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Dedication
TO MY BELOVED CHILDREN, SCOTT AND MARY

LIFE HAS dealt you a tough hand — especially you, Mary. Injustice has always been 
part of the human condition, but why did you have to be the victims of such a cruel 
injustice — the accident of coming into this world three months before Nature in-
tended?

There are no answers, and there is no turning back the clock. There is only my 
wish that other parents will look into your innocent faces, and into mine, and trust 
me when I say that I wrote this book so that they can experience the fullest flowering 
of the sacred love between parent and child.

You and I have been denied that, and so have millions of mothers and fathers and 
children whose names and faces will never be known to the world. Children who 
went to their graves before they could talk, or are serving a life sentence of profound 
disability; parents for whom life has become a heartache that never ends, who every 
day suffer the thought, “If only I had known the truth about vaccines.”

This book is for them too.
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AND TO THE MORE THAN 58,000 YOUNG AMERICAN 
MEN WHO FELL IN VIETNAM

TO LIVE in a nation run by gangsters who supervise a global empire means to live with 
wars — “perpetual wars for perpetual peace,” in the words of one astute historian. The 
Vietnam War was the war of my youth, and had I been born three years earlier, I likely 
would have been drafted and sent to fight in that pointless and obscene conflict — if I 
would’ve had the courage to go. Today, in a nation with no awareness of its own history, 
the Vietnam War is just two words naming some obscure event. Most Americans living 
today never knew it and never learned anything about it, or else have forgotten it. 

I have not forgotten. I have not forgotten that many young men, my countrymen, 
went there to fight, and many more did not. I have not forgotten the treachery of the 
government that sent them to war in Vietnam, and all the phony patriotism that went 
with it, which I fell for at the time. I now know better. I now know that those men 
did not die to defend our freedom, nor to stop the spread of communism, nor for any 
other flag-waving hallucination. They died for absolutely nothing. No, worse than that. 
They died so that more and more people all over the world would rightly curse and hate 
America. 

Some of us have not forgotten nor will we ever forget your sacrifice. Whether you 
volunteered for combat with head held high, or dreaded receiving your draft notice, 
whether you died heroically or trembling with fear, the important thing is this: you went. 
You didn’t get a student deferment, or cook up a medical exemption, or join the National 
Guard, or flee to Canada: you went. And you went knowing that you were leaving safety 
behind and walking into extreme danger, because you believed it was the right thing to 
do. 

In going to fight in Vietnam, each and every one of you set an example of courage for 
the rest of us. Fifty years later, I feel it is my duty to follow your example. Your courage 
inspired me to write and publish this book, and spread its message, come what may.
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Government is not reason; it is not eloquence; it is force! Like fire, it is a dangerous servant 
and a fearful master.    — George Washington

The trade of governing has always been a monopoly of the most ignorant and the most vicious 
of mankind.     — Thomas Paine

The most dangerous man to any government is the man who is able to think things out for 
himself... without regard to the prevailing superstitions and taboos. Almost invariably he 
comes to the conclusion that the government he lives under is dishonest, insane and intolera-
ble.      — H.L. Mencken

There are people whom it is necessary to detest without compromise. There are people who 
must be dealt with as enemies of the human race. There are people who have no human 
heart, and who must be crushed like savage beasts and cleared out of the way.
      — Charles Dickens

We are so constituted that we believe the most incredible things, and once they are engraved 
upon the memory, woe to him who endeavors to erase them.
      — Johann Wolfgang von Goethe

When a well-packaged web of lies has been sold gradually to the masses over generations, the 
truth will seem utterly preposterous and its speaker a raving lunatic.
      — Dresden James

You will observe with concern how long a useful truth may be known, and exist, before it is 
generally received and practiced on.  — Benjamin Franklin

Life is short and truth works far and lives long; let us speak truth.
      — Arthur Schopenhauer

In times of universal deceit, telling the truth is a revolutionary act.
      — George Orwell

Let us dare to read, think, speak and write. — John Adams

Be ashamed to die until you have won some victory for mankind.
      — Horace Mann

There is one thing stronger than all the armies in the world, and that is an idea whose time 
has come.     — Victor Hugo
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AFTER MORE than ten years of researching, writing, updating and revising, I said “enough 
is enough” and in late 2019 submitted this manuscript for final layout work, hoping to publish 
it shortly thereafter as a regular book for sale, and letting people read it for free on a website I 
planned to create. Circumstances beyond my control delayed both the printing and the website 
construction for more than a year and a half. But except for a shifting of text and the addition of 
one paragraph in March 2020 to the last chapter (headed “Ramblings, Reflections and Conclu-
sions”), and a few grammatical revisions, this book is unchanged since October 31, 2019. This 
was two months before the first reports of a novel corona virus leaked out of Wuhan, China. 
Since then, the subject about which I wrote has been shoved aside by the biggest disinformation 
campaign in world history — the corona virus pandemic, or plandemic, as others have rightly 
called it. How I failed to grasp the magnitude of this event, in its early stage at least, can be in-
ferred from reading the paragraph referred to above (which begins “Speaking of uncontrollable 
forces...”). But soon enough, I realized we were seeing the convulsions of a world gone mad. To 
my knowledge, only one world leader, Alexander Lukashenko, the president of Belarus, had the 
courage and intelligence to call the spectacle what it was — an “international psychosis.” 

Notwithstanding the media-generated hysteria over this unremarkable virus, if it even exists 
(which I doubt), the subject of this book looms larger than ever. Even when the first fake news 
reports about Covid-19 appeared, people should have been a hundred times more concerned 
about the danger of vaccines, especially those forced on our children. And now, several months 
into an intensive campaign to inoculate the great majority of Americans, along with the rest of 
the world, they should be a thousand times more concerned.

There’s not much to be happy about these days, but I’m glad that the publication of this book 
was put on hold. I can now say that every important point I made, and the title itself, has been 
validated to the utmost. I believe we’re going through one of History’s great tribulations.  Obvi-
ously, I saw the necessity to write an afterword as one last update.

John Massaro
July 17, 2021

A note to the reader
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ON November 18, 1978, a weird and tragic event, 
unprecedented in history, occurred at a place 
called Jonestown in the remote jungle of Guyana, 
a small country in South America. Jonestown was 
the site of the People’s Temple, a cult that com-
bined elements of conventional religion with a 
heavy dose of Soviet communism. It was founded 
and ruled by a creature named Jim Jones, who was 
called “Dad” or “Father” by his followers, a mul-
tiracial fellowship of losers, misfits and dreamers 
who apparently believed they could create the 
world’s first socialist paradise. 

Originally based in Indiana, in 1965 Jones 
moved his operation to California where he could 
more easily attract the kind of people he was look-
ing for. In the early 1970s a flurry of newspaper arti-
cles critical of the People’s Temple, based in part on 
shocking stories told by defectors, was published 
in the San Francisco area. Fearing further investi-
gation and a police crackdown, Jones decided to 
leave for the safety and seclusion of distant Guyana. 
Nearly one thousand of his followers, many with 
children, went with him. However, allegations of 

Are American parents drinking the Kool-Aid?
emotional torment and physical abuse continued 
to leak out and reached the U.S., prompting Cali-
fornia congressman Leo Ryan to pay a fact-finding 
visit to Jonestown, along with eighteen reporters, 
photographers and concerned relatives. 

The group was not welcome, but after initial 
tensions subsided, some were allowed to tour 
Jonestown, a settlement of agricultural plots and 
simple dwellings. There was no clear evidence of 
serious problems, but there were hints that things 
were not right and that some people wanted to 
leave but were forced to stay against their will. 
While Ryan spoke to Jones he was attacked by a 
knife-wielding Temple member, who was quickly 
subdued. Danger was in the air as the group re-
turned to the airstrip six miles from Jonestown 
where they had arrived in their small chartered air-
plane, and were now preparing to leave. They were 
unaware that they had been followed by several of 
Jones’s armed bodyguards. Reaching the airstrip, 
where the delegation and a few defectors were 
waiting to board, the thugs  jumped out of their 
vehicle and opened fire on them. Congressman 
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Ryan was killed in a hail of bullets; twelve others 
lay dead or wounded on the tarmac.

 When word of the shooting reached the Tem-
ple compound, Jones, who had ordered it, knew 
he was finished. Over towering loudspeakers he 
told all his followers to assemble in order to com-
mit “revolutionary suicide.” Buckets filled with a 
powdered soft drink similar to the popular su-
permarket brand Kool-Aid, and spiked with sed-
atives and deadly potassium cyanide, were pre-
pared. A great majority of People’s Temple mem-
bers obediently lined up, plastic cups in hand, 
awaiting their turn to drink the poison punch 
and give it to their children who, of course, had 
no idea what was going on. 

Prior to that fateful day, to test the loyalty of his 
followers, Jones had held several identical drills 
during which they were ordered to drink a bever-
age he told them would kill them, even though he 
knew it was harmless. Few objected. So this time, 
after Jones announced that to continue to live 
would be unbearable, and they were about to pass 
into a better existence, they again followed his in-
structions. Forty or fifty, about five percent, had al-
ready become disillusioned with life at Jonestown, 
or sensed that something  horrific was about to 
happen, and tried to slip away into the surround-
ing jungle. Most were shot or held down and forc-
ibly given a lethal injection. Some did escape and 
lived to tell their stories. 

Shortly after Jones issued his final order, 912 

people, including nearly three hundred children, 
lay dead on the ground. This grisly episode gave 
rise to the black humor expression “drinking the 
Kool-Aid,” which means never to question estab-
lished authority, to submit to peer pressure and go 
along with the crowd even if what they’re doing is 
totally insane. 

Some consider what happened at Jonestown 
a mass suicide, while others call it mass murder. 
Either way, eerie parallels with mass vaccination 
exist, if on a much less apocalyptic scale. Vaccines, 
while rarely killing within minutes, and in most 
cases not killing at all, nevertheless contain tox-
ic substances and are potentially dangerous for 
an indefinite period. Yet, most parents, out of a 
combination of fear, ignorance and social pres-
sure, yield to authority and allow their children to 
receive scores of them. (Millions, in fact, get the 
Kool-Aid injected into their own veins when they 
get their annual flu shot.) They figure it’s the right 
thing to do, simply because everyone else is do-
ing it. And like the pathetic disciples of Jim Jones, 
their minds are so weak, they are so incapable of 
thinking for themselves, that they must allow oth-
ers — the medical “experts” in both government 
and private practice — to make life and death de-
cisions for their children. There are a few, like the 
disaffected five percent at Jonestown, who resist, 
but the other ninety-five percent feel  much  saf-
er obeying authority and following the crowd. 

Is America one big, slow-motion Jonestown?

Or are they more like the people of 
Cambodia in the late 1970s?

COMMUNISM has many definitions, but the 
common denominator is that it is the most mur-
derous political system ever conceived. Through-
out the twentieth century it erupted in all parts of 
the world in various forms and degrees, all of them 
destructive to human life and aspirations. But no-
where was communism more genocidal, on a per 
capita basis, than in Cambodia, a small country in 
southeast Asia, where a political party backed by a 
peasant army known as the Khmer Rouge, and led 
by a strange man known to the world as Pol Pot, 
seized power. Pol Pot was driven by a dream to res-
urrect the ancient glories of the Angkor kingdom 
— Khmer and Angkor being names evocative of 
Cambodia’s history — by obliterating all modern 
influences, including cities. Returning the coun-

try to its rural origins was his highest priority. He 
called his organization Angkar. 

Riding to power on the convulsions of war, 
particularly the intensive American air bombing 
of neutral Cambodia in the region near the Viet-
namese border which helped to swell their ranks, 
the victorious Khmer Rouge army marched into 
the capital Phnom Penh on April 17, 1975 and im-
mediately began to evacuate the city. Shots were 
fired as a warning to the people to leave their 
homes and gather in the streets, where they were 
told that the Americans were about to bomb the 
capital and they would be allowed to return home 
in three days — both lies. Instead, they were forced 
to march for several days into the countryside, and 
within a week Phnom Penh, a city of two million, 
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became a ghost town. Smaller cities were emptied 
in the same manner. Naturally, the people of Cam-
bodia were terrified by this sudden, radical turn of 
events but they offered no resistance. 

Pol Pot renamed the country Kampuchea and 
set the calendar back to zero. As the mass exodus 
got underway, people began to suffer, the old and 
infirm falling by the wayside, soon to be joined by 
those dying of hunger and thirst. Many more were 
executed for the most trivial reasons. Families be-
came separated, husbands and wives, parents and 
children never to see each other again. Reaching 
their destinations, the people were put to work on 
grandiose agricultural schemes. Absurd quotas of 
rice production, impossible to meet, were estab-
lished. No complaints or protests were tolerated, 
and all displays of emotion — affection, argu-
ments, crying — were banned. The most timid, 
fearful questions put to the Khmer Rouge cadres 
— many of them young teens whose minds had 
been twisted by heavy indoctrination — would 
elicit a robotic reply like “The Angkar will take care 
of you.” The slightest deviation from prescribed 
rules — like giving half a banana to someone seri-
ously ill — would provoke a furious outburst from 
a guard denouncing the guilty one for questioning 
the wisdom of the Angkar; to avoid execution, the 
transgressor would cravenly admit his guilt and 
pledge to reform his behavior. 

People were reduced to the lowest level of exis-
tence and died like flies of disease, malnourishment 
and exhaustion. Anyone considered a burden or a 
troublemaker was summarily executed, usually by 
a blow to the head with a farming tool. Sealed off 
from the outside world, Cambodia sank deeper and 
deeper into the  realm of the unreal. In the words 
of one survivor named Pin Yathay, “There were no 
prisons, no courts, no universities, no schools, no 
money, no jobs, no books, no sports, no pastimes.... 
There was no  spare moment in the 24-hour day. 
Daily life was divided up as follows: twelve hours 
for physical labor, two hours for eating, three hours 
for rest and education, and seven hours for sleep. 
We all lived in an enormous concentration camp.” 

The nightmare  ended with the  overthrow of 
the regime by the invading Vietnamese army in 
January 1979. In less than four years, the Khmer 
Rouge had killed off an estimated two million 
people, one-fourth of the Cambodian population. 
Since then, the country has come back to life, but 
in many ways is still struggling to recover. Shrines 
filled with the skulls and bones of victims are scat-
tered throughout the country, in stark testimony 
to what took place here not long ago.

 v  

Nature differentiates on its own terms, not 
man’s. Nature may not differentiate at all be-
tween the short-lived Khmer Rouge terror and 
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the quiet, gradual deterioration of health  for 
many spelled out in America’s childhood vac-
cination schedule. Both are extreme examples 
of delusion and fanaticism run amok. What if 
the multitude of shots routinely given to most 
children and  adolescents in this country — by 
age eighteen most will have received between 
fifty and sixty doses — results in an epidemic 
of infertility, in addition to so many physical 

and psychological problems as to prevent twen-
ty-five percent of them from having children 
of their own upon reaching maturity? Twenty 
years from now, if the number of healthy chil-
dren who should have been born to the “shot to 
death” generation is thus reduced by twenty-five 
percent, what will the difference be compared to 
what happened in Cambodia in the 1970s? 

Nature’s answer: Nothing.

Introduction
I have no doubt whatever that vaccination is an unscientific abomination and should be made a criminal 
practice. — George Bernard Shaw, 1931

VACCINES are the biggest fraud in the history of 
medicine. How do I know this? For the same rea-
son I know that former professional football star 
O.J. Simpson, a black man, savagely murdered his 
white ex-wife and her male friend on the night 
of June 12, 1994. There were no witnesses, there 
was no smoking gun, but every line of evidence 
and every scrap of common sense pointed to him 
as the killer. The fact that a jury with nine blacks 
found Simpson not guilty, in the most publicized 
courtroom trial in American history, showed that 
the so-called justice system in this country is as 
dysfunctional as the so-called health system. Even 
the dullest minds instinctively understood that 
this absurd verdict was not the outcome of any ra-
tional deliberation but an expression of racial sol-
idarity. (One juror actually gave the clenched fist 
“black power” salute after it was read.) In the same 
sense, the glowing “verdict” on vaccines endlessly 
proclaimed by the overwhelming majority of pe-
diatricians, medical authorities and public health 
officials, not to mention news media commenta-
tors, is a farce. Not only are these people pulled 
emotionally in favor of vaccines, as were the Simp-
son jurors in imagining their man was innocent, 
they have financial and in some cases political in-
terests as well.

The procedure we call vaccination began in 
1796, and since then billions have been adminis-
tered. There is no evidence that one of them has 
done any good. There are oceans of evidence that 
they do not work, often cause the disease they’re 
supposed to prevent, and carry a long list of ter-
rible side effects, including death. Furthermore, 
from the beginning, most major figures involved 
in the development and production of vaccines 

— those famous and not so famous — have been 
shameless liars, debased criminals, or both. From 
the beginning, the premise underlying vaccina-
tion theory — that with minimal risk, diseas-
es can be prevented by injecting germs into the 
body, in order to stimulate natural defenses — 
has consistently been shown to be false. Vaccines 
never have done and never will do what their 
proponents claim, and the practice itself has al-
ways been tainted by every form of corruption. 
For the sake of our children — not to mention 
people of all ages, and domesticated animals be-
sides — it is imperative to abolish all vaccines 
and consign them to medical history’s junkyard 
of fallacies and stupidities, where procedures like 
bloodletting, using heroin to suppress coughs, 
and treating syphilis with mercury were aban-
doned long ago.

And yet, despite all the evidence that vaccines 
have destroyed and continue to destroy so many 
American children, and also — to be discussed 
in these pages — that they may well be the origin 
of polio outbreaks and Down’s syndrome, as well 
as the Spanish Flu and AIDS epidemics, which in 
the twentieth century probably killed more people 
than all wars combined — despite all this, we have 
been going full speed ahead in the opposite direc-
tion, especially in the last thirty years. Sometimes 
it seems as if the hidden schemers who determine 
vaccination policies and buy out politicians to en-
act more draconian vaccine laws — always with the 
connivance of the mass media — are carrying out 
a secret death wish against humanity. I wouldn’t be 
surprised if some of them are. What we have here 
is an incredible situation. It justifies mass hangings 
of liars across the board. It justifies the abolishment 
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of public health bureaucracies at all levels and the 
demolition of CDC headquarters in Atlanta — or 
perhaps more fitting, converting it into something 
like the Tuol Sleng Genocide Museum in Phnom 
Penh, Cambodia, a testimonial to what the Khmer 
Rouge did to that country, or the National Ho-
lodomor Memorial in Kiev, which commemorates 
the estimated five million victims of a deliberately 
engineered famine in the Ukraine in the 1930s.

I thought long and hard about coming up with 
a more provocative title for this book, one reflect-
ing my belief that parents must be prepared to kill 
in defense of their children, but decided against 
it. It’s a delicate balancing act these days, trying to 
get attention and attract readers without crossing 
an invisible line in a country as lost and leaderless 
as this one, where faceless bureaucrats and medi-
acrats are always on the lookout for what they call 
“hate” and “extremism.” Like so many institutions 
in America today, the mainstream book publish-
ing, reviewing, publicity and distribution network 
is a travesty. Nearly all books that are politically in-
correct in the true sense of that term are self-pub-
lished, as this book is, and invariably get the silent 
treatment; there is no mention of them in the me-
dia, they are refused distribution through normal 
channels, bookstores and libraries want nothing to 
do with them, and the general public is unaware 
that they exist. So you do what you can, within 
reason and within the law, to get noticed. And I 
should make it clear that I’m not trying to glori-
fy violence. I would much prefer to see the objec-
tive truth about vaccines be established by calm, 
honest application of the scientific method. If only 
American parents were truly free to decide, as they 
are in deciding to get a flu shot for themselves, 
whether or not to vaccinate their children — a 
basic freedom that exists throughout the Western 
world and elsewhere (though that freedom has re-
cently become imperiled in several countries) — I 
would never have written this book. Nearly every 
vaccine zealot, however, firmly opposes this free-
dom, and even though American children already 
are the most heavily vaccinated on earth, they fa-
vor even more vaccines and tougher laws. In my 
opinion, these people deserve to die. As we shall 
see, some of them believe in killing their oppo-
nents themselves, and likely already have, hiring 
professional assassins. This is nothing new in his-
tory, though it will come as a shock to complacent 
Americans who think they live in a nice country. 
I am not by nature a violent man, but I do believe 

in the death penalty for heinous crimes, and I rec-
ognize that there have been times throughout his-
tory when only violence gets the job done. In case 
anyone has forgotten, our precious freedoms, now 
mostly a distant memory, were secured only after 
American colonists took up arms and killed a lot 
of British soldiers.

Actually, if we lived in a vigorous and sane so-
ciety, many public health officials, drug company 
executives and pediatricians — the ones who vac-
cinate all their young patients, but not their own 
children — would have been put to death long ago. 
This is not crackpot or “extremist” rhetoric. In his 
book Man, The Unknown, published in 1935, No-
bel laureate Alexis Carrel, a French philosopher, 
biologist and surgical pioneer — and co-inventor 
of the world’s first artificial heart with the great 
aviator Charles Lindbergh, also a man of multiple 
talents and interests — maintained that not only 
vicious criminals, but leaders in advanced societ-
ies who betray the public trust should be executed. 
Carrel wrote: “Those who have murdered, robbed 
while armed with an automatic pistol or machine 
gun, kidnapped children, despoiled the poor of 
their savings, misled the public in important mat-
ters, should be humanely and economically dis-
posed of in small euthanasic institutions supplied 
with proper gasses.” (Emphasis added.) Some of 
these people who are addicted to misleading the 
public about vaccines also stand convicted of mur-
der in my eyes, though in legal terms “depraved 
indifference” might be more accurate.

Let me reiterate that the most profound issues 
are at stake here, which have been addressed by 
several voices in the wilderness. One such voice 
was that of the late Dr. Harold Buttram:

Are we a nation of people incapable of recogniz-
ing imminent danger signs in the health, welfare, 
and genetics of our children, and in recognizing these 
dangers to take corrective actions in their behalf? I 
think we are capable of taking such actions, but time 
may be running out. At some unknown future time 
this process will reach a point of no return in terms of 
vaccine-induced genetic hybridization that will be-
come incompatible with human reproduction. Mass 
extinctions are already taking place in plant and an-
imal species, largely due to human encroachments 
and interventions. Are we soon to follow suit?

v

This book is not intended to be an introduction 
to the subject of childhood vaccinations. Those 
wishing to familiarize themselves with basic, vital 
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facts — facts such as the ingredients in vaccines, 
how they are made, the endless lies and cov-
er-ups of those who endorse them, the testimony 
of grieving parents, the collusion between phar-
maceutical companies and federal public health 
agencies, the deadly experiments carried out on 
children regarded as expendable, and a great deal 
more — should turn to the bibliography, where 
I list and summarize those books that were most 
important to my own education. Valuable websites 
are also listed at the end. I do touch upon these 
topics throughout these pages, and occasionally 
repeat things that already have been written, but 
essentially this book is an afterword to this repos-
itory of accumulated knowledge. Perhaps it is a 
vain wish on my part that it be the final word, es-
pecially since, being the perfectionist type, I’ve al-
ways been dissatisfied with what I’ve written, and 
already know, as I write these words with much 
revision yet to be done, that I’ll be unhappy with 
the final product.

This book was a one-man project and part-time 
“work in progress” for more than ten years. I have 
revised and updated it many times, have checked 
statements of fact and often cross-checked them, 
but towards the end I realized I could not possi-
bly redraft and bring everything up to date. Some 
chapters have been updated just before publica-
tion, others not in five years or more. I also debat-
ed whether or not I should write about things that 
some people would be sure to find offensive, going 
back and forth numerous times, and finally decided 
to compromise on this, though how the reader feels 
about it depends entirely on his or her perspective. 
Long ago I gave up on trying to shape the chapters 
that follow into any kind of logical progression; in-
stead, for the most part, this is kind of a scrapbook 
of ideas and personal stories, quite different from 
anything else in the anti-vaccine literature.

In creating this book I had to process an enor-
mous amount of information, even though in the 

end I took some of it out. I also had to resign my-
self to some informational gaps, including the lat-
est developments in America which have picked 
up speed considerably in the age of Trump. Nev-
ertheless, I’m certain, as much as I’m certain of 
anything, that no new turn of events regarding 
vaccines will nullify the ideas presented in this 
book, but will only substantiate them. I follow 
developments as best I can, and the facts about 
vaccines get worse all the time. Admittedly, due 
to time constraints, in some instances I relied on 
my memory and dubious sources like Wikipedia. 
I have found Wikipedia to be a generally reliable 
and convenient source of information on subjects 
that are not contentious, but not to be trusted oth-
erwise. Although I place the highest priority on 
getting factual details right, there might be a few 
minor inaccuracies in these pages. But I wish to 
emphasize that any possible errors of fact are trivi-
al and have no bearing whatsoever on the truth, as 
I see it, about vaccines.

In the pages that immediately follow, I will 
say more about the nature of this book, and I will 
share with you my innermost reasons for writing 
it. Throughout the book I’ve taken some detours 
and include some autobiographical elements 
and social observations. The connection to vac-
cines might seem flimsy in places, but to me it all 
hangs together. Some readers might think other-
wise, and I admit there’s a personal element in-
volved — perhaps a subconscious desire to write 
about some things that I know would forever go 
untold if I don’t write about them here. For the 
most part, these digressions are not at all con-
troversial, and most will find them easy reading. 
Be warned, however, that on the whole this book 
is controversial, and unless you’re familiar with 
the underground publishing movement that has 
quietly persevered for many years in this not so 
free country of ours, it’s unlike any book you have 
ever read.
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CHINA has always been  something of a mys-
tery. The simple fact that Chinese civilization and 
the race that created it have been around for a 
long, long time commands respect. And certain-
ly the people and their culture, generally speaking, 
have admirable traits. But there’s also a dark side 
to  the Chinese, and their way of life is definitely 
not an enviable one. In fact communism, as put 
into practice beginning in 1949 by Mao Tse-Tung, 
claimed more lives than in any other country, and 
was the model emulated by Pol Pot in Cambodia. 
In part, however, communism in China was a log-
ical extension of the age-old habit of the leadership 
killing off its unruly subjects by all kinds of cruel 
methods.

Nevertheless, the leaders of China occasionally 
do things right — at least in recent decades. Af-
ter Mao died in 1976, several major reforms were 
introduced which eased the crushing burdens of 
daily life to which ordinary people had become ac-
customed. And while restrictions still exist, China 
is now a much better place to live than it was un-
der Mao.

As the world leader in the execution of bona 
fide criminals, including white collar offenders, 
China has also demonstrated its efficiency in get-
ting rid of its human garbage. In the photograph 
below, taken on May 29, 2007, Zheng Xiaoyu, 
head of the Food and Drug Administration, the 

equivalent of our own federal agency of the same 
name, is handcuffed by two state security officers 
moments after a judge of the People’s Court sen-
tenced him to death for corruption. Zheng had 
been convicted of taking bribes totaling $850,000 
from eight pharmaceutical companies in ex-
change for approving substandard medicine that 
killed or severely sickened hundreds in China as 
well as other countries to which it had been ex-
ported. After losing his first and only appeal, the 
sentence was carried out, six weeks after it was 
handed down — the  speediness of the judicial 
process being another thing we can learn from 
the Chinese.

The gravity of the crime for which Zheng was 
dispatched has long been considered business as 
usual  by executives at  vaccine-manufacturing 
firms like Merck, and agencies like the Centers for 
Disease Control (CDC), the Food and Drug Ad-
ministration (FDA) and others that are supposed 
to monitor the safety of pharmaceutical products 
to protect the health of Americans. In large part, 
however, these corporate and government enti-
ties work hand in hand, forming a network of or-
ganized crime.

America is terminally corrupt, and until justice 
and sanity return to this land, parents need to pro-
tect their children from the policies laid down by 
these psychopaths.

Maybe China can teach us a few things
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CHILDHOOD vaccination is an extremely emo-
tional issue. That’s because doing what’s best for 
one’s offspring is the most natural of instincts, the 
most basic law of life. But what is best? Giving one’s 
child all the mandated vaccines, or refusing to give 
any of them — or perhaps something in between? 
There are those who think like I do, and those on 
the opposite end of the spectrum — and we all say 
we know what’s best for our children. One side, my 
side, says we’re destroying our kids by vaccinating 
them, while the other side says we would be de-
stroying them by not vaccinating them. Is it any 
wonder that this issue is so explosive? And who is 
right? Where is the truth in all this?

Since the beginning of time, human beings 
have believed things that were false, and often 
ludicrous. The mind is so malleable, so easily se-
duced by error, so easily swayed by lying scoun-
drels as well as those who are sincere but mistak-
en in what they believe. Over the course of thirty 
years I studied the vaccine issue in my spare time, 
hearing out both sides, and even now I’m amazed 
at how wildly contradictory their assertions are 
and how nothing ever gets resolved. For example, 
this is what Neil Miller writes in his book Vaccines, 
Autism and Childhood Disorders:

According to WHO [the World Health Orga-
nization], the odds are about 15 times greater that 
measles will strike those vaccinated against the dis-
ease than those who are left alone.

And this is what Paul Offit writes about the 
same disease in Deadly Choices: How the Anti-Vac-
cine Movement Threatens Us All:

In 1999, Daniel Salmon and co-workers from 
the Johns Hopkins School of Public Health found 
that the risk of contracting measles in five- to nine-
year-olds whose parents had chosen not to vaccinate 
them was one hundred and seventy times greater 
than for vaccinated children.

Now, simple logic tells us that one of these 
statements must be wrong; perhaps they’re both 
wrong, but at least one of them has to be wrong. 
Endless examples of this kind of conflicting infor-
mation can be cited. So again, who’s right? It’s no 
wonder that so many parents, anxious to learn the 
truth of the matter so that they can make the right 
decisions for their children, don’t know where to 
turn.

So much information about vaccines has been 
disseminated through so many outlets, partic-

ularly in the last thirty years, that even the most 
tireless researcher with unlimited time at his dis-
posal — which certainly does not describe me — 
wouldn’t be able to examine more than a minute 
quantity of it. For a while, I collected as much as 
I could in the way of newspaper and magazine ar-
ticles, pamphlets, newsletters and material from a 
wide variety of sources taken from the Internet. 
This filled a small cardboard box, and in addition 
I read 37 books on the subject, twelve of them by 
authors who took a strong pro-vaccine stance. 
After deciding to write my own book, however, I 
realized that I’d have to leave a great deal unexam-
ined, and would never be able to keep up with all 
of the latest developments. But I also felt that I’d 
made a comprehensive study of this volatile issue, 
and that any intelligent man or woman who makes 
an equally inclusive study cannot fail to reach the 
same conclusion: that in addition to being the big-
gest hoax in the history of medicine, vaccination 
— especially compulsory childhood vaccination 
as practiced in the U.S. — is an enormous criminal 
enterprise.

From time to time, to refresh my memory about 
some forgotten detail, I randomly pull something 
out of my box that I read a long time ago and read 
it again. Recently I plucked an article from the 
June 25, 2005 issue of the New York Times titled 
“On Autism’s Cause, It’s Parents vs. Research.” The 
article is contemptuous towards the anti-vaccine 
position on a subtle level, as anyone familiar with 
this newspaper would expect. In it, the two writ-
ers briefly discuss the work and publications of a 
father and son team, Mark and David Geier, who 
maintained that there is a link between vaccines 
containing the mercury-based preservative thi-
merosal and autism. The Times writers quote a Dr. 
Steven Black, director of the Kaiser Permanente 
Vaccine Study Center in Oakland, California: “The 
problem with the Geiers’ research is that they start 
with the answers and work backwards,” adding, 
“They are doing voodoo science.”

The reporters then quote some federal health 
officials who dismiss the Geiers’ findings, citing 
two foreign studies that showed the more thi-
merosal the less autism, and a national study that 
showed no difference. So much for studies proving 
anything. One can dig up a thousand news articles 
like this; they all lead nowhere.

What caught my attention was the line about 

For me, the vaccine debate ended when I was 13
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starting with the answers and working backwards. 
It struck me that that’s what I had done in writing 
the opening pages of this book. But if the health of 
a nation’s children hinges on the truth or falsity of 
those answers, what does it matter? What does it 
matter if the truth, unwelcome though it might to 
be to some, is written on a napkin, plastered on a 
billboard, or appears in the beginning, middle, or 
end of a research paper or book?

With that in mind, I will tell my own story by 
starting with the answers and working backwards 
because, in retrospect, I learned the truth about 
vaccines more than fifty years ago.

 v 

I was born in 1953, the oldest of four children. I 
sometimes laugh about writing this book, because 
my first memory in life, at the age of four months, 
was kicking and screaming while being held after 
receiving my first DPT (diphtheria-polio-tetanus) 
shot. I don’t actually remember the needle going 
in nor the agonizing pain that must have followed, 
but I do remember screaming. Many years later, 
wondering if all this had simply been a bad dream, 
I asked my mother about it. Yes, she said, I’d had a 
bad reaction to my DPT shot, and yes, I thrashed 
and screamed violently in her arms. As best as she 
remembered, she never brought me in for a sec-
ond DPT vaccination.

I was also inoculated against polio and small-
pox when I was very young, but I have no memory 
of those shots. When I was in the third grade, our 
school nurse lined all of us up in the hallway and 
we were given the new sugar cube polio vaccine to 
suck on, which we accepted with pleasure. So far as 
I know, my brother and sister, also born in the fif-
ties, went through the same regimen; as small chil-
dren, they could not have been vaccinated against 
any other diseases. In addition to the vaccines just 
mentioned my younger sister, the youngest in our 
family, got the measles shot, which came out in 
1963, the year after she was born. That was the end 
of childhood vaccines for all of us; we all received 
six or seven doses. (I consider each component in 
a combination vaccine to be one dose, and refer to 
them as such throughout this book, so that a DPT 
shot would be three doses.) And that was about 
the same number that the great majority of us in 
the “baby boom” generation — loosely defined as 
those born between 1946 and 1964 — received.

When I was four my parents bought a house in 
Williston Park, a middle class town twenty miles 
east of Manhattan. With about 8000 residents and 

an area less than a square mile, it’s one of the small-
est towns in Nassau County, which takes up a siz-
able chunk of western Long Island. It was and still 
is a mostly “white ethnic” town, with at least half 
of Italian or Irish ancestry, though there has been 
an Asian influx in recent years. The entire region, 
of course, has long been completely developed, the 
only escape to Nature being a few unspoiled tracts 
of woods, and some quiet stretches of beach, miles 
away. Still, it was a nice place to grow up and I had 
a happy, normal childhood.

There was a strong sense of community in Wil-
liston Park, but in the densely packed suburbs, 
where one town blends into the next with no real 
boundaries, it sometimes overlapped other towns 
— to the north, Albertson, also very small, Min-
eola to the south, more than twice as big, and on 
the west New Hyde Park, also much larger. Up-
scale East Williston, on the east side of the rail-
road tracks, was where the “rich kids” lived, and 
since they had their own schools and social life, I 
had nothing to do with them. Nor did I know any-
one in New Hyde Park, and very few in Albertson. 
But the Mineola line was just three hundred yards 
from our house, and my elementary school was in 
the Mineola school district, so I grew up with one 
foot in that town, so to speak.

From kindergarten through the sixth grade, I 
attended Cross Street School, a five minute walk 
from home. There were two other elementary 
schools in town, on Center Street and Park Ave-
nue, which were in the Herricks school district. 
Both Williston Park and Albertson were even-
ly parceled between the Mineola and Herricks 
school districts, the latter of which also covered 
some of New Hyde Park. In addition there was 
St. Aidan’s elementary school, right next door to 
Cross Street School, connected with the Catholic 
church of the same name directly across the street. 
Williston Park is mostly Catholic, and many par-
ents enroll their children at St. Aidan’s, as they did 
when I was young. It has always been the biggest 
school in town.

From my first day at Cross Street, I was with 
the same group of about fifty children, each year 
divided into two classrooms, so I got to know 
all of them very well. I was also well acquainted 
with many other students close to me in age, since 
we were in the same building together for years. 
Measles, mumps, chickenpox and German mea-
sles (now called rubella) were all common when 
I was young, especially measles, and most of my 
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classmates came down with one or more of these 
maladies while in elementary school. We were all 
familiar with the sight of an empty desk as the 
day began, and there was never any cause for con-
cern when our teacher announced that Barbara or 
Jimmy was out with the measles. In fact it always 
brought out a few snickers because it was funny 
— like winning the booby prize. Everyone knew, 
without it ever being explained, that these diseases 
were just a temporary nuisance, a rite of passage, 
and that our sick classmate would be back at his 
or her desk in a week or so. That’s how it always 
happened — without exception. I’ve even read that 
kids used to throw “measles parties,” deliberately 
infecting their friends, but that was a little before 
my time. While in kindergarten my brother came 
down with chickenpox and my sister, in those early 
years, both chickenpox and measles; my younger 
sister avoided all the childhood diseases, as I did.

As a boy I was very sociable, and had a wide 
circle of friends and acquaintances. I knew almost 
everyone two years ahead of me and behind me 
at Cross Street, most of those at St. Aidan’s, and 
got to know many other kids in town, as well as 
their siblings, through social activities. I was in the 
cub scouts and boy scouts. Our family belonged 
to the municipal swimming pool, and many sum-
mer days were spent there. As a youngster I played 
the accordion, and took part in several recitals and 
competitions. I played Little League baseball be-
ginning at age eight and after that played in the 
Babe Ruth league. When I got too old for that, I 
remained active in town for another four years as 
an umpire and coach, and got to know many more 
boys who were too young to be my friends, but old 
enough not to have received any more vaccinations 
than I did, or at most, one more. As with my own 
friends, I got to know many of their brothers and 
sisters too. In this way I learned of only one boy in 
Williston Park who was partially deaf. He was the 
younger brother, ten or eleven years my junior, of 
one of the boys I coached in Little League, and he 
came to the games wearing a cumbersome hearing 
aid, a heartbreaking sight.

In addition to organized activities, there was 
plenty of opportunity for the kind of mild mischief 
that can be expected of any normal boy growing 
up, and I was no exception. I came up against some 
of the rougher kids in town this way, but steered 
clear of the few really deviant types who, it was 
said, tortured cats or sniffed glue, the only kind of 
“drug abuse” I was aware of in the early to mid six-

ties. Through all the things I did as a child, whole-
some or not, by the age of twelve I was acquainted 
with probably ninety percent of the boys and girls 
around my age who lived in Williston Park, as well 
as a fair number who lived in Mineola.

Some kids didn’t do well in school, but I knew 
only one who didn’t attend. He was the only child 
classified as mentally retarded whom I knew. In the 
unfeeling way that children can be we called him 
“Joey the retard,” though never to his face. I can 
still see him with his short blond hair and black 
frame glasses serenely riding his bicycle — he al-
ways seemed to be on his bike — staring straight 
ahead, oblivious to the world around him. Some-
times my friends and I stopped him and bantered 
with him a bit. I had no idea what he did all day.

I never went to Sunday school, but we did have 
what was called “religious instruction.” Every 
Thursday afternoon, from the first through the 
sixth grade, all the Catholic kids at Cross Street, 
about eighty percent of the student body, were let 
out an hour early and walked over to St. Aidan’s 
to sit in another classroom under the tutelage of 
nuns or priests. Although my parents were not 
really devout, they did go to Sunday mass every 
week and they made me go with them. There was 
a Lutheran and an Episcopal church in town, but 
St. Aidan’s had the largest congregation by far, and 
was pretty much the social nucleus of Williston 
Park. No matter which priest gave the service, if 
anything noteworthy in town had happened the 
previous week — certainly if there was a sudden, 
tragic death or a child suffering from an unusual 
illness — he would mention it. But these were rare 
events, nothing much ever happened in our town, 
and so the sermon usually revolved around the 
same old religious patter.

The other source of unhappy local news, when 
there was any, was the Williston Times, which was 
delivered to our house each week, and which I al-
ways thumbed through. Often the Mineola Amer-
ican was lying around and I’d glance at that too. 
There was hardly anything worth reading in either 
of them — just the usual dull goings-on and tepid 
articles found in any small town newspaper. But 
even when something bad happened, I almost al-
ways heard about it on the street first: the kid who 
blew off a few fingers while making a blockbuster 
firecracker in his basement; the three victims of a 
fatal house fire; in my later teens, the two my age 
— one was always in trouble and I just knew he 
would die young — who overdosed on heroin.
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I finished up at Cross Street in 1965, and in 
September of that year began attending Mineola 
Junior High School. This was where all the public 
school kids who lived in the district went to sev-
enth and eighth grade. In addition to all of us at 
Cross Street, the student bodies of Meadow Drive 
School in Albertson, and the Willis Avenue, Jack-
son Avenue and Hampton Street schools in Mine-
ola all funneled into Mineola Junior High. I would 
estimate the entire student body there back then 
at 600. I got to know most of my classmates those 
two years, at least on a superficial level, as well as 
many students one year ahead and then one year 
behind me. There was one remedial class, what is 
now called special education, for nine or ten stu-
dents who were too slow to keep up with the rest.

Junior high school, now called middle school, 
is the time in life when boys and girls start be-
coming interested in each other. This is when I 
first learned about mononucleosis, the “kissing 
disease” as it was called. It sounded exotic and 
scary when I first heard of it, but I soon learned 
that “mono” was nothing to worry about, although 
it could take weeks to recover. Mono had a slight 
notoriety, as if it were a mild venereal disease. Per-
haps a dozen kids came down with mono those 
two years, and we all knew who they were, because 
the word spread like wildfire.

Sadly, a few young people from Williston Park 
whom I knew well died in tragic accidents, but it 
wasn’t until I was sixteen that I came face to face 
with natural death early in life. Two boys, though 
several years apart in age, died of leukemia around 
the same time. One was the young son of my for-
mer scoutmaster; the other had played on my Lit-
tle League team. The following year, a very popu-
lar boy in town, a senior at Mineola High School, 
died of complications from pneumonia, although 
there was speculation that it was connected to de-
hydration; as a member of the wrestling team, he 
had been abstaining from food and water in order 
to lose weight. His death shocked everyone, and a 
scholarship was established in his name.

Although I don’t recall the exact time frame, 
over the course of those years I do remember that 
meningitis claimed the lives of two Herricks High 
School students on separate occasions. This was 
reported not only in the local papers, but also in 
the large circulation Long Island newspaper News-
day, and it sent ripples of fear through our neigh-
borhood. The victims, who were unknown to me, 
were not from Williston Park but they couldn’t 

have lived more than two miles away. Insulated as 
we were from deadly diseases, no one had ever spo-
ken about meningitis — and suddenly here it was, 
right on our doorstep. Was it contagious? Would 
others die? Was this the beginning of an epidem-
ic? But both times the days and weeks passed with 
no one else becoming ill, and both episodes were 
soon forgotten.

As an aside, after finishing at Mineola Junior 
High I attended Chaminade High School, an all-
boys Catholic school right across the street, from 
where I graduated in 1971. Although it was in 
Mineola, very few boys whom I knew went there; 
nearly all of them came from towns within a twen-
ty mile radius, so naturally I knew nothing of their 
earlier years nor what happened in their commu-
nities. What I will say for the record is that, of the 
approximately two thousand boys who attended 
Chaminade for at least one year while I was there 
— meaning all those from the classes of 1968 
through 1974 — I never heard of one who suffered 
from a so-called vaccine-preventable disease, and 
in a close-knit school like that, where even the se-
rious illness or death of a student’s family member 
was announced over the PA during homeroom, I 
certainly would have heard about it.

Despite the fact that I went to a Catholic high 
school, or perhaps because of it, by the end of my 
sophomore year I’d become quite skeptical about 
the teachings of the Church and fed up with go-
ing to mass every Sunday. Eventually my parents 
got tired of arguing with me about it and I stopped 
going altogether. But they still went and brought 
home the four-page weekly bulletin which I al-
ways picked up and read. I always read the “Pray 
for the Sick” and “Pray for the Dead” columns first; 
I was simply curious about who was critically ill 
and who had recently died in our town. But I nev-
er saw any names I knew other than those of the 
few I have mentioned.

At this point I’ll ask the kind reader to forgive 
me for being a bit nostalgic, and for going a bit 
overboard in talking about myself — a habit I’ve 
never quite been able to break. And perhaps I’ve 
slipped up on one or two minor details with the 
passage of time. But my intent in going into all 
this detail has been to impress upon you that I 
was well-informed about the lives of more than 
one thousand children aged five through thir-
teen, boys and girls who passed through my life 
and whom I knew by name, and many others be-
sides, not one of whom suffered any harm from 



18

will vaccines be the end of us?

not receiving any of the additional forty or so 
vaccine doses now pushed by public health au-
thorities from birth through age fourteen — and 
on top of that twenty more by age eighteen. (Even 
just a few vaccinations might have caused the 
leukemia and meningitis deaths I’ve mentioned, 
though of course I have no proof.) And more 
than that, many conditions that children suffer 
from today were unknown when I was young. I 
do remember several kids who had allergies to 
certain foods like chocolate, peanut butter, tuna, 
whatever, but had no problems at all as long as 
they avoided them. I never heard of a single case 
of eczema, asthma, diabetes, digestive tract dis-
ease, nor aside from the one case of partial deaf-
ness remarked upon, any serious hearing or vi-
sual afflictions that are now common. Moreover, 
the percentage of children in special education 
programs was only a fraction of what it is today. 
Certainly there were kids who were undisciplined 
or “off-key,” but I don’t recall one with a marked 
psychological or behavioral disorder. And here I 
must bring up autism, a word I never heard until 
sometime in the 1980s. The condition was so rare 
in the sixties that no accurate records were kept; 
a widely accepted estimate is 1 in 10,000. In 2016 
the rate acknowledged by the CDC was 1 in 68, in 
2018 about 1 in 45.

Furthermore, I asked my brother and sister, 
who were behind me by three and four school 
grades, respectively, and who, therefore, knew 
many more children that I did not, and who, in-
cidentally, do not share my strong feelings about 
vaccines — I asked them if they knew of anyone, 
while we were growing up, who paid a heavy price 
after contracting a disease for which vaccines ex-
ist now, but were unavailable then. Neither could 
come up with a single name.

 v 

Let’s continue working backwards. Let’s first 
consider the Salk polio vaccine, which came along 
when I was a toddler. As a child and young man, 
I came into contact with innumerable people ten 
years or more my senior, who could not have got-
ten this shot before adolescence. Yet I knew only 
one who had been stricken by polio, the father of 
a close friend, whose left leg had been weakened 
— if my friend hadn’t told me about it I wouldn’t 
have known — and who always appeared normal 
to me. No one ever talked about the bad old days 
when polio supposedly was a national scourge; no 
one ever mentioned someone they knew who had 

been paralyzed or killed by the disease; no one 
ever told me I was lucky to be born at an ideal time 
to reap the benefit of the vaccine.

Speaking of the generation that preceded mine, 
those born in the 1920s, as my parents were, not 
only missed out on the polio shot when they were 
young, but the great majority got nothing more 
than one smallpox inoculation. In reading about 
the history of vaccines, I came across vague, con-
flicting information regarding the diphtheria, 
pertussis and tetanus vaccines, which were in fact 
developed and licensed in the early twentieth cen-
tury, though without the fanfare that later attend-
ed the polio vaccine. But I could find no estimates 
as to how many children received them, and 
nothing I read suggests that they were compulso-
ry, nor that there was any enthusiasm for them. 
The three-in-one DPT shot came along later, in 
the 1940s, and that’s when these vaccines began 
to be administered on a mass basis, not before. 
Diphtheria, even in the years of highest incidence, 
early in the twentieth century, was always a rare 
disease, tetanus extremely so. Pertussis (whoop-
ing cough) has always been far more common. 
My mother told me she had it as a child, and I 
came down with it myself while traveling in Asia 
in 2013. It lasted for more than three months, and 
it wasn’t much fun, but not then, now, or at any 
time in the future would I ever consider getting 
a shot. The whole-cell pertussis vaccine, inciden-
tally, which I received as an infant, and which was 
later replaced by an acellular version, is wide-
ly regarded, even by some vaccine advocates, as 
the deadliest baby shot ever given — not that the 
acellular vaccine that children get today should be 
considered safe.

So it appears very likely that most of our par-
ents, and even many of those born in the 1930s, 
were vaccinated only against smallpox, a shot that 
was discontinued in 1972. But to make a final 
thrust backwards in time, our grandparents, born 
within range of the turn of the twentieth century, 
could never have received anything but the small-
pox vaccine. And if they did, it was in the midst of 
a firestorm of controversy that had already been 
raging for a century. No other vaccine has pro-
voked more polemical literature, and more violent 
resistance — and for a much longer period of time 
— than the first one.

To return to the present day, we baby-boom 
parents, more than anyone else, should have raised 
all kinds of hell against not only vaccinations for 
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the benign diseases we were familiar with as chil-
dren, but against the onslaught of new vaccines 
given to our children for diseases we never heard 
of. Where, for example, did this rotavirus come 
from? What is it? What about Haemophilus influ-
enza B? Human papillamovirus? Whoever heard 
of anyone but homosexuals, with their biologically 
insane perversions, and needle-sharing heroin ad-
dicts — and the very rare victim of a contaminated 
blood transfusion — contracting Hepatitis B?

Half the answer lies with the National Child-
hood Vaccine Injury Act, to be discussed in this 
book, and the other half can be inferred from a 
book I read several years ago titled Selling Sickness: 
How The World’s Biggest Pharmaceutical Compa-
nies Are Turning Us All Into Victims by Ray Moyni-
han and Alan Cassels. Not a word about vaccines 
appears in this outstanding work; instead it docu-
ments the juggernaut marketing campaign, which 
began in the late 1970s, and has never let up, to 
scare people into believing they are at risk of nu-
merous debilities that exist only in the creative 
minds found at top advertising firms — and then 
buying potentially dangerous drugs to treat them. 
The list is long: high cholesterol levels, osteoporo-
sis, irritable bowel syndrome, erectile dysfunction, 
social anxiety disorder, premenstrual syndrome 
and many others. Like all the recently invent-
ed Madison Avenue childhood diseases, these 
make-believe maladies came out of nowhere; prior 
to the late seventies, they were unheard of. All of 
them sprouted like mushrooms from the relentless 
marketing drive of an industry wallowing in a half 
trillion dollars. The difference is that American 
adults, by their own free choice, have become by 
a wide margin the world’s leading prescription pill 
poppers, while their children and grandchildren 
are not free, but must comply with state vaccine 
laws to attend school — laws rammed through by 
prostitute politicians, their pockets lined by the 
drug lobby.

In tandem with all this dirty business is the 
huge number of American children and teenag-
ers, some four million, prescribed mind-altering 
drugs like Ritalin and Adderall to treat a host of 
acronymic mental ailments of which attention 
deficit hyperactivity disorder (ADHD) is perhaps 
the most commonly diagnosed. If ADHD genu-
inely exists in certain cases, vaccines are definitely 
the cause, because there was no such thing when I 
was growing up. If it doesn’t exist, other than in the 
minds of school psychologists, then in addition to 

all these new vaccines, rambunctious children to-
day obviously need to be drugged for their own 
good. What on earth has become of this country? 
Just what is one to think of parents who go along 
with this?

Of all the insane policies that have taken hold 
in America over the course of my life, none is as 
abhorrent to me as the now routine hospital prac-
tice of injecting babies, within hours of birth, with 
the Hepatitis B vaccine. Even if it were safe, which 
it most certainly is not, the danger that this disease 
poses to all age groups is nil, except in the high-
risk groups mentioned above. Yet not only is this 
totally unnecessary shot standard procedure in 
hospitals, but newborn babies are often vaccinated 
before their parents are notified, if they’re notified 
at all. And what is even more shocking is that very 
few parents are up in arms about it. Accustomed 
their whole lives to drinking the Kool-Aid, they 
accept it as normal.

Reader, if you are still wondering about me, 
it would go a long way if you share my sense of 
outrage at this obscene ritual that defiles the mir-
acle of life, the ritual of welcoming a baby into the 
world with a syringe loaded with Hepatitis B vac-
cine — and if you share my feeling that something 
needs to be done about it.

 v 

We live in a truth-hating age in which lies 
have become so pervasive and widely believed 
that many Americans are almost completely dis-
connected from reality — a subject I’ll take up in 
these pages. This tissue of lies includes the nonex-
istent benefit of vaccines. For my part, in dealing 
with a controversial issue, I’ve learned to believe 
without reservation only two types of phenomena: 
first and foremost, that which I’ve seen, or haven’t 
seen, with my own eyes; second, facts that might 
be ignored or covered up by the opposition, but 
are not disputed. That will be a recurring theme in 
this book. Of all the children I knew when I was 
young, I never saw nor heard of one who suffered 
any ill effects from chickenpox, mumps, measles 
or rubella, which were common then, nor did I 
ever see or hear of a child who contracted any of 
the other diseases for which vaccines began to be 
piled on in later years. And I have never heard of 
anyone disagreeing with the claim that today far 
more children suffer from physical, mental and 
emotional problems than did children of my gen-
eration, because it’s indisputable. That impresses 
me far more than statistics or studies of any kind, 
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including those that support my position and that 
I believe are honest — a very few of which I’ve cit-
ed, in passing, in these pages — and I have no in-
terest whatsoever in what a million vaccine-tout-
ing pediatricians, public health officials, scientists 
and other self-styled experts have to say. I know 
what I saw and didn’t see when I was growing up, 
and I have also seen, over my lifetime, how harm-
less diseases have been mendaciously transformed 
into life-threatening diseases, and how many oth-

ers sprang up out of nowhere.
Could I be wrong about everything I’ve written 

here? Yes. I’ve been wrong before about a few things 
I felt strongly about. Maybe there were numerous 
casualties of childhood diseases who were hidden 
or sent away by their parents in my town, children 
who were unlucky to be born a few decades before 
all these great new vaccines came along. But you’re 
going to have to show me solid proof, and I really 
don’t think that’s going to happen.

Vaccines and me
OF COURSE it’s only in retrospect that the vaccine 
debate ended for me when I was thirteen. Before 
the age of thirty-three, I was completely unaware 
of any controversy surrounding childhood and all 
other shots. Like most people, I  saw them as  an 
important milestone in mankind’s endless quest to 
wipe out deadly diseases. But the subject didn’t in-
terest me and I never gave it any thought. All that 
I learned until later in life was what my fifth-grade 
teacher taught us one day. We learned about the 
great Jonas Salk and his miraculous vaccine which 
conquered polio and put  an end to the constant 
fear of this dreaded disease. She also told us in a 
deplorable tone that at the time, this monumen-
tal medical breakthrough went largely unnoticed, 
because the front page headlines were all buzz-
ing about the Hollywood actress Rita Hayworth’s 
latest marital scandal. I later discovered that this 
statement was absurd, that you had to be living on 
Mars in April 1955 to escape the media frenzy sur-
rounding Salk and his vaccine. But fifth grade was 
pretty much the end of my education about vac-
cines for a long time.

The first time vaccines became an issue with 
me was during the swine flu scare of 1976, when 
I was in college. Like millions of other Americans, 
my parents joined the stampede to the doctor’s of-
fice to get their shots, and pleaded with me to get 
one too, but I said no. It wasn’t that I knew any-
thing about vaccines; it was more my rebel nature, 
my refusal to be manipulated by scare tactics and 
vague rumors of a coming epidemic. As it turned 
out, the swine flu vaccination campaign was a di-
saster, with lots of finger-pointing and egg on the 
faces of health bureaucracy “experts.” No swine flu 
ever broke out, hundreds were killed or seriously 
injured by the shots, and the program was quietly 
dropped. Actually, it was a scenario that has been 
repeated  countless times with vaccines, the only 

difference in this case being the  intensive news 
coverage leading up to it with the president him-
self, Gerald Ford, leading the country by rolling up 
his sleeve and getting the shot. But at the time I 
figured it was just a fluke, a well-intentioned plan 
that somehow went wrong, and I quickly forgot 
about it.

A few years later I began driving an oil truck, 
which has been my livelihood ever since; I deliver 
heating oil to homes and businesses on Long Is-
land. Before marriage and children came along, 
I worked only five or six months during the cold 
weather, and satisfying a thirst for adventure and 
a desire to see as much of the world as I could, 
I spent two or three months traveling abroad as 
cheaply as possible each summer. Each year from 
1981 to 1988 I traveled to a different part of the 
Third World. In 1981 I went to western Africa. I 
had learned that some countries in the region re-
quired proof of vaccination for yellow fever and 
cholera, and since I was concerned about my 
health, I read a book titled The Traveler’s Health 
Guide by Dr. Anthony Turner, a British Airways 
medical officer with long years of experience in 
the world’s undeveloped areas. He strongly recom-
mended not only the required vaccinations, but 
others as well. So two months prior to departure, I 
went to the medical building at Kennedy Airport 
in New York and got shots for yellow fever and 
cholera, which were recorded and stamped in a 
small booklet in English and French that they gave 
me. Before giving me the yellow fever shot, which 
was said to be effective for ten years, the nurse on 
duty asked me if I was allergic to eggs. I told her 
I wasn’t. That was the first and last time anyone 
ever asked or told me anything prior to sticking a 
needle in my arm. Later that month I returned for 
a typhoid vaccination as well as a cholera booster.

Over the next five years, before leaving home, 
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I got more cholera and typhoid vaccinations, and 
as an added precaution against hepatitis A, which 
is common in Africa, Asia and South America, I 
requested some gamma globulin injections as well. 
In all, I got about 15 “travel shots” in the 1980s. I 
figured they couldn’t hurt, they could only help, so 
why not get them? I’d never heard anything bad 
about vaccines, no one giving me the shots had 
ever mentioned any risks or side effects, and other 
than my DPT shot as an infant, I never had an ad-
verse reaction to any vaccination.

The first time I heard “the other side of the sto-
ry” was in 1987, while traveling in Nepal. I’d met 
two Australian women who, like me, were interest-
ed in trekking for four or five days in the Himala-
yas, so we hired a guide and some porters through 
a travel agency in Kathmandu, the capital, and off 
we went. One evening, while chatting and sipping 
tea around a campfire, the subject of health came 
up, as it often does among travelers to Third World 
countries, and  I casually mentioned that I’d got-
ten a gamma globulin shot before leaving home. 
They replied that they chose not to get one because 
gamma globulin was made from other people’s 
blood, and there was a controversy in Australia as 
to whether one could be infected with the AIDS 
virus from this shot. Other people’s blood! When I 
heard these three words I nearly fainted. Up until 
then I had never given any thought to the contents 
in that needle, nor that there was danger of any 
kind associated with vaccines, the swine flu epi-
sode notwithstanding. Now, since the AIDS virus 
was said to have a long incubation period, and 
since this was my third or fourth gamma globulin 
shot, I wondered if I was a dead man walking. But 
32 years have elapsed since that conversation — 
after which I never let anyone stick a needle into 
me again — and I’m happy to report that I’m still 
here.

Five years later I got married. Since both my 
wife and I were well into our thirties we tried to 
have children right away, but without success. 
After three years with no results, we started go-
ing to fertility specialists and having tests done 
to identify the problem. They couldn’t find any-
thing wrong with her, but I was told that a mi-
croscope examination had revealed antibodies on 
my sperm cells, and left with the speculation that 
this was why she had failed to become pregnant. 
I  mentioned this to a friend who worked in the 
health field, and he told me it was the strangest 
thing he’d ever heard. When I asked the doctor 

how this could have come about, he  told me  he 
had no idea. It would be years before I learned 
that vaccines can impair fertility, and provoke 
other conditions in which the body’s immune sys-
tem goes haywire, attacking its own cells as if they 
were foreign pathogens. The possibility of fertility 
impairment and many other side effects is men-
tioned in fine print on the product inserts of sev-
eral vaccines that few people, including doctors, 
bother reading. Incidentally, I later learned first-
hand of another man with the same condition. He 
had received numerous vaccinations during his 
years in the Navy, and was the only infertile one 
in a family of seven.

In 1993 my wife and I began trying to have a 
baby through in vitro. By this time my wife, who 
had heard some bad things about childhood “im-
munizations,” as they are deceptively called, had 
gotten me interested in the subject since, of course, 
I was planning to be a father. She listened to Gary 
Null, who often denounced vaccines on his weekly 
radio program. I started listening to him myself. 
Null, an advocate of holistic medicine, has been 
around a long time, and while his occasional rude-
ness to his guests irritated me, I felt that he was 
really on to something when he ripped vaccines. 
It was his show that prompted my wife to order 
Neil Miller’s Vaccines: Are They Really Safe And Ef-
fective? I read this little book in one sitting and it 
struck me like lightning. We agreed, as we agreed 
on almost nothing else, that our children would 
never be vaccinated.

I became obsessed with this subject, and started 
reading everything I could. And the more I read, 
the more incensed I became. Throughout this pe-
riod, I began to observe something else, both be-
fore and after I learned that “routine” vaccinations 
can damage the auditory nerve. When I first start-
ed delivering oil, I noticed, at most, three or four 
“Deaf Child Area” signs on the many residential 
streets I drove on. A few years later it was eight 
or ten, then a few years after that twenty-five or 
thirty, and eventually seventy or eighty. They were 
popping up everywhere, and looking back, their 
steady increase corresponded to the ever increas-
ing number of childhood vaccines. Over the years 
I’ve driven on, at most, ten percent of the streets 
on Long Island, and I can only guess that these 
signs represent a small fraction of the children in 
Nassau and Suffolk counties who have suffered se-
rious hearing loss or total deafness. As the years 
passed, signs indicating blind and autistic children 
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living nearby also began to appear.
I won’t go into detail regarding our experience 

with in vitro, other than to warn you to do your 
homework thoroughly prior to undergoing any 
medical procedure, and to never blindly trust what 
doctors tell you. After two failed attempts, my wife 
did become pregnant, but we were given poor ad-
vice, which led to our making an unsound deci-
sion, not informed about certain risks, and as a 
result she gave birth to twins three months pre-
maturely. My daughter went into shock right after 
she was born, my son needed an emergency oper-
ation to keep him alive, and they both remained 
in the neonatal intensive care unit for about three 
months. Now in their twenties, both have mild ce-
rebral palsy, and my daughter is also severely au-
tistic, having been diagnosed at the age of three. 
She had suffered heavy brain bleeding after birth, 
and a scan taken shortly before she left the hospital 
showed an area of dead cerebral tissue.

For a little icing on the cake, I went through 
more than three years of bitter divorce litigation, 
which began when my children were five — a battle 
not of my choosing. Combined with the despon-
dency over my daughter’s condition, and  losing 
my job — a risk I had taken after months of argu-
ing to please an unbalanced woman whom I never 
should have married — it was about all I could en-
dure. In writing these words, I’m not venting my 
sorrows and misfortunes; that’s bad form. I only 
wish to make it clear that the idea of writing this 
book was born in the crucible of those years. I 
look back with few regrets and much satisfaction 
on a life well spent — particularly my adventures 
around 97 countries in every part of the world. 
And I have long since resumed a normal existence. 
My daughter is in a home, well taken care of, my 
son, though dependent on the care of my former 
wife, is doing well; although they live more than a 
hundred miles from me, I see both of them regu-
larly, and have shared many wonderful times fish-
ing, camping and traveling with my son. You adjust 
mentally, and you put your trials and tribulations 
in their proper perspective. Many others have had 
it  far worse than I, not to mention the hundreds 
of millions who have perished under murderous 

governments, and died or been disfigured in war. 
Tragedy is part of the human condition; some just 
get hit harder than others, and in the end we all get 
an equal dose.

But there were low points during this peri-
od, and even later, when I struggled to find some 
meaning, some purpose to my life. Many a night I 
sat in my recliner, alone in my apartment, reflect-
ing on the events in my life, good and bad, that 
led to the present, and wondering what I hope to 
accomplish in my remaining years. Most parents 
never think about this; their purpose in life is to 
do the best they can for their children, to see them 
grow to their full potential and go on to have chil-
dren of their own. But for parents of handicapped 
children the situation is entirely different: while 
some may feel otherwise, for me, it was a living 
death taking care of my daughter after she was di-
agnosed as autistic. And while my son is better off, 
there is still the void of knowing he will never be 
able to live independently, and the uncertainty of 
what will become of both my children when my 
former wife and I are gone.

The more I reflected on my situation, the more 
I was driven by an inner need to leave something 
of myself behind — if not in the grandchildren 
that I’ll never have, then in a small flame to illumi-
nate the hard, upward path taken by the best men 
and women. I would transform my tragedy into 
something good, something that would derail the 
approaching tragedies of other families. I would 
use the gift of a rebellious intelligence bestowed on 
me to expose one of the most catastrophic ideas 
ever hatched by misbegotten human brains. Thus, 
I wrote this book because I had to. And although 
the manner in which vaccines upended my life is 
unusual, maybe even unique, my feelings are ex-
actly the same as those of so many other parents 
whose children were maimed or killed by them. In 
the words of a woman who lost her infant son, an 
only child, ten hours after receiving the DPT, Hib 
and oral polio vaccines, “Now I will channel all 
of my anger and my ultimate, unconditional love 
for my precious baby into this cause [exposing the 
danger of vaccines]. No one should have to feel 
and know this living nightmare.”
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OTHER than route drivers who cover a wide 
area, very few know of the abundance of signs 
on Long Island — and probably in many areas 
of the country — warning of a disabled child in 
the vicinity. There has been a clear correlation 
between their increase and the steep increase in 
childhood vaccinations. Plenty of parents would 
start asking questions about vaccines if they 
knew of these signs. 

In 2008, around the time I first thought about 
writing this book, I began making a list of the 
streets where these signs randomly appeared on 
my rounds making oil deliveries. (There were also 
a few near my home.) Most of the first signs, I 
noticed years earlier, advised of a deaf child, lat-
er blind children as well, though for a long time 
I was ignorant of the connection between vac-
cines and ocular problems, and  neglected to re-
cord them. Thus, there were  fifteen or twenty  I 
didn’t photograph. The signs alerting drivers to 
an autistic child began to appear later. Over the 
years, I occasionally delivered oil in areas new to 
me, and consequently came across signs I hadn’t 
seen before. I wrote all of them down, and took all 
the photographs seen here over a two year period 
beginning in 2015. When I finally got around to 
doing this, I noticed about thirty signs had been 
removed, apparently because the child had grown 
into adolescence or moved, and I also noticed that 
on quite a few signs, the word “child” was replaced 
by “person.” These I did not photograph. 

So what do these signs prove? In a court of law, 
probably nothing. But to my mind, these signs 
are a stockpile of  circumstantial evidence that 
vaccines destroy lives. Of course I could’ve gone 
around knocking on doors locating the homes of 
these children, and getting their parents’ opinions. 
I didn’t do this because I felt it was an invasion of 
privacy, and it would have been very time-con-
suming. Also, there frequently is a delayed onset 
between vaccination and visible injury, and  un-
informed parents might not recognize a link, or 
even deny it. Nevertheless, it would be interesting 
to find out how all these parents feel. It also would 
be interesting to find out if, among all these chil-
dren, a single one was unvaccinated. 

These signs undoubtedly represent a small 
percentage of the disabled children among us. 
For lack of knowledge or personal reasons, many 
parents never request them. I know of two autistic 

children in different towns with no signs on their 
streets, and I’ve seen countless cars with the famil-
iar “autism awareness” sticker parked in driveways 
on streets where no sign stood. 

There are approximately 38,000 residential 
streets in Nassau and Suffolk counties, which 
cover all Long Island east of the New  York City 
boroughs of Brooklyn and Queens. The great ma-
jority of them I’ve never seen. Some towns I’ve 
worked heavily, many others not much at all, and 
in the case of eastern Suffolk, never. There are no 
readily available statistics for how many hand-
icapped children live on Long Island, much less 
statistics of confirmed vaccine injuries. I accept 
that a small amount of blindness and deafness 
may be due to genetic factors, but in all or near-
ly all cases of autism, I indict vaccines. I should 
also point out the absence of signs indicating that 
a child with asthma or diabetes lives on the block, 
these conditions also caused by vaccines, and that 
the great majority of vaccine injuries are not se-
vere but rather mild to moderate, for example 
dyslexia or impaired visual acuity. Taking all this 
into account, it would be unwise to offer an esti-
mate of the number of children and teens in this 
area whose lives have been impeded or ruined by 
vaccines. My guess would be in the many tens of 
thousands, if not  more than  one hundred thou-
sand. My guess is that the  misfortune of  more 
than ninety percent of the children represented by 
these 197 signs can be laid at the door of routine 
vaccinations. They are listed here in alphabetical 
order: 

ALBERTSON: Funston Ave, Taft Pl; AM-
ITYVILLE: Brewster La, Cedar St, Maple Dr, 
Penndale Dr; BALDWIN: Bertha Dr,  Carman 
Pl, Grove St, Jefferson St, Merrick Rd, Prospect 
St, Seaman Ave, Waddell St; BAY SHORE: Long-
shore St, Louise Dr, Montauk Dr, Pine Dr; BELL-
MORE: Bellmore Rd, Howard Rd, Newbridge 
Rd, Oswego St, Riviera La, Russell St, Wallen Ln, 
Warren Ave; BETHPAGE: Avoca Ave, Brenner 
Ave, Davis Pl, Stewart Ave; COPIAGUE: Dante 
Ave; EAST MEADOW: Alder Ave, Ava Dr, Avis 
Dr, Bellmore Rd, Bruce Dr, Earl Pl E, Eighth St, 
Lloyd Ct,  Newbridge Rd, Oakdale Rd,  Starke 
Ave, Stuyvesant Ave,  Sussex Rd, Wilson Rd; 
EAST ROCKAWAY: Cambridge Rd, Nicholas 
Ave,  Oxford Rd; ELMONT: Clay St, John Ave, 
Kirkman Ave, Lehrer Ave, Lydia Ave, Meacham 

Monuments to medical madness
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Ave,  Oakley Ave; FARMINGDALE: Iriquois 
Pl, James St, Midwood St,  Regina Rd, Taylor 
Dr; FRANKLIN SQUARE: Adonia St, Daffodil 
Ave, Fendale St, Hancock St, Maxwell St, Naple 
Ave,  Rule St,  Willow  Rd; FREEPORT: Frankel 
Ave, Grand Ave, Morton Ave, Overton St, Rut-
land Rd; GARDEN CITY: Sackville Rd; GLEN 
COVE: Andover Pl; HEMPSTEAD: Belmont 
Pkwy, Jefferson Pl, Weir St, Whitson St, Yale St (2 
different signs); HEWLETT: Broadway, Harvard 
Ave, Hewlett Pkwy; HICKSVILLE: Bobwhite Ln, 
First St, Halsey Ave, Shari Ct, Willoughby Ave; 
LEVITTOWN: Blacksmith Rd, Chase Ln, Gar-
denia Ln, Haymaker Ln, Meridian Rd, N Bell-
more Rd, Orchid Rd, Squirrel Ln, Stonecutter Ln, 
Universe Dr; LINDENHURST: Alhambra Ave E, 
N Sixth St,  S Fifth St; LYNBROOK: Devine St, 
Ocean Ave, Ruth  Pl; MANHASSET: Dennis St; 
MASSAPEQUA: Bernard St, Camp Rd, Chester 
Ave, Cheryl Rd, Elizabeth St, Ford Dr S, Francine 
Ave, McKinley Pl, Nancy Pl,  N Elm St, N Ida-
ho Ave, Pembroke Dr, Pocahontas St E; MASS-
APEQUA PARK: Cartwright Blvd, Maryland 
Ave, Oakdale Pl, Pennsylvania Ave,  Westwood 
Rd S; MERRICK: Bayview Ave, Bedford Ave, 
Decker Ave, Florence St, Meadowbrook Rd, Park 
Ave, Taft Ave, Willis Ave; MINEOLA: Cleveland 

Ave, Coolidge Ave,  Marcellus Rd, Seward Ave; 
NEW HYDE PARK: Falmouth Ave, Herbert Dr, 
S Seventeenth St; OCEANSIDE: Cornwell Pl, 
Dambly Ave, Davison Ave, Evans Ave, Oceans-
ide Rd,  Pearl St,  Waukena Ave; OLD BETH-
PAGE: Haypath Rd, Maggio Ln; OYSTER BAY: 
Glen Cove Rd, W Oak Hill Rd; ROCKVILLE 
CENTRE: Concord St, Grand Ave, Judson Pl, 
N Kensington Ave, Raymond St, Rockville Ave; 
ROOSEVELT: W Centennial Ave (2 different 
signs), W Fulton Ave; SEAFORD: Darby Ln, Io-
nia St, Washington Ave, Willoughby Ave; SYOS-
SET: Chelsea Dr, Terrehans Ln; UNIONDALE: 
Belmont Pl, Birch St, Hempstead Blvd, Newport 
St; VALLEY STREAM: Cornwell Ave, E Dover 
St,  Jedwell Pl, Pilgrim Pl, Putnam Ave,  Sloan 
Dr  S, Virginia St,  Wyngate Dr W; WANTAGH: 
Cornelius Ave, Francis Dr, James Rd,  McDon-
ald Ave, McLean Ave, Morgan Dr; WEST BAB-
YLON: Arnold Ave, Belmont Ave, Burgess Ave; 
WEST HEMPSTEAD: Dogwood Ave, Eagle Ave, 
Eighth St, Junard Blvd, Knollwood Dr; WEST-
BURY: Bowling Green Dr, Cypress Ln W, Grand 
Blvd, Middle Ln; WILLISTON PARK: Prospect 
St, Sheridan Ave

On the following pages are the pictures I took 
of these signs.
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Foundation of quicksand: the smallpox vaccine
It would seem to be impossible for a rational mind to conceive that a filthy virus derived from 
a smallpox corpse, the ulcerated udder of a cow, or the running sores of a sick horse’s heels, and 
cultivated in scabbed festers on a calf ’s abdomen, could fail to have disastrous effects when 
inoculated into the human body. — Dr. Beddow Baily, 1936

HOW do crazy medical ideas get started in the 
first place, then gain momentum? For the same 
reasons the current cholesterol scam, and a dozen 
others, came out of nowhere and are now raking 
in billions of dollars: there are plenty of swin-
dlers in the world; most journalists are morons or 
prostitutes or both; people are gullible; they look 
to authority figures for guidance, even though 
most of them don’t know what they’re talking 
about. I’ve already mentioned Gerald Ford, who 
went on national television to issue dire warnings 
about a possible swine flu epidemic, and was pho-
tographed, broadly smiling, getting a shot from 
his personal physician;  a deeply moved  Dwight 
Eisenhower honored Jonas Salk at a special cere-
mony at the White House rose garden, days before 
the trickster’s phony polio vaccine started killing 
American kids; Ronald Reagan awarded the Na-
tional Medal of Science to Merck’s top vaccine de-
veloper, the seamy, foul-mouthed Maurice Hille-
man; First Lady Rosalynn Carter, a dear friend of 
Jim Jones, was a tireless campaigner for childhood 
vaccines, and endorsed books written by Paul Offit 
who, like Salk, will receive his due in a later chap-
ter. One  might think that Mrs. Carter would’ve 
learned something after Jonestown.

But let’s go back to 1796 when Edward Jen-
ner, an English doctor of sorts – he seems to have 
bought his medical degree for 15 pounds — per-
formed what is recognized as the world’s first vac-
cination. At that time in rural England, some held 
the dubious belief that a person could not catch 
smallpox if he first came down with cowpox, an 
innocuous disease caught by milking the infect-
ed udders of cows. (Full-blown smallpox was a 
dreadful disease which was often fatal and some-

times left surviving victims permanently scarred; 
there are so many conflicting statistics as to its 
prevalence in bygone centuries that I will not cite 
any here, other than to say that, while not rare, it 
does not appear to have been as common as gener-
ally supposed.) Jenner picked up on this belief and 
decided to experiment. He cut the arm of a boy 
named James Phipps and inserted cowpox matter. 
The boy caught cowpox. Several weeks later he in-
jected him with smallpox residue. When he didn’t 
contract smallpox, Jenner declared success. But 
other doctors disputed this, claiming they knew of 
dairymaids who had caught cowpox, and in later 
years smallpox. Jenner backed off and admitted 
that he too knew this was true.

Actually, Jenner’s experiment was merely a 
modification of a procedure known as variola-
tion, which had been practiced for hundreds of 
years, originating in China then making its way 
west. Variolation involved inserting the powder of 
smallpox scabs into the superficial scratches of an 
uninfected person to induce a mild case of the dis-
ease, which theoretically would result in lifelong 
immunity. The wife of the British ambassador to 
the Ottoman Empire came across variolation in 
1717 and introduced it to England four years later. 
But there were problems and uncertainties, not to 
mention fatalities, with variolation, and by the end 
of the eighteenth century many were disillusioned 
with the method. Variolation transitioned into 
vaccination, the difference being that now dis-
eased scrapings from cows, rather than humans, 
were being used.

Jenner was a shady character who stole the cow-
pox vaccination idea from a Welsh farmer named 
Benjamin Jesty. Two years after being caught lying 
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about his achievement, he came up with the idea 
that men who milked cows soon after they tended 
to horses suffering from “grease” — a disgusting 
disease characterized by oozing pus near their 
hooves — were truly  immune from smallpox. In 
a paper he published titled “An Inquiry into the 
Causes and Effects of the Variolae Vaccinae” he 
suggested injecting children with a new and im-
proved vaccine — cowpox infected with horse 
pus. While most people, including his medical col-
leagues, were horrified by this idea, some parents 
actually let Jenner experiment on their children 
with this vile concoction. The vaccine proved to 
be a failure.

So Jenner went back to plain old cowpox, even 
though he himself had admitted, years earlier, that 
it couldn’t guarantee immunity from smallpox. 
Despite all the evidence that his vaccinations didn’t 
work, he remained fixated on the idea, and in 1807 
petitioned the government for financial support, 
claiming his product had “the singularly benefi-
cial effect of rendering through life the person so 
inoculated perfectly secure from the infection of 
smallpox,” even though he knew this to be false. 

A sidebar to this story which highlights the 
flaws of even the keenest minds, and makes it eas-
ier to understand the credulity of people in gen-
eral, involves Thomas Jefferson. As a young man, 
Jefferson had submitted to variolation which, as 
in England,  had become increasingly unpopular 
in the American colonies. Jefferson saw vaccina-
tion as a big improvement in conferring immuni-
ty from smallpox, so much so that he had many 
of his slaves, relatives and neighbors vaccinated. 
In a cordial letter to Edward Jenner dated May 
14, 1806, he congratulated him on his discovery, 
which he  considered a huge medical advance. 
Of course, in those days the flow of information 
across the ocean took a long time and was severely 
limited by modern standards, so it’s possible that 
Jefferson was unaware of all the denunciations 
heaped on Jenner in his native England. 

In any event, convinced of Jenner’s sincerity, 
Parliament granted his request and mass inocula-
tion campaigns followed. Pretty soon vaccinated 
people started coming down with smallpox. How 
could this be? It couldn’t be, so Jenner and his sup-
porters denied it. When it became impossible to 
deny, he changed his tune and said that if his vac-
cination did not prevent smallpox, it at least re-
sulted in a milder case — a refrain that’s still heard 
today. When these milder cases started dying, Jen-

ner came up with a new line: those who died had 
been injected by “spurious” cowpox; those who 
recovered had received the real thing! 

Jenner died in 1823. By that time three kinds 
of his vaccine were in use, including the cow-
pox-horse pus variety. With the vaccination fad 
spreading among a segment of the population, 
and Jenner gone, new excuses were made to ex-
plain away their ineffectiveness and danger. One 
puncture isn’t good enough, some doctors said; 
two, or even three or four were recommended. 
The “needle” of those days was a sharpened point 
of ivory dipped in pox brew, and driven through 
the skin. “Mothers nearly always protest,” noted a 
chief surgeon, who referred to the ivory devices as 
“real instruments of torture.” But the multiple in-
jections failed too, so the vaccinators came up with 
yet another story. Now people were told they had 
to come back for more and more injections “until 
vesicles cease to respond to the insertion of the vi-
rus.” This didn’t work either. 

All that was left to the vaccination cult was out-
right fraud. People who were admitted to hospitals 
with smallpox were registered as unvaccinated, 
even though their vaccination scars were plain to 
see. Or else the smallpox they were suffering from 
was given a different name, which led George Ber-
nard Shaw, the great Irish playwright and man of 
letters, to remark: “During the last epidemic at the 
turn of the [20th] century, I was a member of the 
Health Committee of London Borough Council. 
I learned how the credit of vaccination is kept up 
statistically by diagnosing all the re-vaccinated 
cases as pustular eczema, varioloid or whatnot — 
except smallpox.” This “change the name game” 
is another trick that has come down through the 
ages  and still employed  to mask the observable 
fact that vaccines do not work.

v

It’s incredible to think that such a flimflam with 
such a terrible track record could take hold in the 
world’s most advanced countries. Yet take hold it 
did. By the late nineteenth century, several Euro-
pean countries had mandatory vaccination laws 
on the books. The results were devastating. One 
million vaccinated Germans contracted smallpox 
in 1870-71; thousands died. “The hopes placed in 
the efficacy of the cowpox virus as a preventative 
of smallpox have proved entirely deceptive,” said 
the German chancellor. In Italy, a leading medical 
professor wrote, “The epidemics of smallpox we 
have had [from 1887-89] have been so frightful 
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that nothing before the invention of vaccination 
could equal them.” A terrible epidemic took place 
in the early 1870s in England, which had a 98% 
vaccination rate; surviving hospital records show 
that about 90% of the victims had been vaccinated 
and re-vaccinated.

This epidemic gave a strong push to the an-
ti-vaccine movement in England, which gained 
traction in 1853, when smallpox vaccinations be-
came compulsory. Those who disobeyed the law 
were prosecuted, their homes and property confis-
cated; parents who tried to protect their children 
from the shots were fined and jailed. Shortly after 
the epidemic subsided, Mary Catherine Hume 
published 150 Reasons for Disobeying the Vacci-
nation Law by Persons Prosecuted Under It, which 
advocated open defiance. She wrote:

Vaccination is poisoning of the blood... capable 
of sending inwards to the vital organs the blood im-
purities which might otherwise have been safely got 
rid of by means of the natural disruptive process.... 
The Vaccination Acts — for rendering compulsory 
on the citizens of a so-called free country — are ty-
rannical, unconstitutional, and in the true sense il-
legal; Godless and insane; idolatrous, being acts for 
the continual offering up of human sacrifices; odi-
ous to all lovers of freedom; fraudulent, as evading 
and violating another existing Act of Parliament; 
demoralizing to the whole community; and, on the 
direct and indirect testimony of their own support-
ers and advocates, an utter and absolute failure.

But it wasn’t until 1907 that the law was changed 
and vaccinations became entirely voluntary in En-
gland which, as in most other Western countries, 
is the case today.

By the turn of the century, smallpox vacci-
nation was widespread in the United States, and 
mandatory in several states. As in England, there 
was plenty of opposition accompanied by sporad-
ic violence and lawsuits contesting the legality of 
forced vaccination. The results on both sides of the 
Atlantic were often tragic, as indicated by the fol-
lowing testimonials, which were sometimes pub-
lished with photographs of the victims in life and 
in death:

Margaret Ann, the only daughter of Mr. and 
Mrs. Donald W. Gooding, was pronounced a perfect 
baby by the doctor when she was born. This beauti-
ful and healthy infant was vaccinated at the age of 
four months. The first two injections didn’t take, so a 
third vaccination was given, after which inflamma-
tion of the brain developed within five days. She was 

taken to the hospital where she remained for many 
weeks. At the age of 13 months she was blind and 
could not learn to walk. She also developed digestive 
disturbance and convulsions.

Mona Stevenson was vaccinated at the age of five 
weeks with the official glycerinated calf-lymph. Af-
ter five weeks of suffering in which the child’s face 
and arm was partly eaten away by the vaccine dis-
ease, the child died.

My wife was in good health until she was vacci-
nated November 1, 1922. On the 9th of November, 
she broke out with a pronounced skin rash all over 
her body. On November 29, she became seriously ill. 
Sores appeared in place of the rash. The doctor said 
it was smallpox. She died on December 5.

On November 13, 1922, my wife submitted to 
vaccination in order to hold her position with the 
telephone company. Up to the time of the vaccina-
tion she was in good health. On December 8, she be-
came ill with enlarged lymphatic glands under her 
arms. She died on December 10.

Horace Capewell was a fine, healthy baby with 
beautiful eyes. He was vaccinated when five weeks 
old. Nine days later his body was a mass of sores. His 
eyes became affected and at the age of five months 
he was totally blind.

Ernest Cheeseman was vaccinated at the age 
of nine weeks with the standard glycerinated calf-
lymph. Up to that time, he was healthy and normal. 
Five days after his vaccination a serious form of 
syphilitic skin disease developed. The body was cov-
ered with eczema-like eruptions and the feet were 
drawn up, all out of shape. The sores that broke out 
around the mouth looked like burnt meat and stood 
out at least an inch. Death relieved him of his suf-
fering.

While most doctors of the era had an almost 
religious belief in vaccinations, as they do today, 
some did not, and spoke out forcefully against 
them:

I have been a regular practitioner of medicine 
in Boston for 33 years. I have studied the question 
of vaccination conscientiously for 45 years. As for 
vaccination as a preventative disease, there is not 
a scrap of evidence in its favor. The injection of vi-
rus into the pure bloodstream of the people does not 
prevent smallpox; rather, it tends to increase its ep-
idemics, and it makes the disease more deadly. Of 
this we have indisputable proof. In our country can-
cer mortality has increased from 9 per 100,000 to 80 
per 100,000 or fully 900 percent increase within the 
past 50 years, and no conceivable thing could have 
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caused this increase but the universal blood poison-
ing now existing. — Dr. Charles E. Page, Boston 
practitioner

I believed that vaccination prevented smallpox, 
or if it did not absolutely prevent it in every case, it 
modified the disease  in some cases, and I believed 
that re-vaccination, if only frequently enough, gave 
absolute immunity. Experience has driven all that 
out of my head; I have seen vaccinated persons get 
smallpox, and persons who had been re-vaccinated 
get smallpox, and I have seen those who have had 
smallpox get it a second time and die of it. — Dr. 
J.C. Ward, Royal College of Surgeons, England

After collecting the particulars of 400,000 cases 
of smallpox, I am compelled to admit that my belief 
in vaccination is absolutely destroyed. — Professor 
Adolf Vogt, chair of Vital Statistics and Hygiene at 
Berne University

To affirm that there never has been any scientific 
warranty for a belief in the alleged protective virtues 
of vaccination and that its practice is backed by ig-
norance and indifference, is a sorry charge to make 
against the medical profession... but the charge, I re-
gret to say, is only too true. I know whereof I affirm, 
for I, too, must plead guilty of the charge. Before 
discovering my mistake I had vaccinated more than 
3000 victims, ignorantly supposing the disease I was 
propagating to be a preventative of smallpox. Hav-
ing taken for granted what my teachers had assert-
ed, I was a staunch believer in the alleged efficacy 
of vaccination as a prophylactic against smallpox. I 
remained in this blind and blissful state of ignorance 
for several years, and not until I acquired a little ex-
perience in the school of observation and reflection 
did I discover that my faith was pinned to a shame-
ful fraud. — Dr. J.W. Hodge, practitioner

How is it that smallpox is five times as likely to 
be fatal in the vaccinated as unvaccinated? How is it 
that, as the number of people vaccinated has steadi-
ly fallen, the number of people attacked with variola 
has declined and the case mortality has progres-
sively lessened? The years of least vaccination have 
been the years of least smallpox and least mortality. 
These are just a few points in connection with the 
subject which are puzzling me, and to which I want 
answers. — Dr. L.A. Parry, practitioner

Never in the history of medicine has there been 
produced so false a theory, and such fraudulent as-
sumptions, such disastrous and damning results as 
have followed the practice of vaccination; it is the 
ultma thule [extreme limit] of learned quackery, 
and lacks, and has ever lacked, the faintest shad-

ow of a scientific basis. The fears of the people have 
been played upon as to the dangers of smallpox, 
and the promise of sure prevention by vaccination, 
until nearly the whole civilized world has become 
physically corrupted by its practice. — Dr. E. Ripley, 
Connecticut practitioner         

Many doctors also saw a connection between 
vaccination and cancer, a matter best summed up 
by the observation of Indiana doctor W.B. Clark: 
“Cancer was practically unknown until cowpox 
vaccination began to be introduced. I have had to 
do with 200 cases of cancer and I never saw a case 
of cancer in an unvaccinated person.” This is an in-
triguing statement which, however, our esteemed 
cancer experts have never followed up on, because 
like vaccination, cancer is a big business that re-
quires lots of customers.

 v 

As the twentieth century wore on, the debate 
within the medical community became red-hot. 
Simply stated, the smallpox vaccine was so dan-
gerous and ineffective, and this fact had become 
so obvious, that an impasse was reached over the 
continuation of its use. Gradually, many countries 
eased their requirements. The last naturally occur-
ring case of smallpox in America was recorded in 
1949; in 1972 smallpox vaccinations ended in this 
country.

