP  

Race in my Face: A Black Superior   

 

May 2, 1966 is my first letter home from the Navy, and already I am making 

reference to that hernia. What else might be picked up in this letter and the letters 