But  vaccinations continued in impoverished 
parts of the world. WHO, the global health bu-
reaucracy, estimated there were 15 million small-
pox cases worldwide, and announced they would 
launch a massive vaccination campaign to wipe 
smallpox off the face of the earth — which many 
questioned since it was now common knowledge 
that the vaccine caused the disease. Most of their 
efforts were concentrated in Africa. In October 
1977, WHO identified Ali Maow Mallin, a Somali 
cook, as the last person to contract a natural case 
of smallpox, and less than three years later held a 
ceremony at their headquarters in Geneva declar-
ing that smallpox had disappeared from the plan-
et. Considering that, as today, there were billions 
of human beings living in poverty in 1977 who 
could not possibly have been examined by WHO’s 
surveillance teams, such a declaration was prepos-
terous.

Through the 1980s and 1990s, little was heard 
of smallpox. Supposedly the  only remaining 
known samples were stored in secure government 
laboratories in Atlanta and  the Siberian city of 
Novosibirsk. Nevertheless, small batches of the 
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vaccine continued to be manufactured and used 
for no apparent reason. A backpage news brief 
beneath the heading “Unneeded Smallpox Shot 
Causing A  Serious Illness” appeared in the Sep-
tember 19, 1981 issue of the New York Times. It 
stated that one million American military person-
nel had been unnecessarily vaccinated each year, 
and many were suffering from a “sometimes fatal” 
condition. This was just one of countless outrages 
associated with vaccination in that year alone, and 
either underreported or ignored by the American 
news media.

A glaring example of this censorship was a 
bombshell front page story in the May 11, 1987 issue 
of the London Times indicating that the AIDS epi-
demic in Africa was triggered by the mass smallpox 
vaccination campaign of the previous decade — not 
one word of which ever appeared in the New York 
Times or any other major media outlet here. The 
London Times exposé was written in response to a 
tip from an adviser to WHO who had been asked 
to investigate the suspicious link between WHO’s 
ambitious vaccination program in central Africa 
and the sudden appearance of AIDS in precisely the 
same countries. The advisor concluded that there 
was indeed a connection and filed his report. When 
WHO buried it, he contacted the Times.

The late Dr. William Douglass, a colorful and 
outspoken publisher and author, part Georgia 
hillbilly and part world traveling medical pioneer, 
went further. In a pamphlet he wrote titled WHO 
Murdered Africa, he claimed that the smallpox 
vaccine didn’t trigger AIDS, it deliberately intro-
duced this horrible disease. AIDS, he wrote, was “a 
cold-blooded, successful attempt to create a killer 
virus [by splicing deadly sheep and cow viruses, 
which in their natural state are harmless to man] 
which was then used in a successful experiment in 
Africa.” Quoting from WHO’s own publications, 
he charged that this organization, in collabora-
tion with the National Cancer Institute, made the 
virus, used the smallpox vaccination  campaign 
as their vehicle to spread it, then sat back to see 
what would happen. Never one to mince words, 
Douglass suggested “closing down all laboratories 
in this country that are dealing with these dead-
ly retroviruses” — he singled out Fort Detrick, 
Maryland — “then we must sort out the insane, 
irresponsible and traitorous scientists involved in 
these experiments and try them for murder.” 

I realize that statements like this sound wacky 
to  many people who are accustomed to reading 

only material found on newsstands or at the public 
library. They will begin to make sense as you make 
your way through this book. 

 v 

Although smallpox burst into the news after 
the events of September 11, 2001, and stayed there 
for some time, strange developments were taking 
place before that date. In 1997, four years before 
the World Trade Center and the Pentagon were 
hit, Dynport, a vaccine company based in Fred-
erick, Maryland, the location of Fort Detrick, was 
awarded a contract by the Defense Department 
to produce a new smallpox vaccine. The CDC 
contracted with another firm, Acambis, to man-
ufacture the same vaccine in 2000. Since smallpox 
supposedly had been eradicated, and it appeared 
likely that the last two known samples would be 
destroyed, scientists and public health authorities 
wondered out loud about these actions. “A lot of 
people thought this was a crazy idea, to make a 
new vaccine when the disease didn’t exist,” said Dr. 
Margaret Hamburg of the Department of Health 
and Human Services (HHS). 

Three months prior to September 11,  a study 
code-named “Dark Winter,” which simulated an 
outbreak of smallpox in the U.S., was conducted by 
a team referred to as bioterrorism specialists. The 
study predicted that within two months, three mil-
lion people would be infected, the country’s infra-
structure would break down, and there would be 
riots nationwide. But according to another study 
made by the CDC, the assumption that one person 
would infect ten others, and each of these another 
ten and so on, was a wild exaggeration. Statistics 
compiled from previous outbreaks showed that 
smallpox was not nearly that contagious. Never-
theless, Dark Winter coordinator Donald Hender-
son, who also had led WHO’s supposed smallpox 
eradication campaign in Africa, concluded that at 
least 100 million doses of the vaccine were nec-
essary to safeguard America. And shortly after 
September 11, Vice President Dick Cheney was 
shown a video of Dark Winter and urged to speed 
up production of the vaccine. 

The following month, the CDC unveiled legis-
lation called “The Model State Emergency Health 
Powers Act.” Section 504a gave public health offi-
cials and state governors the authority, among oth-
er things, to arrest and forcibly vaccinate anyone 
deemed to be unprotected, or a threat to spread, an 
infectious disease. Furthermore, it specified con-
ditions under which property could be seized, and 
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the Constitution and Bill of Rights suspended. In 
addition, it repealed laws allowing medical or reli-
gious exemptions to vaccinations, and cleared po-
lice, National Guard and government authorities 
of any liability arising from harm or death due to a 
forced inoculation. According to the website pub-
lichealthlaw.net, last updated on January 27, 2010 
(but since taken down), “38 states and DC have 
passed a total of 66 bills or resolutions that include 
provisions from or closely related to [MSEHPA].” 

Remember that there hasn’t been a single case 
of smallpox in this country since 1949, vaccina-
tion against this disease was discontinued here in 
1972, and in 1980 WHO proclaimed that smallpox 
no longer existed  anywhere on earth, outside of 
two laboratories. Then the rumors started. It was 
said that impoverished Russian scientists in No-
vosibirsk had sold off smallpox cultures to foreign 
terrorists to be used against America, and that 
the usual boogeymen, Iraqi leader Saddam Hus-
sein, and North Korea’s Kim Jong-Il,  had secret 
stocks in their possession and might be preparing 
to saturate the U.S. with smallpox (see, for exam-
ple, a Washington Post article of November 5, 2002 
and an ABC news report of January 7, 2006). Not a 
shred of evidence supported these absurdities, and 
they quietly faded away. 

Dire predictions that there might not be 
enough vaccine to protect Americans alternated 
with warnings that the vaccine was too dangerous 
to use. One week a shrill warning would be issued 
that the bioterrorists could strike at any moment; 
the next week the likelihood of a smallpox attack 
was said to be almost nil. As local and state health 
authorities stood by waiting for directions from 
the federal government — directions that never 
came — pharmaceutical firms jostled each other 
for lucrative contracts to manufacture the vaccine. 
Then there was disagreement over who should 
be held liable for the inevitable casualties of mass 
vaccination — the drug firms or the government. 
Then politicians disagreed among themselves as 
to whether or not victims should be compensated, 
and if so, how much. Editorial writers around the 
country urged both caution and action — some-
times in the same editorial. President George 
Bush, on a visit to CDC headquarters in Atlanta, 
expressed concern about people dying from the 
vaccine; two weeks later he postponed indefinitely 
the destruction of America’s last smallpox culture. 

What no one denied was that severe injury and 
death would accompany widespread vaccination. 

Even the American Medical Association (AMA), 
usually in the front lines of any vaccination drive, 
backed off, saying the vague threat of a biological 
attack just wasn’t worth the risk — a risk that no 
one could clearly quantify. Undoubtedly, many 
arguments took place behind closed doors. On 
many fronts, no one could predict what would 
happen if an executive order came down requiring 
that all Americans be vaccinated against smallpox. 
Bureaucrats knew there would be sheep-like com-
pliance among millions considering it their patri-
otic duty to get the shot, but there would also be a 
violent backlash in a country where a lot of peo-
ple own guns. This was probably on George Bush’s 
mind when he finally came up with a compromise 
in the midst of his contrived war plans and scare 
stories about Saddam and smallpox; there would 
be no national vaccination program but a half mil-
lion health care workers would have to submit to 
the smallpox shot. 

Bush’s plan ran into immediate stiff resistance. 
More than ninety percent of targeted health care 
workers flatly refused to be vaccinated. In addi-
tion, seven people with heart conditions suffered 
severe reactions, and two died, prompting the 
CDC to suspend the shots for those with a histo-
ry of heart problems. Pretty soon almost everyone 
was refusing them, and by the summer of 2003 the 
plan was scrapped, while its architects congratu-
lated each other that the vaccine wasn’t quite as 
deadly as they had feared. 

 v 

This, then, is a capsule history of the disease 
and vaccine that started it all. It’s a microcosm of 
the vaccine story that’s been repeated over and 
over — a story that always brings out the worst 
in man, and the worst kind of men. The book has 
been closed on smallpox for 16 years now, but not 
entirely. In just the last nine years, as I write, there 
have been outbreaks in Uganda, the Congo, India 
and the country of Georgia in the Caucasus. There 
is an obvious reluctance to diagnose these cases as 
smallpox, because this would erase the legend so 
beloved of all the alphabet soup health agencies 
that this disease was conquered by vaccines. In-
stead we’re told about orthopox and monkeypox, 
and that WHO has determined that in Uganda 
the outbreak was “likely” chickenpox, the lesions 
of which are clearly distinguishable from those 
of smallpox, whereas monkeypox appears to be 
smallpox by a different name. I am neither a vi-
rologist nor a taxonomist, but this seems to be a 
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typical example of the name-switching game start-
ed by Jenner.

The March 2011 outbreak in rural Jharkand 
state in India, whatever it was, was written off by 
local health authorities as a superstitious belief of 
villagers. I  can only suspect that  bribes  were of-
fered or arms twisted to induce them to make this 
report. It’s reminiscent of Heather Whitestone, the 
first woman with a disability to be crowned Miss 
America, in 1994. It was initially reported that she 
had become deaf at eighteen months following a 
DPT shot. A week later the story changed dramat-
ically, following input from the American Acade-
my of Pediatrics (AAP) and her pediatrician; now 
it was a Hemophilus influenza infection that had 
caused the nerve damage to her ears (which, if 
true, was probably provoked by the shot, a com-
mon occurrence). I can just imagine what went on 
behind the scenes.

The smallpox vaccine is the most important one 
to study in terms of seeing the big picture. It has 
been around for more than 220 years, much lon-

ger than any other vaccine, and it is the theoretical 
foundation upon which all vaccines have been cre-
ated. In all that time it has never ceased to be highly 
controversial; every claim of success by its adher-
ents has been relentlessly attacked and convinc-
ingly refuted by its opponents. Nevertheless, since 
it’s no longer given to children, and despite recent 
deliberations about administering it at gunpoint, if 
necessary (current laws in several states will allow 
this if a national health emergency is declared in 
Washington),  it gets little discussion these days. 
The permanent spotlight falls instead on the polio 
vaccine. That’s the big success story, the vaccine 
that saved so many lives, the one everyone “knows 
about,” the one that gives the word vaccine such a 
positive spin. It amazes me that so few people have 
taken a good, hard look at this incredible fraud, 
which we will do in the next chapter.

The 1872 and 1911 articles from the New York 
Times reproduced below provide us with some 
perspective on the smallpox vaccine as it was seen 
over a century ago.
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In 1915 a man from upstate New York named 
James Loyster, whose 11-year-old son died af-
ter being vaccinated against smallpox, printed 
and circulated a 40-page pamphlet, with photo-
graphs, summarizing 51 vaccine disasters, 30 of 
which were fatal. Thirteen were reprinted in a 
book published in 1920 titled Horrors of Vaccina-
tion: Exposed and Illustrated by Charles Higgins. 
This work was dedicated to President Woodrow 
Wilson, and naively implored him to intervene 

and put an end to the practice. It contained many 
photographs of victims young and old. Reprinted 
on the following pages is the title page and in-
troduction to Loyster’s pamphlet, along with four 
case histories.

Figure 5 in the introduction is a photograph, 
taken after death, of an English infant named 
Mona Stevenson, who succumbed on August 4, 
1908 to the effects of vaccination, her face and 
body covered by smallpox pustules.
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The true, suppressed, and disgraceful 
story of the polio vaccine

THE polio vaccine is the one that everybody 
“knows about.” Almost every American adult 
“knows” that polio was a dreaded disease until 
the great Dr. Jonas Salk came along with his mir-
acle vaccine and wiped it out overnight — one of 
medicine’s greatest success stories. It’s the vaccine 
that people always point to when you begin rais-
ing doubts as to why a child should be vaccinated. 
“Look at what happened with polio,” they invari-
ably reply. “Nobody has polio anymore. How can 
you say that vaccines don’t work?”

Few subjects have been drenched in as much 
disinformation as polio — the disease, the vaccine, 
its creator. As we will shortly see, the Salk polio 
vaccine myth is nothing more than the residue of 
an out of control news media binge that lasted two 
weeks in  April 1955. By the end of that month 
the vaccine had proved to be such a disaster that 
some  media factions  did an about-face and be-
gan to report many of the troubling facts about it, 
though in a much more subdued manner. With a 
little bit of time and effort, you can find and read 
the deflating stories that appeared, mostly in late 
April and early May 1955, in many American news 
publications, but soon thereafter were buried and 
have remained buried to the present day. Addition-
ally, with the passage of time and the facilitation 
of the Internet, an abundance of information has 
come to light attesting to the vile character of this 
man Jonas Salk.

What is truly amazing in the face of all these 
damning facts is that so few are aware of the heated 
controversy surrounding the inception of the Salk 
vaccine, and the Big Lie endures, as entrenched as 
ever. Since it’s the main pillar of the vaccine dog-
ma, and the source of more brainwashing than all 
the other childhood vaccines combined, it merits 
a detailed and lengthy discussion. 

Before delving into the medical aspects of polio 
and the story behind the vaccine, let’s ground our-
selves with a few little-known facts about which 
I’ve never encountered any disagreement:
• Polio was always a relatively rare disease in 
America. There never was any nationwide “epi-
demic” nor anything close to one. 
• More than 90% of  human beings are  naturally 
immune to the polio germ and will not develop 
symptoms under any conditions.

• When the Salk vaccine came out, many promi-
nent doctors and scientists expressed grave doubts 
about it and refused to vaccinate their own chil-
dren with it.
• On May 7, 1955, just weeks after the announce-
ment of Salk’s wondrous achievement and the start 
of a nationwide inoculation campaign, Surgeon 
General Leonard Scheele temporarily suspended 
the program after more than a hundred children 
contracted a severe case of polio from the shots.
• Because of the obvious danger of the vaccine, 
many European countries rejected it. Yet polio 
in these countries continued to fade away to the 
point of virtual nonexistence.
• In 1960, it was discovered that millions of dos-
es of polio vaccine, which was (and still is) grown 
on diced monkey kidneys, had been contaminated 
with a cancer-causing monkey virus known as SV-
40.

Many other claims have been contested, such as 
that the incidence of polio had been declining for 
many years in the U.S. and Europe prior to 1955, 
and that reported cases of the disease in the New 
England states were five to ten times higher during 
the year after the inauguration of mass vaccination 
than the year before it. I have no reason to doubt 
these claims, but as I have no wish to become en-
tangled in statistics, I leave further investigation to 
the reader. 

 v 

Poliomyelitis,  or polio as we all know it, is 
caused by an intestinal virus that attacks the cen-
tral nervous system. It is contagious and can be 
spread through food, water and contact with con-
taminated feces — changing an infected baby’s di-
aper, for example. Polio can also be brought on by 
other shots, a phenomenon that became evident 
earlier in the twentieth century with the advent of 
the pertussis and diphtheria vaccines. Many biolo-
gists working independently noticed this link and 
published papers on it. Why it happens is unclear; 
that it happens has been admitted even by vaccine 
proponents. 

Excessive sugar ingestion appears to be another 
culprit. Polio always struck with the greatest fre-
quency in the summer months, when consump-
tion of soft drinks and ice cream was at its highest. 
This connection was demonstrated by an Amer-
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ican doctor and nutritionist, Benjamin Sandler, 
who in the spring of 1949 warned the residents of 
North Carolina, through local newspapers, to cut 
way back on these products. As a result, sales fell 
90%, as did the rate of polio throughout the state. 
However, this movement lost steam the following 
year and sales  of sugary refreshments rebound-
ed, as did cases of polio. Furthermore, Sandler 
compiled data showing that in China, despite its 
huge population that lagged far behind the West 
in health standards, polio was almost unheard of; 
he attributed this to the very low consumption of 
sweetened food products in that country, where 
sugar was a scarce commodity.

Another causative factor may well have been 
the widespread use, beginning in 1945, of the 
insecticide DDT, which by the 1960s was widely 
criticized due to environmental concerns, and was 
eventually banned in most of the world. Ironically, 
it was used here mainly to kill flies, which were 
thought to spread polio. The “experts” of the day 
reassured parents that it was perfectly safe not 
only to spray in areas like playgrounds and beach-
es where children gathered, but also, as incredible 
as it sounds, to sprinkle it in powder form on their 
food. It’s possible that many cases of acute DDT 
poisoning were misdiagnosed as polio. We now 
know that toxic substances can cause profound 
changes in cell structure, a classic example being 
the connection between asbestos and mesotheli-
oma.

 v 

Polio is a baffling disease; its epidemiology is 
not well understood. Decades ago at least, it seems 
to have been more common in Western nations 
than in the world’s most impoverished regions. 
And it appears there were more cases of polio in 
America in the twentieth than in the nineteenth 
century. One gets the feeling that had other vac-
cinations been halted, sugar intake lowered, and 
DDT never used, polio would have ceased to exist 
here. But of course such a  hypothesis was never 
tested.

Misconceptions about polio abound, the most 
common being that anyone who contracts the dis-
ease will die or become paralyzed. This is not true. 
Symptoms vary in intensity, but usually include fe-
ver, headache, sore throat, weakness, neck stiffness 
and joint pain. Most polio cases in this country 
went undiagnosed because very often the symp-
toms were indistinguishable from other common 
ailments that clear up on their own, such as a bad 

cold. Even when paralysis does occur, a complete 
recovery often follows.

I don’t mean to trivialize the fate of those un-
fortunate  people whose lives were devastated or 
ended by polio in its most virulent form, which 
obviously is a terrible disease, capable of paralyz-
ing the limbs or respiratory muscles — the latter 
condition requiring the use of the “iron lung,” a 
medical device invented in 1928 that forces the 
diaphragm to contract and expand. Neverthe-
less, to put things in their proper perspective, po-
lio was never common in this country. What was 
common was publicity about it. In the 1940s and 
1950s, when the race was on to produce a vaccine, 
ten times as many children died in accidents as 
from polio; cancer claimed three times the num-
ber. Although exact figures are impossible to pin 
down, I would estimate that less than 1 in 3000 
Americans was ever seriously affected by polio. In 
my life, I have known only one such person, men-
tioned earlier. Quite frankly, polio never deserved 
more than a fraction of the attention it got in the 
medical research community, and had it been ig-
nored, it likely would have disappeared on its own, 
as it in fact did in other advanced countries.

Why, then, was it thrust into the spotlight? Be-
cause of its most famous victim: Franklin Roos-
evelt. Struck down by polio at thirty-nine, des-
perately trying every therapy to regain use of his 
legs and failing, confined to a wheelchair for the 
rest of his life, Roosevelt became obsessed with the 
idea of defeating the disease. Before and after he 
became president in 1932, he plowed his immense 
wealth and political clout into his obsession. In 
1938 he teamed up with a friend and former law 
partner named Basil O’Connor — a man with am-
bitions in philanthropy as well as medical projects 
— to form a nonpartisan group called the Nation-
al Foundation for Paralysis. Its objectives, Roos-
evelt proclaimed, were to find a cure for polio and 
provide the best treatment available for its victims. 
The National Foundation, as it came to be called, 
would evolve into the largest voluntary health or-
ganization of all time.

The crusade against polio was revolutionary in 
the annals of medicine. Spanning two decades, it 
employed media spokesmen, politicians, movie 
stars, public relations agencies, fund raisers, doc-
tors and local chapter organizers. It gave birth to 
the “poster child.” It changed the way the govern-
ment licensed and tested new drugs. It mobilized 
the entire nation with a community spirit. Through 
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the tireless efforts of volunteers, donations eventu-
ally soared into the hundreds of millions of dol-
lars, a fair chunk of it from pocket change — the 
famous March of Dimes campaign, which was 
conceived in 1938 by the vaudeville entertainer 
Eddie Cantor and approved by President Roos-
evelt (which is why his profile began appearing on 
the dime in 1946, the year after his death). Many 
famous people, often with the best of intentions, 
lent themselves to the cause well into the 1950s — 
people as diverse as Bing Crosby, Joe DiMaggio, 
Richard Nixon and the Lone Ranger. Everything 
from church suppers and square dances to pres-
idential birthday balls and Hollywood extrava-
ganzas were employed to generate publicity and 
research funds to support the quest for a vaccine. 
Some critics began to mock polio as a “celebrity 
disease,” a justified reaction considering that the 
money and effort lavished on it were ridiculously 
out of proportion to its actual danger, while more 
common and deadly diseases went underfunded.

It was all doomed to fail, and fail it did because 
vaccination, it bears repeating,  rests on  the false 
premise that injecting a human being with dead 
or weakened amounts of a disease germ will stim-
ulate the body to produce antibodies that will 
prevent the disease,  thus enhancing health. Life 
doesn’t work that way. It had been proven by all 
the vaccines that came before polio, and it would 
be proven by all the vaccines that came after. The 
best minds that enlisted in the war on polio were 
no match against the laws of Nature.

Moreover, many of those who  took up the 
fight against polio were scoundrels to begin with. 
Although the fact is never taught in school nor 
mentioned on television, Franklin Roosevelt 
was detested by a large number of Americans 
who saw him as the consummate lying politician, 
especially in the way he maneuvered his country 
into World War Two. And while I can understand 
and sympathize with his ambition to wipe out po-
lio, it was a reckless undertaking. Basil O’Connor, 
his hand-picked director of the National Founda-
tion, was a man of limited intelligence and unlim-
ited vice, who years later, even when serious prob-
lems with the new vaccine had become evident, 
would introduce legislation to make vaccination 
compulsory, allegedly to get rid of surplus stock.

And then there were the men and women in 
the long white coats, feverishly working in their 
laboratories to create an effective vaccine, elbow-
ing each other for fame, fortune and delusions of 

scientific immortality. They were vain, rotten peo-
ple and some of them were criminals in a very real 
sense. Two names from this rogues’ gallery would 
emerge and endure to the present day: Jonas Salk 
and Albert Sabin. 

Salk and Sabin were bitter rivals and would 
remain so for forty years, right up to their deaths 
in the 1990s. They represented different schools 
of  thought, and along with their respective col-
leagues, followed separate paths to the same elu-
sive goal. Salk believed that a vaccine made of vi-
rus killed by formaldehyde (a main ingredient in 
embalming fluid and a known carcinogen) was 
the answer, while Sabin felt that only a live polio 
virus, weakened (in medical terms, attenuated) in 
the laboratory, also by toxic chemicals, would be 
effective. This debate over which was the better 
approach actually predated the work of these two 
men; it went back to the 1930s when rudimenta-
ry polio vaccines were tested on a small scale with 
deadly results. In fact, the debate has never end-
ed. The debate is irrelevant because both vaccines 
are proven failures and both opened a Pandora’s 
box of new and serious medical problems. Howev-
er, experience has shown that the live virus vaccine 
is more dangerous.

Even those who believe in vaccination must ad-
mit that it is now and always has been a crapshoot. 
What concentration of formaldehyde should be 
used to kill the virus, yet keep it intact enough so 
as to stimulate the immune system to develop an-
tibodies? Or, if you want to keep the virus alive 
but safe, how much would be needed to lower its 
potency yet still trigger an antibody response? 
Would one shot do, or were two or more needed? 
What is the best medium on which to grow viruses 
to prepare them for vaccines? Was mineral oil a 
safe adjuvant (antibody stimulant)? If so, why did 
some virologists believe that it caused swelling at 
the injection site? Would it be better to use water, 
even though it lacked adjuvant properties? Would 
use of any of the three known virus strains in the 
vaccine confer immunity to all three types of po-
lio, or was an exact match needed? Was a three-
in-one vaccine too dangerous? To those who had 
committed their lives and careers to a polio cure, 
there were no ready answers to these and many 
other questions. These issues could be resolved only 
through experimentation.

In his book Immunization: Theory vs. Reality 
Neil Miller defines vaccinations simply as “crude 
experiments conducted on innocent people.” That 
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is exactly what they are, and this is true of all vac-
cinations. But without a doubt, polio vaccines have 
surpassed all others with respect to the number 
of innocent people — the vast majority of whom 
were children — experimented on.

 v 

In researching this topic, I was taken aback by 
something I had never heard of. Over the years, 
about 100,000 monkeys from India and the Philip-
pines, as well as chimpanzees from central Africa, 
were captured in the wild then flown to the U.S., 
where they were used to test the polio vaccine be-
fore being destroyed. Invariably they arrived here 
malnourished and miserable, and a number of 
them attacked their human handlers in the lab, at 
least once with fatal results. Some of them endured 
intense pain before being put to death. This brings 
up the  touchy subject of using animals  in exper-
iments  for the ostensible purpose of benefiting 
humans. There is a wide range of opinions on vivi-
section — the practice of harming live animals in 
conducting scientific research — and the question 
will always be raised, who’s to say what’s right and 
what’s wrong? It’s all quite subjective. Personally, 
even though experimentation on lower animals 
like mice and hamsters bothers me less than ex-
periments performed on primates, all vivisection 
disturbs me. Then again, I’m sure there are those 
who would consider me cruel for being a hunter, 
though I find such a sentiment ridiculous because 
man is a natural predator and meat eater. In my ex-
perience most hunters, like me, are sensitive to the 
suffering of animals and strive for the quickest kill. 
In any case, to my way of thinking, there is some-
thing fundamentally wrong with people who have 
no qualms about using vast numbers of monkeys 
in dubious vaccine experiments, then just killing 
and throwing them in the trash like potato peels. 
Such people strike me as demented.

From monkeys it’s just a short step to children. 
More than a million American children were used 
to test both the live virus and killed virus vaccines. 
Most had a choice, or at least their parents did; 
the rest were treated like laboratory rats. In fair-
ness to the polio vaccine fraternity, all of whom 
are now deceased, there was a wide spectrum of 
opinion on this most sensitive issue. Some were 
troubled by the idea of exposing so many children 
to unknown risks, if not vehemently opposed to it. 
Others, however, were not. Among the earliest of 
the latter group was John Kolmer, a Philadelphia 
pathologist, who in 1935, working independent-

ly, vaccinated more than 10,000 youngsters with 
his own secret recipe containing live viruses. This 
resulted in at least a dozen cases of paralytic polio, 
nine of them fatal. Kolmer claimed to have inject-
ed himself and his two sons with his concoction, 
and to have been granted consent by the children’s 
parents. At a medical convention later that year, a 
government health official came close to accusing 
Kolmer of murder, to which he replied, “Gentle-
men, this is one time I wish the floor would open 
up and swallow me,” and sat down without anoth-
er word. So it appears that Kolmer, at least in the 
end, possessed a glimmer of a conscience.

The same cannot be said for Hilary Koprowski, 
a scientist at Lederle Laboratories. In 1950, Ko-
prowski fed his live virus vaccine, diluted in a glass 
of chocolate milk, to twenty handicapped children 
in Letchworth, an institution located in New York’s 
Hudson Valley. This was carried out in secret, with 
only one health official at Letchworth, an acquain-
tance of Koprowski’s who supported the experi-
ment, aware of what was taking place. According 
to Koprowski, all the children developed polio an-
tibodies and none contracted the disease.

Six years later, after the rise and fall of Salk’s 
killed virus vaccine (which we will come to), Ko-
prowski was invited to Belfast, Northern Ireland 
for a guarded testing of his product. Stool samples 
of inoculated children revealed that the weakened 
virus had actually become stronger while pass-
ing through the body, a most  alarming observa-
tion. Fearing a polio outbreak, the Irish director 
of the experiment, a virologist named George 
Dick, whose own daughter had been vaccinated, 
stopped it. “Had it continued,” Dick said, “I have 
no doubt at all that we would have paralyzed a 
number of children.” He questioned Koprowski’s 
data and expressed a deep disappointment in him, 
a feeling widely shared by Koprowski’s American 
colleagues who viewed him as brash, dishonest 
and lacking a conscience.

Koprowski then moved on to the Congo where 
he tested his vaccine on nearly a million rural 
Africans, the great majority of them infants and 
toddlers. The vaccine was administered in liq-
uid form, by squirting it into their mouths. The 
youngest children received fifteen times the adult 
dosage. Koprowski apparently ran into problems 
with WHO (the UN’s World Health Organiza-
tion), whose support he claimed he had, although 
WHO denied backing him. No satisfactory results 
were achieved — one can only guess at the human 
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toll — and Koprowski’s vaccine was never licensed 
for use in any country.

Unaware of Koprowski’s Letchworth venture 
at the time, an up and coming microbiologist at 
the University of Pittsburgh named Jonas Salk was 
thinking along the same lines. In a letter to the re-
search director of the National Foundation, which 
was sponsoring his work, Salk wrote: “I think the 
time has come for these experiments to be carried 
out in man.... I have investigated the local possi-
bilities for such an experiment and find... there are 
institutions for hydrocephalics and other similar 
unfortunates. I think we may be able to obtain per-
mission for a study.”

Salk did obtain the permission he wanted from 
two establishments in western Pennsylvania, one 
of them a grim state institution where the hopeless 
and forgotten lived out their lives. Subjects were 
used with and without consent, the vaccine was 
deemed safe and potent, and this led to the famous 
Francis Field Trials of 1954.

“Field trial” is a euphemism for experiment, 
and this was a major medical experiment the likes 
of which America had never seen. It was super-
vised by Thomas Francis, Salk’s fatherly mentor 
and close associate. Although concerns and ap-
prehensions were raised throughout the country 
and a small percentage of parents refused to give 
consent or later withdrew, the experiment, fueled 
by a huge sum of money and intense publicity, 
proceeded as planned and in the spring of 1954, 
1,080,680 schoolchildren were injected with the 
inactivated Salk vaccine, while 749,236 were given 
a placebo. For nearly a full year in this pre-com-
puter age, Francis, assisted by an army of volun-
teers and paid statisticians, collected and tabulated 
the results.

In 1959, following a visit by Soviet virologists to 
his laboratory in Cincinnati and then an invitation 
that took him to Leningrad (now St. Petersburg), 
Salk’s arch-rival Albert Sabin pulled off the biggest 
medical experiment in history: 77 million — ev-
eryone under the age of 20 in the Soviet Union 
— were given  vaccines containing his live polio 
virus strains. Although Stalin had been dead  six 
years, a totalitarian regime still ruled the country, 
and needless to say, neither these young people 
nor their parents had any say in the matter. Sabin’s 
Soviet counterparts proclaimed the experiment a 
great success, as one would imagine, but what real-
ly happened behind the Iron Curtain remains un-
known to this day. If one extrapolates from events 

in the U.S., it’s likely that the vaccine killed or par-
alyzed thousands of Russian children.

But it was the Francis Field Trials alone that led 
to The Myth. This experiment was undertaken to 
determine the feasibility of vaccinating all Amer-
ican children; if it worked for a million, it would 
work for all. From the summer of 1954 to the 
spring of 1955, the nation held its collective breath 
while data from 211 counties in 44 states poured 
into Ann Arbor, Michigan, where Thomas Francis 
had set up a vaccine evaluation center.

Yet during this time frame, and in the months 
that preceded it, there was confusion and unease 
behind the scenes. Some monkeys were still being 
infected by vaccines that had been presumed safe. 
Tense, unpublicized meetings over safety issues 
took place between officials of the National Insti-
tute for Health, a federal agency, and the National 
Foundation. Since Salk had elected to use what was 
called the Mahoney strain in his vaccines — the 
most virulent of the three known polio viruses — 
there was particular worry that not all the viruses 
had been killed. The technicians at Parke-Davis, a 
Detroit-based pharmaceutical company selected 
to manufacture the vaccine for the trials, could not 
duplicate Salk’s product and were confused by his 
instructions, which in any event were constantly 
changing while Salk strove to perfect his vaccine. 
And in evaluating the data, Francis had to deal 
with the deaths of hundreds of children, most of 
them from accidents, but a significant percentage 
from natural causes, and some from polio itself.

The Salk Myth was born on April 12, 1955. 
On that day, and for the next two weeks, Salk was 
catapulted to the status of a scientific god. A tidal 
wave of hero worship swept over the land, a tidal 
wave that has drowned the truth to this day. In the 
weeks leading up to it, the media had been drop-
ping heavy hints with news headings like “Track-
ing  a Killer” and “Closing  in on  Polio.” Actually, 
the whole thing had been orchestrated to fall on 
April 12, the tenth anniversary of FDR’s death. As 
flashbulbs popped at a packed  news conference, 
Thomas Francis, with Salk standing at his side 
waiting to speak, made the announcement that so 
many people had waited so long to hear: the vac-
cine worked, and it was safe. Polio was now a dis-
ease of the past.

What followed can only be called a media-cho-
reographed fit of national  insanity. As the news 
spread like wildfire around the country, car horns 
honked and church bells pealed. People wept with 
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joy. Salk was cheered and toasted as a true hero 
and benefactor to mankind — a humble, soft-spo-
ken scientist who had persevered for years in an 
ultimately successful quest to wipe out a horrible 
disease. Envelopes addressed to Salk containing 
donations, thank-you notes and pleas to find a cure 
for cancer poured into the University of Pittsburgh 
by the thousands. Two brand new luxury automo-
biles arrived. Elementary schools sent giant post-
ers signed by the entire school body, inscribed 
“We Love You, Dr. Salk.” Salk was approached by 
agents from three major Hollywood studios for the 
exclusive rights to his life story. Honors were be-
stowed on him from many quarters, including the 
U.S. House and Senate, which gave him the Con-
gressional Gold Medal, the nation’s highest civil-
ian award. President Eisenhower arranged a Rose 
Garden ceremony, where in a voice trembling with 
emotion he profusely thanked The Great One for 
his contribution to medicine which would spare so 
much suffering, and promised to give the vaccine 
to every country that wanted it. “POLIO IS CON-
QUERED.” screamed the front page of the Pitts-
burgh Press; Newsweek extolled “A Quiet Young 
Man’s Magnificent Victory;” Salk’s profile adorned 
the cover of Time. Viewers nationwide heard TV’s 
top newsman, Ed Murrow, begin his live broadcast 
from Ann Arbor with these words: “Today a great 
profession made a giant step forward and the news 
that came out of this room lifted a sense of fear 
from the homes of millions of Americans.”

But it was all a rush to judgment — actually 
a badly aimed missile to judgment — and by the 
end of the month, after the missile had reached its 
peak, it came crashing down to earth in resound-
ing tragedy. The truth of the matter, behind all the 
media hoopla, was that the vaccine was swamped 
with unanswered questions and unresolved prob-
lems. Foremost was the issue of safety and adequa-
cy. Some of Francis’s deductions, for those who 
cared to examine them, were conjectural and his 
conclusion that the vaccine was 60 to 70 percent 
effective against the most prevalent polio strain 
was hardly a ringing endorsement. The illnesses 
and deaths went largely unexplained. It appeared 
also that the trials were riddled with fraud, since, 
critics pointed out, all cases of polio contracted 
within a month after vaccination were not tallied 
on the pretense that they were “pre-existing.”

In her hard-hitting 1993 book Vaccination 
(subtitled 100 Years of Orthodox Research Shows 
that Vaccines Represent a Medical Assault on the 

Immune System), Australian doctor and researcher 
Viera Scheibner wrote: “The authors of the [Fran-
cis] report stated that there were 57/100,000 cas-
es of polio among the vaccinated and 54/100,000 
among the unvaccinated. So the rate of polio was 
slightly higher in the vaccinated than in the un-
vaccinated.... Based on their own figures, the trial 
showed a total failure of the Salk polio vaccine to 
protect against poliomyelitis.” Thus, one must ask, 
on what basis did Thomas Francis — who had a 
reputation as one of the more cautious vaccinolo-
gists — pronounce the trial a success?

To all this was now added the problem of the 
vaccine’s manufacture and distribution through-
out the country. Following the dispute with 
Parke-Davis, the National Foundation invited five 
other pharmaceutical houses to sign on, which 
they did. But not enough vaccine had been pro-
duced prior to the release of the Francis Report 
because the government had not yet licensed it for 
manufacture, and prior to April 12 the companies 
had no way of knowing what the demand, if any, 
would be. Thus, the vaccine was in short supply at 
a time of overwhelming demand, with the warm 
weather polio season approaching, no less. Ru-
mors and charges of price gouging began to fly. 
Moreover, there was disagreement as to the role 
of the federal government; President Eisenhower 
had assumed the big pharmaceutical companies 
would work out among themselves any shortage 
problems that might arise, while editorials railed 
against the incompetence of his administration, 
and in particular the newly created Department 
of Health, Education and Welfare (HEW). If that 
weren’t enough, the triple testing safety proce-
dures in vaccine manufacture which had been in-
stituted eighteen months earlier were now largely 
abandoned, simply because there was little over-
sight, government or otherwise, in the mad rush 
to produce the vaccine and get it to market.

Two weeks after the delirious Ann Arbor 
press conference, telephones started ringing in 
public health offices around the country, and 
then in Washington D.C.: children were coming 
down with polio. The cases piled up. Something 
had gone very wrong. Still, thousands of chil-
dren continued to be vaccinated every day. The 
government’s top scientists held an all-night 
emergency meeting in the nation’s capital. Polio 
specialists from around the country, both critics 
and supporters of the vaccine, were awakened by 
phone calls, briefed on the situation, and asked 
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their opinions and advice. The batches of vaccine 
causing the disease were narrowed down to Cut-
ter Laboratories in Berkeley, California, although 
suspicions arose that other companies also had 
distributed improperly produced vaccine con-
taining live virus. As health officials began con-
ducting random tests of vaccine lots, they contin-
ued to grapple for a response, and more children 
contracted polio. Finally, Surgeon General Leon-
ard Scheele suspended the vaccination program 
pending a review of the six drug companies. The 
campaign was resumed shortly thereafter, but 
now many people had become disillusioned with 
the Salk vaccine and kept their children away 
from it. Yet Salk was never stripped of his saint-
hood and never pulled down from his pedestal, 
where he remains to this day.

The Salk vaccine continued to be used through 
the late 1950s, but it had fallen from grace, and 
interest now shifted to Sabin’s live virus vaccine, 
which gradually displaced its predecessor. Theo-
retically the attenuation process was supposed to 
knock out the virus while keeping it alive, but in 
truth it was a matter of hit or miss tinkering under 
the microscope. But within a year of his Soviet ex-
periment, with the Salk vaccine foundering, Sabin 
was given the green light by the U.S. government 
to mass produce his oral live-virus vaccine. This 
time there was no media razzle-dazzle. Taken in 
a sugar cube, it was easier to deliver, cheaper to 
make, and in 1963, two years after it was sanc-
tioned by the American Medical Association over 
Salk’s objection, it became the sole polio vaccine 
in this country. (As I mentioned earlier, I remem-
ber the school nurse pulling us out of  our third 
grade classroom, lining us up, and giving us our 
little treat. I don’t believe there was any parental 
consent.)

No Cutter incident would ever tarnish the Sa-
bin vaccine. Instead, over the years it failed and in 
many cases inflicted polio but without much pub-
licity. Like Salk’s vaccine, it  too was  stained with 
fraud. For example, to make it look more effec-
tive, the number of polio cases required to define 
an “epidemic” was nearly doubled. Symptoms of 
paralysis had to be exhibited for 60 days before 
qualifying as polio, whereas formerly it had been 
only 24 hours. And aseptic meningitis, a condition 
closely related to polio and barely distinguishable 
from it, was now counted as a separate disease al-
though it had been reported as polio before the 
introduction of the live vaccine.

At least outwardly, polio continued to decline 
in America, but there is no evidence that either 
vaccine played a role in the process. Other ad-
vanced nations steered clear of both vaccines be-
cause of all the controversy, but polio disappeared 
there as well. It didn’t take long before the Sabin 
vaccine had become a prime suspect in the hand-
ful of polio cases occurring each year in the U.S. In 
1976 Jonas Salk testified before Congress that Sa-
bin’s vaccine was “the principal if not sole cause” of 
all reported polio cases in this country since 1961, 
the last year Salk’s vaccine was exclusively used. 
Several lawsuits were brought against Lederle 
Laboratories, the leading manufacturer of the oral 
polio vaccine, by parents of vaccine-damaged chil-
dren. By 1992, the CDC got around to admitting 
that every case of polio in the U.S. in the previous 
thirteen years had been caused by the Sabin vac-
cine. (The logical question is, “Then why on earth 
continue to vaccinate against polio?”)

The CDC maintained that these polio cases 
amounted to about ten a year. However, an inde-
pendent analysis of the federal government’s own 
vaccine database over a five-year period in the 
1990s revealed 13,641 reports of adverse events 
following use of the vaccine, including 6,364 
emergency room visits and 540 deaths. The fallout 
from these tragedies prompted health bureaucrats 
to reconsider their recommendations, and in 1996 
a “mixed” schedule which used both vaccines was 
adopted by most pediatricians. When this didn’t 
solve the problem the CDC turned the clock back 
forty years, endorsing a full return to the Salk vac-
cine — though it should be noted that the CDC’s 
own publication Polio: What You Need To Know 
warns the few parents who read it that the inacti-
vated (Salk) polio vaccine can cause “serious prob-
lems or even death....”

Meanwhile, in the topsy-turvy world of vac-
cines, Finland was going the opposite way. Fol-
lowing a small outbreak of polio in that country 
among people who had been injected with the 
Salk Vaccine (as reported in the February 8, 1985 
issue of American Medical News) Finnish doctors 
recommended a campaign to inoculate all adults 
with the Sabin vaccine!

There are those who believe that polio never 
disappeared at all, and the evidence backs them 
up. In what seemed to be an eerie replay of Ko-
prowski’s aborted Belfast experiment, only on this 
occasion not stopped in time, a polio outbreak 
among recently vaccinated children in Egypt in 
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1983 revealed that the three live virus strains in 
the vaccine had recombined into a previously un-
known fourth strain. This happened again in the 
Dominican Republic in 2000 amid numerous cas-
es of paralysis, an incident of particular concern as 
it was believed that polio had disappeared in the 
western hemisphere.

Dr. William Douglass, who published a month-
ly newsletter, Second Opinion, took this issue fur-
ther. In an August 1996 article headed “Chronic 
Fatigue Syndrome: The Hidden Polio Epidemic,” 
Douglass, a vociferous opponent of vaccines, as-
serted that polio never went away, but now man-
ifests itself as chronic fatigue syndrome, adult 
paresis, myalgic encephalomyelitis, multiple scle-
rosis, amyotrophic later sclerosis, Guillain Barre 
syndrome,  idiopathic epilepsy and a host of oth-
er neurological conditions with fancy names that 
were rare or unknown a hundred years ago. Draw-
ing on a paper published in the Annals of the New 
York Academy of Sciences, Douglass convincingly 
argued that the three original polio strains, altered 
as they were while passing through the human 
body in the vaccination process, have mutated 
over the years into at least 72 viral strains that can 
cause polio-like diseases.

 v 

The animosity between Jonas Salk and Albert 
Sabin adds a bit of humor to this sad saga. Their 
feud began around 1950 and continued right up 
to their deaths in 1995 and 1993, respectively. In 
personality they were complete opposites. Salk 
was quiet, preferring to avoid direct confronta-
tion with Sabin, and for that matter with others 
who didn’t like him. Sabin was clearly the aggres-
sor, making no secret of his contempt for his rival, 
often referring to him as a “kitchen chemist.” “You 
could go into the kitchen and do what he did,” Sa-
bin once sneered. Whenever the two were in the 
same room, such as at a meeting or symposium, 
Sabin would throw a barb Salk’s way, while Salk 
bit his tongue. Envious of Salk’s acclaim at first, 
Sabin’s vaccine would eventually enjoy a much 
longer reign. In later years Salk’s son Darrell, also 
a doctor, went after his father’s tormentor. In 1984 
he testified on behalf of a Kansas man who sued 
Lederle Labs, maker of the oral vaccine market-
ed as Orimune, after contracting paralytic polio 
from his recently vaccinated infant daughter. (A 
jury awarded the man $10 million on the basis of 
an interoffice memo written by a Lederle doctor 
that discussed “the possibility of reduced Ori-

mune sales if the company took steps to inform 
doctors of the risks associated with administering 
the drug.”) And more than once the younger Salk 
was adamant in calling for a switch back to his 
father’s killed-virus vaccine, which he regarded 
as clearly superior. “He doesn’t know what he’s 
talking about,” Sabin scoffed. [His work is] com-
pletely out of focus, distorted....Just a chip off the 
old block.”

This jousting sometimes erupted between the 
proponents of the two different vaccines and even 
the manufacturers. I have a brochure called What 
You Need to Know About Polio and its Prevention 
published by Connaught Laboratories, which 
makes what is now called the enhanced inacti-
vated polio vaccine (eIPV). The brochure falsely 
credits both vaccine types with eliminating polio 
from much of the world, then, in a thinly veiled 
attack on its competitor, twice implies that the oral 
polio vaccine (OPV) alone carries the risk of in-
flicting polio. This is also false (although the risk is 
greater with OPV). This brochure appeared right 
after the CDC came out with the new mixed se-
quence vaccination schedule. The previous year, 
under the heading “Lederle Lobbies to Stop Polio 
Vaccine Policy Change,” the National Vaccine In-
formation Center, a Virginia-based  organization 
that exposes vaccine dangers, ran a related article 
in their newsletter The Vaccine Reaction. From the 
January/February 1996 issue:

In a surprising game of hardball, Lederle Lab 
came out swinging after the Advisory Committee 
on Immunization Practices (ACIP) voted at its June 
1995 meeting to make a transition from the live oral 
polio vaccine (OPV) to the inactivated polio vaccine 
(IPV) in order to prevent cases of OPV-associated 
polio in the U.S. As the sole provider of OPV in the 
U.S., Lederle is fighting to retain its monopoly mar-
ket and has been vigorously lobbying members of 
Congress and HHS officials to prevent ACIP from 
going forward with its recommendation. Lederle 
engaged a high profile Washington D.C. law firm 
which sent a letter to ACIP challenging its right to 
make policy change without publishing it first in the 
Federal Register and charged ACIP members with 
violating conflict of interest rules. A law firm re-
tained by Connaught Labs, a manufacturer of IPV 
vaccine, sent a letter to ACIP blasting Lederle for 
their “desperate attempt... to maintain its monopoly 
at the expense of the public health.

Lawyers, money-grubbing drug companies, 
backbiting scientists. Do you really expect the 
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truth to emerge from all their brawling? Do you 
really think the health of our children is their top 
priority?

 v 

In the end, the most tragic chapter of this sto-
ry might be one that surfaced relatively late, and 
casts a long shadow over the present and future. 
I refer to the contamination of countless millions 
of polio vaccine doses in the 1950s and 1960s with 
viruses from monkey kidney tissue on which the 
polio viruses were grown. This is old news; some 
excellent pieces of investigative journalism on this 
topic appeared decades ago in secondary main-
stream publications like Science, Money, New York 
and Rolling Stone, as well as in renowned medical 
journals, not to mention alternative health publi-
cations.

As early as 1954, researchers had discovered 
scores of viruses in this medium used for polio 
vaccine production. The fortieth of these simian 
viruses, known as SV-40, would later come to the 
forefront because of its virulence. But it wasn’t 
until 1959 that a conscientious government scien-
tist named Bernice Eddy discovered that viruses 
harmless to one mammal could cause cancer in 
another. Experimenting, she injected extracts of 
monkey kidney used for polio vaccine produc-
tion into hamsters. They developed fatal tumors. 
She knew, however, that she was overstepping her 
bounds. Five years earlier, she had tested polio 
vaccine lots submitted by Cutter and quickly had 
paralyzed monkeys on her hands. She alerted her 
superiors, but in the jubilation surrounding Ann 
Arbor, nothing was done. “They just went ahead 
and released the vaccine anyway, a lot of it,” she 
recalled. “The monkeys, they just discarded.”

Now she was watching hamsters die, and again 
she blew the whistle. And again her concerns were 
ignored. Out of frustration, while at a meeting on 
polyoma viruses in New York, she mentioned that 
one could also get cancer from Rhesus monkey 
kidney cell extracts — the kind used to grow polio 
viruses. This enraged her boss and upset everyone 
in attendance, including Albert Sabin, whose vac-
cine at the time was on a meteoric rise. Eddy’s re-
ward was a gag order, a padlock on her laboratory 
door, and a demotion.

Shortly thereafter, Eddy was vindicated by Mau-
rice Hilleman, the chief Merck vaccine researcher. 
Hilleman was the first to isolate and identify SV-
40. Sabin’s vaccine was loaded with SV-40, mean-
ing that tens of millions of children in America 

alone had these viruses pumped into their blood-
streams. The public was never told. “I don’t think 
anybody along the way was irresponsible,” Hille-
man said many years later. “It was important not 
to convey to the public [this] information because 
you could start a panic. They had already had pro-
duction problems with people getting polio. If you 
added to that the fact that they found live [mon-
key] virus in the vaccine, there would have been 
hysteria.” (Hilleman’s statement about no one be-
ing irresponsible is plainly contradicted by Eddy’s 
experience.)

Studies published in eminent medical journals 
around the world have established a causal con-
nection between the polio vaccine and an alarm-
ing rise in certain types of cancer, especially bone, 
lung and brain cancer, in addition to leukemia. 
Numerous microscopic examinations of can-
cerous tissue have revealed the distinctive DNA 
pattern of SV-40; the only logical explanation is 
that the viruses were transmitted to the victims 
through polio vaccination.

Of course, SV-40 is just one of many viruses, 
not to mention other biological debris, that made 
its way into polio vaccines, and probably still does, 
since today’s vaccine continues to be developed 
and manufactured in much the same way as ear-
lier versions. Yet another concern is the suspicion 
that these viruses, which are not naturally found 
in human beings, have become incorporated in 
human DNA and are being passed in the womb 
from mother to child. Cancer researchers are at a 
loss to explain why SV-40 has been found in the 
brain tumors of children who presumably did not 
receive tainted vaccines, and for that matter, also 
found in a significant percentage of blood and 
semen samples taken from healthy individuals. 
What this seems to boil down to is unintentional 
genetic engineering on a massive scale. What this 
portends for the future, it’s too early to say. My gut 
feeling is that the eventuality will not be good, and 
might be grave.

 v 

More than any other disease — indeed, more 
than any other branch of medicine — the polio 
vaccine is inseparable from the supposed greatness 
of its two most celebrated champions, Jonas Salk 
and Albert Sabin. Salk is by far the “greatest” in the 
entire field; he is the savior of children, the avatar 
of vaccine victory over disease. Salk is to medicine 
what Galileo is to astronomy, what Leif Erikson is 
to exploration. That, at any rate, is what just about 
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every American, including me, was brought up to 
believe. But what did Salk and Sabin do to earn our 
admiration? What kind of men were they really? If 
what their colleagues thought of them is any indi-
cation, then there must be a special place in hell for 
both men, with Salk occupying the hotter spot. Sa-
bin, at least, had some admirers within the vaccine 
fraternity, though I don’t understand why. Even 
his friends, who thought highly of his skill behind 
the microscope, conceded that he was obnoxious 
and abrasive, at times even cruel. As one put it, “All 
of us who know Albert admire him and detest him 
at the same time for the same reasons.” Maurice 
Hilleman, not a friend, went further: “Sabin was a 
mean goddam bastard. Smart. But a brainsucker. 
He went from one field to another, always sneak-
ing in.” Quite a revelation, coming from a self-de-
scribed mean bastard himself.

Sabin also was a rank hypocrite. When, at a 
roundtable discussion, Hilary Koprowski admit-
ted that he had tested his live virus vaccine on 
handicapped children, Sabin lashed out at him. 
“How dare you! Why did you do it? Why? Why?” 
When Koprowski replied that someone had to 
cross the line, Sabin shot back, “You’re not sure of 
this, you’re not sure of that. You may have caused 
an epidemic!” Yet this was the man who went on to 
conduct the largest experiment on children in his-
tory — in a bleak communist dictatorship where 
no one could refuse his own highly questionable 
live-virus vaccine.

Furthermore, Sabin was the type who could 
never admit he was wrong. This is understandable, 
such as when, at a conference, Bernice Eddy im-
plied that children could get cancer from his vac-
cine; it would have meant renouncing ten years of 
work. But considering the consequences, that’s the 
path an honorable man would have taken. Like-
wise, he could not accept that his vaccine was any-
thing less than perfect, and totally rejected the ev-
idence that children were coming down with polio 
from it. “He was so strong-willed, he thought he 
could will it away,” a colleague said.

Most of us know a few people like Albert Sa-
bin. There’s no mystery about them; they’re simply 
the kind of people we like to avoid. A Jonas Salk, 
with his quiet, serious demeanor, is much hard-
er to figure out unless you get to know him well. 
That might explain, in part, why the media glori-
fied him, while reserving milder praise for Sabin. 
At one time or another, everyone involved in po-
lio research had unkind things to say about Salk. 

Sabin’s rants could be written off as professional 
jealousy, but Salk operated differently. Jonas Salk 
was a weasel. Little by little, his sly behavior made 
him a despised and permanent outcast among his 
peers.

Ann Arbor on April 12, 1955 was the climax. 
While America was in the throes of hero worship 
that would turn to dismay in two weeks, those on 
the inside already had a jaundiced view. After be-
ing introduced to a standing ovation by Thomas 
Francis, to whom he owed everything, Salk quick-
ly alienated those closest to him. In thanking a 
long list of people who had helped him in different 
capacities, he didn’t even mention his own labora-
tory workers who had toiled for years under him. 
Then, expounding on Francis’s comment that the 
vaccine used in the field trials was shown to be 60 
to 70 percent effective, he said that his newest vac-
cine might theoretically lead to 100 percent protec-
tion. For the rest of that day — indeed, for the rest 
of his life — Salk would bask in his instant fame 
and divine status. Very few were aware of what the 
news writers and television cameras hadn’t record-
ed. “After Jonas finished talking,” Francis recalled, 
“I went over to him, sore. ‘What the hell did you 
have to say that for,’ I said. ‘You’re in no position to 
claim 100 percent effectiveness. What’s the matter 
with you?’” Tom Rivers, a top virologist deeply in-
volved in polio, was infuriated at Salk’s comments. 
“To my mind, it was an implied criticism of the 
way Francis had run the field trials, and nothing 
should have detracted from the kudos that Tommy 
received that day.” “The bedlam was disgusting,” 
another scientist remarked of the carnival atmo-
sphere. “It was as if four supermarkets were having 
their premieres on the same day.” Researcher Paul 
Clark wrote his good friend Thomas Francis: “I am 
deeply concerned, as are many others, with all the 
hysterical publicity — Polio is licked, Salk the mir-
acle man stuff. The public is gullible.... I am tempt-
ed to get out my sharpest pen and stick it into the 
balloon as far as I can.” A National Foundation in-
sider added, “We could see that success... would 
make a public god of him, distorting the meaning 
of his work, crediting him with achievements that 
belonged to Enders and Bodian and so many oth-
ers, and lousing him up with other scientists. We 
could see... but it was not our headache.”

The most deeply hurt were his own staff, who 
sat in the packed audience without hearing a word 
of gratitude for their years of dedicated service. 
Even David Oshinsky, the scrupulously neutral 
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author of Polio: An American Story, from which 
I’ve extracted these quotes, briefly takes sides here, 
writing of Salk: “One of his great gifts was a knack 
for putting himself forward in a manner that made 
him seem genuinely indifferent to his fame, a re-
luctant celebrity, embarrassed by the accolades, 
oblivious to the rewards.... [Those close to him 
knew] a man who cultivated the press with the 
same care he cultivated viruses, crafting his image 
with a film director’s eye.” Part of that image was 
a fake concern for the well-being of children, as in 
his famous quote which even anti-vaccine author 
Neil Miller fell for: “When you inoculate children 
with a polio vaccine you don’t sleep well for two or 
three weeks.”

Salk’s carefully crafted image did not escape the 
eagle eye of Australian researcher Viera Scheib-
ner who, in her 1993 book Vaccination, quotes at 
length from an article Salk published in the Jour-
nal of the American Medical Association (JAMA) 
in the aftermath of the Cutter incident, in which 
he expressed an earnest commitment to safety:

146 cases of paralytic polio developed in vac-
cinated children and their contacts within  a short 
period of time. This demanded a very intensive 
re-examination of the theoretical and practical im-
plications of vaccine preparation, testing, and use.... 
It has been realized always that the preparation of 
a safe poliomyelitis vaccine would, at the beginning 
at least, require adherence to detail such as is not 
demanded for the preparation of any other im-
munizing agent. It was recognized, too, that there 
must be incorporated into the vaccine preparation 
process itself a test for safety, which we refer to as 
the “margin of safety,” of such degree that the most 
sensitive tests... would be negative for living virus.... 
The relative infrequency of severe paralysis under 
natural circumstances requires, above all else, that 
the vaccine must be free, insofar as it is possible to 
create such a preparation, of the capacity to induce 
the disease that it is intended to prevent; nor should 
a vaccine for poliomyelitis cause such side effects 
as would make it undesirable.... The objective in 
the preparation of a poliomyelitis vaccine cannot 
include the knowing or willful acceptance of a risk 
that is tangible, or measurable to any degree. Any 
risk that is involved, so long as it is recognized, must 
be corrected, whatever may be its cause.

Scheibner then comments:
Every point in this proclamation has been vio-

lated and there is no guarantee that it does not con-
tinue to be violated. Children receiving any of the 

polio vaccines continue contracting paralysis from 
the vaccine. The widespread incidence of chronic ill 
health, an endless stream of respiratory infections, 
usually resisting all treatment, occurring in small 
children and the continuing high incidence of child 
leukemia and cancer are themselves the evidence 
that not all is healthy in the kingdom of vaccines. 
The continued contamination of polio vaccines with 
animal viruses is of special concern.

The most damning revelations about Jonas Salk 
came from his chief lab assistant, Julius Youngner. 
Of the daily work atmosphere, Youngner recalled:

There was no personal warmth — I mean none. 
The first rule we learned was to call him “Dr. Salk,” 
never “Jonas.” He would speak to us through a wall 
of notes and memos. He refused to teach. We were 
the only lab that didn’t hold a seminar, not even a 
bag lunch. Here was a guy who could always find 
an hour to brief some reporter at the local Chinese 
restaurant, but could never find the time to sit down 
with his own people.

One incident that occurred in 1954 forever di-
minished Youngner’s estimation of Salk, and led 
to their falling out. Youngner had co-authored a 
paper about a color test he had developed to mea-
sure the concentration of polio virus, and gave a 
draft to his boss to read. The following week, Salk 
told him he had lost it, but not before jotting down 
some notes while reviewing it:

“I was incredulous. If there were those who could 
be scatterbrained or disorganized enough to ‘lose’ a 
manuscript, Jonas was not among them. Quite the 
contrary; he was meticulous and disciplined and I 
knew of no instance in which he behaved in such an 
irresponsible manner. Holding my tongue, I waited 
to see what he would come up with.”

A few days later, Salk handed Youngner a re-
constructed draft which contained all the original 
data. When Youngner inquired about this, Salk 
explained that he had found the tables but not the 
text. Even more disturbing was the new title page 
on which Salk’s name appeared for the first time 
— above those of Youngner and his partner, even 
though Salk had contributed absolutely nothing 
to the color test. “When I questioned the change, 
[Salk] said that since he had to reconstruct the en-
tire paper it was only fair that his name go first. I 
was dumbstruck and realized that this was a sub-
stantive issue that would break our relationship if I 
carried the argument further....”

Salk’s behavior on the eve of the Cutter inci-
dent  went far beyond hypocrisy in light of his 
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statement quoted by Scheibner; it was blatant 
criminal neglect. Shortly after the Ann Arbor press 
conference, Youngner was invited to visit Cutter’s 
vaccine plant. He was horrified at the sloppiness of 
their operation and reported back to Salk that the 
employees at Cutter didn’t know what they were 
doing, adding that he intended to notify the prop-
er authorities so that polio vaccine manufactured 
by Cutter would never be injected into children’s 
veins. 

Jonas was unexpectedly calm through my recital. 
He agreed that it was a serious situation with terri-
ble potential consequences. For this reason he sug-
gested that it would be better if the letter came from 
him.... I was completely taken in — to my knowl-
edge the letter was never written. Jonas never gave 
me a copy of it, and he never mentioned the matter 
to me again.... When the Cutter incident began to 
unfold... I was immobilized. I realized that Jonas 
probably had done nothing — but neither had I. My 
guilt at being taken in by him was oppressive, but 
what to do? Silence was my response.

As a schoolboy, I had been brainwashed by 
a photograph of Saint Jonas gazing into his mir-
acle vaccine jar. Almost every American has seen 
one of these photos. Youngner enlightened me on 
this score: “All the photographs of Jonas ‘in the 
laboratory.’ All the shots of Jonas in his white coat, 
surrounded by lab equipment, microscopes; Jonas 
intently holding up and looking at culture bottles 
— all were set up either in his office or an empty 
room before the photographers came.... Jonas was 
his own press agent. He leaked like a sieve.”

Why should we believe Youngner? Because he 
had no reason to lie. Because he felt what any de-
cent human being would feel. Because it validated 
what other acquaintances of Salk said about him. 
Because it formed a consistent pattern with the 
way Salk behaved throughout his life, including 
his early years as a left-wing activist and vocal op-
ponent of Hitler’s rise to power in Germany, who 
nevertheless wangled a draft deferment and spent 
World War Two in a Michigan research lab.

After Sabin’s vaccine became the vaccine of 
choice in the early sixties, Salk faded from view, 
but not entirely. He  retreated to California and 
established the Salk  Institute, a  jumble of  ugly 
slabs  overlooking the Pacific Ocean. His avowed 
purpose was to bring together the country’s bright-
est minds in pursuit of a higher level of human 
existence that combined the cutting edge insights 
of medicine, evolution and philosophy. Founded 

in 1963, it  has  given the world  nothing, and my 
impression, after scanning the website www.salk.
edu,  is that of a sanctuary for New Age eggheads 
and dilettantes. By the late 1980s, other motives 
had surfaced. The Salk Institute founded a depart-
ment that worked under contract with the Pen-
tagon, and in 1988 concluded a $32 million deal 
with the Army to produce vaccines and biological 
reagents. (The military, it should be noted, is wed-
ded to the vaccine industry.) Nor was this the first 
indication of Salk’s greed. After commencing work 
on an AIDS vaccine — another scheme that went 
nowhere — Salk co-founded the Immune Re-
sponse Corporation to produce and market the 
vaccine that never was, which through his manipu-
lation netted him ownership of stock shares worth 
over  $3 million. By this time few scientists took 
Salk seriously, and his critics were too numerous 
to count. Still, he vainly plodded on with his AIDS 
vaccine. “There have to be people who are ahead of 
their time,” he said. “And that is my fate.”

Salk managed to ride the crest of one delirious 
press conference to the end of his life. In 1977 he 
was awarded the Presidential Medal of Freedom — 
the year after publicly throwing his support behind 
the disastrous swine flu vaccination campaign. 
President Reagan honored him in 1985, designat-
ing May 6 “Dr. Jonas Salk Day,” and urging Amer-
icans to pay tribute to a man who had supposedly 
saved so many lives. Time would later proclaim him 
one of the top 100 scientists and thinkers of the 
twentieth century, and put him on the cover once 
again. In his later years, Salk continued to rack up 
awards and honors. And in small ways, Americans 
would continue to adore him. Airline pilots would 
announce he was on board and passengers would 
burst into applause. Restaurants and hotels would 
accord him VIP treatment. And opinion polls re-
vealed that, in the eyes of the public, Salk remained 
a giant in the field of medicine.

But the facts speak loud and clear. Jonas Salk 
was a media  invention, nothing else. He was an 
ambitious, mediocre, sleazy little man who discov-
ered nothing and accomplished nothing, whose 
only real legacy is a trail of broken lives. This was 
a man who blamed pharmaceutical companies for 
his own flawed production technique; who stole 
ideas from others and passed them off as his own; 
who estranged most of his colleagues because of 
his total lack of integrity; who convinced people he 
couldn’t sleep at night worrying about vaccinated 
children, and publicized his pious concerns about 
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the safety of his vaccine in a prestigious medical 
journal — then secretly refused to stop the dis-
tribution of 400,000 doses he knew to be unsafe. 
Nimbly navigating a river of fraud his entire ca-
reer, he actually believed the current would carry 
him to scientific immortality, stupidly unaware 
that the truth always wins out in the end, even if 
it takes centuries. It’s just a matter of time before 
Salk comes crashing down from his pedestal and 
his vaccine, along with all other vaccines, will be 
seen as just another disaster among several disas-
ters in the checkered history of medicine.

For now, the Big Lie of the miracle Salk po-
lio vaccine continues to flourish, but Salk got his 
earthly comeuppance in 1993, two years before his 
death, when he was invited to attend the unveil-
ing of his portrait in the medical complex audi-
torium at the University of Pittsburgh — a final 
opportunity to loaf in his hollow glory. Before the 
ceremony, he went to see his former assistant Ju-
lius Youngner, now an elderly, distinguished pro-
fessor at the school. The two men hadn’t seen or 
spoken to each other in over thirty years. To Salk 
it was a courtesy call, or perhaps a desire to make 
amends; Youngner had other things in mind. Re-
leasing the pain and bitterness bottled up for so 
long, he asked Salk:

“Do you still have the speech you gave in Ann 
Arbor in 1955? Have you ever reread it? We were 
in the audience, your closest colleagues and devot-
ed associates, who worked hard and faithfully for 
the same goal that you desired.... Do you remember 
whom you mentioned and whom you left out? Do 
you realize how devastated we were at that moment 
and ever afterward when you persisted in making 
your co-workers invisible? Do you know what I’m 
saying?”

Salk answered that he did. But Youngner wasn’t 
finished. “I [told him] I also was disturbed by his 
behavior [in] the Cutter incident and that I still had 
not forgiven him for this. Jonas was clearly shak-
en by these memories and offered little response. 
There is no doubt in my mind that he knew what 
I referred to.”

When Salk died of heart failure at the age of 
eighty-one, the reverential newspaper obituaries 
were as predictable as the setting sun, but they 
were not the final tribute. The Greatest Press 
Conference in History continues to be celebrated 
on milestone anniversaries. What I have alluded 
to  above  bears repeating: Jonas Salk and his po-
lio vaccine have been thoroughly discredited in 
books, including even mainstream books, in mag-
azine articles, and all over the Internet — yet the 
Myth lives on. It is a subject more relevant to mass 
psychology than biology.

Of course, not everyone was taken in by this 
swindle. Then, as now, there were the marginal-
ized ones, the crackpots, the conspiracy theorists 
— that is, the voices of sanity who ripped Salk and 
the very idea of a polio vaccine to shreds, before 
and after Ann Arbor. They wrote underground ar-
ticles in a cheeky style that has all but vanished, 
with brash headings like “Childslaughter, Inc.,” 
“New England and Salk’s Offal,” and “The Salk 
Monkey Kidney Juice.” Several of these articles 
— along with brief stories of youngsters victim-
ized by Salk’s deadly mischief, as they appeared in 
small-town newspapers throughout the country 
—  were reprinted in Eleanor McBean’s The Poi-
soned Needle, published in 1957, which captured 
the dissident spirit of the times, and proved once 
again that the truth is timeless. A few of these sto-
ries are reproduced on the following pages.
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Everything published by the CDC pertaining to 
vaccines, such as the two-sided handout reproduced 
below, is rubbish. All vaccine information served 
for public consumption by the government-medi-
cal-pharmaceutical cartel is written at the Sesame 

Street level. Compare the capsule history of Jonas 
Salk and the polio vaccine, shown on page 67 (fol-
lowing the two-sided handout), taken from the 
CDC website, with the appalling and undeniable 
facts that anyone can easily find on the Internet.
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America was brainwashed about the polio vac-
cine by the clever use of images, like Salk gazing 
into his test tubes and flasks and the polio-strick-
en boy soliciting donations. In reality, the  Salk 
vaccine caused more severe cases of polio than it 
prevented — if it prevented any at all. Other picto-
rial propaganda was less subtle, like the “Wellbee” 
poster of 1963, and the cover of a 6-page “Fact vs. 
Fiction” pamphlet printed by vaccine maker Pas-

teur Merieux Connaught, which was as  childish 
as the content. Was there a strategy here in target-
ing the less brainy, or are most Americans really 
this stupid?

In the wake of the media consecration of St. 
Jonas of Pittsburgh, many places were renamed 
in his honor, including a junior high school (now 
called a middle school) in Levittown, on Long 
Island. Levittown has three school districts, and 

Jonas Salk poses for the camera.
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all three have strong baseball programs, a fact know 
to the present writer who was a Nassau County high 
school baseball umpire for 24 years. Two miles from 
the Salk Middle School, also in Levittown, is Division 
Avenue High School, whose varsity baseball coach for 
thirty years was Doug Robins, who compiled the sec-
ond all-time winningest record among New York state 
high school baseball coaches. I worked many of Doug’s 
games over the years, and always looked forward to 
them. Not only were you assured of seeing high school 
baseball at its best, but Doug was that rare kind of coach 
who could question a call, even get a bit angry at times, 
yet always remain respectful towards us umpires. We all 
liked Doug, and it was easy to see that all his players as 
well as their parents who came to watch their sons play 
looked up to him. He was a genuinely nice man who led 
by example.

Doug died of brain cancer in 2007 at the age of 58. 
He was five years older than me, and as a child was al-
most certainly injected with Salk’s polio vaccine. We 
now know that millions of doses of that vaccine were 
contaminated with the SV-40 virus that has consistent-
ly been found in cancerous human brain tissue. While 
it might seem improbable to suggest a vaccine-cancer 
link with the passage of fifty years, some cancer agents 
are very slow-acting, and brain cancer is much more 

Emotional appeals and kindergarten-level indoc-
trination are the hallmarks of vaccination propa-
ganda.
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common now than it was three generations ago. 
However, unless a biopsy is performed to detect 
the presence or absence of SV-40, the cause can 
only be surmised.

Shortly before Doug passed away, the baseball 
field at Division Avenue High School was named 

Doug Robins Field in his honor. How ironic that a 
man who was venerated at his high school, where 
he also was  the athletic director, and throughout 
Levittown, where he lived, may have died prema-
turely because of a worthless scumbag whose name 
is similarly enshrined on the other side of town.

What kind of country is this?
EZRA POUND, born in Idaho and raised in Penn-
sylvania, was a renowned poet and an American 
original. Unconventional in every way, he was ad-
amantly opposed to his country’s entry into World 
War Two. Pound greatly admired Benito Mussoli-
ni and his fascist system of government, settling 
down in Italy long before the beginning of hos-
tilities. Even before American soldiers landed in 
Europe, he made radio broadcasts from Rome on 
a regular basis, in down to earth language salted 
with homegrown slang, blaming Franklin Roos-
evelt, Jewish schemers and international finance 
for the conflict. Pound was not alone in his ac-
cusations. Prior to the Japanese attack on Pearl 
Harbor, which was no surprise but rather the in-
tended outcome of Roosevelt’s war plotting, many 
prominent Americans, most notably Charles 
Lind  bergh, head of the America First Committee, 
had publicly spoken out against Jewish influence 
and the build-up of war propaganda, though in a 
much more civil manner. Joseph Kennedy, father 
of the future president and then U.S. ambassador 
to Great Britain, made the same charges in pri-
vate. So did many others, in hushed voices that in 
large part fell silent after America entered the war. 
Pound, however, remained outspoken and on the 
air right up to the end of the fighting. When the 
war in Europe ended in May 1945 he was arrested 
by U.S. forces, imprisoned and gawked at in a tiny 
outdoor cage for three weeks, then transferred to 
a military camp in Pisa. Shipped back in chains to 
the Land of the Free in November, he faced a real 
possibility of being executed for treason, but in-
stead was declared mentally unfit and committed 
to St. Elizabeth’s Hospital in Washington D.C., a 
decrepit institution where he languished for more 
than twelve years. Released in 1958, he wasted no 
time in returning to Italy, where he quietly spent 
his remaining years, dying in 1972 at the age of 
87. Upon arriving by ship in Naples, a reporter 
asked him how it felt when he was let out of the 
insane asylum in America after being locked up 
for so long. Pound replied, “I never was. When I 

got out of the hospital I was still in America, and 
all America is an insane asylum.”

In 1964, six years after Pound walked out of 
St. Elizabeth’s, a small paperback titled None Dare 
Call it Treason was self-published by a Missouri 
native named John Stormer. In less than a year it 
went through twenty printings and sold more than 
seven million copies, even though it was ignored 
by the mass media. I never heard of it until 1976 
and will always remember it as the first book I read 
that cut through fifteen years of fog and allowed 
me to see world events much more clearly, even 
though the author left much unsaid and I still had 
a lot to learn. This book exhaustively documented 
the fact that, far from being “the leader of the free 
world,” our own government, with the support 
of all our major institutions, was responsible for 
bringing to power and propping up nearly every 
communist regime on earth. Chapter One begins 
with the question “Have We Gone Crazy?” in large 
print. John Stormer was a religious, conservative 
Republican, the very personification of main-
stream America. Nothing he wrote suggests that 
he was opposed to the American military role in 
the Second World War, even though he often men-
tions the secret deal Roosevelt made in February 
1945 with Joseph Stalin at Yalta, in the Ukraine, 
which sold out all eastern Europe to the slavery of 
communism. In personality and lifestyle Stormer 
had nothing in common with Ezra Pound. Yet, by 
different routes, both men reached the same con-
clusion: a streak of insanity runs through Ameri-
ca. I wholeheartedly agree. And this country has 
gotten a lot crazier since 1964, and continues to 
get crazier by the day, as more and more have 
come to see. But a solid majority are still severely 
out of touch with reality — the definition of in-
sanity. Many still wave the flag and talk about the 
freedom we enjoy. What freedom are they talking 
about? The freedom to get out of bed in the morn-
ing? The freedom to cross the street? 

What I’ve just written, and what I’ve written be-
low, will appall some readers. It would’ve appalled 
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me as a younger man. I was brought up in a basi-
cally conservative family — my father was a World 
War Two veteran, and his older brother, an uncle 
I never met, was killed in action in that conflict 
— and instilled with a sense of patriotism both at 
home and in school, soaking up the myths about 
America being the greatest country the world has 
ever seen, a beacon of freedom to people every-
where, our soldiers always being the good guys 
who could do no wrong, and so on. Amidst the 
suffocating liberal atmosphere of my college, I re-
mained defiantly patriotic. So proud was I to be an 
American that the first time I traveled to Europe, 
in 1978, getting around for six weeks on a rail pass 
with some hitchhiking mixed in, I sewed a small 
American flag on my backpack because I wanted 
everyone to know my nationality. This, however, 
brought no compliments but only an occasion-
al sneer from people with whom I’d struck up a 
conversation, who told me in polite terms, “You 
should get rid of that thing. Nobody wants to look 
at that.” This hurt and confused me; it was the be-
ginning of a long, sobering education that only a 
combination of independent travel and reading 
can provide.

It’s natural to love one’s country, to be patriotic, 
but not when hubris, ignorance and terminal stu-
pidity masquerade as patriotism. It’s right to detest 
and take up arms against any enemy that poses a 
military threat to one’s native land, but not when 
that “enemy” is no enemy at all but an invention 
of conspirators behind the scenes who have their 
own agendas, as has been the case with every for-
eign conflict this country has been involved in, 
beginning with the Spanish-American War of 
1898 — subversive forces that George Washington 
warned against in his Farewell Speech, in which 
he counseled friendly neutrality towards all na-
tions, special favors and political entanglements 
with none. That was the basis of American foreign 
policy for more than a century, and it served this 
nation very well.

Now and then, on a sudden impulse to cap-
ture the essence of what America once was, I go 
to my bookshelf and pull down a book about the 
development of this nation in its infancy. When 
I do, I never fail to be inspired by the men who 
created America — and above all, Washington, 
whose leadership not only won the Revolution-
ary War, but held the country together when it 
threatened to fall apart shortly after victory on the 
battlefield. In particular I enjoy reading about all 

the constructive energy that went into hammer-
ing out the Constitution, one of mankind’s loftiest 
achievements in efficient, strictly limited govern-
ment. And despite the arguments, the personality 
conflicts and the private interests that sometimes 
animated them, despite the fact that, in the final 
analysis, a nation cannot be saved by words writ-
ten on a scrap of paper, perhaps at no other time 
in history was such a great task accomplished by 
a gathering of men with so much intelligence and 
integrity.

All the Founding Fathers were learned, prac-
tical men and keen students of history, and most 
of them had a pessimistic view of human nature. 
They knew that good governments invariably go 
bad and that tyranny is the end result. They knew 
the republic they were establishing was something 
fragile that might not last. They were right about 
this, of course, but they could not foresee that re-
gional differences and destructive ideas would lead 
to a fratricidal civil war, much less what would be-
come of their country in two hundred years, any 
more than the most perceptive among us today 
can visualize what this land will look like in 2080, 
or at the dawn of the twenty-third century. What 
anyone with a basic knowledge of history should 
know is that America, as it once was, what it once 
stood for, is gone forever. There is no comparison 
between the America of 1800 and the America of 
2000, only a world of contrast. A country is only as 
good as its people; simply said, a country is its peo-
ple. In that respect, perhaps no other nation got off 
to a more promising start, and in historical terms, 
went downhill faster. A country populated by five 
million sturdy, self-reliant men and women, most 
of British stock — the descendants of those brave 
and fit enough to make a daring trans-Atlantic 
voyage, then survive the rigors of a strange new 
land — has nothing in common with the hodge-
podge of 325 million that America has become. 
This land is now a magnet for unassimilable aliens 
from every corner of the planet escaping their 
mostly failed societies, among them millions of 
scroungers and misfits. This situation, which has 
created chronic tension over and above the prob-
lems inherent in our large native black population, 
with its huge criminal and welfare underclass, has 
no parallel in history and cannot possibly last. The 
white population alone overflows with deadbeats 
who keep reproducing. To these must be added the 
drones and gangsters employed by government, 
especially at the federal level, and their corporate 
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partners in crime — what has come to be known at 
the “Deep State.” Even our better men and women 
have been reduced to the level of automatons por-
trayed in George Orwell’s Nineteen Eighty-Four.

Years ago I came across a quote on the Internet 
that caught my attention: “Just look at us. Every-
thing is backwards; everything is upside-down. 
Doctors destroy health, lawyers destroy justice, 
universities destroy knowledge, governments 
destroy freedom, the major media destroy in-
formation, and religions destroy spirituality.” It 
was attributed to a Michael Ellner, whom I know 
nothing about. Whoever he is, whatever else he 
might believe, he accurately described America 
and furnished a starting point, although the rot 
and insanity spreads far beyond the institutions he 
mentioned. Since this book is about vaccination 
it focuses on the first charge, doctors destroying 
health, but this ties in with almost everything else 
that’s backwards and upside-down in America.

This chapter is neither a history lesson nor a 
treatise on everything that is wrong with Ameri-
ca. Rather it’s an attempt, within a limited space, 
to show that the current insane vaccine situation 
can best be understood by facing some hard facts 
about this country, the people who run things, and 
its citizens. I can only pick and choose a few such 
facts. Perhaps it’s impractical for me to try to do 
this in just a few pages, as it took me a good ten 
years after graduating college to unlearn nearly ev-
erything I had been taught in school from age six, 
to cleanse my brain of all the poison pumped in by 
the news media, and then to discover hundreds if 
not thousands of suppressed facts I had never been 
aware of. Hopefully some readers will find this dis-
cussion illuminating, and will be inspired to learn 
more on their own.

Let’s start with one overarching and irrefutable 
fact: Since World War Two, primarily by means 
of the aerial bomb, the U.S. government has mur-
dered more innocent people outside of its borders 
than any nation in world history. By any definition, 
including the one in the dictionary, deliberately 
killing innocent people in order to accomplish 
certain objectives is terrorism, which means that 
the government in Washington D.C. is the world’s 
bloodiest and longest running terrorist organiza-
tion, with the Pentagon its base of operations. Ac-
tually, this government has frequently terrorized 
its own citizens since the Civil War. Few people re-
alize just how savage the Civil War was, one exam-
ple being Union general William Sherman’s infa-

mous “march to the sea” in Georgia in 1864. After 
burning the capital city of Atlanta to the ground, 
Sherman’s 60,000 troops marched for five weeks 
in a column thirty miles wide to Savannah, 250 
miles away, annihilating everything in their path 
— putting the torch to all homes and buildings, 
destroying all crops and foodstores, and killing all 
livestock. This was far from being the only atroc-
ity against southern civilians. William Brownlow, 
a pro-Union Methodist preacher from Tennessee, 
provides a fine example of the spirit of the times. 
Listen to this excerpt of a speech given by this man 
of God at a New York convention in 1862:

If I had the power, I would arm every wolf, 
panther, catamount and bear in the mountains of 
America, every crocodile in the swamps of Florida, 
every Negro in the South, every fiend in hell, clothe 
them in the uniforms of the Federal army and turn 
them loose on the rebels of the South and exter-
minate every man, woman and child south of the 
Mason-Dixon line. I would like to see especially the 
Negro troops, marching under Ben Butler, crowd the 
last rebel into the Gulf of Mexico and drown them as 
the Devil did the hogs in the Sea of Galilee.

This white-hot fanaticism flourished even years 
before the first shot was fired at Fort Sumter, the 
Missouri-Kansas border being a chronic flash-
point. Death squads on both sides, bitterly divid-
ed over the issue of slavery, and as brutal as any 
Central American drug gang, carried out numer-
ous massacres in this area, an episode referred to 
as Bleeding Kansas. Very few schoolchildren learn 
about the details of this terrible conflict, and fewer 
still learn about Reconstruction, the twelve-year 
reign of terror over the defeated South that be-
gan when the war ended, and gave birth to the Ku 
Klux Klan, which in its early days was led by men 
of the highest caliber who waged a successful gue-
rilla war against barbaric Federal occupation and 
restored normalcy to the southern states. Is there 
a people on this planet who know less about their 
own history than Americans?

Since the Civil War, American history has con-
stantly been stained by violence and injustice. I’d 
be the last one to stoke guilt feelings among white 
people for the deeds of their forefathers — God 
knows there’s been enough of that — but the fact 
remains that the Indians were killed off in vast 
numbers during the westward expansion that took 
place in the latter half of the nineteenth century, 
and the great herds of bison upon which they large-
ly depended for their survival were nearly driven 
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to extinction, millions of them shot simply for 
sport. Much of this was bound up with the laying 
of railroad track from coast to coast, and the raw 
materials of railroad construction and operation 
were in turn bound up with the mines, mills and 
factories where white laborers, including women 
and children, often toiled long hours in horrifi-
cally unsafe conditions. Many men whose fami-
lies depended on their salaries suffered crippling 
injuries, and when this happened they received 
no compensation and were left to fend for them-
selves. The American labor movement overflowed 
with violence and does not make pretty reading. 
Then, as now, unbridled political power flowed 
from the coffers of the ruthless super-rich. Then, 
as now, man’s inhumanity to man, American-style, 
reigned, and so did the rotten System that today 
throws children’s lives on the vaccine roulette 
wheel while the casino always wins. Industries 
change but human nature doesn’t. Jack London, 
an extraordinary personality and magnificent 
writer, portrayed all this in his novel The Iron Heel, 
published in 1908. For a man who lived only forty 
years, London’s literary output was astounding, as 
was the range of his adventures and experiences. 
Jack knew human struggle and the hard side of life 
firsthand, and as with most of his novels and short 
stories, worked these themes into The Iron Heel. It 
was fact in fictional form, and it’s sad but enlight-
ening to see how only the window dressing has 
changed since long ago, how the boundless wealth 
of the industrial magnates back then bought off 
politicians, judges, professors, police, journalists 
and ministers, while those whose physical labor 
built this country were crushed under the ruling 
oligarchy — under “the iron heel.” This echoes 
down to the present day with recent abominations 
like NAFTA, which threw hundreds of thousands 
of Americans in the manufacturing industries out 
on the street as their jobs were shipped to poor 
countries where labor costs are much lower. Then, 
as now, it’s all about corporate greed; then, as now, 
the attitude of the plutocrats is “let them eat cake.” 
In his novel London prophesied an America torn 
apart by all manner of chaos and violence, in-
cluding bombings, assassinations, and wholesale 
bloody reprisals in which the nation’s oppressed 
workingmen rose against the rich and ruthless and 
their entrenched federal agents. Since then, only 
the names and circumstances have changed. A 
similarly violent novel with the theme of total race 
war, The Turner Diaries, was written by William 

Pierce, founder of the white nationalist organiza-
tion the National Alliance, under the pseudonym 
Andrew MacDonald. First published in 1978, it 
has sold close to a million copies to date. Good 
luck finding it in any bookstore or public library.

America’s decline took a sharp downward turn 
with the election of Woodrow Wilson. 1913, the 
first year of his presidency, was a fateful year that 
saw the inception of the income tax, the private-
ly run Federal Reserve Bank, and the Anti-Defa-
mation League (ADL) of B’nai B’rith, which has 
grown into a powerful police state spy and smear 
agency and has corrupted numerous law enforce-
ment agencies, most importantly the FBI. In 1916, 
Wilson, who exhibited signs of clinical insanity, 
and whose dementia worsened over time, ran for 
a second term on the slogan “He kept us out of 
war.” No sooner was he re-elected than he started 
talking about “a war to make the word safe for de-
mocracy” and “a war to end all wars.” Ah yes, a war 
to end all wars. World War One created the condi-
tions that led to World War Two, ushering in the 
modern era of what the eminent historian Harry 
Elmer Barnes called “perpetual war for perpetual 
peace,” and what Professor Revilo Oliver, one of 
America’s great twentieth century minds, called 
“contrived wars for hallucinatory ends.” These 
wars continue to the present day. The First World 
War also ushered in the draft, which was activated 
in the next three contrived wars, though happily 
abolished after the Vietnam War. I can’t imagine 
a worse mockery of freedom than being ordered, 
against your will, and under threat of imprison-
ment, to report for military training in order to be 
shipped off to a foreign war based on false flags — 
and this most certainly includes World War Two 
— depriving you of your freedom so you can de-
fend freedom, as it were, while in reality always be-
getting more war crimes and more human misery. 

Every foreign war America has fought has been 
accompanied by lies and idiotic propaganda, but 
the First World War was the worst. For 140 years 
America held Germany in high esteem as a natu-
ral friend, as one of Europe’s and the world’s most 
cultured and dynamic nations. Whipped to a fren-
zy overnight by the press, Germans now became 
barbaric Huns. It’s difficult to believe that some 
of the illustrations from this period, printed on 
large posters, were taken seriously — German sol-
diers depicted as gorillas wearing spiked helmets, 
impaling Belgian babies on bayonets, and such. 
In an orgy of perverted patriotism, egged on by 
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the fledgling motion picture industry, Americans 
responded. Nationwide, German-Americans sus-
pected of disloyalty were beaten, arrested, tarred 
and feathered; rumors of secret German spies and 
incursions by German submarines and aircraft 
abounded; words of German origin were dropped 
from conversation so that sauerkraut became “lib-
erty cabbage” and hamburgers “liberty steaks.” 
There were other manifestations of national mad-
ness compared to which Iraqi soldiers throwing 
Kuwaiti babies out of hospital incubators and Kim 
Jong-Un targeting California with nuclear war-
heads seem quite credible.

Since I’m one of just a few thousand Americans 
to have visited North Korea on an ordinary tourist 
visa when it was legal — as of September 1, 2017 
it’s illegal as deemed by our government, not theirs 
— I wish to say more about this country. One man, 
Air Force General Curtis LeMay, deserves special 
mention. With the press of a button to release 
bombs, it appears that LeMay personally killed 
more human beings than anyone who ever lived. 
Truly a genocidal maniac, “bombs away LeMay,” 
as his subordinates called him, lived for one thing: 
roasting innocent people. He perfected his talent 
in the skies over Germany, but mostly Japan, drop-
ping incendiary bombs on 64 Japanese cities, in-
cluding the March 10, 1945 raid on Tokyo, which 
left behind some 85,000 charred corpses, more 
than were killed in either of the atomic bomb-
ings of Hiroshima and Nagasaki, even though 
most Americans have never heard of it. LeMay 
also headed the Strategic Air Command during 
the Korean War. At the end of World War Two, it 
was our government, in the person of an obscure 
military bureaucrat named Dean Rusk, who later 
served as Secretary of State in the Kennedy and 
Johnson administrations, that casually split the 
ancient nation of Korea in half at the 38th parallel. 
The north was handed over to Joseph Stalin, whose 
point man in Korea was Kim Il-Sung, grandfather 
of the current leader Kim Jong-Un. Rusk, who by 
his own admission knew little about the country, 
made this decision after studying a map of Korea 
in National Geographic magazine. This is recount-
ed on page 124 of his memoirs As I Saw It. Five 
years later, Kim Il-Sung’s army invaded the south 
in a bid for a total communist takeover. This initi-
ated the Korean War, which lasted three years and 
ended in a stalemate. The U.S. Air Force flattened 
literally every town and city in North Korea by 
conventional bombing and the use of napalm. A 

tremendous amount of napalm was used, and by 
most estimates between 1.5 and 2 million civilians 
died. So let’s get this straight. First we allow Sta-
lin, one of history’s greatest mass murderers and 
our great ally in World War Two, to foist a partic-
ularly harsh version of communism on the people 
living in the northern half of Korea, who had no 
say in the matter, a failed system which endures 
to this day; then, while pretending to eradicate the 
very regime we were responsible for creating, we 
wipe out about one-fourth of the civilian popula-
tion. Imagine filling all of our thirty major league 
baseball stadiums to capacity with innocent men, 
women and children, drenching them with gaso-
line (napalm is jellied gasoline), then tossing a lit 
match on them. That gives you some idea of what 
we did to that country. I never knew any of these 
things myself until I did some reading in 2013 
shortly before I visited North Korea — a totally 
safe and welcoming country as long as one follows 
a few simple rules that a child can understand, 
contrary to all the scaremongering propaganda 
put out by the State Department and television.

The greatest one-day massacre of human be-
ings in all history, incidentally, carried out by us 
and our partners in terror, the British, took place 
in Dresden, Germany on the evening of February 
13-14, 1945, near the end of the war when Ger-
many’s military defeat was assured and that un-
defended, beautiful baroque city was overflowing 
with refugees fleeing westward from the raping, 
pillaging, murdering Mongolian hordes that our 
ally Joseph Stalin had transported from the Sovi-
et Union’s Asian provinces. No one really knows 
how many died in this firestorm. A conservative 
estimate of 135,000 asphyxiated or burned alive 
was made by British historian David Irving. Other 
estimates run much higher. Prior to the publica-
tion of Irving’s book The Destruction of Dresden in 
1963, few people outside of Germany were aware 
of this most unspeakable of all war crimes; even 
some British pilots who had dropped the bombs 
were shocked when Irving showed them photo-
graphs of the carnage. To this day most Ameri-
cans have never heard of it. The Dresden holo-
caust is just one of hundreds of suppressed facts 
about World War Two, the crumbling foundation 
of so many monstrous lies that most Americans 
are addicted to. For those who wish to rise above 
their ignorance, I can think of no better antidote 
than M.S. King’s The Bad War, published in 2015, 
a fast-moving book of mini-chapters packed with 
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facts and photographs that even I, a longtime stu-
dent of revisionist history, had never come across.

 v 

Right through all the the futile foreign wars 
that America has fought, to the present day, med-
ical corruption has flourished here at home. It’s 
impossible for me to stay abreast of events as they 
unfold, but for our purpose this is hardly neces-
sary because medical despotism predates the Civ-
il War. Interestingly enough, Benjamin Rush, a 
signer of the Declaration of Independence and a 
doctor himself, voiced his concern about a future 
medical tyranny in America. But his warning was 
ignored, and this tragic oversight, when a govern-
ment charter for the new nation was being drawn 
up, planted the seeds of the poisonous tree that is 
current CDC vaccination policy, and a great deal 
more. The long history of the arrogant disdain 
for the health and well-being of ordinary people 
on the part of the ruling elite, beginning in 1847 
with the founding of the American Medical Asso-
ciation, is wittily told in Murder by Injection: The 
Story of the Medical Conspiracy Against America 
by Eustace Mullins. In his inimitable style, Mull-
ins applies his dry sense of humor to a very seri-
ous subject, which had me chuckling much of the 
time while reaping the fruits of the forty years of 
research he put into this work. The second longest 
chapter is titled “The Profits of Cancer,” which 
speaks for itself. While many Americans are aware 
that the standard approach to cancer of surgery, 
radiation and chemotherapy is often barbaric 
and useless, few know just how relentlessly those 
who have offered alternative treatments have been 
persecuted. The sordid and often secret medi-
cal crimes carried out against the citizens of this 
country with the approval of interlocking huge 
corporations and federal and state public health 
agencies, are far too numerous to go into here. You 
can read about many of them on the Wikipedia 
page headed “Unethical Human Experimentation 
in the United States.” This information appears 
to be quite accurate based on what I’ve read else-
where, but it’s noteworthy that not a single vaccine 
experiment is mentioned. This is understandable 
given that the editors at Wikipedia, who claim to 
be neutral, are very fashion-conscious and sneer at 
any idea critical of vaccines.

In recent decades the unholy alliance of me-
ga-corporations, particularly the pharmaceutical 
giants, and regulatory agencies, has all but de-
clared war on the health food industry, directly 

targeting purveyors of vitamins, supplements, raw 
milk and other products. At the forefront of this 
campaign is the FDA, the match of any federal 
agency for corruption and brutality. An Internet 
search conducted by typing in the key words will 
uncover FDA horror stories galore, right to the 
present day. Their methods first came to my atten-
tion with the May 6, 1992 raid on the Seattle clinic 
of Dr. Jonathan Wright, a renowned author, public 
speaker and former editor of Prevention magazine. 
Acting in concert with the Kings County police 
department, an FDA SWAT team smashed down 
the front door, and with guns drawn, terrorized 
patients and staff, shouting orders and occupying 
and ransacking the premises for several hours. Dr. 
Wright’s crime? He had been injecting his patients 
with high-dose B vitamins, a safe and beneficial 
procedure. No one had complained about him; 
his patients and colleagues held him in the high-
est esteem. No charges were ever filed against Dr. 
Wright.

In an outright campaign of terror and intimida-
tion the following year, the FDA, joined by heavily 
armed agents of the Drug Enforcement Agency 
(DEA), IRS, U.S. Customs and U.S. Postal Service, 
launched nearly forty commando-style raids on 
health food stores, vitamin companies and natural 
health clinics throughout Texas. In none of these 
raids were there any reasons to expect resistance. 
People in the health food and alternative medicine 
fields are not violent. This is simply the same kind 
of out-of-control government thuggery about 
which America’s founders repeatedly warned pos-
terity.

A System that behaves so viciously towards 
people whose views on health and healing are far 
apart from conventional allopathic medicine will 
naturally target medical dissidents perceived as a 
threat to the vaccine industry. Nor should it come 
as any surprise that the U.S. is the least free nation 
in the Western world, and probably one of the least 
free in the entire world, when it comes to child-
hood vaccinations. Specifically, parents must show 
proof of a long list of shots in order for their chil-
dren to attend school. For a long time, only Missis-
sippi and West Virginia refused to allow religious 
exemptions to mandated vaccines, but since 2015, 
three more states — California, New York and 
Maine — have been added to the list and there will 
likely be more after this book is printed. The more 
damage that vaccines do, the more that vaccine fa-
natics want to force them on us. The relative free 
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choice remaining in most states is being chipped 
away. And just because you comply with your state 
laws doesn’t mean a busybody from Child Pro-
tective Services, flanked by two detectives, won’t 
be knocking on your door to ask questions. Just 
because you follow the rules in submitting a state-
ment requesting exemption doesn’t mean it’s go-
ing to be granted. In most cases it is; in my case, it 
was. But in a country as upside-down as this one, 
where bureaucrats and judges routinely make up 
their own laws or interpret existing laws using the 
wildest logic, parents have been dragged into court 
over the exemption issue, and in quite a few cases 
jailed for child abuse. But it gets much worse. I’ve 
read some shocking stories about parents who ob-
jected to having their infants vaccinated, but gave 
in to scare tactics or veiled threats, only to see their 
precious children suffer a severe reaction or even 
die, after which they were accused of “shaken baby 
syndrome” to protect some stupid doctor or nurse, 
and charged with grave felonies. Can you imagine 
losing a child like this, then being arrested and 
dragged into court with the prospect of facing a 
long prison sentence? What a truly criminal prac-
tice vaccination is. What a truly horrible nation 
America has become.

It appears we’ve now reached the point where 
gangsters in the government-corporate medical 
cabal put out contract killings on individuals they 
don’t like. In just one three-day period, from June 
19 to June 21, 2015, three doctors whose practices 
were grounded in holistic health died suddenly in 
mysterious circumstances — two in Florida and 
one in North Carolina. The first, Jeffrey Bradstreet, 
a thorn in the side of the vaccinators, was widely 
known and dearly loved by the parents of autistic 
children whom he treated. Bradstreet’s own son 
had become autistic after an MMR shot. He was 
found floating in a river with a gunshot wound to 
the chest, days after FDA agents had descended 
on his office. His death was ruled a suicide. Can 
anyone doubt that Dr. Bradstreet was murdered? 
Two days later, on Father’s Day, two fathers, Bruce 
Hedendal and Baron Holt, were found dead. He-
dendal, who had had some run-ins with the FDA, 
was slumped over the wheel of his car. On April 
3, 2018, the body of a black CDC epidemiolo-
gist, Timothy Cunningham, was found floating in 
the Chattahoochee River in Atlanta, not far from 
CDC headquarters, nearly two months after he 
had mysteriously disappeared. Speculation swirled 
as to whether he had found that black babies are 

more susceptible to vaccine damage and autism 
than white babies, and as to how he died. Jumping 
into a frigid river seems to me an unusual way to 
end it all, but suicide was the coroner’s ruling. As 
one anonymous commentator wrote about these 
deaths: “You may call me a conspiracy theorist if I 
may call you a coincidence theorist.” 

Shortly after the Cunningham case was closed, 
Dr. Suzanne Humphries, a well-known author and 
outspoken critic of vaccines, received a series of 
death threats, including one that detailed exactly 
how she would be killed during a mass shooting at 
a public event. An image of her dead body covered 
with semen stains with her eyes gouged out was 
also sent to her. Terrified, as anyone would be, she 
contacted the FBI. The FBI then tried to frame her 
for fabricating threats against herself. Probably the 
only reason this didn’t happen is that it was pub-
licized, with all the details of the FBI’s sloppy lies 
and maneuvers, on naturalnews.com.

What is one to make of a country whose top 
law enforcement agency employs so many crimi-
nals who have committed so many crimes — and 
is never held accountable? I’m sure there are good 
people in the FBI, and I’m equally certain that 
there are many liars, perverts, killers, cover-up and 
frame-up artists in this agency. If you doubt that, 
you need to read The Franklin Cover-Up by John 
DeCamp. It’s the most horrifying book I’ve ever 
read. It’s about the kidnapping, abuse and murder 
of children in America that feeds the sexual appe-
tites of many highly placed people in business and 
government, and their protectors, including those 
in the ranks of the FBI. DeCamp was a Vietnam 
veteran, lawyer, Nebraska state senator and father 
of four. Some young victims who revealed facts 
and some of his partners who were investigating 
these crimes were themselves murdered. DeCamp 
names names, lots of them. Only one person sued 
him for libel — and lost. I warn you, read this book 
only if you have a strong stomach and if you really 
want to know what America has come to. If you 
don’t read it, at least read some of the 298 reviews 
on Amazon. Actually, you may already know that 
the FBI, assisted by members of the Army’s Delta 
Force, laid siege to the compound of the Branch 
Davidian religious sect near Waco, Texas on April 
19, 1993, engulfing it in flames and burning alive 
76 innocent people, including 21 children. This 
atrocity, after a 51-day standoff, may have been 
premeditated mass murder and was the only time 
in U.S. history that tanks were used in a military 
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attack against its own people. Millions of Ameri-
cans watched in horror as it unfolded on live tele-
vision. Those who were too young to understand 
or born after it happened should watch the video 
of the assault on the Internet to gain some insight 
into the federal government. A government capa-
ble of doing something like this and getting away 
with it is capable of doing anything, including ab-
ducting the children of anti-vaccine parents and 
killing anyone who resists. 

America isn’t the land of the free and the home 
of the brave; it’s the home of the hired assassin and 
the land of the frightened sheep. Taking a short 
break from writing this chapter, I decided to jot 
down some names of people I’d read about who 
died before their time. The certainty that they were 
murdered, in my mind, approaches one hundred 
percent, and in a few cases there isn’t the slightest 
doubt. The most famous of these would be George 
Patton, the audacious World War Two general 
who through the war, led his troops and fought 
with fanatical aggression, having swallowed whole 
the big lie that Hitler was a menace to America 
and the whole world, but who later came to see 
that he had been fighting on the wrong side and 
that Soviet communism was the real menace. For 
much of 1945 he spoke and wrote with contempt 
towards Jews and with admiration of the German 
people and the fighting qualities of their soldiers. 
Despite mounting opposition against him, he re-
fused to keep his mouth shut or put his pen down. 
When a staged car accident did not come close to 
killing him, his brief stay in a hospital, while re-
cuperating from minor injuries, did on December 
23, 1945. A strange car accident on November 13, 
1974 was successful in killing Karen Silkwood, a 
technician at the Kerr-McGee Fuel Fabrication 
plant in Cimarron, Oklahoma. The site processed 
plutonium, a dangerous radioactive element, and 
she became concerned with the lack of safety 
precautions and disregard for public health, and 
decided to go public with her information. Heav-
ily contaminated with plutonium herself, she had 
made arrangements to turn over documents to 
a newspaper reporter when she died on a lonely 
country road. On August 10, 1991 a cleaning lady 
who worked at the Sheraton Hotel in Martinsburg, 
West Virginia discovered the naked body of Dan-
ny Casolaro in a bathtub in room 517. Casolaro, 
a freelance author, had been working on a book 
titled The Octopus, which tied together several 
strands of an international cabal that included the 

Inslaw software theft, the Department of Justice, 
Iran-Contra, and money laundering. He had been 
lured to Martinsburg to meet someone who, he 
believed, would provide substantial inside infor-
mation for his book. Casolaro’s wrists had been 
deeply slashed about ten times and there was 
blood everywhere. The local police did not want 
to get involved. His death was ruled a suicide. 
Suicide also was the cause of death attributed to 
a black police officer on the Oklahoma City force, 
Terrance Yeakey, who was among the first to ar-
rive and help the badly injured at the scene of the 
Alfred Murrah Federal Building after it was blown 
up on April 19, 1995, killing 168. Seeing several 
federal agents standing around, he immediately 
sensed that something fishy was going on, and lat-
er came to believe in a massive cover-up, the offi-
cial account contradicting what he had witnessed. 
(Look at a photograph of the devastated building 
and you will see debris blown outward, indicating 
that one or more bombs had exploded inside, an 
impossible result of an outside truck bomb deto-
nation.) Yeakey was deeply troubled by the whole 
affair and never stopped talking about it. He and 
his family were constantly threatened by anony-
mous phone callers. His body was found in a field 
on May 8, 1996. Yeakey was a huge man who must 
have violently resisted his murderers, which might 
explain the multiple stab wounds, strangulation 
marks, and single bullet fired through his skull. 
Some suicide. Stanley Meyer was an inventor who 
had created what he claimed was an automobile 
engine that could run on water which, were it to 
replace the internal combustion engine, would 
obviously pose a huge threat to the profits of the 
petroleum industry. Two men posing as Belgian 
investors met with him in a restaurant in Grove 
City, Ohio on March 20, 1998. Taking a sip from 
a glass of cranberry juice, he grabbed his throat 
and ran outside where he died on the sidewalk. 
His last words were “They poisoned me!” Cere-
bral aneurysm, the police concluded after a three-
month investigation. I can only wish there were 
more FBI men like Ted Gunderson, a special agent 
who had supervised FBI offices in Memphis, Dal-
las and Washington D.C. Like John DeCamp, who 
mentioned him in The Franklin Cover-Up, he was 
committed to protecting children from the vast 
pedophile network that operates throughout this 
country and reaches into the highest corridors of 
power, including the FBI, as he well knew. Despite 
the clear dangers, and numerous threats against 
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him, he continued his investigations well past his 
retirement. He died of bladder cancer on July 31, 
2011. Three years earlier, he revealed that he had 
tested positive for arsenic and cyanide poison. His 
fingers had turned black, a telltale sign of arsenic 
poisoning. These, as I said, are just a few names 
that popped into my head, after which I reviewed 
the details on the Internet. I’ve read about many, 
many more over the years.

Readers unfamiliar with the names above may 
still have heard of the famous “Clinton body count.” 
Anyone who has looked into the background of 
Bill Clinton knows that, as governor of Arkansas in 
the 1980s, he turned a blind eye to the transport of 
drugs on a huge scale in and out of a small airport 
near Mena, a sleepy town in the southwestern cor-
ner of his state. This is what paved his road to the 
White House. The Clinton body count refers to the 
more than 100 people connected to the Clintons in 
some capacity, intimately or from a distance, who 
died in suspicious circumstances. Many, obvious-
ly, were murdered, either on direct instructions 
from Bill or Hillary Clinton, or more likely, from 
the invisible wirepullers who engineered their 
climb to political power and have ready access to 
a stable of assassins. With the exception of White 
House counsel Vince Foster’s supposed suicide on 
July 20, 1993, none of these deaths received any 
substantial news coverage. One of the dead was 
Jerry Parks, who had worked closely with Foster 
and who, as a longtime member of Bill Clinton’s 
security team when he was governor, knew many 
repugnant details of his personal life. After learn-
ing of Foster’s murder, Parks grimly told his fam-
ily, “I’m a dead man.” In the early evening of Sep-
tember 26, 1993, Parks was stopped for a red light 
at an intersection in Little Rock, when another car 
pulled beside his, a man jumped out with a 9 mm 
handgun, and pumped several rounds into him. 
The best compilation of the Clinton body count, 
with all the details, is found in the “murder” vol-
ume of the trilogy titled Hillary (and Bill) by Vic-
tor Thorn. (The other two volumes are “sex” and 
“drugs.”) Thorn was a brave investigative reporter 
who wrote many excellent books, one of his most 
important being 9-11 Evil: Israel’s Central Role in 
the September 11, 2001 Terrorist Attacks. He was 
found dead of a gunshot wound to his head on 
August 1, 2016, his fifty-fourth birthday. Just one 
more convenient suicide.

So again I ask, “What kind of country is this?” 
Taking what I’ve written above into account, is it 

any wonder that we have such a destructive child-
hood vaccination policy? Are all the puzzle pieces 
of the American nightmare beginning to fit?

Many Americans, oblivious to reality, go right 
on believing all the absurd myths they were raised 
on. I know them. Most of them are nice people 
and I take no pleasure in insulting them. They’re 
the kind of people who fly the flag on the front 
porch and have never read a thought-provoking 
book in their lives. They seem to think they’re free 
because they’re not in jail, and because their re-
frigerators are full and there’s plenty of booze and 
beer on tap and lots of entertainment and leisure 
activities to be enjoyed. They have a nice salary or 
a nice pension and life is good. Sure, the country 
has problems but we can get through it. We’re still 
the freest people on earth, aren’t we? We need to 
get our children vaccinated because that’s how we 
protect them and protect our society from disease, 
right? It’s part of being patriotic, isn’t it? Don’t you 
know that vaccines wiped out polio? Haven’t nu-
merous studies proven that vaccines don’t cause 
autism? If vaccines were really dangerous, surely 
our government would tell us about it, wouldn’t 
they?

Actually, there’s little personal freedom here 
beyond that which exists in nearly every impov-
erished and backward country, like the freedom of 
religion, the freedom to travel, and the freedom to 
change one’s residence. Americans have the free-
dom to vote for Tweedle-Dee or Tweedle-Dum 
every four years, and the freedom to send the pup-
pet of their choice to congress who will rarely if 
ever do anything in their interests. They have no 
say nor are there any referendums to change gov-
ernment policies that they object to, that is to say, 
nearly all of them, the most disastrous being the 
deliberate flooding of this land with people of all 
races and cultures which has made America one 
of the world’s most artificial nations. There are 
many onerous restrictions on individual freedom 
that have multiplied over the years as government 
has reached leviathan proportions, and with it the 
empowerment of legions of stupid and arrogant 
bureaucrats, backed up by increasingly milita-
rized police forces that have been conditioned to 
look upon anyone with an independent streak as 
a threat. Politically, America can best be described 
as a soft tyranny, where life is still normal for most 
in a material sense, but also one with a growing 
army of disaffected citizens, a nation that at its core 
is bankrupt and whose future portends revolution, 



79

will vaccines be the end of us?

secession or civil war. History does not stand still.
In reality, there are only two categories of per-

sonal freedom in America that carry any weight: 
the right to free speech and the right to keep and 
bear arms, as enumerated in the first and second 
amendments, respectively, to the Constitution, 
that estimable but ultimately defective blueprint 
for a higher statecraft. Paradoxically, at least on 
paper, Americans are still free to voice opinions 
that in other countries would be prosecuted on 
various grounds, often “hate speech.” America has 
become an uncertain place, however, and anyone 
who openly espouses naughty ideas, or offends the 
wrong people, does not know if he will be ignored, 
monitored or harassed, or if a nice little accident 
or suicide or heart attack or conviction carrying a 
long prison term will be arranged for him. In some 
professions, you stand an excellent chance of being 
fired even though the government will leave you 
alone, so free speech comes with the freedom of 
losing your livelihood. If you’re a high school so-
cial studies teacher, for example, and you deviate 
from the established version of World War Two, 
you’ll likely be on the unemployment line the fol-
lowing week. But as long as you don’t pose a real 
threat to the System, you probably won’t be arrest-
ed. Some people have told me, not jokingly, that 
they would never subscribe to a politically incor-
rect publication, or log on to a politically incorrect 
web site, for fear of getting on a government list. 
This is unfounded and pathetic, though I suppose 
understandable, given that records of all electronic 
communications of U.S. citizens now are kept un-
der lock and key by the National Security Agency 
(NSA) in a huge data storage facility near Bluff-
dale, Utah, and high-tech, unlimited surveillance, 
both secret and in the open, has advanced to a lev-
el that Orwell never dreamed of.

Likewise, while the second amendment states 
that “the right to keep and bear arms shall not be 
infringed,” it is blatantly infringed in some states 
and municipalities, though less so or hardly at all 
in others. And like the first amendment, which 
certain individuals would love to curtail using 
their pet phrases, there are many who would love 
to ban certain types of guns as a first step toward 
their ultimate goal of confiscating all firearms, a 
chilling dress rehearsal of which was seen when 
New Orleans was placed under martial law in the 
wake of Hurricane Katrina in 2005. Unfortunate-
ly for them, however, guns are here to stay. Gun 
ownership is a deeply ingrained American tradi-

tion and there simply is no way that people are 
going to voluntarily surrender their weapons en 
masse as they did, for example, in Australia in the 
late 1990s. There are about 300 million privately 
owned firearms in this country, a unique histori-
cal phenomenon that has never existed anywhere 
else. American citizens are by far the most heavily 
armed people on earth, and this presents a huge 
problem to thugs at every government level who 
will have to think twice before going door to door 
in order to forcibly vaccinate people which, as I 
noted in the chapter on smallpox, was, and proba-
bly still is, a dormant law on the books in 38 states. 
What remains to be seen is how far state or federal 
government will go before people start shooting.

Somebody once described America as the Ro-
man Empire on steroids. It’s a good description. 
Rome, the glory and might of the ancient world, 
its military forces spread far and wide, arose, de-
clined and disintegrated over the course of 1500 
years. In America the process has taken place 
much faster. America is now collapsing under the 
weight of its lies in much the same way as the old 
Soviet Union did with its oppression and extend-
ed empire. America is no more a free nation than 
the Soviet Union was a worker’s paradise. Flying 
the flag, singing God Bless America, the “salute to 
our military” ritual that often takes place before 
huge crowds at televised sports events — none of 
this cardboard patriotism puts a dent in reality, the 
reality that America is death to the world and to 
itself, the reality that every day American children 
are fed into the maw of this beast when they get 
vaccinated.

This has been a very negative chapter, so I’ll try 
to end it on a positive note. I’ll repeat what I stated 
above, that a country is only as good as its people. 
Well, there are still a few million really good peo-
ple scattered around America — men with hearts 
of gold and fists of iron and women who stand be-
hind them. The message of this book rings loud 
and clear with them. I know they’re out there be-
cause I’ve met them — and so have many Europe-
ans who have told me how truly wonderful Amer-
icans are when you meet them in their own coun-
try, as opposed to the poor impression they make 
as tourists abroad. As a young man, I hitchhiked all 
around the country and had many great conversa-
tions, and was invited into many homes by people 
who, in picking up a stranger with his thumb out, 
showed they were a little braver and kinder than 
most. Later I drove at least 30,000 miles, over nu-
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merous trips, in my own car. Everywhere. And I’ve 
met plenty of other nonconformists in out of the 
way places. Interesting, kindhearted people who 
think for themselves and despise everything about 
Washington D.C. The comment boards of icono-
clastic blogs and web sites sizzle with their opin-
ions. Here’s one I came across on the topic of vac-
cines: “Put a needle in my arm and I’ll put a bullet 
in your brain.” They’re not people who vegetate in 
front of the television set. Not for a moment did 
they believe the media lie that the Waco holocaust 
was “an apparent mass suicide.” They’re the kind 
who know there is something profoundly wrong 

with America, even if they can’t put their finger on 
it — the kind who are fed up with all the lies, wars 
and corruption, with the flood of non-white in-
vaders who keep pouring in, with the total lack of 
leadership, with political dog and pony shows that 
pit a witch like Hillary Clinton against a clown like 
Donald Trump. The only thing that makes me feel 
good about being an American these days is my 
bond with these people. And even if they’ve never 
weighed the vaccination issue before, they’ll know 
what I’m talking about when they read this book. 
One thing they’re not, is politically conservative, 
and that’s what I’ll take up in the next chapter. 

 The fraud of conservatism
A FEW words are in order here about the canard 
that this is a free country with plenty of compet-
ing ideas and opinions, as in liberal versus conser-
vative, Left vs. Right, Democrat vs. Republican. 
This distracting soap opera has been playing for 
a long time, and I’m hardly the first one to point 
it out. Way back in 1968, third party presidential 
candidate George Wallace famously quipped that 
“there’s not a dime’s worth of difference between 
the Democrat and Republican parties.” And much 
further back still, Ernest Everhard, the hero of 
Jack London’s The Iron Heel, confronted Congress 
in one scene with these words: “There are no Re-
publicans nor Democrats in this House. You are 
lick-spittlers and panderers, the creatures of the 
Plutocracy.” As the French proverb goes, the more 
things change, the more they remain the same.

Although these distinctions have become ir-
relevant, I occasionally use the terms “Left” and 
“liberal” as they’re commonly understood, but 
“conservative” no longer means anything to me. 
I write these words as one who used to proudly 
called himself a “staunch conservative,” but many 
years ago came to see that conservatism is a bowl 
of mush, a synonym for stupidity, hypocrisy and 
cowardice. There was a time when the word really 
meant something, when it meant defending and 
conserving everything precious in Western civ-
ilization that has come down through the ages. 
Genuine conservatism was exemplified by Charles 
Lindbergh. An intensely private man of sterling 
character who loathed the press, Lindbergh nev-
ertheless went public in alerting his countrymen 
to the danger of Jewish influence in the newspaper 
and film industry, as previously mentioned, and he 
also warned of the terrible squandering of the white 

race’s best genes that would inevitably result from 
another world war. The issues Lindbergh raised in 
his speeches and in his wartime diary, which later 
was published in book form, are as fundamental as 
ever, but no self-styled conservative since 1945 has 
dared to bring them up. To do so would be career 
suicide in a country where media executives de-
termine the boundaries of permissible speech and 
opinion, beyond which those of all political stripes 
know not to stray. Lindbergh himself was relegat-
ed to near non-existence after the war because of 
his views. World War Two, a cataclysm for every 
nation involved, has become the bedrock of lies 
on which the modern world teeters, yet our hol-
low military victory in that terrible conflict, which 
brought communism to half of Europe as well as 
China and Korea, is considered a glorious triumph 
of good over evil by all respectable conservatives.

In our times, Ron Paul, the former Texas con-
gressman — and incidentally, a retired obstetrician 
who favors parental freedom of choice on vaccina-
tion — has been the only public figure I can think 
of who espouses the conservatism embodied in 
the men who created America. As principled a 
man as Paul is, however, he has always avoided the 
core issues of race and Jewish power. His integri-
ty was rewarded by media obscurity, in addition 
to Republican Party dirty tricks that nullified his 
presidential ambitions in 2008 and again in 2012.

Pat Buchanan is the grand old man of Ameri-
can conservatism; many would agree that he’s the 
best that conservatism can offer. This professional 
chameleon deserves mention only because he has 
been around forever and has occasionally made 
sense, at times in the past even angering media 
bosses and milquetoast conservatives with mild 
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criticism of the Zionist lobby and our endless fu-
tile wars. But he’s an old hand at switching sides, 
and has always landed back on safe ground in the 
Establishment camp, having a string of books on 
the New York Times bestseller list to show for it — 
the hallmark of every well-known conservative, 
and the reward for playing the game. This is what 
one would expect of an insider who worked for 
Richard Nixon and Ronald Reagan in their presi-
dential years — both of whom wore a conservative 
hat but never did one thing to put their country 
on the right track. Nixon was nothing more than 
an ambitious and pragmatic politician, while Rea-
gan was a basically nice man but totally lacking in 
substance, a Hollywood actor who played his con-
servative role to the hilt. What Buchanan offers is 
a kind of schizophrenic conservatism. Quoting 
from his writings many years ago, independent 
researcher Michael Hoffman showed that Buchan-
an has an ingrained habit of contradicting himself 
and compromising the truth, that his modus ope-
randi is “to mix very eloquent insights and very 
well-written and memorable and defiant turns of 
phrase with one or two sentences crammed with 
weasel words....[and to] adapt himself to certain il-
lusions so as not to appear too weird and far out to 
Joe Sixpack.” Buchanan’s half-hearted bid for the 
presidency, in which he resorted to cheap tactics to 
distance himself from the “far right,” deeply disap-
pointed his supporters, not once but twice. A tired 
old gasbag forever stuck in political kindergarten, 
a profile in mediocrity whose accomplishments in 
life add up to zero, he continues to blab and write 
dust. On vaccination he has taken no position that 
I know of. The best that can be said for him is that 
he has more self-control than the rest.

Conservatism has become undefinable. The 
voting records of politicians who get themselves 
elected by singing a conservative tune are often 
indistinguishable from those of their liberal coun-
terparts. Americans who call themselves conser-
vatives don’t even know what they believe, prefer-
ring to let the tough talkers do their thinking for 
them. In addition to Fox News, that media fortress 
of belligerent couch potatoes, there are plenty of 
vapid conservative web sites and obnoxious radio 
talk show hosts who have no interest in honest 
debate but rather in maximizing their ratings by 
insulting anyone who disagrees with them — if 
they’re allowed on the air in the first place. They’ve 
been playing this game for as long as I can re-
member with their silly outbursts and their com-

plaining about the way things are, lashing out at 
“liberals” and “the Left” all the way to the bank, 
the same way their adversaries lash out at “right-
wing extremists” and “white supremacists” (with 
even some conservatives now, like Sean Hannity, 
bashing “white supremacists”). It’s a carefully su-
pervised farce, even if most of them don’t realize 
it. Virtually all these conservative media puppets, 
not to mention politicians, have three things in 
common: they’re rich, they’re strong supporters 
of Israel, and they endorse American military ag-
gression around the world. Some are pretty blood-
thirsty about it. Most of them also avoided mili-
tary service during wartime, some going to great 
lengths to shirk their patriotic duty while others 
did the fighting and dying. The Vietnam War is a 
case in point, and Trump a typical chickenhawk. 
With the draft looming, Donald Trump got four 
student deferments, then, despite playing three 
collegiate sports, claimed he had heel spurs, his 
fifth deferment.

Nothing illustrates the meaninglessness of con-
temporary political jargon better than the subject 
of this book. There is no “conservative” or “liberal” 
position on vaccination. The late, liberal Demo-
cratic senator Edward Kennedy was an advocate of 
compulsory vaccination, as was the equally slimy 
conservative Republican senator Bill Frist, a doctor 
with strong ties to the drug industry. Yet Kennedy’s 
nephew, Robert Kennedy Jr., also a steadfast lib-
eral who supported Hillary Clinton for president, 
has become an articulate spokesman exposing 
CDC corruption and ripping the vaccine indus-
try (though sadly he insists that he’s pro-vaccine). 
The children of pacifist hippie types are as likely to 
be unvaccinated as the children of heavily armed 
survivalist types. We associate the first group with 
the Left, the second with the Right, but both loathe 
the government. As the political sands have shift-
ed, the distinctions between Left and Right have 
largely evaporated, except in street fighting where 
the lines are clearly drawn. To my mind, the only 
difference between liberals and conservatives 
these days is that the political IQ of the latter is, 
on average, five points higher, with both in the low 
double-digit range. Conservatism, in the old sense 
of the word, no longer exists, having been hijacked 
by “neo-conservatives,” a grossly misleading term. 
This is the subject of the excellent and effectively 
banned book The Judas Goats by the late Michael 
Collins Piper, which traces the fraud of modern 
conservatism back to its roots — the Trotskyite 
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branch of communism in the old Soviet Union, 
heavily Jewish in origin, whose followers emigrat-
ed to the U.S. and metamorphosed into the fanat-
ically pro-Israel neo-cons, from whom nearly all 
well-known conservatives today take their cues. 
According to Piper, “The modern-day disciples 
of Trotskyism are key figures among The Enemy 
Within, twisting old-fashioned conservatism into 
a divisive and destructive force that is utilizing 
America’s military might, the blood of its children, 
and its national treasure to enforce a global Zionist 
imperium — in short, a New World Order.” And 
Piper was right on target in slamming “conserva-
tive” Fox News as a controlled pseudo-opposition 
— a seemingly sensible alternative on domestic is-
sues to the liberal slop dished out by the other ma-
jor networks, and one that consequently attracts a 
large audience, but in reality a blaring propaganda 
platform for endless war and American and Israeli 
terrorism.

The Judas Goats, published in 2006, is as time-
ly as ever, but the proliferation and growing in-
fluence of conservative web sites and some new 
players merits additional comment since they 
have added to the confusion. A good example is 
Tucker Carlson, who came on the scene after Pip-
er’s work was published and who, like Pat Buchan-
an, is more sensible and likable than the rest of 
the crew. But he too knows which side his bread 
is buttered on, and expounds accordingly. Perhaps 
the most fraudulent of the conservative web sites 
is breitbart.com, which is not only heavily staffed 
by Jews and stridently pro-Israel, but was actual-
ly conceived in that country. These people some-
times take stances, probably insincerely, on certain 
issues, like gun control and Third World immigra-
tion, that strike a chord in white Americans and 
this confuses them. When the mainstream media 
refer to such entities or individuals as “ultra-con-
servative” or “far right” they confuse the issue even 
more, which is their intention.

 v 

Donald Trump was elected president with 
the overwhelming support of the white working 
class and a solid chunk of the white middle class 
— conservatism USA. He appealed to the hopes 
and dreams of so many frustrated people in this 
country who for so long have yearned for real 
leadership, who were absolutely starved for it. Was 
he not the embodiment of conservatism and the 
American dream himself, a billionaire business-
man with an American flag pinned in his lapel? He 

was going to make America great again — what-
ever that was supposed to mean. He had a vision 
and a concrete plan to straighten things out after 
eight years of Obama’s Left-liberal misrule. He 
was going to drain the swamp. I, for one, was not 
swept along by the huge wave of enthusiasm gen-
erated by the crowds that turned out for Trump’s 
campaign rallies. Even though, at the time, I knew 
nothing of his history of schemes and failures as a 
business tycoon, inherited from his equally sleazy 
father, I had an uneasy feeling about him. On the 
other hand, I admit to being taken by his style. I 
found his choice of words most refreshing, and I 
was especially delighted by his pledge to reduce 
our military presence abroad. In my lifetime he 
was the only presidential candidate to speak in the 
straight-shooting language of the American work-
ingman. I truly believed there was a chance that he 
would do at least some good.

I am revising this in February 2020, shortly af-
ter Donald Trump was acquitted in the play-acting 
impeachment hearings, which bored the country 
to death, and which I knew would not culminate in 
his removal from office — not that that would have 
changed anything. It has been more than three 
years since this man became president, and it has 
become painfully obvious to me and a lot of other 
people, including many of the 63 million who vot-
ed for him, though probably not most of them, that 
he is the biggest impostor ever to slither into the 
White House. He broke all records in reversing the 
number of promises he made as candidate once he 
became president, as well as the speed with which 
he reversed them. Even before he was sworn in, 
most of his key cabinet appointments were snakes 
dredged from the swamp he had promised to 
drain. America is now in the kind of disarray that 
I pictured a Clinton presidency would bring, and 
whether or not Trump finishes his first term, or is 
re-elected — and in spite of the living fossils who 
will stand by him no matter what, imagining that 
he must be doing everything right because he has 
been relentlessly attacked by “liberals” and “Dem-
ocrats” over the most frivolous matters imaginable 
— conservatism has reached its inevitable dead 
end. And who better to stand on its corpse than 
this impulsive, narcissistic man-child of no moral, 
emotional or intellectual depth, of no core beliefs 
or values other than a love of money, cheap sex, 
Israel and military might, whose life never had any 
purpose other than to claw his way to the top of 
the heap. And now that he’s there he can watch his 
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country sink faster than under any previous ad-
ministration, while continuing to live in a world 
of make-believe, as evidenced by his countless lies 
and idiotic “tweets” and public statements. The ac-
rimony between Trump, his remaining supporters, 
and his many critics in the government, military, 
media and entertainment has become a theatre of 
the absurd, a spectacle of divisiveness on the level 
of a school cafeteria food fight between children, 
with all the players vying for top honors in stu-
pidity and irrelevance. I fail to see any qualitative 
difference between Trump haters on one side and 
his diehard defenders on the other side.

Donald Trump’s tattered presidency is the log-
ical sequel to his earlier years. Anyone who takes 
the trouble to examine his record as a New York 
City real estate developer will discover, as I be-
latedly did, that he is not a man of the people but 
a man of the gutter. And it’s in the gutter where 
so many proponents of conservatism dwell. One 
of Trump’s former friends and supporters, who 
wrote a flattering book about him but later turned 
against him, though he may have flipped again, is 
San Francisco-based talk show host Michael Sav-
age, host of The Savage Nation, which at one time 
was syndicated on 400 radio stations with a week-
ly listening audience of more than ten million. He 
also runs a web site, michaelsavage.com. Savage is 
a Bronx Jew whose real name is Michael Weiner. 
He is widely described as a conservative, and has 
taken many stands popular with conservatives. 
Of late the equally nauseating conservative pseud 
Ben Shapiro has moved in on some of his air time. 
Weiner’s opinions are all over the map. He is not-
ed for saying outrageous things on his radio show, 
even outdoing the cackling idiocy of Ann Coulter, 
another of this bunch who is often tagged with the 
ridiculous label “far right.” This was Weiner’s take 
on autism, as heard on July 16, 2008:

I’ll tell you what autism is. In 99 percent of the 
cases, it’s a brat who hasn’t been told to cut the act 
out. That’s what autism is. What do you mean they 
scream and they’re silent? They don’t have a father 
around to tell them, “Don’t act like a moron. You’ll 
get nowhere in life. Stop acting like a putz. Straight-
en up. Act like a man. Don’t sit there crying and 
screaming, idiot.

As the father of an autistic child, I can’t even 
say that this offends me. Rather, it saddens me that 
this country has sunk to such a level of mental re-
tardation that a throwback like this still has a large 
following among listeners who call themselves 

conservatives. This tirade did result in a backlash 
which saw some advertisers pull out of his pro-
gram, but no such backlash occurred following his 
April 17, 2006 show when he called for the kill-
ing of 100 million Moslems. But this tough talker 
was always shy about grabbing a gun and doing 
any killing himself. While in his twenties and with 
a war being fought in southeast Asia, Weiner was 
palling around with LSD guru Timothy Leary and 
that poster boy of degeneracy, pedophile “poet” 
Allen Ginsberg.

Weiner’s Talmudic fantasy came on the heels of 
a statement made the previous month, on March 
8, by Bill O’Reilly of The O’Reilly Factor fame, 
that “in a sane world, every country would unite 
against Iran and blow it off the face of the earth.” 
This call to genocide undoubtedly pleased his Jew-
ish paymasters. Earlier in life, however, this stu-
dio warrior showed a marked preference for the 
college campus over the rice paddies and jungles 
of Vietnam. For two decades, before his exces-
sive libido led to his dismissal at Fox News, the 
pompous O’Reilly, who had fobbed himself off 
as a down-to-earth guy with working-class roots, 
was America’s favorite TV conservative commen-
tator. O’Reilly actually thinks he’s smart. He’s so 
shallow that he thinks all the books he has written 
are really great because they all became New York 
Times bestsellers. He’s not so dumb, however, that 
he doesn’t recognize which side of an issue is the 
safe side to be on. On the February 2, 2015 edi-
tion of The O’Reilly Factor, he was on camera with 
Megyn Kelly — who, in an amusing turn of events, 
and joined by other women, later tattled about the 
off-camera lewd behavior of this slob who quietly 
spent more than $40 million to settle several sex-
ual harassment lawsuits. While this bimbo talked 
a mile a minute, sounding like the usual broken 
record, about the wonderful measles vaccine, and 
how her three children are all up to date on their 
shots, and so on and so forth, O’Reilly nodded and 
nattered in agreement. 

It happens that O’Reilly and I attended the 
same high school (he graduated just before I start-
ed) and, owning an alumni directory, I know his 
address. He lives on a private road overlooking 
Manhasset Bay — quite a climb up the socioeco-
nomic ladder from Levittown, where he grew up. 
It also happens that Manhasset Bay used to be a 
favorite fishing spot of mine, and through a neigh-
bor who had worked as a security guard in the 
area, I had permission to park in a private drive-
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way and walk down to the water where I would 
cast from shore for striped bass. O’Reilly’s home 
was almost directly across the street. Mr. Working 
Class lives in a mansion that not one workingman 
in America would ever be able to buy unless he 
wins the lottery. His latest gig is something called 
the Great American Wealth Project. Completely 
out of touch with unemployed blue collar Amer-
icans, he wants to see them get rich, which is the 
meaning of life for all good conservatives. Since 
becoming a liability because of his carnal miscon-
duct, he started his own online news show, which 
is nothing but the usual conservative blather.

For sheer hypocrisy and hot air, however, no 
one has surpassed Rush Limbaugh, America’s 
most listened to radio personality and most fa-
mous conservative (still at work after a diagnosis 
of lung cancer). Anal cysts prevented Limbaugh 
from fighting in Vietnam, but like the others, he 
discovered his manhood later in life behind a 
microphone, beating the war drums in lockstep 
with the media mantra of the day. It’s hilarious 
that Limbaugh so often denounces the very media 
that have long employed him and made him one 
of America’s wealthiest celebrities. Rush makes 
about $40,000 an hour, somewhat more than the 
average salary of his dumbshit fans. A few times a 
year I turn the radio dial to listen to the braying of 
this jackass for a few minutes, and each time I do 
I’m left speechless as to how anyone can take him 
seriously. This includes his scorn of the fact that 
vaccines cause autism, and his pummeling of the 
British doctor Andrew Wakefield, about whom 
more later. With the Internet, though, it’s gratify-
ing to see that there are intelligent Americans out 
there who see through all this nonsense, and every 
day are calling out Limbaugh, O’Reilly, and their 
fellow racketeers. “Conservatism Incorporated” 
is the fitting term that intelligent Americans have 
stamped on the whole sorry business.

But for now business is still good. Among the 
most recent to join the pack is Charlie Kirk and his 
Turning Point USA scam. Three cheers for Donald 
Trump for being the first president ever to appoint 
an open homosexual, Richard Grenell, to a cabinet 
post, Kirk recently crowed on social media. This 
was eight months after our family values presi-
dent held an LGBT rainbow flag and called for 
the decriminalization of homosexuality around 
the world; two months after our pro-free speech 
president, signed an executive order cutting off 
federal funds to colleges which allow students to 

criticize Israel; two years after our pro-gun own-
ership president, of whom the NRA leadership is 
so enamored, buckled under media pressure after 
the Parkland, Florida school shooting and said, “I 
like taking guns away early.... Take the guns first, 
go through due process second.” Even Clinton and 
Obama didn’t go this far.

 v 

Whether in government or media, conserva-
tives just react to the leading news stories each 
day, sounding off within their prescribed bound-
aries. Step over the line and you’re sent packing, as 
Joe Sobran, who wrote a column for National Re-
view under the withering eye of conservative po-
seur William F. Buckley, found out. Whether out 
of ignorance or expedience, they are accomplices 
to the routine censorship employed by the media. 
A case in point is the dispossession and violence 
directed by the new black rulers of South Africa 
against white people, especially farmers and their 
families in outlying districts. Gruesome photo-
graphs of some of the thousands murdered, many 
tortured to death, can be found on the Internet. 
This has been going on for more than twenty years 
now amidst a near total global news blackout — a 
blackout matched by the delirium over the sup-
posed “horrors of apartheid” under white rule — a 
favorite theme, incidentally, of that conservative 
blowhard Rush Limbaugh. Anyone familiar with 
the facts on the ground in Africa, as I am, having 
traveled far and wide and read about fifty books on 
all aspects of that continent, knows that the situa-
tion in South Africa under apartheid as projected 
by the news media was a lie of monstrous pro-
portions. Back in the 1980s, when hardly a week 
passed without the television screen misrepresent-
ing everyday life in South Africa, pretending that 
the whole country was going up in racial flames, 
only a few conservatives spoke in feeble tones 
in defense of that nation. There were even some 
“conservative” Republican congressmen — I think 
here of former Speaker of the House Newt Ging-
rich, the consummate sewer rat politician and yet 
another slacker who ran away from the Vietnam 
War — who voted to tighten the screws on that be-
leaguered country with punitive economic sanc-
tions that hurt ordinary blacks more than anyone 
else, as I discovered during my 1988 visit to South 
Africa.

Over the years, on any number of issues, the 
conservative position has shifted to the left in ac-
quiescence to the ground rules laid down by the 
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mass media bosses. To cite one more example, 
the so-called civil rights movement of the 1960s, 
with all its destructive rioting in more than a 
hundred American cities, is now looked upon as 
social progress by many conservatives. It was the 
wimpy conservative icon, Ronald Reagan, who in 
1983 gave a rousing speech and signed into law a 
national holiday commemorating the birthday of 
Martin Luther King, a moral leper whom two gen-
erations of American schoolchildren have been 
taught to revere as a very great man, an apostle of 
nonviolent resistance to injustice. This is the same 
Michael King — his real name — who provoked 
disorder or violence everywhere he went, who pla-
giarized much of what he wrote, and who was such 
a thoroughgoing fraud and sexual deviant that the 
record of his private life, as compiled by federal in-
vestigators, was sealed by court order in 1977, not 
to be opened until 2027, though happily some of it 
has already leaked out. 

 v 

Once upon a time, I thought that personal 
freedom, as long as it didn’t encroach upon the 
lawful rights of others, was one of the main te-
nets of conservatism. I can’t imagine a more basic 
freedom than the freedom of devoted parents to 
make a medical choice for their child. Yet I don’t 
know of one prominent conservative — aside, per-
haps, from Ron Paul — who has taken a strong 
and consistent stand in support of this choice, or 
expressed indignation at the status quo in regard 
to childhood vaccination. To do so would not be 
wise. While professing to believe in free speech, 
conservatives, as I have mentioned, know there 
are limits to what they can say and write, and they 
adjust their sales pitch accordingly. Vaccination 
is a sensitive issue, a political minefield where it’s 
better not to tread for too long.

Every now and then conservatives say some-

thing I agree with. From time to time some of them 
have raised lukewarm objections to certain aspects 
of vaccines or compulsory vaccination, while tip-
toeing around the dogma that puts vaccines on the 
highest medical pedestal. This even includes Wein-
er, as well as that most servile of footlickers, Sean 
Hannity. Even Trump, as a private citizen, strongly 
voiced his opinion that autism was connected to 
vaccination, and after winning the 2016 election, 
met with Robert Kennedy Jr. and pledged to ap-
point him to head a commission on vaccine safety. 
So typical of the man, he turned around and ap-
pointed two ardently pro-vaccine directors, Scott 
Gottlieb and Brenda Fitzgerald, to the FDA and 
CDC respectively, and forgot about Kennedy. Two 
years later, when the media cooked up another ar-
tificial crisis over an upsurge of measles, blaming 
anti-vax parents, Trump once again showed what 
a spineless, brainless jellyfish he is by going with 
the flow: “They have to get the shots,” he said. “The 
vaccinations are so important.”

Those I have named in this chapter are but a 
few of the well-known conservatives of our day 
who have led so many Americans into the swamp 
of no return. There are many, many more in gov-
ernment, entertainment, political activism, on 
the radio, on television, and on the web. As lost 
in space as conservative Americans are, it’s hard 
for me to believe that an appreciable number of 
them will ever again buy the kind of snake oil that 
Trump successfully peddled in 2016. But we’ll see. 
The 2020 presidential election will certainly be in-
teresting, and guaranteed to widen the cracks in a 
country that’s already cracked up. No matter who 
wins, expect nothing progressive on the childhood 
vaccination front or anywhere else from anyone 
identifying with this moribund word “conserva-
tive.” Conservatism is for losers. Conservatism is 
finished.
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America’s gravest problem
The media and educational system have dumbed the people down to a level hitherto unknown in the civi-
lized world. They are modern-day zombie populations, led around by the nose — mentally so manipulated 
that they cannot think straight, much less act in their own self-interest, either as individuals or as societies 
and states. Both in spirit and in reality, they have become the tax-paying cash cows and playthings of an 
alien oligarchy.   — Ernst Zundel

As if history isn’t full of political conspiracies. As 
if the world’s jails aren’t filled with people who 
conspired to commit crimes and got caught. It’s 
certainly true that some people have overheated 
imaginations and visualize conspiracies without 
supporting evidence, but only an imbecile would 
take this to mean that conspiracies don’t exist. 
“Conspiracy theory” is just another catchphrase 
endlessly thrown out to belittle those few who 
can think for themselves, who intuitively know 
that what they read in the newspapers and see 
on television is a muddle of lies — to make the 
weak-minded think that anyone with ideas that 
challenge the media line is somewhat eccentric, 
if not a total nut. It’s an utterly meaningless term 
parroted by the fashionable and clueless, and even 
by some who should know better. All of this is an 
endless game of psychological warfare. Everything 
— literally every single issue that has shaped the 
times in which we live, here and abroad — every 
prominent personality, event and topic going back 
a century or more — has been deliberately twisted 
or censored by the mainstream media. As a result, 
by the time the average American reaches the age 
of 30 or so, his or her brain has been marinated in 
so much nonsense that it can no longer function 
normally, any more than a pickle can be turned 
back into a cucumber.

Disseminating what is called “news” in this 
country has a long, lamentable history, even be-
fore the early twentieth century, by which time 
it had become a nearly total Jewish enterprise. 
Thomas Jefferson spelled it out in 1807 when he 
wrote, “Nothing can now be believed which is seen 
in a newspaper. Truth itself becomes suspicious by 
being put into that polluted vehicle.” The follow-
ing year he referred to “the putrid state into which 
our newspapers have passed, and the malignity, 
the vulgarity, and mendacious spirit of those who 
write for them.”

The situation is by no means unique to Amer-
ica, of course. Oswald Spengler described it in his 
classic work Decline of the West, published during 

IN THE foregoing pages I have made scattered 
references to the news media, an institution that 
deserves a closer examination because of its unre-
stricted and awesome power, including the power 
to mold popular views about vaccines and sway 
public health authorities to initiate draconian vac-
cination policies. Of all the myths that Americans 
are addicted to, perhaps the most ludicrous is that 
they are privileged to have a “free press” — that 
they are free to examine all sides of an issue, the 
substance of which is readily accessible as “news” 
conveyed through various outlets of the main-
stream media. The truth is very different. The 
truth is that Americans are as misinformed, lied to 
and brainwashed as are the subjects of the world’s 
most totalitarian societies, past and present. In re-
ality, most Americans have been reduced to the in-
tellectual level of insects based on what they read 
in the daily newspaper or weekly magazine, what 
they hear on the radio, and above all what they see 
on television — not to mention books, movies and 
the Internet.

The American news and entertainment me-
dia constitute the most sophisticated mass mind 
control apparatus ever created. Not my words, but 
an excellent description. The mind control tech-
niques are far more insidious than the crude and 
blatant propaganda messages, with illustrations, 
that I once saw in the communist dictatorships of 
eastern Europe, and more recently in North Ko-
rea. Americans are told, without being aware of it, 
what is socially respectable to believe, with some 
variety and phony controversies tossed in to give 
the appearance of a free marketplace of ideas. Man 
is a social animal, and the pressure to conform to 
this fake reality that the media bosses have invent-
ed is overwhelming. Few dare tread in the terri-
tory designated for “hate groups” or “neo-Nazis” 
or “extremists” or “white supremacists” — buzz-
words used like prods to keep the cattle under 
control. “Conspiracy theory” is my personal fa-
vorite. As if there’s no such thing as conspiracies. 
As if men have never plotted behind closed doors. 
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the chaos and despair that swept across his native 
Germany near the end of World War One, long be-
fore the age of television:

What is truth? For the multitude, that which 
it continually reads and hears.... What the Press 
wills, is true. Its commanders evoke, transform, 
interchange truths. Three weeks of press work and 
the truth is acknowledged by everybody. No tam-
er has his animals more under his power. Unleash 
the people as reader-mass and it will storm through 
the streets and hurl itself upon the target indicat-
ed, terrifying and breaking windows; a hint to the 
press staff and it will become quiet and go home. 
The Press today is an army with carefully organized 
arms and branches, with journalists as officers, and 
readers as soldiers. The reader neither knows, nor is 
allowed to know, the purposes for which he is used, 
nor even the role that he is to play. A more appalling 
caricature of freedom of thought cannot be imag-
ined.... And the other side of this belated freedom 
— it is permitted to everyone to say what he pleases, 
but the Press is free to take notice of what he says or 
not. It can condemn any “truth” to death simply by 
not undertaking its communication to the world — 
a terrible censorship of silence, which is all the more 
potent in that the masses of newspaper readers are 
absolutely unaware that it exists.

In The Eleventh Hour, published in 1998, the 
late British patriot John Tyndall updated and ex-
panded on the role of media subversion in his 
country, which mirrors our own state of affairs:

Daily, the media feed the people with a diet of 
degeneracy, combined with censored news and com-
ment, all with the purpose of reducing them to a 
herd of cattle lacking either the wit or the will to 
resist the “brave new world” that their masters have 
planned for them, which world is now in an ad-
vanced stage of construction. Daily, there is the con-
stant stream of poison directed to undermining all 
the finer human qualities that go to the building and 
preservation of successful nations. Along with non-
stop political propaganda, in its direct and indirect 
forms, there is an unending avalanche of products 
encouraging moral and sexual license, homosexu-
ality and every other imaginable depravity and per-
version, while the same methods are used to deni-
grate morality, manliness, loyalty, patriotism, pride 
of race and the soldier qualities. A nation subject 
to this conditioning over the period of one or two 
generations becomes a nation ripe for conquest and 
enslavement, whether these are achieved by military 
or political means. The media are worth 100 divi-

sions to any would-be enemy of war — so long as 
they are controlled and directed in the manner that 
operates in contemporary Britain.

Ironically, Donald Trump deserves credit for 
popularizing the term “fake news,” and it’s amus-
ing that the real purveyors of fake news, those 
in the mainstream media, have turned the label 
around and pinned it on the alternative media 
— some of which, I must say, lacks credibility as 
well. I say ironically because Trump is very selec-
tive in which media entities he denounces as fake, 
too thickheaded to see that “conservative” orient-
ed outlets, of which his favorite seems to be Fox 
News, are just as fake as the rest of them. Ironically 
because Trump won the 2016 presidential election 
thanks to all the free publicity he got from the very 
newspapers and television stations he accused, 
correctly, of propagating fake news, which struck a 
resounding chord in the hearts of so many down-
to-earth American voters. The presidential cam-
paigns of Ron Paul received so little news coverage 
that it amounted to outright censorship. Trump 
would have been ignored in the same manner if 
he had any honor which, as a pliant tool of the 
real power brokers behind the scenes — some of 
whom have now abandoned him — he most cer-
tainly does not. Everything in America is smoke 
and mirrors, and it has reached the point where 
the paid liars in the media have become so entan-
gled in their web of lies that they now resemble 
cartoon characters. For those of us interested in 
ascertaining the truth, the whole thing has taken 
on a comic opera aspect, with a growing pushback 
from ordinary people who are fed up with being 
lied to, but unable to figure out what’s really going 
on. In some instances no one can figure out what’s 
really going on, as in America’s military meddling 
in the Mideast, and domestic mass shootings. A 
case in point is footage that ABC aired on both its 
World News Tonight and Good Morning America 
programs on October 13-14, 2019, purporting to 
show Turkish military forces slaughtering Kurdish 
civilians at night with tremendous firepower in the 
Syrian border town of Tal Abyad. A viewer noticed 
that the video clip was actually from a 2017 ma-
chine gun shoot at a popular bi-annual event at the 
Knob Creek range in West Point, Kentucky which 
attracts firearms enthusiasts from around the 
country. ABC was forced to apologize and admit 
its “mistake.” Also, in an age when certain “news” 
events are likely contracted out to companies that 
can supply adoring fans, protestors or “victims,” 
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and openly advertise their services (see, for exam-
ple, California-based crowdsondemand.com, and 
crisiscast.com with headquarters in London and a 
“presence” on four continents), the line between 
reality and unreality easily disappears.

One of the most incisive exposes on the media 
I’ve ever read is the National Vanguard research 
report titled “Who Rules America?” which is on 
the Internet. Not only does this essay explain how 
the news and entertainment media falsify the re-
ality to which most Americans adjust their opin-
ions, it reveals the interlocking corporate gears of 
this behemoth, and discusses its immense political 
power — the power, among other things, to insti-
gate race riots in American cities, make or unmake 
American presidents, foment war and revolution 
abroad, topple governments, destroy nations. And 
it names more than 50 individuals, along with 
several photographs, of these mostly unknown, 
shadowy media executives. While the lineup has 
changed over the years, at all times the over-
whelming majority have been Jews, a group that 
comprises a mere three percent of the U.S. popu-
lation. This corrosive Jewish influence is literally a 
matter of life and death, and no sticking one’s head 
in the sand or rolling one’s eyes, no cries of “an-
ti-Semite” or “Jew hater” will change that. In a later 
chapter I address this subject in detail, since vacci-
nation is one of its many tentacles. In this chapter 
I only touch upon it, taking note that these Jewish 
media executives and other immensely powerful 
Jews have a private agenda that few others share, 
even if there are some personal feuds within this 
group, which probably accounts for a few sexual 
predators and financial pirates among them being 
openly shamed and thrown to the sharks. “News” 
involving countries like Syria, Iran, North Korea, 
and in the past, South Africa, and on many oth-
er issues, is little more than a refined expression 
of the malignant hatreds of these media moguls, 
or in some cases, like Israel, their warm devotion, 
dished out to the public by the mental midgets 
who work for them. The few mainstream journal-
ists who possess brains and integrity end up quit-
ting or getting fired.

 v 

For most of my life I’ve subscribed to various 
publications darkly characterized, when they are 
mentioned at all, as “hate sheets” by the media 
mind rapists. I’ve also read hundreds of books 
similarly classified and effectively banned, in-
cluding those mentioned throughout this work 

— books never displayed during the charade 
known as “Banned Books Week” sponsored every 
September by the American Library Association. 
With one exception, I have never seen any of this 
literature for sale on any newsstand or on the shelf 
of any bookstore or public library. Nevertheless, 
there will always be some restless minds and free 
spirits who seek this kind of material. The situation 
in America is much like that of the communist na-
tions of eastern Europe whose regimes fell, one af-
ter the other, near the end of the twentieth century. 
There, the intelligent and rebellious, the ones who 
could not stomach the lies that most of their coun-
trymen swallowed without protest, secretly wrote, 
printed and circulated, at great personal risk, lit-
erature considered subversive by the authorities. 
The Russian word for this movement was samiz-
dat. We have our own version of samizdat, the one 
difference — and it’s a big difference — being that 
it’s legal to publish and distribute writings that vi-
olate existing taboos. Yet this freedom is crippled 
when such literature is denied the usual channels 
of publicity and distribution. Genuinely banned 
books can be purchased online or directly from 
their publishers, but the damage has been done 
when only a small minority know about them. 
And even if many more Americans were aware of 
such books, most people, programmed by decades 
of Stalinist education and media lies, would be 
frightened at the prospect of opening their minds 
to forbidden ideas.

Then there’s the Internet, which has been called 
“the printing press of the second American Revo-
lution.” The Internet has ripped a huge gash in the 
iron curtain that concealed essential truths from 
Americans for so long. It’s the only forum of truly 
free speech we have, though in the past few years 
the monopolistic tech giants — and these too are 
heavily Jewish at the executive level — have tak-
en bold and disturbing steps in the direction of 
censorship, always under the pretense of fighting 
“hate.” There are, of course, pools of disinforma-
tion floating around the net, some of which tax 
one’s abilities to establish the truth on controver-
sial subjects. There are trolls, and there are plen-
ty of nitwits who use it as a soapbox. Still, it’s an 
amazing innovation that those of us born two 
generations ago could never have foreseen. With 
a few words and a mouse click, one can instantly 
connect with intelligent ideas and opinions light 
years removed from the mainstream media. And 
because of the Internet, the army of informed and 
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angry Americans has steadily grown. Yet here too, 
a majority of citizens avoid politically incorrect 
Web sites, both out of fear of being monitored, or 
because it’s too painful to entertain ideas that fam-
ily and friends disapprove of, or that might contra-
dict beliefs long held dear.

One of the more amusing complaints of the 
pro-vaccine people is that the media are guilty 
of blowing up vaccine risks out of proportion by 
putting out unsubstantiated scare stories. Having 
combed through hundreds of newspaper and mag-
azine articles, I know the opposite is true. Journal-
ists are the pro-vaxxers’ best friends. As far back 
as I can determine, they have consistently blown 
up the supposed risks of not getting vaccinated. It’s 
true, however, that the media position on this sub-
ject is not monolithic. From time to time, on banal 
TV chat shows, and in sound bites sometimes fea-
turing celebrities, vaccines have been given a bad 
rap. And over the years some major exposés, few 
and far between, have appeared on television. Per-
haps the most influential was “DPT: Vaccine Rou-
lette” which aired on April 19, 1982 on WRC in the 
Washington D.C. area and then on NBC-affiliated 
stations around the country. This show provoked 
an avalanche of phone calls to doctors’ offices and 
public health departments around the country. 
But people forget. How many older folks remem-
ber that program? How many people younger 
than fifty have ever heard of it? It’s the pro-vac-
cine viewpoint that is repeatedly hammered — at 
times softly and subtly, at times forcefully — into 
impressionable American heads. Mainstream re-
porters who get too big for their britches don’t last 
long, as the case of Valeri Williams makes clear. In 
2003 Williams, an investigative reporter at WFAA-
TV in Dallas, exposed the mercury-autism link, 
the dangers of the pneumococcal pneumonia vac-
cine Prevnar, and the shenanigans of the federal 
approval process of vaccines in general, which 
shook up government health regulators and vac-
cine manufacturers. The station started feeling the 
heat, but Williams was not intimidated. Then sud-
denly — poof! — she was gone from WFAA, and 
all her broadcasts on vaccines were deleted from 
the station’s Web site. Business as usual in the USA.

I don’t know what goes on in the executive 
suites of major media headquarters. Undoubted-
ly, personal matters come into play now and then. 
For all I know, the decision to air “DPT: Vaccine 
Roulette” was made after a shouting match in-
volving one party whose child or grandchild be-

came autistic after being vaccinated. Also, I can’t 
explain why a pivotal book like Evidence of Harm 
was published by a major firm, St. Martins Press, 
and shot to the top of the New York Times best-
seller list after being favorably reviewed in that 
newspaper, the most powerful of any media or-
gan, whereas the great majority of books critical of 
vaccines are self-published or printed by obscure 
companies and totally ignored by the book review 
segment of the media. In any case, it’s obvious that 
the media barons are not shouting about vaccine 
risks from the rooftops. They could if they want-
ed to. They could, if they so chose, spark an in-
stant revolt by printing big block headlines like 
KILLER VACCINES: CHILDREN DIE WHILE 
PROFITS SOAR, or otherwise agitating the pub-
lic. They have that power, and have used it over 
and over to wreak havoc around the world. There 
are several reasons why they will never do it in 
regard to vaccine dangers. Foremost is the sym-
biotic relationship between media conglomerates 
and the pharmaceutical giants; the former rake in 
billions in advertising revenues, while the latter 
rake in billions in resulting sales. The wealth and 
power of these corporate titans are intertwined, as 
evidenced by their membership in conspiratorial 
organizations like the Bilderberg Group and the 
Trilateral Commission. Furthermore, the media 
bosses, bottom feeders that they are, instinctively 
sense that the anti-vaccination movement is gen-
uinely progressive, and therefore they are driven 
to destroy it. Lastly, I suppose that some of them 
actually believe that vaccines are beneficial. Most 
rank and file journalists, airheads by definition, 
surely believe this.

If there’s any doubt as to the media’s entrenched 
position on the vaccine issue, a quick scan of ed-
itorials that came in the wake of a measles out-
break traced to a “patient zero” at Disneyland in 
California in December 2014 should remove it. 
Some 125 were said to be infected by this carri-
er, whose identity and vaccination status were 
never established, nor were there any statistics on 
the vaccination status of those infected. In other 
words, there was no solid information to go on, 
and it’s possible that many or most of the infected 
had been vaccinated against measles, demonstrat-
ing the failure of the vaccine. Nevertheless, this 
was an opportunity not to be missed for the vac-
cine pushers to jump all over their opponents, as 
conveyed in these headings: Forbes: “Measles Can 
Kill, And It’s Spreading. Sue Parents Who Didn’t 
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Vaccinate? Absolutely” (January 28, 2015), and 
“Anti-Vaccine Doctors Should Lose Their License” 
(January 30, 2015); Time: “Unvaccinated Families’ 
Addresses Should Be Made Public” (February 11, 
2015) and “Facebook Must Shut Down The An-
ti-Vaxxers” (February 19, 2015); The Atlantic: 
“Fight The Anti-Vax Movement With Lawsuits” 
(February 4, 2015); USA Today: “Jail Anti-Vax 
Parents” (January 28, 2015). None of this came out 
of the blue. Well before this phony measles “cri-
sis” came along, the media elites had occasionally 
shown where they stand, as in these lines from an 
October 12, 2006 New York Times editorial: “The 
pendulum has swung too far toward letting par-
ents opt out. States need to work harder at edu-
cating parents about the value of vaccination and 
should get tougher in granting exemptions.” (The 
Times got its wish in 2019 in its home state when 
Governor Andrew Cuomo, a quintessential polit-
ical whore, signed a bill ending religious exemp-
tions in the wake of what the media sensationally 
reported as a new crop of measles cases at some 
private Jewish schools.)

Surpassing everything was the editorial “Prey-
ing On Parents’ Fears,” printed in the May 8, 2017 
issue of the Boston Herald, a daily tabloid. This was 
a response to what the media claimed was anoth-
er measles flare-up in the Somali community of 
Minneapolis. Setting aside here another critical 
issue — just who it is that’s settling unwanted im-
migrants from Somalia in Minnesota at taxpayers’ 
expense — this was another fake crisis that had to 
be milked. The editorial ended with these words: 
“These are the facts: Vaccines don’t cause autism. 
Measles can kill. And lying to vulnerable people 
about the health and safety of their children ought 
to be a hanging offense.” This was an open decla-
ration that we anti-vaxxers deserve to be killed. 
It provoked an immediate widespread and furi-
ous response, so furious that it seems the Herald 
scrubbed it from their archives: I was unable to 

retrieve it.
I read all this with pleasure. It’s good that the 

media have dropped all pretense of objective re-
porting. It’s good that they’re making more and 
more enemies with their malicious stupidity. It’s 
good that they’ve revealed themselves for the 
snarling little communists they are. Now everyone 
with eyes to see and ears to hear knows that we’re 
engaged in a real war.

 v 

It would probably be unreasonable on my part 
to ask readers to do what I did to ring in the new 
century — take my television set out to the curb 
with the rest of the trash. Although I miss the es-
cape of a ballgame or a nature show now and then, 
I’ve never looked back. Nor do I read any daily 
newspaper. I turn WCBS radio on for ten minutes 
each day at 7 AM to hear the “top stories,” just to 
get a rough idea of what’s happening in the coun-
try and around the world, dreading to hear that 
another U.S. aerial slaughter has begun. Ten min-
utes is all I can stand. For uncensored news and 
comment I go to my favorite hate sites on the In-
ternet, which also keep me informed of all the lies 
recently reported by the mainstream media.

Much of what I’ve discussed in this chapter ob-
viously has nothing to do with vaccines, though 
it has plenty to do with the System we live under 
that mandates childhood vaccination. I wrote it in 
the hope of unshackling the minds of those who 
can still think. I wrote it to give the reader a sense 
of perspective, to show that the mainstream media 
is the last place anyone should expect to find the 
truth about vaccines. What it really comes down 
to is the slow drip mental poison, like all the rest 
of the media mental poison, instilling the message 
that only morons or weirdos reject vaccines for 
their children — and nobody wants to be seen as a 
moron or weirdo. Are you strong enough to resist 
this poison? Or will you follow the rest of the cattle 
over the cliff? 

 The white man’s Mau Mau
I USED to think that white people, on average, 
were much more intelligent and civilized than 
black people. I also used to think that blacks, par-
ticularly the natives of Africa, were much more ig-
norant than whites. I still believe these things, but I 
no longer use the word much. Sometimes, it seems 
to me, the most barbaric of human traits have 

simply become more refined in the white race. 
For example, it’s common in Africa, during tribal 
wars or political uprisings, to kill one’s enemies by 
hacking off heads or limbs with a machete, the Af-
rican weapon of choice, or by burning, boiling or 
engaging in other methods of torture for personal 
pleasure. This kind of behavior is considered so 
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deviant among armed white men in any circum-
stances that I cannot recall ever reading a single 
account of it (although I don’t doubt it has hap-
pened on rare occasions). Yet white American air-
men, in times of war, have incinerated millions of 
innocents with phosphorus or napalm, a death no 
less horrible than the cruelest African torture, the 
difference being that these killings are carried out 
from miles above in sophisticated flying machines 
and the killers never hear their victims scream in 
agony nor do they see a single blackened corpse. 

As for ignorance, generally speaking white 
Americans are on a par with denizens of the Congo 
rain forest. Most Americans know as much about 
the movements toward independence in African 
colonies as a naked Dinka tribesman in the south-
ern Sudan knows about the wars this nation waged 
in Korea and Vietnam, events that took place in 
the same time frame. Colonialism refers, of course, 
to the political control and exploitation by various 
European powers of much of the world inhabited 
by the colored races. This often brought stability 
and benefited them in a material sense, but it also 
brought social friction, and among many native 
peoples a smoldering resentment as well. This was 
certainly true on the continent of Africa, most of 
which was colonized in the twentieth century by 
the French and British. 

In the two decades following World War Two, 
several African demagogues, spurred in large part 
by communist propaganda, appealed to the worst 
impulses of their people in a bid to drive out the 
white man. One such demagogue was Jomo Ken-
yatta, who led an underground movement called 
Mau Mau (pronounced to rhyme with “now 
now”), and who went on to become the first pres-
ident of Kenya, when that east African colony be-
came independent of Great Britain in 1963. In the 
1950s, the Mau Mau sect, embraced by Kenyatta’s 
Kikuyu tribe, struck terror into the hearts of ev-
eryone in Kenya — whites, Asians, blacks of other 
tribes, and above all Kikuyus who remained loyal 
to the British crown and actively opposed them. 
Thousands were butchered. The insurrection was 
discussed in detail in a book published in 1955 
titled Inside Africa by John Gunther, an Amer-
ican journalist who spent nearly a year traveling 
around the Dark Continent. While in Kenya he 
moved around at considerable peril, escorted by a 
British constable, through an area known as a hot-
bed of Mau Mau activity. I quote at length to offer 
a broad picture of some of the unpleasant realities 

of Africa, which exist today the same as they did 
six hundred years ago, when the first Portuguese 
explorers penetrated the west African coast and 
recorded what they saw: 

Mau Mau methods of murder are, as everybody 
knows, peculiarly atrocious. Aside from stolen fire-
arms, the terrorists have three chief weapons: the 
panga, a long, heavy knife like a machete; the simi, 
a double-edged sword shaped like a scythe; and 
the rumgu, a nail-studded wooden club. When the 
Mau Maus kill with pangas, the victim may be lit-
erally sliced to pieces or chopped to bits. One reason 
for this is that every member of the attacking gang 
must join in the kill by actual participation with a 
weapon, so that all are equally guilty and nobody 
can inform on anybody else. Often the eyeballs of 
the victim are removed, so that he cannot “see” af-
ter death who his killers were. The Kikuyus are pro-
foundly superstitious people.

Of all things connected with Mau Mau, the most 
exceptional — as well as horrible — is the oath. 
When a Kikuyu enters into the organization, or is 
forcibly inducted into it, he takes an oath, which is 
one reason why the movement has such a compul-
sive hold on people. If a member attempts to give 
up his allegiance, thus breaking his oath, other Mau 
Maus will do their best to track him down and mur-
der him. Oath taking has always been part of the 
tradition of the Kikuyu tribe, and oaths per se do not 
have any sinister connotation. Methods of adminis-
tering the hideous Mau Mau oath vary in different 
districts, but the general procedure is something like 
this, Candler told us. The candidate for admittance 
is brought at night to a lonely forest hut, and crawls 
through an arch of banana leaves, muttering an 
incantation seven times. The number seven is im-
portant, and refers to the seven orifices of the hu-
man body. Then the eyes are gouged out of a sheep, 
and placed over the candidate’s eyes, temporarily 
blinding him, while he licks a mixture of blood, ex-
crement, and juices from the sheep’s eye. He repeats 
the oath, which is administered by a witch doctor or 
elder of the tribe, phrase by phrase; this commits him 
among other things to murder anybody who may be 
assigned to him as a victim, even if it is a close rel-
ative or his best friend. Other ceremonies take place 
too obscene for mention. An incidental point is that 
there is a sizable initiation fee, ranging up to 62.50 
shillings ($8.75), the equivalent of a month’s wages 
or more. This makes the oath doubly serious, and 
collection of these fees gives considerable economic 
power to the Mau Mau organization. 
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Somewhere in my voracious reading of all 
things African back in the 1980s, when I made 
three trips to that continent, I came across some of 
the ceremonies that Gunther considered “too ob-
scene for mention.” In one of these, the Mau Mau 
inductee was required to have anal intercourse 
with a mutilated, dying sheep. On other occasions, 
he was ordered to drink the “Mau Mau cocktail,” 
a blend of human semen and menstrual blood. In 
some cases, he was forced to dig up the remains 
of his parents and eat their desiccated flesh. The 
unstated but obvious goal of these subhumans was 
to establish total domination over their fellow man 
by forcing him down to the most abysmal depths 
of degradation.

Like the Mau Mau initiation ceremony, the 
childhood vaccination is an exercise in submis-
sion and degradation, backed by the threat of 
force — and it too comes with a hefty fee. It, too, 
is an oath, unspoken perhaps, but an oath invok-
ing supernatural powers just the same: “When I 
inject this potion into your child, he will be pro-
tected from terrible diseases.” Or, more likely to 
be actually spoken: “If you refuse my shot, your 
child may be struck down by polio” (or measles 
or tetanus, etc.). There are differences, of course. 
The vaccination ritual doesn’t take place in a filthy, 
smoky hut but in the spotless surroundings of the 
pediatrician’s examination room. On the other 
hand, the contents in that little vial reserved for 
our children are, if anything, more disgusting than 
the ingredients mentioned above that were used in 
the Mau Mau oath. These contents, past and pres-
ent, include mouse brains pulverized in a blend-
er; emulsions of aged, infected rabbit spinal cord 
tissue; chicken embryo proteins; monkey kidney; 
calf fetus blood; dried powder of calf belly scabs; 
lung cells from aborted human fetuses; genetically 
engineered cow-human viruses; and horse serum 
antibodies. Added to this abbreviated list are trac-
es of anti-freeze, embalming fluid, detergent and 
other chemical substances. 

The other major difference is that foreign bio-
logical matter was administered to Mau Mau ini-
tiates by mouth, not by needle. When you swal-
low something harmful, the toxins pass from the 
intestinal wall to the liver, where they are neu-

tralized if the amount isn’t overwhelming, before 
returning to the intestine through the bile duct. 
Eventually they’re excreted. But this natural pu-
rification system is bypassed when putrescent 
particles from other animal species, in addition 
to chemicals, are injected directly into the blood-
stream. Of course, both practices are dangerous 
and unspeakably revolting. But, theoretically at 
least, the Mau Mau oath is less of a health threat 
than the vaccination oath, especially in the long 
run. And while nearly everyone recognizes bes-
tiality for the abomination that it is, vaccination 
takes this crime against Nature one step further 
by introducing the genetic material of animals 
into healthy human cells.

 v 

There are those who claim that Jomo Kenyatta 
had no involvement with Mau Mau, that it was a 
British kangaroo court that convicted him for ter-
rorist activities and sent him to prison for six years. 
I seriously doubt this, but it’s beside the point. No 
one disputes that Mau Mau slaughtered thousands 
of innocents in cold blood, and the reminiscences 
of Kenyatta’s closest associates, together with his 
public appearances, all preserved on film, make it 
clear that he was not a nice man. 

It really would have been interesting, in the 
1950s, to have witnessed a panel discussion with 
Jomo Kenyatta and some of the polio vaccine 
chasers. Kenyatta was no savage, at least not on the 
surface. He attended college in London, wrote a 
book, married a white woman (one of four wives) 
and became a smooth-talking politician. Indeed, 
he was a polished African gentleman, greatly ad-
mired by many white liberals — the same kind of 
idiots who in later years worshiped the Marxist 
revolutionary Nelson Mandela. Kenyatta would 
have fit right in sitting at a table discussing human 
progress with the likes of Salk, Sabin, and Ko-
prowski. Yes, it would have been most interesting 
listening to their dialogue, observing their man-
nerisms and discerning their underlying motives. 

Of course, this is just an idle musing on my 
part. But I’m sure of one thing: the deeds of Salk, 
Sabin and their brethren have been far more de-
structive to humanity than anything a missing link 
like Jomo Kenyatta ever dreamed up.
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A deadly dogma
Note: this chapter compares aspects of the vaccine dogma to other dogmas that many people hold dear. 
Some may find my ideas upsetting or infuriating. Please read no further unless you consider yourself totally 
open-minded.

of dogmas have existed, in some cases at odds with 
other dogmas. Despite the fact that all dogmas are 
by definition falsehoods, most people need some 
fixed idea to give them their mental bearings. Put 
another way, most people believe what they be-
lieve not because they’re interested in the truth, 
but because it makes them feel good. This is often 
conditioned by fear of punishment for thinking 
forbidden thoughts. Attempting to deprive people 
of their most cherished beliefs is a cruel act that 
can shatter their equilibrium, provoking anger, 
scornful laughter or frozen silence, depending on 
the individual personality. Yet it has been those 
philosophers, scientists, inventors and other rebels 
who were able to think undogmatically — to think 
outside the convention of their times — who were 
responsible for raising man to the fragile plane we 
call civilization. It is they who have always posed 
a threat to the upholders and enforcers of dogma 
— a threat not only to their power and prestige 
but to their income as well. And since all dogmas 
are false, they always require some modification 
when the heat of critical inquiry is turned up high 
enough by those brave few willing to risk unpleas-
ant consequences.

Western man’s greatest dogma, of course, has 
been Christianity, the core of which is the divin-
ity of Jesus Christ. (For what it’s worth, I believe 
in evolution not creationism, and I do believe that 
a man of extraordinary character named Jesus 
walked the earth in ancient times, but was as mor-
tal as the rest of us.) It may well be that organized 
religion, however fallacious its doctrines, exerts a 
positive, perhaps even an essential stabilizing in-
fluence on every society. It also has inspired some 
of mankind’s most beautiful creations, as exempli-
fied by Europe’s soaring Gothic cathedrals, Bach’s 
cantatas, and Michelangelo’s paintings and sculp-
tures. But here I set these issues aside. The issue 
before us is how an idea so illogical, even after 
mutating into countless schisms over the past two 
thousand years, and being stripped of all its legal 
might these past two centuries — after spawning 
so much neurosis, psychosis and bloodletting, 
which reached its peak in the Thirty Years’ War 
of 1618-1648 pitting Catholics against Protestants 

WE HUMAN beings are part of the natural world. 
We are animals and much less unique in our be-
havior than we would like to believe. One char-
acteristic that does distinguish us from the rest of 
the animal kingdom is our highly developed brain. 
This has allowed a few of us to accomplish magnif-
icent feats that the highest ape could never come 
close to duplicating. However, the human brain is 
a two-edged sword that has given others free rein 
to do all kinds of horrible things far beyond the 
capacity of any other life form. The human brain 
is the source of endless destruction of our natural 
environment, and the needless deaths of so many 
living beings, including our own. It has also has 
made us vulnerable to falsehoods and delusions 
of every description, some of which fall under the 
heading of dogma. 

Superstition is a mild form of dogma. It’s not 
as rigid, not as universal, and not empowered by 
bad government, as dogma often is. Astrology is a 
good example of superstition. It maintains that the 
positions of the moon, stars and planets at one’s 
birth predestines that person to a particular tem-
perament and to certain twists and turns through-
out life. Conceived four or five thousand years ago, 
it was based on an image of the physical universe 
that was totally wrong. Nevertheless, it survives 
and even flourishes to the present day, kept alive 
by millions of horoscope readers, and even by men 
and women in search of a compatible mate born 
under a certain zodiac sign. But at no time did as-
trology ever ascend to an official position of social 
or governmental influence; it remains what it al-
ways has been — harmless nonsense shunned by 
most rational people.

It’s when superstition escalates into dogma that 
trouble starts. Dogma runs deeper and stronger, is 
imposed by established authority, and enforced, at 
the very least, by the code of social approval, and 
as often as not throughout history, by the lawman 
or the executioner. Except for those rare individ-
uals who are capable of thinking flexibly and in-
dependently, dogma also provides a frame of ref-
erence to understand the inner and outer world, 
which is a powerful human need. Through the 
ages and among all human societies, a wide variety 
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across nearly the entire continent of Europe, which 
wiped out half the population in some areas — still 
endures in various dogmatic forms. For example, 
some forty million Americans, mostly in the Bap-
tist denominations, actually believe that the Jews 
literally are God’s Chosen People, and a fair num-
ber of these even believe that destroying the per-
ceived enemies of the state of Israel with nuclear 
weapons would be fulfilling biblical prophecy. The 
notion of Israel’s sanctity has long infected the 
minds of several high-ranking people in govern-
ment and the military; President Ronald Reagan, 
who really believed that we were living in the “end 
times” as foretold in the Book of Revelation, was a 
prime example.

Most Christians are not zealots or fanatics. 
For the majority, Jesus’s divinity serves as a kind 
of security blanket, something to wrap oneself in 
when life becomes hard to bear. What is instruc-
tive here, however, is mankind’s incredible inertia. 
Ever since that collection of fairy tales, massacres 
and half-baked history took shape as the Holy Bi-
ble, Christians have had the opportunity to read 
something that contradicts itself more than a hun-
dred times, but how many have actually read it? 
Furthermore, those who believe that the Bible is 
the infallible word of God, and Jesus his earthly 
emissary, need to explain why, when he lost his 
temper with a fig tree just because it had no figs 
at the time, he cursed it and caused it to wither to 
its roots (Mark 11: 12-14, 20-21), and worse, why 
he said of those who rejected him as their ruler, 
“Bring them here and slay them before me” (Luke 
19: 27). Is that any way for a Son of God to talk? 
And of course there are many more uplifting pas-
sages in the Old Testament, such as “Happy shall 
be he who takes your little ones and dashes them 
against the rock” (Psalms 137: 9). In fact, the Good 
Book is replete with accounts of mass murder on 
the scale of Hiroshima, carried out against the en-
emies of the ancient Hebrews.

The great astronomer Galileo, and Darwin 
two hundred fifty years after him, dealt Christian 
dogma a one-two blow which sent it reeling. It’s 
still reeling. Yet, even though the dogma has lost 
its punch, it survives. As recently as 1859, when 
Darwin’s On the Origin of Species was published, 
his ideas were violently attacked by learned men 
throughout the Western world, not because they 
were wrong, but because they refuted the creation-
ist myths in the Book of Genesis, which at the time 
all respectable citizens were expected to believe. 

And even though it is no longer taboo to believe in 
evolution, the firestorm of controversy that Dar-
win ignited smolders to this day. Most people who 
adhere to any of the world’s major religions don’t 
want to hear about it.

It’s equally remarkable that, at the dawn of the 
seventeenth century, a scientist of Galileo’s stat-
ure had to go underground to escape the clutches 
of the Roman Catholic Church. So did Coperni-
cus, whose observations and brilliant mathemat-
ical calculations forced him to conclude that the 
earth was not the stationary center of the universe 
around which all celestial bodies revolved, as the 
Church taught. Copernicus kept a low profile, 
deferring the publication of his findings until af-
ter his death. Galileo built magnificently on the 
foundation that Copernicus laid, but his work 
unfortunately coincided with the Inquisition. He 
constantly lived in fear of Church authorities and 
often found himself in hot water. In later life he 
was charged with heresy and put on trial. Know-
ing he would face certain imprisonment, and pos-
sible torture or execution, he recited an apology in 
which he “abjured, cursed and detested” his earlier 
writings in which he had contradicted the official 
Catholic dogma of how the solar system worked. 
As a reduced punishment, he spent the last eight 
years of his life under house arrest.

Giordano Bruno, a contemporary of Galileo, 
paid the supreme price for defying that dogma. 
This fiery, restless spirit traveled widely around 
Europe and England, studying, writing, lecturing, 
meeting royalty, fascinating some and infuriating 
others with his revolutionary concept of the uni-
verse. Bruno went much further than Coperni-
cus, completely rejecting the static, Aristotelian 
explanation of outer space, which the Church had 
incorporated five hundred years earlier, and even 
lambasted Aristotle as “the stupidest of all philos-
ophers.” (Aristotle, for his part, fled Athens in 323 
B.C. for upsetting the authorities there with his 
“lack of reverence for the gods,” mindful that not 
long before him the ever-questioning Socrates had 
been forced to drink poison hemlock, his death 
sentence for committing a similar crime.) God, as-
serted Bruno, was not the thundering tyrant of the 
Old Testament, but a primordial energy pervading 
a universe of infinite space and heavenly bodies, 
endowing everything with freely developing forc-
es of change and growth. Jesus, he said, was just a 
magician. This kind of insolence alarmed the au-
thorities, who considered it very bad for business. 
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Fifty years earlier, Martin Luther, outraged by the 
rampant corruption of Church officials who were 
making personal fortunes selling “ticket to Heav-
en” indulgences to sinners, initiated the first Prot-
estant sect of Christianity bearing his name, at the 
same time stemming the flow of illicit profits. But 
the Church’s thriving trade in baptisms, marriages, 
tithes and real estate continued unabated.

Bruno became a wanted man. Eventually he 
was betrayed to the Inquisition by a malevolent 
nobleman named Mocenigo, who envied his phe-
nomenal memory and intellect. Bruno was thrown 
into a filthy Vatican dungeon where, clad in rags 
and malnourished, he languished for seven years. 
From time to time he was dragged out and given 
a chance to recant, but unlike Galileo, he refused. 
Finally tiring of this impossible man, nine resident 
cardinals put him on trial for heresy, found him 
guilty, and sentenced him to death. On February 
17, 1600, Giordano Bruno was burned at the stake 
on the Campo Dei Fiori in Rome.

There is a world of difference between the pow-
er and influence of the Catholic Church during 
the Renaissance and that of the contemporary 
Christian churches, but some things, including 
the profit motive, have not changed. Bruno was a 
very real threat to the priestly monopoly as well as 
the authority of dogma in his time; that dogma has 
run out of steam over the past four hundred years, 
and much of what remains is more social gospel 
than religious gospel, with a pronounced leftward 
tilt. But churches still compete with each other for 
customers — there are about 800 listings in the 
Suffolk County yellow pages — and when not en-
sconced in their mansions, America’s top televan-
gelists continue to preach about the Armageddon 
that never comes while flying around the country 
in their Lear jets.

It’s foolish to imagine that men have outgrown 
the backwardness and closemindedness exhibit-
ed in ages past, other than to grant that modern 
day heretics are no longer burned alive. Dogma 
and heresy are still very much with us, and even 
though Christian doctrine has become totally dis-
connected from political power, new dogmas have 
stepped in to fill the vacuum. To really get a feeling 
of dogmatic authority and the fear and intolerance 
it engenders, we need look no further than the so-
called Holocaust, which has replaced Christianity 
as the number one dogma in the Western world. 
What we are seeing here is the birth of a new reli-
gion, which should be obvious from the universal 

capitalization of the letter H in this word, a word 
which began appearing only in the 1970s to signify 
the alleged attempt by Adolf Hitler to kill all the 
Jews of Europe.

As the late professor Revilo Oliver pointed out 
in his book The Origins of Christianity, Christiani-
ty was a copycat religion modeled in almost every 
detail on Zoroastrianism, an ancient Persian reli-
gion which was based on a real man named Zoro-
aster who, like Jesus, was transformed by his fol-
lowers into a savior. Now we see Holocaustianity 
imitating Christianity the same way — the nation 
of Israel as the Jewish people’s resurrection, Hitler 
as Satan, Holocaust shrines and museums sprin-
kled like chapels across the Western landscape, the 
sense of collective guilt for allowing the Jews to be 
“crucified,” the social pressure to conform to the 
tall tale of the gassed six million, the persecution 
of heretics (euphemistically called “deniers”), and 
as with all major dogmas, the establishment of a 
lucrative racket, which has reaped billions in films, 
books, research grants and reparation schemes of 
all kinds, the prime beneficiary being the state of 
Israel itself.

All dogmas crumble under the weight of seri-
ous inquiry. And it is the simplest questions that 
cause the first cracks. Even as a child, upon being 
taught in weekly Catholic religion class that all the 
good people in the world who had been born be-
fore Jesus came to Earth were not “saved” and had 
to spend eternity not in Heaven but in a neutral 
place called Limbo, I remember thinking, “What 
kind of all-knowing, all-understanding God could 
be so unfair? Why should all those people be de-
prived of eternal happiness in Heaven because of 
something they had no control over?” (I imagine 
the Church has replaced this and a lot of other 
hooey I was taught with more persuasive hooey.)

So it is with the Holocaust. We might ask, for 
example, if the Germans, so renowned for their 
efficiency, really intended to exterminate all the 
Jews in Europe, why were so many of them in 
German-occupied areas still alive at the end of the 
war? Arthur Butz, author of the landmark study 
The Hoax of the Twentieth Century, asked this 
question many years ago. It has never been an-
swered. British historian David Irving has asked 
many more troublesome questions. The multilin-
gual Irving has written more than thirty books on 
World War Two, though none focus specifically on 
the Holocaust. He has spent much of his life study-
ing the archives of that era in institutions through-
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out Europe and America, and has an encyclopedic 
knowledge of the personal lives of famous figures 
associated with the Second World War, particu-
larly from Germany. Why, he has asked, are there 
documents with Hitler’s signature authorizing the 
summary execution of commissars on the eastern 
front, and as a temporary measure, the euthanasia 
of Germany’s institutionalized mentally incurable 
at a time when hospital beds were urgently needed 
for wounded soldiers — yet not one that mentions 
the mass killings of Jews? Why, furthermore, in all 
the recorded comments about Jews made to his in-
ner circle, such as those published in the book Ta-
ble Talk, does he speak only of expulsion and never 
extermination? The late French revisionist scholar 
Robert Faurisson once challenged the dogmatists 
in the simplest way. He said, “Draw me a Nazi gas 
chamber.”

No one ever did. One rebuttal, by an establish-
ment historian named Jean-Claude Pressac, was 
attempted, which in turn was demolished by Fau-
risson. For those interested, the minutiae can be 
found online.

No revisionist historian, incidentally, would 
argue that many Jews, though certainly not all, 
were uprooted and transported to work camps, 
and that many died of starvation or disease, as did 
a far higher number of Germans, after Germany’s 
infrastructure was destroyed by sustained Allied 
carpet-bombing, and that Hitler was determined 
to expel most Jews from Europe and eventually 
transport them either to Russia or Madagascar — 
much as they had been expelled from European 
countries or territories nearly fifty times in the 
past thousand years. What these modern heretics 
dispute is the dogma that Jews were the victims of 
an attempted wholesale extermination, that mass 
execution gas chambers were employed by the Na-
zis, and that anything close to six million perished.

Most Americans, who take our First Amend-
ment for granted, or don’t even know what it 
means, are unaware that it’s a felony in several 
European countries and also in Canada to defy 
Holocaust dogma. This in itself is a strong hint as 
to where the truth lies. For an act of heresy com-
mitted in 1989, Irving was arrested in Austria on 
November 11, 2005 and imprisoned over a year. 
He could have been locked up for twenty years in 
that country, where the penalty for heresy is se-
vere. He’s not the only one. For openly challenging 
the dogma, thousands have been prosecuted on 
charges of “inciting racial hatred” and “defaming 

the dead” in Austria and Germany, where the Al-
ice-in-Wonderland courts hold that “truth is no 
defense,” and some defense lawyers have actually 
been threatened with prison for defending their 
clients too vigorously! Robert Faurisson, though 
not jailed, was dragged into court and fined sever-
al times. Exhausted from the struggle for histori-
cal truth, the late Ernst Zundel, a Canadian citizen 
and an incorrigible heretic, endlessly harassed by 
legal authorities and brought to trial in 1985 and 
again in 1988, moved to rural Tennessee, thinking 
America was the land of the free. On February 5, 
2003 he was arrested by federal agents on the pre-
text of missing an immigration hearing, shipped 
back in chains to Canada where he was locked up 
for two years, then flown to Germany, the coun-
try of his birth, where he spent five more years in 
prison before and after being tried and convicted. 
Such is the treatment in store for the Brunos of 
our day; and such is Jewish media censorship that 
most Americans know nothing about these events.

While dogma is enforced from above with stiff 
legal language, on the street level it’s enforced with 
violence. Faurisson was savagely beaten by three 
Jewish thugs while walking his dog in broad day-
light in a Paris park on September 16, 1989. The 
home of Ernst Zundel, who endured endless death 
threats, was firebombed, and he and his support-
ers were spat on, screamed at and punched while 
making their way to the Toronto courthouse for 
his trial. On July 4, 1984, the southern California 
warehouse of the Institute for Historical Review, 
a major publisher of Holocaust heresies, went up 
in flames and most of its inventory was reduced 
to ashes, after repeated threats and harassment of 
its staff. No one was ever arrested for this crime, 
which calls to mind the burning and sacking of the 
library in Alexandria, Egypt, the ancient world’s 
greatest repository of knowledge, at the hands of 
Christian fanatics in 391 A.D.

All dogmas are also characterized by a contra-
diction of physical laws. For example, revisionist 
historians have pointed out that the cremation of a 
single human body is a slow process, and it would 
have taken thirty years or more to burn millions 
of corpses in the limited crematoria facilities that 
existed — just as they still exist in all developed 
countries — in the concentration camps. Other 
phenomena, as related by supposed eyewitnesses, 
are reminiscent of the silly stories that abound in 
the Bible. A former Auschwitz inmate who testified 
at the Zundel trial claimed that he could tell who 
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was being cremated by the color of the flames ris-
ing from the chimneys; green flames meant Hun-
garian Jews, blue flames Polish Jews, and so forth 
— aside from the fact that chimneys emit smoke, 
not flames. The late Nobel Peace Prize winner 
Elie Wiesel, who more than anyone else popular-
ized the term “Holocaust” and spent much of his 
life spreading the word about that alleged event, 
claimed that geysers of blood from murdered Jews 
spurted out of the ground for months. This buf-
foon — and a vicious buffoon at that, who openly 
called for the imprisonment of deniers — was ex-
posed as a shameless liar in a blog called “Elie Wi-
esel cons the world,” and in the devastating book 
Holocaust High Priest by Warren Routledge. Wie-
sel spouted so much nonsense that in a sane world 
he would have been laughed into oblivion. That six 
consecutive U.S. presidents felt compelled to grant 
him a personal audience, and grovel at his every 
word, speaks volumes about Jewish supremacy in 
America.

Although sidestepping the question of whether 
or not the Nazis murdered millions of Jews, Nor-
man Finkelstein, in his book The Holocaust Indus-
try, exposed the Holocaust for what it is, namely an 
international free-for-all of swindlers and shake-
down artists. His book did not endear him to his 
fellow Jews. Another courageous American Jew, 
David Cole, wearing a yarmulke and posing as a 
curious little schlemiel, interviewed the curator of 
the Auschwitz museum, Franz Piper, also Jewish, 
and in an unguarded moment Piper admitted that 
the so-called gas chambers were actually built by 
the Soviets in the 1950s. This was consistent with 
my own visit to Auschwitz in 1991, during which I 
saw several crude and ridiculous atrocity exhibits 
but nothing specified as a gas chamber, the alleged 
existence of which was purposefully left vague 
for gullible tourists. Cole’s narration of his trip to 
Auschwitz and his interview of Piper, which can 
be seen and heard on YouTube (or could when this 
was written; the Jewish-owned platform is increas-
ingly censoring its users, many of whom have fled 
to Gab or Bitchute), is a dagger in the heart to the 
dogma. Everyone should watch it. Furthermore, 
in response to the onslaught of sound revisionist 
critiques of the Auschwitz legend, and shortly after 
my visit, a plaque commemorating the supposed 
murder of four million at this camp was taken 
down and replaced by another plaque stating that 
about one and a half million innocents were exe-
cuted — which is still light years from the truth. 

Yet the hallowed figure of six million Jews killed by 
the Nazis remains, and woe to he who challenges 
it! This shows that the primary feature of dogma is 
fear and intimidation, certainly not reason — and 
since dogma, like death and taxes, is inevitable, 
fear and intimidation to varying degrees have al-
ways cast an ominous shadow over human events.

As far as major historical dogmas go, the fable 
of the six million gassed Jews is a very young one, 
but it became engraved in stone throughout the 
Western world shortly after its inception due to 
the near-total Jewish control of judicial and edu-
cational institutions, and practically all organs of 
the mainstream news and entertainment media, 
particularly in America. All that’s left standing of 
the ancient lineage of Christian dogma, which in 
medieval times contained numerous components 
but over the centuries has splintered off in so many 
muddled directions, is a dim belief that Jesus was a 
flesh and blood embodiment of the force govern-
ing the universe that people call God.

Not only do all dogmas fall apart when close-
ly examined, they shrivel under the naked critical 
eye. I have already mentioned my trip to Aus-
chwitz and the lack of any installation designated 
as a gas chamber there or at the ancillary camp of 
Birkenau, which I also visited. Earlier, in 1978, I 
visited Dachau as well, located just outside of Mu-
nich, and was quite surprised to read, on one of 
the signposts, something to the effect that while 
the Nazis had planned to exterminate Jews here, 
the plan was never implemented. This, in fact, was 
my first inkling that there was something screwy 
about the Holocaust story because I distinctly re-
member being taught in elementary school that 
Dachau and Auschwitz were the worst of the Nazi 
death camps. In fact, there was an official U.S. 
Army photograph, widely circulated and reprinted 
after the war in many school textbooks, including 
mine, showing an American G.I. standing before 
the door of a clothing disinfection chamber, used 
to kill disease-spreading lice, always a concern in 
the camps — a device transformed by propagan-
dists into an execution gas chamber — on which 
a skull and crossbones appeared, with the hours of 
operation, and the words (in German): “Caution! 
Gas! Life Danger! Do not open!” The caption un-
der the photograph read: “Gas chambers, conve-
niently located to the crematory, are examined by 
a soldier of the U.S. Seventh Army. These cham-
bers were used by Nazi guards for killing prison-
ers of the infamous Dachau concentration camp.” 
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But, I later learned, the dogma was quietly revised 
in 1961. The new and improved dogma — despite 
all the lurid atrocity stories that already had been 
spread around the world, despite all the confes-
sions that had come out at the Nuremberg Trials 
(many of them extracted by torture, or offered in 
desperation to avoid the noose) — was that the 
Jews had been exterminated only in German-oc-
cupied Poland, not in Germany proper. These days 
the dogma is once again on the run. With so many 
untenable stories about Auschwitz having been 
exposed, the focus has shifted to imaginary death 
camps in places like Treblinka and Majdanek, 
names I never heard when I was young.

Likewise, many layers of Christian dogma have 
long been cut loose, though at a much slower pace. 
Back in the thirteenth century, St. Thomas Aqui-
nas, a towering intellect in his time — though also 
a rather intolerant one, who wrote that heretics 
should be put to death — codified the dogma in 
his Summa Theologica, a 21-volume treatise on 
God and all creation, which synthesized divine 
revelation and Aristotelian logic, and upon which 
Catholic doctrine is largely based to this day. His 
ideas came to him while sitting within the stone 
walls of a Roman seminary. Nearly four hundred 
years later they were blown to dust by what Galil-
eo saw through his powerful and magnificent tele-
scope, and by what Darwin discovered, not in the 
gloom of a secluded study, but during his five-year 
voyage aboard the H.M.S. Beagle, especially his 
excursions in the coastal and interior regions of 
South America, where the record of life, past and 
present, existed in visible profusion. On the Origin 
of Species is remarkable in its totally open-minded 
and undogmatic line of reasoning, Darwin never 
hesitating to air the nagging doubts and problems 
which he anticipated would come up against his 
theory of evolution, some of which he admitted 
that he himself could not resolve.

 v 

In the final analysis, the two dogmas I’ve been 
discussing aren’t going anywhere anytime soon. 
The heart of Christian dogma common to all de-
nominations that has remained unchanged for two 
millennia — Jesus Christ as savior of mankind, as 
the only physical manifestation of God ever to 
appear on our planet — will continue to fill the 
spiritual needs of some two billion earthlings. And 
barring a revolution that will put an end to Jewish 
control of the boob tube and all other mechanisms 
of mass mind control, the six million Holyhoax 

will continue to reign as the supreme dogma of 
Western man.

However, when people can physically see or 
otherwise strongly sense a pack of dogmatic lies 
that’s been foisted on them, such lies rest on a 
shaky foundation. The dogma of Communism, to 
be discussed further on, was so plainly untruthful, 
such a gross insult to even average minds, that it 
could be enforced in most countries only by terror, 
by the constant fear of imprisonment or execution 
— and still it was watered down or totally evapo-
rated nearly everywhere in a relatively short span 
of time as world dogmas go.

The dogma of the equality of the races is prob-
ably the second most powerful one in America 
and in much of the West today, and it’s an amusing 
one because while nearly everyone pays lip service 
to it in public, in private a large number of white 
people don’t believe it. What makes it even more 
amusing is that in Africa, very few natives have 
heard of this dogma and even fewer would take it 
seriously. On the Dark Continent, whites super-
vise virtually all the schools, hospitals, factories, 
airports, industries, and utilities where they exist 
— I saw this everywhere in my travels through 
eighteen countries in sub-Saharan Africa — and 
not only is this situation not resented by the vast 
majority of blacks there, it’s accepted as perfectly 
natural. The famous German missionary doctor 
Albert Schweitzer, who spent most of his long life 
tending to the sick at a remote jungle hospital in 
the west African nation of Gabon, and who knew 
Africa as well as anyone, put it best when he said, 
“The superiority of the white man is so obvious to 
the African native that it ceases to be taken into 
account.” That’s one of the truths about modern 
Africa you’ll never hear.

Of course, you don’t need to travel to Africa 
to see through this dogma. Nor is it necessary for 
me to belabor the fact that numerous compara-
tive anatomies have shown that the Negro brain is 
smaller, lighter and less complex than the Cauca-
sian brain. Unless you have tunnel vision, all you 
need to do, if you live near a black area, is go there 
and have a look. If you live here on Long Island, 
a twenty minute stroll with eyes open from Gar-
den City to Hempstead, or Merrick to Roosevelt 
— to offer just two examples — provides visible 
proof that the races are not equal in any sense. 
As everyone around here knows, it would not be 
wise to walk through Hempstead, Roosevelt and 
other black towns on Long Island after dark. So 
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daffy are the times in which we live, incidentally, 
that the previous sentence would be construed by 
most journalists and educators as racial hatred. 
Having been acquainted with many black people 
in my life, I freely admit that many are deserving 
of respect, even though I choose not to associate 
with them. And certain exceptional individuals — 
I think here of Moise Tshombe, a political leader 
in the Congo during that country’s descent into 
chaos and savagery in the 1960s — stand high-
er in character and intelligence than 99% of the 
white population anywhere. None of this changes 
the fact that blacks, on average, are less intelligent, 
have a lower capacity for civilization, and are more 
prone to violent behavior than whites, and proba-
bly all other races for that matter.

The dogmatists claim that racial differences 
are only skin-deep, and all races are inherently 
equal. For them, environment means everything 
and heredity means nothing, so that a nation of 
Zulus growing up in Elizabethan England would 
have given the world a Shakespeare, a Drake, and 
a Newton, only with black skins. Conversely, by 
their own logic, an English population originating 
in Africa should be living in mud huts and hunt-
ing with spears, which was hardly the case of the 
English, as well as the Dutch, in South Africa, who, 
in conditions of bare subsistence built a modern 
nation fully the equal of the one their ancestors left 
behind.

Not only are racial distinctions plain to the eye, 
they stir powerful biological forces that are the root 
cause of social instability in countries where two 
or more widely dissimilar races live next to each 
other, as any American not in a catatonic trance 
should know. Even within what is loosely called 
the white race, there are noticeable differences, 
both physical and temperamental, between what 
anthropologists refer to as the Nordic and Med-
iterranean subraces, which correspond to north-
ern and southern Europe, respectively. Another 
subrace, the Alpine, mainly inhabits the central 
and eastern regions of the continent. Some split 
our race further into Dinarics and Eastern Baltics. 
Many whites are a blend of these subraces or the 
strains within them, but many also stand apart. 
Ten or twenty millennia of evolutionary sifting in 
the harsh, unforgiving northern winters have giv-
en the Nordics a clear edge, though, again, we’re 
speaking of averages, and there’s plenty of overlap 
in genetic quality among all whites. This Nordic 
edge is evinced in the somewhat more orderly and 

industrious northern countries, and the fact that 
southerners go north to find better-paying jobs, 
while northerners go south to take vacations, as 
I’ve seen repeatedly in my travels all over Europe, 
while hardly ever seeing the opposite — and I say 
this as a man of southern Italian ancestry. Actu-
ally, the subject of racial differentiation in human 
beings fascinates me, but any open inquiry into it 
will be met by ear-splitting cries of “racism” from 
the army of academics, pundits and demagogues 
who would have to find an honest job if their dog-
ma were to dry up.

As I’ve said, there’s a very great number of 
whites in this country alone who don’t take the 
dogma of racial equality seriously. But it’s impos-
sible to openly say so. If you’re a teacher, you’ll 
quickly find yourself on the unemployment line 
if you dare to discuss what Albert Schweitzer said 
about racial differences, even though he did more 
to alleviate the sufferings of blacks with his own 
hands than anyone who ever lived. It would be 
career and social suicide to talk about differenc-
es in brain structure when next year’s high school 
S.A.T. scores come out. As happens every year, the 
scores in Hempstead, Roosevelt and other towns 
with high black populations are embarrassingly 
lower than in white towns, with the usual wring-
ing of hands and evasion of essential facts. Anyone 
publicly stating that blacks on average are innate-
ly inferior to whites in cognitive intelligence and 
capacity for social order will be body-slammed 
by the media, ostracized by their colleagues, like-
ly fired from his or her job, and possibly assault-
ed and threatened with death. In recent decades, 
some or all of these things have happened to many 
people, including scientists like Arthur Jensen and 
William Shockley (the co-inventor of the transis-
tor), who studied the biology of race in painstak-
ing detail and concluded that racial differentiation 
is primarily a matter of genetics and not environ-
ment. In a scene reminiscent of the Inquisition, 
Jensen, a professor at the University of California, 
was actually summoned to a videotaped tribunal 
before his liberal colleagues in 1969 and made 
to defend his position. Since then, the dogmatic 
strictures surrounding the race issue have become 
even more narrow.

 v 

Now, let’s take a look at the medical dogma 
of vaccination — the doctrine that vaccines have 
been a wonderful blessing for mankind, that they 
have greatly eliminated the scourge of disease, and 
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their benefits far surpass the risks they carry. On 
the scale of dogmatic authority, vaccination oc-
cupies middle ground, that is to say, a majority 
of people unconditionally swallow these lies, but 
there have always been plenty of cracks in the edi-
fice, and these cracks have become wider with the 
piling on of so many new childhood vaccines in 
the last thirty years. Still, out of fear, ignorance, or 
some other reason, even many people who are well 
aware of the dangers that vaccines pose and have 
been fighting the good fight to get the truth out, 
will not challenge the dogma. For example, in the 
introduction to his excellent and powerful book 
Evidence of Harm, which delved into the connec-
tion between mercury and autism, David Kirby 
wrote:

This is not an antivaccine book. Childhood im-
munization was perhaps one of the greatest public 
health achievements of the twentieth century, and 
vaccines will continue to play a crucial role in our 
lives as we enter an uncertain age of emerging dis-
eases and potential bioterrorism. Some parents, 
fearing harmful effects, have been tempted not to 
vaccinate their children. Most people would agree 
that this is foolhardy and dangerous.... When vac-
cination rates fall, disease rates rise.

I assume he made these assertions to placate 
the editors at St. Martins Press, or because he real-
ly believes them. In either case, it’s confusing and 
inconsistent in light of the book’s thesis, a blemish 
on an otherwise superb piece of research.

Valeri Williams of WFAA-TV in Dallas, pre-
viously mentioned, who did a series of reports in 
2002 that lifted the veil on government malfea-
sance regarding vaccine safety, and who was in 
turn fired by WFAA and had her videos and tran-
scripts deleted from the station’s website, began 
her narrative with these words:

From the outset it must be stressed that this re-
port is not anti-vaccination. Every person inter-
viewed for this story believes in the importance of 
having children immunized.

Opposite the dedication page of her gripping 
book A Stolen Life, Marge Grant, one of the un-
known and uncountable parents in this country 
whose life was forever changed by vaccines when 
her son became a quadriplegic after a routine shot 
in infancy, wrote:

The author and publisher are not opposed to 
safe and effective vaccines. Our point is that parents 
should be accurately appraised (sic) of the inher-
ent vaccine risks so that they can be allowed to give 

informed consent or have the opportunity of with-
drawing from the system without penalty if they do 
not wish to expose a child to those risks.

I wholeheartedly agree with Mrs. Grant on 
freedom of choice, but as I’ve made clear in this 
work, the term “safe and effective vaccines” is an 
oxymoron. Unfortunately, many parents of vac-
cine-damaged children — really good people like 
Marge Grant and her husband, who reconstructed 
their lives to take care of their son — echo this line.

Even brilliant and sincere physicians who, 
through their work, are well aware of dangers as-
sociated with routine childhood vaccination, gen-
uflect before the dogma. Dr. Andrew Wakefield is 
widely known, and has been widely attacked, for 
his discovery of a connection between the MMR 
vaccine and the onset of autism via the gastro-
intestinal tract. Yet he opened his testimony at a 
congressional hearing on the rising epidemic of 
autism, held on April 6, 2000, with these words:

Mr. Chairman and members of the committee: 
The purpose of this testimony is to report the results 
of the clinical and scientific investigation in a series 
of children with developmental disorders, principal-
ly autism. Nothing in this testimony should be con-
strued as anti-vaccine; rather, the author advocates 
the safest vaccination strategies for the protection of 
children and the control of communicable disease.

Dr. Bruce West, whose newsletter Health Alert 
I have subscribed to for many years, and for whom 
I have the highest respect, also bends the knee. Dr. 
West, who frequently denounces vaccinations in 
his publication, and who once wrote, “You’d have 
to tie me down and beat me unconscious before I 
would allow my son to be shot up with any flu vac-
cine,” came up with this non sequitur in the January 
2007 issue: “There is little doubt that vaccines have 
done some good. But the true story of modern 
vaccination is a sordid one indeed.” Little doubt 
that vaccines have done some good? And the sto-
ry of only modern vaccination is sordid? Nothing 
from his pen that I have read elsewhere conforms 
to this statement. Was this a way of showing he’s 
not totally opposed to the prevailing dogma?

 v 

A striking feature of all major dogmas is that 
they have been administered by every variety of 
human scum, under whom rivers of innocent 
blood have flowed. Communism, its parallels with 
mass vaccination, and some of the monsters who 
pretended to put it into practice, is the subject of 
the next chapter; the psychopaths behind the vac-
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cination dogma will be covered later in these pages. 
Taking second place in history’s genocidal sweep-
stakes is Christianity, mainly, but by no means ex-
clusively, while dominated by the Roman Catholic 
Church. One would have to search hard to find 
a more motley collection of freaks and assassins 
than among the popes of old. Wars, conquests, 
persecutions and burnings of heretics and witches 
aside, the most ghoulish episode of papal behavior 
was the Cadaver Synod of 897 A.D., when Pope 
Stephen VII had the body of his predecessor, Pope 
Formosus, dead for nine months, exhumed and 
“put on trial” for various transgressions after being 
propped up on a makeshift throne in the church of 
St. John Lateran in Rome. Screaming at the rotting 
corpse, Stephen eventually found Formosus guilty 
on all counts, nullified all his acts and ordinations, 
and had three fingers of his right hand that had 
been used to make blessings cut off, before order-
ing him reburied in a common grave. There then 
followed a vicious tug of war, lasting seven years, 
between Formosus’s friends and enemies, includ-
ing succeeding popes, in which his remains were 
dragged through the streets of Rome, dumped 
with weights in the Tiber River, fished out and 
reburied with full honors, re-exhumed, behead-
ed, dressed in papal vestments and given a decent 
burial yet again. All for the love of God.

The phantom gassed six million have always 
served the state of Israel as a bludgeon to stave off 
criticism of Zionist terrorism that has killed or 
dispossessed millions of Arabs. As far back as the 
World War Two era, before Holocaustianity be-
came the de facto Western religion and even before 
it was called the Holocaust, the embryonic dog-
ma, fueled by Old Testament vengeance, was the 
driving force behind the real Holocaust — death 
by fire — visited upon civilians in scores of Ger-
man cities by British and American airplanes, and 
the unknown postwar war against the German 
people which amounted to history’s greatest mass 
expulsion during which millions starved. These 
tragedies wiped out twenty percent of Germany’s 
population. Every prime minister of Israel has in-
voked the Holocaust, each one has condoned kill-
ing innocent Arabs, some quite openly, and a few, 
like Menachem Begin and Ariel Sharon were truly 
bloodcurdling fanatics, compared to whom peo-
ple like Elie Wiesel and Simon Wiesenthal seem 
normal.

In the same vein, wealthy race-agitating pimps 
like Al Sharpton and Jesse Jackson, both professed 

Baptist ministers, are small fry when viewing the 
dogma of racial equality as a whole. The crack-
brained notion that all human beings of all rac-
es are innately equal has its origins in the French 
Revolution which, soon after it got underway in 
1789, regressed into unrestrained mob violence 
and terror, symbolized by the guillotine and 
mass barge drownings in the Seine. The terror 
was supervised in large part by Georges Danton 
and Jean-Paul Marat, both hideously ugly crea-
tures. The madness of this, the first revolution of 
its kind, whose slogan was “Liberty, Equality and 
Fraternity,” made its way to the French colony of 
Haiti, where black slaves revolted and butchered 
every white man, woman and child unable to es-
cape by boat, some five thousand of them — one of 
those tidbits of history they don’t teach in school. 
The zeal inspired by this dogma has flared up spo-
radically throughout American history, from the 
gruesome Nat Turner slave rebellion of 1831, to 
the Civil War and shameful Reconstruction era 
— another important historical event kept out of 
the classroom — down to the race riots that have 
erupted in numerous American cities in the past 
century, reaching the peak of violence in the late 
1960s. Since all races are inherently equal, and 
since there’s such a clear disparity in the quality 
of life between white and black, it follows in many 
black minds that the white man, with his cruel in-
stitution of slavery in the past, and his discrimina-
tory practices in the present, is the root cause of 
their problems. This is the message that has been 
drummed into them from an early age, so how can 
it be otherwise? Anyone who thinks that the geno-
cidal mentality unleashed during the French Rev-
olution (which, while not overtly racial, featured 
the lowest types of white rabble dragging down 
and killing whites of naturally aristocratic bearing) 
is a relic of ages past, should check out some of the 
more radical black websites and racially charged, 
profanity-laced exhortations to mass murder easi-
ly found on the Internet.

Just as liars have a way of getting along with 
each other, dogmas have a way of converging. It’s 
no surprise that Sabin’s compulsory polio vaccine 
experiment on all young Russians took place in a 
hardline communist dictatorship. Holocaust lies 
and communist lies, both Jewish at their source, 
interfaced easily, and racial equality was a staple of 
communist doctrine. The racial equalitarian dog-
ma, so loudly championed by the abolitionists who 
played a key role in pitting North against South 
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during the build-up to our Civil War, has meshed 
smoothly with recent variations of Christianity. 
Nor have any of the major Christian churches in 
America ever been ideologically opposed to the 
communist subversion of yesterday and the Ho-
locaust hucksterism of today. As often as not they 
have found common ground. Earlier I quoted Wil-
liam “Parson” Brownlow, the preacher appointed 
governor of Tennessee during Reconstruction, 
who wanted to exterminate every man, woman 
and child south of Pennsylvania.

All in the name of brotherhood and the love of 
Jesus.

 v 

Objective truth, the mortal enemy of dogma, 
packs a wallop. There is something about the calm 
way it expresses itself that is recognized even by 
those who fear and hate it. Those with the truth on 
their side do not shriek, assault or imprison their 
opponents. Evolutionists never tried to stop people 
from going to church; revisionist historians don’t 
want to jail self-described Holocaust survivors for 
publishing wild stories; I’m not trying to interfere 
with parents who want their children vaccinated, 
even though I think they’re making a big mistake. 
Truth has never hired enforcers to make people 
believe it. Above all, truth is timeless. No astron-
omer or biologist has shown Galileo or Darwin to 
be wrong; only two or three established historians 
have made a feeble attempt to refute the revision-
ists. On the other hand, the upholders of dogma 
squirm and scurry about or crack down when the 
light of truth shines too brightly on them. Chris-
tian dogma has undergone so many changes in two 
thousand years that an Augustine monk wouldn’t 
recognize what passes for his religion today. In-
deed, Christianity was never spread by peace, love 
or rational thought but by the sword. If the an-
cient Marcionites had beaten back the Albigensian 
Crusaders in the thirteenth century, there would 
be no Old Testament in the Bible today. In their 
brief reign thus far, Holocaust Pharisees have had 
to modify their dogma several times in response 
to the findings of honest historians. The number 
of the imaginary gasees at Auschwitz has been of-
ficially and drastically lowered, as mentioned, and 
the claptrap about Nazis making soap from Jewish 
fat and lampshades from Jewish skin, which I was 
solemnly taught as a schoolboy, has been quietly 
abandoned.

In the annals of history, dogmas come and go, 
popping up in different eras and among different 

cultures, then fading away. The Marxist dogma, 
brutally enforced and as false in its proclamations 
as racial equality, lasted not much more than a cen-
tury, though like a 95-year-old man on life support, 
a handful of true believers keep it from expiring. 
Holocaustianity will continue to hold sway over 
the vast majority until the Jewish stranglehold on 
the news and entertainment media is broken, and 
perhaps long after that. The most ancient of dog-
mas, the Catholic branch of Christianity, admits of 
its errors only with great passage of time. It wasn’t 
until 1835 that Galileo’s works were dropped from 
the Church’s Index of Prohibited Books; not until 
1992 that Pope John Paul issued a declaration that 
the great scientist had been treated unjustly. Only 
after the last vestiges of Catholic political juris-
diction disappeared did a few of Bruno’s admirers 
take action, in 1889 erecting a monument in his 
honor on the very spot where he was fed to the 
flames. And while in 2000, the four hundredth an-
niversary of his execution, a prominent cardinal 
declared it a “sad episode,” he still defended Bru-
no’s persecutors. The theory of evolution still gives 
Christians of all denominations fits, even though 
there have been lame attempts to integrate it with 
the Jesus legend, most notably by the French Jesu-
it priest Pierre Teilhard de Chardin, whose works 
were censured by the Vatican.

In the case of vaccination, the dogma has un-
dergone countless revisions since Edward Jenner, 
when confronted with the failure of his cowpox 
vaccination to prevent smallpox, started making 
excuses. Since then the nomenclature games, the 
statistics juggling, the switching of ingredients, 
the revamping of doses and schedules, and the 
lies and cover-ups have been carried out past the 
point of absurdity. It’s a dogma that has come 
under steadily increasing fire, but it’s still an ex-
tremely lucrative one that spans the globe, most 
of all here in America, the fear of the crusader’s 
sword having been replaced by the fear of the po-
liceman’s gun. Ugly threats and suspicious deaths 
have also entered the picture in recent years. Giv-
en the slothful nature of human minds, the lying 
media, the best public relations firms that money 
can buy, and the uncertain threat of force, the vac-
cine dogma may be around for a long time. That 
would be a disaster. It’s up to a few of us, and es-
pecially new parents, to push back as hard as we 
can, and if it comes right down to it, to kill, the 
way the brave Hungarians killed in their failed re-
volt against the Communist beast in 1956. For the 
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moment, in these still peaceful days in America, 
the dogma will continue to inflict pain, suffering 
and heartbreak on a daily basis, and will continue 

to reap millions of sad stories that will be known 
to only a few.

All for the love of our children.

The tragedy of Ignaz Semmelweis
ONE OF the most basic practices of hygiene, 
a practice most of us have never thought twice 
about, is washing one’s hands with soap and water 
after touching anything that might be contami-
nated by germs. Yet, incredible as it seems, until 
170 years ago no one had made the connection be-
tween dirty hands and the spread of disease.

The first man to do so — at least publicly — was 
Ignaz Semmelweis, a Hungarian doctor. Through-
out the Europe of Semmelweis’s day, the mid 1800s, 
countless women died of puerperal fever, a myste-
rious disease that occurred right after childbirth. 
Mortality rates were as high as twenty-five percent 
in some cities. It was common knowledge that this 
disease was rampant in hospitals, so many women 
chose to give birth at home, which was a far safer op-
tion. They knew nothing about medicine, but they 
were afraid of doctors and hospitals, and rightly so.

One thing struck Semmelweis, who was an intern 
at Vienna General Hospital: women seemed to come 
down with puerperal fever after their babies were de-
livered by doctors who had just performed autopsies, 
and had traces of blood and pus on their hands. In 
his mind there was a definite cause and effect, even 
though he couldn’t explain it scientifically. The best 
he could do was attribute it to “humors,” an ancient 
term for vital fluids which, he theorized, were carried 
from room to room by doctors who neither changed 
their stained smocks nor washed their hands.

To test his theory, he set up a separate delivery 
ward and required all doctors to wash their hands in 
chlorinated lime solution and change into fresh, clean 
clothes before entering. The results were instant and 
dramatic: the death rate from childbirth plummeted 
from twelve percent to two percent. His superiors, 
however, were not impressed. Everyone “knew” that 
puerperal fever was non-preventable. How dare this 
upstart come along and suggest they were not only 
unsanitary but ignorant? But Semmelweis stood 
firm. The connection between mortality following 
childbirth and doctors’ neglect of hygiene was just so 
obvious that nothing could make him recant.

The years that followed were marked by end-
less acrimony between Semmelweis and the arro-
gant medical authorities of the era. It’s a story as 

old as man: the powers that be, their puny minds 
cemented shut, persecuting the rebel who comes 
along and upsets the dogmatic applecart. Harassed 
and ridiculed, Semmelweis left Vienna and took 
up residence at St. Rochus Hospital in Budapest, 
Hungary, where he achieved the same remarkable 
results. This great doctor personally saved more 
than a thousand lives. His troubles with the big 
shots of organized medicine continued, however, 
and he eventually cracked under the strain. At 47, 
he was forcibly committed to a mental hospital and 
died shortly thereafter, possibly as a result of being 
severely beaten by guards. Years later, the authori-
ties conceded that he had been right all along.

Today, you’ll find a respectful column or two 
in just about every account of Semmelweis’s tragic 
life. Think about him and what he went through 
the next time you wash your hands after handling 
raw meat or using the toilet. And incidentally, one 
reason that American hospitals, in this twenty-first 
century, have become such hotbeds of infection 
is because overworked doctors, rushing through 
their rounds, still don’t take the time to wash their 
hands between examining patients.

But the reason I’ve written this brief tribute 
to Ignaz Semmelweis is to point out that even 
the most simple and obvious truths are belittled 
by those who stand to lose money or prestige or 
both by their proclamations — that human nature 
being what it is, there are powerful people who 
would rather see millions suffer or die than admit 
they are wrong.

Yesterday it was an imbalance of humors or a 
psychosomatic disorder that killed women after 
childbirth; today it’s a genetic defect that causes 
autism, streptococcal cellulitis that’s behind sud-
den infant death syndrome, and a hundred other 
flimflams. I understand how Semmelweis must 
have felt, banging his head against the wall, won-
dering how supposedly intelligent people cannot 
see a truth as plain as their faces in the mirror. 
How much more obvious can it get that vaccines 
are harming not helping our children? That they 
are a fraud and a disaster? What more does one 
need to show for proof? When will it all end?
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Vaccination is medical communism
THE READER born from about 1970 onward 
might find my use of the word “communism” 
throughout this book out of place. Having grown 
up during the so-called Cold War, with the brood-
ing menace of the Soviet Union and the quest of 
its leaders to subjugate every human being in the 
world under a communist dictatorship — a men-
ace I now believe to be more contrived than real 
— that word will always be part of my vocabulary. 
I often use it as a synonym for tyranny, and to de-
scribe those horrible human specimens who lust 
equally for political power and blood. 

Outwardly the world today is much different 
from the world of 1965. The misery and degrada-
tion of life under communism, which at its peak 
covered one-third of the earth’s surface, has, with 
the exception of North Korea, all but disappeared. 
I had the singular experience, as a traveler, of brief-
ly observing life under communism in six east Eu-
ropean countries in the late seventies, and again in 
North Korea in 2013. If I had to describe the atmo-
sphere in one word, it would be “bleak.” You could 
see it and feel it, more so in some countries than in 
others, Romania and North Korea being the worst. 

There is no universally accepted definition of 
communism because it means so many different 
things to so many different people. This stems in 
part from the fact that Das Kapital, the major work 
of Karl Marx, the founder of communism, is one 
of the most unreadable and indigestible piles of 
printed matter ever published. This did not pre-
vent a hundred years’ worth of “experts” from 
proclaiming it one of the most influential books of 
modern times. There is wide disagreement, how-
ever, even among our experts, as to whether Das 
Kapital is a philosophy of history, an expose of so-
cial injustice, a blueprint for revolution or some-
thing else. For many of us non-experts who have 
read it, or tried to read it, the book is just endless 
verbiage — in a word, trash. 

Many people are familiar with the core of 
Marxist theory, that once the workers of all na-
tions, the proletariat, overthrow their capitalist 
oppressors, the world will undergo a transition pe-
riod of unspecified duration until the state withers 
away and Utopia, a permanent state of near per-

fection, is reached. Many adherents of Marxism 
who rose to power published their own views and 
had their own ideas on how to overcome obstacles 
on the road to Heaven on Earth. I’ve read a little 
bit of Enver Hoxha and Kim Il-Sung, and several 
pages of Chairman Mao’s famous Little Red Book. 
It’s all stuffy nonsense, occasionally spiced with 
rants against the bourgeoisie, the fascist thugs, the 
counter-revolutionary bandits and so forth. All 
this intellectual dust omits one ugly fact: commu-
nist theory, applied to the real world, killed off well 
over one hundred million people in the twentieth 
century. It is the most murderous ideology ever 
conceived. 

A feature of every communist takeover has 
been the execution or imprisonment of all persons 
considered opponents. This was not always car-
ried out on the same scale. The victims killed off in 
Vietnam and the former Yugoslavia, for example, 
do not compare percentage-wise to the number 
of people put to death in Russia, China and Cam-
bodia. Not only political malcontents, but those 
whose background was deemed to be in the “ene-
my class” and often many ordinary people consid-
ered bothersome were systematically disposed of. 
Russia and China accounted for the great majority 
of victims. In the vast Russian penal system, Joseph 
Stalin regarded human beings as machine parts 
needed to build the Soviet empire, then discarded 
when they were worn out, to be replaced by new 
ones. During the 1959 to 1962 “Great Leap For-
ward” — an insane scheme hatched in the brain of 
Mao Tse-tung (or Zedong) to rapidly industrialize 
China and totally collectivize the country’s agri-
cultural sector — some thirty million died of star-
vation, both unplanned and deliberately inflicted 
by depriving people of food, a method also used in 
the engineered famine of the 1930s which claimed 
about seven million lives in the Ukraine, known 
there as the Holodomor. 

Few, I think, would disagree that communist 
theory has been thoroughly discredited. Actually, 
nothing about communism has ever been theoret-
ical, any more than you can have a theory based 
on the belief that men can grow wings. Alexander 
Solzhenitsyn, the great Russian writer who spent 
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eight years as a prisoner in the Soviet forced la-
bor camps, and whose book The Gulag Archipel-
ago, published in 1973, revealed for the first time 
details of life under the Stalinist terror, compared 
the way a communist explains the nature of man 
to a surgeon who uses a meat cleaver to perform a 
delicate operation. 

The train wreck of ideas called communism or 
Marxism or dialectical materialism or Marxist-Le-
ninist theory was always a distraction employed 
by the fanatical savages known as Bolsheviks who 
clawed their way to power — abortions of our 
species for whom shooting, drowning, torturing 
or starving people to death in vast numbers was 
a source of accomplishment and amusement. It 
seems incredible that such monsters could hold 
the equivalent of a White House cabinet post in 
a country like Russia. Here is a description of 
one such creature, a Jew as most of the Bolshe-
viks were, named Goloshchekin as it appears in 
The Last Days of the Romanovs by Robert Wilton, 
foreign correspondent for The Times of London, 
stationed in Russia in 1917 during that country’s 
convulsive revolution: 

He had been selected for rulership of the Urals 
with an eye to other than political activities. He 
was bloodthirsty in an abnormal degree, even for 
a Red chieftain. People who knew him at Ekaterin-
burg describe Goloshchekin as a homicidal sadist. 
He never attended executions, but insisted upon 
hearing a detailed account of them. He huddled in 
bed shivering and quaking till the executioner came 
with his report, and would listen to his description 
of tortures with a frenzy of joy, begging for further 
details, gloating over the expressions, gestures and 
death throes of the victims as they passed before his 
diseased vision. 

It’s foolish to think that all the tragedies of the 
twentieth century were a perversion of Marxism 
as it was originally intended. Like all the Bolshe-
viks who later took over Russia, Marx was repul-
sive. While he did not aspire to political office and 
never killed anyone with his own hands, he con-
tributed absolutely nothing of value to posterity. 
A miserable man who hated the world, he barely 
provided for his seven children, who lived in filth 
and hunger — four died in infancy or at an early 
age — and aside from writing newspaper articles, 
which earned a meager income, he never had a job, 
instead surviving on handouts from his longtime 
collaborator Friedrich Engels. A review of a book 
published in 1962, Karl Marx, Master of Fraud by 

S.M. Riis, who as a young man had interviewed 
a family that lived next door to Marx, states that 
“they had regarded Marx and the bizarre creatures 
who frequented his house as a gang of ‘thieves and 
liars’.” 

But it is Marx’s own words that are the most 
revealing. This is what Marx wrote in an article 
titled “The Victory of the Counter-Revolution in 
Vienna,” as it appeared in Neue Rheinische Zeitung, 
a German newspaper he edited, on November 7, 
1848: “The very cannibalism of the counter-revo-
lution will convince the nations that there is only 
one way in which the murderous death agonies of 
the old society and the bloody birth throes of the 
new society can be shortened, simplified and con-
centrated, and that way is revolutionary terrorism.” 
Engels penned many more violent threats against 
the social order of his day, excerpts of which can 
easily be found on the Internet. 

Sometimes I pause and question the authen-
ticity of some of these accounts and quotations. 
Is it possible that they were embellished, or even 
entirely fabricated? The most shocking quote I 
have ever come across was attributed to Lenin and 
appeared in a short, obscure book, The Crime of 
Moscow in Vynnytisia (subtitled Testimony on the 
Murder of 9,439 Ukrainians by the Soviet NKVD): 
“Three-quarters of mankind must die if necessary, 
to ensure the other quarter for Communism.” Did 
Lenin really say that, or did somebody make it up? 
Is it really possible that, if he had the opportunity, 
he would have murdered three or four billion hu-
man beings? I must say I don’t know, but consid-
ering that no one, to my knowledge, disputes the 
numerous genocidal crimes carried out under the 
communist banner, all of which were grossly un-
derreported or entirely ignored by our “free press,” 
it behooves every nation to stand guard against 
the vestiges of this ideology in whatever form they 
may appear, and there are plenty of these in Amer-
ica today. 

Communism as a belief system is pretty much 
extinct, but the subhumans who were once drawn 
to it are still with us — human nature does not 
change in one hundred or one thousand years — 
and only a fool would deny that a fair number are 
employed at various government agencies. Indeed, 
from the latter years of the Second World War into 
the 1960s, Washington, D.C. was a hub of the in-
ternational communist conspiracy, as John Storm-
er documented in None Dare Call It Treason. In 
addition, there are still plenty of low-IQ thugs 
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in law enforcement and the military — crimi-
nals with badges and weapons willing to do their 
dirty work, as the Waco holocaust of 1993 clearly 
demonstrated. Some facts about this atrocity will 
never be known, including the veracity of one ac-
count that some individuals at the Department of 
Justice celebrated with high-fives and jokes about 
a “Texas-sized barbecue” as seventy-six innocent 
people were incinerated. But again, to think that 
there aren’t plenty of Goloshchekins on the federal 
payroll right now is to be very naïve.

 v 

Compulsory vaccination, as it stands in Amer-
ica, is the kind of policy one would expect when 
a central government run by the sweepings of 
humanity cracks the whip and state governments 
fall in line. There is nothing “free” or “democrat-
ic” about it — democracy being one of those fuzzy 
words that sounds nice but eludes definition — but 
rather a system with many features we associate 
with communist tyranny. It’s not as barbaric as the 
extreme forms of communism mentioned above, 
but it still exhibits the characteristics of commu-
nism in practice: a gross ignorance of man’s place 
in the natural world; an indifference towards the 
wants and needs of ordinary people; legions of 
dimwitted, uncaring bureaucrats; resentment and 
disgust among the populace. Above all, mass vac-
cination destroys people: directly in the case of the 
hundreds of thousands who have already died or 
been made invalids, and in a greater sense in the 
millions who will never be born because of the 
fertility damage and the physical or emotional in-
capacities suffered by the current generation that 
will prevent many of them from having children. 
That’s what the future probably holds.

Whether or not my premonition is correct, 
anyone who examines the words and deeds of vac-
cine pushers will come up against the communist 
mentality. During a seminar on infectious diseases 
in 1992, for example, Dr. George Peter, the chair-
man of the American Academy of Pediatrics, gave 
a reason for his recommendation that all infants 
be vaccinated against Hepatitis B: “Children are 
accessible.” In other words, children are small, 
they can’t resist, and there are enough laws man-
dating vaccination as a requirement for school at-
tendance so that their parents are unlikely to ob-
ject. Dr. Martin Smith, another former spokesman 
of the AAP, offered an even more sinister directive 
when he said, “Children of the nation are soldiers 
in the defense of this country against disease.” He 

didn’t mention that soldiers die when they defend 
their country, but others have come right out and 
said that some children must be sacrificed “for 
the welfare, safety and comfort of the nation.” It 
would be interesting to find out how many pedi-
atricians think like this, and of these, how many 
have not vaccinated their own children. Of course, 
this pseudo-patriotic ploy is just another example 
of the twisted logic of vaccine advocates, because 
if vaccines worked, all that sensible parents would 
have to do is bring their children in to get their 
shots, then they wouldn’t have to worry about 
diseases being spread by unvaccinated children — 
children of parents like me.

Most vaccine advocates are not communist 
butchers at heart. Many of them are just a rein-
carnation of the fashionable dupes of the 1920s 
and 1930s who really thought that the Russian 
experiment would evolve into paradise on earth. 
One of these, a famous journalist named Lincoln 
Steffens who visited the Soviet Union in 1919, ex-
ulted “I have seen the future, and it works.” He 
later changed his tune. Lenin called these people 
“useful idiots,” and there have been many such 
idiots who have spoken out in favor of vaccines. 
Hollywood, long a hotbed of communist types, 
has provided more than its share. There is some-
thing about these people that makes them blind 
to reality, if not warped to begin with. And they 
are not rare — not a hundred years ago, not now. 
Just look at all the people who voted for Hillary 
Clinton, a communist at heart no matter what 
she calls herself. Sixty-four million voters could 
not detect the inherent evil in this woman that 
so many others could sense even without being 
aware of her notoriously horrible behavior in pri-
vate and the numerous felonies she committed 
during her political career; or, considering all the 
freaks that now swarm over America, perhaps a 
few million of these were communist in character 
themselves.

Social injustice, exploitation, inequality all 
must be wiped out to achieve an ideal society, the 
communist proclaims. And how is that to be ac-
complished? By killing everyone who stands in the 
way of that lofty goal, that’s how. Diseases must be 
eradicated, the vaccinators tells us, so that we can 
look forward one day to a world of optimal health. 
And how will this be achieved? With vaccines of 
all kinds, and newer and better ones on the hori-
zon. What this has already achieved, of course, is 
millions of wrecked young lives — and consider-
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ing that an unknown number of vaccine doses al-
ready administered are ticking time bombs, many 
more will eventually be destroyed. Actually, many 
of these vaccine advocates, like communist fanat-
ics, are not motivated by any noble sentiment, but 
rather by a lust for power, by an urge to brutally 
dominate others. If allowed to run their course, 
the result will be the same: the end of human life 
on a great scale, as happened in Russia, China, and 
Cambodia. 

Of course there has never been a perfect world, 
or anything close to it, and it is insane to even 
think about the possibility of creating one. Human 
beings have always been divided among them-
selves by tribe, religion, language, and especially 
race. As long as such differences exist, and as long 
as such different groups live near or among each 
other, or covet the same territory, there will be so-
cial friction. Since Homo sapiens first appeared on 
the scene, have there been ten years on this planet 
without conflict? And even within the most ho-
mogeneous and stable societies, there will always 
be natural differences and inequalities among in-
dividuals, both physical and psycho-emotional, 
that will always provoke jealousy and hostility, so 

we might as well get with the program. The best we 
can do is to be guided and led by the most supe-
rior, by those who are natural aristocrats in heart 
and mind — those precious few who can bring out 
the best in us and curb our destructive impulses.

By the same token, there never has been any-
thing like perfect health. We all get sick at times 
on the journey through life, and in the end we all 
die. Naturally, most of us want to maintain excel-
lent health, for ourselves and of course for our 
children, and one part of that is accepting that at 
times they will fall ill to certain pathogens, and 
temporary pain or discomfort needs to be en-
dured without medical intervention. In fact, this is 
beneficial to the developing immune system. And 
another aspect of preserving health is understand-
ing that while modern medicine has done some 
wonderful things, it has also spawned some totally 
crazy ideas, one of them being the notion, pushed 
by evil people and their ignorant fellow travelers, 
that vaccines can usher in a world virtually free of 
disease.

Vaccinations are medical communism, and like 
Marxist theory the whole filthy lie is going to fall 
apart some day.

For our soldiers who fought in Vietnam
MOST people reading this book were too young 
to remember the Vietnam War, or were born after 
the war ended. Very few who did not live through 
that event are emotionally affected by it. In fact, 
I’ve asked several people born after 1975 what 
they learned of the Vietnam War in school, and 
most told me that it was hardly ever mentioned. I 
find this incredible, though I suppose I shouldn’t, 
because from kindergarten to the day I graduated 
college, as a history major no less, I never heard a 
single word about the Korean War, which ended 
in 1953, the year I was born. Is there a country on 
this planet whose citizens know less about their 
own history than America? 

The Vietnam War was the war of my youth. I 
was eleven when the first American soldier died in 
combat in that country, nineteen when the last one 
died. A few more were killed during the frenzied 
evacuation of U.S. citizens as North Vietnamese 
troops closed in on Saigon — the capital of the for-
mer South Vietnam, renamed Ho Chi Minh City 
— some two years later, in April 1975. That was 
half a lifetime ago. And I have never been in the 

military. Yet the Vietnam War still has a hold on 
me, like no other war ever has. I’ve read more than 
twenty books on the subject, half of them written 
by men who fought there, and I’ve spent count-
less hours on the Internet watching old footage of 
nameless battles as well as battles whose names I 
remember well.

My earliest recollection of the war was some 
time in 1966 when I was in junior high school. 
One student took it upon herself to organize a 
letter writing campaign to “our boys” — that was 
the popular term back then — fighting in Viet-
nam, letting them know we were behind them all 
the way. Along with letters, she requested that we 
bring in small items like soap, toothbrushes and 
chewing gum to be sent to Vietnam to keep our 
soldiers’ spirits up. I wondered why our govern-
ment could not supply such cheap, simple items 
to its fighting men, but this seemed like a proper 
gesture and I made my contribution. I did support 
our boys in Vietnam; this was America, my coun-
try, forever in the right, and we were the good guys 
who would eventually prevail as we had prevailed 
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in every war we had ever fought. In fact, all the 
indications were that we were winning and the war 
would be over soon.

Of course at this stage of my life, and right up to 
America’s defeat in Vietnam nine years later, I was 
totally ignorant, steeped as I was in all the glori-
ous myths about America and having seen almost 
nothing of the outside world. I would later learn, 
from reading accounts of our men who fought in 
Vietnam, that the television screen never conveyed 
the everyday realities on the ground. I’ve heard 
conservatives complain that the “liberal media” 
were biased against the Vietnam War, that they 
instilled a defeatist attitude in the American pub-
lic that ultimately led to military defeat, but that’s 
nonsense. What the news media did, at least in the 
early years, was preserve the status quo by leaving 
the public totally confused about what was hap-
pening in Vietnam. They did this by uncritically 
reporting as facts all the lies that the generals and 
military spokesmen were feeding them, leading 
us to believe that things were going well and pre-
dicting that an American victory was not far off. 
In The Grunts, Charles Anderson, a Marine Corps 
infantryman, mocked the kind of press statement 
that could be expected after thirteen of his buddies 
were killed when a North Vietnamese mortar shell 
landed squarely on a ton of high explosive am-
munition sitting on a pallet: “The U.S. command 
in Saigon announced today that scattered actions 
with enemy forces accounted for three hundred 
fifty-eight communist dead. American losses were 
described as light.” That’s exactly the kind of thing 
I recall reading and hearing a hundred times, and 
it always sounded so encouraging, like we were 
well on our way to victory, and it was just a matter 
of time.

But we were not winning in Vietnam. As the 
years passed I became more and more mystified 
by the war, and more disturbed by the number 
of American soldiers dying halfway around the 
world. It didn’t seem to make sense that we could 
not win a war against such a small and insignifi-
cant country, but at the same time, I had no reason 
to believe that the war was not being conducted 
properly. It just seemed to be the way of things 
that it kept grinding on with no end in sight. In the 
meantime, all I did was take away what I read in 
the papers and saw on television. Gradually, cov-
erage of protests against the war increased as they 
became more vocal, and at times more violent. I 
didn’t know what to make of all those young men 

burning their draft cards in public, and strange to 
say, fifty years later I still have mixed feelings. In 
one way, they were cowards for refusing to fight in 
Vietnam; in another way, they were bold for being 
so openly defiant and facing possible imprison-
ment, and wise for avoiding military service. But I 
don’t want to give any undue credit here; you had 
to be a much better man to go to Vietnam than 
not to go. 

Heavy fighting raged right through my high 
school years, 1967 to 1971. Some students wore 
bracelets inscribed with the names of American 
soldiers who were prisoners of war or missing in 
action. We cared — the war reached deep into 
our hearts. During the years of the most intense 
fighting, in the late sixties, the casualty rate was 
staggering, with 250 to 300 soldiers being killed 
every week. In no way am I downplaying the trag-
edy of those who have lost loved ones in Iraq and 
Afghanistan, but in Vietnam ten times more sol-
diers were dying each week, and it also must be 
remembered that young men were being drafted. 
(The military draft was abolished in 1973.)

Chaminade, my high school, has long had a 
reputation as one of the top academic institutions 
on Long Island. In addition, once a year, the entire 
student body attends a Gold Star Mass, with two 
uniformed Marines present, to honor those alum-
ni, about fifty when I attended, who have fallen in 
foreign wars, including Vietnam. Yet, even though 
the war filled my entire four years there, and even 
though our teachers sometimes brought it up in 
class, they never said anything original or provoc-
ative: it was always the same old consensus reality.

 v 

At my halfway point in high school — on June 
27, 1969 to be exact — Life, for decades Ameri-
ca’s most popular magazine, came out with an 
issue that made a profound impression on me. 
The cover story was “The Faces of the American 
Dead in Vietnam: One Week’s Toll.” Across several 
pages were printed the photographs, names, ages, 
hometowns, service branches and ranks of nearly 
all the 242 men who, the article stated, were killed 
in action the week of May 28 to June 3. For the 
first time, the casualties we were taking in Viet-
nam were expressed not in hazy news reports and 
dry statistics, but in the faces of the young men in 
the prime of their lives who had just died in bat-
tle. So many wonderful young faces. Many were 
probably high school yearbook photos; half the 
men pictured in that magazine were no more than 
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five years my senior; several were only three years 
older. I saw in those faces the seniors who walked 
the halls of my high school barely a year earlier; 
some of the older guys who had been in my boy 
scout troop; young men I’d worked with at vari-
ous jobs. And there was something else that I’m 
certain I shared, even if on a subconscious level, 
with millions of other people who saw that issue 
of Life. These young men were America’s best, the 
country’s genetic treasure, now wasted in a war 
the purpose of which could not be explained to 
anyone’s satisfaction. And these were the dead in 
just one week of a war that had been going on for 
more than four years. No one but their families 
and friends knew them as individuals, of course, 
but it was impossible to look at those faces without 
feeling a great sense of loss.

Sometime later, in a published statement, the 
editors of Life wrote that no other issue in the 
magazine’s history had provoked such an outpour-
ing of emotion among its readers. For once I think 
they were telling the truth. But looking back now, 
I don’t for a moment believe what they had assert-
ed in the introduction to that article, which made 
it sound like these men had been evenly divided 
between those who believed in the cause for which 
they were fighting, and those who were desperate 
to come home. Based on everything I’ve read, the 
few soldiers who arrived in Vietnam believing they 
were fighting for a noble cause had their illusions 
shattered in a matter of days. And then it came out 
that many, if not most of those pictured had not 
been killed in the time frame indicated, but ear-
lier in May. When angry relatives contacted Life 
about this deliberate misrepresentation, the feeble 
reply, as I recall, was that they couldn’t obtain all 
the details of those who had died in the designat-
ed week to make the June 27 issue, so they sub-
stituted other recent war dead. It seems that even 
in the rare instance when the media do something 
worthwhile, they still can’t help lying.

By this time, dissent against the war had be-
come so widespread, even among returning veter-
ans, who had formed an organization called Viet-
nam Veterans Against the War, that it no longer 
seemed wrong to oppose it. The “domino theory” 
— the belief that the international communist 
movement would topple governments all over 
Southeast Asia, one by one, in its relentless drive 
to conquer the world, unless we stopped it — still 
made sense to me, as did the conservative appeal 
to support our boys and achieve a decisive military 

victory. There was tough talk among some over 
why we didn’t just “drop the big one” on Hanoi, the 
capital of North Vietnam, and end the war imme-
diately — the kind of bluster I’ve often heard from 
bigmouths who have never seen combat — as if 
instantly wiping out one or two hundred thousand 
people was no big deal. Such talk irritated me, but 
neither could I identify with the pacifist crowd, 
whining for peace and holding numerous demon-
strations in support of an immediate end to the 
fighting. The pacifists did not offend me, however, 
and I made a clear distinction between them and 
the despicable creatures who marched and chant-
ed for a communist victory while waving Viet 
Cong flags. These made my blood boil.

At this point in time, I was overwhelmed by ev-
erything that was going on. How could I support 
the war when so many men who had fought in 
Vietnam were speaking out against it? There were 
so many marches and rallies on college campuses 
and in the streets of the big cities — could all these 
people be wrong? It was incredible how the coun-
try was being torn apart by those who supported 
the war and those who opposed it. Then My Lai 
became a huge news story; nearly five hundred 
people in that village, including even babies, had 
been murdered in cold blood by our own army. 
Many refused to believe that Americans could do 
such a thing. Furthermore, we had taken the war 
into neighboring Laos and Cambodia, dropping 
a tremendous tonnage of bombs on those neutral 
countries through which the North Vietnamese 
Army was transporting supplies on jungle tracks 
and secondary roads into South Vietnam. When 
these facts became publicized there were more 
violent riots, which culminated in the gunning 
down of four students at Kent State University 
by the Ohio National Guard. Disgruntled com-
bat vets were marching on Washington, throwing 
their ribbons and medals in the street like unwant-
ed trash. I didn’t know what to believe anymore. It 
was beyond my comprehension.

As the months passed, the war took on a new 
dimension for me. I would turn eighteen in late 
1971, and would be eligible for the draft. I must 
say that American involvement in the land war 
was being phased out by the time I graduated 
high school, but for my birth year there was still 
a draft lottery, as there had been in previous years. 
The word was that the first thirty or forty birth-
days picked would be told to report for a physical, 
though I later learned that 1953 was the first birth 
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year in which no men were drafted. But at the time 
nothing was certain, and while the possibility of 
being drafted seemed remote, it was still there, and 
I felt especially vulnerable because I had dropped 
out of college after the first semester, and thus was 
ineligible for a deferment. With much apprehen-
sion I awaited the results of the draft lottery held 
on February 2, 1972. My birthday, November 24, 
came in at #180. Well up there. Safe.

Twenty-one years later I visited the Vietnam 
Wall Memorial in Washington D.C. Every Amer-
ican should go there and gaze at all those names 
to try to learn something — those, at least, who 
can deal with reality, by which I mean the trea-
son of our elected and unelected officials. After all 
these years, one is still likely to see, as I did, war 
comrades or family members tracing the indented 
name of a loved one with pencil on a sheet of a 
paper held against the wall, or leaving a memento 
at its base. It is a moving experience. With mixed 
feelings of sadness and curiosity, I scanned the 
birth years of perhaps one thousand of our Viet-
nam dead in one of the registers near the Wall. It 
was no surprise that the great majority were born 
in the 1940s, particularly the latter half of that de-
cade. Quite a few were born in 1950, not so many 
in 1951. I saw only one 1952 birth year, and none 
at all in 1953. But I was very close to the war in 
more ways than one.

 v 

American combat operations ended in January 
1973, and President Nixon started talking about 
“peace with honor.” The slogan rang hollow with 
me, but I was glad the war was over. Of course, it 
wasn’t over for the Vietnamese, but there was lit-
tle news coverage of the continuing conflict until 
just before the fall of South Vietnam. Along with 
the rest of the country, I watched the TV news in 
grim silence as North Vietnamese tanks rolled tri-
umphantly up to the presidential palace in Saigon, 
plowing right through the fence surrounding it. 
The South surrendered and the country was forc-
ibly reunified under communist rule. And that’s 
when the bitter reality set in: 58,191 American 
soldiers had died, and hundreds of thousands had 
been maimed in body or soul or both, for absolute-
ly nothing. Their losses went hand in hand with 
the obliteration of much of the land through years 
of constant aerial bombing and use of defoliants, 
and the totally deserved hatred of America on the 
part of civilians not only in all of North Vietnam 
and among many in the South, but also in Laos 

and Cambodia. The loss of life from American air 
strikes in these countries ran close to one million 
with casualties mounting to the present day. (Few 
people are aware that Laos is the most heavily 
bombed country in history.) It was this secret air 
war, steadfastly denied by the Nixon administra-
tion, that generated popular support in Cambodia 
for the Khmer Rouge, which would soon carry 
out the most murderous communist program the 
world has ever seen — this a direct result of the 
American “good guys” fighting the communist 
threat.

When Vietnam went communist in 1975, I did 
not feel any of the hostility towards the American 
power structure that I do now, and as a self-styled 
conservative at the time, I would’ve written off the 
term “American power structure” as a delusion of 
the leftist mentality. Still, I could not begin to un-
derstand what had happened in Vietnam. None 
of the syndicated conservative columnists or con-
servative publications that I read back then could 
explain it to my satisfaction, other than to bemoan 
the fact that we lost a war that we could’ve won. 
It wasn’t until three or four years after the war 
ended — around the time that I started reading 
dissident literature, and came across the writings 
of a few freethinkers who forcefully condemned 
the war while it was still being fought — that the 
elusive truth began to seep through. Around this 
time I read A Rumor of War by Philip Caputo, a 
Marine Corps second lieutenant who landed in 
Danang with the first American combat unit in 
March 1965. This wonderful book ripped the cov-
er off all the pseudo-patriotic war propaganda 
and revealed, for the first time, the horrors of that 
conflict and what our soldiers had to endure. In-
directly, it also underscored what was beginning 
to dawn on me: that despite all the pep talk about 
freedom and democracy which characterized ev-
ery administration since the end of World War 
Two — in fact, right up to the collapse of the Sovi-
et Empire — no American in a position of power 
and influence was ever serious about vanquishing 
world communism.

 v 

It was President John F. Kennedy who got us 
into the quagmire of Vietnam by beefing up the 
American military presence in that country and 
making pious noises about meeting the commu-
nist threat in Southeast Asia — this while increas-
ing the leverage of communism in Laos, which 
shares a long border with Vietnam, and in other 
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parts of the world. From the beginning, Kennedy’s 
policies in Vietnam, which strengthened a de-
spised ruling family hopelessly out of touch with 
its people, created all kinds of strife, portending 
the troubles that lay ahead. Some have speculated 
that Kennedy intended to clean up the mess that 
he himself created, and would have withdrawn 
most or all American military personnel from 
Vietnam had he survived and been re-elected. This 
might be true. While the Kennedy presidency was 
mainly a shabby one, his thinking is impossible to 
figure out. He was inconsistent in his words and 
actions, and took a lot of secrets to his early grave.

Lyndon Johnson inherited this festering prob-
lem, but in my view he bore the greatest respon-
sibility for the Vietnam War — though no one 
should discount the influence of the “advisors” 
who swarm around every modern president. 
Johnson started the war using the false flag Gulf 
of Tonkin incident as a pretext — one of several 
naval incidents that have initiated American wars 
overseas, Pearl Harbor being the most notorious. 
He escalated the war to tremendous proportions. 
It was on his watch that the heaviest fighting took 
place and the most men died, though his succes-
sor, Richard Nixon, was also a bona fide war crim-
inal, as was Nixon’s national security adviser, the 
sinister Henry Kissinger. 

And what was going on during this noble cru-
sade against communism? Many things. For one, 
several large American corporations, in collab-
oration with Chase Manhattan Bank and certain 
federal agencies, constructed the Volgograd and 
Kama RIver truck plants in the Soviet Union, the 
latter of which became the largest truck factory 
in the world; trucks assembled here were used by 
the North Vietnamese Army to transport fuel and 
supplies for the purpose of killing American sol-
diers. This was in keeping with Johnson’s decision 
in 1966 to relax export restrictions of numerous 
commodities and technology blueprints essen-
tial for weapons of all kinds, by declaring them 
“non-strategic.” For another, earlier that same 
year, two Cuban cargo ship captains, who had left 
their vessels and sought political asylum in Spain, 
furnished our State Department with complete 
details of the routes and timetables of ships load-
ed with war materiel departing from Cuba with 
North Vietnam their final destination. Every one 
of these ships sailed through the Panama Canal, 
which then was under American control. Our 
Navy did nothing to intercept these ships at the 

Canal, in the waters off North Vietnam, or any-
where in between.

If that weren’t enough, Johnson’s biggest finan-
cial supporters of his entire political career, be-
ginning as a Texas state senator, were the Brown 
brothers of Brown & Root, a firm that won con-
tracts for huge military construction projects in 
South Vietnam. In other words, expanding the war 
was a good way for Johnson to pay off his political 
debts. That’s my own conjecture, but I wouldn’t put 
anything past LBJ, who had several people mur-
dered while clawing his way to the top of the gov-
ernment heap, including his own sister, and had 
the interesting habit of briefing reporters while 
sitting on the toilet, and urinating on the White 
House lawn in the company of guests — or so I’ve 
read. I do believe these things, because many peo-
ple close to him, in and out of politics, spoke and 
wrote about the Johnson they knew after his death. 
Apparently, they were too scared to spill the beans 
on this beast while he was still alive.

 v 

I knew about ten men who fought in Vietnam, 
two of whom were wounded. Some I knew before 
they went there, some I got to know after they 
came back. All were blue collar types, what you 
would call regular guys — none were uncommon-
ly good or uncommonly bad. I learned right away 
that men who have been in combat do not wish to 
talk to outsiders about their experiences. Instead, I 
learned of the day to day realities of the war from 
books written by veterans. The same themes came 
up again and again, even though they fought at 
different times in different regions: the personal 
principles that inspired them to enlist, or comply 
with the draft, which quickly disintegrated after 
they arrived in Vietnam; the growing realization 
of the futility of their mission; the incomprehen-
sion of guerilla warfare in an unfamiliar landscape, 
for which their combat training proved useless; 
the pointless patrols on dangerous jungle trails in 
the oppressive heat while heavily weighed down 
with combat gear, in which thousands of men 
were blown apart or hideously wounded by booby 
traps; the unsung casualties of heatstroke, malaria 
and other tropical hazards; the numerous casual-
ties of friendly fire and various accidents and mis-
haps, affecting both soldiers and civilians, which 
were bound to occur in a war of such confused 
circumstances; the mental turmoil created by the 
objective of protecting innocent villagers from the 
communist Viet Cong, knowing that some of these 
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same people sympathized with or even were mem-
bers of this homegrown communist force, whom 
they were supposed to kill; the months on end of 
living in fear, filth and exhaustion, sleeping only 
three or four hours a day in mud; the grudging ad-
miration for the determination of their enemies, 
which grew in direct proportion to the hatred of 
their own government; the mental state of caring 
about no one in the world except themselves and 
their comrades, and hoping for nothing other than 
surviving their tour of duty; the incompetence 
and indifference of their superiors who directed 
senseless operations from safe and comfortable lo-
cations far from the actual fighting; the contempt 
towards these same individuals, a contempt that 
often hardened into a burning hatred, and some-
times provoked acts of sabotage and even murder. 
(The Vietnam War contributed a new word to the 
English language: frag. To frag means to try to kill 
one’s military commanders by throwing a hand 
grenade into their living quarters, or in some cases 
“accidentally” shooting them. There were nearly a 
thousand fragging incidents in Vietnam, about ten 
percent of which were successful.)

Nor did it take years for the madness to reveal 
itself. Philip Caputo related an almost surreal scene 
he witnessed during an early stage of the war. To 
the west, the Marines were fighting the Viet Cong; 
to the east, two factions of our ally, the South Viet-
namese Army, were fighting each other — a civil 
war within a civil war. In disbelief he watched a 
South Vietnamese fighter plane roar downward 
and strafe a convoy of trucks packed with South 
Vietnamese soldiers. “I knew then that we could 
never win,” he wrote. “With a government and an 
army like that in South Vietnam we could never 
hope to win the war. To go on with the war would 
be folly — worse than folly: it would be a crime, 
murder on a mass scale.”

That was not the worst of it. In Compromised, 
the ultimate insider book about CIA drug traf-
ficking and the making of the Clinton presidency, 
Terry Reed, an Air Force pilot, described how his 
upright midwestern values were cynically exploit-
ed by his government, and how he quickly became 
disenchanted with the way the Vietnam War was 
being conducted — a feeling that exploded into the 
open when he and other pilots were informed by 
an Air Force captain that there had been a policy 
change, and that American prisoner of war camps 
at strategic points along enemy supply lines, previ-
ously off limits, were now to be targeted: he and his 

fellow pilots were being ordered to drop bombs on 
American POWs. From page 22 of Compromised:

A small mutiny ensued and ended shortly there-
after with the stunned airmen standing at rigid at-
tention while a full colonel read them the Uniform 
Code of Military Justice, specifically the section 
about the consequences of refusing to obey a direct 
order. They were guaranteed immediate lodging in 
the federal penitentiary at Fort Leavenworth, Kan-
sas, if the orders were not obeyed immediately, and 
told that replacements from Hawaii would be there 
within 24 hours. The replacements would follow the 
lawful orders being given. It was going to happen, 
with or without their cooperation.

The bombs fell. That’s the kind of government 
we have. That’s the kind of person you’ll find in our 
military brass. That was the reality — a small part 
of it — of the Vietnam War. 

 v 

Right through all this, our conservatives con-
tinued to fight the communist menace from be-
hind their typewriters. No one is more anti-com-
munist than I, but the greatest danger to America 
has always come from within, not from the So-
viet colossus our government helped build, nor 
from anywhere else — least of all the backwater 
countries of Southeast Asia. In an earlier chapter 
I raked over the rubbish of communist dogma 
and its impossible designs for global domination. 
To think that communism could snowball into 
a monolithic force that would eventually swal-
low the whole planet was to think in very narrow 
terms, which is what conservatives do. Well before 
the Vietnam War began it had become obvious to 
any casual observer that Moscow could not keep 
a firm grip on the nations of Eastern Europe, not 
to mention its wavering influence in other parts 
of the world. Yugoslavia had left the Soviet camp, 
riots had broken out in Poland and East Germany, 
and for two momentous weeks in 1956, the people 
of Hungary had waged all out war with small arms 
against their oppressors in the streets of Budapest, 
with thousands of casualties on both sides, during 
which they pleaded in vain for military assistance 
from a supposedly anti-communist American 
government. When none came, the rebellion was 
crushed by Russian tanks.

So it’s not just by benefit of hindsight to ob-
serve how mixed up conservatives were with their 
dominoes. But no one could have predicted how it 
would all play out. As it happened, the Vietnam-
ese brand of communism, infused with a healthy 
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nationalism that scorned American domination of 
the country, and French before it — another thing 
that conservatives can’t understand — proved to be 
less murderous than anticipated, while next door 
in Cambodia the Khmer Rouge carried out a rev-
olution horrifying even by communist standards, 
killing off nearly a quarter of the population. Af-
ter four years of this nightmare, Vietnam invad-
ed Cambodia and overthrew the regime, while 
renewing their ancient feud with their northern 
neighbor, China — where, of course, a communist 
government had been brought to power in 1949 
with the indispensable help of Washington. China, 
which had supported the Khmer Rouge — as did 
some people in our own State Department — in-
vaded Vietnam, launching a sporadic border war 
that dragged on for years — all these events ex-
posing the absurdity of the domino scenario and 
the insanity of American foreign policy. Like ev-
erywhere else, this part of the world would have 
been spared a great deal of suffering if we had only 
stayed away from it. And even if these people had 
gone communist on their own and slaughtered 
each other in vast numbers, no American in his 
right mind should have cared, any more than a 
Vietnamese peasant living in 1863 should have 
cared about all the lives lost at Chickamauga and 
Gettysburg.

 v 

Smedley Butler was a highly decorated Marine 
Corps major general who, over the course of thir-
ty-four years, participated in American military 
actions all over the world, his last in France during 
World War One. He is one of the very few career 
military men to look back upon his years of duty 
with shame and disgust. He reflected on many 
things, most poignantly his visits to eighteen vet-
erans hospitals around the country which housed 
50,000 of what he called “the living dead” — for-
gotten casualties of the First World War. In a gov-
ernment hospital in Marion, Indiana he saw 1800 
mentally destroyed men kept in pens like animals. 
Nothing ever changes in America, I thought as I 
read this. In 1935, after retiring from the service, 
he wrote a short book titled War is a Racket, in 
which he concluded that for his entire career he 
was a hireling for big business interests. Butler had 
particularly harsh words for those who profit from 
the human misery created by war. He got right to 
the point on page one:

At least 21,000 new millionaires and billionaires 
were made in the United States during the [First] 

World War. That many admitted their huge blood 
gains in their income tax returns. How many other 
war millionaires falsified their tax returns no one 
knows. How many of these war millionaires shoul-
dered a rifle? How many of them dug a trench? 
How many of them knew what it meant to go hun-
gry in a rat-infested dug-out? How many of them 
spent sleepless, frightened nights, ducking shells and 
shrapnel and machine gun bullets? How many of 
them parried the bayonet thrust of an enemy? How 
many of them were wounded or killed in battle?

Surely there were thousands of U.S. corpora-
tions that struck it rich during the Vietnam War, 
and it’s not just the blatant merchants of death — 
the munitions manufacturers and the financiers — 
that rake in the wealth when war exacts its toll, but 
many others as well: the ship and aircraft builders 
along with the steel companies that supply their 
resources; the uniform companies; the chemical 
and petroleum firms; the boot makers and leather 
tanneries; the factories that make helmets, pon-
chos, mosquito nets, mess kits and all the other 
accoutrements needed by soldiers — not to for-
get the vaccine manufacturers since all the troops 
have to get their shots. It would take several pages 
to list all those who profit, directly and indirectly, 
from the hell of war.

In tandem with this is the military bureaucra-
cy which, over the course of the last century, has 
swollen to leviathan proportions. The tax money 
sucked up by the federal agency known as the De-
partment of Defense now totals more than the mil-
itary expenditures of the next eight governments 
combined. On the eve of the Vietnam War this 
bureaucracy employed some 4.5 million people, 
one million of them civilians, and operated from 
a budget larger than the entire national budgets 
of nearly every country in the world. There were 
six to eight times as many American non-combat 
personnel in Vietnam as there were fighting men. 
War keeps a lot of people busy, and there were 
nice salaries and benefits for all the advisors, pa-
per shufflers, supply clerks, truck drivers, doctors 
and nurses, pilots and crewmen shuttling cargo 
and troops, forklift operators routinely unloading 
soon-to-be-filled coffins — all the opportunists 
bred by bureaucracies which, in league with the 
private sector, feast on death and destruction. Like 
malignant tumors, bureaucracies take on a life of 
their own and their growth becomes impossible to 
control.

As mentioned earlier, the military is also a 
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sanctuary for all kinds of brutes and psychopaths 
incapable of productive work, men who find plea-
sure in killing and destroying for its own sake. War 
brings them out of the woodwork. In A Rumor of 
War, Philip Caputo recounts an incident in Okina-
wa while training for jungle warfare, shortly before 
being deployed to Vietnam. A beefy instructor 
walked into a classroom, buried a hatchet in the 
wall while screeching a war cry, and on a black-
board wrote the words “AMBUSHES ARE MUR-
DER AND MURDER IS FUN.” He then pulled 
out the hatchet, and brandishing it at his bewil-
dered students, ordered them to recite out loud 
what he had written. George S. Patton, son of the 
famous World War Two general, was another one 
for whom killing provided endless entertainment. 
“I like to see the arms and legs fly,” was one of his 
favorite lines. In 1968 he sent out Christmas cards 
reading, “From Colonel and Mrs. George S. Patton 
III — Peace on Earth.” Inside the cards were color 
photographs of stacked, dismembered Viet Cong 
soldiers. At a farewell party shortly before he left 
Vietnam, Patton made the rounds wearing a peace 
medallion while showing off a polished enemy 
skull with a bullet hole in it. During a “pacifica-
tion” campaign to wrest control of Kien Hoa prov-
ince from the Viet Cong, thousands of noncomba-
tant civilians were killed by American planes and 
helicopter gunships, all counted as enemy dead in 
a war for which the tally of bodies was the num-
ber one priority. Such atrocities took place all the 
time. “Death is our business and business is good” 
was painted on a structure used by some of these 
helicopter crews. These are just a few examples of 
the death cult mentality that one frequently en-
counters in literature on the Vietnam War. Many 
of those who were brainwashed into it, or who em-
braced it as a means of survival, had a great deal of 
trouble living with themselves after they returned 
home. Except for the comparatively few like those 
above, and the cold-blooded Chris Kyle types, 
killing people in a faraway country that poses no 
threat to one’s own country is an unnatural act that 
can destroy a man’s mind, even if it takes a while 
for the reality of it to set in. Some shrug it off, 
some get over it, some never do. Thousands have 
returned to Vietnam to meet their former enemies 
in a spirit of reconciliation, and heal the wounds of 
war, but many have never felt that way. In any case, 
the number of permanent casualties has been very 
high. God only knows how long the road of sui-
cides, drug and alcohol addictions, broken homes 

and broken lives that began in Vietnam stretches.
 v 

The official U.S. position of opposing commu-
nism in Southeast Asia was always a lie. From the 
Franklin Roosevelt administration onward, our 
government, aligned with the media, has aided 
and abetted nearly every communist power grab, 
even after the collapse of the Soviet empire, as in 
South Africa. War of all kinds declared by Wash-
ington D.C. has always been a farce. The war on 
communism, the war on terror, the war on this, 
the war on that. Back in 1964, Lyndon Johnson, 
while gearing up for the Vietnam War, launched 
his War on Poverty. Four riot-ravaged years lat-
er, after millions of tax dollars had quietly been 
siphoned to black revolutionaries, the people he 
claimed he set out to help were more impover-
ished than ever, owing to their own destructive 
behavior. In 1971 President Richard Nixon signed 
the National Cancer Act, officially declaring war 
on cancer. How’s that war been coming along? 
That same year he inaugurated his War on Drugs, 
when there were less than a half million addicts in 
the entire country, and two federal agencies that 
enforced drug laws. Thirty years later the num-
ber of drug addicts had multiplied tenfold, while 
the anti-drug offensive had fanned out to include 
fifty-five agencies. Every American who has edu-
cated himself knows that rogue U.S. government 
officials, across a wide spectrum of agencies, 
constitute a major international drug trafficking 
network. These criminals make a fortune, illegal 
drugs flood the nation, more stringent anti-drug 
laws are passed expanding the police state enforce-
ment apparatus at every level, and drug busts rise 
on a constant upward curve with America’s “drug 
problem” getting worse all the time. It seems that 
whenever the government declares war on a prob-
lem, the problem becomes much worse by design.

Shortly after the events of September 11, 2001, 
the truth of which has always been smothered 
by the controlled media, President George Bush 
announced the War on Terror, which ushered in 
the boundless surveillance state that all of us have 
become accustomed to. The War of Terror would 
be a more fitting term. The immediate beneficia-
ries were companies like Boeing, Raytheon and 
Lockheed Martin, which make bombs used by 
the American military to kill people in foreign 
countries. This is terrorism. But Lockheed Martin 
also wants to keep our shores safe from terrorists, 
so they do a lot of business with the Department 
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of Homeland Security, founded in 2002, and its 
many spinoff agencies. One of their swindles is the 
Transportation Worker Identification Credential, 
or TWIC. If, like me, you are one of two million 
Americans whose job requires that you enter a 
waterfront facility (barges deliver oil to harbor 
terminals, where I sometimes load my truck), 
you must have a TWIC card to gain entry. To get 
one, you have to go to a designated location to be 
photographed, fingerprinted and entered into Big 
Brother’s database. A TWIC card costs $132, check 
made payable to Lockheed Martin. Two million 
times $132 equals $264,000,000 — and you have 
to renew it and repay it every five years. Not a bad 
cash cow. There are similar procedures and costs 
required of commercial drivers who transport 
hazardous materials, a category that includes all 
petroleum products. Plus, if you own an oil com-
pany, as I did for three years, you will receive liter-
ature in the mail from various hustlers cashing in 
on the anti-terror bonanza by offering seminars, 
security programs, manuals and such, and to try 
to scare you into buying their products, they cite 
recent federal dictates that include harsh penalties, 
including prison terms, for noncompliance. This is 
just the tiny bit I’ve seen of it. The War on Terror, 
it’s called. 

Out of the same mold — though an official term 
has not yet been coined — is the war on childhood 
disease. It’s a scam to empower the burgeoning 
“health” bureaucracies and enrich the vaccine 
makers, but many Americans actually think it’s 
driven by good intentions. In reality, politicians in 
every state are bought off by lobbyists employed by 
firms like Merck, Novartis and GlaxoSmithKline 
to enact laws mandating scores of vaccinations as a 
requirement for school attendance. And like Lock-
heed Martin, they work both sides of the street: 
if their vaccines bring on diabetes or asthma or 
attention deficit disorder in your child, they’ll be 
happy to sell you Ritalin or Advair or Dulera to 
“solve” the problem they’ve created, which might 
lead to more problems for which they’ll be happy 
to sell you still more drugs. 

Like all wars, the war on childhood disease cre-
ates jobs. It accounts for the skyrocketing number 
of pediatricians, a type of doctor I never heard of 
when I was young. We just had a family doctor. 
According to Dr. Robert Mendelsohn, vaccines 
are the “bread and butter” of pediatric practice. 
As more and more children are damaged by shots, 
they are referred to more and more specialists, 

keeping more doctors’ offices, laboratories and 
other medical sidelines busy. Those in special ed-
ucation probably have benefited the most. Spe-
cial education is a growth industry with no end 
in sight. And I don’t mean to denigrate the rank 
and file. There are many kind people, mostly wom-
en, in this field — I’ve known several who have 
worked with my children — just as I’m sure there 
were many caring, dedicated doctors and nurses 
who treated the traumatic wounds of our soldiers 
in Vietnam, perhaps even some true saints who 
acted purely from self-sacrifice, wanting nothing 
in return (not to gloss over the many disgraceful 
military doctors and VA hospital horror stories). 
But war casualties provided good pay and benefits 
for medical personnel, and without those perks 
I doubt most would have worked in South Viet-
nam. I never heard of one who spoke out against a 
meaningless war that was mangling the bodies of 
so many young American men. And my observa-
tion of people who administer programs for hand-
icapped children convinces me that they would 
oppose any idea, such as abolishing vaccines, that 
might put them out of work.

 v 

As someone who reads constantly, and with 
a million books on the market, I carefully select 
those that I think will be worth my time. One kind 
of book I don’t often read is the memoirs of some 
president, or general, or other public figure be-
cause these books tend to be self-serving and omit 
a great deal of importance. Nevertheless, I made 
an exception for Robert McNamara’s In Retrospect, 
subtitled The Tragedy and Lessons of Vietnam. I re-
tain many images of the Vietnam War — images of 
things that took place in Vietnam as well as here at 
home. One indelible image is that of Robert Mc-
Namara, who served as defense secretary through 
the entire Kennedy and all but the last year of the 
Johnson administrations. Specifically, it was the 
news conferences that I saw on television, with 
McNamara waving his pointer at a map of Viet-
nam, and explaining, in his mechanical way, the 
latest war developments. I didn’t know what he 
was talking about, and as it turned out, neither 
did he, but even back then, at the age of twelve, I 
sensed that there was something abnormal about 
this man whose middle name, believe it or not, 
was Strange.

McNamara was probably blamed more than 
anyone else, even the incompetent top Army gen-
eral William Westmoreland, for everything that 
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went wrong in Vietnam, even though he quit his 
post short of the war’s halfway point. He deserved 
much of that blame, though it should have been 
spread among three presidents and thirty or so 
cabinet members and military advisors whose 
names frequently appear in his book. As the war 
ground on with no end in sight, McNamara came 
to be despised by all segments of the population. 
To the peace crowd he was a mass murderer who 
directed the aerial bombing of civilian areas in 
North Vietnam. To two-fisted Americans, whose 
sons and brothers were fighting in South Vietnam 
or were likely to be drafted soon, this Harvard 
egghead, once described as “an IBM machine on 
legs,” was an alien geek whose bungled policies 
were getting a lot of young American men killed 
for unclear reasons.

The author describes some unpleasant confron-
tations with anti-war protestors, a few of which al-
most turned violent. The stresses and strains of the 
job led him to resign at the end of February 1968, 
and he became president of the World Bank. Four 
years later, while on a passenger ferry to Martha’s 
Vineyard, a popular holiday destination for the 
Washington elite, someone recognized him and 
tried to throw him in the ocean. That’s how high 
emotions ran during the Vietnam War. He chose 
not to mention this incident in his book.

For the most part, In Retrospect is a litany of 
meetings, conferences, debates, assessments, mes-
sages, fact-finding tours, arguments, discussions, 
memorandums, agreements, disagreements, re-as-
sessments — all of which lead nowhere. The im-
pression one gets is that of a bunch of cub scouts 
spending three years trying to fix a broken nuclear 
reactor, only to kill off the surrounding population 
with a massive radiation leak. In the last chapter 
he enumerates and discusses all the reasons why 
the war dragged on and ended the way it did. He 
could’ve compressed it into three sentences: “We 
didn’t know what we were doing. We made a lot of 
mistakes. Sorry about that.”

McNamara neglects to mention the sordid 
deeds of John and Robert Kennedy, Lyndon John-
son, and others he was close to. They weren’t per-
fect, he tells us, they made mistakes like you and 
me, but deep down they were good people and 
devoted public servants of our great democracy. 
Apparently he really believed this. There also is a 
great deal that he doesn’t mention about the war, 
including almost everything I’ve discussed above. 
This didn’t surprise me, the author’s claim in the 

preface that he is finally leveling with the Ameri-
can people and his many admissions of poor judg-
ment notwithstanding. For example, McNamara, 
who had risen within the Ford Motor Company 
to become its president before he was tapped for 
his government post, makes no mention of Ford’s 
longtime prominence in the industrial sector of 
the Soviet Union, North Vietnam’s chief military 
supplier. (I would not be surprised if the tanks that 
rumbled into Saigon in April 1975, sealing a com-
munist victory, were powered by Ford engines.) 
There isn’t a word about the CIA’s nefarious Phoe-
nix Program, which gave free rein to sadists in 
American and South Vietnamese uniforms, who 
murdered thousands of innocent civilians. He of-
fers a brief, vague account of his activities during 
World War Two, which I would have completely 
forgotten about had I not discovered what he left 
out.

While reading the book, I did some poking 
around on the Internet and learned that Mc-
Namara, who never saw combat, worked close-
ly with General Curtis Lemay, the B-29 Hulagu, 
who in the closing months of the war flattened Ja-
pan. As a statistical analyst, McNamara’s task was 
to determine how this could be done in the most 
cost-effective way. He was the original megadeath 
intellectual. It was he who recommended the fire-
bombing of Tokyo on March 10, 1945, which left 
behind the ashes of more than 80,000 men, wom-
en and children. With McNamara’s guidance, Le-
may continued to do an effective job, incinerat-
ing a half million Japanese civilians and burning 
much of Japan to the ground — all this before the 
two atom bombs were dropped on Hiroshima and 
Nagasaki. Although he leaves all this out of his 
book, he was interviewed about it in the film The 
Fog of War, made in 2003, eight years after In Ret-
rospect was published. Eighty-seven at the time, 
McNamara came across to me the same way he 
did forty years earlier — talking in circles, trying 
to sound important, saying nothing. There is no 
indication that he ever looked upon the countless 
innocent victims of his crimes as anything but 
“collateral damage,” that sickening term regularly 
used by military mouthpieces. Considering Mc-
Namara’s expertise in ending human life, I’m left 
wondering what he meant by “population plan-
ning,” which in his book he says he implemented 
as World Bank president, but which, typically, 
he does not elaborate on. Did he mean steriliz-
ing Third World populations under the guise of 
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high-minded vaccination campaigns?
On the whole, In Retrospect is a dull, shallow 

book riddled with omissions — like any book, a 
reflection of its author. The bibliography con-
tains eighty books and other publications about 
the Vietnam War, nearly all with sterile, schol-
arly-sounding titles. Not one book written by a 
combat veteran — the kind of book that will touch 
the emotions of any normal human being — is on 
McNamara’s list. What are emotions to a robot? 
Robert McNamara was a nonentity addicted to 
abstract concepts, having no connection to Amer-
ica’s working and middle class, having no real 
knowledge of history or world affairs, whose deci-
sions caused hundreds of thousands of people who 
wanted nothing to do with war, including Amer-
icans, to die in agony. If this book is good for one 
thing, it’s this: he has unwittingly given us a close 
look at soulless, bloodless, super-rich Corporate 
Man as he functions day to day in the highest 
councils of business and government. McNamara 
has reappeared in the likes of Dick Cheney, George 
Bush, Donald Rumsfeld, Rex Tillerson, Donald 
Trump and others — cowards and war pimps all 
who have never been anywhere near a battlefield 
and in one way or another weaseled out of being 
sent to Vietnam (in Rumsfeld’s case, Korea). How 
many other McNamara clones are there, I wonder, 
in the executive offices of the big pharmaceutical 
firms and all the agencies and institutions that are 
behind the childhood vaccine racket? For how 
many more years will these people be allowed to 
destroy our kids?

 v 

I’ve spent most of the last forty years, in be-
tween stretches of work, travel, marriage and di-
vorce, living in various places in Massapequa and 
neighboring Amityville, on the south shore of 
Long Island. Massapequa was the hometown of 
Ron Kovic, now a California native who, having 
been raised from birth on all the overblown myths 
about America, enlisted in the Marines at 18 and 
volunteered for combat in Vietnam. On January 
20, 1968, during his second tour, an enemy bul-
let smashed into his spine, paralyzing him for 
life from the chest down. Six years later he wrote 
a book, Born on the Fourth of July, which to date 
has sold more than a million copies and in 1989 
was made into a movie, making him famous. He 
writes of many things, from his idyllic childhood 
in Massapequa to shouting down Richard Nixon 
from his wheelchair at the 1972 Republican con-

vention in Miami, and everything in between. 
In the most recent edition, published in 2005, he 
penned an introduction condemning the war in 
Iraq that began two years earlier. Kovic has been 
an anti-war activist for many years, and while I 
don’t agree with him on every point, his book, like 
every book written by one of the small fraternity of 
men who have experienced combat, is well worth 
reading. He has risen above his bitterness and as-
pired to a higher level of patriotism — a man who 
has never hated his country, but rather the lies he 
was fed while growing up and the people who still 
tell them.

Every Memorial Day we remember our war 
dead, but no such day is set aside for the greater 
number who survived as physical wrecks. Kovic’s 
work is a rarity in this respect. Several scenes have 
stayed in my mind. He is lying helplessly in his filth 
in a rundown VA hospital in the Bronx, staffed by 
lazy, uncaring aides. For an hour he shouts and 
throws things through an open door, trying to get 
attention, until an orderly finally shows up. “I’m 
a Vietnam veteran,” Kovic says. “I fought in Viet-
nam and I’ve got a right to be treated decently.” 
The orderly replies, “Vietnam don’t mean nothin’ 
to me.... You can take your Vietnam and shove it 
up your ass.” That’s a fitting epitaph to all those 
fine young men who were severely wounded and 
became useless slabs of flesh, unknown, unwant-
ed and unvisited in Army hospitals throughout 
America. While demonstrating against the war 
years later on several occasions, Kovic was spat 
on, called a communist traitor, dumped from his 
wheelchair into the street, and kicked and beat-
en. Undoubtedly his patriotic assailants had never 
been to war.

I found it hard to believe that people could do 
this to someone who had suffered such a tragic 
wound fighting for his country, even if they dis-
agreed with his tactics, until I read about a scene 
that took place in the hallway of the Hart Office 
Building in Washington D.C., as described in Ev-
idence of Harm. A group of parents from around 
the country, some with their autistic children 
in tow, were waiting to meet with a Republican 
health official on the issue of vaccine injury, when 
an autistic boy began screaming. A young wom-
an emerged from a staff room and angrily told 
his mother to control her son, but the boy would 
not be consoled — a situation I know all too well. 
The staffer then shouted to the assembled parents, 
“You’re all a bunch of freaks! Your son is a freak!” 
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Some of the women, shocked beyond words, be-
gan to cry. The bureaucrat called the Capitol po-
lice to have them all ejected, and as the cops stood 
there, unsure of what to do, she sneered, “You peo-
ple, you’re just using your kids to abuse the system 
to get rich!” One parent videotaped the entire inci-
dent. Such is the arrogance of our public servants 
— not all of them, of course, but their overwhelm-
ing mindset is the preservation of the status quo 
at all costs. America goes to war and vaccinates its 
kids for the good of society — and woe to those 
who fall through the cracks, or fight the System.

 v 

Back in the early 1980s, when I still watched a 
little television, I saw a show that featured a panel 
discussion among four or five Vietnam vets who 
were reflecting on the war. One of them said some-
thing like this: “If there’s one thing we learned from 
Vietnam, it’s that we’ll never again get involved in 
a war in which there’s no clear objective, where we 
don’t even know what we’re fighting for.” I thought, 
“Amen,” and I’d bet that just about everyone else 
watching that show felt the same way. How wrong 
we all were.

Except for those who were personally affected 
by the Vietnam War, and a handful of others who 
have taken a keen interest in it, the lessons and 
events of the war have faded into oblivion. Born 
on the Fourth of July put Massapequa on the map, 
so to speak, but there are no reminders that Ron 
Kovic grew up here, on Hamilton Avenue — no 
signs or plaques, no parks or ballfields named in 
his honor, nothing at all mentioning the Vietnam 
War that I have seen, and I know this town well. 
I wouldn’t be surprised if not a single student at 
Massapequa High School has heard of him. He is, 
after all, a symbol that all the pleasant myths about 
America that were drilled into our heads do not 
exemplify patriotism, but a grotesque caricature of 
patriotism. That makes a lot of people, especially 
the flag wavers, and the Fox News junkies, uncom-
fortable. After all, in Kovic’s depth and courage, 
they see a reflection of their own emptiness and 
cowardice.

If you drive through Massapequa on the main 
thoroughfare, Merrick Road, you’ll go right past 
John Burns Park, a large recreation complex, 
where you’ll see the “Towers Of Freedom,” two 
steel beams with a Liberty Bell replica between 
them that were erected shortly after the events of 
September 11, 2001. In the park, on a brick walk-
way leading to the towers, and along each side, 

there are many names of donors and sponsors, 
and some of police and firemen who lived near-
by and perished when the twin towers collapsed. 
My lasting memory of 9/11 was delivering oil in 
the area for months afterward, as human remains 
were slowly recovered and identified, and sever-
al times coming across a barricaded street where 
a funeral mass was taking place, marked by huge 
crowds and an enormous American flag hanging 
between two fire engine ladders. In no way would 
I minimize the loss of those brave rescue workers. 
I do, however, discredit the bedtime stories en-
graved on large stones in that walkway, describing 
how terrorists belonging to al-Qaeda — an orga-
nization that, I am convinced, has never existed — 
crashed hijacked airplanes, one after another, into 
the World Trade Center, the Pentagon, and the 
Pennsylvania countryside. Almost directly across 
the street, on the front lawn of the high school, is a 
hunk of twisted metal, presumably from one of the 
fallen towers, and a plate reading “September 11, 
2001.” From time to time, I’ve noticed, more than 
a hundred full size American flags are planted in 
the lawn, then a week or two later they disappear. 
What this is all about, I have no idea, but obviously 
it’s not education. How many kids in this school 
can find Vietnam — or for that matter, Iraq and 
Afghanistan — on a map, I wonder.

Over at the American Legion Hall by the Long 
Island Railroad station, both mentioned in Kov-
ic’s reminiscences, the military banners of each 
branch fly, along with the stars and stripes and the 
familiar black and white silhouetted POW-MIA 
flag below it, flying also at the Elks Club next door 
and at Burns Park, telling the world “You Are Not 
Forgotten.” Words, words, words. Of course they’re 
forgotten, except by their families. And not only in 
Vietnam, but in Korea and in Europe, where Sta-
lin seized some 20,000 GIs from German prisoner 
of war camps who disappeared forever in the Gu-
lag. For decades, numerous reports of sightings of 
American prisoners in Vietnam were dismissed by 
the military bureaucracy, which insisted they were 
all dead or accounted for. Read about it sometime, 
and unless you want to get on a list, don’t make too 
much noise about it. Adjacent to the American Le-
gion Hall is the fenced-in Veterans Memorial Gar-
den, with several plaques. None mention Vietnam, 
but one honors our men and women in uniform 
who have served “wherever the cause of freedom 
and democracy has been threatened anywhere in 
the world.” I’m amazed that even the members of 
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a washed-up, brain-dead outfit like the American 
Legion can believe such a thing, if in fact they do, 
and I shudder to think there are plenty of Ameri-
cans who still take it seriously.

In March 2003 I was living in Amityville, near 
the Massapequa line. The build-up to the second 
war to decimate Iraq, which the younger Bush 
called Operation Iraqi Freedom, was throbbing in 
the media airwaves, and a big “patriotic” rally was 
scheduled at John Burns Park. Never mind that 
Bush Senior’s first war, Operation Desert Storm, 
launched in 1990, had left a million Iraqi civil-
ians dead or destitute, and that thousands of our 
own soldiers were suffering from a strange illness 
called Gulf War Syndrome. Never mind that most 
Americans have never had the slightest idea of the 
actual situation in the Middle East. No, this time 
we were going to return and take care of unfin-
ished business, destroying all those leftover weap-
ons of mass destruction and getting rid of that evil 
dictator Saddam Hussein once and for all. We’re 
Americans, we don’t just talk about terrorism, we 
do something about it. I pulled into my driveway 
that night, unaware that the rally was in progress, 
and getting out of my car heard the thunderous 
chant “USA! USA!” carrying from Burns Park, a 
mile away. I suppose a case can be made that the 
people of Great Britain and France, countries with 
a much longer history than ours, are equally de-
ficient in learning from the past, but to me there 
really seems to be something hopelessly insane 
about America.

 v 

In 2013, during a six-week trip to the Far East, 
I finally made a pilgrimage to Vietnam, a country 
that impressed me as being on the right track, and 
if anything, less “communist” than America. Oth-
er than some museums and striking outdoor ex-
hibits of captured or destroyed American weapons 
and planes in Hanoi and Saigon (most Vietnamese 
still refer to Ho Chi Minh City as Saigon) there 
were practically no reminders of the war, and cer-
tainly no hostility towards Americans. Vietnam is 
a pleasant country which attracts many Western 
tourists, and I met and chatted with several, but 
not one expressed anything more than a passing 
curiosity about the war. Most of the population, 
younger than forty, know nothing of what they and 
the rest of the world call “the American War,”and 
they know only the name Vietnam, no North and 
South. Everything about Le Loi, the main boule-
vard in the imperial city of Hue, was so normal 

I simply could not grasp that the very pavement 
beneath my feet had been trod by young American 
men locked in intense house-to-house fighting 
during the Tet offensive in 1968. It was only at the 
remote air base at Khe Sanh, relentlessly shelled 
that same year from the surrounding hills by the 
North Vietnamese Army, that I got a sense of “be-
ing there.” There is now a small museum at the 
site, the past fighting explained from a Vietnamese 
perspective, and bunkers used by the Marines have 
been reconstructed. The air strip was torn up long 
ago and is covered by grass, but it’s obvious where 
it was. An overcast sky and a strange calm hovered 
over the area. Having seen films of the siege of Khe 
Sanh on the Internet, and remembering that name 
so well from long ago, I could easily picture the 
whole area being pounded as Marines scrambled 
for their lives.

To honor, in a small way, my countrymen who 
fought and died there, I climbed Hill 937, better 
known as Hamburger Hill, a small peak in a re-
mote jungle area barely a mile from the border 
with Laos. To do this I had to apply for a special 
permit, and I was required to go with a local guide, 
because unknown to me at the time, this region, 
and even more so large areas of Laos and Cam-
bodia, is still littered with live bombs dropped by 
American planes long ago. Known as UXO, unex-
ploded ordnance, many of them lie just beneath 
the soil surface and continue to pose a grave dan-
ger. Hamburger Hill, in a location of no signifi-
cance, was the scene of a bloody ten-day battle in 
May 1969. Our soldiers gave it that name because 
it was a human meat grinder. Sixteen days after 
taking the hill from the North Vietnamese Army, 
at a cost of more than 400 dead and wounded, they 
were ordered to abandon it. But it did give the rear 
echelon boys, who planned and directed it from 
their air-conditioned headquarters miles away, 
something to do.

I first learned about UXO in Cambodia, where 
I began my trip. There I saw the consequences of 
American bombing with my own eyes.

Near some of the temples at Angkor Wat, 
Cambodia’s major attraction, and in nearby Siem 
Reap, where tourists stay, I saw several small 
groups of men, about forty in all, playing their 
traditional stringed instruments, hoping for a 
few coins from people walking by. Their legs had 
been blown off and they supported themselves on 
their stumps. The problem, from what I under-
stand, is worse in Laos, but I didn’t go there. In 



120

will vaccines be the end of us?

both countries farmers detonate these old bombs 
by accidentally striking them with their hoes. 
Children pick up small cluster bomblets, which 
look like tennis balls, and they sometimes go off 
as they throw them around. This happens a few 
times every week, now, as you read this. Google 
“UXO Laos” and it will take you two months to 
read everything that appears. The people of Cam-
bodia and Laos are among the poorest and most 
docile in the world. They never bothered anyone. 
They had nothing to do with what was happen-
ing across the border in Vietnam. Nevertheless, in 
pursuing a North Vietnamese Army that was de-
touring through their territory, our fighter pilots 
killed them like bugs, and destroyed their land 
and their lives for generations to come. That’s how 
we fought communism fifty years ago. That’s how 
we fight terrorism today.

 v 

This has been a rambling, subjective chapter. I 
began writing it with the intention of paying trib-
ute to our men who fought in Vietnam, and that’s 
how I’m going to end it. Some might find it out of 
place in this book, and there will be those who dis-
agree with my ideas. Just as there are parents who 
are glad their kids got a lot of shots, I’m sure there 
are many veterans, even some who saw combat, 
who would take exception to what I’ve written, 
who look back with satisfaction at their military 
service for various reasons. I should say also that 
there’s a small part of me that feels incomplete for 
not having been put to the ultimate test that any 
man can undergo — being thrown into mortal 
combat. (The much larger part of me is thankful 
that I missed out on that test.) I am not opposed 
to military service per se. I admire the Swiss sys-
tem, in which all males are required to go through 
military training and all households required to 
have firearms. There is a world of difference be-
tween genuine national defense and pulverizing 
the planet for no sane reason. Switzerland, in the 

heart of Europe, has stayed out of all wars for more 
than three hundred years. Switzerland has no en-
emies and is universally respected. Switzerland is 
what America could have become.

I realize it’s impossible for anyone who did not 
live through that era to fully relate to what I’ve 
written, just as I cannot fully relate to any oth-
er war, American or otherwise, that came before 
Vietnam. For that matter — and I don’t want to 
sound unsympathetic to those who have experi-
enced more recent heartache thanks to our war 
criminals in Washington D.C. — no war since 
Vietnam involving American soldiers has ever 
touched me as deeply. I feel what I feel. Somehow, 
the good fortune of being born just a little too late 
to be sent to Vietnam — if I would’ve been brave 
enough to go — and the misfortune of what hap-
pened to my children, are part of the tapestry of 
my life. Somehow it all goes together. 

But it all goes together as well for those parents 
whom I hope will be enlightened by reading these 
lines. Just think of all those fine young men who 
went to Vietnam because they thought it was the 
right thing to do, because they didn’t want to let 
their family and friends down, because they felt it 
was their patriotic obligation. Just think of all the 
psychopaths at the apex of power and wealth in 
America, whose deeds invariably have a negative 
impact on our lives. Just think of the millions of 
dolts in our military and public health bureaucra-
cies, people incapable of empathy, people of little 
intelligence and no accountability, people who 
can justify anything that benefits their career, be 
it a child getting fifty vaccinations by age twelve, 
or a platoon taking heavy casualties fighting a 
make-believe enemy.

We live under a System that feeds on perpetu-
al death and destruction. Sooner or later the best 
people in America are going to change that. Until 
then, don’t get your children vaccinated. And urge 
them never to join the military. It all goes together.

The U.S. military: What is to be done?
THE OVERWHELMING volume of mainstream 
news reporting on vaccines focuses on children, 
with the subject of autism taking center stage, and 
journalists always fussing to remind us that study 
after study has proved that there’s no connection. 
As if vaccines don’t cripple children in other ways. 
As if every day adults don’t become seriously ill 
after getting a shingles or flu shot in their doctor’s 

office or at the local CVS or Walgreens.
Equally underreported is how vaccines have 

wrecked the lives of our military personnel and 
their family members. There are fewer options 
for avoiding dangerous shots in the military than 
there are for parents of school-aged children. Once 
those papers are signed, Uncle Sam owns you. Re-
fusing an inoculation can result in anything from 
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dishonorable discharge to court martial and im-
prisonment. Those who suffer severe side effects 
are often told, predictably, that the shot had noth-
ing to do with it, that it’s stress, that they’re just 
imagining things, and so on.

Gulf War Syndrome has received only a smat-
tering of media coverage over the last three de-
cades, and the silent suffering of our veterans is 
drowned out by the perpetual Orwellian ruckus 
over the madman of the year and his nuclear weap-
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ons, or anything else in the endless stream of TV 
and front page pabulum. On very rare occasions 
the media draw our attention to something that re-
ally matters. One example was the heart-wrench-
ing cover story of the November 1995 issue of Life, 
which focused on the plight of five young children 
born with a wide range of devastating birth defects 
to veterans of Operation Desert Storm. In some 
cases, both parents had been stricken with chronic 
health problems, even though only the father had 
been sent to the Middle East.

A photograph of Sergeant Paul Hanson holding 
his son Jayce, who was born with heart and blood 
abnormalities, and misshapen arms and legs that 
had to be amputated, appeared on the cover. Ser-
geant Hanson had fought in Iraq, and returned 
home with debilitating internal symptoms. Take a 
good look at the pain on this man’s face, and ask 
yourself how many tragedies involving military 
service, never reported in the press, are played out 
every day in broken homes across all fifty states.

Because our troops were exposed to so many 
toxins during this conflict — among them insecti-
cides, burning oil wells and garbage pits, radiation 

from shells lined with depleted uranium, nerve gas 
decontaminants and preventive drugs, as well as 
anthrax vaccine and in some an experimental an-
ti-botulism vaccine — it’s impossible to pin down 
any one agent, other than to say that their body 
fluids were saturated with poison. Needless to say, 
many were stonewalled by Army doctors. In the 
first Gulf War of 1990-91 alone, some 250,000 
young Americans — more than one-third of the 
troops deployed to the Middle East — were so rav-
aged by American chemicals that they were forced 
to seek medical attention, their constellation of 
symptoms loosely defined as Gulf War Syndrome. 
Many more have been afflicted since 2003 while 
fighting abroad in the phony War on Terror, and 
will be sick until they die. This does not include 
all the psychological damage, substantiated in of-
ficial figures of twenty suicides committed each 
day by those serving, past and present, in Iraq and 
Afghanistan. As to innocent victims of American 
terrorism in these two countries alone, the num-
ber is beyond calculation.

If the role of vaccines in Gulf War Syndrome 
suffered by U.S. infantry troops is murky, it’s quite 
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clear in the case of fighter pilots who did not come 
into contact with toxic substances prevalent at 
ground level. Lieutenant Colonel Thomas Heem-
stra, an Air Force fighter squadron commander 
who flew fifteen combat missions in the Middle 
East, wrote a book revealing how this unneces-
sary and very risky shot was forced on his fellow 
pilots, and the dissension it caused in the ranks. 
The evidence of its danger was undeniable, yet the 
attitude of the higher-ups continued to be “You’re 
going to get this shot whether you like it or not.” 
Not everyone submitted, but among those who 
did, many became so ill that they were never able 
to fly again. Some died.

This bombshell book, Anthrax: A Deadly Shot 
in the Dark, which you will not find in bookstores 
or libraries — not one of the 107 public libraries 
on Long Island has it — names names, and docu-
ments, at the highest levels, the unbelievable cor-
ruption and indifference to the lives of our men 
(and some women) in uniform. The Burn Pits: The 
Poisoning of America’s Soldiers by Joseph Hick-
man, published in 2016, is another shocking book 
blackballed by the Establishment and unknown to 
the reading public. Either book has the power to 
inspire a coup d’état from within the military. After 
all, what kind of warmongering government does 
this sort of thing to its own warriors? 

It’s reassuring to know that there are men made 
of the right stuff like Thomas Heemstra in the mil-
itary, though he was forced to retire for refusing 
the anthrax shot. On the other hand, in writing 
lines like “fighting terrorism around the world” 
and “the human rights we defend around the 
world,” he apparently thinks it’s patriotic to drop 
bombs on innocent people, and doesn’t see him-
self as a terrorist, though much of the rest of the 

world does. Such spotty thinking is also typical of 
pediatricians who are blind to all the harm they 
cause by injecting children with scores of vaccines. 
It takes superior intelligence to fly an F-16 or get 
through medical school, but even some intelligent 
people lack the ability to think objectively, and can 
be conditioned to believe the nuttiest things.

Wars always generate suffering that lingers long 
after the fighting ends, like the radiation poison-
ing that continued to sicken and kill many thou-
sands of Japanese years after the atomic bombs 
were dropped. The inhalation of toxic vapors for 
months or even years on end is a more recent 
by-product of the American war machine, a nexus 
of criminals in government, military, industry, fi-
nance and media.

The atrocities committed by these ghouls are so 
numerous and so dreadful that no one can pos-
sibly grasp the resulting scale of human misery. 
What hundreds of thousands of young Americans 
in uniform have gone through is terrible enough, 
but they are greatly outnumbered by innocent ci-
vilians in Vietnam, Iraq and other countries. Pic-
tured below are children with severe birth defects 
whose parents were exposed to aerosolized toxins. 
In Vietnam, large areas of which were sprayed 
with the defoliant Agent Orange to deprive enemy 
forces of cover, close to a million victims live out 
their pitiful lives. Even today, in the third genera-
tion removed from the Vietnam War, deformities 
commonly occur in newborns, suggesting a per-
manent mutation of genetic codes. In Iraq the situ-
ation is tragic beyond description, with truly hid-
eous birth defects seen in many babies born in the 
past twenty-five years, not to mention the astro-
nomical rise in cancer rates in the general popula-
tion. So far as I know, photographs like these have 
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never been published in any mainstream Ameri-
can newspaper, magazine or news web site. In the 
rare stories written about this subject, any photos 
that appear show only slight defects that have little 
shock effect.

This prompts me to speculate on the future of 
American children yet to be born. How does the 
minute amount of biological and chemical sludge 
repeatedly  injected into kids today compare in 
toxicity  to what was breathed in —  and perhaps 
ingested in trace amounts through contaminated 

food and water —  by so many unfortunate people 
in Vietnam and Iraq? Will it damage their DNA 
to the point where their own children and grand-
children — assuming that they’re born in the first 
place — will reap horrifying genetic consequenc-
es? Is all this going to lead to a large dying off of 
our species in this country? No one knows at this 
point in time, and while some dissenting research-
ers expressed their concerns about this as far back 
as the 1970s, far too few are asking these questions 
today.
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Business is business
to Connecticut with the Lincoln, clocking another 
five or six thousand miles without incident. 

Then, in October, it happened again. I was driv-
ing north on the Merritt Parkway in Connecticut 
in a construction zone, just outside Milford, when 
the wrench light came on, the car started jerking, 
and I couldn’t pick up speed. Once more, I was 
lucky to be in slow traffic, just a half mile from 
the Milford connector, which feeds into Route 
1, the main business road that runs the length of 
the Connecticut shoreline. I exited with my flash-
ers on, cars flying past me, anxious to stop at the 
first repair shop, which happened to be a Firestone 
Auto Care center. I parked the car, went inside, and 
explained to the manager what was going on. He 
had one of his mechanics bring the car into the ga-
rage to check it out. Ten minutes later he came in 
and said he could find nothing wrong, adding that 
I should’ve kept the car running the whole time, 
because that’s the only way the diagnostic codes 
would’ve pinpointed the problem. Or something 
like that. All this newfangled computerized crap, 
I thought. They were very professional and didn’t 
even charge me. Before I left, the manager print-
ed an article from the Internet and gave it to me. I 
drove another forty miles north to pick up my son, 
then drove back to Long Island, the car running 
fine the whole time.

That night I read the article, which came from 
the web site carcomplaints.com. It was dated 
March 4, 2014 and headed “Ford Agrees to Fix 
1,600,000 Cars That ‘Limp Home.’” It began:

The National Highway Traffic Safety Adminis-
tration (NHTSA) has closed their investigation into 
throttle body problems in Ford vehicles after Ford 
agreed to fix about 1,600,000 cars and SUVs. Ap-
parently, Ford doesn’t want to call it a recall, and 
NHTSA says it’s not a recall. Instead, they are call-
ing it a massive “customer satisfaction program” 
that extends the warranty of the electronic throttle 
body (ETB) for up to 10 years of service or 150,000 
miles. NHTSA opened the investigation in Febru-
ary 2013, after thousands of complaints about ETB 
failures in model year 2009-2013 Ford Escape, Fu-
sion, Mercury Mariner and Mercury Milan vehicles. 
The affected vehicles are equipped with 2.5 L and 
3.0 L engines that seem to stall and lose power. Ford 
identified 59,807 warranty claims related to ETB 
replacements and traced the problem to electrical 

IF MONEY isn’t the root of all evil, I can’t imag-
ine what is. It’s an unpleasant fact that there are a 
lot of people in this world with no scruples whose 
main purpose in life is to acquire wealth without 
limit. “Corporate greed” defines most of them. To 
these people money is like a drug they can nev-
er get enough of, and to hell with the rest of the 
world. Lives wrecked every day by vaccines? New 
autism diagnoses, frantic trips to the emergency 
room, funerals? No problem. Business titans have 
bottomless purses, and there’s an endless supply of 
politicians and journalists for sale. 

I once got a firsthand lesson in this corporate 
mentality. On visitation weekends with my chil-
dren I would drive a total of 480 miles between 
Long Island and northern Connecticut. I usually 
took my father’s car, which sat in the driveway 
all the time, as he had stopped driving in his late 
eighties. Although I have long favored Japanese 
over American cars for their reliability, I figured 
his 2006 Lincoln Zephyr with 46,000 miles was 
less likely to break down than my 1997 Toyo-
ta Camry with 178,000 miles. For three years I’d 
had no problems with the Lincoln, even though it 
wasn’t my style. 

In April 2014 I was returning to Long Island 
with my son, and we were in stop and go traffic on 
the Northern State Parkway, only five miles from 
my dad’s house. Suddenly the wrench icon, which 
I didn’t even know existed, lit up on the dash-
board, and the engine began to knock. As traffic 
picked up again, I stepped on the gas but the car 
continued to buck and would go no faster than 20 
miles per hour even when I put the pedal to the 
floor. “What the hell is this?” I wondered. Fortu-
nately, traffic slowed down again and I was able to 
get off at my exit. Unable to accelerate, I put on 
the four-way flashers and crawled to my father’s 
mechanic, whom I knew to be honest and compe-
tent. I shut the car off, went inside, and told him 
what had happened. He came out and started up 
the car. The engine did not knock and the wrench 
icon did not light up. Everything seemed normal. 
He explained that it was a minor glitch and that 
the engine computer had now  “recalibrated” it-
self, whatever that means. I then drove the short 
distance to my father’s house and everything was 
fine. I shrugged it off and forgot about it. For the 
next six months I continued to make round trips 
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connectivity problems in the ETB. Owners report-
ed vehicles that seemed to stall and completely lose 
power, but investigators found the vehicles entered a 
limited “limp home mode” that kept the cars moving 
but at drastically reduced speeds.

I dug up more information on the Internet, 
discovering that the problem extended beyond 
the models mentioned above, as in the case of 
my father’s car. I read about forty stories written 
by people who, just like me, had been driving 
along when suddenly the car lost power but kept 
running. Some had been cruising on freeways in 
heavy traffic, and expressed the greatest relief at 
having been able to switch lanes and make it onto 
the shoulder without getting creamed. Many also 
were furious with Ford Motor Company. Some 
had been given the runaround, others had the ETB 
replaced only to find that the problem persisted.

I emailed the NHTSA on this and never re-
ceived a reply. Whether they’re in bed with the big 
auto makers like the FDA and CDC are with the 
big drug firms I can’t say, but nothing in this coun-
try surprises me anymore. I brought the car to the 
Lincoln-Mercury dealership where my father had 
purchased it new. I explained the problem to the 
service manager, who played dumb. When I said 
that quite a few people had written about it on-
line, he replied, “Oh, you can find anything on the 
Internet.” He was  polite and seemed  sincere, but 
his loyalty to the company and maybe even hold-
ing his job required him to keep his mouth shut, 
I figured. What would I get out of him by being 
confrontational? Despite 59,807 warranty claims, 
and an agreement to fix 1,600,000 automobiles, 
nothing is wrong with the car. Nobody knows 
anything. He said if I could leave it for two days 
he’d have someone thoroughly check it. This I did. 
When I returned, he said they had found nothing 
wrong, and as a courtesy they had washed the car!

I mulled over having the computer replaced for 
$1200, but held off, uncertain that it would fix the 
problem. The car had been running fine for eight 
months after the second breakdown — I drove it 
around town now and then — but I wouldn’t sell 
it in this condition. I almost felt like junking the 
damn thing. In the end my father gave it to his 
grandson, my nephew. I warned him that it could 
go into “limp mode” at any time, that there was 
simply no way of knowing if and when it would 
happen again. I also advised him to drive it only 
on local streets, where the speed limit was 30 to 40 
mph, and never take it off Long Island. My brother 

was comfortable with that, and mentioned getting 
it fixed eventually, but in the back of my mind I 
wondered how I’d feel if my nephew were to disre-
gard my advice, drive it on the parkway and have a 
serious accident. It became moot one night when 
he did drive the car on the parkway and had a se-
rious accident, but not because it went into limp 
mode. In a juvenile fit of road rage, he lost con-
trol and totaled the Lincoln, walking away without 
a scratch. I think that straightened him out, and 
who knows, it might have  canceled an appoint-
ment with fate. It certainly solved the problem. I 
suppose sometimes bad things really do happen 
for a good reason.

So far as I know, Ford never sent out a single 
notice warning those who had purchased their ve-
hicles of this potentially deadly hazard. After all, it 
wasn’t a recall. This is understandable, given that 
they have been swamped by so many complaints 
about unrelated defects that did result in recalls, as 
I learned, and even a company this huge probably 
doesn’t have the resources to call back and fix, or 
pretend to fix, millions and millions of cars. And 
it seems the NHTSA is a party to the cover-up, as 
are the media. So, at this very moment, there are 
vast numbers of people driving Ford vehicles, un-
aware that lightning can strike at any moment. I’d 
like to know how many people have been killed 
or seriously injured already because of this elec-
tronic throttle body problem. It all smacks of the 
sordid silence wrapped around the issue of vaccine 
safety, which we’re supposed to believe has been 
adequately addressed, but it hasn’t at all because 
the  harm continues. But as long as the money 
keeps rolling in, the corporate mentality of “who 
cares how many people die” keeps rolling along 
with it.

I write about this because, aside from all the 
vaccinations I got, it’s the one episode I know of 
in which Big Business played fast and loose with 
my life. I’d put a lot of miles on that Lincoln driv-
ing on busy Interstate 95 in Connecticut, and I’d 
been tailgated countless times. I don’t need to ex-
plain what would have happened had I been bar-
reling along at 65 miles per hour, with the driver 
of an 18-wheeler twenty feet behind me, and the 
car suddenly lost power. Nor should Ford be sin-
gled out. One can easily find plenty of related hor-
ror stories involving the other auto makers. As 
with drug companies, the car companies furnish 
newspapers and television stations an enormous 
amount of advertising revenue, so the media go 
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easy on them. One hand washes the other. That’s 
just good business.

 v 

There are any number of scurvy enterprises that 
come to mind when we think of unconscionable 
greed — war, human trafficking, prostitution, nar-
cotic drugs to name a few. They’ve all been around 
for a long time, and they’re not going anywhere. 
The scale of man’s inhumanity to man in the pur-
suit of wealth is staggering. Among civilized na-
tions, I suppose England would take first prize, 
though  several others come in for dishonorable 
mention. I think here of the slave trade, tainted 
throughout Europe by Jewish involvement, which 
flourished for 245 years before it was abolished in 
1807, and made fortunes for the owners of ships, 
factories and plantations, and as always, bankers. 
Records were not always kept, but historians are 
generally agreed on a figure of roughly 3.5 million 
slaves sold to British businessmen — by equally 
cruel African merchants who rounded up their 
fellow natives and transported them to embarka-
tion points — with twenty percent of these dying 
on forced marches to the coast or while crossing 
the Atlantic.

In the early nineteenth century the British, who 
had colonized India, where opium poppy plants 
grew in profusion, flooded China with this lucra-
tive drug, making addicts out of a large segment 
of the huge Chinese population. This prompted 
the emperor of China to take up arms in order to 
stem the supply, which became the Opium War 
of 1839-1842. More recently, in the late 1960s, 
the central government of  Nigeria, another for-
mer British colony, crushed the independence of 
an oil-rich breakaway province  known as Biafra, 
with the quiet blessing of Shell/British Petroleum. 
This was accomplished by blockading Biafra and 
systematically starving the population, resulting 
in more than a million deaths. Dozens of similar 
stories could be cited, especially  among the old 
European colonial powers, but there’s no need to 
go into all of it.

 v 

Every now and then, a book that’s actually 
worth reading appears on the New York Times 
bestseller list. And the Band Played On, published 
in 1987, is a study of the then nascent AIDS epi-
demic. The author, Randy Shilts, was an investi-
gative journalist based in San Francisco who re-
searched and wrote about AIDS full time. He was 
also  an avowed homosexual, himself destined to 

die of AIDS in 1994. Against a backdrop of sad an-
ecdotes of gay men slowly dying of this horrible 
disease — almost certainly man-made, and delib-
erately spread by way of vaccination, which Shilts 
apparently never realized and will be explored 
later — this book raises the curtain on all the in-
fighting among federal public health agencies, pol-
iticians, gay activists and business interests as to 
the proper course to be taken in the face of such 
an unprecedented threat — a threat which, in the 
early 1980s, could not be quantified, and in the 
worst case scenario  foreshadowed a pandemic 
equal to the history-changing Black Death of the 
fourteenth century.

To digress, younger readers  might be amazed 
to learn that this business of accepting homosexu-
ality as nothing more than an alternative lifestyle, 
so relentlessly pushed by the education system and 
the media, is fairly recent. We’ve come a long way 
since Thomas Jefferson could freely write that ho-
mosexual men should be castrated and lesbians 
have a hole punched in their nose cartilage. Right 
up to 1962, consensual sodomy was a felony in ev-
ery state, and when I was young, words like “queer” 
and “fairy” could be tossed around without  first 
looking  over one’s shoulder  for the Thought Po-
lice. Back then,  in the 1960s, the word “gay” had 
not yet been appropriated by pansies — it simply 
meant  what it had always meant: “merry.” To be 
sure, there were queer rumblings throughout that 
decade that I hadn’t picked up, but it wasn’t until 
the  Stonewall  riot in Greenwich  Village on  June 
28, 1969 that the gay liberation movement  burst 
into the open.

In reality there is nothing gay about homo-
sexuality. Homos by definition are very troubled 
people. Rates of alcoholism, drug addiction, sui-
cide and sexually transmitted diseases, among 
other woes, are far higher than in heterosexuals. 
An astonishing proportion of the most infamous 
mass murderers have been homosexuals. For ob-
vious reasons, if everyone were queer Homo sapi-
ens would go extinct in one generation. I’m certain 
that homosexuals are born, not made, although 
in these decadent times of gay pride parades and 
gay-straight high school clubs some weak natures 
are lured into making sexual choices that just fifty 
years ago they wouldn’t have. It’s unfortunate that 
due to a hormonal imbalance or quirky shuffle of 
genes or whatever the reason, a small minority end 
up being  sexually attracted to those of the same 
gender. I pity those homosexuals who keep a low 
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profile, leave children alone, and pass through life 
silently suffering from a distressing condition they 
have no control over. On the other hand,  those 
who flaunt this perversion need to be dealt with 
radically, especially the worst of them, like a Texan 
named Robert Schwab who in 1983 suggested that 
his fellow AIDS-infected queers engage in “blood 
terrorism” — deliberately give blood if their de-
mands for AIDS research money were not met 
by a certain date. But this will never happen in a 
country as far gone as America, where intelligent 
and forthright leadership does not exist, a point 
unintentionally made by Shilts.

So many names appear in his book that the vi-
olent clash of personalities splashed across its pag-
es is not surprising. Nor was I surprised to learn 
that even among homosexuals there is a wide 
range of dispositions. There are those with a con-
science who feel an obligation to protect not only 
others of their kind but also society at large from 
AIDS.  Shilts was one. Then there are those filled 
with blind hatred, who harbor a death wish against 
the whole world, who think, “If I’m going to die, I’ll 
take as many people with me as I can.” Such sen-
timents are not uncommon, which is why, at last 
count, homosexuality is a crime in 74 countries; in 
13 of these it rates the death penalty. One can only 
regret that it was not on the books in Florida in the 
late 1980s, when an AIDS-infected dentist named 
David Acer carried out his death wish. Knowing 
his days were numbered, he deliberately transmit-
ted the virus — through routine dental procedures 
contaminated with his blood — to several of his 
patients, four of whom later died of AIDS. The 
first, a young woman named Kimberly Bergalis, 
received scattered news coverage, but Acer’s hei-
nous crime was passed off as accidental.

Much of And the Band Played On focuses on the 
bathhouse scene in San Francisco and New York, 
and on an institution most people regard with re-
spect — the blood bank. For the uninitiated, I won’t 
go into any detail on gay bathhouses, other than to 
say that they were dens of wildly promiscuous, bi-
ologically insane, “anything goes” sexual activity. 
Even among queers there were calls to shut them 
down in the early 1980s because they were such 
obvious breeding grounds for the AIDS virus. 
This became one of many bitterly divisive issues, 
according to Shilts. Naturally, the bathhouse own-
ers adamantly opposed the measure, denying that 
their establishments were killing off their patrons 
— young men who lived for nothing but barnyard 

erotic pleasure. When they died, they were easily 
replaced by others who didn’t care about smashing 
their lives and the lives of others on the rock of to-
tally twisted sex. These bathhouses were big mon-
ey makers,  operating legally from coast to coast. 
The attitude of their feral owners was corporate 
America’s business ethic: get rich any way you can, 
nothing else matters. (As the death toll from AIDS 
mounted, most of these places went out of busi-
ness for lack of customers, or were padlocked by 
local health departments. Nationwide, fewer than 
70 remain open.)

I would never have imagined, however, that 
those who run the nation’s blood banks are cut 
from the same cloth. I knew nothing about this 
industry and its profitability in supplying blood to 
the nation’s hospitals for use by hemophiliacs and 
surgery patients in need of transfusions. Rather 
than deal with the significant increase in labor and 
other costs involved in screening blood and re-
fusing it from high-risk homosexual donors, even 
after thousands of innocents were tragically in-
fected with AIDS, these businessmen simply went 
into denial. In fact, this book is a superb exposi-
tion of the psychology of denial — and not only 
denial but greed, incompetence, and the specter 
that, should a plague of history-changing magni-
tude ever threaten America, those in charge will 
do absolutely nothing but sit around and argue 
about it. Just as with the SV-40 contaminated polio 
vaccines, and the carelessness of putting so much 
mercury in other vaccines years later, the last thing 
they want to do is alarm the public. That would be 
very bad for business.

Rampant homosexuality itself is a plague, 
the carriers of which can never be tolerated in a 
healthy society. It’s ironic that, had they stayed in 
the closet where they belong, a chain of vaccina-
tion crimes that led to the AIDS epidemic would 
never have happened. And as I’ve said, not all 
homosexuals are evil. There are some who deep 
down inside know that their sexual inclination is a 
curse, a dead end, and wish to do something good 
in their lifetime. Randy Shilts seems to have been 
somewhere in the middle. What he failed to grasp 
was that, even though one can empathize with the 
terrible suffering of a dying AIDS patient who did 
not knowingly give the disease to others, the wast-
ing away of a person who has had deviant sexual 
encounters with more than five hundred different 
men — quite common among homos — is of no 
more concern to a  monogamous heterosexual 
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than the fate of a bum living under a bridge and 
drinking from a bottle of vodka morning, noon 
and night. Nevertheless, he left behind a timeless 
chronicle that exposed the sorrows of a self-de-

structive lifestyle that is anything but “gay,” and of 
equal importance, what big business in America is 
all about.

And vaccines are big business.

Studies studies studies
RIGHT up to the time I first began to read about 
vaccines, that is, my late thirties, I never gave a 
thought to anything I heard or read about medical 
studies. We all know how it goes: “According to a 
recent study by...” “Several studies have confirmed 
that...” “A study just released by Cornell University 
has found that...” A study says this, a study says 
that, then another study comes along and contra-
dicts a previous study. And without thinking about 
it, most of us just believe it for a few moments un-
til something else occupies our attention. After 
all, these are doctors, scientists, highly intelligent 
and conscientious men and women, trained spe-
cialists in their fields — the experts. Looking back, 
I’m amazed at how naïve and ignorant I was about 
the lack of substance in so many studies. How can 
anyone put any credence in a study about vaccines 
— or any other drug for that matter — when that 
study is funded by the company that makes them? 
This is the rule, not the exception, I learned. It 
would be funny if it weren’t so crooked.

A study is a careful analysis of data that have 
been compiled. Of course, there’s nothing wrong 
with this if it’s done the right way. In fact, studies 
conducted rigorously and honestly are the bench-
mark of true science and have contributed im-
mensely to our knowledge of how the world works. 
For example, it was an unassuming Austrian friar, 
Gregor Mendel, who, in the mid-nineteenth cen-
tury, crossing pea plants in his monastery garden 
and meticulously recording the characteristics 
of succeeding generations, established the law of 
genetic inheritance, even though the profound 
importance of his discovery did not sink in until 
after his death. Unfortunately, however, hones-
ty and integrity have always been rare qualities 
among those who carry out vaccine studies, and 
their findings reflect this. In fact, what are called 
“studies” in the vaccine world are often sequels to 
criminal experiments.

After a while, it becomes redundant reading 
about the corruption inherent in studies related to 
human health, and not only those involving vac-
cines. So much has already been written about it 

that it seems pointless to write more. Nevertheless, 
vaccine studies merit a brief discussion, because 
they are so often cited by our opponents to bolster 
their case. Several years ago I made note of a few 
comments by honest doctors about medical studies 
in general. From Dr. Bruce West, in the July 2009 
issue of his newsletter Health Alert: “No one — not 
you, me, your doctor, or anyone else — can glean 
the truth from most medical studies any more. 
The conflicts of interest and the slanting, omitting, 
and skewing of the data have become too perva-
sive to be able to make sense of most research. In 
the end, follow the money.” And this from Dr. Rus-
sel Smith, who wrote copiously on the cholester-
ol-lowering statin drug racket: “These conflicts of 
interest are so pervasive in medical research that 
it is astonishing that anyone can take the results 
of most of that research seriously, particularly as 
it almost always ‘proves’ the great efficacy of each 
and every drug evaluated. I cannot accept as scien-
tific evidence the results of any study in which the 
researchers receive pay, honoraria, ‘consultation’ 
fees, travel/hotel expenses, etc.”

There’s a saying, “Figures don’t lie but liars fig-
ure” that seems to be apropos here. Just jerk the 
numbers and you can come up with any conclu-
sion you like. Or employ any other underhanded 
method to arrive at a “finding” that suits you. Rob-
ert F. Kennedy Jr., a familiar face in this battle, has 
said, “One could design an epidemiological study 
to prove that sex does not make you pregnant — 
just remove all the pregnant people from the pool 
before you study it!” Actually, he was making a 
witty analogy to a 2007 CDC study that claimed to 
disprove an association between thimerosal expo-
sure and autism. This particular study was wide-
ly cited by the vaccine pushers, including leading 
light Paul Offit, as definitive, as the last word on 
the subject. Its chief author, CDC researcher Dr. 
William Thompson, later came clean and, filled 
with remorse, explained how fraud was built 
into this study, and also into other studies on the 
connection between vaccines and autism that he 
co-authored in 2004 and 2010.
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Interestingly enough, despite all the bogus 
studies that have put a positive spin on vaccines, 
a large number conducted by pro-vaccine re-
searchers have indicated otherwise, even if this 
requires some reading between the lines. In Viera 
Schiebner’s book Vaccines, there are well over four 
hundred references to such studies that have ap-
peared in mainstream medical publications over 
the decades. Admittedly, I haven’t read any of 
these studies. Life is short, and I don’t have time 
to read everything. In fact, I’ve read a grand total 
of one study on vaccines. Medical studies are te-
dious reading anyway, and to my mind no vaccine 
study on either side of the issue is going to stand 
as the final word. As I wrote earlier, in this world 
of swirling lies I regard as absolute proof only that 
which I’ve seen or haven’t seen with my own eyes. 
For that reason, there are very few references to 
studies in this book, even though I do believe that 
studies that point to the worthlessness or dangers 
of vaccines are honest, simply because these re-
searchers have nothing to gain from publishing 
their conclusions other than having their names 
smeared. 

I’ll tell you about the one study that I took time 
to examine, because it led to one of the very few 
amusing anecdotes I came across in my thirty 
years of studying vaccines, though the study itself 
was anything but funny. I’ve read two versions of 
it, which is why I’m always wary of statistics, and 
why I believe as the unequivocal truth only that 
which I’ve seen. According to one source that I 
failed to record, in the late 1980s, WHO conduct-
ed a particularly fiendish experiment on some 
15,000 babies in Haiti and the west African nations 
of Senegal and Guinea-Bissau. They were injected 
with a measles vaccine called Edmonston-Zagreb 
High Titer which WHO’s field workers knew to 
be extremely potent. About 2000 of these babies 
died. The good doctors at WHO had ordered an 
additional 250 million of these doses for further 
experiments, but when the results of this criminal-
ly insane project became widely known, further 
experimentation was called off. An article on this 
episode with a much different spin, which I read in 
all its labyrinthine language, appeared in the Oc-
tober 12, 1991 issue of The Lancet. This lame arti-
cle mentions only Senegal, says nothing about 250 
million ready-to-use doses, puts the number of 
subjects at only 1015, and the number of deaths — 
depending on how you interpret the murky data 
presented — at 123, and mentions that an equally 

super-concentrated measles vaccine from a differ-
ent manufacturer was also used, as well as a stan-
dard vaccine for comparison purposes. Whichever 
source is the more accurate, both affirm that these 
field researchers knew that many infants would die. 
The Lancet article admits it, stating that “a mor-
tality surveillance was set up both to check safe-
ty and to evaluate the vaccination strategy.” (Note 
the euphemism. Check safety? Doesn’t “mortality 
surveillance” mean check deadliness?) Despite the 
enormity of this crime, it was repeated a few years 
later with the same EZ-HT vaccine in a joint CDC-
Los Angeles County Department of Health-Kaiser 
Permanente “study” using 1458 mostly black and 
Hispanic babies as guinea pigs after their parents 
had signed a fraudulent consent form. (Kaiser Per-
manente is one of those inscrutable “health care” 
consortiums.) Apparently, several were seriously 
harmed but only one died, almost certainly be-
cause they were much better nourished to begin 
with than the African babies. I don’t recall if it was 
during the experiment or in the aftermath when 
the outrage came to light and word spread through 
the L.A. ghetto, but in response to a door-knock-
ing campaign to get their children “immunized,” 
a big black mama greeted the messenger holding 
a large kitchen knife, and he fled. The story may 
be apocryphal, but having observed several black 
folks in near violent mode, I can easily picture 
such a scene. I’m not in the habit of paying com-
pliments to black welfare mothers, but how can 
one not side with such a woman for obeying her 
maternal instinct? Is she not more intelligent in a 
fundamental sense than a white soccer mom with 
a PhD who has her baby vaccinated to obey the 
code of social respectability?

I haven’t kept pace with the latest vaccine stud-
ies because human nature does not need to be up-
dated every ten or fifteen years. In any case, the 
admissions of insider Thompson would seem to 
obviate any need to keep track of these studies. For 
what they’re worth, I’ve included five summaries 
of studies as I wrote them when I first began work-
ing on this book:

A 1988 study sought to explain the rising inci-
dence of mumps in the U.S. The authors noted that 
acceptance of the live mumps vaccine, licensed in 
1967, was only gradual, and despite low immuni-
zation rates, reported cases of mumps declined. 
They also acknowledged that recent immunization 
rates were very high — 80 million doses adminis-
tered. Therefore, the vaccine doesn’t work, and it 
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might well have caused the disease it was supposed 
to prevent. But, resorting to mental gymnastics, 
the authors reached the opposite conclusion: that 
the resurgence of mumps was due to failure to vac-
cinate all susceptible persons.

Two types of Hong Kong flu vaccine were test-
ed on 1200 students on October 30 and 31, 1968. 
Also participating in this study was an unvacci-
nated control group. Within a few days, confirmed 
cases of Hong Kong flu broke out among the vacci-
nated. But to “prove” that the vaccine was effective, 
only cases that occurred after November 16 were 
included. When all cases of the flu were taken into 
account, the incidence of flu in all three groups 
was found to be the same.

In a disgraceful Hib vaccine trial conducted 
from July 1988 to August 1990 on Navajo Indian 
babies, half of the 5200 infants were given Hib 
in combination with DPT and OPV (oral polio 
vaccine), the other half only DPT and OPV with 
placebo (2 mg of lactose). After most had received 
their second dose, the experiment was stopped. 
Eighty-three cases of invasive infection were re-
ported with a somewhat higher incidence in the 
placebo group (2.3% vs. 1.7%). In each group, 
eight babies died. However, in summarizing their 
findings, these sixteen deaths were ignored by the 
trial committee because they considered them un-
related to the vaccinations.

A study undertaken in 1978-79 to downplay 
the risks of the pertussis vaccine reported that out 
of 15,752 shots that were given to children only 18 
serious reactions (shock-collapse or convulsions) 
occurred. Three to five shots were administered 
to each child. Thus, what appears to be a severe 
reaction rate of 1 in 875 is really more like 1 in 
200 children. The study was a sham in other ways, 
too: the number of children studied was not giv-
en; the groups were pre-screened to exclude high-
risk children; reactions that occurred more than 
48 hours following vaccination were not counted; 
and high-pitched screaming, which indicates ce-
rebral irritation, was not classified as a serious re-
action.

A famous 2002 Danish study, trumpeted by 
the CDC as well as the New York Times and the 
New England Journal of Medicine, conclusively 

disproved, they said, that thimerosal caused au-
tism — the clincher being that autism rates spiked 
in Denmark after the preservative was removed 
from vaccines. Closer inspection revealed sever-
al irregularities, however. At various junctures of 
the study period, the guidelines were changed. 
For the first eleven years, for example, the authors 
had counted only children admitted to hospitals, 
where autism is rarely diagnosed, but from 1995 
they included outpatients as well. In 1992, the year 
thimerosal was removed in Denmark, they began 
including cases diagnosed in a busy Copenhagen 
clinic which accounted for 20% of the country’s 
cases; prior to this, the clinic’s records had been 
ignored. The following year, new diagnostic codes 
for autistic spectrum disorders were introduced in 
Denmark which “may have stimulated reporting 
of autism cases.”

Question: If vaccines really do what their pro-
ponents say they do, why do they so often resort to 
tricks like this?

The final word belongs to the parents. In the late 
1990s, a group of angry, intelligent and aggressive 
parents of autistic children calling themselves Safe 
Minds joined forces and went after the medicrats. 
Their story is documented in David Kirby’s Evi-
dence Of Harm. They did fine work, causing some 
of the CDC’s top people to break into a heavy 
sweat, but from what I gather, over the years their 
energy was squandered over internal conflicts and 
disagreements with other autism organizations. 
Still, the truth of the matter is to be found not in 
reams of dense and mystifying studies, but as is so 
often the case, in plain English which takes sec-
onds to read, as in these barbs from Safe Minds 
parents: “Interesting how you can design a study 
to support your own hypothesis....What a piece of 
junk.... My jaw drops every time I see these guys 
go to work.... They are going to hype every piece-
of-crap study they manage to get out. They inflate 
the inferences they draw beyond any reasonable 
limit, and suppress and dismiss any evidence to 
the contrary.... What kind of study is it where you 
change the data in response to peer-review com-
ments? The data is what the data is. You don’t go 
back and change it when people make suggestions. 
How can you change it?”
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The absurd notion of “safe and effective” vaccines
panies consider it ideal to deliver when the cus-
tomer has roughly one-quarter of a tank; that’s a 
profitable sale, but not cutting it too close to run-
ning out. For various reasons, automatic delivery 
is a more cost-effective way to run an oil or pro-
pane business, and it has a good selling point. “You 
don’t have to worry about a thing,” the customer 
is told. “The truck will be there when you need a 
delivery. The computer has it all figured out.”

If you have a good oil company run by people 
who know what they’re doing, this is true in most 
cases. There are homeowners who have been on au-
tomatic delivery for twenty years or more and have 
never run out of fuel. They come home from work, 
open their mailbox, and five or six times a year, 
mainly during the cold weather months, there’s a 
streamlined delivery ticket with their name and 
address, words like “K Factor” and “Degree Day” 
in small print, and three or four rows of numbers 
generated by the computer. What does it all mean? 
Unless you’re in the business, you probably don’t 
have a clue. But it looks so neat and precise, you 
can’t help but marvel at how things are done so ef-
ficiently in our advanced technological age.

Now let me share some inside information with 
you. Over the past thirty years, driving for seven 
different companies, I have seen well over a thou-
sand homes and businesses on automatic delivery 
run out of oil (and I’m not talking about deliver-
ies that were withheld because of credit problems, 
which is a separate issue). Needless to say, this 
does not make for happy customers, especially in 
frigid weather. This happens for so many different 
reasons that it would be impractical to list half of 
them here. But I’ll fill you in on a few things I’ve 
seen.

The most common source of runouts, or “drys” 
as we call them, is the driver failing to fill the tank 
properly. This happens for various reasons, most 
of them inexcusable. When a tank is not filled, the 
driver is supposed to indicate this on the copy of 
the delivery ticket that he turns in to the office at 
the end of the day, but many, being less than stellar 
workers, fail to do so. On the office end, it’s a big 
advantage if your people have a knack for num-
bers in this mathematically oriented business, but 
this is rarely the case. Most office workers do their 
job by rote, failing to “pick up” on things. So, for 
example, if a delivery to a standard tank holding 

SELDOM DO people ask critical questions about 
things they know little or nothing about. They 
leave that to the “experts.” The pediatrician takes a 
clean, neatly labeled vial from the refrigerator, and 
very rarely do parents give a moment’s thought as 
to how the vaccine inside that vial was manufac-
tured. In this high-tech, super-efficient world in 
which we live, why should they? If they asked to 
read the label, which hardly any parents do, they 
would see the name of a pharmaceutical firm, the 
name of the vaccine, a lot number, an expiration 
date, and the words “Keep Refrigerated,” and that 
would reassure them that everything looks just 
fine. But what went into the production of that 
vaccine? What, exactly, does that little glass vial 
contain?

No matter what your line of work — whether 
teacher, construction worker, dairy farmer, police 
officer, or a thousand other occupations — you 
have inside knowledge about which outsiders 
know practically nothing. In many cases, this in-
cludes a few little “secrets” that you usually don’t 
share with those outside the workplace.

I have never been inside a vaccine production 
plant, and aside from what I’ve read on the sub-
ject, can’t tell you anything about the manufactur-
ing process. But I have worked at many different 
jobs in my life, and I know something about in-
competence, indifference and bad attitudes. This 
does not describe everyone, of course; there are 
those with an admirable work ethic, who are car-
ing and are outstanding at what they do. In my ex-
perience, however, not many people excel at their 
jobs, nor are they really dedicated; most are merely 
adequate. And there is no reason to believe that 
this rule does not apply to those employed in the 
production of vaccines.

The home heating oil business, my employ-
ment for most of my life, also has its high-tech 
side which must be a source of wonder to some of 
the millions of homeowners in the northeast who 
heat with fuel oil as well as propane. Most opt for 
automatic delivery, which simply means that, rath-
er than call their company when they are running 
low on fuel, the truck comes when the computer 
calculates that they need another delivery. This is 
determined by their past usage rate, and the ideal 
number of gallons chosen by the company, which 
can be programmed into the computer. Most com-
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250 usable gallons is made right on schedule and 
should be about 180 gallons, but the driver puts 
in only 112 gallons, they don’t question it, as they 
should; they just do what they were trained to do 
— post it in the computer as a full delivery. Based 
on this erroneous information, the computer now 
calculates that this home is burning oil at a much 
lower rate than in the past, and schedules the next 
delivery accordingly. I guarantee you that every 
winter day, at least fifteen or twenty homes on 
Long Island run out of oil for this reason alone.

Another common reason is an office worker 
posting a delivery to the wrong account. This hap-
pens fairly often when a customer owns three or 
four homes; the same name appears in consecutive 
columns on the computer screen, and if you click 
on the right name but the wrong address — an 
easy mistake to make — the delivery is posted to 
a house where no delivery was made, practically 
ensuring that the tank will run dry.

Delivery tickets fall behind desks, land in the 
wastebasket by mistake, end up beneath truck 
seats. It’s not a frequent occurrence, but it does 
happen. To tell a story on myself, once I walked out 
of the office with a stack of thirty delivery tickets 
and put them on the rear bumper before fueling 
my truck. Of course I forgot about them, until I 
glanced in my mirror after pulling out on the road 
and saw them fluttering through the air. I think 
I found all of them; if not, one or two people ran 
out of oil a week or so later. The better companies 
keep a record of tickets in the driver’s possession 
so they’ll know something is amiss if the delivery 
is not made that day and he doesn’t bring the ticket 
back; or, they periodically run “exception reports” 
on the computer to identify unseen irregularities 
in order to prevent runouts. Most, however, do not 
take these precautions.

There are several automatic delivery computer 
programs an oil company can choose from. Some 
are user friendly and some are a nightmare. Some 
have built-in glitches that make me shake my head 
at those managers — and there are many in the oil 
business, as there are in every field — who think 
that more technology always means more prog-
ress. One company I worked for installed a pro-
gram which, unknown to them, would not print 
delivery tickets for customers on a monthly bud-
get plan unless a separate payment for each month 
was made. For example, if the monthly payment 
was $200 and the customer made an advance pay-
ment of $400 to cover both January and February, 

the computer would flag this as a delinquent ac-
count because no check for February was received. 
The house would then run out of oil in February, 
because no ticket was ever printed. This is obvi-
ously ridiculous, and a great way to lose good cus-
tomers. Several tanks ran dry before the company 
figured out the problem.

Trucks break down, drivers get sick or hurt, 
work gets backed up and routes have to be changed. 
If it’s unseasonably cold, with plenty of winter 
ahead, panic can set in. It’s a stressful, sometimes 
frantic business. No computer can replace a good 
dispatcher, the person who sorts out delivery tick-
ets and makes up routes, but most dispatchers have 
never driven an oil truck and lack a “feel” for the 
job. When a company falls behind, the dispatch-
er has to start juggling tickets and routes, and a 
common mistake is to reschedule heavy users with 
average and light users, which always results in a 
few drys.

January 1994 was the roughest month I ever 
worked. In addition to extreme cold, we had plen-
ty of snow with a few ice storms thrown in. It’s 
hard enough to keep pace with a prolonged cold 
snap; frozen precipitation, especially ice, slows you 
down even more. Then we lost two of our twelve 
drivers; one slipped on the ice while pulling the 
hose and broke his collarbone, while the other 
quit to take care of his terminally ill wife. I worked 
twenty-nine days that month, twelve hours a day, 
and the rest of the crew put in an equally exhaust-
ing amount of time, but we could not keep our 
heads above water: people were burning oil faster 
than we could deliver it, and tanks began running 
dry. This was a good company with a smooth de-
livery operation, but we were simply overwhelmed 
by misfortune and Mother Nature. More than one 
hundred customers ran out of oil that month. 
I know of similar things that happened to other 
companies during long stretches of bitter cold, but 
due more to mismanagement and lack of foresight.

Sometimes even sabotage enters the picture. 
On my first day with a certain full service com-
pany I went out with the senior driver to familiar-
ize myself with their procedures. He soon began 
to gripe about many things, one of them always 
being given the toughest routes. To show his dis-
pleasure, he pulled out a delivery ticket and ripped 
it in half in front of my eyes. One dry, on the way. 
There was also a serviceman there with driving 
experience, although he much preferred fixing 
oil burners to delivering. One day he was told to 
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drive, using a spare truck. He complied, but he was 
furious. I happened to use the truck a few weeks 
later and found two crumpled delivery tickets on 
the floor; both houses probably ran out of oil. Few 
places I’ve worked for had so many terrible atti-
tudes and such a lack of brains across the board. 
Things were done so poorly at this company of 
about three thousand accounts that nearly every 
winter morning, the answering service, which 
handled the phones from 10 PM to 6 AM, faxed 
the names and addresses of four or five customers 
who had run dry during the night.

Some oil customers, much less than half, keep 
an eye on their gauges or stick their tanks and call 
the office when they get noticeably low, in which 
case a truck can usually get there in time to pre-
vent a runout. Those who run dry, however, learn 
the hard way — like losing heat at midnight when 
it’s fifteen degrees outside — that this high-tech, 
computerized world of ours is not nearly as effi-
cient as it’s made out to be. And this discovery of-
ten comes with a line I must’ve heard 500 times: “I 
thought I was on automatic delivery.”

 v 

Now, do you really believe that incompetence, 
human error, computer problems, malicious acts 
of disgruntled employees, and events beyond hu-
man control play no part in vaccine production 
facilities? Even if, theoretically speaking, it were 
possible to make safe and effective vaccines, the 
highly complex and exacting process involved 
practically guarantees that things often will not go 
as planned. Nor is there any reason to believe that 
the people who work at these places are exception-
ally bright.

And there are issues beyond production, one of 
which is brought up by the authors of A Shot in the 
Dark: refrigeration. Vaccines are supposed to be 
kept cold, but not frozen, at all times. But are they? 
Just like meat or dairy products that you buy at 
the supermarket, vaccines, which contain biolog-
ical matter, degrade if not refrigerated, and they 
might become more toxic if the temperature soars. 
But who has ever tracked the journey of a vaccine 
vial from factory to distribution center to doctor’s 
office to needle? Are these packed in sufficiently 
cold receptacles when they leave the factory or are 
they just shipped like ordinary merchandise then 
re-refrigerated at a distribution point — perhaps 
after being left to sit for hours at a loading dock 
on a warm day? Even if they’re surrounded by ice 
packs, do they arrive at the doctor’s office before 

the packs have thawed? Do you think the average 
UPS or FedEx driver knows, or even cares, about 
the possible consequences of a shipment of vac-
cines left to bake in his truck for six or seven hours 
when it’s ninety degrees outside? Or how about a 
doctor or assistant who forgets to put the vaccines 
in the refrigerator and leaves them on the counter 
overnight, or over the weekend?

To return to the beginning of the manufactur-
ing process, is the seed virus that is used free of 
biological debris or other impurities? Is it kept at 
the optimal cold temperature to prevent it from 
becoming stronger or weaker than desired? What 
if the alarm system that warns of a change in tem-
perature during storage malfunctions? Are sam-
ples always withdrawn from the broth and exam-
ined microscopically, as they are supposed to be? 
Are certain viral strains that are considered too 
strong to be attenuated (weakened or killed) al-
ways separated from acceptable strains? Is equip-
ment that has come into contact with bacteria or 
viruses always sterilized in an autoclave, according 
to safety protocols?

Just reading what goes into these vaccines 
makes me wonder how anyone came up with these 
recipes, and on what basis the ratio of ingredients 
was determined. For example, in addition to bi-
ological matter, the Hib vaccine, which is one of 
the simpler ones, contains aluminum hydroxphos-
phate sulfate, ethanol, enzymes, phenol, detergent 
and fermentation medium. Do factories ever run 
out of these or other ingredients, due to an over-
sight or a delayed shipment? If so, are other chem-
icals like glycine and formaldehyde used to replace 
them? Do workers just dump tap water in from 
time to time to fill a five gallon bucket or fifty-five 
gallon drum or whatever it is they use to store vac-
cines prior to packaging? Do they ever deliberately 
switch labels — for example, passing off a DPT lot 
as an MMR lot because someone screwed up and 
this saves time and effort? Do they ever package 
vaccines that they know were prepared improper-
ly so they don’t have to go through the trouble of 
making a new batch?

The questions I have posed do not even take 
into account the capacity for malfeasance. It would 
be naïve to think that there are no sociopaths em-
ployed by pharmaceutical firms, people who wreck 
vaccine production to spite their companies, or 
hate the world, or any other reason — who, for ex-
ample, knowingly add an extra amount of one of 
the more toxic ingredients. Such an event would 
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have much graver consequences than tearing up 
an oil delivery ticket. How often things like this 
happen it is impossible to say. We do know that, 
from time to time, an alarming cluster of vaccine 
deaths and injuries can be traced to a particular lot 
— a phenomenon known as “hot lots.” Common 
sense tells us that something went wrong during 
the manufacturing process of a hot lot that made 
it highly toxic due to human error, shoddy work-
manship or criminal behavior. I’m inclined to be-
lieve that, as in all occupations in the population at 
large, the number of inept or uncaring workers at 
vaccine factories far outnumbers the number who 
are genuinely evil, but this is not much of a con-
solation to those victims on the receiving end of a 
bad vaccine brew.

Nevertheless, criminality has always been a 
hallmark of this field, and anyone who researches 
the subject will come across episodes in which au-
thorities knowingly put children at risk by giving 
the green light to suspect vaccine lots, a classic ex-
ample being Jonas Salk during the Cutter incident. 
It would be sheer folly to think that the most pow-
erful decision makers took this lesson to heart and 
revised vaccine testing procedures to protect the 
public. We’re left wondering how many vaccine 
manufacturing plants are operating at this very 
moment under the filthy conditions that prevailed 
at Cutter Labs in the 1950s. And how many poorly 
trained or unfit lab technicians are employed by 
them — especially in this day and age of hiring 
Third Worlders at cut-rate wages.

That nothing has changed over a half century in 
the mindset of the vaccine pushers was made clear 
in an interview with a retired American vaccine 
researcher who worked for many years at major 
pharmaceutical houses and at the National Insti-
tute of Health. Fearing retribution from the FBI or 
IRS and possible loss of his pension for speaking 
out, he used the pseudonym Mark Randall. The 
interview was published in the February-March 
2006 issue of the Australian magazine Nexus. The 
interviewer, Jon Rappoport, has written extensive-
ly on the vaccine racket and other taboo topics, 
but in this article he defers to the authority of an 
eyewitness insider who gives every indication of 
being honest — one formerly of the “inner circle” 
as he describes himself. Not only does Randall 
have an intimate knowledge of what goes on in the 
rooms where vaccines are made, he helped devel-
op some of them. He speaks of his disillusionment 
and despair upon learning, after conducting a per-

sonal investigation, that his life’s work was riddled 
with fraud and lies. He tells us that, if he had a 
child now and the situation required it, he would 
move out of state, change the family name, disap-
pear — do anything to avoid getting his child vac-
cinated. He offers a sketch of his colleagues — on 
the whole, certainly not wicked people, but rather 
ordinary people who wouldn’t think of rocking the 
boat, true believers and defenders of the dogma 
who plug their ears as soon as they hear something 
about vaccines being unsafe. Titled Vaccine Dan-
gers and Vested Interests, this invaluable interview 
can be read in its entirety on nexusmagazine.com. 
The following excerpts spoken by Randall address 
the unworkable idea of creating safe and effective 
vaccines: 

The public believes that these labs, these man-
ufacturing facilities, are the cleanest places in the 
world. That is not true. Contamination occurs all 
the time. You get all sorts of debris introduced into 
vaccines. I’m talking about ...the actual lab condi-
tions. The mistakes. The careless errors... I’ll give 
you some of [the contaminants] I came across, and 
I’ll also give you what colleagues of mine found. 
Here’s a partial list. In the Rimavex measles vac-
cine, we found various chicken viruses. In polio vac-
cine, we found acanthamoeba, which is a so-called 
“brain-eating” amoeba. Simian cytomegalovirus in 
polio vaccine. Simian foamy virus in the rotavirus 
vaccine. Bird-cancer viruses in the MMR vaccine. 
Various microorganisms in the anthrax vaccine. I’ve 
found potentially dangerous enzyme inhibitors in 
several vaccines. Duck, dog and rabbit viruses in the 
rubella vaccine. Avian leucosis virus in the flu vac-
cine. Pestivirus in the MMR vaccine... And if you try 
to calculate what damage these contaminants can 
cause, well, we don’t really know because no testing 
has been done, or very little testing. It’s a game of 
roulette. You take your chances... I have found what 
I believed were bacterial fragments and polio virus 
in these vaccines from time to time, which may have 
come from [aborted human] fetal tissue. When you 
look for contaminants in vaccines, you can come up 
with material that is puzzling. You know it shouldn’t 
be there, but you don’t know exactly what you’ve 
got. I have found what I believed was a very small 
fragment of human hair and also human mucus. I 
have found what can only be called “foreign protein,” 
which could mean almost anything. It could mean 
protein from viruses… Remember, this material is 
going into the bloodstream without passing through 
some of the ordinary immune defences...Of course, 
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I’m not even mentioning the standard chemicals...
which are purposely put into vaccines [as preserva-
tives].

There are decent and intelligent people, some 
of whom have done a great service in spreading 
the word about vaccine hazards, who neverthe-
less foolishly cling to the ideal of safe and effec-
tive vaccines. Proponents have had well over 200 
years to come up with one, just one, vaccine with 

that guarantee and they have utterly failed. Given 
their ingredients, not to mention human fallibility 
and corruption, the notion of producing vaccines 
that are assuredly safe and effective is an absurdity 
and a dangerous delusion. The bottom line is this: 
there is no way that any doctor or nurse can know 
what’s inside a vial of vaccine that he or she injects 
into a child, nor what will or will not happen as a 
consequence.

The NCVIA and VAERS debacle
ONE OF the worst bills ever passed and signed 
into law in this country, on November 14, 1986, 
was the National Childhood Vaccine Injury Act 
(NCVIA), which actually was part of a much larg-
er health bill. Ironically, it was conceived in 1983 
with the best of intentions by a small group of 
parents whose children were seriously injured by 
vaccines, one of whom eventually died. But little 
by little, over the course of three years, as politi-
cians pawed over it, as vaccine makers and medi-
cal organizations stuck their noses under the tent, 
modifications, stipulations and compromises were 
worked in to the point where it became twisted be-
yond recognition.

The worst aspect of this law is that it cleared 
the pharmaceutical companies of all civil liability 
in connection with vaccine injuries and deaths, 
setting up a judicial monstrosity heavily stacked 
against parents and their handicapped children. 
Prior to the passage of the NCVIA, there had 
been so many lawsuits filed against pharmaceu-
tical firms that some had dropped out of the vac-
cine market. Now they could no longer be sued, 
so they got back into it. Now parents had to take 
their case to what is informally called “vaccine 
court,” and any awards would be paid from a 
fund subsidized by a small tax imposed on every 
childhood shot. This opened the floodgates to a 
whole new crop of compulsory vaccines and the 
millions of new casualties that have accumulated 
as a result.

In passing this legislation, it supposedly was 
the intent of Congress to create a swift, fair, non-
adversarial payment program as a substitute for 
the grueling litigation involved in civil tort, which 
sometimes resulted in huge awards, and more of-
ten in nothing. A special master presides over the 
hearings, in which Justice Department lawyers 
represent the Secretary of Health and Human Ser-

vices (HHS), the umbrella agency covering the 
vast bureaucratic empire of health-related federal 
agencies. The Secretary becomes a co-defendant in 
each case. In such an atmosphere, created by a gov-
ernment committed to the belief that childhood 
vaccines are very safe and effective, it was terribly 
naïve of anyone to expect things to run smooth-
ly. And they didn’t. As cases piled up, there was 
frequent bitterness over unjust decisions. Awards 
were granted or denied based on hair-splitting 
definitions of vaccine injuries as related in the 
medical literature. There was a modicum of justice 
for about half the families who had filed petitions. 
Most of these involved children maimed by the 
DPT vaccine, who would need professional care 
for the rest of their lives.

What little fairness there was in the system 
fizzled out with the incoming Clinton admin-
istration in 1993, and the appointment of Don-
na Shalala as the new HHS Secretary. Irate over 
the official recognition of vaccination hazards, 
Shalala, a Hillary crony, and one very mean and 
militant woman, changed the rules. Shalala had 
arrived after serving five years as chancellor at 
the University of Wisconsin, where she had been 
a sort of dominatrix of politically correct speech 
codes. These rules had riled and intimidated stu-
dents and teachers alike, and were so outrageous 
that even the American Civil Liberties Union op-
posed them, challenging her in federal court and 
winning, which forced her to strike them down. 
Now, in her new post, the chunky lesbian was go-
ing to show America she meant business. Her first 
move was to narrow the medical criteria for com-
pensation, already restricted and unreasonable, to 
the point of absurdity. Reactions to the pertussis 
vaccine in particular were radically redefined. One 
lawyer who represented children in vaccine court 
remarked, “What you now have can be compared 
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to a federal program that will compensate anyone 
who is in a plane crash in a snowstorm within ten 
miles of Tahiti. Nobody will ever qualify.” And as 
if to drive her point home, shortly after publishing 
the final rules in the Federal Register (Vol. 60, No. 
26, February 8, 1995) Shalala fought the parents of 
19-year-old Maggie Whitecotton — crippled ear-
lier in life by a DPT shot and now confined to a 
wheelchair — all the way to the Supreme Court. 
Later that year, this beastly woman confiscated the 
Social Security numbers assigned to newborn ba-
bies as a first step in establishing — through the 
linking of separate state vaccine registers — a na-
tional electronic tracking system, to ensure uni-
versal compliance with federal vaccine policies. 
That project ran aground in several states but re-
mains a utopian dream of public health Stalinists 
in Washington D.C.

Needless to say, with very few exceptions all 
of this has been swept under the rug by our news 
media. One exception was an article headed “Vac-
cine Injury Claims Face Grueling Fight,” which 
appeared in the November 29, 2004 issue of the 
Los Angeles Times. Read this long article on the In-
ternet. Read the names and stories of real people 
with real handicapped children, and the hell they 
go through with government lawyers who eat off 
your tax dollars. Read about how these heartless 
shysters nickel and dime grieving parents over 
petty items like wheelchair maintenance and spe-
cial bedsheets. Read about the witness tampering, 
the disqualifications on legal technicalities, the 
cases that drag on for ten years or more. Read all 
this and then ask yourself how long America can 
go on like this.

 v 

The Vaccine Adverse Event Reporting System 
(VAERS) was part of the NCVIA. Its stated pur-
pose was for the government to keep track of se-
rious reactions to vaccines by requiring doctors to 
report them, but due to widespread indifference 
on the part of both doctors and bureaucrats, this 
turned out to be another flop. I have read estimates 
ranging from 82% to 99% of adverse vaccine re-
actions going unreported, the latter figure coming 
from former FDA commissioner David Kessler in 
1993. Few Americans know about VAERS. Many 
doctors are in denial about vaccine injuries and re-
fuse to cooperate. Other requirements, like keep-
ing records of dates and lot numbers of vaccines 
given, the signature of the person administering 
them, and more, are similarly ignored. No disci-

plinary action is ever taken. The NCVIA is a joke, 
a national disgrace.

VAERS seems to have been a bone thrown by 
the federal government to anti-vax activists. It was 
clear from the start that the medicrats had no in-
tention of changing their policies despite countless 
reports of adverse vaccine reactions. It is equally 
obvious that they knew they were sitting on a pow-
der keg and had no desire to share this informa-
tion with the public. Stonewalling and monkey 
business are the stock in trade of these people. 
The first successful attempt to pry out the data was 
made by the National Vaccine Information Center 
(NVIC) whose directors had propelled the fruit-
less NVCIA legislation. I have some reservations 
about this group and the character of its co-found-
er, Barbara Loe Fisher, a prominent voice in this 
ongoing battle, but there’s no question that the 
NVIC has done a good job in educating parents.

The NVIC was able to procure the earliest 
VAERS records, stored on computer disks, af-
ter filing a request under the Freedom of Infor-
mation Act (FOIA). The data, however, was in-
decipherable, and they had to get outside help 
to unscramble it. In the report they issued, the 
pages of computerized and tabulated lists, cover-
ing VAERS records from July 1990 through July 
1995, are preceded by a detailed account of their 
efforts and findings. It’s a sad but not surprising 
record of bureaucratic sloppiness: data entry er-
rors, duplicate reports, filing delays, omission of 
details, etc. They mention, for example, that in 
some instances it took eleven months for reports 
to be entered into the system, and that some lot 
numbers are wrong, containing too many charac-
ters, or having numbers missing, or a letter where 
a number should be. They also mention that the 
FDA does not follow up on reports to monitor 
the condition of injured children, as they’re sup-
posed to do, nor do they recall hot lots, vaccine 
batches with very high reports of severe reactions, 
even though it’s easy to do so. The “hottest” lot 
resulted in 234 events, eleven of which were fatal. 
Think about that for a moment: the government 
knows there are exceptionally dangerous vaccines 
out there that can be recalled without difficulty, yet 
they do nothing. Some details regarding hot lots 
are not accessible, as the FDA considers this con-
fidential information shared only between them 
and vaccine manufacturers. The phenomenon of 
hot lots shows how botched-up vaccine produc-
tion can be; clearly mistakes are sometimes made 
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in the lab or factory that result in some lots being 
much more dangerous than others.

After examining the VAERS reports compiled 
by the NVIC, I decided to do some research of 
my own, and purchased seven disks copied from 
disks turned over by the FDA in compliance with 
the FOIA. These covered the years 1998 through 
2002. The first disk I put in the computer came up 
blank (the rest worked). This is a common occur-
rence which reflects either incompetence or chica-
nery on the part of FDA employees. The seminal 
book Evidence of Harm relates many examples of 
this. There are more. The November 2017 issue of 
the newsletter Health Alert asserts that, for a long 
time, some browsers, namely Firefox and Inter-
net Explorer, have blocked access to the VAERS 
website vaers.hhs.gov, and an error page pops up. 
Using the computer at my local library, I usually 
had no problem getting to VAERS data, but some-
times these words appeared: “This operation has 
been canceled due to restrictions in effect on this 
computer. Please contact your system administra-
tor.” It would seem that, since this information is 
so explosive, since it blows the received wisdom 
about vaccination to smithereens, there have been 
attempts to shield it from public view, but that’s 
only speculation on my part.

Hopefully this data will always be accessible 
on the world wide web, because it’s an open ad-
mission of the serious and commonplace injuries 
caused by vaccines, an admission made by the fed-
eral public health bureaucracy itself — the same 
bureaucracy that’s always telling us out of the oth-
er side of its mouth how safe vaccines are. I don’t 
know how any thinking American, and especially 
parents and grandparents of young children, can 
examine this data without being shell-shocked. 
The volume of these reports is simply staggering. 
I scanned only about one hundred pages from the 
VAERS website, and if these pages represent the 
average of daily reports, by my count we’re looking 
at roughly 18,000 reports per year, keeping in mind 
that these might well represent less than one-tenth 
of alarming reactions that occur nationwide.

The aforementioned NVIC report, published 
on October 10, 1995, at the dawn of the Internet 
age, was the first of its kind. I have a bound copy, 
and in thumbing through it, the importance of 
all this data instantly becomes clear, as does the 
painstaking work it took to arrange it. The format, 
however, is outdated and the print is so tiny as to 
be nearly illegible. Furthermore, it covers only ad-

verse reactions to the DTP (diphtheria, tetanus 
and whole cell pertussis) vaccine, the DTaP (DT 
and acellular pertussis) vaccine, and the DTPH 
(DTaP plus Hib) vaccine; only DTaP is still in use 
in the U.S. (As an aside, the high risk of the DTP 
[or DPT] shot due to the whole cell pertussis com-
ponent was known for fifty years, and no one ever 
did a damn thing about it. DTP was phased out in 
the U.S. in 1996. However, some countries still use 
it, and there has even been some discussion in of-
ficial circles of resuming its use here, because with 
whooping cough on the rise it has become obvious 
that the DTaP vaccine doesn’t work. The madness 
never ends.)

The NVIC researchers pointed out that many 
times other vaccines are given simultaneously, 
which can result in statistical inaccuracy. They 
stressed that their list contained what they be-
lieved were current lots as of July 31, 1995, mean-
ing that many more adverse events from those 
lots surely occurred after that date. To further 
complicate things, they had no way of knowing 
how many doses from each lot had been admin-
istered. For what it’s worth, these are the official 
totals from the DTP, DTaP and DTPH vaccines 
as compiled by VAERS from July 1990 through 
July 1995. Events: 18,657, of which all but 39 in-
volved children aged from infancy to six years. 
Emergency room visits: 8,425. Life threatening 
conditions: 293. Hospitalizations: 2,387. Perma-
nent disabilities: 201. Unknown recovery sta-
tus: 2,947. No recovery (excluding deaths): 587. 
Deaths: 638. Incidentally, while the VAERS da-
tabase was established in 1990, these figures are 
not available on their web site. Also, if the mega-
byte count given for each year on the VAERS site 
is any indication, the number of reports filed in 
recent years has multiplied about tenfold from 
the early 1990s, and in all likelihood so have the 
above figures.

Reproduced below are pages I randomly chose 
to reprint from vaers.hhs.gov covering the years 
2001, 2012 and 2016. The data on each report 
takes up more space than can be reprinted on a 
single page, so in order to print a page for this 
book showing the state of residence, age and sex 
of an individual, as I have done in the 2001 and 
2016 samples, I had to leave out detailed symp-
toms, which appear by clicking on a different tab. I 
show these details in the 2012 sample, though they 
too sometimes run off the page. I have reproduced 
25 pages to impress two things on the reader: 



141

will vaccines be the end of us?

first, the enormous number of reports that pour 
into VAERS, and second, the futility of the whole 
system, which appears to be just another federal 
boondoggle.

In analyzing the data, I noticed the same kind of 
mistakes that the NVIC investigators ran into. In 
many cases ID numbers are out of sequence. The 
dates they were received often do not correspond 
to the dates they were recorded, and in some cases 
appear to have been sitting around for months un-
til someone noticed them and entered them into 
the system. On some pages there are numerous 
blank spaces where state and age should appear. 
Also, on some pages, the sex is indicated on all or 
nearly all entries, while a “U” for unknown ap-
pears in profusion on other pages.

The first page, beginning with ID# 172499 on 
July 2, 2001, displays passable work, with just one 
state and two report date omissions, plus four se-
quence number gaps. The next four pages contain-
ing 208 entries (not shown) are also satisfactory. 
Beginning on July 9, however, there’s a consider-
able number of omissions, though this page is not 
nearly as bad as some of the 2016 pages that follow.

Several issues arise from the early January 2016 
sample, over and above the numerous “sex un-
knowns” and blank spaces where states and ages 
should appear. (I’ve excluded several pages in this 
time slot to economize space.) Why, compared to 
earlier years, do middle-aged and older people 

now outnumber children? The astronomical num-
ber of reports, 67, from New Jersey, filed on one 
date, January 6 — all except one showing adults 
aged 27 to 64 (twenty-two show no age) — strong-
ly suggests injection with a flu vaccine hot lot. 
The same suspicion, though of a different vaccine, 
hangs over forty-nine reports of infants aged one 
month to one year from California recorded on 
January 6 and 7. Beginning with ID# 618161, 191 
consecutive reports appear that show no recorded 
date, and of these, 160 show no reported date ei-
ther. (The page beginning with ID# 618269 hints 
at yet another hot lot, in Florida.) When a date is 
not recorded, the symbol ######## appears, or oc-
casionally the space is left blank. Actually, there’s a 
high number of ########s in the 2012 sample as 
well, but it’s much worse in 2016. If you log on to 
the VAERS site and scroll down through the cal-
endar year of 2016, you’ll find many more of these 
symbols than you’ll find dates. In fact, the entire 
VAERS database is strewn with them. There are 
other anomalies that I won’t go into. The whole 
thing is a record-keeping nightmare. Anyone ex-
hibiting such laziness or incompetence or both in 
the private sector would be fired, but of course the 
rules are different for bureaucrats. From the lit-
tle I’ve discussed here, it should be obvious that 
VAERS is a travesty that serves no useful purpose 
whatever, other than unwittingly to document the 
barbarity of vaccination for all the world to see.
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Now that you’ve taken a look at a few sober-
ing pages from the VAERS database, consider 
this: How safe are vaccines? So safe that, if you’re 
on Medicare or Medicaid and have a serious re-

action, a code number is pre-assigned to each and 
every one of them. Look at the codes from the 
Medicaid and Medicare Web site on the follow-
ing pages.
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Some thoughts on rabies and Down’s Syndrome
as a result of a dog bite. As there were no antibi-
otics, many people died of blood poisoning, but 
not rabies.”

Dr. Peter Cole, a former medical officer of 
health in Ontario, agrees. He was featured in a 
news article in the January 28, 1988 Toronto Globe 
and Mail. Not only did he refuse to support tight-
er controls of vicious dogs, but he also opposed 
routine rabies vaccination of household dogs and 
cats. “In twenty years, there have been thousands 
of confirmed rabid animals,” said Dr. Cole. “Hun-
dreds of people have been exposed to bites, and 
not all of them have been able to get the vaccine. 
Yet no one got rabies. That should tell you some-
thing.”

Ghislaine Lanctot, another renegade Canadian 
doctor who broadsided the Quebec medical estab-
lishment in the 1990s with her book The Medical 
Mafia, goes even further. She wrote: “Rabies, it 
seems, does not exist. It appears to be an imagi-
nary illness.” She refers to an obscure booklet The 
Fraud of Rabies, a compilation of statements by 
veterinarians and kennel owners distributed by 
the California Animal Defense and Anti-Vivisec-
tion League. One point they make is that simply 
being told, after an animal bite, “You have rabies,” 
even when no symptoms are present, is enough 
to make some persons become hysterical. Here 
we are reminded of a phenomenon in Africa dis-
cussed earlier, where a native, just slightly ill, is 
told by his witchdoctor, “There is nothing I can 
do for you. You are going to die.” Whereupon the 
devastated native returns to his hut, lies down, and 
does exactly that. The minds of most white people 
are not much more developed.

Another point made in The Fraud of Rabies, 
according to Lanctot, is that animals that act 
“strange” — supposedly a telltale sign of rabies — 
might only be hungry and miserable. This seems 
plausible. From time to time most of us have 
encountered a few human castoffs on the street 
muttering gibberish or otherwise acting weird, 
who might only have been hungry and desperate. 
Whatever the reason for their odd behavior, they 
certainly weren’t rabid.

I’ll leave it to the reader to verify the claim that 
there’s no such thing as rabies. I have no strong 
opinion on it, but given mankind’s eternal addic-
tion to hogwash, that’s where my own thinking 

“SHOULD I get a rabies shot?” That’s the first 
question most people ask after they are bitten by 
a strange dog or wild animal. The rabies “shot” is 
actually a series of shots, and at one time the most 
painful and deadly of all vaccinations. Its extreme 
danger was concealed by the fact that it was only 
rarely given.

The problem with this vaccine goes way back to 
when it was first conceived and used by the French 
biologist Louis Pasteur in 1885. Pasteur was as 
much a fraud, a popularizer, and a thief of other 
scientists’ ideas as was Jonas Salk, a fact much ban-
died about even before his death in 1895. It was 
confirmed in 1971, seven years after his grandson 
released his notebooks. Yet his legend lives on, as 
do his dubious concepts of health and sickness, 
specifically his version of the germ theory, from 
which the questionable process of pasteurization 
evolved. His opponents convincingly argue that 
this practice is unnecessary and strips food of its 
nutrition. Perhaps in rare instances it does prevent 
serious illness by killing harmful bacteria, but it 
also kills beneficial bacteria.

As crazy as it might sound, it appears that there 
is no such thing as rabies — at least in humans. 
Certainly people have died of septicemia (blood 
poisoning) after being bitten, as virulent micro-
organisms from an animal’s mouth can enter the 
bloodstream, but this is not rabies, and no rabies 
vaccine is going to prevent it. What the rabies vac-
cine does is provoke a variety of delirious behavior 
patterns (such as a horror of drinking water — 
hence the scientific term for rabies, “hydropho-
bia”) in a category known as “Korsakoff ’s Psycho-
sis,” which can be permanent. “Monsieur Pasteur 
does not cure hydrophobia — he gives it!” said 
Professor Michel Peter, a contemporary of Pasteur.

Throughout the animal kingdom, viruses that 
are deadly to certain species are harmless to oth-
ers, and rabies appears to be one of these. People 
cannot get rabies because of this species barrier. 
For the last 130 years, what has been called rabies 
is the result of being injected by the rabies vac-
cine. In his booklet Lethal Injections, Dr. William 
Douglass wrote: “I challenge you to find proof 
that the shots work rather than kill. The medi-
cal literature is replete with cases of people who 
refused the shots and lived. In fact, I could not 
find a single case of a victim who died of rabies 
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leans. One thing is certain: the Pasteur vaccine in 
use for over a century was a medical monstrosity. 
Over the years, several freethinking researchers 
have stated that Pasteur hijacked medicine and 
rode it down the wrong track — a runaway train 
still going in the wrong direction. Yet schoolchil-
dren still learn of his supposedly great achieve-
ments, and in Paris an enormous statue honoring 
him still stands. Myths die hard.

The terrible affliction of Korsakoff ’s Psychosis 
resulting from Pasteur’s rabies vaccine was tak-
en up by the French Academy of Medicine in the 
1950s. The January 14, 1956 issue of JAMA fea-
tured an in-depth article about it. And the vacci-
nations went on — and go on. The good news is 
that this useless vaccine has been diluted almost to 
the composition of tap water, which is an altogeth-
er different but still excellent reason to avoid it.

 v 

Down’s Syndrome was named after a British 
doctor, John Langdon Down, who first studied it 
in 1862, and published his findings four years lat-
er. Back then, and even in recent times, the term 
“Mongoloid idiot” was used when referring to 
people with this unfortunate condition. Most ev-
eryone has seen people with Down’s Syndrome, 
and the physical traits are well-known: small stat-
ure, small hands, feet, ears and neck, and distinc-
tive, slightly Mongoloid facial features. All have 
varying degrees of mental retardation, and many 
have internal organ disorders as well. Average life 
expectancy is well below that of the general pop-
ulation. 

Human beings have 46 chromosomes, the 
building blocks of reproduction — 23 from each 
parent. But for a reason that no one has ever been 
able to explain, sometimes a mutation in cell de-
velopment results in a forty-seventh chromosome. 
To get a bit more technical, there is an extra copy 
of genetic material on chromosome number 21. 
This defines Down’s Syndrome. About 1 in 800 
American babies are born with it. 

There are good reasons to believe that vaccines 
spawned Down’s Syndrome. It’s highly significant 
that it first appeared just two generations after the 
birth of vaccination, and in the very country where 
they were first made and used on a wide scale. It 
seems there is no reference to it anywhere prior 
to the 1860s. During her 1996 trial in Quebec, the 
ruling of which barred her from practicing med-

icine, rebel physician Ghislaine Lanctot spoke at 
length about the dangers of vaccines. At one point, 
she flatly stated that Down’s Syndrome was caused 
by Jenner’s vaccine, and also that in Germany the 
first child ever seen with this condition was re-
ported in 1922. If true, this is dynamite. Another 
noteworthy fact is that Down’s Syndrome occurs 
in every human race, and needless to say, mem-
bers of all races were heavily vaccinated through 
the twentieth century. So far as I know, peculiar 
biological abnormalities are nearly always con-
fined to one race or subrace, but in this case it is 
universal. 

I never got past high school biology, so I don’t 
pretend to be an authority here, but it would seem 
possible for that strange forty-seventh chromo-
some to be a result of reckless engineering in the 
laboratory. Every vaccination is a roll of the genet-
ic dice, even if most doctors are totally unaware of 
it. Remember that vaccine cultures are grown on 
the tissue of ducks, pigs, dogs and other animals 
that harbor viruses. Viruses are reservoirs of ge-
netic material that, when pumped directly into the 
bloodstream, transfer DNA. They can invade the 
cells of the new host and imprint them with the ge-
netic codes of a different species. This was known 
as early as the 1950s, and it’s a frightening thought. 
Who’s to say what kind of biological havoc this can 
lead to? We already know that vaccines can cause 
the immune system to go haywire. Is it not con-
ceivable that they might have the same effect on 
the life process itself? 

Earlier in her career, Dr. Lanctot dramatized 
this by visualizing human beings born with mouse 
tails. She was employing hyperbole to draw atten-
tion to what was going on at the microscopic level, 
but it brought her an avalanche of ridicule from 
her many enemies in the media and medical es-
tablishment. Those with Down’s Syndrome don’t 
have tails, of course, but they do have slight defor-
mities that defy explanation. Honest research can 
answer the question. Someone should scour the 
medical literature prior to the early 1800s. If the 
characteristics of Down’s Syndrome existed that 
far back and were recorded, that would clearly dis-
prove a vaccine connection. If, on the other hand, 
John Langdon Down was indeed the first to write 
about it, that would constitute powerful evidence 
of yet another horrible disaster brought about by 
vaccines.
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Vaccines for foreign travel (don’t get any) 
and other lessons learned

done so. Most people, of course, don’t feel this way, 
and can’t relate to someone who feels this way, but 
for those who might make just one trip involving a 
health risk, I’ll do my best to point you in the right 
direction. 

The issues of safety and effectiveness sur-
rounding “travel” vaccines are no different to 
those of childhood vaccines, though needless to 
say they affect far fewer people. Still, it’s worth 
noting that the advisories published on the travel 
pages of the CDC website duplicate their stance 
on childhood vaccines. There’s the same urgency 
to vaccinate for no reason, the same scare tactics, 
the same misinformation. I would never rely on 
any government “health” agency, in any country, 
for vital facts. 

My position on travel vaccines also reflects that 
of childhood vaccines. It’s based on firsthand ob-
servation and common sense, magnified by what 
I’ve read. Since my enlightenment in Nepal in 
1987, which I wrote about at the beginning of this 
book, I’ve traveled to about 20 countries where 
health matters were a definite concern, but nev-
er considered getting a shot, nor under any pos-
sible circumstances in the future will I give it a 
moment’s thought. The mere suggestion raises my 
blood pressure. 

So obsessed is the CDC with vaccination that 
they recommend booster shots for several diseas-
es on the U.S. childhood schedule list — for every 
country on earth! Take Norway, for example, by 
any standard one of the world’s healthiest nations. 
Here’s what you’ll find on their Norway page, and 
everywhere else for that matter, and this goes out 
to all travelers: “Make sure you are up-to-date on 
routine vaccines before every trip. These vaccines 
include measles-mumps-rubella (MMR) vaccine, 
diphtheria-tetanus-pertussis vaccine, varicel-
la (chickenpox) vaccine, polio vaccine, and your 
yearly flu shot.” Also: “You can get hepatitis A 
through contaminated food or water in Norway, 
so talk to your doctor to see if the hepatitis A vac-
cine is right for you.” This makes as much sense as 
considering a hep A shot before taking the train 
from Providence to Boston.

Of the 20 countries I mentioned, Cambodia 
was the one that most concerned me, health-

WRITING CAN be a pleasure, but not when the 
subject is vaccination, at least not for me. Much of 
it has been drudgery, and much I’ve written with 
a heavy heart. In this chapter I’m going to lighten 
up, reminisce, and have some fun. Having seen the 
world, I’m going to share with you some entertain-
ing stories and opinions. I know that most Amer-
icans do not have passports, and of those who do 
travel abroad or have in the past, most have not 
visited countries where health standards fall far 
short of ours. Therefore, what I’m about to discuss 
is irrelevant to the great majority of readers. But 
you can still learn a few things. And if you do hap-
pen to be an intrepid traveler or intend to become 
one, you already know how important it is to safe-
guard your health. That diseases, both serious and 
transitory, are far more prevalent in less developed 
countries, accentuates the fact that advancements 
in hygiene and sanitation, not vaccines, led to their 
virtual disappearance in the West.

Before I begin, let me say that I did most of 
my traveling in the 1980s, and during that time I 
kept abreast of the health situation, or better said 
the disease situation, throughout the world. Since 
2007 I’ve done only a little research in connection 
with two trips I made to Asia and one to Central 
America. I’m pretty sure the information in the 
pages that follow is accurate, but I can’t vouch for 
it. It’s your responsibility, before leaving home, to 
consult the best sources and get the most reliable 
current information. With the Internet, which did 
not exist in the 1980s, all the information you need 
to know is a few keystrokes away.

I feel I owe it to myself, as much as to the adven-
turous reader, to include this chapter, even though 
it obviously has nothing to do with childhood vac-
cinations. After all, had I never traveled far and 
wide, I never would have gotten all the shots that 
began a chain of events that led to my children’s 
lifelong handicaps. If not for them, I’m sure I nev-
er would have felt so intense about this issue, and 
never would have had the incentive to write this 
book. Yet, if as a young man I could have plotted 
my future, I would have done nothing differently 
regarding foreign travel except to avoid all vac-
cines. I can’t imagine going through life without 
seeing the world, and I feel truly blessed in having 
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wise, so I typed it in to see what the CDC had 
to say. Specifically, I sought out malaria, a very 
serious disease which I will return to. Accord-
ing to the CDC website, as it appeared in Feb-
ruary 2019 – unchanged from when I first read 
it years earlier – malaria is “Present throughout 
the country, including Siem Reap city. None in 
the city of Phnom Penh, and the temple complex 
of Angkor Wat.” The huge temple of Angkor Wat 
and many smaller temples nearby are scattered 
throughout a jungle area just outside the small 
city of Siem Reap. Angkor Wat is Cambodia’s top 
tourist attraction, and nearly all travelers who 
visit it stay in Siem Reap, with its many hotels, 
restaurants and other amenities. Malaria is trans-
mitted by the bite of infected mosquitoes. Who 
doesn’t know that there are more mosquitoes in a 
jungle than in a city? Some people who work for 
the CDC, apparently. And the same people hav-
en’t figured out that if there’s malaria at Point A, it 
will also exist three miles away, at Point B. Quite 
a few people leave their hotels in the morning 
darkness to photograph Angkor Wat at sunrise, a 
beautiful sight. The anopheles mosquito, the spe-
cies that carries the malaria virus, is active from 
dusk to dawn. Anyone foolish enough to believe 
the claims posted by the CDC is flirting with a 
potentially fatal disease.

Unlike the thriving culture of corruption in the 
CDC’s childhood vaccine division, this is obvious-
ly a matter of ignorance, of typical bureaucratic 
incompetence. Probably very few CDC employees 
have ever heard of Angkor Wat, or can even find 
Cambodia on a map. As a rule, people with gov-
ernment jobs, other than those whose work takes 
them overseas, travel very little. In fact, of the 
thousands of travelers I’ve met over forty years, I 
can’t recall meeting a single bureaucrat from any 
country. And I’m not trying to disparage all peo-
ple employed at various levels of government. It’s 
just that, in the nature of things, very few who opt 
for the security of a government job are adven-
turous, know much about the outside world, and 
are qualified to give advice on avoiding diseases. 
And the unfortunate flip side of this is that peo-
ple in general, including many travelers, respect 
the authority of government, take it for granted 
that, on such an arcane subject as health risks in 
foreign countries, these bureaucrats know what 
they’re talking about. Incidentally, I’m not the 
only one who feels this way. While researching, 
in 2016, a trip to Central America that I took the 

following year, I came across the website costar-
icaexpeditions.com, which criticized the CDC 
for their stale and inaccurate health information 
about Costa Rica.

The people whose advice is most sound on 
this matter are those who have lived in a partic-
ular country for a long time. Western doctors 
who have worked in clinics or hospitals of im-
poverished countries are another reliable source. 
Through the Internet, many of them share with 
the rest of the world the things they’ve seen, and 
haven’t seen. Another place to go is the travel blogs 
which abound on the net. You can ask questions 
which will be answered by travelers who have been 
where you’re thinking about going — people who 
will discuss their own experiences as well as what 
they’ve picked up from others. The Thorn Tree, a 
division of Lonely Planet, the world’s largest pub-
lisher of travel guide books, is a good place to con-
nect, as is Trip Advisor, the world’s largest inde-
pendent travel forum.

While surfing the Internet on the subject of 
Cambodia, I discovered aboutasiatravel.com, the 
website of a British-based travel company special-
izing in Southeast Asia. This is what they write 
about malaria in that country:

Cambodia malaria risk should be considered 
carefully if traveling to the border regions of Cam-
bodia but is not a significant problem for the visi-
tor around the main tourist areas of Angkor Wat, 
Siem Reap, Tonle Sap and Phnom Penh. It is worth 
noting that our team of expatriates and locals have 
lived in Siem Reap for a number of years now and 
have no incidence of malaria. We do not take an-
ti-malarial medication but are careful in the way we 
dress and in our use of insect repellent, especially at 
dawn and dusk.

They then cited “four important principles 
of protection” from malaria, according to WHO 
(like the CDC, a gangster outfit in large part, 
though I do agree with what they wrote about 
malaria prevention), and followed up with “UK 
travel advice in regard to the various anti-malaria 
medications available,” adding: “No anti-malarial 
drug is 100% effective, however, or free of side ef-
fects, and we strongly recommend avoiding bites 
as the best defence — wear long sleeves and trou-
sers (especially in the evenings), use an insect re-
pellent, and sleep under a mosquito net (or in a 
screened room).”

I agree with everything these people have writ-
ten. There’s both wisdom and kindness in their 
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advice. Yes, kindness. We explorers are a world-
wide family and we look out for each other, tak-
ing newcomers under our wing. Like parents of 
vaccine-damaged children who sound the alarm 
for new and prospective parents to hear, many of 
us wish to warn others of travel risks of any kind 
when and where they exist, and reassure them 
when and where they’re negligible.

Health risks vary in the lagging (or if you pre-
fer, “developing”) countries of the world, by which 
I mean most of them outside North America, Eu-
rope, some scattered Western outposts and Japan. 
Some others come fairly close to our standards. 
Risks can vary in different areas of the same coun-
try. If you intend to travel, even once, to one or 
more of the many nations that fall into the “Third 
World” category — and you really should if there’s 
adventure in your DNA — you need to look at it 
this way, keeping in mind that the numbers I’m 
about to throw out are purely hypothetical. Let’s 
say the odds of contracting a debilitating or poten-
tially fatal disease here at home are 4000 to 1. Now 
you’ve arrived somewhere in Asia, Africa or South 
America, and the odds have instantly become 40 
to 1. The odds are still very much in your favor, 
but you have to accept the fact that they’ve just 
increased a hundredfold — and more than that, 
I assure you, if you’re in tropical Africa. An anal-
ogy can be made with white-water rafting and its 
different levels of danger. You can control the risk 
factor, but even in Class 1, the safest level, there 
are no guarantees. You can still be thrown into 
the water (as once happened to me in Class 1), be 
injured (I wasn’t), or even drown if your foot be-
comes wedged between rocks (very unlikely, but 
still possible). The only way to avoid all risk is to 
stay home.

You also need to know, even if you’re fastidious 
about what you eat and drink, that there’s a fair 
chance, especially if you’ve never been exposed to 
our dear planet’s many nasty bugs, that you’ll suf-
fer a brief bout of what the Australians cheerfully 
call “V & D” (vomiting and diarrhea), or just the 
D. In either case, it usually clears up on its own 
in a few days, and is nothing to worry about. But 
if you’re squeamish about this, you might want 
to limit your foreign travel to Europe, where you 
need not worry about getting sick anywhere. You 
can eat, drink and contemplate mosquitoes with 
nothing more than the annoyance you do here at 
home. Don’t bring any medicine for the occasion, 
and — perish the thought — don’t get vaccinat-

ed, not even if going to Norway. I’ve been almost 
everywhere on the continent, and even in what is 
probably the poorest country, Albania, I ate and 
drank with abandon and never had a problem.

But there are a few caveats. I became quite ill 
on the Trans-Siberian railway trip I made in 1980, 
when Russia was still under the lash of commu-
nism. The meals on that train were awful — the 
worst food I’ve ever eaten. The train made brief 
stops at many small towns, and on the platforms 
peasant women sold pine nuts, mushrooms, pick-
les, cole slaw, the latter spooned into cones of 
newspaper — the small measure of free enterprise 
allowed them. I bought and ate these snacks indis-
criminately, since they tasted so much better than 
the glop on the train. Actually, this was in Asia, not 
Europe; I’d begun the trip with a small group of 
Australians in the Siberian port city of Nahodka, 
after a two day ferry ride from Japan. The trip was 
broken by stopping off a few days in the Siberian 
cities of Irkutsk and Novosibirsk, where the hotel 
food was almost as bad as on the train. There was 
a slight improvement when we got to Moscow, but 
only slight.

I paid the price for indulging my comestible 
curiosity, as I occasionally would in the future. 
Sometimes I got away with it. But not in Irkutsk. 
I clearly remember sitting on the train there, wait-
ing to depart, and looking at a portrait of Soviet 
leader Leonid Brezhnev on the platform — and 
coming an eyelash away from falling to the floor, 
though I had never fainted in my life. That didn’t 
happen again, but I felt miserable for ten days, in 
the process becoming an expert on the various 
models of Soviet-era toilets. I can only guess that 
the cole slaw was to blame, because nobody else 
ate it and nobody else got as sick as I did; possibly 
it was the mayonnaise, the newspaper ink, the wa-
ter used to wash the cabbage — who knows. Years 
later I thought about this. There’s no disease I’ve 
read about that’s typified by lightheadedness and 
persistent diarrhea, yet also an absence of fever 
and vomiting. I can only guess that it was the way 
some strange bug manifested itself in my system. 
The mysteries of the organism. On several occa-
sions while traveling I’ve experienced vague intes-
tinal and respiratory discomforts that came and 
went quickly enough but always remained a rid-
dle. This does, however, demonstrate two things: 
first — and I’ll keep repeating it — we who take a 
dim view of vaccines stand on solid ground when 
we point out that advanced sanitation and hygiene 
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means less disease; second, our bodies are well-
equipped to conquer illness on their own, without 
medical intervention.

I learned this the hard way during an epic rail 
journey that should have been most enjoyable, 
but wasn’t. I’d never been this sick for this long 
before, was totally ignorant about my condition, 
and didn’t know what to do, though I was deter-
mined not to seek medical help in a country where 
everything was so shabby. One of the Australians 
gave me some charcoal pills which, she said, were 
supposed to absorb the bad stuff circulating in my 
system, but they did nothing. Someone else gave 
me Lomotil, a prescription drug that cakes wa-
tery stools and gives you the false impression that 
you’re getting better. In fact it cures nothing, car-
ries the possibility of side effects, and after learn-
ing these things I never considered using it again. 
In the end, it was my immune system that did the 
trick.

Actually, my body had already taught me this 
after my first trip to Europe in 1978. Shortly after 
returning home I realized I had an internal issue, 
the symptoms of which were a chronic bloated feel-
ing, sulfur-tasting burps and extremely foul-smell-
ing gas. (You know something’s wrong when your 
own farts make you gag!) There was no pain, just 
mild discomfort, but it was constant. Since I’ve al-
ways mistrusted doctors, I simply lived with it — 
for eight months. Then one day I woke up and it 
was gone — just like that! I had no idea what had 
ailed me until years later when I read about the 
symptoms of giardia, a common amoebic parasite 
that contaminates drinking water. That was what I 
had. Antibiotics can kill it, I read.

Although it was all very educational, had I 
known about giardiasis at the time I probably 
would have gone to a doctor to get a prescription 
for the proper antibiotic. I’m appalled at the gross 
abuse of antibiotics in this country, especially by 
doctors and parents who think nothing of giving 
them to children, as if they’re as harmless as breath 
mints. But I feel they do have their place, and can 
even save lives sometimes, unlike vaccines, which 
are an open and shut case. Here too I could not 
make a definite connection, but I suspect I got it 
from drinking at public water fountains — dumb, 
dumb, dumb — most likely in the old Yugosla-
via. Interestingly there was a cholera outbreak in 
Naples in 1973, I also learned, which does not 
dissuade me from feeling that you need not be a 
health vigilante in southern Europe, with one ex-

ception. I was astounded to read, a few years ago, 
that malaria has made a comeback in Greece. Re-
ported cases are still few and far between, and the 
invasion of illegal immigrants from Africa might 
be the cause, but I don’t know. With malaria, it be-
hooves the traveler to seek the latest information 
and act on it.

One footnote here. In 2001 I spoke to an Amer-
ican doctor who had just returned from a medical 
symposium in St. Petersburg, and he told me that 
the food was wretched. This really surprised me, 
because it was ten years after the collapse of com-
munism, and St. Petersburg is the most European 
of all Russian cities; I assumed that things had re-
ally changed for the better in that country. I write 
these words sixteen years later, and thirty-seven 
years since I was in Russia myself, so I make no 
judgment here. I will say that in 2014 I traveled 
to the Baltic states, Estonia, Latvia and Lithuania, 
nations that became independent of the Soviet 
Union when it cracked, and the food there was 
very good, the eating establishments as spotless as 
anywhere as in Scandinavia.

In the spirit of offering friendly advice, a great 
way to enjoy delicious food and local specialties at 
low cost is to go to supermarkets, and sometimes 
even department stores, in the Baltic countries 
and in fact all over Europe, where a wide variety 
is prepared daily and sold by weight from display 
cases, as is fairly common in our own country. But 
it’s much more fun when the person serving you 
doesn’t speak a word of English.

 v 

As much as I’ve traveled, I’ve never lived in a 
foreign country. Those who intend to take up long 
term residence in an impoverished part of the 
world, and particularly those who will be living in 
primitive conditions, will need to acquire more in-
formation than I provide in this chapter. There is, 
for example, some risk of picking up an exotic dis-
ease from daily contact with soil, and in bathing in 
bodies of water, especially stagnant ones. Also, I’m 
not going to get into sexually transmitted diseas-
es; if having sex of any kind with foreign natives 
is your thing, then quite frankly I have no interest 
in advising you about anything. Here I will focus 
only on insect-borne diseases, and disease spread 
by contaminated food and water — and only those 
that I regard as significant risks. In my opinion 
there are only two, malaria and hepatitis A, that 
belong in this category, though a few others de-
serve passing mention.
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It would be most unfortunate, and possibly 
tragic, to contract yellow fever or Japanese en-
cephalitis, both transmitted by mosquitoes, but 
they seem to be rare enough, and the risk so tiny, 
that I’ve never worried about them. Another dis-
ease caused by mosquitoes, dengue fever, is not 
rare at all, and has been on the rise in the tropics 
worldwide in recent years. From what I’ve read 
dengue fever is not life-threatening, and runs its 
course in one or two weeks, but during the most 
acute phase you get an absolutely excruciating 
headache. Notable also is that, unlike the malar-
ia-transmitting female anopheles mosquito, which 
bites only from dusk to dawn (especially around 
dusk), the species responsible for dengue bites day 
and night, and furthermore is as much a threat in 
urban as in rural areas. As for the storied tsetse fly 
and sleeping sickness, which is supposed to be the 
scourge of Africa, or so I’ve read, in a cumulative 
five months of travel south of the Sahara I never 
saw one. Maybe I was just lucky.

No vaccines were ever made for dengue fever 
and sleeping sickness. There is a vaccine for Jap-
anese encephalitis, which occurs in much of Asia, 
but only the ignorant would want to be injected 
with it — people as ignorant as I was when I got 
my yellow fever vaccination and booster in 1981, 
thinking that it would protect me and never giving 
a thought that it could harm me. In fact, the yellow 
fever vaccine appears to be the most dangerous of 
the travel vaccines, in a league with the whole cell 
pertussis shot that maimed and killed so many 
infants before it was taken off the market. But I 
was told nothing by the nurse who administered it 
at the Kennedy Airport medical office. I was only 
asked if I was allergic to eggs, and after I said no, 
she prepared the shot and stuck the needle into my 
arm.

Would I be remiss here if I failed to mention 
yet another gift of the mosquito, West Nile virus, 
of which we’ve heard a great deal here in the New 
York area over the past seven or eight summers? 
Not at all. Although I’ve been west of the Nile, 
east of the Nile, and on the Nile, I never heard it 
mentioned there, nor read about it in the health 
sections of guidebooks. With the exception of ma-
laria, there are so many microbes carried by biting 
insects in the world’s tropical regions that do not 
seem to me to pose any danger, and thus do not 
merit further discussion, aside from two sentences 
on Zika virus. In my not so humble opinion, the 
Zika virus is about as credible as Piltdown Man. 

If you’re worried about getting Zika, you might as 
well be worried about getting the cooties.

 v 

Food and drink are the usual culprits when 
travelers get sick. It’s not exactly a savory subject, 
but the fact is that human waste that is not proper-
ly disposed of is the source of a lot of disease in the 
Third World, or as a wag once called it, the Turd 
World. In many countries it’s not unusual to see 
people defecate in public, or the results of what 
they leave behind. No one ever cleans it up. Where 
plumbing exists, it’s of the most rudimentary kind, 
usually culverts of foul, grayish water running 
alongside the road. Also, for many, toilet paper is 
an unknown luxury; instead they use a small can 
of water, or sometimes just their fingers to wipe 
themselves. As disgusting as it sounds, most trav-
elers get sick from ingesting human excrement. 
It takes only a microscopic speck on the leg of a 
fly that’s landed on your omelette, on the finger of 
someone preparing food, or in waste water that 
somehow gets mixed with the tap water supply.

Some diseases spread this way are potential 
killers, like cholera and typhoid. Amoebic dysen-
tery is a bad one too. But to be honest, I’ve never 
met nor even heard of a traveler who came down 
with a life-threatening disease from contaminated 
food or water, which is not to say it doesn’t hap-
pen. But most travelers deal with short-lived bugs 
that resolve quickly enough on their own, though 
it’s always a bummer to get sick while traveling. 
Then again, there are exceptions, such as my own 
bout with giardiasis. In my countless “health 
chats” with fellow travelers, I met only one who 
shared this particular misfortune with me.

The one gut disease that’s a definite risk is hep-
atitis A. In fact, malaria and hep A are the only se-
rious diseases contracted by a fair number of trav-
elers, ten or so in each case — in addition to two 
who came down with dengue fever — whom I’ve 
personally met, as opposed to hearsay. If you like 
to “go native” in your dining habits, or otherwise 
take chances with dubious hygiene, you have a 
good chance of returning home with a case of hep 
A. It’s very common in the Third World. It won’t 
kill you, but it will knock you out for a month or 
two, during which time you’ll feel miserable and 
require plenty of rest and total abstention from 
alcohol while your liver recuperates. Once you 
recover you’ll never get it again, but obviously it’s 
something to avoid in the first place.

While hepatitis A is not much of a concern here 
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at home, it’s not as rare as you might think. In fact, 
small outbreaks, likely the result of immigrants 
employed in restaurants or elsewhere in the food 
service industry, have become common nation-
wide. There’s also a small risk in eating raw clams 
and oysters. I know a few people here on Long Is-
land who became ill this way, and one woman who 
got hepatitis. The risk is highest right after a heavy 
rain which washes animal waste into the shallow 
bays where clams are harvested, and before they 
have a chance to cleanse themselves. This is what I 
once read, anyway, and it makes sense.

An injection of gamma globulin, which I dis-
cussed at the beginning of this book, and which 
is a human blood product loaded with antibodies 
and technically not a vaccine, supposedly provides 
protection against hep A. And as the line goes, if 
you get the shot and you still get hepatitis, it will 
“probably” be a milder case than if you didn’t get 
the shot. I remain skeptical. Although I’ve never 
heard of anyone contracting AIDS or hepatitis B 
from gamma globulin serum, which is supposedly 
purified, the fact is that it’s taken from other peo-
ple’s blood, I don’t know where that blood came 
from, and I want no part of it. Also, I’ve traveled to 
the Third World more often than not without the 
presumed benefit of this injection, and I’ve never 
had hep A, even though, in my earlier traveling 
days at least, I took more chances than I should 
have. Parenthetically, gamma globulin has been 
pushed aside by the recently concocted hepatitis 
A vaccine, which is now the shot of choice among 
travelers who don’t know better.

Mexico is one country which a considerable 
number of Americans have visited, and gotten 
sick. In fact, Mexico is as bad as it gets, at least 
with stomach problems. Everyone who’s gone 
there has heard the warning “Don’t drink the wa-
ter,” advice which is as simple as it is priceless. It 
goes without saying that you should never drink 
tap water in countries like Mexico, but it’s much 
trickier to avoid traces of water used to wash food 
and cutlery. Salads are probably the biggest dan-
ger in this regard, and should be avoided, though 
I’ve given in to temptation now and then with-
out getting sick. On the other hand, I do believe 
in the benefits of eating fresh fruits and vegeta-
bles while traveling, and shopping and haggling 
at local markets is part of the experience. Fruit 
you can peel, like bananas and oranges, is always 
safe, and I believe that most fruits and vegetables, 
other than the leafy variety which may have been 

washed in tap water, are generally okay. In any 
case I’ve often eaten tomatoes, apples and the like 
and never gotten sick. On every trip I take along 
a small knife and peeler, which always come in 
handy.

There are those, mostly throwbacks from the 
flower power generation, who believe in going 
native. Back in the 1970s, hepatitis A was so com-
mon among the long-haired set, especially on the 
well-worn overland route from Europe to India, 
that it was jokingly called “hippietitis.” I recall 
seeing a couple of these types eating at a kind of 
field kitchen that was part of a large outdoor mar-
ket in LaPaz, Bolivia. Actually, it was quite color-
ful, the Indian women in their frilly dresses and 
bowler hats, a legacy of the Spanish conquest, 
doing a brisk business dishing out meals to locals 
sitting at long makeshift tables, and washing ev-
erything — food, pots, pans and cutlery, all of it 
left dripping wet — from water burbling from a 
rusted pipe. I can’t imagine a better way to come 
down with hep. I remember a similar scene in In-
dia — fashionable young people eating with their 
hands alongside villagers at a roadside conces-
sion. All I can say is, if you can eat like this, even 
a few times, without becoming seriously ill, God 
bless you.

I’ve often wondered who came up with the 
term “Third World.” What about the Second 
World? Quite a few countries fall into an interme-
diate category in terms of health standards. While 
they’re below ours, they’re well above many others, 
even though in isolated areas conditions might be 
primitive. I’m thinking here of China and some 
countries in Southeast Asia, and in particular a 
five-week trip to Singapore, Malaysia and Thailand 
in 1983. During this time I ate a lot of street food, 
particularly in Singapore, a culinary paradise. The 
general rule is that food served piping hot is safe. 
I followed this rule and had no problems in any 
of these countries, stoking my belly with chick-
en satays, noodle dishes and heavenly soups as I 
worked my way north. I even trekked for three 
days in the tribal region of northern Thailand and 
stayed perfectly healthy. Then, shortly before I was 
due to fly to Australia, I made a terrible mistake. 
Wandering around the Thai capital of Bangkok the 
last few days, I came across an English-language 
flier advertising an all-you-can-eat lunch buffet 
for eight dollars at the Bangkok Peninsula Hotel, 
the most luxurious hotel in Thailand. Here was an 
opportunity to dine like a business tycoon, some-
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thing I’d never done, at an absurdly low price, so I 
had to try it. What I remember is walking a mile 
in the sultry heat, arriving at the hotel unshaven, 
dripping sweat, and feeling uncomfortable as ser-
vants fluttered around me, calling me “sir,” and of-
fering to cater to my every whim. It was not my 
kind of place even though, as you can imagine, the 
spread was sumptuous. Food connoisseur that I 
am, I wanted to sample a little of everything. This 
included two raw oysters.

Twelve hours later, around midnight, I woke 
up with agonizing stomach cramps. For the next 
half day I spent as much time in the bathroom as 
I did in bed, moaning out loud. Never in my life 
had I experienced pain like this, and never since. 
The cramps lasted well into the afternoon, before 
they began to subside. Fortunately, I had one more 
night in Bangkok before I was scheduled to fly to 
Perth; I would never have made it onto an airplane 
in that condition. I did manage to fly out the next 
day.

For an entire week there was a bonfire in the 
pit of my stomach, and although the unbearable 
cramps never returned, I obviously wasn’t getting 
better. I don’t like to admit defeat, but this time 
I went to a clinic in Australia. The doctor there 
prescribed the antibiotic metronizadole, which I 
began taking immediately. Within 48 hours I was 
back to normal — proof that antibiotics, when 
used judiciously, can be a godsend. That was the 
only time I sought medical assistance while trav-
eling; I remain a firm believer in giving the body a 
chance to heal itself when sickness strikes. And the 
other lesson here is that it’s much safer to eat hot 
food on the street than to eat raw shellfish where 
the rich and famous dine.

 v 

If you’re willing to take risks — and the longer 
the trip, the more likely you are to let your guard 
down — it’s a matter of hit or miss. Why did I get 
so sick in Bangkok, and on the Trans-Siberian, and 
in Niger when I ate what I think were fried intes-
tines from a guy selling them out of a metal pail, 
and not when I ate sparrows on a stick in Burma, 
sheep pancreas in Morocco (disgusting!), mare’s 
milk on the Kyrgyzstan steppes, and shrimp that 
tasted faintly of ammonia at a restaurant in Ecua-
dor? It’s as much the luck of the draw as it is with 
vaccine side effects, I suppose. I don’t have all the 
answers.

In that connection I cannot estimate the risk 
of dying from cholera or typhoid; I can only tell 

you that I believe it’s so small that it’s silly to wor-
ry about it. Back in the day when I knew nothing 
about vaccines, I got several of them before leaving 
home. Once I got a cholera shot from our fami-
ly doctor, who was not keen on it, telling me that 
it had a low efficacy rate, and that the disease is 
rare and occurs only in well-publicized epidem-
ics. I have no idea if this is true, though cholera 
does seem to crop up only during times of total 
social breakdown, such as wars and devastating 
earthquakes. At the time, I just wanted the shot, 
seeing it as a cheap insurance policy, so he reluc-
tantly gave it to me. I’ve written about him earlier. 
As honorable a doctor as he was, he did not men-
tion side effects, possibly because he didn’t know 
of any. Come to think of it, it seems strange that 
he even had a supply on hand. Over the years I 
was injected with more cholera vaccines than any 
other, and I’ve often wondered if that was the one 
that damaged my fertility.

I first visited Africa in 1981, returning the fol-
lowing year, and again in 1988. Back then, yellow 
fever and cholera vaccinations were required — on 
paper anyway — for entry to several countries on 
that continent, and only on that continent. Since 
that time, the cholera vaccination requirement 
has been dropped everywhere, but the yellow fe-
ver vaccination is still obligatory, and now some 
countries in South America require it, which was 
not the case when I went there in 1985. So anyone 
considering a journey to that region needs to look 
into this.

The World Health Organization, as I’ve said, 
is a global version of the CDC, that is, an inter-
national crime syndicate of vaccination zealots. 
WHO publishes an official, bilingual (English and 
French) booklet in which vaccinations are record-
ed. The current certificate has been slightly revised 
from the one issued to me in 1981. It’s available 
online from WHO headquarters in Switzerland at 
a cost of $30 for a minimum quantity of fifty. If you 
go to any medical establishment that offers travel 
vaccines you’ll get one free, with required shots 
documented.

As I write these words, the yellow fever situation 
is in a state of flux, not to mention total confusion, 
and I’m not sure why I’m writing this at all as it’s 
quite possible that not a single person who reads 
this book will care. For what it’s worth, WHO cur-
rently has a list of about twenty African and South 
American countries in the yellow fever doghouse, 
by which I mean they have declared that unvacci-
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nated people who live in or visit these countries 
can spread it elsewhere. These countries, under the 
spell of WHO, require a vaccination certificate for 
entry — but only some of them, and only if arriv-
ing from another country on the WHO blacklist. 
In the rest of the world, many countries require 
proof of vaccination upon entry from an infect-
ed country, but many don’t. On top of all this, a 
few years ago, in a most untypical move, which il-
lustrates the “flip a coin” pseudo-science of vacci-
nology, the learned doctors at WHO reversed the 
longstanding policy that the yellow fever shot was 
effective for only ten years, after which travelers 
would have to get another one, and declared that 
it conferred immunity for life. Since I still have 
the certificate in which my 1981 shot was record-
ed, this would be great news if I intend to return 
to Africa or South America, which I don’t. In the 
same pronouncement, however, they cautioned 
that many immigration officials the world over are 
unaware of the new regulation, so travelers should 
expect problems.

Knowing Africa, I can fill you in on a few 
things. And let me preface my remarks by saying 
that we all know that forgery is very naughty, and 
far be it from me to entice you to commit a crime 
— though I have no idea under what jurisdic-
tion. It makes much more sense to be a good lit-
tle law-abiding dumbbell and become infertile or 
get rheumatoid arthritis, doesn’t it? I’ll simply tell 
you what I would consider doing if I could turn 
the clock back, based on what I have learned, 
but what I will never do, because it doesn’t mat-
ter to me anymore. I should point out, first of 
all, that even if proof of vaccination is required, 
that doesn’t mean you’ll be asked to show docu-
mentation. Nothing in Africa makes sense, and 
few officials are even aware of any vaccination 
requirements for foreign travelers. In the dozen 
or so countries I visited where yellow fever vac-
cination was supposedly required for entry, only 
twice was I asked to show my WHO certificate 
— in the middle of the Congo, on a ramshack-
le ferry of all places, by a meek man wearing a 
white smock, on which a red cross was stitched, 
who called himself a doctor, and at the airport in 
Kano, Nigeria as I was about to leave the country 
on a flight to London. In neither case did they 
really seem to care.

If I could go back in time, the one thing I would 
never do is get the shot. And having learned about 
Africa, I wouldn’t waste thirty dollars to obtain 

an official WHO vaccination certificate, even if I 
knew of a printer who would make a fake stamp or 
a corrupt doctor who would just stamp and sign 
off on it, though these are options. Here’s what I’d 
do. I’d print a fictitious letterhead in English or 
French, or both, depending on my destination — 
one or the other is an official language in the great 
majority of African countries, and you might have 
to pay for the services of a translator — reading 
something like OFFICE OF THE SUPREME DI-
RECTOR OF NATIONAL HEALTH OF THE 
UNITED STATES OF AMERICA. I would then 
type in a sentence or two solemnly asserting that 
I was duly vaccinated on such and such a date, 
and stamp it. I’m told that a coin pressed on an 
ink pad, then applied to paper, makes a fine imi-
tation of an official seal. Am I writing these words 
in jest? Not at all. Africans are awed by grandiose 
titles, especially those bestowed in faraway white 
countries, and would never question something 
like this.

I crossed less than half as many borders in 
South America as I did in Africa, but I’d follow 
the same procedure, with the difference that you’ll 
want to get a letter printed in Spanish. If you show 
up without anything, my belief, based on my ex-
perience crossing many Third World borders, is 
that if you do run into a difficult official on this 
matter, who demands the certificate, in one way 
or another you can get around it. This includes 
bribery, and be aware that in much of the world, a 
bribe is not considered a crime but rather a com-
pulsory “tip.” Sometimes it’s even demanded in a 
roundabout way: “you must pay special entry tax.” 
At worst, you’ll probably anger an honest official; 
it’s nothing like trying to bribe a cop here to get out 
of a speeding ticket, which is very stupid and will 
get you locked up. Instead of being self-righteous, 
look at it this way: many immigration officials in 
poor countries are poorly paid, and a few extra 
dollars will buy their kids a solid meal. If the out-
right offer of a bribe rubs you the wrong way, be 
creative. Feign astonishment, become indignant, 
and say something like “But your embassy in my 
country told me that you don’t require a certifi-
cate, that I can just make a ten dollar donation to 
fight yellow fever.” My hunch is that the only place 
you might have a problem with this is at the air-
port check-in counter if your first destination is a 
country that requires the official WHO certificate. 
A by-the-book ticket agent might refuse you a 
boarding pass if you don’t have it. The whole thing 
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is just so ridiculous, but this is the nutcake world 
in which we live.

 v 

Throughout this chapter, I have touched upon 
the one disease that concerns me, or rather scares 
me, more than all other diseases combined: ma-
laria. Malaria is and always has been a major kill-
er, and there is a shockingly low awareness among 
many adventure travelers of just how widespread 
and lethal this disease is in the impoverished, 
tropical regions of the world. I had known this for 
a long time, but it really hit me in 2013 during my 
two nights in the aforementioned Siem Reap as I 
ate dinner at a crowded outdoor restaurant. The 
majority of tourists here were from Australia and 
New Zealand. Most of them were wearing shorts, 
and I saw insect bites on many bare legs. This, to 
me, is pure insanity in a country like Cambodia, 
claims by some that Siem Reap is malaria-free not-
withstanding (to say nothing of the risk of dengue 
fever).

I am unaware of reliable statistics, but my best 
guess, based on everything I’ve read, is that two to 
three thousand Western travelers contract malaria 
each year, and of these, around one hundred die of 
it. Africa has the highest incidence by far. Except 
at high altitudes, and in the far south, where the 
disease tends to be spotty and seasonal, malaria 
is absolutely rife throughout sub-Saharan Africa. 
Every thirty seconds an African native, usually a 
child, dies of malaria. It’s Nature’s ruthless way of 
keeping the human population in check.

As far back as twenty years ago I remember 
reading a few glowing news stories of a malaria 
vaccine on the horizon. Nothing ever came of it, 
but as I write, GlaxoSmithKline has come up with 
a vaccine which was scheduled to be tested in Af-
rica in 2018. The fact that it’s supported by the Bill 
and Melinda Gates Foundation means that, in case 
the vaccine is actually released, its purpose will al-
most certainly be to kill Africans or make them in-
fertile. Those who think I’m just shooting my pen 
off here should withhold judgment until they read 
this book through.

The malaria risk factor varies greatly, in some 
cases within the same country. Ecuador, Peru and 
Bolivia, for example, encompass both the Andes 
mountain chain and the Amazon rainforest; a 
day’s travel can take you from an area of no risk 
(mosquitoes cannot live above seven thousand 
feet, roughly) to another where there’s definitely 
malaria. It is my opinion that in some countries 

designated as low risk, Turkey for example, the dis-
ease occurs so infrequently that there’s nothing at 
all to worry about. Where the risk is high, however 
— and in most of Africa and some Pacific islands 
it’s very high — it’s imperative that you take all rea-
sonable precautions, and even unreasonable ones. 
But short of wrapping yourself up like a mummy 
to avoid mosquito bites, there are no unreasonable 
precautions when it comes to malaria prevention.

Malaria has long been my bugaboo. One rea-
son I’m so obsessed with it is that, despite going 
to extreme lengths to keep mosquitoes away, they 
want you in the worst way, and given the tiniest 
chance they’ll get you. I learned this firsthand at 
the beginning of a two-month overland camping 
trip on the coast of Kenya, where the malaria risk 
is way up there. The evening was so hot and hu-
mid that I threw open the front flap of my tent for 
ventilation, stretching out on top of, not inside, my 
sleeping bag. I had covered every square inch of 
skin, wrapping my neck and head in a towel, put-
ting on gloves that I had brought for the purpose, 
and placing rubber bands around the bottom of 
my pants to hold them against my socks. I gave 
no thought, however, to the open slits in my long-
sleeve shirt. When I woke up I discovered that I’d 
been bitten about fifteen times, and pondered my 
lumpy wrists with much anxiety. Three weeks lat-
er, somewhere in the Congo, the trip leader and 
a young British fellow came down with fever and 
chills, malaria’s telltale symptoms, later confirmed 
by a blood test. Like me, they were taking preven-
tive medication, which obviously does not guaran-
tee immunity. It’s a certainty they were infected in 
Kenya or Tanzania, likely on the sweltering Indian 
Ocean coast. At various times in my travels I’ve 
dodged bullets, but never have I felt more fortu-
nate than that night when malaria took a shot at 
me and missed.

No effort should be spared in keeping mosqui-
toes away from your skin in malaria zones, espe-
cially around dusk, when they start raising hell. 
Always wear long pants, shoes and socks, never 
shorts and sandals. Personally speaking, I would 
never wear shorts, even during daylight hours, 
and as long as it’s not very hot, I prefer to wear 
a long-sleeve shirt at night. Apply insect repellent 
to all exposed skin before the sun goes down. Be 
especially wary around areas of standing water, 
including hotel bathrooms; this is where mosqui-
toes breed. If your room has a fan, use it and put it 
near you while sleeping; mosquitoes don’t like air 
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currents. Mosquito nets work great, but make sure 
there are no holes, however tiny, because these 
buzzing bastards will find it and eat you alive. 
Mosquito coils, which burn for several hours and 
give off a fragrant smoke similar to incense, also 
keep the little devils at bay. In Africa I found them 
to be very effective while sleeping on bare floors at 
missions, though to my chagrin, after I bought a 
few packs here at home in 2013 for use in Cambo-
dia and Vietnam, they burned out after ten min-
utes. When I read the fine print on the package, I 
discovered it was typical junk made in China.

What’s also perplexing about malaria is that 
there are so many variables and uncertainties. We 
do know, or think we know, a few things, for ex-
ample that where there are seasonal changes; the 
risk is lower in the dry season than in the wet. But 
how much lower? There are different strains, the 
most common of which are vivax and falciparum, 
the latter far deadlier, and said to be the prevalent 
strain throughout Africa and Southeast Asia, but 
not Central and South America. But if you’re bit-
ten, how can you possibly know not only whether 
or not the mosquito is infected, and if it is, which 
strain it carries? What percentage of mosquitoes 
are carriers? Are some people naturally resistant to 
the malaria virus? In addition, there are numerous 
brands of insect repellents on the market, ranging 
from 20% to 100% DEET, and newer ones made 
from natural ingredients, like picaridin, that are 
free of DEET, which can eat through plastic. Are 
you better off using something with DEET, which 
despite its toxicity, has been known for decades 
to be highly effective and long-lasting? Generally 
speaking, in countries with malaria, urban areas 
carry a much lower risk — and sometimes, report-
edly, zero risk — compared to rural areas, due to 
various control measures (though I don’t believe 
this is true of any African city). But are you really 
safe if you’re bitten in a city? And what of the var-
ious prophylactic pills available? As we have seen, 
there is no guarantee that they will prevent malar-
ia (though they might), and additionally, some are 
supposedly more effective against specific strains, 
but in some areas resistance to these drugs — 
which are also used as treatment in higher doses 
in the event of infection — has been reported. Fur-
thermore, all of them carry a wide variety of pos-
sible side effects, some of them quite horrible. It’s 
a real quandary. Nevertheless, if you’re headed to 
malaria country, particularly a high-risk area, you 
must do your homework and make an informed 

decision. Here, I will offer a little advice based on 
my own experience and reading, reminding you 
that every word in this chapter is my personal 
opinion and might differ from that of someone 
else who also writes from knowledge and obser-
vation.

Malaria is the only disease on planet Earth 
for which I would seriously consider taking pre-
ventive medication after assessing the benefit 
versus risk equation. I took a two-month course 
of Chloroquine on my first trip to Africa, and a 
three-month course of Fansidar on my second; 
naturally, my friendly neighborhood pharmacist 
never informed me about risks, small as they were, 
like retina damage and kidney failure, nor today, 
I’m sure, with all the new drugs, are travelers ap-
prised of reported side effects, a fairly common 
one which seems to be hallucinations. On my 
more recent travels to malarial regions I brought 
pills with me but did not take any, even though I 
did get bitten on a few occasions due to my own 
negligence — in Cambodia and in Honduras. 
Both times I seriously considered taking them, but 
chose not to. There’s always that nagging question: 
“Am I doing the right thing?” Only the passage of 
time proved that I did. Actually, I am so goddamn 
sick and tired of worrying about malaria, which is 
more life-threatening the older you get, that now, 
at age 65, I have vowed never to set foot in malaria 
country again. (We’ll see about that.)

My final word on the subject is this: at the first 
sign of fever in a malaria zone, or for about three 
months afterward — and many if not most peo-
ple experience the first symptoms after returning 
home — you need to see a doctor immediately to 
get a blood test. And never go to a general practi-
tioner, but rather to a specialist in tropical medi-
cine. (This holds true for all diseases possibly ac-
quired abroad, which most doctors know nothing 
about.) Left untreated, falciparum malaria can kill 
within days of the onset of symptoms.

In a book about vaccines, I think I’ve written 
enough about a disease that has no vaccine rele-
vance. To sum up, in addition to having acquired a 
lifelong pathological hatred of all mosquitoes, and 
going out of my way to kill every one I see, I will 
summarize the cardinal rules of staying healthy 
while traveling beyond the Western world and Ja-
pan, which I always abide by.

NEVER GET ANY VACCINATIONS. Any ur-
gent travel notices put out by the CDC or any oth-
er organization about the danger of being unvac-
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cinated against meningitis, polio or anything else 
should be laughed at. As with childhood vaccines, 
every travel vaccine is a profit-driven fraud. Un-
doubtedly many well-intentioned people would 
be aghast at this advice: the health sections of ev-
ery website and travel guidebook to undeveloped 
countries routinely recommend them. I’m simply 
telling you what I believe and what I live by. If you 
intend to visit countries caught in the web of yel-
low fever vaccination, you’ll have to give some se-
rious thought on how to handle it.

NEVER, EVER, DRINK TAP WATER, OR 
WATER FROM AN UNKNOWN SOURCE. This 
holds true even if you’ve been assured by seem-
ingly responsible people that it’s safe. They’re right 
most of the time, but if you keep believing it you’re 
going to pay the piper eventually. (I don’t drink 
tap water anywhere, period, if not for the risk of 
getting sick, the chemicals.) It’s really very simple: 
why would you take a chance, even a small chance, 
when so many different kinds of microbes have 
been known to contaminate public water supplies? 
Except in the most isolated or backward areas of 
the world, bottled water is readily available. Buy 
it. Drink it. Brush your teeth with it. (And if you 
order water in a restaurant, make sure the seal is 
unbroken when you screw the cap off.) Boiled wa-
ter, of course, is safe, so hot tea or coffee is never 
a problem, and the same goes for beer and bot-
tled soft drinks. I’m inclined to believe that ice is 
not as risky, and a margarita or pina colada on the 
rocks can sure be tempting on a hot evening in the 
tropics. The better places purify their water before 
freezing it, but as a rule I skip the ice cubes.

Especially in countries where water has a bad 
reputation (India must be the worst), never eat 
salads or any other kind of raw food that is cus-
tomarily washed. Mayonnaise, creams and sauces 
should also be avoided. Although cheese is gener-
ally safe and yogurt, I believe, always so, and bene-
ficial as well, use discretion with dairy products in 
impoverished areas, especially ice cream, even if 
it’s factory-made. In markets you’ll sometimes see 
ice cream scooped and sold from pots. Avoid this 
like the plague, as you might get it.

When eating out, a good rule of thumb is to go 
to restaurants where patrons and staff look healthy, 
as opposed to “hole in the wall” establishments. In 
countries like India, where dire poverty and afflu-
ence exist side by side, you’ll see this discrepancy 
everywhere, and eating well is not at all expensive. 
Steaming hot food brought to your table at a clean 

restaurant is as close as you’ll get to a guarantee 
against nasty stomach bugs. Of course, from time 
to time you might want to take a chance by try-
ing something exotic, or you might find yourself 
in a situation where you’re offending someone’s 
hospitality by refusing questionable food or drink 
offered to you; or again, if you’re with a group, peer 
pressure might compel you to eat something you 
normally wouldn’t. This is all part of adventurous 
travel, and you’ll just have to deal with it.

ALWAYS BUY INSURANCE BEFORE LEAV-
ING HOME. Several companies, easily found on 
the Internet, sell comprehensive, short-term travel 
insurance policies that cover all contingencies that 
the policy you might have at home might not. It’s 
cheap, and without it you can lose your shirt if, for 
example, you have to be hospitalized or evacuated. 
In fact, you might not be hospitalized or evacuat-
ed unless you pay up first, or show proof that the 
money is forthcoming. I wouldn’t think of going 
abroad, even to Europe, without travel insurance. 
I’m sorry I can’t tell you how it works because, 
thank God, I’ve never had to use it. On my last five 
or six trips I’ve purchased from World Nomads, 
even though I don’t know anything about them (I 
just like the name). Bad things can happen to good 
people, and when you least expect it. In Vietnam, 
for example, I stepped on a tree root the wrong 
way and sprained my ankle. A little worse and I 
might have required a cast. Be prudent, not par-
simonious.

On the subject of unforeseen accident or ill-
ness, it’s not a bad idea to bring along a broad 
spectrum antibiotic (and of course malaria pills, if 
applicable), keeping in mind that these drugs can 
have rare but life-wrecking side effects and should 
be used only as a last resort. They might not be 
available abroad, or unscrupulous pharmacists 
may sell you expired medication, or even substi-
tute something entirely different.

Lastly, if going to Thailand, DO NOT EAT 
RAW OYSTERS AT THE BANGKOK PENINSU-
LA HOTEL.

 v 

It’s a pity that most Americans go through life 
without ever visiting a single foreign country, and 
of those who do have passports, few stray from the 
well-trod tourist paths of popular destinations in 
Europe and the Caribbean. I can understand why 
most people will not or cannot explore the world, 
but I have a hard time relating to those who are 
not even curious about distant lands and peoples.
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 If nothing else, I hope this chapter will benefit 
those born with adventure in their blood. For the 
more timid I would say go to Europe at least, or 
at the very least travel America. Other than hav-
ing and raising children, I can’t imagine anything 
more enriching than travel, and I feel truly blessed 
in having seen the world.

Most of my travels have been solo, getting 
around on public transport, such as it is, with no 
set plans. You don’t have to be well off to travel 
this way. Traveling in Third World countries, in 
fact, is much cheaper than living in the U.S. Al-
though I prefer privacy, I’ve stayed in youth hos-
tels now and then, most recently in China when I 
was 59, where even now you can get a bed for ten 
bucks.  Alternatively, you can throw your sleep-
ing bag down in a secluded spot for free, as I did 
many times when I hitchhiked around America 
in the 1970s, and years later on my first trip to 
Europe.  If you can forgive me one more boast, 
I’m the very rare traveler who has spent less than 
$1 for a “hotel” room not once but twice — in 
wretched Khulna, Bangladesh and the remote 
frontier town of Boyuibe, Bolivia. This was out 
of desperation not choice, but writing about it 
now puts a smile on my face. And might I add 
that I’ve yet to meet anyone else who spent less 
than $100 a week in Japan, the formidable costs 
in that country being offset by the ease of hitch-
hiking and the wonderful hospitality of the Jap-
anese.

Admittedly, my thirst for adventure and will-
ingness to put up with hassles has faded with age, 
and in recent years I’ve opted for offbeat trav-
el with small groups. For those uncomfortable 
with the idea of “winging it” on their own, there 
are outfits that offer unusual trips spanning the 
globe.  Even if Europe is your limit, they have 
intriguing itineraries on that continent that are 
so much better than the sappy motorcoach tours 
that most Americans opt for. I’ve done several 
trips with British-based Explore (exploreworld-
wide.com) and give them the highest marks. Ex-
odus is also very good, I’ve heard.  There are oth-
ers, more expensive, out there. Just remember, no 
matter who you book with, always ignore advice 
on vaccinations because sorry to say, they have it 
all wrong.

 v 

In the passport photograph on the next page, 
taken when I was 31, I’m poring over a world at-
las and contemplating my next journey, which 

turned out to be one of my longest, in South 
America. At my side, dozing off, is my terrier mix 
Straw. A more lovable dog never lived. Although 
Straw was a senior citizen at the time, I really 
wanted to take him with me. After making a few 
inquiries, only half seriously, I was astounded 
to learn that this was indeed possible. The only 
requirement was proof of a rabies vaccination, 
which I still had from Straw’s puppyhood. I was 
further amazed when the U.S. passport office in 
New York City told me they could issue me a 
new passport showing both of us. Who would’ve 
thought?

Straw had to go in an approved kennel in the 
cargo hold on the flight from New York to Qui-
to, Ecuador, our starting point. Although it’s legal 
to travel with a canine companion everywhere 
in South America — I’d done my homework on 
that — I often ran into problems. Only the cheap-
est fleabag hotels would let us stay, and these only 
after pleading in my muddled Spanish. Likewise, 
many bus company and railway station clerks re-
fused to sell me a ticket, but with persistence, I al-
ways found someone willing. In fact, the difficul-
ties were balanced by the many people who were 
as accommodating as they were amused.

The biggest obstacle was trying to cross the 
border from Bolivia into Paraguay. The Paraguay 
immigration official was a real bastard, flatly re-
fusing us entry. I remained holed up on the Bolivia 
side for two days, trying and failing four times to 
get across, before giving up and rerouting myself 
into Paraguay by way of Argentina. At that border 
post the official stamped me in with a smile and a 
handshake, which goes to show what a difference 
different personalities can make.

To this day, people don’t believe me when I 
tell them I traveled all over South America with 
my dog. And Straw really enjoyed himself — he 
even loved the food! If he had been able to talk, he 
could’ve told you some great stories towards the 
end of his fourteen years.1

1 Actually, Straw never left Long Island. If you 
believe what you just read without any skepticism, you’ll 
probably want to take the CDC’s advice and get nine booster 
shots before heading to Norway. (Oh my goodness gracious, 
I wrote this as a spoof, and a year later, just prior to com-
pleting the final draft, I discovered that it is possible to take 
your dog with you when traveling abroad! To be sure, there’s 
red tape involved, but you can do it. And since people in 
the more indigent countries often transport a goat, sheep, 
or chicken or two from here to there, why not a dog? See 
pettravel.com for details.)
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Passport to infertility
ALONG WITH my first travel shots, I was giv-
en an official international vaccination certif-
icate in which they were recorded, shown on 
page 184.

This certificate is still used. As the years 
went by, and the spaces filled in with more and 
more shots, I came to look upon it as a unique 
keepsake, as exotic as many of the stamps in 
my passport. Little did I know how much those 
shots would change the course of my life.

Vaccines for foreign travel are a small part 
of the industry, since only a tiny segment of the 
population travels to those regions of the world 
where tropical diseases are a concern. For that 
reason, accurate information and statistics on 
adverse reactions to vaccinations are hard to 
come by.

Also, these shots are given to adults acting 
on their own free will. There’s no legal pressure 
to get them, and they have the option of sim-
ply refusing to travel to those countries where 
proof of inoculation, mainly yellow fever, is 
supposed to be shown upon entry. Therefore, 

R.I.P. Ingwe
I’VE READ a great deal on each of the vaccina-
tions currently given to children, but not much 
on those given to the military and “travel shots” 
like the ones I got in the 1980s. I’ve touched upon 
these, however, to expand the big picture. And to 
expand it a little more I want to write a few words 
about vaccines that are routinely given to our pets. 
It should be self-evident that the same biological 
principles apply, which means that vaccines are as 
much an abomination for our dogs, cats and other 
domesticated animals as they are for our children. 
To take it further, you need to be careful with vet-
erinarians who have swallowed the dogma, and 
I’m sure most of them have.

I’ve had two dogs and three cats in my life, and 
I don’t have to convince anyone of the joy that liv-
ing with a pet, or maybe I should say the right pet, 
can bring. With dogs you really can’t go wrong, 
except to have a dumb one, which never happened 
to me, but even then they’ll always love you. Cats 

are more dicey, as everyone knows. We had a great 
family cat, Henley, when I was young, but later, 
with my wife, a lifelong cat lover, I wasn’t as lucky. 
I did not miss Fleur, the last pet I knew, after I got 
divorced and never saw her again. She was a bitchy 
little thing who would run away when I tried to 
pet her, and hiss if I tried to pick her up. There 
wasn’t an ounce of affection in her. Who wants a 
cat like that? I’d rather have a pet salamander.

But it was the cat we had before Fleur that gave 
me the idea to write this chapter. My wife and I 
had just returned from a two-month trip to five 
countries in southern Africa, and after finding an 
apartment she decided to get a kitten, which was 
fine with our landlady because she loved cats and 
had three of her own. She ended up adopting one 
from a litter in a private home, and boy, did she 
pick a winner. We named him Ingwe, the word for 
“leopard” in one of the African languages. Before 
he was a year old, we knew we picked a good name 

few people care about this.
I never had a bad reaction to a travel shot, 

and for a long time I never discussed the mat-
ter with other travelers. Recently, however, I 
learned that my cousin’s daughter passed out 
after getting a hepatitis A shot for a trip to 
Tanzania, and I spoke to a middle-aged British 
woman I met in Costa Rica who told me that, a 
few years earlier, a yellow fever jab had caused 
her white blood cell count to fly off the chart. 
She was exhausted for seven months, she said, 
her life turned into a dreary routine of doctor 
appointments and blood tests, though she did 
make a full recovery.

She was lucky. The same cannot be said of 
the woman whose story, reprinted on the pre-
vious page, appeared in the publication What 
Doctors Don’t Tell You.

What the odds are of a travel jab temporarily 
or permanently shattering a life I can’t begin to 
guess. I can only advise the new generation of 
adventurers to never submit to a single vaccine 
of any kind, period.
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because we had a miniature leopard on our hands. 
I would never have imagined that an ordinary 
house cat could be so vicious. I wouldn’t wish a 
pet like this on you any more than I’d wish your 
daughter to go on a blind date with Charles Man-
son. Ingwe was a cat from hell.

Typical story: One night I was ready to go to 
sleep and Ingwe was on the bed. I pushed him off, 
a bit more roughly than I should have, so I reached 
down to give him a reassuring pat on the head. He 
went berserk on my arm with teeth and claws, just 
like a leopard does when killing its prey. I shouted 
something unprintable and Ingwe ran off. I got out 
of bed, turned the light on, and saw blood trickling 
down the inside of my arm, down the side of my 
pinky, and dripping on the floor. And yet in his 
own way Ingwe was close to us and only us. Once 
we went away for four or five days, our landlady 
looking after him, and when we returned he was 
outside. As I fumbled in my pocket for my keys to 
get into our apartment, he wouldn’t stop rubbing 
against my leg — cat talk for “I’m so glad you’re 
back.”

One day my wife took him to the vet to get him 
tested for the feline leukemia virus, even though 
he had shown no signs of illness. The results came 
back: positive. Our cat would probably die well 
before his time. She was beside herself; I was sad-
dened. But a few years went by and Ingwe showed 
no signs of disease. Those were the years my wife 
was becoming increasingly despondent over her 
failure to become pregnant, and when we started 
seeing fertility doctors. They weren’t easy years. 
And now we had a cat with a likely death sentence.

A few months before his fourth birthday, amid 
all the infertility frustrations and doctor appoint-
ments, Ingwe began to look and act sick, and he 
quickly got worse. We knew the end was near. 
Then one day he was lying on the floor, howling 
in agony, a piercing, unnatural sound. There was 
only one thing to do — the hardest thing any pet 
owner has to do.

The vet came out of the examination room and 
asked me if I wanted to see my cat. Yes, I said. In-
gwe’s lifeless body was stretched out on a metal 
table, his green eyes wide open. I didn’t think I’d 
get choked up, but I did. Funny how you can get 
attached to an animal you live with, even if it’s a 
little monster.

 v 

I’ve written this to pose a few questions about 
feline leukemia, the main one being, did this dis-

ease come about from an excess of vaccinations? 
It was first identified in the 1960s, which suggests 
that it very well might have. Vaccines have been 
implicated in human leukemia, so it follows that 
it might be the causative agent of feline leukemia 
in cats. Another potentially fatal disease which 
made its initial appearance in the late 1970s is ca-
nine parvovirus, closely related to another virus 
that attacks cats, which goes by the common name 
feline distemper. In fact, from the information 
on cat and dog diseases that I’ve skimmed over, 
there seems to be a connective web of viruses and 
vaccines involving both species, a web woven by 
recent human intervention. Everything about pet 
vaccines mirrors what has been done to our chil-
dren. The principal fact is that there are now many 
more vaccines on the market than there used to 
be, a widely expanded vaccination schedule driv-
en, as always, by the profit motive, and a concomi-
tant increase in veterinarian appointments for sick 
animals. One clear consequence of vaccines is the 
growth of cancerous tumors at the injection site, 
which seems to happen a lot. Like autism, most 
of these conditions were unheard of decades ago 
— at least I never heard of them. And not only 
is there plenty of discussion on the net about the 
issue of cats and dogs being over-vaccinated, but 
both species, more so cats, have long been used in 
a wide range of bizarre Frankenstein experiments 
that cause immense pain and suffering before the 
animal is euthanized — and for what benefit, other 
than to satisfy the whims of robots who call them-
selves scientists? Is it not probable that foreign 
viruses have been injected into these unfortunate 
animals for observation purposes? On the other 
hand, they’ve now come out with a vaccine to pre-
vent the same diseases that vaccines likely caused. 
It would appear that the field of veterinary science 
is as corrupt as everything else in America. It’s also 
interesting to see that those who love their pets 
have plenty to say about the risks of all these shots, 
while websites run by the usual “experts” only tout 
the supposed benefits.

I’m not chastising all veterinarians, just as I 
would never rip all pediatricians. The vet we had 
for Ingwe was very nice, as was his staff. I was so 
impressed with the compassionate way they han-
dled my last visit with Ingwe that I wrote them a 
thank you letter a few days later. But not all vets 
are like that. When I was a teen, we had a beautiful 
German shepherd named Cavi. In the summer of 
1969 we made the mistake of boarding him when 
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we went on a family vacation. The kennel was part 
of the same business practice of the vet we had, 
and was in the same building. A week or two after 
picking up Cavi, he began to develop suppurating 
sores and losing his fur. My father and I brought 
him back to be examined. The vet told us he had 
pyoderma, a skin disease not fatal, he said, but in-
curable, and we would just have to get used to it. 
He clipped away some fur that was about to fall 
out, then told us we could do the rest when we 
got home. Nearly fifty years later I still remember 
the uncaring attitude of this man, not to mention 
his complete lack of compunction over the near 
certainty that our dog had become infected in 
his kennel. Cavi got worse and worse, constantly 
scratching and biting at his fur. It didn’t seem to be 
painful, but more of a constant tormenting itch. It 
kept spreading, and reached the point where half 
his body looked like pizza. This went on for four 
or five months until one day I came home from 
school and he wasn’t there. My father, who had 
taken him in for the final ride, didn’t have to give 
me the details. Cavi wasn’t even two.

I’ll tell you another sad story about a magnifi-
cent shepherd, a dog owned by one of my oil cus-
tomers, an older gentleman. Usually he was in the 
back yard, and as he had no love for strangers, I al-
ways rang the front doorbell to have him brought 
inside before opening the gate to fill the oil tank 
in the back. One day the man came to the door, 
and nearly in tears, told me I wouldn’t have to ring 
the bell anymore. A few weeks earlier, he said, he’d 
taken his dog to the vet to have his teeth cleaned 
— a procedure I’d never heard of, but which ap-
parently is fairly common. It was a fatal mistake. I 
don’t remember if it was the effects of the anesthe-
sia or an infection that set in, but his dog rapidly 
went downhill and had to be put down. I told him 
what had happened to my own shepherd, and we 
chatted a while about this wonderful breed and the 
danger of trusting veterinarians.

 v 

I recently hit upon the idea of adopting a cat, 
something I’ve never done on my own. There are 
plenty of shelters within twenty miles of my home, 
and it’s so easy these days to just go on the com-
puter and look at photos of hundreds of cats and 
dogs waiting to be placed in a home. I found a 
shelter, a small storefront actually, quite close to 
my apartment, and dropped in on a Saturday to 
check it out. There were about fifty cats there, most 
in small cages, some walking around. The place 

was clean, orderly and seemed to be an efficient 
volunteer-run operation. Two women were there, 
and I had a lot of questions which they answered 
patiently and pleasantly. I wasn’t ready to make a 
decision, I wanted to think things over, but there 
was one cat named Jake that caught my eye and 
seemed to have a sweet disposition.

A few days later I called back to see if Jake was 
still available. He was. The woman I spoke to in-
troduced herself as Elaine. She hadn’t been there 
Saturday so I chatted her up a bit, disregarding 
one of life’s cardinal rules that you should never 
tell people more than they need to know. I casu-
ally mentioned that one of the stipulations in my 
apartment rental lease, which I had signed fifteen 
years earlier, was that pets were not allowed, but 
my landlord had since mellowed and told me, 
when I asked him, that he had no objection to my 
getting a cat. All of this was true. I also told her 
that I was opposed to shooting up animals with 
vaccines, that I intended to feed my cat the same 
meat I ate, and that I preferred that Jake not be mi-
crochipped. I had brought up these subjects with 
the other two women, and while they were not in 
full agreement with me, my point of view did not 
seem to alarm them. Their policy was that, before 
adoption, every kitten or cat was vaccinated, mi-
crochipped, and tested for the feline leukemia vi-
rus. Of course I had no objection to the last part, 
and after my experience with Ingwe would never 
get a cat without that test being done and proving 
negative.

A few hours later I decided to drive down and 
have another look at Jake, and perhaps take him 
home. I walked in and asked the woman there if 
she was the one I’d spoken to on the phone. She 
immediately became brisk and told me she was un-
comfortable with everything I had said. She didn’t 
turn me away, but she did say that the first thing I’d 
have to do is submit a copy of my landlord’s driv-
ers license, his phone number, a copy of our orig-
inal lease agreement, and a statement from him 
affirming that he had changed his mind and now 
allowed me to have a cat. That ended it. To me this 
was extremely unreasonable, and I told her so in 
a quiet way before walking out the door. The next 
day yet another woman from the same place called 
me to tell me again that Elaine, who apparently 
made all final decisions, was uncomfortable with 
my attitude. This volunteer was a little more polite 
but had the same mindset. I tried to explain why I 
felt the way I did about food, vaccinations and mi-
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crochips, but I could tell she wasn’t listening. The 
way I left it was for them to call me within a week 
if they had a change of heart. Of course they never 
did. I had no idea how some of the people who 
run these shelters go to great lengths in screening 
potential pet owners.

For those who are ignorant about this micro-
chip business, as I was until recently, a microchip 
is a metal chip, the size of a grain of rice, that is 
surgically inserted beneath the skin of an animal, 
usually between the shoulder blades. It identifies 
the owner and can be read by a scanner. The ratio-
nale behind it is that if a dog or cat were to become 
lost, the owner can be contacted. It truly amaz-
es me how people so readily buy into the newest 
high-tech gimmick without thinking about it, how 
it just takes a little salesmanship. May I ask how 
this is an improvement over a pet wearing a collar 
and tag that shows the owner’s phone number? Is 
it not much easier for someone finding a stray dog 
or cat to call the phone number on a tag, rather 
than going through the rigmarole of getting a mi-
crochip scanned — and might such a person not 
want to be bothered? I wouldn’t know the first step 
to take myself. And there are questions that most 
people never stop to consider: What detrimental 
health consequences might this foreign object 
cause? What about reports that this chip has been 
known to migrate to different parts of the body? 
And how effective are these scanners? Apparently 
some of them don’t work very well and are incapa-
ble of reading the information on the chip.

As for pet food, I’ve done less than an hour of 
research on the subject, but some of what I’ve read 
validates what I’ve always felt. What I’ll say here 
might offend some readers but I’ll say it anyway. 
How can anyone believe that it’s better for a cat or 
dog to eat the industrialized crud that’s sold in su-
permarkets and pet supply stores, rather than to 
feed it fresh beef, poultry or fish and perhaps a few 
chopped vegetables — the same food we eat? Ever 
check out the ingredients on those cans, or worse, 
those big bags of dry food? Some of them are scary 
enough to read, and you’re in for more of a scare 
if you analyze them individually. Yet so many peo-
ple who love their pets, and want them to eat the 
healthiest kind of food, uncritically believe all the 
bilge they’ve lapped up, for the most part, from de-
cades of television commercials, the gist of which 
is that all the top brands have been specially for-
mulated to meet the dietary requirements of cats 
and dogs. Sure they have, just like the makers of 

Wonder Bread, Lucky Charms, and a thousand 
other abominations have fortified them with vita-
mins and minerals because they love children. As 
if they have no idea that their products have little 
nutrition and can lead to serious health problems 
down the road. As if the almighty dollar isn’t the 
bottom line.

After giving up on Jake I searched the Inter-
net for another shelter and found one not too far 
away with a pretty, young tuxedo cat — the color-
ing I prefer — named Dolly. I can’t explain why, 
but I had a good feeling about this particular cat. I 
called the shelter and was sorry to hear that Dolly 
had a thyroid condition, and was doing okay, but 
was on medication. Why would a one-year-old cat 
have a thyroid condition? I think I’m within my 
rights to ask if it was caused by a terrible diet, or 
more likely, a vaccination. I do love animals, but 
I’m sorry, I’m not Mother Teresa and I would not 
knowingly adopt a sick one.

 v 

Have I written more on this subject than called 
for? Some may think so but if, armed with the in-
formation herein, I spare just one pet owner the 
grief stemming from a bad decision, it’s worth it. 
There are probably more than a billion human be-
ings on this planet who share a bond of love with 
animals, a bond second in importance only to peo-
ple whom they love. There are about two hundred 
million in America alone. The lessons I learned as 
a pet owner encompass more than just vaccina-
tion. I’ll summarize them in one long paragraph, 
sprinkled with my usual contrariness.

If at all possible, adopt an animal that has never 
been vaccinated, and if you own one now, never 
allow it to have more vaccinations. The rabies vac-
cination can be dismissed as just another mon-
ey-making scam, and like all vaccinations carries 
risks, but in some circumstances you may have 
to show proof of vaccination, in which case you’ll 
just have to figure out what to do. Unless your pet 
has an obvious medical problem, keep him away 
from veterinarians who, like regular doctors, show 
every sign of having been “educated out of their 
brains.” Don’t fall for scare tactics, and don’t be 
talked into unnecessary procedures which might 
seem harmless. I mentioned what happened to a 
fine dog from a teeth cleaning. In fact, I suspect 
this might be as unnecessary with people as it is 
with pets. Oral hygiene is definitely important, but 
beyond daily flossing and brushing, are there re-
ally any benefits to a professional cleaning, or is it 
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just a scheme to pad the bank accounts of dentists? 
If you go away, it is highly inadvisable to put your 
dog or cat in a kennel, especially sight unseen. Just 
as children left in day care centers get sick much 
more often than children who stay home, animals 
in proximity to the secretions of others of their 
species, or kept in improperly cleaned cages, are 
much more likely to become infected. Having a 
friend or relative look after your pet is obvious-
ly the best way to go. Finally, in regard to your 
children or grandchildren, beware of the cat lady 
Elaines out there, employed as school or hospital 
nurses, public health officials, social workers, what 
have you — the “experts” who think they know 
it all, whose minds are cemented shut, who feel 
threatened by any viewpoint that rocks their se-
cure little world. I’m sure that woman knows a lot 
more about cats than I do, but if she had done any 
investigation, she might have felt more uncom-
fortable with her own beliefs than with mine. She 
would have discovered that quite a few pet owners 
have questioned the supposed benefits of micro-
chips and multiple vaccinations, and even more 
have condemned the top selling brands of cat and 
dog food, especially the dry variety, which the cats 
in her shelter were fed. I can easily picture some-
one like her making life difficult for parents sub-
mitting a perfectly legal philosophical or religious 
exemption as a prerequisite for their child attend-
ing school, or even contacting some swine at Child 
Protective Services. As in so many important mat-
ters, it often comes down to the personality of one 
individual and the luck of the draw.

Postscript: All about a cat
One year has passed after I put the finishing 

touches on this chapter. In that year I continued to 
live alone, as I have for many years, daydreaming 
about getting a four-legged companion. My land-
lord had given me the okay for a cat or small dog, 
and I looked into buying a Jack Russell terrier, but 
took no action, held back in part by the thought 
that no dog in the world could ever measure up 
to Straw, and I didn’t want to be disappointed, es-
pecially since, at 65, any pet I were to adopt might 
be my last.

One day I stopped at an outdoor mall five miles 
from my home to buy something. I’d never been 
there before. In the mall was a PetSmart store, one 
in a nationwide chain of large pet supply stores. I 
figured I’d have a look. In a small area there were 
seven or eight cats and kittens looking out from 
their tiny cages. Most of them were strays that had 

been brought in by a local cat rescue organiza-
tion. Handwritten signs on the windows outside 
their cages told their stories. One black cat, eleven 
months old, lay on his back and followed me as 
I slowly walked past him. For ten seconds there 
was intensive eye contact. What’s in a look? Well, 
something. I couldn’t leave the store without ask-
ing a worker a few questions about this cat, which 
had been given the awful name Zeus. She suggest-
ed I fill out a form and said that Ann, who handled 
cat adoptions, would be in tomorrow and would 
contact me.

Ann called me the next day and asked me to 
come in. We talked a bit. She asked me if I might 
be interested in adopting two cats. I said no. Zeus 
and I clicked somehow, I told her. Why don’t you 
spend a few minutes with him and see how you get 
along, she said. She unlocked the little cat room, 
opened the cage, and we got acquainted. The first 
thing he did was bite my fingers, though in a play-
ful way. Then he sparred with my shoelaces. Not 
being an authority on cat behavior, I was a bit un-
easy about the biting, wondering if this was a sign 
of worse behavior to come, as in Son of Ingwe, but 
there was just something about him that I couldn’t 
walk away from. It was a Wednesday. Ann told me 
I could pick him up on Friday, after the vet per-
formed a final check-up. He had been neutered, 
examined and vaccinated seven months earlier, 
and given a clean bill of health. This time I didn’t 
air my opinions on vaccinations and commercial 
cat food, but I did quietly mention that I preferred 
he not be microchipped. All cats that leave the 
store have to be chipped, Ann told me — company 
policy. I nodded and said no more.

I showed up on Friday with a cat carrier, a 
signed contract, and $125. I asked Ann if she 
had called any of the references I’d listed. No, she 
said, she just had a good feeling about me from 
our conversation and that was enough. What did I 
say about individual personalities and the luck of 
the draw? I’d already picked out another name for 
my new companion, after looking up the word for 
cat in nearly every language on the Internet. The 
one I liked best was Kochka — “cat” in the Czech 
tongue. Kochka and I have been together for sev-
en months now, and even though I’m partial to 
dogs, and had been leaning towards getting one, 
I’m happy with the choice I made. I never imag-
ined that a cat could complement my personality. 
This is a cat that, like all cats, wants his own space 
but at times also wants affection. Just like me. The 



191

will vaccines be the end of us?

biting business is interesting. He enjoys rough 
play, which I always instigate, and sinks his teeth 
and claws into my skin, but never viciously, never 
drawing blood, and if he gets too rambunctious, I 
raise my voice and he knows to knock it off, and 
starts licking my hand. The only time he really got 
angry and threatening was the one time I tried 
to clip his claws, so I gave up on that. What do I 
care if he scratches my furniture? And like the lit-
tle wise guy I once was, he’ll playfully swipe at me 
when I walk by, sometimes attacking my leg then 
running off, which always gets a chuckle out of me. 
Such a delightful little imp. No one could have told 
me that I would one day own a cat that, like Straw, 
I’d consider irreplaceable. But he’s just that.

I’ve learned a few things along the way. I got 
him a snap and release collar with a laser engraved 
ID tag, and he promptly lost it. I got him another 
and one day he showed up at the doorstep without 
this one. The third time I bought an old-fashioned 
buckle collar and adjusted it tightly, taking care not 
to put pressure on his throat. He slipped out of that 
one too — no mean feat. How did he do it? I went 
on the net and learned that this is a gripe of many 
cat owners, but none seem to have figured out how 
they do it. A collar and tag costs 22 bucks, so after 
shelling out $66 in five weeks, I decided no more 
collars. So am I glad they put the microchip in? Yes, 
it’s better than nothing if he gets lost. But it’s clearly 
a scam, because the agreement I signed required 
that I would always keep him inside. This seems to 
be a stipulation at most cat adoption centers. I had 
no intention of abiding by it, of keeping Kochka 
cooped up in my small apartment — exaggerated 
outdoor hazards be damned — and he comes and 
goes indoors and outdoors as he pleases.

As for food, Kochka is no gourmand. I’ve given 
him morsels of chicken, steak and fish from my 
plate, and it’s always the same story: he sniffs it and 
walks away. I’ve bought premium wet cat food in 
luscious flavors and that doesn’t interest him ei-

ther. What the hell? Is he holding out for lobster 
or caviar? I don’t think so. Dry food is all he ever 
knew and all he will ever eat, so dry food it has 
to be. Actually, I discovered that PetSmart sells 
a much higher quality dry food than the bag of 
gravel that Purina calls cat chow, so even though 
it costs a lot more, that’s what I buy. Only the best 
for my kitty.

Have you ever stopped to think of how it came 
to be that, in terms of household pet ownership, 
cats and dogs outdistance all other animals by a 
million miles? What is it about them that they eas-
ily and naturally form strong bonds with human 
beings, even though there have always been those 
who mistreat them and in some countries even kill 
and eat them? With dogs, the answer is easy be-
cause we see it everywhere, except perhaps in the 
toy breeds. We evolved together in mutually de-
pendent roles of protection, and as hunting part-
ners. But cats are different. We know their close 
connection with us goes back at least 5000 years, as 
evidenced by sacred statues of them found in the 
tombs of Egyptian pharaohs — and interestingly, 
as I’ve seen myself, they are much more esteemed 
as pets than are dogs in Arab countries — but how 
to explain it? Obviously, even though they tend 
to be far more aloof and independent than dogs, 
they see something in us, and we see something 
in them, but what it is is intangible. Even the way 
they purr is something of a mystery.

So it is that Kochka and I connect on some 
transcendental level. At this very moment my little 
buddy is napping on a rug eight feet away. When 
I finish writing this I’ll walk over to stroke his fur. 
I know that he’ll open his eyes for a moment, then 
close them again and smile in pure feline bliss, and 
the purring motor will kick right in. In addition 
to unfailing companionship, a cat can provide a 
wonderful diversion from the toil of writing and 
revising a book. But as I said, with cats it’s hit or 
miss. This time I got lucky.

Reason and emotion: vaccines and guns
AT THE beginning of this book I took note of the 
explosive nature of the vaccine issue and the rea-
son for it: our children, whose very lives hang in 
the balance of who is right and who is wrong. We. 
the anti-vaxxers, say that children are being bru-
talized and killed by vaccines; they, the pro-vaxx-
ers, say that children are suffering that fate by not 
being vaccinated. A calm deliberation of fact and 

opinion seems to be impossible. Indeed, the two 
sides will never agree upon what is true and what 
is false. This is an issue that will always be fueled 
by raw emotion.

Of the two faculties, reason and emotion, the 
latter rules over the vast majority, a fact known 
to every demagogue, campaigning politician and 
newspaper editor. Nevertheless, it is reason — a 
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calm and open-minded deliberation of what we 
perceive in the world around us — that has brought 
about every form of social and scientific progress. 
And it is an appeal to reason rather than emotion 
that invariably wins over those with a higher than 
average intelligence.

I once read a remarkable exchange, far too long 
to reproduce here, on the anti-vaccine website 
thinktwice.com that illustrates my point. It began 
with this email from a true believer:

You fucking bastards! Our town in Ontario, Can-
ada is in the process of inoculation for meningitis 
after several recent deaths. Your web pages are being 
waved all over town as reasons not to immunize. 
I hope you sell a lot of books. I hope the proceeds 
assuage your conscience. It’s statistically likely you’ll 
kill a few kids a year with this horseshit. I truly hope 
you rot in hell.

In a civil reply, the thinktwice respondent crit-
icized the tone of this unsolicited email, and cited 
a study that concluded that the meningitis vaccine 
itself was found to be the cause of meningitis in 
many cases. This prompted a lengthy response 
from the sender, obnoxious in places, but this 
time he did not use profanity and did not seem 
so sure of himself. Thinktwice then hit back with 
an equally long, incisive fourteen-point rebuttal of 
the case for vaccines that this man had built up. 
In it they offered to send him medical literature 
that he had never heard of, to which he emailed a 
final reply: “Please mail [copies of the studies and 
the academic vaccine publication]. I was operating 
from the viewpoint that you were deliberately be-
ing coy so you could sell books. Frankly, that isn’t 
supported by your responses, so I’m operating on 
the thesis that one of us is profoundly misguided.”

Despite his opening salvo, this man is to be 
commended for having an open mind, which is 
far more than can be said for most vaccine cham-
pions. I have yet to hear of someone who went 
through the reverse process — who at one time 
strongly opposed vaccines, then came to doubt his 
or her position. If somewhere there is an exchange 
like the one reproduced above that I’ve missed, 
one attacking the pro-vaxxers and being answered 
by logic and sound ideas, I’d like to know about it. 
But all I’ve ever encountered in my investigation 
has been shoddy arguments and name-calling.

In writing this book I have tried to stimulate 
both reason and emotion in the reader. Visual im-
ages can instantly arouse emotions, which is why 
I have placed several provocative photographs in 

these pages. If you would call this propaganda, I 
would reply that this word has a broad meaning. 
Though propaganda by definition is always emo-
tionally charged, it can be based on truth as well as 
falsehood. Every picture and caption in this book 
is a reflection of the truth as I see it. Propaganda in 
the negative sense is never so rife as during war-
time — especially wars in which those who control 
the mass media have an emotional stake — when 
populations are bombarded with torrents of lying 
words and photographs with brazenly falsified 
descriptions. But it’s not only in times of war that 
the emotions of a nation are aroused. On a smaller 
scale, this has taken place and continues to take 
place on a wide variety of issues, vaccination being 
one of them.

Although I was born at the tail end of the na-
tionwide crusade to wipe out polio — fifteen years 
after the National Foundation for Infantile Paral-
ysis was formed, and seventeen months before Jo-
nas Salk came along with his dangerous vaccine 
— some of the propaganda of that era washed over 
into my elementary school years. It was in a science 
book in the fifth grade that I first saw photographs 
of children crippled by polio. Juxtaposed with the 
photo of Salk holding his test tubes, this provoked 
a flood of emotion — on the one hand sorrow for 
the afflicted children, on the other veneration of 
Salk the savior. The images of these young polio 
victims were, I’m sure, real enough. But the ob-
jective truth of the matter is that, far from saving 
children from leg braces and iron lungs, Salk was 
responsible for putting more children in them. The 
number he saved from that cruel fate is very likely 
zero, though this will never be known with abso-
lute certainty.

Nothing is easier than wielding a heart-wrench-
ing photograph of a child crippled by polio and 
screaming at a person who opposes vaccines, “Is 
this what you want to return to!!??” When some-
one becomes enraged and seizes the moral high 
ground like this, his opponent is instantly beaten 
down because it becomes awkward to even try to 
offer a rational reply. “You’re against the vaccine, 
you miserable bastard, therefore you must love to 
see children suffer and die” is the message con-
veyed. There are plenty of peabrains who crawl all 
over the Internet with this kind of argument. In 
the case of polio, I doubt that one of these people 
has ever taken the trouble to examine Salk’s career. 
One encounters the same indignation when there 
is an outbreak, especially among children, of what 
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is deceptively referred to as a “vaccine-preventable 
disease” — say, measles or whooping cough. The 
foregone conclusion is that the unvaccinated, or 
their parents, are to blame. That there are always 
individuals who have been vaccinated against the 
“vaccine-preventable” disease that strikes them 
during an outbreak, demonstrates for all to see 
that vaccines can and do fail. But the true believers 
have an answer for everything.

Even rational people can become irrational 
while discussing this contentious subject. Years 
ago I brought it up with the older of my two sisters, 
who like me was born too early to have received 
the measles vaccine. I never came down with 
measles as a child, but my sister did. She doesn’t 
have a strong opinion about vaccines, but she does 
lean favorably towards them, as most people do. 
Wanting to start trouble, I began talking about the 
uselessness of the measles vaccine. She became 
indignant, telling me that our family doctor had 
said that she’d had a particularly bad case of this 
disease. She said she was five at the time, which 
means I was nine. “Well,” I thought, “that’s inter-
esting because I don’t even remember you getting 
the measles, so it couldn’t have been that bad.” But 
look at the faulty reasoning in someone who hap-
pens to be very bright: first, as “bad” as her case 
might have been, she made a full recovery with no 
lasting effects; second, she tacitly assumed that the 
vaccine, had it been available, would’ve prevented 
her illness; third, she seemed to be unaware that 
there are major risks associated with the MMR 
vaccine, which are spelled out in the product in-
sert.

 v 

Now let us examine a subject which at first 
glance seems to be entirely unrelated, but is in 
fact part of the same culture war being waged in 
America. The people who want to force vaccines 
on our children are very often the same individu-
als who want to disarm the citizenry in the name 
of gun control. And in both cases, it’s for our own 
good, of course.

On December 14, 2012, a deranged and heavily 
armed young man named Adam Lanza walked into 
the Sandy Hook Elementary School in Newtown, 
Connecticut, and going from room to room, shot 
six teachers and twenty first-graders dead before 
taking his own life. Every mother and father could 
feel the pain of the parents of these little children, 
and was sickened, as I was, to learn of this tragedy. 
In the wake of this shooting, the nationwide me-

dia screech that “Something must be done about 
guns!” was as predictable as it was ear-splitting. It 
was all emotion and no reason. How can there be 
a rational debate when twenty little children lay 
dead? Not only was the country’s long-maligned 
gun lobby, the National Rifle Association, thrown 
on the defensive, from some quarters came the cry 
that NRA should be designated as a terrorist or-
ganization! Nine months later, following another 
mass shooting at a naval installation in Washing-
ton D.C., a journalism professor at the University 
of Kansas publicly expressed his wish that the next 
victims should be the children of NRA members.

As an aside here, I would like to demystify the 
NRA, one of the media’s favorite punching bags. 
I’ve been an NRA member for more than thirty 
years, only because I enjoy the articles in Amer-
ican Hunter, their monthly magazine. I’ve read 
hundreds of their editorials over the years, and 
am thoroughly familiar with their mindset. The 
head honchos at the NRA live in a fantasy world 
of an America reflected in wholesome television 
programs of the early 1960s like The Andy Griffith 
Show and Leave it to Beaver. They’re always crow-
ing about our freedoms and the need to stand up 
and fight for them — freedoms that exist only in 
their collective imagination. I always ignore their 
begging letters from the pen of longtime executive 
vice president Wayne LaPierre who, I learned only 
recently, earns about one million dollars a year, 
and who — it seems superfluous to mention it — 
ducked the draft during the Vietnam War. I do 
applaud the NRA’s efforts on behalf of the Second 
Amendment, but in every other way this outfit — 
its board members, most of its rank and file, and 
its major supporters, several of them famous poli-
ticians and entertainers — epitomizes the coward-
ice and dead-end creed of conservatism. In their 
pathetic attempt to maintain a respectable appear-
ance, they remain silent when the media go on the 
offensive against them — I think here in particular 
of some screaming front-page agitprop printed by 
the New York Daily News, which was so crazy it 
was funny — when they should be fighting back 
on the media’s own mud-wrestling terms. What 
they should do is point out that the media as well 
as the gun control movement is heavily Jewish, 
print names and photographs to prove it, then in-
form their readers that most of the Bolsheviks who 
overthrew the Russian czar in 1917 were Jews, and 
they had a much easier time exterminating tens 
of millions of Russians once they had confiscated 
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their guns. But the NRA leadership is far too “re-
spectable” to do anything like that. If the NRA is a 
terrorist organization, so is the 4-H club.

 v 

In the days after the Newtown shooting, par-
ent advocacy groups sprang up, pleading with the 
public and their lawmakers to “do something.” 
Connecticut, which already had highly restrictive 
gun laws on the books, promptly passed legisla-
tion tightening the screws even more. Grand-
standing in front of the television cameras, our 
own tinhorn liberal governor, Andrew Cuomo, an 
outspoken NRA hater, rammed through a law that 
made it illegal to load more than seven bullets in 
any gun, making instant felons of many New York 
hunters who are not in the habit of reading legis-
lative fine print. In an act that defied any kind of 
logic, one Cary McBride, editor at the Journal Reg-
ister, a suburban newspaper, published the names 
and addresses, along with an interactive map, of all 
pistol permit holders in Rockland and Westchester 
counties, just north of New York City and west of 
the Connecticut state line. Unfortunately for her, 
the paper was inundated with furious letters and 
phone calls, and along with other staffers she lost 
her job, but not before hiring an armed guard for 
protection, even though the local police deter-
mined that there had been no unlawful threats. 
This revealed her rank hypocrisy, on the same lev-
el as that of doctors who preach vaccination but 
don’t vaccinate their own children or themselves.

The right to possess guns and the right to vac-
cine choice are among the most passionate and 
polarizing issues in America. And as with vac-
cines, there are incontrovertible facts that allow us 
to accurately assess the subject of gun violence.

1968 was a watershed year for those of us who 
believe in the privilege as American citizens to 
purchase and own firearms without government 
encumbrance. Prior to the federal Gun Control 
Act of 1968, gun laws nationwide, for the most 
part, were true to the spirit of the Second Amend-
ment, namely that “the right to keep and bear arms 
shall not be infringed.” With the passage of the 
Gun Control Act, buyers and sellers of firearms 
now had to contend with numerous regulations 
and limitations. Among them, gun dealers had to 
obtain a license from the federal government, mail 
order purchases came to an end, and military sur-
plus rifles could no longer be imported. Persons 
in certain categories, not all of them criminal, 
were excluded from buying guns and even receiv-

ing them as gifts. Interstate sales became highly 
restricted. Every firearm manufactured after the 
passage of the Gun Control Act had to have an 
engraved serial number. All these measures were 
passed into law for the ostensible purpose of curb-
ing gun violence and saving lives.

In a majority of states it’s still pretty easy to walk 
into a store, show proof of residence, and walk out 
with a rifle or shotgun of the type commonly used 
for hunting. In some states it’s just as easy to buy 
a pistol or a military-style “assault rifle,” the me-
dia definition of which is always purposely vague. 
Since 1968, however, every purchase involves 
more paperwork to keep bureaucrats busy, supple-
mented in recent decades by background checks 
conducted by the FBI. From 1998 to 2013, 167 
million such checks were made. In addition, there 
are local ordinances in many of our big cities that 
make it difficult to legally own any kind of gun, 
while some, handguns in particular, are banned 
outright. Before 1968, in the nearly 200 years of 
American nationhood, when guns were much 
more accessible than they are today, not a single 
mass murder on elementary or high school prop-
erty took place. To be sure, there have been nu-
merous shootings on school grounds going back 
to colonial days, but all of these involved personal 
grudges with one or two individuals being target-
ed. In a handful of cases, which apparently nev-
er involved a fatality, drunks or miscreants took 
potshots at school buildings while classes were in 
session. But not once were students or teachers 
randomly shot at in or out of a classroom.

Since the slaughter in Newtown — I write these 
words in July 2016, one month after the killing of 
49, a record number, by a lone gunman at a homo-
sexual nightclub in Orlando, Florida — there have 
been many more mass shootings not involving 
schools, and by the time this book is published, 
others will be fresh in the public mind. There have 
been so many incidents of this kind in the past 
thirty years or so, in which groups of people un-
known to a demented loner are sprayed by gun-
fire, that we have almost come to expect them as 
a periodic phenomenon, like deadly tornadoes or 
flash floods. Yet in the entire history of America 
before passage of the Gun Control Act — that is, in 
a period covering 192 years — there were only two 
random mass murders in which guns were used: 
the killing of thirteen on September 6, 1949 by 
Howard Unruh, who casually picked off passersby 
with his Luger as he strolled down a sidewalk in 
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Camden, New Jersey, and the sixteen who died on 
August 1, 1966 when Charles Whitman climbed 
to the top of the University of Texas tower in Aus-
tin and began shooting at people walking below. (I 
was twelve at the time and clearly remember this.)

In this age of constant lies, there are certain 
facts about these mass shootings that are hardly 
ever discussed. Virtually all of them involve one or 
more of the following elements: the killer was tak-
ing psychotropic drugs, which are acknowledged 
by their manufacturers to have adverse side effects, 
including suicidal and homicidal inclinations; the 
influence of violent and bizarre video games and 
movies that trivialize murder; the racially and cul-
turally alien background of the killers; hatred and 
resentment of the murderous American military 
machine abroad. None of these were factors be-
fore 1968, when guns were more easily acquired 
by anyone: in the sixties there were no dangerous 
drugs like Cymbalta and Paxil prescribed to trou-
bled teenagers; no dehumanizing films and fan-
tasy games easily accessed on a computer screen, 
the newest genre of which is “torture porn” as la-
beled by its degenerate Hollywood creator (Lanza 
was hooked on these games, as well as the drug 
Celexa); the tidal wave of legal and illegal immi-
grants from all corners of the world, initiated by 
the Immigration and Nationality Act of 1965, had 
barely begun; and the U.S. military had not yet 
commenced its slaughter of civilians in the Islamic 
nations of the Middle East at the behest of that re-
gion’s most lawless state, Israel.

I’d like to make a few more observations. Not 
many people are aware that homosexuals have 
committed a highly disproportionate number 
of mass murders, though many of these did not 
involve firearms. Quite a few of these shooters 
have been military veterans, their minds twisted 
by indoctrination in basic training and in some 
cases their combat experience — not to mention 
the vast, unknown number, probably well into the 
millions historically, of American vets who took 
their own lives, died in other violent circumstanc-
es, or committed murder on a small scale. (Whit-
man was a Marine Corps veteran, while Unruh, in 
addition to having fought in World War Two, was 
a homosexual. Omar Mateen, the Orlando night-
club shooter, of Afghan background, was widely 
reported to have been a closet queer himself, de-
spite being married.)

Another glaring factor connected with gun 
crime in general, one the NRA is too frightened 

to mention and the media have always censored, 
is race. Vermont is the whitest state in the country, 
and one of the most lax in regard to the purchase 
and ownership of guns, yet murder and armed 
robbery are extremely rare. The same is true of 
rural western states like Wyoming, Montana and 
Idaho, where guns are as fixed an institution as 
marriage, and many pick-up trucks you see have 
a rifle in the rack. By contrast, Washington D.C., 
with a huge black population and stringent laws 
governing the sale and possession of firearms, is 
always a top contender in all categories of violent 
crime, as are other black hellholes like Newark and 
Baltimore, both in states where firearms statutes 
are among the most prohibitive in the country, 
New Jersey in particular.

Yet another component of the recent spate of 
mass shootings might well be mass vaccination. 
Vaccination, Social Violence and Criminality: The 
Medical Assault on the Human Brain, by Harris 
Coulter, co-author of an earlier stellar work, A 
Shot in the Dark, argues that there is a correlation 
between the high number of shots children receive 
today and the wide variety of cerebral and neuro-
logical disturbances, unseen a few generations ago. 
Since 1990, when this book was published, several 
more vaccines have been added to the CDC sched-
ule. Coulter’s thesis is convincing, though I believe 
that the penchant for violence among blacks and 
Hispanics, followed by the side effects of mood-al-
tering drugs so commonly prescribed today, are 
paramount in understanding anti-social behav-
ior. Coulter does mention these factors, but in my 
opinion does not place enough emphasis on them.

The facts are indisputable. Children born two 
generations ago, my generation, were on average 
much healthier in body and mind than young 
people today who have received, thirty, forty, fifty 
more vaccines than we did; gun violence was less 
common, and mass shootings almost unheard of, 
when guns were much easier to obtain, America 
was much whiter, and both psychotropic drugs 
and deviant entertainment were unknown. The 
hidden agenda, the ultimate aim, of those who 
push most forcibly for vaccination and gun re-
strictions — and again, by and large they’re the 
same self-appointed elites — is domination, sub-
jugation, total control over our lives. Although I’ve 
said some unkind things about the NRA, they’re 
dead right when they say that the end game is 
complete disarmament of the population.

Unfortunately, we can’t reset the clock to when 
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America was a better country; we can’t turn back 
the tide of history. We can understand what’s going 
on in America right now, and we can learn from 
the past in laying the groundwork for a brighter 
future.

Postscript
Some months after completing this chapter I 

came across a book titled Nobody Died at Sandy 
Hook. Eleven people contributed to it, in addition 
to the editors, Jim Fetzer and Mike Polacek. They 
claim that the mass shooting of December 14, 2012 
was a hoax pulled off by the Federal Emergency 
Management Agency (FEMA), a division of the 
Department of Homeland Security, in conjunction 
with the news media, that it actually was a drill 
planned well in advance to promote gun control. 
Now while the federal government and the media 
often work in partnership to dupe Americans, this 
went too far; it irritates me that the truth move-
ment in this country unfailingly attracts some real 
screwballs. Nevertheless, my curiosity won out 
and I ordered the book online, though not from 
Amazon, which had taken the unprecedented step, 
at the time, of banning it.

There is nothing nutty about this work. It 
raises some very serious issues, and most of it is 
quite convincing, indeed, astonishing. Some of 
it, though, is quite unconvincing. For example, 
I found the authors’ analyses and explanations 
of many photographs very weak. The two main 
pillars of evidence put forth are first, that Sandy 
Hook Elementary had been closed in 2008 be-
cause of its dilapidated and hazardous condition: 
the school district used the building strictly for 
storage purposes, and the property had been se-
lected as the site of an evacuation drill, which is 
what actually took place; second, the editors claim 
that they downloaded a 20-page manual published 
by FEMA confirming this, which they reproduce 
in full. Printed on the cover are the words, “The 
FEMA Manual For Sandy Hook,” further down, 
“Site Activation Call-Down Drill Exercise Plan,” 
and in brackets, “MASS CASUALTY DRILL.” Be-
low that, “Exercise Date 12/14/12” and “Publish-
ing Date 10/08/12,” and at the bottom, “For Offi-
cial Use Only.” The whole thing looks and reads 
authentic, though I realize it might be a forgery. 
My one major objection to the book’s thesis is a 
cry of common sense: How can all these children 
and their parents (if they existed), the Connecti-
cut state police, the medical examiner, and many 
others besides — how can all these people play 

their roles in such a gigantic hoax without a single 
person being brave enough to come forward and 
expose it? This is a classic example of how cunning 
minds on either side of a controversy can obfus-
cate the truth by piling layer upon layer of decep-
tion. I would put nothing past the media bosses, 
but I really can’t believe they would broadcast a lie 
of this magnitude for fear of being discovered.

As it turns out, there’s a great deal of discus-
sion about this book on the Internet. Some of it 
supports the book’s claims, though most of the 
reactions are hostile. Methinks, however, that the 
book’s detractors doth protest too much. As for 
me, I’m undecided about what really happened 
in Newtown, Connecticut on December 14, 2012 
and, after much thought, am open to any possibil-
ity. I’m only interested in the truth.

The truth of the matter would be easy to estab-
lish, as I see it. It all comes down to whether the 
school was operational in late 2012 or had been 
closed down years earlier, as the authors of this 
book claim. Any Newtown resident living on or 
near Dickinson Drive, where Sandy Hook Ele-
mentary stood, would know that. They would have 
seen plenty of activity on school days: school bus-
es rolling in and out, parents dropping their kids 
off and picking them up, children playing outside 
and so forth — or they would have seen nothing at 
all taking place outside a deserted building. That’s 
why, in a country of constantly swirling lies and fake 
news, what one sees and hears with one’s own eyes 
and ears is the only thing guaranteed to be true — 
and the most compelling evidence I cite for my posi-
tion on vaccines.

Postscript to a postscript
The October 1, 2017 shooting massacre at 

an outdoor country music concert in Las Vegas, 
and another bloodbath by gunfire at the Marjory 
Stoneman Douglas High School in Parkland, Flor-
ida on February 14, 2018 necessitate additional 
comment. Separating clear facts from mistaken 
but sincere beliefs from mainstream media malar-
key from assertions of disinformation agents now 
seems an impossible task. What I will say here is 
that, while I do believe that these shootings did 
happen and many people died, something fishy is 
going on in America. I believe that there were mul-
tiple shooters involved in Las Vegas and that some 
survivors who spoke publicly about this were mur-
dered — all this naturally hushed up or derided as 
conspiracy mongering by the controlled media. In 
the case of the high school in Parkland, no soon-
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er did the smoke clear than an effeminate freak 
named David Hogg — who claimed to be a senior 
at the school, which I doubt, and the son of a retired 
FBI agent, which is probably true — emerged as a 
self-appointed, righteous spokesman against gun 
violence and the NRA. Often at his side sounding 
off was buzzcut bisexual Emma Gonzalez, anoth-
er student. Hogg became an instant TV star, do-
ing the news show gab circuit while the media as 
a whole went into overdrive with their anti-gun 
propaganda, in particular their doting coverage 
of militant students marching on the Tallahassee 
state capitol, and weeks later on the White House, 
demanding tighter gun laws and an outright ban 
on assault rifles, as if they knew what they were 
talking about. Hogg was flayed so widely and mer-
cilessly on the net that he felt the need to publicly 
deny that he was a crisis actor, and did some verbal 
jousting of his own against what he called conspir-
acy theorists. How original. This event prompted 
James Fetzer to write another book, The Parkland 
Puzzle, which I found even more persuasive than 
his work on Sandy Hook. All I will say here is that 
something stinks to high heaven, and while I don’t 
claim to know the real story, I firmly believe that 
Hogg is a disturbed attention seeker or profession-
al troublemaker, funded by God knows who. As 
for all those gun-hating, marching students, and 
the supposed nationwide high school walkout 
on March 14, there was too much anger in those 
mostly ugly and alien faces to persuade me that 
this was a cross section of sincere though mis-
guided American high school students. It was all 
too well-scripted, and I wouldn’t be surprised if a 
hidden hand rounded up these students, if in fact 
most of them were students and not a rented mob.

The upshot of the Parkland episode — what-
ever happened or didn’t happen there — and an-
other illustration of how we have government by 
media — was a surge in anti-gun tyranny, name-
ly a new flood of “red flag” state gun legislation, 
whereby a judge, upon petition, allows police to 
simply raid the home of a person deemed to be a 
possible threat, and seize all firearms — without a 
warrant, with no arrest being made, with no crim-
inal charges filed. This obviously opens the door 
to all kinds of abuse, and sets the stage for incre-
mental gun confiscation — all with the blessing of 
journalistic whores doing the dirty work of their 
bosses. After all, just think, we’re nipping more of 
theses planned mass shootings in the bud, we’re 
saving the lives of so many innocent children, so 
how can any reasonable person oppose taking 
guns away from dangerous people? And let’s start 
by banning AR-15 military-style rifles. As of this 
writing, there is additional stealth legislation that 
has not been clarified.

There have been more mass shootings since I 
have written the above, and there will be more, 
followed by more televised demonstrations and 
marches, more anti-gun shrieks, and more aggres-
sive gun-grabbing tactics. I am already inclined 
to believe that these killings or staged killings, as 
the case may be, are part of a cunning design to 
disarm law-abiding Americans, in which the me-
dia bosses are conspirators. It’s all quite nebulous, 
but there are two things I know with certainty: the 
media bosses hate and fear the fact that there are 
so many privately owned firearms in America, and 
the people who want to take our guns away are the 
same ones who want to vaccinate our children to 
death.

What kind of people are these?
THERE ARE certain jobs that, by their very na-
ture, attract only people who are unprincipled. 
Most of those who make a living in sales are not 
evil, of course, but all of them are at least a little 
dishonest; I’ve never met a salesman who wasn’t. 
Anyone who owns or works in an adult bookstore 
is slime, at best. If you’re a high roller in the real 
estate market, surely you don’t care about local res-
idents whose lives will be thrown into disarray by 
your construction projects. Ask our president.

Most lines of work, though, employ people 
whose traits run the gamut. The medical field is 
so vast and encompasses so may different person-

alities that it would be senseless to make general-
izations. Many a black mark stains the history of 
medicine, but there are many bright spots as well. 
Think of Florence Nightingale, the angelic “Lady 
with the Lamp” as wounded British troops affec-
tionately called her, ministering to them in Turkey 
during the Crimean War of 1853 to 1856. Not only 
did her exacting standards of hygiene save many 
lives and revolutionize the emergency treatment 
of battlefield casualties, on her own initiative she 
reformed all facets of the nursing profession, and 
is so remembered to this day. Joseph Lister, her 
contemporary, was another English pioneer who 
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quietly transformed medicine by improving sur-
gical techniques, and demonstrated that deadly 
infections could be prevented by sterilizing surgi-
cal instruments and applying antiseptic solution 
to wounds and post-operation incisions. Lister-
ine, the famous mouthwash, was patented by an 
American chemist in 1879 and named in his hon-
or. Then there’s the Scottish doctor and microbi-
ologist Alexander Fleming, who in 1928 made a 
landmark discovery in the annals of medical his-
tory — a mold called penicillin. Penicillin, used 
judiciously, killed the germs of some of mankind’s 
worst scourges. His discovery ushered in the age 
of antibiotics. But the modest Fleming was not 
the kind to cash in on his achievement. Rather, he 
was the kind to repeatedly warn, with great fore-
sight, that the indiscriminate use of antibiotics — 
indiscriminate as in “there’s a lot of money to be 
made from these wonder drugs” — would lead to 
the widespread propagation of bacteria resistant 
to them, which sure enough has become a twen-
ty-first century crisis.

Although I’ve made only a quick study of the 
lives of these three, not once did I encounter a bad 
word about them. Nothing suggests they were out 
for fame or fortune. Nightingale, Lister and Flem-
ing were saints. They saved countless lives, and 
they paved the way for further medical progress.

Now we’re constantly reminded how wonderful 
vaccines are, how they eliminated so many terrible 
diseases, and how grateful all of us should be for 
this. So it would seem to follow that, at the very 
least, two or three vaccine developers should stand 
tall as undisputed medical heroes, as individuals 
like the three I’ve cited who deserve our venera-
tion, and who incidentally lived and worked in the 
same time frame as those who worked on vaccines. 
But this is not the case. Beginning with Edward 
Jenner, nearly every individual who has produced 
and tested vaccines has been a snake in the grass.

Vaccinology, by its very nature, draws people of 
questionable character at best. Look at it this way. 
It’s inconceivable that any doctor who routinely 
performs abortions will go down in history as a 
great man or woman, because it’s widely recog-
nized that there’s something dark about a person 
who makes a living by killing healthy human fe-
tuses. Well, on the scale of amorality, the coerced 
vaccination of children is not far behind. The es-
sence of vaccinology is experimentation with chil-
dren, that is, gambling with their lives, and if most 
pediatricians don’t realize this, those who make 

and test vaccines certainly do. There is indeed 
something “special” about vaccinologists as there 
is about abortionists.

When you peel away the myths and begin to 
examine the personalities and careers of these 
vaccine trailblazers, not to mention their most 
vocal supporters, it’s amazing how easily they 
reveal themselves. There’s nothing mysterious 
about them. They’re just plain despicable people. 
Some are worse than others, of course. Salk and 
Sabin, the polio vaccine boys, were bad enough, 
but further on we’ll meet a few who were more 
than a match for Jim Jones or Pol Pot. By compar-
ison, Jenner and Pasteur were pikers. The num-
ber of children they experimented on with their 
vaccine concoctions was minuscule compared to 
what would follow in the twentieth century, but it 
should not be forgotten that Jenner, the father of 
vaccination, was a swindler who set the pattern 
for everything that came later. It also should not 
be forgotten that from the outset, many people 
were shocked and outraged by Jenner’s vaccine 
road shows, and his steady stream of lies, evasions 
and alibis, right up to his death, only brought him 
more opprobrium.

 v 

Looking back on twenty-five years of sporadic 
research, which gave me the opportunity to ap-
praise the character of so many prominent figures 
in the vaccine movement, only two struck me as 
ethical. One was George Dick. The other was John 
Enders, one of the leading polio vaccine research-
ers, whom I’d read about, and whose photograph 
appeared, in David Oshinsky’s Polio: An American 
Story. Why did he stand out? What was exception-
al about him? Several things. Enders was one of 
the very few in that mad scramble who was above 
all the feuding, who seemed to be liked and re-
spected by all his colleagues. He was also the only 
one of this group to be awarded the Nobel Prize, 
for his success in growing the polio virus in a test 
tube culture of animal tissue which provided a safe 
and ample supply for use in vaccines — and he 
accepted this prestigious award only on the con-
dition that his two lab assistants share the honor 
with him. Not one of his peers seemed capable 
of such a noble gesture. Furthermore — and this 
might sound a bit silly — he looked dignified and 
intelligent; there was something about him that 
reminded me of the glowing image the word “sci-
entist” held for me when I was young.

Well, I was in for a rude awakening. Upon fur-
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ther reading I learned that Enders had become dis-
enchanted with the whole polio vaccine scene and 
went on to tinker with a measles vaccine which 
was, in fact, used in the U.S. for five years before 
being junked — in effect, shuffling from one fail-
ure to another. Not a sign of a brilliant mind. More 
seriously, prior to licensure in 1963 he tested his 
measles vaccine on thousands of children in Nige-
ria and on institutionalized children in New York 
City and Waltham, Massachusetts. He used them 
like laboratory mice. He willfully put them at risk, 
knowing that if they suffered or died there would 
be little or no recrimination. There’s no indication 
that he tested the vaccine on his own grandchil-
dren. As I see it, anyone who does things like this 
is not so different from those involved in child 
trafficking. Maybe not quite as depraved, but in 
the same league. John Enders was disconnected 
from normal morality and emotions like the rest 
of them.

One of the many ploys of the vaccinators is tell-
ing us that mass vaccination works for the great-

er good of society, that sacrificing a few children 
ensures that many more who would have died for 
lack of vaccines will live. Some have stated this 
openly. If the evidence supported them, I would go 
along with this, though very reluctantly and with a 
troubled conscience. There are times in life when 
tough choices have to be made. But this is not one 
of them. The greater good of society? What soci-
etal good has come from all the vaccine-wrecked 
kids and young adults living among us today?

The entire history of vaccination is smeared 
with failure, delusion, deceit and misconduct. 
Some good people in key positions have, over the 
years, stepped out of the shadows to tell the world 
what’s going on. A few are named in this book. As 
for the rest who are drawn to the business of vac-
cines, every last one of them is drenched in cor-
ruption. There’s not a single one who stands out 
as a medical hero, or anything close to it. And that 
makes perfect sense because, being the criminal 
enterprise that it is, the fake science of vaccinology 
attracts the worst kind of people.

The trouble with people
THE MAIN dilemma faced by parents who, for the 
love of their children, want to cut back on man-
dated vaccines or opt out altogether, is the issue 
of school attendance. Once a year I used to get a 
sheet in my mailbox spelling out the kindergarten 
and pre-K registration rules for the school district 
in Amityville, a town on Long Island where I lived 
for a long time. Here’s what we read for the school 
year 2019-2020 pertaining to vaccines:

All registrants must provide written evidence, 
signed and stamped for your PHYSICIAN or 
HEALTH CLINIC that your child has been immu-
nized against seven (7) diseases:

• 4 doses of DTaP for PK students, 4-5 doses of 
DTaP (last dose after 4 years old and 6 months after 
previous dose) for Kindergarten students.

• 3 doses of Polio for PK students, 3-4 doses of 
Polio (last dose after 4 years old and 6 months after 
previous dose) for Kindergarten students.

• 1 dose of MMR for PK students, 2 doses of 
MMR for Kindergarten students.

• 3 doses of Hepatitis B for PK students, 3 doses 
of Hepatitis B for Kindergarten students (last dose 
after 6 months old).

• 1 dose of Varicella for PK students and 2 doses 
of Varicella for Kindergarten students.

• 1 to 4 doses of Haemophilus Influenza (HIB) 
for PK students only.

• 1 to 4 doses of Prevnar 13 (PVC) for PK stu-
dents only.

I’ve tried to maintain an intellectual level in 
writing this book, and I think I’ve succeeded. 
But there are times when I read something that 
brings out the truck driver in me, and this is one 
of them. When I read this, I put myself in the place 
of parents sending a young child to school, and 
this was my reaction: ARE YOU OUT OF YOUR 
FREAKIN’ MIND? THERE’S NO WAY I’M 
GONNA COMPLY WITH THIS CRIMINALLY 
INSANE HORSESHIT! I’m sure there are at least 
three or four million Americans who feel the same 
way, though I’ve only met a few in person. I at-
tribute it to a heightened sensitivity. A keen sixth 
sense. A gut feeling that Paul Offit and his ilk are 
evil, and that the corruption among those respon-
sible for vaccination policy in this country screams 
for a settling of accounts. But of course the vast 
majority don’t feel this strongly. They might be a 
bit leery about all the vaccines their kids have to 
get to go to school, but they still go along with it. 
This is evidenced by the fact that school registra-
tion has not fallen off much as a result of strin-
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gent requirements like the above, which I believe 
are nearly identical in most states, though I should 
note that New York is one of only five, at this writ-
ing, that does not allow religious exemptions.

No one really knows how many American chil-
dren are in compliance with these requirements. 
Statistics, which are always suspect, vary. I’ve re-
viewed several sources, and in averaging them 
out, my best approximation is as follows: 88% are 
in full compliance; 7% have an incomplete or de-
layed vaccination status; 2% are mostly or totally 
unvaccinated, their parents claiming a religious or 
philosophical exemption (as do some parents of 
the previous group); 3% are home-schooled, and 
virtually all of these are completely unvaccinated, 
or nearly so.

Even if these numbers are off, there’s no doubt 
that the great majority of Americans would vig-
orously disagree with my contention that vaccines 
are an absolute fraud and all of them should be 
scrapped. But what do they base their beliefs on? 
I’ve answered that question in previous chapters, 
but maybe it’s worth taking a closer look. Here’s an 
interesting observation I’ve made of the roughly 
fifty people to whom I’ve expressed my anti-vac-
cine sentiments — family, extended family, friends, 
co-workers and other acquaintances, past and 
present. Only one, many years ago — my elderly 
landlady’s daughter who, as I recall, was expecting 
her first grandchild — felt that it was important 
enough to look into, and followed through on my 
recommendation to read Neil Miller’s Vaccines: 
Are They Really Safe and Effective? The book made 
an impression. “It makes you stop and think,” she 
told me when I saw her next, and she ordered it 
for the West Islip public library, where she worked. 
But what about all the others? I’m talking about 
basically good people of average or superior in-
telligence who, I’m sure, are a cross section of at 
least a hundred million American adults. As far as 
I’m concerned, anyone among them who refuses 
to examine the evidence that torpedoes the vac-
cine dogma, is no more entitled to an opinion on 
the subject, and no more qualified to criticize this 
book of mine, than he is to play on the U.S. Olym-
pic hockey team or sit behind the controls of a 747 
jumbo jet at 30,000 feet.

Let me tell you about my immediate family — 
my parents and my three younger siblings. There 
are plenty of smart genes in the Massaro clan. My 
sisters ranked second and fourth, academically, in 
their high school graduating classes of more than 

200, and my brother, who became a high school 
math teacher, was up there too, though not that 
close to the top. Although my mother was of av-
erage intelligence, my father was brilliant in math-
ematics and also at fixing things. He was an elec-
trical engineer employed by Grumman Aerospace 
who in 1969 worked on the circuitry of the Apollo 
11 lunar module, which took the first men to the 
moon. He was also savvy in the stock market and 
made some prudent decisions that helped all his 
children, especially me, after he left us at age 90. 
But no one in my family, except me, had a real 
thirst for knowledge. This led to opinions on pol-
itics and almost everything else that made me the 
black sheep of the family, a distinction I’ve always 
enjoyed. Over the years, I’ve learned not to in-
trude on the comfort zones of others, that the best 
way to keep the peace is to keep my mouth shut 
most of the time, because I’m not going to change 
anyone’s mind anyway. We’ve always been mature 
enough to get along, with an occasional flare-up 
to keep the pot boiling. But the thing is, I never 
knew my parents nor my siblings to ever read a 
worthwhile book on a serious subject, and certain-
ly never a “banned” one. It hurts me to say it, but 
my dear father had no mind of his own. He never 
felt strongly about anything, and was incapable of 
believing anything he hadn’t seen on television or 
read in that wretched daily Long Island newspa-
per, Newsday. As much as I loved him, his mental 
sluggishness drove me crazy and made me lose 
my temper with him a few times. Getting his flu 
shot became an annual ritual that he followed for 
at least fifteen years, well into his eighties, and I 
reached the point where I gave up on trying to talk 
him out of it, as I had given up on discussing many 
other things. Fortunately it never did him any 
harm. Nor did the Lipitor he took for years, hav-
ing bought into the cholesterol scam like so many 
others. When she was 68, my mother ended up in 
the hospital with pneumonia five weeks after get-
ting a flu shot, and she stopped getting it after that, 
but not my dad. Of course I can’t prove that there 
was a connection, just as I can’t prove that Lipitor 
gave her the pancreatic cancer that ended her life 
at age 82. I was left with only a strong suspicion, 
but I never ran any of this by my father, because 
his doctor had the first and last word always, and 
how many doctors talk their patients out of statins 
and flu shots?

I wrote earlier about the resistance I encoun-
tered with the older of my two sisters, who does 
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not have children, regarding measles and the mea-
sles vaccine. My brother and younger sister each 
have three children. I know they’ve all been vac-
cinated, but I don’t know how thoroughly, and I 
don’t want to know, and they don’t want me to 
know. It’s a sensitive issue. They know that I’m to-
tally opposed to vaccines, and that I have read a 
great deal on the subject, but they’ve never asked 
to borrow one of my books, and so far as I know, 
never looked into it. It suffices that only those 
who have bats in their belfry, as my father used to 
pleasantly say about me, don’t get their kids vac-
cinated, though it’s possible that my sister, who is 
more health conscious than my brother — though 
also more liberal and more hostile to my views 
— spaced apart her daughters’ shots and held off 
on a few of them. When I urged her to read the 
Miller book many years ago, she said, “Is that put 
out by one of your wacko publishers?” I will say, 
though, that a few years ago she emailed me asking 
my opinion about certain travel shots, as my niece 
enrolled in a college study program that would 
take her to three countries, one of which, Brazil, 
required a yellow fever vaccination. I advised her 
to avoid all vaccines. If it were me, I said, I’d just 
cut out Brazil, and if you think I’m being weird, 
I added, check out vaers.hhs.gov. I directed her 
to the pages documenting severe reactions, 25 of 
which I’ve reproduced in this book. Apparently, 
this got her to thinking, finally, because she sent 
me a terse reply: “Thanks for the information.” But 
after that she never brought it up and I don’t know 
if she ever looked at the VAERS site. My niece 
went ahead and got the yellow fever shot anyway, 
and my other niece got a typhoid fever shot for 
travel to Tonga, which is not required — a totally 
unnecessary risk. Neither had an adverse reaction, 
but obviously my advice didn’t sink in. Then, just a 
few weeks ago — this is February 2020 — I learned 
from my sister, when I gently pressed her, that she 
and her husband, who also is very bright, got hep-
atitis A vaccinations prior to a trip to southeast 
Asia. Most curiously, my sister adopted a mixed 
breed puppy from a shelter, and after her pet be-
came very ill after getting a rabies shot, she swore 
off all additional vaccinations and never took her 
to the vet again. I was surprised she even told me 
about that. Moxy is eleven and still going strong. 
I will never understand people, by which I mean 
people who nominally are quite intelligent. When 
I see someone as smart as my sister, ignoring my 
advice to read of all the severe reactions listed by 

VAERS, or reading them and still getting vaccinat-
ed, I start to wonder if I’ve wasted all my time and 
effort writing this book. Is it that something bad or 
tragic has to happen before people wake up, before 
dogma loses its grip on even gifted minds? That 
would appear to be the case. It seems to me that 
people generally don’t become cynical or embit-
tered towards the vaccine propagandists until they 
see the damage done with their own eyes, until 
tragedy hits home — and even then some are un-
certain or apathetic about it.

 v 

What’s true of my family and social circle is un-
doubtedly true of the responsible and reasonably 
intelligent segment of our society. As I’ve said more 
than once in this book, the need to conform and to 
avoid unconventional ideas runs much deeper and 
stronger than the ability to think straight. Taking 
it to the next level, this phenomenon is even more 
pronounced, I’ve noticed, in people with some 
medical qualifications — people who seem more 
sure of themselves while being no less ignorant, 
although there are some dissenters. I think here, 
first of all, of the usually polite but ditzy young 
women who work as assistants in doctor offices, or 
at the local CVS or supermarket pharmacy, which 
frequently advertise their vaccination services — 
and are ready to cheerfully give you a flu or shin-
gles shot, no appointment needed. This attitude is 
entrenched throughout the kingdom of modern 
medicine.

Sometimes I’m not only perplexed by all this, 
I’m speechless. By way of example, I’ve kept in 
touch with a British couple since meeting them 
in 1982 while traveling across Africa. When you 
think like me, you try to hold on to the few friends 
you have, even if they’re separated by an ocean and 
you’ve seen them only once in the last 38 years. 
Colin and Trish are really fine people, grandpar-
ents, and bold adventurers who have been to 132 
(!) countries. We have a tradition of exchanging 
Christmas cards and long, handwritten letters — 
Trish always writes them — filling each other in 
on our travels and what life has dealt us in the year 
gone by. Last year, I mentioned that I was writing 
this book, that I was adamantly anti-vaccine, and 
that I hadn’t gotten a travel shot since 1986. I asked 
Trish, who is exactly my age, how she felt about 
this. Here is the relevant excerpt from her letter of 
December 14, 2018:

Having a healthcare background, I’m all for 
vaccinations and make sure we’re up to date on ev-
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erything before we travel. A couple of years back I 
was scratched by a monkey in Thailand, so was very 
grateful I’d had the pre-exposure rabies shots, or that 
could have been fatal. I made sure all the kids had 
their vaccinations when they were little — there are 
figures about the percentage uptake of vaccinations 
protecting those who don’t have them but I wasn’t 
prepared to take any risks. When I was little kids 
used to die from measles, mumps etc. and I wouldn’t 
want to see a return to those days. None of us have 
had any adverse reactions (other than some local-
ised tenderness) and I don’t know anyone who has. 
There were theories some years ago about a link be-
tween the measles/mumps/rubella vaccine (MMR) 
and autism, which was subsequently discredited but 
not before some children had experienced damaging 
consequences from measles etc. So, as you can see, I 
beg to differ from you on this one!

Yikes! Not only in favor of vaccines, not only 
the usual worn out clichés, but a preventative 
shot against rabies?? Which could have prevented 
death by monkeyscratch??? I’m at a loss for words 
here, other than to say that Trish is a sweet and 
seemingly intelligent lady, and I’d feel awful if she 
ever reads this.

There wasn’t a trace of arrogance in Trish’s state-
ment — that’s just not who she is — but I’ve come 
across many displays of arrogant certainty, in vary-
ing degrees, about the benefits of vaccines, within 
the medical community and outside of it. People 
who think they know so much yet know nothing. 
People who sneer, who ridicule, who insult, who 
lecture us about what so many studies have prov-
en, who compare us anti-vaxxers to flat-earthers. 
I’ve read it all, much of it in comment sections 
on the Internet. These know-it-alls have probably 
been with us since men learned to talk. Then there 
are those, usually bureaucrats, for whom there 
isn’t even a controversy, who simply see anti-vax 
parents as lunatics or common criminals, and are 
all for locking up such parents and putting their 
children in foster homes where they can be forc-
ibly vaccinated. To give you an idea of what’s out 
there, the following was tweeted on December 6, 
2019 by a yakker and self-described longtime Re-
publican political strategist named Rick Wilson: 
“Anti-vaxxers are a scourge and a strong argument 
for re-education camps, the immediate seizure of 
their property, and putting their children into pro-
tective custody.” Wilson is just a piece of flotsam, a 
Deep State barnacle. But there are more than a few 
judges, health officials, and goons with guns and 

badges who stand ready to carry out such actions, 
and have taken children from their parents often 
enough. Not all of them are consciously malevo-
lent. Some are too stupid to be evil.

There’s one more category into which those 
who are pro-vaccine fall. What separates them 
from the different kinds of people I’ve discussed 
above is that their conditioning is irrelevant. They 
are the genetically messed up. I turn once more to 
the excellent and suppressed book The Eleventh 
Hour by John Tyndall, from which I earlier extract-
ed a quote about the media. In the chapter headed 
“The Cancer of Liberalism,” Tyndall touches on an 
intriguing fact. The liberal, he asserted — mean-
ing the truly committed liberal as distinct from 
the ordinary individual who has thoughtlessly 
adopted some liberal attitudes from watching too 
much television — is a biological type. “Assemble 
any group of liberals together on one side of any 
room,” he wrote, “and then assemble on the other 
side a group of equal number and sexual composi-
tion but of outlook fundamentally opposed to lib-
eralism. Most of us then entering the room would 
immediately be able to tell which group was which 
after the most cursory glance. Liberals, generally 
speaking, constitute the most unimpressive speci-
mens of the white race....” Tyndall believed that an 
inborn weakness, as revealed in physique, posture 
and facial features, is inseparable from the liberal 
ideology.

This fascinated me. I reasoned that you can 
make the same distinction by glancing at any 
groups whose tastes, interests or beliefs are far 
apart. For example, take two groups of twenty men 
dressed in the same casual clothes. One group 
just went deer hunting, the other just went to the 
ballet. Could you differentiate them? Of course 
you could! The hunters will unmistakably appear 
stronger and tougher. Another example might be 
those who voted for Hillary Clinton as opposed to 
those who voted for Donald Trump, pretty much 
a straightforward contest between liberal and an-
ti-liberal outlook, regardless of the fact that very 
few in either group knew about the squalid back-
ground of their preferred candidate. Just looking 
at the televised sea of faces, meaning white faces, 
at their campaign rallies, one could instantly dis-
tinguish them. This is very significant. It means 
that people have only limited control, if any, over 
how they feel and what they believe; in great part, 
it’s determined in the womb. Of course, everyone 
is shaped to some degree by environment and for-
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tuity in life, such as meeting someone who exerts a 
profound and lasting influence. But heredity, over 
which we have no control, is always the dominant 
factor. That is what I believe not only from reading 
but observation.

As a definitive example, take homosexuality. 
I’m one of those who believes that homosexuals 
are born, not made, even though the degeneracy 
which is all around us today might persuade some 
with weak instincts to go gay or bisexual, where-
as fifty years ago that wouldn’t have happened. It 
appears that homosexuals have existed in all ages 
and in every race, and by definition they are all ge-
netically defective. Mother Nature can be a cruel 
mistress. To repeat our visual analysis, were you 
to compare, say, twenty homos of either sex to 
twenty heterosexuals, you’d instantly know which 
was which by their faces alone. Queer men tend 
to have weak or delicate features while most lesbi-
ans look sexless or downright mannish. All this is 
common knowledge and the butt of discreet jokes. 
Of course, there are plenty of exceptions in both 
men and women, but if the sample is large enough, 
there’s no mistaking homo from hetero.

For the life of me, I can’t imagine what it’s like 
for a man to feel erotic pleasure while engaging in 
sodomy with another man — and most women 
must feel the same way about their own gender. 
And yet, homosexuals do feel this way because of 
their genetic make-up, of which their physical ap-
pearance is a manifestation. For them, their sexual 
behavior and the pleasure it gives them is “right” 
and the thought of having sex with a member of 
the opposite sex is “wrong” because it leaves them 

cold. No amount of logic, rational discourse or 
counseling will change them. They are what they 
are.

What I’m leading up to here is the fundamen-
tal genetic difference between those who are mil-
itantly pro-vaccine and those who are militantly 
anti-vaccine, or at least have expressed a deep con-
cern about vaccine risks. It would be an interesting 
experiment to compare the faces of twenty or thir-
ty proponents at each end of the spectrum. I have 
no doubt that, overall, the faces of the antis would 
clearly be more attractive and convey more kind-
ness than the faces of the pros. In any event, there 
is something in the DNA of these people who have 
risen to the top levels of the public health bureau-
cracies and medical associations, about vaccine 
profiteers and pushers like Paul Offit and his ad-
mirers, about the columnists and commentators 
who incessantly denounce and ridicule anti-vaxx-
ers, that makes them enemies of all good people. 
It’s just who they are. Their attitudes are anchored 
in their protoplasm. They can’t help themselves. 
They are destructive people who are driven to im-
pose their destructiveness on others. They cannot 
and will not change. It’s no more possible to con-
vince them that their beliefs are wrong than it is to 
convince a homosexual that the kind of sex he or 
she indulges in is wrong. Naturally, the pro-vaxx-
ers will say the same bad things about our DNA. 
So what we’re dealing with here is two different 
life forms, two diametrically opposed natures for 
whom it is impossible to find any common ground 
or friendly divergence of opinion. Discussion or 
debate is a complete waste of time. So be it.

To clarify
IN THE introduction, I wrote that there is no proof 
whatsoever that anyone has ever benefited from 
a vaccination. That statement might have struck 
you as presumptuous, maybe even preposterous. 
I stand by it one hundred percent. There’s no real 
science to refute my claim, only piles of crooked 
studies, the existence of which is one more line of 
evidence that the whole thing is a gigantic lie. But 
it must be admitted that, in the majority of cas-
es, after a vaccine is injected, no one really knows 
what happens. And incidentally, I also must ad-
mit that in most cases, and especially when just a 
single dose is given, months or years apart from 
any other vaccination, it appears that no harm is 
done. However, I can’t imagine that any youngster 

who undergoes the now standard regimen of fifty 
to sixty or more vaccine doses will go through life 
unscathed by this massive assault; my guess is that 
we’re going to see shocking rates of cancer down 
the road — but again, I just don’t know. Converse-
ly, can there possibly be a benefit? Well, I suppose 
anything is possible. I consider it a benefit not if 
a vaccine prevents a disease that’s nothing more 
than a temporary nuisance, but if it prevents a dis-
ease that would have caused permanent disability 
or death. And there’s the catch — “would have.” 
Preventative measures, by their nature, are impos-
sible to calculate. How can you say that buying a 
new tire to replace a dangerously bald one pre-
vented a blowout in heavy traffic that would have 
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caused an accident resulting in serious injury or 
death? You can’t.

Perhaps a better analogy can be made with 
cruciferous vegetables — broccoli, cauliflower, 
kale, Brussels sprouts, cabbage and others — all of 
which contain an organic compound called glu-
cosinolate, said to have strong anti-carcinogenic 
properties. Is this true? I believe it is, and since I 
don’t want to get cancer, I try to eat two or three 
servings of these vegetables a week, even though I 
don’t care for them. But I really have no idea what 
benefit, if any, I get by eating them. Maybe what 
I’ve read about glucosinolate is a lot of baloney. 
And when you come right down to it, there’s no 
way I can prove that I would’ve gotten cancer had 
I not eaten these vegetables on a regular basis for 
years. But there the similarity with vaccines ends. 
There’s no multi-billion industry to buy influence 
with the media and politicians, no broccoli lobby 
that I’ve ever heard of. I don’t know of anyone who 
has disputed the anti-cancer properties of gluco-
sinolate. And even if sound science were to show 
that this substance has no benefits, I can’t imagine 
anyone would ever claim that eating cruciferous 
vegetables can be hazardous to your health. To un-
derscore, then, a belief that vaccines are effective is 
nothing more than that — a belief. People believe 
it simply because it’s been repeated so often and so 
many other people believe it. There is simply no 
empirical evidence to support it.

 v 

I reached the point years ago that I realized it’s 
a waste of time to have any kind of dialogue or 
debate with pro-vaxxers. Long ago I stopped pay-
ing attention to the things they say. Nevertheless, 
I’d like to put paid to three assertions they often 
employ that, on the surface, may seem logical. 
The first is the concept of herd immunity, which 
holds that if a high percentage of the population is 
vaccinated against an infectious disease, the small 
unvaccinated percentage will be protected. This 
is pure deceit. Several infectious diseases in ad-
vanced countries, which still crop up in the Third 
World, dwindled to the vanishing point without 
any vaccination program. Throughout Europe, 
polio made a quiet exit in the mid-twentieth cen-
tury even after health officials decided to forego 
the dangerous Salk vaccine. Besides, vaccines do 
not work, that is, the disease rates among the vac-
cinated and unvaccinated are about the same. Or 
are they? Middle-aged teachers and school nurs-
es might know, even though the latter are likely 

to be strongly biased in favor of vaccines. They’re 
the ones who see that kids are absent from school 
because they’re sick at home. What can they tell 
us? Possibly that there’s less “old style” measles or 
chickenpox around these days, but many more 
chronic and acute conditions that have brought 
about a higher absentee rate. Why not ask one?

Second is the line that the welfare of soci-
ety takes precedence over individual freedom of 
choice — that no person should have the freedom 
of choice to remain unvaccinated when that choice 
threatens public health. This one goes back to the 
late nineteenth century; I’ve come across it many 
times. It answers itself on its face, because if vac-
cines worked, all people would need to do is get 
vaccinated to protect themselves from the unvac-
cinated. And what, after all, is “public health” but 
the health of all individuals that constitute a soci-
ety? Well, it seems to me that when I was young, 
and there were far fewer vaccines in existence, 
there were also a hell of a lot fewer individuals 
with serious health issues than there are today.

Lastly, we hear that unvaccinated children en-
danger classmates who are “immuno-compro-
mised.” I never had an immuno-compromised 
classmate (though I did know two boys who died 
of leukemia), so if this is more common today, I 
would ask if vaccinations caused their condition 
in the first place. In fact, the Wikipedia page on 
this subject lists some strange diseases that are 
also spelled out as possible risks on vaccine prod-
uct inserts, but no one who edits Wikipedia would 
dare to make that connection. Also, we know 
that during the Salk vaccine push of the 1950s, 
a number of parents came down with paralytic 
polio from changing the diapers of their recently 
vaccinated infants. Might not an immuno-com-
promised child, then, be infected with measles or 
mumps or chickenpox or whooping cough when 
a recently vaccinated classmate nearby coughs or 
sneezes? The vaccine zealots maintain that the 
live viruses in these vaccines can’t shed and infect 
others, but I don’t believe them. In addition, what 
these people are unwittingly admitting is that vac-
cines are too dangerous to give to those with an 
impaired immune system, who have no choice but 
to remain “unprotected” in their eyes. That being 
the case, it follows that they must also be risky to 
other children whose immune system is not that 
resilient, even if they are relatively healthy.

But all we do is go round and round with these 
arguments. The pro-vaxxer reading this mocks my 
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logic and I mock his. Different brains are wired 
differently. Here we are, two thousand years after 
the fact, and there’s still no broad agreement on 
whether Jesus was the incarnation of God. You say 

he was, I say he wasn’t, I’m never going to con-
vince you and you’re never going to convince me, 
so what’s the use of discussing it? I’ll try to give an 
answer of sorts at the end of this book.

Vaccines cause autism. 
Repeat: Vaccines cause autism.

If they desire a thing, they declare it is true. If they desire it not, though that were death itself, they cry aloud, 
‘It has never been.’ — Rudyard Kipling, on the intellectuals of his day (circa 1895)

IN MY JOB as a home heating oil truck driver 
on Long Island, I often make deliveries to houses 
where the oil tank is underground. The fill line of 
most of these tanks is at ground level, or just above 
it, and often sits in the front lawn. Most longtime 
oil drivers, myself included, have had a few acci-
dental overfills where oil spills out onto the grass. 
When this happens, the grass takes on a waxy 
shine, and within a week or two turns an unsight-
ly whitish yellow and becomes brittle. Needless to 
say, a patch of dead grass in the middle of a lush 
green lawn does not make for happy customers. 
It’s also embarrassing to drivers who take pride in 
their work. If it’s just a small area of grass that’s 
been killed, the company usually sends an em-
ployee to dig up the contaminated soil, replace it, 
and plant new grass seed, or pays a landscaper to 
do it. Most people understand that accidents hap-
pen, that spilling a quart or two of oil on their lawn 
is not the end of the world, and if their company 
handles it properly, it’s forgiven and forgotten.

Now can you imagine being a homeowner 
with a buried tank in the lawn, discovering that 
your oil driver had a little mishap, then calling up 
your company and being told, “Yes, our driver did 
overfill your tank by mistake but that has nothing 
to do with the fact that your grass is dead.” What 
would you think? Yet it is precisely this kind of de-
nial, this brazen assault on the most elementary 
common sense, that has been employed a million 
times in this country when the behavior of a nor-
mally developing young child drastically changes 
within weeks, days, sometimes hours or even min-
utes of being vaccinated.

Cause and effect is so obvious and plays out so 
often in daily life that we never give it a thought. 
Strong winds cause branches to fall from trees, ice 
on the road causes vehicles to skid, and so on ad 
infinitum. In matters of health, cause and effect 
also works in countless ways that are obvious, even 

when there’s a long latency period. If you drink a 
pint of whiskey every day for a year and devel-
op liver cirrhosis, the reason is immediately un-
derstood. Expectant mothers who took the drug 
thalidomide to ease their pregnancy in the 1950s 
gave birth to babies with profound deformities, as 
did Vietnamese women and wives of American 
soldiers who were exposed to the defoliant Agent 
Orange the following decade; the connection has 
never been questioned. Nor have I heard anyone 
deny that it was the toxic dust inhaled by those 
who worked at the site of the collapsed twin towers 
in New York after the September 11, 2001 terror 
attacks that provoked and continues to provoke 
thousands of chronic illnesses and fatal cancers. 
One can go on and on with examples of harmful 
substances wreaking havoc with the human body 
that everyone agrees upon. Yet the clearest illus-
tration of cause and effect — the plain fact that 
vaccines cause autism — is met with the most em-
phatic denial by a vast multitude of health profes-
sionals and their friends in the print and electron-
ic media.

v

My daughter’s autism was the main reason I 
wrote this book. My original intent was to make 
this discussion of the link between vaccination 
and autism a very long one. Then I realized that 
so many millions and billions of words have been 
written on both sides of this issue that all I could 
do to argue my point would be to recapitulate what 
others have already published. That’s not what this 
book is about.

To me, this controversy of the role vaccines 
play in triggering autism is irrelevant. Rather the 
issue at hand is one of psychology, specifically the 
nature of the mind and the mechanics of denial. 
It’s also an issue of mass insanity. How do you ex-
plain a group of highly educated people, probably 
numbering in the hundreds of thousands in this 
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country alone, who actually believe that if you 
inject three or four or five doses of a mixture of 
chemicals and animal particles into the blood-
stream of a small, healthy child, and his or her con-
dition radically worsens in a short period of time, 
and there is no other plausible explanation for this 
change — how do you explain their insistence that 
the vaccine had nothing to do with it? I can think 
of three things: First, income. As Upton Sinclair 
once said, “It is difficult to get a man to understand 
something when his salary depends on his not un-
derstanding it.” Since vaccinations are the bread 
and butter of pediatricians, this explains why they 
don’t understand it. Second, mental stability. For 
most people whose minds have settled into a com-
fortable mold, it’s too painful to change the way 
they think. Third, fear. I think a fair percentage of 
these people know very well that vaccines carry 
severe risks, including autism, and they harbor a 
secret fear that if enough people catch on to what’s 
been happening all these years, they’re going to be 
hunted down and killed on the spot.

There’s a fourth factor as well, and it’s a theme 
that surfaces again and again in this book. It’s what 
I call the Jonestown syndrome, or what William 
Pierce called “the lemming factor” in human be-
havior — the compulsion to think and act like ev-
eryone else is thinking and acting, even when it 
makes absolutely no sense. And as always, we can 
thank our friends in the mass media for messing 
with our brains and leading us down the primrose 
path to destruction. Let me tell you about a per-
sonal experience that took place years ago. I de-
cided it was time to draw up a will and establish 
a special needs trust for my children. My sister 
referred me to a friend of hers who is a lawyer in 
that field. I made an appointment with her over 
the phone and explained my situation, so she was 
familiar with my children’s problems when we met 
at her office. As I expected of someone specializing 
in that modest area of law, she was courteous and 
intelligent, and also the mother of a teenage girl. 
Making small talk, and unable to resist getting in 
a jab at vaccines, I mentioned that the cause of my 
daughter’s autism was her heavy brain bleeding at 
birth, but that in the overwhelming majority of 
cases, vaccines are to blame. “You really think so?” 
she said. “There’s no doubt in my mind,” I replied. 
I left it at that. From the inflection of her voice, 
I could tell she didn’t believe me. I’m pretty sure 
she was thinking, “Well, all the experts agree that 
vaccines don’t cause autism. Studies have proven it 

over and over. It’s in the papers and on TV all the 
time. Are you one of those conspiracy theorists?” 
And if I didn’t read her mind correctly, there are 
plenty of articulate people who have come right 
out and spoken almost these exact words.

I return to my statement in this work’s opening 
pages, that I wish to accentuate what I have per-
sonally seen or experienced, and right behind that, 
what no one contests as being true. As I’ve already 
stated, the great majority of us who were born in 
the 1950s received no more than five or six vaccine 
doses growing up. I never heard the word autism 
until I was in my thirties. There has always been a 
striking correlation between vaccination rates and 
autism rates. The classic signs of autism — some 
combination of lack of speech, head banging, vio-
lent tantrums, withdrawal from parents and other 
people, self-stimulation, hypersensitivity to cer-
tain sounds, laughing or crying for no reason, and 
compulsive behavior patterns — were a phenome-
non that first appeared in the early 1940s, with the 
rapid spread of the pertussis vaccine — for a long 
time considered the most dangerous vaccine by far 
— and was described in a famous paper by prom-
inent child psychiatrist Leo Kanner, who popular-
ized the word autism, as a “condition [that] differs 
markedly and uniquely from anything reported so 
far.” For more than forty years, however, autism 
remained extremely rare. In the 1960s the rate 
was about 1 in 10,000. Today, depending on which 
source you believe, it’s about 1 in 50.

No such estimate exists of parents of autis-
tic children who believe that vaccination was the 
cause, but the number is surely great. In my read-
ing of books, articles, websites and blogs I’ve come 
across several hundred, many providing their full 
names. But, it must be said, there are also parents 
who deny a connection, and others who are un-
sure. There is no other plausible explanation, how-
ever — just a bunch of silly ones — for the rate 
of autism that began to dramatically rise in the 
1980s, then skyrocketed in the 1990s in tandem 
with a stack of new childhood vaccines, most or 
all of them containing the preservative thimerosal, 
which is about fifty percent mercury, one of the 
most toxic elements on the planet.

v

Numerous studies have been conducted and 
have established beyond any doubt, we are told, 
that no causative link exists between vaccines and 
autism. Many of these studies focused on thimer-
osal, at one time an ingredient in most childhood 
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vaccines, the use of which ignited a firestorm of 
controversy in the late 1990s, which spilled over 
into the new century. The reader will have surmised 
by now that I consider such studies not worth the 
paper they’re written on. I have never examined 
any of them. Nor, for that matter, have I examined 
any studies that found that mercury in vaccines has 
played a major role in the autism epidemic. The 
most critical study implicating vaccines in autism 
— though it did not focus on mercury — was the 
one published in 1998 in The Lancet , the world’s 
oldest and most respected mainstream medical 
journal. The study’s leading author, British physi-
cian Andrew Wakefield, theorized that the measles 
virus in the measles-mumps-rubella (MMR) vac-
cine inflamed the small intestine, allowing harm-
ful proteins to pass into the bloodstream and flow 
to the brain, causing autism. Wakefield’s article, 
and the press conference that accompanied it, was 
a sensation and initiated a nationwide soul-search-
ing on the issue of child vaccination in a country 
where, unlike this one, there is freedom of choice 
but, like everywhere else, the Dogma still holds 
sway. It should be added that Wakefield did not 
come to any hard and fast conclusions, nor was he 
even opposed to vaccination; he simply said that 
the MMR shot should be discontinued and the 
vaccine for each of the three diseases be given in 
separate doses. (Being 100% percent anti-vaccine, 
I totally disagree with that, though he may have 
hardened his position in recent years.)

Six years later, a hatchet job on Wakefield ap-
peared in the London Sunday Times, written by an 
investigative reporter named Brian Deer. Numer-
ous allegations of unethical conduct and border-
line criminality were leveled at Wakefield, which 
touched off a cascade of events that included most 
of his co-authors and the editorial board of The 
Lancet repudiating him. His medical license was 
revoked as well. Overnight Wakefield went from 
international hero to international villain. It was 
just one more example in this world of lies we live 
in of the global media empire pre-empting the 
truth. Ever since then, the slander has followed 
him and all we hear about is the disgraced Wake-
field whose study has been debunked, and this is 
cited as conclusive proof that vaccines don’t cause 
autism. Like waving a magic wand. As if that’s the 
final word. Wakefield ended up moving to Texas 
and starting a new life, educating the public with 
the help of a dynamic support team, through his 
excellent vaxxed.com web site. 

Years ago I followed the Wakefield saga. I be-
lieve he is a man of integrity who was brought 
down by a pack of jackals who have never stopped 
yapping at his heels. I could be wrong. To read both 
sides of the story is to drown in a sea of conflicting 
information, which has been the case with every-
thing about vaccines since day one. I have never 
read his article in The Lancet, nor do I intend to. It 
doesn’t interest me. And it doesn’t matter to me if 
Andrew Wakefield is a crafty and persuasive liar, 
if his study is a total fraud, and if he’s an arsonist 
and bank robber to boot. Much more compelling 
to me than any study is his team’s bus tours around 
the 48 lower states and the more than 7000 trag-
edies submitted by parents of vaccine-damaged 
children. Many were interviewed in their homes, 
the interviews posted on vaxxed.com. I’ve seen 
about twenty and most of these showed parents, 
often choking back tears, telling their stories of 
how their healthy children fell into the abyss of 
autism shortly after getting one or more vaccina-
tions. You and I will never meet these people, but 
they’re your next door neighbors, the nice family 
down the block with a quiet tragedy under their 
roof. To those who deny the connection, I ask: “Do 
you believe these people are paid actors? What 
the hell do you think is happening in the world 
around you?”

v

Supposedly, thimerosal has now been removed 
from all routine childhood vaccines, except the 
influenza vaccine, which contains a trace amount. 
Trace amounts are still present in some of the vac-
cines given to children, though not routinely — 
that is, in vaccines that have been broken down 
into single or double doses, instead of “routine” 
three-in-one shots. No corresponding reduction 
in the autism rate has been seen. Therefore, we 
are told that the uproar over thimerosal, which 
dragged on for more than a decade, has proven to 
be a false lead. On this score I must say that after 
reading David Kirby’s landmark book Evidence of 
Harm, I was thoroughly convinced of the corro-
sive effect of mercury on the brain, and that thi-
merosal had to be the culprit. What has transpired 
in recent years has made me take a step back and 
reconsider, but in light of the fact that so many 
vaccine pushers are liars I have by no means be-
come unconvinced. Depending on what numbers 
you read, the autism rate has leveled off or is still 
increasing, but everyone seems to agree that it 
has not decreased, so it seems to me that one of 
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three things must be true: 1) The pharmaceutical 
companies have lied about removing thimerosal 
from vaccines; 2) They did remove thimerosal, but 
stealthily and criminally continue to use a different 
compound that contains mercury; 3) The mercury 
is gone, but another chemical or biological agent 
added to many vaccines — possibly aluminum or 
formaldehyde — is still causing brain damage and 
autism.

I do think that in rare cases other causes can 
exist. My daughter was never vaccinated but her 
underdeveloped brain bled heavily at birth, and 
she also went into shock. Undoubtedly one or 
both events account for her autism. Because of 
the risk of premature birth associated with in vi-
tro pregnancies — a burgeoning industry in recent 
decades, thanks to vaccine-induced fertility prob-
lems — autism that originates with pre-term brain 
damage might be more common than is generally 
acknowledged. Severe accidental injury to a full-
term infant’s brain is another obvious possibility. I 
have read that ultrasound imaging — a recent fad 
that so many couples indulge in to learn their ba-
by’s sex far in advance of birth, or to get a souvenir 
photograph of life in the womb — might cause a 
disturbance in the fetal brain leading to autism. 
The massive use of pesticides has been discussed 
as a possible factor. And in very rare instances, I 
suppose that an abnormally large dose of mercury 
absorbed by the body — say, from a dental filling 
or a coal firing plant — can initiate autism. But 
it seems to me that minor insults like these — if 
indeed they play any role at all in the autism ex-
plosion — pale in comparison to the effect of vac-
cines, much as drinking a small glass of beer each 
day might contribute minutely to liver disease in 
an alcoholic who downs a daily pint of whiskey. 
The fact remains that if autism ever existed prior 
to the mid-twentieth century — and I have come 
across no evidence that it did — it must have been 
regarded as a freak of nature, not worth contem-
plating as a condition that might reappear. It was 
only in 1943, a year when autism was still extreme-
ly rare, that eleven cases came to the attention of 
Leo Kanner, who felt it significant enough for the 
medical world to take note.

v

Denial is a common phenomenon. To refuse to 
believe a painful but verifiable fact is a defensive 
mechanism to maintain psychic balance. It’s part 
of the human condition — the excess evolutionary 
baggage that came with our big brains. It seldom 

hurts others. But denial carried to the extreme is 
one dictionary definition of insanity, that is, “ex-
treme folly or unreasonableness.” Those who are 
extremely unreasonable and wield power are a 
danger to others. Denial is part of the corporate 
mentality, and not only with vaccines, as we saw 
in a previous chapter. These people pretend not 
to see the elephant in the living room, but do see 
other things. They see autism as a genetic disorder. 
“Autism genes” has become the most popular sub-
terfuge of the vaccine pushers. This reveals their 
mental bankruptcy, but as usual it’s a matter of 
“believe what you want to believe.”

Genetics comes into play when we talk about 
how mercury or any other toxic element is excret-
ed from the body. Mercury elimination can be 
monitored by complex methods. Some children 
get rid of it easily, while others do not. Why is that? 
The answer is stamped in our genes — the mystery 
of the organism. The same amount of mercury that 
will kill one baby will make another blind, another 
deaf, another autistic, while having no immediate 
visible effect on the majority. Keep adding more 
mercury to that vaccine vial, however, and eventu-
ally you’re going to kill every child.

An analogy can be made to altitude sickness. 
Everyone knows that the higher you ascend from 
the earth’s surface the less oxygen there is in the 
atmosphere, but no one knows why some peo-
ple will die at 15,000 feet while others don’t feel a 
thing. I’ve had some personal experience with this. 
Once, while helping to push a vehicle stuck on a 
bad road in the Peruvian Andes at over 14,000 
feet, I suddenly felt like I was hallucinating, and 
slowly sat down to regain my composure, which I 
did in about thirty seconds — a terrifying episode 
I’ll never forget. At what in 1985 was the world’s 
highest railway station, at 15,681 feet, in the town 
of Galera, also in Peru, I got off the train to take a 
quick photo and then my consciousness began to 
flicker from the mere exertion of climbing three 
steps back into the rail car. On board there was an 
attendant with an oxygen bag for those who need-
ed it, as I did. Problems that high up — the highest 
I’ve ever been — are fairly common. Below 14,000 
feet the rarefied air has never bothered me, though 
other travelers have told me of suffering headaches 
and dizziness at eleven or twelve thousand feet. 
Some say they can even feel the difference when 
climbing stairs in Denver, merely one mile high.

Gradual acclimatization — analogous to spread-
ing out vaccinations over time — is a good idea at 
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high altitudes and has enabled most, not all, adven-
turous hikers to make it to the top of Mt. Kiliman-
jaro, at 19,341 feet Africa’s highest mountain. North 
of this mark a lot of people will die without the use 
of supplemental oxygen, an absolute necessity for 
those brave souls who take on the most challenging 
peaks in the Andes or Himalayas. The legendary ex-
ception is Reinhold Messner who twice made a suc-
cessful ascent, without oxygen, of Mt. Everest, our 
planet’s highest point at 29,029 feet. Only a handful 
of others have accomplished this superhuman feat. 
I suppose there are also a few people in this world 
who can break a thermometer, sprinkle the mercu-
ry on their breakfast cereal, and feel nothing at all.

And so autism marches on. How, when, and if 
this plague will end, no one knows. Every prospec-
tive parent should be alarmed. The worst progno-
sis I have read is that half of American children 
will be autistic by 2025. Frankly, I think this num-
ber is absurd. Long before it reaches that point, a 
social collapse must take place and we will revert 
to the law of the jungle. But even if it’s 5% rath-
er than 50%, how can civilization as we know it 
be sustained with so many helpless people to take 
care of? Things are bad enough now, with resourc-
es running dry in many states and bureaucrat-
ic indifference towards “special needs” children 
rampant — something I dealt with personally in 
my children’s school system. Meanwhile, nothing 
at all is being done at the official level to address 
this scourge. To be sure, there must be hundreds 
of grass-roots organizations across the country 
pledged to get to the bottom of autism. Without 
a doubt, some of them are fighting the good fight, 
and fighting it hard, while many just go through 
the motions, like sponsoring walkathons and oth-
er useless fundraising events, sometimes with ul-
terior motives at work. Autism Speaks, perhaps 
the largest and most influential organization, is 
one of these sell-outs. It’s a shame that so many 
parents of autistic children and other well-mean-
ing people are led astray and throw their money 
down rat holes like this, but corruption and futile 
efforts have always hindered the pursuit of every 
worthy goal.

Elsewhere, in addition to destroying young 
minds, the public education system is training 
a new generation in the art of putting on a good 
show while evading the essential. With autism 
so prevalent now, nearly every seven-year-old 
has heard of it. Recently, at Seaford High School 
and MacArthur High School, near where I live, 

students placed blue plastic cups in a chain link 
fence adjoining school property, spelling “Autism 
Awareness” in words fifteen feet across. Thousands 
of motorists and pedestrians saw them. Two weeks 
later the cups were gone. What was accomplished?

v

If those who deny the vaccine-autism connec-
tion were really interested in the truth, if they were 
really willing to back up what they claim to be-
lieve, they would welcome a study comparing au-
tism rates among the vaccinated and unvaccinat-
ed. The fact that the medicrats have never shown 
any interest in such a study, have always balked 
and hedged at the suggestion of conducting one — 
the usual sanctimonious ploy of these bastards is 
that it would be “unethical” to withhold life-saving 
vaccines from children — is just one more piece 
of evidence indicting them for a crime that cries 
out for justice and action. The fact that a two-part 
newspaper article titled “The Amish Anomaly” 
that ran on April 18-19, 2005 in the Washington 
Times — which reported that not one case of au-
tism existed in unvaccinated Amish communities 
near Lancaster, Pennsylvania — disappeared from 
that newspaper’s website with the words “This 
story is no longer available on the site,” tells us all 
we need to know. Repeat: it tells us all we need to 
know.

If you go on the Internet and type “Are there 
any autistic children who are unvaccinated?” 
you’ll see a column of affirmative responses. Most 
of these responses have been deduced from stud-
ies — those eternal studies. There are vague dis-
courses on the subject. I came across a few with 
names of parents and children — whether real or 
fictional, I don’t know — but in not one of these 
stories that I’ve read do the details add up. There 
are plenty of shills and disinformation agents in 
cyberspace, and I suspect that’s the case here.

As I said earlier, an honest study should be wel-
comed by every open-minded person. An honest 
study that seeks to establish the presence or ab-
sence of a connection between vaccination and 
autism should be performed by researchers on 
both sides of the issue in an atmosphere of mutual 
respect, with an agreement that all data be shared 
between themselves and with the public. This 
would keep it honest and neutralize any bias, let-
ting the chips of good science fall where they may.

But this will not happen. Bogus studies are the 
cornerstone of the claims made by vaccine push-
ers. They’ve been lying and prevaricating since 
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1796. The thought of exposing truthful data to the 
light of day terrifies them. Deep down they know 
what snakes they are. Deep down, the thought 

of facing the wrath of an awakened and heavily 
armed people scares the hell out of them, as well 
it should.

Examining the other side
I AM committed to the truth, and I claim to know 
the truth about vaccines. But what would my belief 
be worth if I weren’t willing to test it, if I weren’t 
willing to risk being proved wrong by those who 
advocate for scores of childhood vaccinations? 
Why should I be afraid to hear out the other side, 
to give them a fair chance to prove me wrong and 
throw my mind into turmoil?

In a lifelong quest to learn the truth in many 
fields regarded as controversial, I have read thou-
sands of books. Books that say something, that 
speak the truth, are easy to distinguish; they are 
clearly written and a pleasure to read. I have always 
enjoyed reading good books, even in the few cas-
es where I was shell-shocked by the author’s ideas, 
one book I remember well in this regard being Af-
rican Genesis by Robert Ardrey. It becomes obvi-
ous that the author knows what he’s talking about, 
even though no one is infallible and he might be 
wrong on some points. Occasionally, a valuable 
book might be tough to read due to a dense lit-
erary style — I think here of Charles Darwin’s On 
the Origin of Species — but even in these cases the 
brilliance of the work shines through. On the oth-
er hand, as an inveterate reader, it doesn’t take me 
long to determine that a book — or a website or a 
pamphlet or any other form of the printed word — 
is trash. And there’s plenty of trash out there.

Back in the day when there was some sanity 
in our judicial system, and perhaps even now in 
some places, judges and juries, in trying to deter-
mine the truth, would take into account not only 
the testimony of those on the stand, but also their 
appearance and behavior. Is the person neatly 
dressed or does he look like a bum? Is he straight-
forward or evasive in answering crucial questions? 
Does he look uncomfortable, does he squirm or 
get angry, or does he stay calm? The how as much 
as the what is critical in deciding where the truth 
lies. Of course there are some persuasive liars 
in this world — just look at how our 45th presi-
dent got elected — but they are far outnumbered 
by those whose mannerisms reveal the truth, or 
strongly hint at it. And in the end, the truth has an 
uncanny way of winning out.

Those who write the truth get to the point; 
what they write is satisfying to read and easy to 
understand because they have genuine insight. 
The fakers or enemies of truth have a way of filling 
pages with piles of words that add up to nothing; 
the method of their writing is as frustrating to deal 
with as the content, except when they write flam-
ing nonsense, in which case it can be entertaining. 
As in the courtroom, appearance, that is, the way 
an author expresses himself, goes a long way in 
discerning truth or the lack of it.

I have read many books that come down hard 
on vaccines. I wanted to read at least one book on 
the other side, just one, that would challenge the 
certainty of my position on childhood vaccina-
tions, that would make me take a step back and say, 
“Hmm, maybe I’m wrong about all this.” I wanted 
to find a book whose author would write an intro-
duction that would read something like this:

Vaccines have been the subject of intense debate 
for more than two hundred years. Understandably, 
they have been blamed for many tragedies involv-
ing small children. But I will present irrefutable 
evidence that this belief is totally wrong, and that 
vaccines are an absolutely essential measure to safe-
guard every child’s health. The information present-
ed in these pages should dispel any doubts parents 
may have as to the safety and efficacy of vaccines, 
and put an end to this controversy once and for all.

Not surprisingly, I never found such a book. 
Now I did say at the outset that my mind is made 
up and that I’m not interested in any further de-
bate. Nevertheless, I gave the floor to the other side 
many times, reading twelve pro-vaccine books in 
all. For the remainder of this chapter I will review 
three of them, including the two worst ones. The 
next chapter is basically an extension of this one, 
in which I’ll skim through five more.

v

My first reading, Magic Shots by Allan Chase, is 
distinct for two reasons: I read it a long time ago, 
never having bothered to re-read it, and it’s the 
only book I didn’t read in its entirety. The title, I 
must say, whetted my curiosity. After all, magic is 
the opposite of science.
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This is a strange book. It is exceptionally scat-
ter-brained. What I remember is the many dull ac-
counts of obscure scientists who lived and worked 
in centuries past, the long discussions about the 
properties of certain viruses, and the politically 
correct interpretations of social problems. Chase 
also has a “thing” about human excrement. I 
couldn’t get a handle on this book. It had no cen-
ter of gravity. There was little that I disagreed with, 
but only because I couldn’t understand what the 
author was getting at.

Although I felt obligated to read this 508-page 
tome right through to the end, when I reached the 
halfway point I decided that I’d had enough. So I 
turned to the last sentence on the last page and this 
is what I read:

The continued failure to make intelligent and 
maximum use of available vaccines for people of all 
ages is therefore not only immoral — and for one 
third of the nation, it is actually genocidal — but 
it is also criminally wasteful of the tax monies our 
government collects from the hard-working people 
who pay most of those taxes.

So, it seems, one hundred million Americans 
are being killed off by a government that has ne-
glected its duty by failing to vaccinate them. Of 
course! 

Now I think it’s bad form not to disprove, by 
rational argument, the viewpoints of those we dis-
agree with, and to call them names instead. Nev-
ertheless we must draw a line at times, and when 
someone claims, or implies, that one hundred mil-
lion Americans are being killed off by not being 
vaccinated, it’s time to walk out of the room. I’m 
not going to stand there and listen to a cuckoo 
bird.

v

It’s interesting that, even though more anti-vac-
cine than pro-vaccine books have been published, 
in keeping with the dictates of cultural Marxism, 
otherwise known as political correctness, there’s a 
much wider choice of the latter at the two public 
libraries near my home, and I’m sure everywhere 
else. It’s easy to pull these books off the shelf at 
random and thumb through them to get a gist of 
the content, which is how I picked out Do Vaccines 
Cause That?! by Martin Myers and Diego Pineda. 
Myers is a pediatrician, professor, and self-de-
scribed internationally recognized vaccine expert 
with close ties to the federal health bureaucracy. 
Pineda is a medical writer. This book caters to 
those who read little beyond the comic strips and 

sports pages. Since these folks don’t read books, 
I don’t know why the authors went through the 
trouble of writing theirs. Then again, the foreword 
and back cover contain endorsements by doc-
tors and pediatricians with glittering credentials, 
which is one more reason to keep your children 
away from these people.

Do Vaccines Cause That?! reminded me of Dr. 
Seuss’s The Cat in the Hat, which I read when I 
was six. Consider the title — a giggly question on 
a subject of the gravest importance. Every chapter 
but the last one begins with the words “Do vac-
cines cause that?!” and ends with a cartoon. The 
front cover shows a silly signpost with signs read-
ing “side effect,” “disease” and “risk” pointing in 
different directions. This is a book for morons.

Most points the authors try to make are derived 
from studies. Studies prove this, studies disprove 
that. Here are some other snippets offered without 
comment: “Many media stories use faulty reports 
and parental concerns to depict a ‘controversy’ 
about vaccines, failing to mention that the scien-
tific community does not feel that a controversy 
exists”; “Many misinformers charge federal em-
ployees and vaccine researchers with having con-
flicts of interest. The federal government has strict 
ethics rules that require divulging potential con-
flicts of interest for federal employees...”; “Often, 
it is easier to just start with reliable information 
than to try to sort out the misinformation from 
information. The first step is to start with an infor-
mation source that you know is reliable [emphasis 
in original]. For many parents this is usually the 
pediatrician, family physician, or nurse practi-
tioner...”; “Does the Web site feature anecdotes 
(stories about individuals) about purported seri-
ous adverse events instead of scientific evidence? 
If so it is likely not a credible source of informa-
tion...”; “The vaccines routinely recommended for 
children are only a small portion of the immune 
system’s ‘memory.’ Scientists estimate that based 
on the immune system’s capacity to respond, a 
child could theoretically get 10,000 vaccines in 
one day and still not ‘use up’ his or her immune 
response or ability to respond...”

Here’s one final quote, straight out of Lewis 
Carroll, as it appears under the chapter heading 
“Do Vaccines Cause Autism?!” on page 139:

Parents who cite the evidence of their own eyes 
that their children become autistic after receiving… 
vaccine are in the grip of one of the oldest of com-
monsensical fallacies — that association proves 
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causation… It is the responsibility of scientists to 
tell them that intensive scientific research in a num-
ber of disciplines indicates that the evidence of their 
own eyes is not true. — Michael Fitzpatrick (phy-
sician and father of an autistic boy) Spiked Online 
November 11, 2005

I beg you: Is any kind of evidence more unde-
niably true than the evidence we see with our own 
eyes? For Mr. Fitzpatrick’s sake, I do hope he em-
ploys the evidence of his own eyes the next time he 
crosses a busy street.

v

I did read some pro-vaccine books that, unlike 
these two, showed some evidence of adult think-
ing, but for the most part still struck me as off the 
rails. I will not enumerate them here, just as I have 
not enumerated anywhere in these pages some of 
the anti-vaccine books I read. One book, however, 
must be singled out because of its influence over 
millions of parents, an influence that might be 
greater than that of all other pro-vaccine literature 
combined. That book is The Vaccine Book: Mak-
ing the Right Decision for Your Child by Dr. Robert 
Sears. Sears’s father, William Sears, is also a doctor 
and author, and his mother Martha a nurse; the 
Sears Parenting Library, with several titles, is a 
family business.

The Vaccine Book has become a bestselling “go-
to” book for parents who, for the most part, want 
their children to get the shots but have heard bad 
things about vaccine reactions, are as concerned 
as they are confused, and desperately want ad-
vice from a doctor they can trust. Robert Sears, or 
“Doctor Bob” as he calls himself, fits the bill per-
fectly. Parents are very comfortable with his po-
sition, which can be distilled as promoting most 
of the vaccines, having reservations about a few, 
and delaying some of them. He is well-known for 
his alternative vaccination schedule, a marked 
deviation from the CDC recommendation. Also, 
Sears is for freedom of choice and does not think 
parents should be pressured or punished in any 
way if they don’t want their children inoculated 
— and I give him a great deal of credit for that. 
All this has provoked the ire of many vaccination 
hardliners who have slapped him with the “an-
ti-vaccine” label, which he most certainly is not, 
the very first words of the second edition of his 
book being “I am a pro-vaccine doctor.” Some of 
his meaner opponents have called for the revoca-
tion of his medical license, and there was a flur-
ry of related news articles in September 2016 in 

newspapers in California, where he practices, and 
in some of the big business magazines like Forbes. 
These creatures will settle for nothing less than the 
most draconian vaccine laws. They resent the fact 
that Sears has won over countless parents with his 
kindly face on his book’s back cover, and his equal-
ly appealing personality which reveals itself in the 
way he writes. He’s relaxed and informal. He wants 
to be your friend, and it’s hard to resist. He ends 
his preface by inviting you to grab a cup of coffee 
and a snack, “sit back and put your feet up, and 
let’s explore the vaccinations together.” He comes 
across as the proverbial “nice guy” — a real life Dr. 
Kildare. And I’m sure he is a genuinely nice man. 
But he is also very ignorant and naïve, and this is 
what makes his book not only worthless but dan-
gerous.

I should point out that the first edition of The 
Vaccine Book was published in 2007, and a sec-
ond edition in 2011. I have read both editions, 
and while I didn’t closely compare them, I didn’t 
notice any major revisions. What I quote below is 
from the first book. Both contain a nearly identi-
cal and unprecedented statement on the title page; 
I’ll quote here from the second edition: “This book 
was written in July 2007 and updated in 2011, and 
the information is correct as of these dates. As new 
information becomes available through research 
and experience, some of the data in this book may 
become invalid.” In other words, “This informa-
tion is correct today, but some of it might be in-
correct tomorrow.” How interesting.

The Vaccine Book contains much that is wrong 
and misleading. It’s a terrible book, although, based 
on independent Internet reviews, ninety percent 
disagree with that assessment. Sears wrote it, he 
emphasizes in the preface, “because... there is no 
other fully informed, unbiased book available,” add-
ing further on, “I’ve done the research. I’ve spent 
the last thirteen years learning everything I could 
about vaccines and the diseases they are designed 
to prevent, and I’ve put it all together in one place 
so you can get all your questions answered.” Yet 
earlier he announces that he’s “not going to discuss 
every last conspiracy theory,” meaning, I assume, 
that in his eyes only fools believe in the criminality 
of certain individuals in federal agencies and drug 
firms. He writes: “Doctors, myself included, learn 
a lot about diseases in medical school, but we learn 
very little about vaccines, other than the fact that 
the FDA and pharmaceutical companies do ex-
tensive research on vaccines to make sure they are 
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safe and effective...We trust and take it for granted 
that the proper researchers are doing their jobs.” 
Oh really? As to being unbiased, so many of his 
statements are subtly slanted in favor of vaccines 
and in violation of common sense that the oppo-
site is true. This becomes evident in the first chap-
ter, at which point I realized I would not be able 
to take this book seriously. Sears discusses serious 
side effects of the Haemophilus Influenza Type 
B (HIB) shot that came to light in vaccine trials. 
(Like nearly all who believe in vaccines, he prefers 
“trial” over “experiment.”) This is what he writes:

In the vaccine trials, more babies who received 
the vaccine caught a serious HIB infection than 
those who didn’t get the vaccine. However, these 
infants didn’t get infected by the vaccine itself. Re-
search shows that while the vaccine is beginning to 
work on the immune system, the immune system 
can’t react to a natural HIB infection for a period of 
five days. An immunized infant is therefore suscep-
tible to catching natural HIB for a few days while 
her immune system is “distracted” by the vaccine.

One does not need a degree in microbiology to 
detect a problem here. Either these babies were in-
fected by the vaccine, which seems likely, or, as of-
ten happens, the vaccine suppressed the immune 
system to such a degree that Hib bacteria already 
existing in these babies’ bodies, normally benign, 
became opportunistically virulent. (This can hap-
pen in other ways as well, such as getting meningi-
tis after a polio shot.) This Houdini logic, so typical 
of vaccine advocates, is employed elsewhere in the 
book, as in his attempt to explain away seizures: 
“These can occur after any vaccine, usually from 
a high fever, not from the vaccine itself.” Yet on 
another page, he lists fever as a common reaction 
to vaccines, which everyone acknowledges. Well, 
to my way of thinking, but not to his, if vaccines 
cause fevers, and these fevers cause seizures, this 
means that vaccines cause seizures.

Over and over he reminds us that vaccines do 
carry risks, but they’re very rare; over and over he 
speaks of vaccine-preventable diseases, a misno-
mer because children often get diseases for which 
they’ve been vaccinated against; over and over he 
slips in sentences praising vaccines, while pretend-
ing to be objective.

I have a hard time believing some of his claims. 
For example, he considers rotavirus a common 
and serious disease in infants. I mentioned rota-
virus in this book’s opening pages. It’s at the top of 
my list of diseases cooked up on Madison Avenue. 

I never heard of it until I was in my forties. What is 
it? Where did it come from? Is it a harmless virus 
turned invasive by one of the other new vaccines? 
Was it brought here by immigrants from Asia or 
Central America? Do you expect me to believe 
that, in America alone, rotavirus is responsible 
for half a million doctor visits each year? “During 
my training years,” Sears writes, “I remember the 
hospital hallways would be overflowing with de-
hydrated babies and worried parents because of 
this bug.” I’m sorry, but I live in a heavily populat-
ed area with several hospitals nearby, and I never 
heard of anything like this. According to the back 
cover of his book, Sears lives in Dana Point, Cal-
ifornia, which is about one hundred miles north 
of the Mexican border. Did he train in a hospital 
where illegal, malnourished invaders flocked for 
free medical care? Perhaps a hospital in Mexico 
itself? Or is he just exaggerating — or maybe even 
making the whole thing up?

Not once does Sears raise the question of vac-
cine failure. He just assumes they all work. To his 
credit, though, he does not sweep any of their po-
tential dangers under the rug; he puts those dan-
gers out there for all to see, though he downplays 
the risks. He does make an effort to give a balanced 
view. But then by manipulating words and twisting 
logic he usually comes up with something heavily 
tilted in favor of vaccines that contradicts what he 
just wrote.

Under the boldfaced question, “Is it your social 
responsibility to vaccinate your kids?” he writes:

This is one of the most controversial aspects of 
the vaccine debate. Obviously, the more kids who 
are vaccinated, the better our country is protected 
and the less likely it is that any child will die from 
a disease. Some parents, however, aren’t willing to 
risk the very rare side effects of vaccines, so they 
choose to skip the shots. The children benefit from 
herd immunity (the protection of all the vaccinat-
ed kids around them) without risking the vaccines 
themselves…

Here he lures parents into a playpen of pretend 
words. Obviously, Dr. Sears? Obviously, my foot. 
This mentality — protecting the nation by ramp-
ing up vaccination rates — was unknown when I 
was young, when the proportion of kids with se-
rious diseases — and the child mortality rate as 
well — was much lower than it is today . And the 
notion that unvaccinated kids are “freeloading” 
off their vaccinated peers is just one of numerous 
ploys invented by the opposition. I never saw it 
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that way when I decided not to vaccinate my own 
children, and I’ve never heard of another anti-vac-
cine parent who has.

Sears says he wrote this book to take the con-
fusion out of the childhood vaccine issue. Actual-
ly, he makes it more confusing than ever. Adding 
to the confusion are all the indecipherable statis-
tics that he throws around, creating a confusion 
that he himself acknowledges. You can’t get much 
more confusing than this: “Are vaccines safe? Yes. 
Do they have severe side effects? Yes. Are these se-
vere side effects common? Not very. Is vaccinating 
to protect against all these diseases worth the risk 
of side effects? That’s the million dollar question.” 
How can you describe something as both being 
safe and having severe side effects, even if those 
side effects are not very common? And just what 
does “not very common” mean, especially after 
stating in the previous paragraph, “We don’t know 
the exact number of serious vaccine reactions, as 
many are likely to go unreported or are not recog-
nized. We also don’t know how to factor in possi-
ble long-term hidden effects of vaccines.”

v

I’m sure Robert Sears, a father of three himself, 
has the best interests of children at heart. To re-
peat: his heart is in the right place, but his judg-
ment most certainly is not. He can’t see the for-
est for the trees. Had he come under a different 

influence while studying medicine, he might have 
ended up staunchly anti-vaccine. He can think 
outside the box, but just a little. Unfortunately, he’s 
stuck in the tar pit of dogma and he can’t get out. 
What seems incredible to me is that he apparently 
spent all those years of research reading nothing 
but medical studies, about sixty of which are listed 
as his resources — plus he said he read many more 
— yet not a single book of any kind about vaccines 
is mentioned (though he does obliquely refer to A 
Shot in the Dark as an important book that he did 
read, but has become outdated). All those endless 
studies, piled up like pick-up sticks, waiting for 
the wind to blow them down. No wonder he goes 
around and around and around and never gets 
anywhere! Incidentally, Sears has also authored 
The Autism Book, which I read — and learned vir-
tually nothing of use. It’s almost all filler. On only 
about twenty pages of this 350-page work does he 
bring up the crux of the matter, vaccines, and for 
the most part, peripherally. This book is about as 
stimulating as reading a dishwasher repair manu-
al. Reading, however, is a subjective matter, and as 
with The Vaccine Book, a solid majority among the 
reading public gave it five stars, the highest rating. 
I’m with the six percent who gave it one star.

I was beginning to think that in trying to be 
fair, I was wasting my time reading all these books. 
Then I discovered Paul Offit.

The case of Paul Offit
I HAD COME across Paul Offit’s name frequently 
in my study of the vaccine issue. Looking back, it’s 
odd that I didn’t read his works until I felt I was 
almost done examining the other side. About all I 
knew was that he was a zealous defender of child-
hood vaccination and, while he had his admirers, a 
lot of people hated him. In digging up more infor-
mation, I discovered he is loaded with credentials, 
among them holding a top “immunization” post at 
the Children’s Hospital of Philadelphia. Apparent-
ly he is quite renowned in that city, once even hav-
ing thrown out the first pitch in a baseball game 
between the Philadelphia Phillies and the Arizo-
na Diamondbacks. When I learned that he had 
written several books I began to look into them. I 
ended up reading five of the nine he has written to 
date. I first read Deadly Choices: How the Anti-Vac-
cination Movement Threatens Us All, then Autism’s 
False Prophets: Bad Science, Risky Medicine and the 

Search For A Cure. I followed this up with The Cut-
ter Incident: How America’s First Polio Vaccine Led 
to the Growing Vaccine Crisis; Vaccines and Your 
Child: Separating Fact From Fiction; and Vaccinat-
ed: One Man’s Quest to Defeat the World’s Deadliest 
Diseases, on the life and career of Merck’s foremost 
vaccine researcher, Maurice Hilleman.

Before I opened Deadly Choices, though, I asked 
myself if it was worth investing the time. I wanted 
to read a book written by someone with no vested 
interest — financial, emotional or otherwise — in 
vaccines. Offit, known to his detractors as “Offit 
for profit,” had instantly disqualified himself. Any-
one who could claim that it was “deadly” not to 
vaccinate, and that such a choice threatened me 
and everyone else, was impossible for me to take 
seriously. Just how am I, the people in my com-
munity, and the rest of the country “threatened” 
by unvaccinated children, and adults too for that 
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matter? And to say that Offit has a vested interest 
in vaccines is a monumental understatement. He 
is the most prominent spokesman of those who 
passionately believe in the benefits of vaccines, the 
very face of compulsory childhood vaccination. It 
is an unattractive, slightly cruel face that made me 
recoil the first time I saw his photo. Offit has made 
a fortune patenting and pushing vaccines. Vac-
cines are his religion, his life blood. The dust jacket 
of Deadly Choices lists a dozen titles and awards, 
all connected with vaccines. So, my first thought 
was that it was a waste of time reading him, and in 
the end, my worst suspicions were confirmed. But 
what a reading experience in between!

Within an hour of opening Deadly Choices, I 
realized that this book was completely different 
from anything else I’d come across on the pro-vac-
cine side. Offit is an excellent writer. His ideas are 
well-organized, as are the chapters in this and his 
other works. The more I read, the more I marveled 
at his wide-ranging knowledge of every facet of 
vaccine history; he obviously had done an enor-
mous amount of research. In fact, he filled in some 
gaps about which I was quite ignorant, particular-
ly regarding the nineteenth century anti-vaccine 
movement in England, which was much more 
violent than I had realized. Furthermore, he was 
civil in his criticism of even his most vocal oppo-
nents; nowhere did he stoop to the name-calling 
and mud-slinging one often encounters in vaccine 
supporters, especially on the Internet. But most 
astounding of all, he neither concealed nor shied 
away from the strongest arguments we anti-vaxx-
ers have put forth; on the contrary, he sought them 
out and addressed them head-on. This won my re-
spect. Frankly, I was stunned by this approach, all 
the more so because, had I not already studied this 
subject exhaustively, some of his ideas would have 
made sense to me. In all my reading, I had never 
come across anyone so seemingly straightforward 
who stood for something so wrong.

And yet, at the same time, the more I read, the 
more irritated I became. Offit is just too authorita-
tive, too sure of himself, too full of nervous energy 
and a weird sense of urgency in aiming his needle 
everywhere. He never pauses to express wonder or 
uncertainty; he is too quick to dismiss with a wave 
of his hand any inconvenient facts. This he does 
most often by citing studies. Studies of all kinds, 
specified and unspecified. Everything is studies. 
He makes this clear in the prologue of his autism 
book:

Since the late 1990s, many studies have shown 
that the rates of autism are the same in vaccinated 
and unvaccinated children. The CDC, the American 
Academy of Pediatrics, and the Institute of Medicine 
have all issued statements supporting these studies. 
So the notion that vaccines cause autism isn’t a 
medical controversy.

So there you have it. Studies have shown that 
there’s no connection between vaccines and autism. 
End of story. But not really. Some of the studies he 
cites are the very ones that former CDC researcher 
William Thompson confessed were faked. What 
many consider Offit’s wildest assertion, howev-
er, is that a baby can endure 10,000 vaccinations 
which, as noted in the previous chapter, Myers and 
Pineda allude to. (Myers and Offit have been close-
ly connected, as indeed many pro-vaccine authors 
and activists have been, in a well-heeled spread the 
praise club.) Many have lashed out at Offit for this 
alone, the 10,000 figure having circulated widely 
on the Internet among those who despise Offit, but 
it appears that a lot of people have missed a zero. 
This is what appears on page 42 of the paperback 
version, published in 2011, of Vaccines and Your 
Child, co-authored with a Charlotte Moser:

By calculating the number of [antibody-produc-
ing] B cells in the bloodstream, the average number 
of epitopes contained in a vaccine, and the rapidity 
with which a critical quantity of antibodies could be 
made, we know that babies could theoretically re-
spond to a hundred thousand vaccines at one time 
[emphasis added]. Of course, we’re not saying that 
babies should get a hundred thousand vaccines at 
once. We’re only saying that they could handle it.

That, my friends, is the inexpressible madness 
of Paul Offit in a nutshell. Since Vaccines was the 
next to last Offit book I read, by the time I came 
across this line I was familiar with his unique 
methodology, which initially made him such a 
tough nut for me to crack. This is what Offit does: 
he combines accurate and fascinating historical 
narrative, forthright confrontation, honest and 
damning facts about vaccines and the people who 
made and tested them (though he doesn’t find 
them damning), convoluted logic, dubious asser-
tions, outright lies, and declarations — like the one 
just quoted — that could only originate in a mind 
so aberrant that it fits right in with the roughly 
three thousand Americans currently sitting on 
Death Row.

I could fill a hundred pages picking apart all 
the crazy things Offit writes, but for the purpose 
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of this chapter just a few quotes will suffice. Here’s 
one more:

In the 1960s, parents gave their children measles, 
mumps and rubella vaccines because they had wit-
nessed firsthand the devastation wrought by those 
diseases: pneumonia and encephalitis from measles, 
deafness from mumps, and severe birth defects from 
rubella.

Actually, in the 1960s parents witnessed noth-
ing of the kind. Offit and I are less than three years 
apart in age. He grew up in a suburb of Baltimore, 
I grew up 200 miles away in a suburb of New York. 
In other words, we grew up in the same society sur-
rounded by the same everyday facts. How he came 
to perceive these facts the way he does is beyond my 
understanding. The best I can do is say that he is one 
of the filthiest liars who ever soiled this planet, or 
else he really believes what he writes, in which case 
I am at a loss for comment. I am inclined to think 
that, for the most part, he’s a liar who knowing-
ly imparts false information. (I am reminded here 
of an amusing quote I once read about the 1950s 
left-wing playwright, Lillian Hellman, “Every word 
she writes is a lie, including and and the,” though in 
fairness to Offit he is at times astonishingly truth-
ful.) This also applies to my final reading, Vacci-
nated, the strange title itself betraying something 
sinister about the man, implying something done 
by force, as in “there it is, done, you’re branded.” At 
least that’s what I read into it. On the Big Lie index, 
this book, on the margins of which I penciled in 
countless exclamation points and question marks, 
is off the charts. It also contains eight photographs 
showing people young and old receiving injections 
of the wonderful vaccines developed by Maurice 
Hilleman, a criminal in his own right. Probably all 
of them were staged using empty needles.

v

In the beginning, I mentioned that the meat of 
this work is based on evidence that is impossible 
to refute, mostly the evidence of what I have ac-
tually seen. Nevertheless, with so much juicy in-
formation flowing in all directions on the Internet 
(much of it admittedly suspect) I must relate an 
anecdote which I am convinced took place as told 
on ageofautism.com. Paul Offit has made a lot of 
enemies, and a few have made it their mission to 
expose him for what he is. One is a former college 
student named Jake Crosby whom Offit has called 
“my stalker.” Crosby, it seems, has kept close tabs 
on Offit and follows him around. In May 2012, af-
ter Offit gave a lecture at the University of Pennsyl-

vania, Crosby called him out during the question 
and answer period. The unfriendly conversation 
went back and forth for a few minutes, then Cros-
by really hit a raw nerve when he accused Offit of 
“making money off the backs of vaccine-injured 
children.” Offit lost his temper, shouting, “No, that 
is bullshit! I don’t do this for the money! Get out of 
here! Get the fuck out of here! Piece of shit!” The 
exchange was a long and engrossing one, causing 
commotion in the audience with others getting 
involved, and this continued even after both men 
left the building. Of course, I can’t vouch for the 
accuracy of Crosby’s account, but four years later a 
similar encounter was recorded on camera, prov-
ing that Offit does indeed have a recurring case 
of potty mouth when he’s openly challenged. This 
brief clip can be seen on autisminvestigated.com. 
Since Offit is a darling of the controlled news me-
dia, neither outburst seems to have tarnished his 
public image.

So what are vaccines worth to Paul Offit? Ac-
cording to a link on the web page of Sharyl Attkin-
son, an investigative reporter formerly employed 
by CBS, between $29 and $46 million alone in 
royalty interests for the Rotateq vaccine he co-in-
vented and which is marketed by the pharma-
ceutical giant Merck, with whom he has intimate 
business ties. Offit has several other vaccine irons 
in the financial fire, but has refused to talk about 
his income. He did, however, go after Attkinson 
in an August 4, 2008 hit piece that appeared in a 
California newspaper, the Orange County Register, 
which shortly thereafter published a clarification, 
stating, “It appears that a number of Dr. Offit’s 
statements... were unsubstantiated and/or false.”

Paul Offit has taken a lot of fire from people 
who don’t like him. He’s used to it. I think he even 
enjoys it. Parents, in particular, detest him. He has 
long been a lightning rod for their wrath. These 
are his opening lines in Autism’s False Prophets:

I get a lot of hate mail. Every week people send 
letters and e-mails calling me “stupid,” “callous,” an 
“SOB,” or “a prostitute.” People ask, “How in the 
world can you put money before the health of some-
one’s baby?” or “How can you sleep at night?” or 
“Why did you sell your soul to the devil?” They say I 
“don’t have a conscience,” am “directly responsible for 
the death and damage of hundreds of children,” and 
have blood on [my] hands.” They “pray that the love 
of Christ will one day flood [my] darkened heart.” 
They warn that my “day of reckoning is coming.”

Four pages later he mentions a specific death 
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threat, harsh words hurled at him as he walked 
through an anti-vaccine rally, other expressions of 
parental rage directed his way, and the precautions 
he had to take, including an armed guard posted 
for years at meetings he attended. This is good. I 
was happy to read these things. It encourages me 
to know that there are still Americans who are 
alive, whose instincts are still intact, telling them 
that this man is twisted and he’s after their chil-
dren. They might not be able to put their finger on 
it, but they sense, correctly, the evil lurking in his 
black heart.

Or am I wrong about all this? Well, it seems to 
me that if Offit is truly motivated by a desire to 
protect our children from terrible diseases, if he 
truly is a good, misunderstood man who knows a 
lot more than the rest of us, he would reach out to 
those who hate him the most — parents who just 
want to do what is best for their children — and 
try to set the record straight. But Offit has nev-
er done anything of the kind. Deep down inside, 
when he gets under the sheets at night, I can pic-
ture him thinking, “So all you scum out there hate 
me, do you? Well you just wait. I’ll give you plenty 
more reasons to hate me — and screw your chil-
dren and whatever happens to them.” Of course, 
no one will ever know exactly what goes on in 
this man’s brain, but implicit in much of what he’s 
said and written is his wish to turn America into 
an outright vaccine police state. I can easily see 
him enforcing a nationwide vaccination decree 
issued by the CDC, on whose Advisory Commit-
tee for Immunization Practices he sits, and if you 
don’t comply he’ll send in federal marshals to kick 
in your door, tackle you, put a gun to your head, 
then strap your sobbing children to a board while 
a doctor forcibly inoculates them.

In addition to unflattering looks, Paul Offit has 
a genetic defect which he himself tells us about: 
he was born with two club feet. Such a deformity 
does not necessarily make a person evil, of course. 
But it could. Is Offit profoundly unhappy with who 
he is, and is his ambition to fully vaccinate every 
American child a way of avenging himself on the 
world? Does he have a secret animus towards 
healthy, attractive children? Again, I don’t know, 
and only throw these out as possibilities. But 
how do you explain a man with an encyclopedic 
knowledge of vaccines, one of obviously superior 
intelligence, who has risen to the greatest heights 
of professional accomplishment and prestige, not 
to mention wealth — how do you explain why he 

writes the way he writes and does the things he 
does? Why is he so blind to all the evidence indict-
ing vaccines, and so deaf to the lamentations of 
parents whose children were destroyed by them? 
How can he casually dismiss the innumerable ac-
counts of severe reactions shortly after vaccination 
as just so many coincidences? What is wrong with 
him? What drives him?

To answer these questions, I can only speculate 
that Paul Offit is a mattoid. Mattoid is a rare word 
that you won’t find in standard dictionaries, and 
the brief definition that appears on the Internet 
leaves a great deal unsaid. The late professor Re-
vilo Oliver, writing in the 1960s, elaborates:

A mattoid is a person possessed of a mentality 
that is, in the strict sense of the word, unbalanced.... 
He exhibits an extremely high talent, often amount-
ing to genius, in one kind of mental activity, such 
as poetry or mathematics, while the other parts of 
his mind are depressed to the level of imbecility or 
insanity. Nordau, who was an acutely observant 
physician, noted that such unbalanced beings are 
usually, if not invariably, “full of organic feelings of 
dislike” and tend to generalize their subjective state 
of resentment against the civilized world into some 
cleverly devised pseudo-philosophic or pseudo-aes-
thetic system that will erode the very foundations 
of civilized society.... It is clear that there is in the 
human species some biological strain of either ata-
vism or degeneracy that manifests itself in a hatred 
of mankind and a lust for evil for its own sake.... It 
is probable that this appalling viciousness is trans-
mitted by the organic mechanisms of heredity, and 
although no geneticist would now even speculate 
about what genes or lack of genes produce such bi-
ped terrors, I think it quite likely that the science of 
genetics, if study and research are permitted to con-
tinue, may identify the factors involved eventually.... 
It is quite likely that at the present rate, as eugen-
icists predict, civilization is going to collapse from 
sheer lack of brains to carry it on. But it is now col-
lapsing faster and harder from a super-abundance 
of brains of the wrong kind. Granting that we can 
test intelligence, we must remember that at or near 
the top of the list, by any test that we can devise, will 
be a flock of diabolically ingenious degenerates.

That’s one way to explain the case of Paul Offit. 
There is another, somewhat related explanation: 
Offit is a Jew of the worst kind, and if that state-
ment repels you, you should think twice about 
reading the next chapter. But if you have an open 
mind, read on.
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The Jewish Factor
The sun has never shone on a more bloodthirsty and vengeful people than they who imagine that they are 
God’s people who have been commissioned and commanded to murder and slay the Gentiles. In fact, the 
most important thing that they expect of their Messiah is that he will murder and kill the entire world with 
their sword. They treated us Christians in this manner at the very beginning throughout all the world. They 
would still like to do this if they had the power, and often enough have made the attempt, for which they 
have got their snouts boxed lustily. — Martin Luther, 1543

We Jews, we, the destroyers, will remain destroyers forever. Nothing that you do will meet our needs and 
demands. We will forever destroy because we need a world of our own, a God-world which it is not in your 
nature to build. — Maurice Samuel, 1924

It is my firm belief that what I refer to as “The Problem of Israel” is one that threatens the very survival of 
life on Earth. — Michael Collins Piper, 2007

THROUGHOUT these pages I have made scat-
tered and uncharitable references to various as-
pects and personalities of what has long been 
called “the Jewish question.” The time has come to 
zero in on this subject because it clearly impinges 
on “the vaccine question” in this country. In writ-
ing and revising this book, no chapter troubled me 
more than this one — both because I know it will 
inevitably offend a lot of readers, and because it 
will be a waste of time, even for those who gen-
erally don’t like Jews, to read it. Having adapted 
their attitudes to a lifetime of lies, most of them 
Jewish at their source, their minds will snap shut 
at every stage of this discussion which is surely the 
height of poor taste and, God forbid, anti-Semi-
tism — whatever that is. This is emphatically true 
in a country that is not only the most Jewish in the 
world after Israel, but also has the world’s highest 
percentage of Christian evangelicals or dispen-
sationalists or fundamentalists, or whatever they 
prefer to call themselves — not only among the 
general population but at the highest levels of gov-
ernment. They are absolutely certain that Jews are 
God’s chosen people, Israel can do no wrong, and 
that’s the end of it. At this writing, this group in-
cludes Vice President Mike Pence, and former U.S. 
Army officer and CIA director and current Secre-
tary of State Mike Pompeo, both of whom seem 
to be itching to start World War Three to fulfill 
biblical prophecy. Pompeo, a fervent hater of Iran 
and lover of Israel and Jesus, has said that he has a 
Holy Bible open on his office desk to remind him 
of the Word of God. He has hinted that the peo-
ple of Iran should be starved into submission. On 
March 21, 2019, this psychotic Eagle Scout sug-

gested that Trump might have been sent by God 
to save Israel from Iran, comparing him to Queen 
Esther in the Old Testament who saved the Jews 
from being killed by the Persian potentate Haman, 
after which the Jews slaughtered 75,000 Persians, 
Persia being the former name of modern Iran. 
Then there’s John Bolton, former National Secu-
rity Advisor and another rabid Zionist (fired by 
Trump, thank God), a study in pure evil who never 
met a war he didn’t like, except the one in Vietnam 
he slunk away from when he was 21. Of course 
Donald Trump is also thoroughly Judaized in a 
secular sense — his ways shaped over decades of 
hobnobbing with Jewish real estate wheelers and 
dealers, and assorted Jewish perverts and shysters, 
not to mention his daughter’s marriage to Jared 
Kushner. His sorry presidency caps a full century 
of formidable Jewish influence over America dat-
ing back to the disastrous era of Woodrow Wil-
son, another sad and tragic clown. Trump’s slavish 
devotion to everything Jewish has not prevented 
his empty head from being knocked around like a 
hockey puck between bickering Jews whose opin-
ions about him run the gamut, even as he does 
their dirty work — so far without starting another 
major war at their behest. As others have suggest-
ed, the pervasive media hostility towards Trump 
stems from his galvanizing of the white working 
class — the group that organized Jewry has always 
feared and hated — even though he has since ut-
terly betrayed them. But he let the genie out of the 
bottle, especially by attacking some of the biggest 
fake news titans by name, an unpardonable sin. 
You will notice, however, that despite the constant 
media cannonades against Trump, they have never 
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gone for his throat the way they did with Richard 
Nixon over his piddling cover-up of the amateur, 
unsuccessful Watergate burglary of which he knew 
nothing at the time — about as momentous on the 
scale of presidential crimes as jaywalking. The dif-
ference is that Nixon, as a young congressman, 
went after communists in government, a dastardly 
crime for which the media bosses never forgave 
him, and as revealed in tapes of private White 
House conversations with his aides — which he 
foolishly failed to destroy during all the Watergate 
nonsense — he was a man who really disliked and 
distrusted Jews, even though he was compelled by 
circumstances to appoint a few to important posts 
in his administration.

Suspecting that I’ve already lost a lot of read-
ers, another problem confronted me. How do you 
trim forty years of study — poring over as many 
books and well over a thousand essays and arti-
cles culled from “hate literature” on a subject so 
vast and complex — to a chapter of reasonable 
length? The answer is, you can’t. And yet to omit 
this subject would be to leave out a very import-
ant part of the vaccine story, and with it, the most 
pressing issue facing this country and the entire 
world. On the other hand, to incorporate it in this 
kind of book would require curtailing hundreds of 
facts that cry out for more detail. Well, that was the 
only course left to me. To those new to the Jewish 
question, reading this chapter will be like having 
bucket after bucket of ice water dumped on their 
heads. Several excellent books, nearly all of them 
effectively banned through organized Jewish pres-
sure and Jewish control of the book marketing and 
distribution business — book burning without the 
flames — will be cited for the inquisitive few. But 
perhaps it would be best to soften the shock effect 
on those curious readers with fine sensibilities by 
beginning with a sketch of my introduction to the 
Jewish question many years ago.

v

Although most people know that the New York 
metropolitan area has a huge Jewish population, 
there were very few Jews in my hometown, and I 
had almost no exposure to them growing up, other 
than a handful of Jewish teachers and students in 
elementary and junior high school. Like most peo-
ple, the only distinction I made was that they prac-
ticed a different religion. My parents never talked 
about Jews, and until I was in my twenties I had 
no opinion about them either way other than an 
awareness that the orthodox ones stood apart in 

dress and religious customs, and generally speak-
ing they were crafty in business and loved money. 
When I enrolled in college on Long Island at age 
20 I became acquainted with quite a few Jewish 
students for the first time, but I liked or disliked 
them as individuals just as I would people of any 
other group. I knew nothing of their contentious 
place in history, and I was equally ignorant about 
everything regarding the modern state of Israel. In 
fact, one of my philosophy professors, a Gentile, a 
man with whom I had many stimulating conver-
sations about world affairs over many a beer, sold 
me on the now stale Zionist myth: Israel, our one 
true friend in the Middle East, an island of free-
dom in a sea of Arab tyranny and terrorism, our 
gallant little ally risen from the ashes of near exter-
mination at the hands of the Nazis, now defending 
herself against a new enemy malignantly jealous 
of her accomplishments and political freedom and 
bent on her destruction. Yes, I believed all this: for 
a few years I believed it passionately. It made me 
feel good. It put current events into focus and gave 
me a clear picture of what was happening in that 
troubled part of the world. So I can understand 
how appealing this myth is and why it still has a 
powerful hold on many Americans, especially 
those of my generation.

Three things happened in a short span of time 
in the late 1970s that, taken together, completely 
changed my outlook. I had a night job pumping 
gas and, being a red-blooded male, was thumbing 
through some skin magazines my boss kept hid-
den in a desk drawer. By chance, I came across an 
article by South Dakota senator James Abourezk 
— in Oui or Penthouse, I believe — about the Is-
raeli attack on the Liberty, a U.S. Navy intelligence 
ship. This happened on June 8, 1967 during the 
Six-Day War. I had never heard of it, and to this 
day, I doubt one in a hundred Americans has. I 
was dismayed to read that the Israelis had shot up, 
napalmed, and torpedoed this American ship — 
which was monitoring, among other things, their 
land grabs in Syria — in a failed attempt to put 
it on the bottom of the Mediterranean Sea, an act 
which was sure to be blamed on the Egyptians. 
Furthermore, the attack was subsequently covered 
up at the highest levels in Washington D.C. and by 
the entire news media establishment; all accepted 
an official apology from Israel’s leaders, and their 
explanation that it had been a case of mistaken 
identity, that they thought it was the Egyptian 
horse transport ship El Quseir, even though the 
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Liberty was much bigger, had a much different pro-
file, and was flying a large American flag on a per-
fectly clear day. Much more evidence pointed to 
a planned, premeditated assault. Thirty-four men 
were killed, and 171 wounded during this massa-
cre, which lasted two hours. Incredibly, although 
the ship was listing and had been riddled with 
more than 800 holes, it didn’t sink, and was able 
to limp to port in the island nation of Malta. Every 
man on the Liberty knew the attack was deliberate, 
as did many military and government officials, but 
fear and intimidation prevented all but a few from 
speaking out. Books have been written by the sur-
vivors of this atrocity, one of whom, Phil Tourney, 
author of two works, I had the pleasure of meeting 
in 2017. At the time I read the Abourezk piece, I 
wanted to reject it, to write the man off as a typical 
liberal moron, but I couldn’t: what he had written 
was calm, logical and thoroughly convincing. It 
confused and flustered me, because it was totally at 
odds with the image of Israel I had formed in my 
mind. It was like seeing a close friend sneak arse-
nic into your coffee, then when confronted, hear-
ing him say he thought it was sugar. What kind of 
friend is that? (I have since learned that this “ally” 
of ours has carried out numerous acts of treachery 
against America.)

Shortly afterward, during a month long winter 
break at college, I decided to read Adolf Hitler’s 
Mein Kampf. It was just a whim. Since I was about 
to take a course in modern European history, I 
felt it might be relevant, and I was simply curious 
about this work that everyone knows about, but 
almost no one ever reads, a book that I assumed 
would reveal the workings of a crazed mind be-
longing to the most evil man who ever lived. Like 
virtually everyone born and raised in America 
and throughout the Western world, that was how 
I looked upon Hitler. No bookstores or public li-
braries near where I lived carried Mein Kampf, 
but I found a used copy at the landmark Strand 
Bookstore in New York City. I hadn’t read ten pag-
es when I knew I wouldn’t be able to put this book 
down. It was obvious that I was dealing not with 
a madman but a genius, and as I read further, a 
man with a sincere and burning ambition to lift 
up his people, to right all the barbaric wrongs that 
had been inflicted on Germany by the Versailles 
Treaty at the end of World War One, and to wipe 
out all traces of corruption and degeneracy. All 
these things he did, swiftly and ruthlessly, upon 
assuming political power eight years after Mein 

Kampf was completed, while he was still in pris-
on. I was so taken by Hitler’s clarity of vision that 
I began wondering if there was something wrong 
with me for finding myself in complete agreement 
with nearly everything he wrote! To this day I find 
it remarkable that in everyday life I’ve never met 
anyone who has read this book of almost 700 pag-
es, in which Hitler openly and completely revealed 
himself, yet at the same time virtually everyone 
“knows” that he was the devil incarnate who was 
out to conquer the world. I find it equally remark-
able that in all the thousands of damning refer-
ences to Hitler I’ve encountered in my extensive 
reading, not one tried to refute a single sentence; 
in fact, I’ve come across only a handful who even 
bothered to quote what he had written. The mere 
thought of reading Mein Kampf and judging it on 
its merits or defects, like any other book, makes 
people tremble. Most people are incapable of read-
ing serious literature anyway, and they can be ex-
cused, but it’s about time that those who consider 
themselves pretty smart — while mouthing the 
usual platitudes about the satanic Hitler and his 
dreadful Nazis their whole lives — grow up, shut 
up, sit down and read the book.

I had only one reservation while reading Mein 
Kampf — the disturbing thought that, mixed in 
with Hitler’s genius, his mind had run amok when 
he decided to biologically exterminate the Jews 
of Europe. This brings me to my third experience 
of more than forty years ago, which began with a 
day I remember well. I was standing on my front 
lawn when the postman came along, and in the 
day’s mail was a flier from an outfit in California 
called the Noontide Press. The flier advertised two 
books, The Myth of the Six Million, anonymously 
written, and The Hoax of the Twentieth Century, 
by Arthur Butz, a professor of electrical engineer-
ing at Northwestern University. Not only did the 
advertisement deny that Hitler had tried to wipe 
out Europe’s Jews, it openly ridiculed this tenet of 
established history. I stood there in disbelief; I’d 
never seen anything like this, and wondered how 
I got on their mailing list. “You gotta be kidding 
me,” I said out loud. And yet, and yet... despite the 
tone, the content of the ad, like the Abourezk arti-
cle about the Liberty, was totally rational. I knew I 
couldn’t be honest with myself by laughing at this 
thing and ripping it up. I ordered both books.

In an earlier chapter I compared dogmas, 
among them vaccination and the Holocaust. Myth 
matched up exactly with the Neal Miller book on 
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vaccination that instantly opened my eyes — both 
slender volumes of less than a hundred pages, easy 
to read, clear and concise. Hoax was much like 
Viera Scheibner’s work Vaccination — more tech-
nical and tedious in places, but written in a tone 
that left no doubt in my mind that I was dealing 
with top-notch research. Butz’s work cut through 
all the baloney and historical obfuscation like a la-
ser beam. As I got deeper into it, I said to myself, 
“Nobody’s gonna get anything past this guy.” And 
since 1976, when the book was first published, no 
one has dared to even try to refute it; it’s so much 
easier calling people names, or threatening them. 
What does that tell you? Within one week, the 
time I spent reading these two books, my belief in 
the so-called Holocaust was permanently demol-
ished. In the years that followed I read more mate-
rial that ripped the gassed six million Jews legend 
to shreds. But the icing on the cake was my visit 
to Auschwitz in 1991, which I wrote about earlier.

My introduction to Noontide Press opened the 
door to a whole new forbidden realm of knowl-
edge that I had never known existed, and couldn’t 
get enough of. In the pre-Internet age this meant 
subscribing to a few periodicals and reading many 
books which, while legally published thanks to 
our First Amendment, were censored and avail-
able only through the mail. A good deal of this 
“hate literature” dealt forthrightly with the Jew-
ish question, and there were even a few renegade 
Jews who had written excellent books on this vital 
topic. Most memorable was Antizion, a compila-
tion of documented quotes from more than 500 
famous people, many of them names we’re all fa-
miliar with, going way back to ancient Rome — 
philosophers, poets, composers, inventors, artists, 
statesmen, religious leaders and others — the best 
minds of Western civilization — who had spoken 
forcefully against Jewish character and influence, 
in some cases exceeding the most inflammatory 
passages in Mein Kampf. Why, I wondered, was this 
not common knowledge? Why, in a supposedly 
free country, are so few aware of books written by 
major figures like Martin Luther (On the Jews and 
Their Lies, 1543), Richard Wagner (Judaism in Mu-
sic, 1850), and Henry Ford (The International Jew 
— The World’s Foremost Problem, 1920)? And why 
are these books impossible to find in any book-
store or public library? Most notable was a speech 
given by Benjamin Franklin at the Constitutional 
convention of 1787 in Philadelphia (later claimed 
by Jewish groups to be a forgery) in which he re-

ferred to Jews as “Asiatics” and “vampires” among 
other things, and pleaded that they should be 
barred from America forever. Equally fascinating 
and suppressed were books written between the 
world wars by two European-born Jews who had 
emigrated to America, You Gentiles by Maurice 
Samuel and Jews Must Live by Samuel Roth. With 
blunt honesty, Samuel wrote that the fundamental 
differences in mentality between Jew and Gentile 
run so deep that no reconciliation would ever be 
possible. Roth, a publisher, apparently wrote to get 
even with Jewish competitors he believed had rail-
roaded him into prison. He laid bare everything 
about his fellow Jews — their upbringing which 
instilled a contempt for physical labor, as well as a 
directive to cheat and distrust Gentiles, their lack 
of manners and crass behavior, their crowding and 
corrupting of the high-paying professions, and 
their overall parasitic existence. In recent times 
his words were echoed, in more fiery fashion, by 
Chicago native and world chess champion Bobby 
Fischer, who was half-Jewish himself. In a series of 
foreign radio interviews Fischer ripped into Jews 
every chance he got, calling them “a filthy, dirty, 
disgusting, vile, criminal people,” “subhuman.... 
the scum of the Earth.... the bottom of the barrel 
of humanity.” America, he said, was “a farce con-
trolled by dirty, hook-nosed, circumcised Jew bas-
tards.” And he had much, much more to say on 
the subject. This was a man with an IQ of 187. To 
those who would see him as some kind of aberra-
tion, two other contemporary Americans with ex-
traordinarily keen minds, William Pierce and Re-
vilo Oliver, fully shared his sentiments about Jews, 
and as racial nationalists wrote a great deal about 
them — Oliver’s The Jewish Strategy is a classic — 
the one difference being that their language was on 
a much higher intellectual plane.

Whatever one thinks of all this, the question 
again arises: Why are these facts unknown to the 
great majority of Americans, especially since this 
friction between Jew and Gentile goes back to the 
beginning of recorded history? And not only these 
facts, but many other incriminating ones, which 
resulted in their mass expulsion over and over 
from nearly every country or region of Europe? In 
simpler times, before radio and television, before 
the printing press was even invented, information 
and ideas were conveyed by word of mouth. In the 
Middle Ages, there was a much wider awareness of 
this seemingly eternal Jewish question. Men would 
gather around campfires, or flock to taverns and 
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sit around rough wooden tables to discuss it over 
tankards of ale. Today, the reality outside of most 
people’s immediate experience is filtered through 
the news and entertainment media — the most in-
fluential being the television screen. Reality is now 
falsified for ulterior purposes — a situation that 
was not nearly as potent two hundred years ago, 
and did not exist at all in medieval times — with 
the result that today, when the Jewish question is 
as critical as it has ever been, most Americans are 
oblivious to it, and would be aghast at the mention 
of such a thing. I have discussed the perfidy of the 
media enough in this book and wish to add noth-
ing more here, other than to emphasize that Jews, 
through their remarkable talent for organization, 
exercise near total control over the fake news that 
blankets much of the world, and nowhere more 
than in this country. Only very rarely do awkward 
truths leak out. How they managed to achieve 
such international dominance over the past hun-
dred years, despite their small numbers in every 
country except Israel (in the U.S. they comprise 
about three percent of the population), is astound-
ing. And because Jews network so efficiently, the 
media work hand in glove with other censorship 
organizations like the powerful and sinister An-
ti-Defamation League (ADL) which, through its 
29 regional U.S. offices, secretly monitors school 
curricula, library acquisition lists, and social ac-
tivities of all kinds — not to mention their liaison 
with the FBI and numerous police departments 
— always on the lookout for any negative attitudes 
towards Jews and the state of Israel. These facts, I 
hope, provide an adequate answer to the question 
I posed at the beginning of this paragraph.

v

By 1980, I was aware of much of the above, and 
realized that I’d been lied to my whole life. In Oc-
tober of that year, I arrived in Tel Aviv with my 
girlfriend on a cheap flight from Athens, Jew-wise, 
so to speak, and a totally different man from who 
I was five years earlier. We spent nine or ten days 
traveling around the country. Four impressions 
stay with me from my first trip to Israel: the aston-
ishing sight of so many people, soldiers in uniform 
as well as plainclothes civilians, going about their 
business while toting Uzis or assault rifles; barbed 
wire everywhere; in Jerusalem the magical feeling 
of timeless, turbulent, pulsating history; and my 
last three days spent on a kibbutz called Gevulot, 
still in operation. This is worth going into.

In the mid-1970s, as part of my enchantment 

with everything about Israel, I was dazzled by the 
mystique of the kibbutz, a collective farm system 
which was supposedly “the only kind of socialism 
that works,” proof that the Jews had come to a bar-
ren land and “made the desert bloom,” as the myth 
went. What I saw in my three days there, and what 
I’ve believed ever since, is that this was a typical 
Jewish scam invented by a people who, in great 
part, are allergic to physical work, and the kibbutz 
myth was a way of attracting naïve goyim (plural 
of goy, a derogatory Jewish word for non-Jews) to 
perform the most menial tasks, while believing 
they were enjoying the great privilege of taking 
part in a progressive agricultural project. Life on 
the kibbutz for foreign volunteers amounted to 
eight hours of labor, spartan living quarters, three 
meals, and an income of about $80 a week. In re-
ality, it’s a voluntary form of an institution that 
exists throughout the world: prison. About fifteen 
Gentiles from various European countries, includ-
ing a close-knit group of seven or eight Swedes in 
their late teens, were settled in as volunteers when 
we showed up. After a brief orientation, my girl-
friend made a commitment, it being understood 
that volunteers could leave anytime they wanted. 
She ended up staying and working there for two 
months. In my brief stay I became acquainted with 
the other volunteers. One of them, a pretty Swed-
ish girl, had a rash on her face from picking some 
kind of fruit from a tree with poisonous sap. The 
Jewish work assigner had failed to warn her about 
this. Did this faze her or her friends? Not at all. 
They were planning to stay indefinitely. I did, how-
ever, speak with a young English guy who told me 
he was fed up with varnishing chairs day after day, 
and intended to leave soon. For him the kibbutz 
mystique had worn off.

Carol, my impressionable girlfriend, was no 
doubt subjected to large doses of propaganda 
while she was there — just like our visiting con-
gressmen, military personnel, and police chiefs 
trained by Israelis in “anti-terrorism” tactics (with 
some gas chamber yarns thrown in to stoke guilt 
feelings, as in “the world stood by and did noth-
ing”). I remember picking her up at JFK Airport 
just before Christmas. She was gushing about what 
an “incredible experience” it had been working at 
Gevulot, though she never did explain what was so 
incredible about it. All of this, I believe, is a micro-
cosm of the way Jews dupe and exploit dumb goy-
im while laughing behind their backs, life on the 
kibbutz being a comparatively mild example. It’s 
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a finely honed mind control technique that they 
employ most devastatingly through their control 
of the media.

Four years later I returned to Israel alone, hav-
ing begun my trip in Turkey, then working my way 
down through Syria and Jordan before walking 
across the Allenby Bridge to the occupied West 
Bank. I had been apprehensive about visiting Syr-
ia, due to its scary image and the fact that there 
was no tourist information available, but I had ap-
plied for and received a visa with no problem from 
their embassy in Washington (since closed), and 
simply walked into the country from Nusaybin, 
Turkey at a hot, dusty, remote border post. The of-
ficial on duty looked surprised when I handed him 
my U.S. passport, but stamped me in with no fuss 
and I sat down under a tree with a bunch of other 
people — men in traditional Arab dress, and exot-
ic-looking women with gold filigree strung across 
their foreheads, a few with small children — wait-
ing for some kind of transport, and purging my 
brain of the media poison that had instilled an ir-
rational fear about coming here. Eventually a bat-
tered Buick Roadmaster station wagon pulled up, 
bags and suitcases were tied on the roof, the tail-
gate was opened to stuff in a pair of discouraged 
sheep, and off we went to Deir-ez-Zor, a small city 
recently wracked by war and suffering thanks to 
our Jewish neo-conservative Pentagon warlords. 
I found a shabby hotel, and spent the rest of the 
afternoon sipping tea in the lobby with the owner’s 
two young sons, while learning a little Arabic and 
watching the Olympic games in Los Angeles on a 
fuzzy television screen. I had no problems at all 
traveling around the country on public transport 
even though I saw no other foreigners, except for 
a group of French tourists at the ruins of Palmyra. 

My second trip to Israel lasted about ten days 
like the first, but this time I spent a few nights with 
a Palestinian family in the village of Sa’ir, near 
Hebron, and though it was uneventful, I got to 
sample some of the daily tension these people live 
with, which is surely much worse today. (Ten years 
later, on February 25, 1994 — which that year hap-
pened to be the day of Purim, a festival of hate and 
vengeance — one Baruch Goldstein, a settler from 
Brooklyn who was a medical doctor, walked into a 
mosque in Hebron and shot dead 29 worshippers, 
wounding 125, before being grabbed by survivors 
and beaten to death — one more reason to be wary 
of doctors, especially Jewish ones.) I also rented 
a car for a week and gave lifts to about a dozen 

hitchhiking and armed Israeli soldiers — they’re 
everywhere on the road, or at least they were back 
then — just to chat with them and get inside their 
heads. Needless to say, I didn’t reveal what made 
me tick, but I did have some interesting conver-
sations, and even played devil’s advocate on the 
subject of so-called Arab terrorism with the first 
guy I picked up. We talked a bit about Lebanon, 
which had suffered so much in that period from 
Israeli terror in the air and on the ground. I can 
still see him in the passenger seat, his rifle propped 
between his knees, grumbling about army service, 
and grimly telling me, “Nobody wants to go to 
Lebanon.” It was interesting to hear that. Later I 
picked up another young conscript and his girl-
friend, who had to report to a post near the Leb-
anese border. They sat in the back, from time to 
time speaking softly to each other in Hebrew, and 
I heard him take several deep breaths. He was ob-
viously nervous about where he was going. They 
thanked me for the ride when I let them out. Just 
ordinary people, it seemed to me, who reminded 
me of the many ordinary Jews I’ve known on Long 
Island.

Here it might be a good idea to pause and clar-
ify what I’ve written thus far for the sake of the 
perplexed reader, who may be acquainted only 
with Jews who seem like regular people, as many 
of them are, if a bit more neurotic on average than 
the rest of us. But there’s a lot more to it than that. 
Jews are an ethnic group, or subrace if you will, 
whose origins are a matter of debate. Many are 
recognizable by that unappealing “Jewish look.” 
Until the creation of Israel in recent times, they 
never had a true nation of their own. Their entire 
history is one of migrating in small numbers to 
host countries where the pickings are good, and 
rising to the heights of wealth and political power 
while supporting or engaging in all kinds of sub-
versive activity, though this does not describe all 
Jews, of course. Alone among advanced peoples, 
in which there is a natural division of brains and 
brawn, Jews shun physical work. Granted that 
there are exceptions, this phenomenon is easily 
observed everywhere they live, including Isra-
el, where most necessary labor is performed by 
300,000 guest workers, mostly Asian. This is sub-
sidized by American and German taxpayers, and 
infusions of cash from wealthy Jews living abroad, 
without which this nation would collapse in a 
week. Israel is the world’s largest parasite colony. 
There’s no country on earth like it.
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There are good and bad in all peoples, as the 
saying goes. This includes Jews. The difference is 
that the percentage of bad Jews — those ranging 
from the generally unpleasant and unethical, to the 
predatory, to the truly monstrous, is astronomical-
ly higher when measured against any other people. 
By the same token there are Jews who live respect-
able lives and have honest jobs, and Gentiles who 
are born criminals or live parasitically, milking the 
System for all it’s worth. This does not change the 
fact that, taken as a whole, Jews are biological par-
asites, as repugnant as that might sound. There’s 
no other way to explain the fact that, collective-
ly speaking, they have always, without exception, 
subsisted on the industry of others, while at the 
same time destroying them. Unlike every other 
white ethnic group, they are incapable of creating 
and sustaining a society of their own. I’ll apologize 
for writing these words and destroy all copies of 
this book in my possession when I see evidence to 
the contrary.

If I were asked to offer one excerpt that best 
condenses my viewpoint, it would be the follow-
ing from The New Unhappy Lords: An Exposure 
of Power Politics by British racial nationalist A.K. 
Chesterton, published in 1965:

World Jewry is the single most powerful force 
on earth and it follows that all the major policies 
which have been ruthlessly pursued through the last 
several decades must have had the stamp of Jewish 
approval. Indeed, common sense applied to such 
facts as have come to light must lead to the con-
clusion that the policies, directed against the most 
cherished Gentile values, were incubated by adroit 
Jewish brains and fulfilled, or carried to the verge 
of fulfillment, by the dynamism of the Jewish spir-
it. At the same time, so many Gentiles are associ-
ated with the conspiracy, both directly and through 
the formation of fronts, there are so many Gentile 
agents and agencies, and so many Gentile govern-
ments which have acquiesced in the conspiracy by 
falling into line with policies inimical to their own 
national interests, that it would be ludicrous to off-
load upon Jewish shoulders responsibility for the de-
struction, or near destruction, of Christendom and 
the Western world. Nevertheless it would be equally 
ludicrous to deny the Jewish part, especially where it 
is admitted.... Had we of the Gentile nations stood 
firm in defence of our own traditions and values, in-
stead of cravenly capitulating, the Jews would have 
remained what they ought to be — a small sect liv-
ing contentedly and at peace with their neighbours, 

exercising neither national nor international power 
and entertaining no inordinate ambitions. That, as 
I wrote at the outset, is how most of them actually 
do live. That a minority of them has been able to 
mount such a stupendous drive for world power is 
not their fault but ours alone, and it is we who must 
put things to rights — or perish.

As fair and balanced as this appraisal is, Ches-
terton, probably out of politeness, left a great deal 
unsaid, even though earlier in the same chapter he 
tackled the subject of Jewish subversion in some 
detail. What was implied in his choice of words 
like “destruction” and “perish” is a reality that, I’m 
afraid, most readers of these lines would prefer 
not to face. In the worst case scenario, if ultimate 
Jewish ambitions were to go unchecked, it would 
pave the way for the extinction of Homo sapiens, 
which Hitler foresaw — and he wasn’t the first one. 
Short of extinction, it would mean the endless ruin 
of people in all forms and degrees, and frequently 
death on a cataclysmic scale, which is the ongo-
ing world situation, the previous century being the 
most violent. For those interested in truth, I highly 
recommend any of the most up to date and inci-
sive books on this topic, namely David Duke’s My 
Awakening, Jewish Supremacism and The Secret Be-
hind Communism, and Michael Collins Piper’s The 
Confessions of an Anti-Semite, The Golem, The Ju-
das Goats, The New Jerusalem, and The High Priests 
of War. Another excellent book I read in the midst 
of revising this chapter is The Jewish Mafia: The 
Great International Predators by French author 
and political activist Herve Ryssen, who has been 
jailed in France several times for his troubles. This 
work furnishes an overview of how legions of vile 
Jews, some recently departed, engage with impu-
nity on a global scale in every imaginable sphere of 
criminal activity including, but not limited to, the 
heroin and ecstasy trade, prostitution and sex slav-
ery, pornography, diamond and heavy weapons 
smuggling, trafficking in human body parts (often 
removed from murdered Palestinians), pirating of 
the aluminum and petroleum industries, money 
laundering, and banking and financial swindles 
of enormous proportions. One thinks here of the 
Rothschild dynasty and its affiliates which have 
financed and profited from so many wars; of Ber-
nie Madoff, who stole $65 billion from investors, 
the biggest theft in the history of the world, and 
who probably went to prison only because some 
Jewish celebrities were among his victims; and of 
the Hungarian Jewish “philanthropist” George So-
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ros, who likes to underwrite revolutions and who 
singlehandedly nearly destroyed the economies of 
four Asian countries in 1997, whose depredations 
are known throughout the world, and yet who 
somehow remains untouchable. If, however, you’d 
rather not read any of these books, and you’re 
among the ninety percent of American Christians 
who not only has a Bible at home but might be-
lieve that some or all of it is true, check out a few of 
these chapters and verses from the Old Testament: 
Genesis 22:1-12, 45-47; Exodus 11:4-5; Leviticus 
25:44-46; Numbers 21:2-3; Deuteronomy 2:33-35, 
6:10-11, 7:1-8, 12:29-30, 20:16-17; Joshua 6:17-
25, 8:24-28; Esther 9:5-6; Isaiah 13:15-16, 60:16, 
61:5-6; Jeremiah 50:21. Here you’ll get a bellyful 
of mass murder, cities totally destroyed, stealing 
land and dispossessing the inhabitants, enslaving 
people, living like kings without doing any work, 
maintaining racial purity — all of it directed by 
God and endorsed by Pence, Pompeo, and oth-
er Zionist lackeys scattered throughout the Deep 
State. I don’t know of a more gory and psychotic 
work of literature. It doesn’t matter much if most 
biblical stories are embellished or purely fiction-
al; what matters is that in ancient times, as today, 
they define what it means to be Jewish. It says 
something that the world’s number one runaway 
bestseller, which exposes how Jews think it’s their 
divine right to do all these things, is rarely read by 
most Gentiles, who know nothing about it. And 
I’ve jotted down just a little bit; the Old Testament, 
which of course is the traditional Hebrew Bible, is 
chock full of these messages exposing how these 
people have been at war with the rest of the world 
for more than three thousand years.

Naturally, when such a people think they’re 
morally superior to all other beings, you’re bound 
to run into some real head cases, and we do in-
deed find that by their own admission, Jews have a 
much higher rate of clinical insanity than any oth-
er ethnic group — a lively topic among themselves 
on the Internet. Jews are a racial genotype, with in-
dividual variations, of course, as in all genotypes. 
Being Jewish has nothing to do with religion. The 
communist or Zionist Jew who never attends syn-
agogue is the same fanatic as the most devout Ha-
sidic Jew, or those of the slightly more mainstream 
Lubavitch-Chabad persuasion. The doctrinal core 
for most Jews, including those who aren’t obser-
vant, is the Talmud, a voluminous literary work 
having many definitions that deliberately serve to 
confuse those who aren’t supposed to read it. Basi-

cally, it’s a series of rabbinical teachings first com-
piled around 200 A.D., and continually revised 
and expanded, explaining how the command-
ments of the Torah, the first five books of the Old 
Testament, are to be followed. The Talmud is taken 
very seriously by Jews with the strongest feeling of 
Jewish identity or religious conviction. It dwells on 
ways to cheat, rob and murder Gentiles; discusses 
sexual relations between adults and babies; calls Je-
sus Christ a sorcerer born to a whore during men-
struation who is boiling for eternity in hot excre-
ment (so much for our “Judeo-Christian heritage,” 
just another hoax to be trotted out when it serves 
Jewish purposes). It lays down rules for disavow-
ing solemn oaths before they’re made, hitting one’s 
parents after death, hair combing, pushing doors 
open, and other peculiar topics. The Talmud is so 
weird, so utterly demented, that it can actually be 
fun to read, and because of its ancient legacy, I sus-
pect that some of it rubs off even on more sensible 
and moderate Jews. The mass expulsions of Jews in 
medieval times were often accompanied by public 
burnings of the Talmud by enraged Christians. Al-
though most Christians today have never heard of 
the Talmud, it continues to wield plenty of influ-
ence over the minds of Jews. It is still studied and 
discussed in Jewish schools called yeshivas, which 
abound in the greater New York area, and its ex-
hortations to murder along with its dripping ha-
tred for all non-Jews resonate beyond the yeshiva 
circle. It has inspired boatloads of bloodcurdling 
quotes by prominent Jews, including quite a few 
from the lips of Israeli prime ministers. Modern 
editions of the Talmud are readily available, but 
shocking passages have been deleted, allowing 
Jews to deny that they ever existed — just another 
lie. Presumably Jews who study it closely use un-
expurgated versions, difficult to obtain and very 
expensive.

I would be remiss here if I failed to mention 
some courageous Jews who have written books 
exposing the ugly truth about their own people, 
and the state of Israel in particular — foremost 
among them the late Alfred Lilienthal, author of 
The Zionist Connection, which was the first book 
I read, a long time ago, that reduced to rubble all 
the myths about this country and set the record 
straight for me. By Way of Deception by Victor Os-
trovsky is one of the very few books mentioned 
in this chapter not to be buried by the far-reach-
ing network of Jewish censorship. Not only was it 
printed, in 1990, by a major New York house, St. 
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Martin’s Press, despite legal attempts by top Israe-
li officials to prevent publication, but amazingly it 
shot to the top of the New York Times bestseller 
list. Ostrovsky, born in Canada and raised in an ar-
dent Zionist household, moved to Israel at a young 
age and was later recruited into the Mossad, the 
Israeli version of the CIA. He become a top lev-
el operative but, stung by conscience, reached a 
point where he could no longer endure the Mos-
sad’s murderous methods, and decided to reveal 
all their dirty secrets. Ostrovsky feared for his life 
and went into hiding even as his book sold like 
gangbusters. But far and away the most damning 
and sweeping work I’ve ever read, a book unprec-
edented in scope, is Tell the Truth and Shame the 
Devil by Gerard Menuhin, son of the late Yehu-
di Menuhin, the acclaimed conductor and world 
class violinist. This is the most no-holds-barred, 
information-packed, anti-Jewish book I have ever 
read — written by a Jew who totally renounced his 
Jewish identity. In the same vein, another admira-
ble Jew, Oscar Levy, a renowned scholar and trans-
lator of German philosopher Friedrich Nietzsche’s 
works, held nothing back in exposing organized 
Jewry, in the process disavowing his people for-
ever. Asked by George Pitt-Rivers to review his 
manuscript The World Significance of the Russian 
Revolution, Levy wrote him a letter that the author 
made the preface of his short work, which exposed 
the real perpetrators of that apocalyptic event, and 
which I’ll go into below. If anything, the following 
excerpt is more apropos today than when it ap-
peared in print a century ago:

There is no race in the world more enigmatic, 
more fatal than the Jews. The question of the Jews 
and their influence on the world past and present, 
cuts to the root of all things, and should be discussed 
by every honest thinker....

You point out, with fine indignation, the great 
danger that springs from the prevalence of Jews in fi-
nance and industry, and from the preponderance of 
Jews in rebellion and revolution. You reveal the con-
nection between the collectivism of the immensely 
rich International Finance — and the International 
Collectivism of Karl Marx and Trotsky [whose real 
name was Lev Bronstein] — the democracy of and 
by decoy cries. And all this evil and misery, the eco-
nomic as well as the political, you trace back to one 
source — the Jews.

There is scarcely an event in modern Europe that 
cannot be traced back to the Jews. Take the Great 
War [World War One] that appears to have come to 

an end. Ask yourself what were its causes and rea-
sons....

You have noted with alarm that the Jewish ele-
ments provide the driving forces for both Commu-
nism and Capitalism, for the material as well as the 
spiritual ruin of the world. From Moses to Marx, in 
practice and theory, in idealism and in materialism, 
in philosophy and in politics, they are today just 
what they have always been — passionately devoted 
to their aims and purposes....

If you are an Anti-Semite, I, the Semite am an 
Anti-Semite too, and a much more fervent one than 
ever you are. We have erred, my friend, we have 
grievously erred. We who have posed as saviors of 
the world; we who have even boasted of having giv-
en it “the Saviour” — we are today nothing else but 
the world’s seducers, its destroyers, its incendiaries, 
its executioners. We, who have promised to lead you 
to a New Heaven, we have finally succeeded in lead-
ing you into a New Hell!

That was written in 1920. And what New Hell 
has Jewry led the world into today? Wars, upheav-
al and human suffering without end in the Mid-
dle East, millions dead, disfigured or displaced, 
tidal waves of refugees flooding into Europe to 
the infernal delight of Jews who are intent on con-
quering all the territory between the Nile and the 
Euphrates as ordained by God, and on ruling over 
a world in which all national boundaries and all 
human races, especially the white race, have been 
mongrelized, except, of course, theirs, the Jewish 
master race — a world in which everything that 
does not conform to Jewish law is torn down and 
trampled to dust.

It’s depressing for me to sit here and write all 
this. As a live and let live kind of guy, nothing 
would make me happier than to see the leaders 
of Israel form a constructive, lasting relationship 
with the Palestinians and with neighboring Arab 
states — as indeed, most countries have with their 
immediate neighbors. Nothing would make me 
happier than to see the most aloof and insular 
type of Jew, like those in the various orthodox and 
Hasidic sects who constitute a large population in 
the New York City borough of Brooklyn, remain 
a tight-knit group and preserve their traditions 
— but also quit robbing the System blind by sub-
sisting on undeserved welfare benefits or shady 
incomes — and become productive citizens while 
living on friendly terms with the outside world, 
like the Amish communities in Pennsylvania do. 
But I’m a realist. And being a realist means learn-
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ing from history. In all history, there isn’t a single 
instance of a Jewish population of any appreciable 
size living in harmony with other people. In every 
instance they have brought hatred and resentment 
down on their heads because of who they are and 
what they do.

v

Despite the fact that Jews constitute only about 
three percent of the U.S. population, America is 
the most Jewish nation of all time after Israel, and 
in a sense it’s even more Jewish. Numerically Is-
rael ranks first, but America is the real citadel of 
Jewish wealth, power and influence. Many Amer-
ican Jews consider America the Promised Land, 
their country, because they have infused all our 
institutions with their character. The principles 
on which America was founded have nothing to 
do with Americanism today, which is represented 
by a flag that may as well have fifty Stars of Da-
vid, so intimately tied to Israel and Jewish atti-
tudes has this country become. Jews and Jewish 
organizations posturing as patriotic and champi-
ons of freedom deceive only the shallow, and this 
sadly includes many in law enforcement and the 
military. A good example is the FBI’s groundless 
preoccupation with supposed Russian meddling 
in the 2016 presidential election, and the endless 
boring news coverage which followed it, while 
no one could possibly run for president in the 
first place without first proving his uncondition-
al support for Israel, as Trump did and has never 
stopped doing. Apparently this isn’t meddling. 
This whole Russia soap opera, followed by the 
Ukraine soap opera, appears to be as bogus as the 
pogroms of past ages and Soviet anti-Semitism in 
the 1970s.

The gigantic menorah erected near the White 
House every December with a ceremonial lighting, 
along with the conspicuous absence of Christmas 
decorations, which are banned, is a fitting symbol 
of our times. New York City is of paramount im-
portance in this respect, and not only because so 
many Jews live in the area. Since well before the 
establishment of the state of Israel, New York has 
been the global hub of Jewish banking and me-
dia control. It was the staging ground of the 1917 
overthrow of czarist Russia, a country violently 
hated by the Jewish financiers who bankrolled the 
revolution. Behind its pie-in-the-sky charter, the 
dysfunctional United Nations, now running out of 
money, was once the dreamed-of center of Jewish 
world government. These days, the governments 

of 27 states require public workers, as a condition 
of employment, to sign a pledge that they won’t 
advocate any kind of boycott against Israel. In-
credibly, or maybe not so incredibly, on March 23, 
2017 Maryland senator Ben Cardin, who is Jewish, 
and Ohio senator Rob Portman, who isn’t, intro-
duced the Israel Anti-Boycott Act, which would 
have made verbal support of such a boycott an of-
fense punishable by up to twenty years in prison 
and a one million dollar fine. Maybe they never 
heard of the First Amendment. Like quite a few 
Jews, particularly in the entertainment industry, 
Cardin’s forebears anglicized the family name, 
Kardonsky, to conceal their Jewishness. Thankful-
ly, the bill ran into some strong opposition, but at 
this writing its supporters are still trying to sneak 
in a watered-down version of it.

I have a two-volume set, Encyclopedia of the 
Palestine Problem. The author, a Palestinian ref-
ugee named Issa Nakhleh, compiled detailed re-
ports of thousands of killings, bombings, beatings, 
groundless imprisonments, house demolitions, 
razing of villages, and other outrages committed 
by Jews against innocent civilians, mainly Pales-
tinians, but also Arabs in Egypt, Jordan, Syria and 
Lebanon from 1939 to 1991, the year of publica-
tion. All of this continues, of course, as do world-
wide assassinations of those considered enemies 
of Israel by roving Mossad hit squads. None of this 
makes the slightest impression on our politicians 
and Christian Zionist fanatics. Jews have such a 
stranglehold on the global media, and are so adept 
at turning reality inside out, that for a long time 
they convinced much of the Western world that 
they were the victims and their victims the terror-
ists. That perception has changed considerably in 
recent years, though not as much in the U.S. as in 
Europe, and not at all among a solid chunk of our 
populace and politicos, who interrupted a 39-min-
ute speech given in the Senate chamber by Israeli 
Prime Minister Benjamin Netanyahu on March 
3, 2015 with 26 standing ovations. Every Israeli 
leader has been a mass murderer, but Netanyahu 
has racked up one of the highest scores, and is so 
crooked his own citizens call him the “crime min-
ister.” Here he’s given a free pass and worshiped in 
the halls of Congress.

Israel, and what amounts to its western prov-
ince, the U.S., are the world’s top two rogue na-
tions. Jews, generally speaking, view the world 
in extremely subjective terms, and through their 
control of television have molded the minds of 
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Americans so thoroughly, seemingly to the point 
of genetic modification, that they too are unable 
to see reality beyond their own noses. Americans 
are the most lied-to and deluded of all people, 
the most diverse and thus the most divided, the 
most neurotically suspicious, as in the “If you see 
something say something” mantra and bag or 
metal detector checks that have become as famil-
iar here as they are in Israel. Also like Israel, we 
bomb the hell out of everyone, then when a few 
fight back or avenge the loss of loved ones, we call 
them terrorists. Sadly, quite a few of our police, 
trained in Israel or by Israelis in this country, have 
become badge-wearing pit bulls, and Israeli influ-
ence on our military is even worse, as evidenced 
by the sickening atrocities carried out against 
helpless Iraqi soldiers, like the Highway of Death 
massacre bombing on February 26, 1991, a kill-
ing frenzy that would have done Genghis Khan 
and his Mongol hordes proud, the burying alive 
of surrendering troops in bulldozed trenches, and 
the tortures carried out for personal amusement 
at the Abu Ghraib prison, some sexual in nature, 
photographs of which can be seen on Wikipedia. 
Undoubtedly, Israeli advisors were on hand for all 
the fun. This carried over from the worse horrors 
inflicted on German civilians and soldiers be-
fore and after the end of the Second World War 
by American troops pumped full of propaganda 
spread by hate-crazed Jews. It’s no coincidence 
that we Americans are at or near the top of the 
list in exporting terrorism, in the number of law-
yers and stifling laws on the books, in our rate of 
incarceration in profit-run prisons, in our lack of 
medical freedom, in the number of over-vaccinat-
ed children, and, seen from abroad, in our barren 
culture, exemplified by the cinematic manure of 
Hollywood and the glitzy putrefaction of the Su-
per Bowl halftime show.

There’s a silver lining in all this. Thanks to the 
Internet, we’re now aware that there’s a grow-
ing number of Americans, and English speakers 
abroad, who know that Israel is a basket case and 
its American sponsor a Jew-run abomination. 
Cracks have formed in the global empire and wid-
en all the time. On November 12, 2015, a Spanish 
judge, Jose de la Mata, signed a warrant for the 
arrest of Benjamin Netanyahu and six of his cab-
inet members, meaning that he would have been 
handcuffed and taken into custody had he set foot 
in Spain. This stemmed from the 2010 attack by 
Israeli naval forces on the Mavi Marmara in which 

some Spanish nationals were shot to death. This 
vessel, part of a six-ship flotilla, was attempting to 
break a blockade in order to deliver humanitari-
an aid to the Gaza strip. In 2001 a Belgian court 
issued a similar warrant against then Israeli head 
of state Ariel Sharon, another mad-dog killer, for 
his role in the September 1982 butchering of some 
1500 Palestinians by Israel’s Lebanese “Christian” 
allies at the Sabra and Shatila refugee camps in 
Beirut. Unfortunately, nothing came of these two 
injunctions, but they do point to an expanding 
awareness in the West of the nature of Israeli lead-
ership. And while American politicians trip over 
themselves in condemning the movement to boy-
cott the pariah state, the Irish parliament heads 
in the opposite direction, seeking to criminalize 
any transactions with businesses or individu-
als living on land seized by Israel after the 1967 
Six-Day War. That legislation is pending at this 
writing. The ’Net also sizzles with scrutiny into 
Israeli involvement in the events of September 
11, 2001. Having read and heard a great deal on 
what happened that day, and observing that there 
are Jewish fingerprints all over the crime scene, 
I’m convinced that this was a false flag operation 
conceived in Tel Aviv and carried out with the 
collaboration of some treasonous American mili-
tary men. Israel was the only beneficiary of these 
terror attacks; everyone else lost.

It’s most ironic that much of what I’ve dis-
cussed thus far is generally abhorrent to American 
Gentiles, who slavishly abide by Jewish-imposed 
taboos, while in Israel sensitive issues like Zion-
ist control of “our” congress and even the plight 
of the Palestinians are more easily tossed around, 
though usually in the Hebrew language press. 
Very rarely — so rarely it goes unnoticed — the 
truth leaks out in the American mainstream me-
dia, as it did in the Los Angeles Times of December 
19, 2008, in an opinion piece titled “How Jewish 
is Hollywood?” by a Joel Stein. Stein’s candor was 
most refreshing. After expressing his amaze-
ment at how dumb the majority of Americans 
are for not knowing that Jews — in the words of 
a poll conducted by the Anti-Defamation League, 
America’s de facto secret police — “pretty much 
run the movie and television industries,” he reels 
off a list of eleven top executives in the business, 
all Jewish. Then, after brushing aside the advice 
of Abe Foxman, former ADL chief, to downplay 
the Jewishness of Hollywood, this arrogant buck 
wraps up by declaring: “I don’t care if Americans 
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think we’re running the news media, Hollywood, 
Wall Street or the government. I just care that we 
get to keep running them.”

v

I introduced this chapter with some quotations 
from men who lived many years apart — the first 
of whom is quite famous — who intuited that a 
certain type of Jew, not at all rare, and conspiring 
with others of his type, is a menace to a large seg-
ment of humanity, if not all human life. This idea 
meshes with the title I chose for this book, and my 
purpose in writing this chapter will have misfired 
if by the end I have not proven to the reader that 
mass vaccination is part of the blind instinct in 
some Jews to destroy and murder, whether on a 
conscious or subconscious level. Let’s descend a 
little further, one step at a time. Some readers who 
are still with me may think I’m overdoing it, but I 
would remind them that this is for all the marbles, 
as in “Will higher forms of man cease to exist,” 
or even “Will some deranged Jew unleash Israel’s 
rarely mentioned, burgeoning nuclear arsenal in 
an attempt to end all life on earth?” So bear with 
me as I drive my point home.

If there’s any doubt as to how the top Israelis 
see the rest of the world, what follows might be 
illuminating. To my mind, Menachem Begin was 
the most savage of all that country’s leaders, and 
that’s saying something. That he received the No-
bel Peace Prize in 1978 says much about how the 
world works. His term coincided with the Carter 
and Reagan years, but he had risen to fame much 
earlier as head of the underground Irgun, which 
waged a successful terror campaign to drive the 
British out of their Palestinian dependency and 
the local Arabs off their ancient homeland. I will 
not recount details of the rivers of blood this man 
let loose, other than to say he was the worst night-
mare of the reincarnated Old Testament Jew. The 
following quote, attributed to him in a speech he 
made before the Knesset, the Israeli parliament, 
was published in the June 25, 1982 edition of New 
Statesman, a British political magazine:

Our race is the master race. We are divine gods 
on this planet. We are as different from the inferior 
races as they are from insects. In fact, compared to 
our race, other races are beasts and animals, cattle 
at best. Other races are considered as human excre-
ment. Our destiny is to rule over the inferior races. 
Our earthly kingdom will be ruled by our leader 
with a rod of iron. The masses will lick our feet and 
serve us as our slaves.

Is a pattern beginning to emerge here? One 
among his few good friends, whom he undoubt-
edly regarded as a “useful idiot,” as Lenin used to 
call influential Westerners who believed in com-
munism, Begin counted the Reverend Jerry Fal-
well, head of the now defunct Moral Majority, a 
flag-waving, God-fearing outfit that had consid-
erable clout in the seventies and eighties. A typ-
ical homegrown religious nut, Falwell preached 
about the end days when Jesus would float down 
to earth and zap the righteous into Heaven, while 
those who had turned their backs on Israel were 
in big trouble — or something along those lines. 
The late Falwell has his imitators, including Jerry 
Jr., who keep setting new “end of the world” dates 
that come and go — and when nothing happens 
they just move the date up a few years. And thirty 
or forty million Americans go right on believing 
these things.

Begin was an obvious mutant, even by Jew-
ish standards, but you can find countless infernal 
quotes like this spoken or written by prominent 
Jews just in the books I’ve mentioned, and many 
more of recent vintage reported on truthful Web 
sites and other books and publications. Certain 
Jews have threatened to utterly destroy Iran, and 
even at this late date Germany, with nuclear weap-
ons. Others in Israel have expressed a desire to 
blow up the entire planet if they feel their country 
is imperiled. Seymour Hersh, the veteran Ameri-
can investigative reporter, has written some excel-
lent books on controversial topics. He delved into 
the danger of Israel’s nuclear stockpile in The Sam-
son Option, Samson being the biblical figure who, 
as related in the Book of Judges, pulled down the 
temple in a display of superhuman strength, kill-
ing all his Philistine enemies along with himself. 
While certainly a valuable book, I found it ambig-
uous in places, perhaps because Hersh is Jewish 
and retains some loyalty to his people. A much 
better book, in my opinion, is Piper’s The Golem. 
Menuhin’s Tell the Truth also touches upon as-
pects of this strange Jewish lust to exterminate all 
humanity if they themselves feel threatened with 
extermination. No other people entertain such 
thoughts. Between these three books, one will dis-
cover ample evidence of this, including deeply dis-
turbing statements from leading lights in media, 
education and government, regarding Israel.

This troubling fixation on killing finds its ex-
pression in everything from shooting Palestinian 
children throwing stones to ending life on Earth. 
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Not long ago I read The Making of the Atomic 
Bomb by Richard Rhodes, and must confess that 
I was ignorant of the amazing preponderance of 
Jews engaged in the development of this hellish 
weapon, known as the Manhattan Project. The 
presumably Gentile Rhodes is one of those mawk-
ish types who sees in Jews only an intelligent 
and industrious people with so much to offer the 
world, so unjustly persecuted through the ages, 
always wronged, never wrong. His stuffy book, a 
Pulitzer Prize winner, is shot through with myopic 
references to Hitler and his dreadful Nazis. Chap-
ter 7, “Exodus,” harps exclusively on the supposed 
maltreatment of Jews from the sixth century B.C. 
onward. The fact that so many Jews were involved 
in constructing a weapon of ultimate destruction, 
that he felt compelled to devote a full chapter to 
them, is lost on him.

None other than Albert Einstein was a central 
figure in this story. Of course everyone “knows” 
that Einstein was one of the greatest scientists of 
all time, just like everyone “knows” about Jonas 
Salk’s life-saving polio vaccine. Indeed, thanks to 
the usual Jewish media brainwashing and habit of 
aggrandizing one of their own, the mention of his 
name invokes the word “genius,” and the utterance 
of “genius” invokes Einstein. They’re synonyms. 
Very few, however, including me, have any idea of 
what his theory of relativity is all about, and what 
he actually did in the realm of physics. There were 
other eminent twentieth century physicists, Max 
Planck, for example, who are never described as 
geniuses and are widely unknown. They weren’t 
Jewish. Both Revilo Oliver and William Pierce 
(who was a physics professor at the University of 
Oregon) acknowledged that Einstein had made 
some noteworthy contributions but was vastly 
overrated. In recent years, however, there’s been 
much buzz on the Internet claiming Einstein was 
a run-of-the-mill nobody who shoplifted the work 
of his peers and passed it off as his own, a la Salk. 
His contemporary, the inventor Nikola Tesla, 
called him “a long-haired crank.”

Whatever Einstein did or did not accomplish, 
outside of his chosen field he had the mind of a 
third-grader. Professor Oliver considered him a 
borderline mattoid, and despite his mild praise, 
wrote that the world would be a better place had 
he never been born. Einstein appears to have been 
the first human being ever to conceive of nucle-
ar weapons. In a letter of August 2, 1939 to Presi-
dent Franklin Roosevelt, while Europe was still at 

peace, co-signed by the Hungarian Jew Leo Szi-
lard, he falsely insinuated that Germany, his native 
land which he had left shortly after Hitler assumed 
power, was already developing an atomic bomb, 
and persuaded FDR to begin funding similar re-
search. Like the American Jew J. Robert Oppen-
heimer, who later voiced his regret that the bomb 
was not dropped on Germany, Einstein hated not 
only the National Socialist regime but the German 
people as a whole. He had, in fact, nursed an inex-
plicable contempt toward his country long before 
World War One and the subsequent rise of Hitler. 
In a letter written after the U.S. had entered the 
Second World War, he referred to their “wretched 
traditions,” calling them “a badly messed-up peo-
ple,” adding, “I keep hoping that at the end of the 
war, with God’s benevolent help, they will largely 
kill each other off.” Behold the great genius, Time 
magazine’s “Person of the Century.”

Einstein got the ball rolling, but it was Oppen-
heimer who ran with it. The Manhattan Project’s 
top scientist, rightly called “The Father of the 
Atomic Bomb,” Oppenheimer, a tall, quiet chain 
smoker, given to bouts of depression and rage, 
was unstable to say the least. He was a patholog-
ical liar as well. He was also a strong communist 
sympathizer who surrounded himself with known 
communists during the wartime bomb research. 
Although it was never proven, many suspected 
him of being a Soviet agent: on his watch atomic 
secrets leaked out and made their way to the Sovi-
et Union, which exploded its first atomic bomb on 
August 29, 1949. Eventually his security clearance 
was revoked by the U.S. Atomic Energy Commis-
sion. Upon witnessing the successful detonation of 
this horrific weapon at a test site in the New Mex-
ico desert on July 16, 1945 (it would be dropped 
on Hiroshima three weeks later), Oppenheimer, 
as he later reminisced, thought of a scripture from 
the Bhagavad Gita: “Now I become Death, the de-
stroyer of worlds.” In a later interview, he said, “I 
hope they cannot see the limitless potential living 
inside of me to murder everything. I hope they 
cannot see I am the great destroyer.”

While some Jews daydream about destroying 
the entire world, others would be content with 
blowing up just a continent or two. Introducing 
Pam Geller, a fellow Long Islander and a real con-
servative who, in past years, was a regular on Fox 
News and is still active on the Internet, doing her 
patriotic best to protect our American freedoms. 
Pam is a big Trump fan. She is also a deeply dis-
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turbed woman who has a very weak grip on real-
ity and an unhealthy obsession with the religion 
of Islam. We are indebted to her for constantly 
warning us that Sharia law is coming soon to a 
neighborhood near you. Not many people take 
her seriously; even committed Zionists give her a 
wide berth. This is what she wrote on her bygone 
blog Atlas Shrugged on February 24, 2010: “I pray 
dearly that in the ungodly event that Tehran or its 
jihadi proxies target Israel with a nuke, that she re-
taliate with everything she has at Tehran, Mecca 
and Medina.... Not to mention Europe. They ex-
terminated all their Jews, but that wasn’t enough. 
Those monsters then went on to import the next 
generation of Jew killers.”

v

Zionism — presented to the world as a 
high-minded movement to establish a Jewish 
homeland in the Middle East — and now-obso-
lete communism — obsolete as an international 
conspiracy, but very much alive in the mentality 
of street scum like Antifa — are two sides of the 
same Jewish coin. The connection between them 
is historically fascinating but far too complicated 
to explore here. In a word, these international con-
spiracies are, or in the case of communism were, 
alternative paths to Jewish world domination, fluc-
tuating between cooperation with and opposition 
to each other. Whether Israel became a formidable 
nuclear power primarily by way of the old Soviet 
Union or through its spies operating on Ameri-
can soil, by 1960 it was no longer a secret. David 
Ben-Gurion, the Mideast state’s first prime minis-
ter, referred to his country’s nuclear warheads as 
“holy.” Ben-Gurion was a garden-variety messi-
anic Jewish terrorist who once said, “I believe in 
our moral and intellectual superiority, in our ca-
pacity to serve as a model for the redemption of 
the human race.” The January 16, 1962 issue of the 
popular American weekly Look magazine featured 
responses to a question put to a cross section of 
famous people, as to what the world would look 
like in 25 years. This, in part, was Ben-Gurion’s vi-
sion of the world in 1987: “With the exception of 
the USSR as a federated Eurasian state, all other 
continents will become united in a world alliance, 
at whose disposal will be an international police 
force. All armies will be abolished, and there will 
be no more wars. In Jerusalem, the United Nations 
(a truly United Nations) will build a Shrine of the 
Prophets to serve the federated union of all conti-
nents; this will be the seat of the Supreme Court 

of Mankind, to settle all controversies among the 
federated continents, as prophesied by Isaiah.”

President Kennedy was adamantly opposed 
to Israel acquiring nuclear weapons, and his acri-
monious relationship with Ben-Gurion over this 
one issue is well documented. In his book Final 
Judgment, Michael Piper makes a strong case that 
this was one strand in the intricate conspiracy to 
assassinate the president, an element that no other 
historian has dared to touch. Also widely known 
was JFK’s father’s antipathy towards Jews and his 
admiration of Hitler’s accomplishments in Ger-
many. Others have pointed out that Kennedy was 
deemed a threat to the privately owned and very 
Jewish Federal Reserve Bank, which supplanted 
the nation’s financial system in the fateful year of 
1913, the same year the income tax was established 
and the sinister ADL was founded in reaction to 
the lynching of Leo Frank, an Atlanta Jew who had 
murdered a Christian girl named Mary Phagan. 
The president probably further incurred the wrath 
of Jewry by sacking the Jewish boss of the Joint 
Chiefs of Staff, Lyman Lemnitzer, after getting 
word of his false-flag plan Operation Northwoods, 
which called for the killing of American citizens 
and Cuban emigres in various ways, to be blamed 
on Fidel Castro. While a butcher in his own right, 
Castro had made even more enemies by becom-
ing a “disobedient” communist and shutting down 
the gambling casinos in Havana, the playground 
of many Jewish gangsters, who handsomely profit-
ed from them. While no American hero, Kennedy 
did have a few good points.

I’ve written all this to impress upon you, my 
reader, the kind of mentality that I believe dwells, 
to a greater or lesser degree, in those Jews who 
push hard for vaccines. Now let’s dig a little deep-
er into the subject of Jewish murder, taking quick 
note that, just as a remarkably high degree of Jews 
are found in the vaccine field, they also flock to 
another “medical” field, the murderous nature of 
which cannot be denied: about half the doctors 
who perform abortions in this country are Jewish.

v

It was the misnamed Russian Revolution of 
1917 and the forty years that followed that pro-
vides history’s ghastliest example of Jewish tyr-
anny. This event was soaked in vengeance due to 
many years of restrictive Russian laws that held 
Jews down, though daily life for them was not 
nearly as oppressive as what the Palestinians have 
long endured — laws that had been enacted due 
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to Jewish exploitation and ruin of the Russian 
peasantry. There was nothing Russian about this 
revolution; it was the Jewish overthrow of czarist 
rule. The Jewish nature of this historical water-
shed — spattered by the shooting and bayonetting 
of Czar Nicholas, his wife and their five children 
on July 17, 1918 by Jewish Bolshevik animals, af-
ter they had spent months under house arrest — is 
openly admitted even in Jewish publications. That 
Lenin had only one Jewish grandparent and Stalin 
none, is as irrelevant as the fact that no Jew has 
ever been elected to the presidency here. It has al-
ways intrigued me that Mein Kampf is supposed to 
be proof of Hitler’s diabolical madness, yet no one 
ever disputes what he wrote. Why is that? Because 
on every page he forcefully wrote the truth, as in 
his analysis of how Marxist Jews seize power, as 
they came very close to doing in Germany:

In the political field he refuses the state the means 
for its self-preservation, destroys the foundations of 
all national self-maintenance and defense, destroys 
faith in the leadership, scoffs at its history and past, 
and drags everything that is truly great into the gut-
ter. Culturally he contaminates art, literature, the 
theater, makes a mockery of natural feeling, over-
throws all concepts of beauty and sublimity, of the 
noble and the good, and instead drags men down 
into the sphere of his own base nature. Religion is 
ridiculed, ethics and morality represented as out-
moded, until the last props of a nation in its struggle 
for existence in this world have fallen. Now begins 
the great last revolution. In gaining political power 
the Jew casts off the few cloaks that he still wears. 
The democratic people’s Jew becomes the blood-Jew 
and tyrant over peoples. In a few years he tries to 
exterminate the national intelligentsia [in keeping 
with the Talmudic decree, “The best of the Goyim 
shall be killed”] and by robbing the peoples of their 
natural intellectual leadership makes them ripe for 
the slave’s lot of permanent subjugation. The most 
frightful example of this kind is offered by Russia, 
where he killed or starved about thirty million peo-
ple with positively fanatical savagery, in part amid 
inhuman tortures, in order to give a gang of Jewish 
journalists and stock exchange bandits domination 
over a great people.

It was Alexander Solzhenitsyn’s opus The Gulag 
Archipelago, published in 1973, that brought to the 
world’s attention the inferno of the Soviet prison 
system, which he knew from the inside. While 
not probing the Jewish nature of communism in 
Gulag, he did publish the names and photographs 

of the top six administrators of the labor camps 
where millions were worked to death. All six were 
Jews. He was expelled from the Soviet Union in 
1974, and eventually settled in rural Vermont, 
where he lived for eighteen years. Although for a 
short time in the 1970s Solzhenitsyn was accorded 
hero worship, he never went along with the canard 
of “Soviet anti-Semitism” fashionable that entire 
decade, and was never really trusted by those in 
power. He alienated America’s power brokers fur-
ther by blasting the crass materialism and cultural 
degeneracy of his adopted country, reserving his 
harshest words for news media prostitutes, who 
promptly vanished him with the silent treatment, 
as they had done to Charles Lindbergh thirty years 
earlier.

The great writer returned to his beloved home-
land in 1994. In his later years he researched and 
wrote what was to be his last book, Two Hundred 
Years Together, on the perpetual hostility between 
Jews and Russians. Published in 2002, it’s the 
most detailed work on the Jewish role in the as-
cendancy of communism ever written. In it, Solz-
henitsyn lays the death of 66 million Russians and 
kinfolk at the door of Jewry. How he arrived at 
this mind-boggling figure I have no idea, though 
I have no reason to believe a man of his charac-
ter would lie about it. Because of the “fear of the 
Jews” syndrome, no publisher has ever translated 
it into English (it has been translated into French 
and German), though from what I understand, 
portions of it in English have recently been posted 
on the Internet. An uneven discussion of this book 
can be found on Wikipedia, which, as noted, con-
sistently displays bias and distortion on contro-
versial subjects, including vaccines. Solzhenitsyn 
succinctly stated his case elsewhere:

You must understand. The leading Bolsheviks 
who took over Russia were not Russians. They hat-
ed Russians. They hated Christians. Driven by eth-
nic hatred they tortured and slaughtered millions 
of Russians without a shred of remorse.... More of 
my countrymen suffered horrific crimes at their 
bloodstained hands than any people or nation ever 
suffered in the entirety of human history. It cannot 
be overstated. Bolshevism committed the greatest 
human slaughter of all time. The fact that most of 
the world is ignorant and uncaring about this enor-
mous crime is proof that the global media are in the 
hands of the perpetrators.

Only a fool would deny the likelihood that this 
inner drive to attain political power and then to 
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commit mass murder — a biological impulse in-
eradicable in all too many Jews — has not spilled 
over into their drive to shoot American children 
full of vaccines.

v

An affinity for mass murder has always resid-
ed in a striking percentage of Jews. It flourishes in 
modern times, as seen in the April 10, 2001 BBC 
headline featuring a photograph of the late rabbi, 
Ovadia Yosef, a major spiritual and political fig-
ure in Israel — the kind of headline rarely seen in 
Great Britain and never seen in the U.S. Although 

Mr. Yosef wanted all Palestinian Arabs dead, he 
was willing to spare other Gentiles, in another ser-
mon referring to them as “donkeys” whose only 
purpose in life was to serve Jews. When the rabbi 
died on October 7, 2013 at age 93, 800,000 mourn-
ers — ten percent of the population — jammed the 
streets of Jerusalem for his funeral, the largest in 
Israel’s history. The same impulse surfaced in the 
1941 self-published book Germany Must Perish! 
by an American Jew named Theodore Kaufman. 
On the title page, Kaufman wrote, “This dynam-
ic volume outlines a comprehensive plan for the 

Part of a story from the BBC (still available in full on their Web site as of 2020)
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extinction of the German nation and the total 
eradication, from the earth, of all her people.” On 
page 87, reproduced here, he recommends steril-
ization to accomplish this. The context is unclear 
as to whether he is mentioning vaccination as a 
less desirable sterilization procedure or just mak-
ing a comparison. In either case, Jews who shout 
the loudest for wide vaccination coverage proba-
bly have a hidden agenda, and it should be noted 
that in the 1990s, laced vaccines were secretly used 
as an experiment to induce sterilization in tetanus 
vaccination campaigns sponsored by WHO in 
Kenya, Mexico, Nicaragua and the Philippines. A 
related item was reported in the London Sunday 
Times on November 15, 1998 under the heading 
“Israel planning ‘ethnic’ bomb as Saddam caves 
in.” While I’m skeptical of some of the content, I 
would put absolutely nothing past these people. 
I’ll reproduce a few lines here and invite the reader 
to examine the whole article and make up his own 
mind:

Israel is working on a biological weapon that 
would harm Arabs but not Jews, according to Is-
raeli military and western intelligence sources. The 
weapon, targeting victims by ethnic origin, is seen as 
Israel’s response to Iraq’s threat of chemical and bi-

ological attacks.... In developing their “ethno-bomb,” 
Israeli scientists are trying to exploit medical ad-
vances by identifying distinctive genes carried by 
some Arabs, then create a genetically modified bac-
terium or virus. The intention is to use the ability of 
viruses and certain bacteria to alter the DNA inside 
their host’s living cells. The scientists are trying to 
engineer deadly micro-organisms that attack only 
those bearing the distinctive genes. The programme 
is based at the biological institute in Nes Tziyona, 
the main research facility for Israel’s clandestine ar-
senal of chemical and biological weapons.... The dis-
ease could be spread by spraying the organisms into 
the air or putting them in water supplies.

v

When I took the Trans-Siberian railway clear 
across Russia in 1980 — from the Pacific coast to 
the Polish border, with stopovers in five cities — 
the Red terror had long since abated, as had Jewish 
supremacism, though I’m sure Jews still had it bet-
ter than most. It was a grim, shabby country, and 
a glimpse of everyday life confirmed that I would 
never want to live here. I’ll never forget the awful 
food and the tired, musty smell of all the railroad 
stations, which a travel writer once described as 
a combination of body odor, rotten cabbage and 
cheap cigarette smoke. Russians have a reputation 
as a tough, humorless people, to which I can attest 
— understandable after all they’ve been through. 
In 1980 there was no fear in the air, though, and 
ordinary people who spoke some English were ea-
ger to strike up a conversation.

As the final decade of the twentieth century 
got underway, the house of communism, held to-
gether for so long by the crumbling plaster of big 
lies, came tumbling down in the Soviet Union and 
its east European satellites. In Russia, however, a 
new round of suffering descended on the common 
people who, for the most part under communism, 
were provided with the basic necessities of life if 
little else. With privatization of the economy, and a 
drunken court jester named Boris Yeltsin pretend-
ing to run the country, a handful of Jewish oligarchs 
went on a smash-and-grab spree in cahoots with 
their racial cousins abroad and domestic gangsters, 
plundering Russia’s natural resources, taking over 
the media, and plunging most Russians to a level 
of poverty and despair they had never known. The 
elderly saw their pensions wiped out, fuel for heat-
ing in winter grew scarce, and there were extended 
power cuts. Violent crime ran amok, hunger and 
malnutrition stalked the land, and the only escape 

A page from Kaufman’s Germany Must Perish!
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was alcohol or suicide. They were very bad years. 
In these desperate circumstances, thousands of 
young Russian and Ukrainian women, looking 
for jobs to support their families, were lured by 
newspaper advertisements promising bona fide 
employment in Israel. The ads were traps set by 
an international network of Jewish pimps. Once 
they arrived they were kidnapped, imprisoned in 
brothels or fortified apartments, and forced into 
prostitution under the most inhumane conditions. 
In Israel, the world’s most ethnocentric state, one 
set of laws applies to Jews and another set to ev-
eryone else. Sexual slavery is legal in this country 
as long as the captive women are not Jewish, and 
the few cases that went through the courts in the 
1990s were treated nonchalantly by Israeli judg-
es. Amnesty International investigated this ter-
rible situation, and it was even written up in an 
article headed “Contraband Women” in the very 
Jewish and pro-Israel New York Times of January 
11, 1998. While the author used the code phrase 
“Russian crime gangs” and diluted the story with 
similar accounts in other countries, it reflected 
very poorly on Israel. But even though the Times is 
arguably the single most powerful media organ in 
the world, one article buried in one issue is not go-
ing to get noticed, let alone change anything. Have 
you heard of it? Ryssen’s The Jewish Mafia devotes 
one long chapter to the subject in sickening detail, 
and reviews this distinctive worldwide Jewish tra-
dition through the ages.

Unfortunately, these dastardly crimes commit-
ted against pretty, innocent Russian and Ukrainian 
women isn’t the worst of it — far from it. I remem-
bered reading in the underground press years back 
about an incident that sent shock waves through 
Italy. Unsuspecting television viewers switched on 
their sets to a regular news program only to see 
video footage of small children being sexually tor-
tured to death. I recall that the TV station switch-
board lit up with calls from people traumatized by 
what they had seen, many also enraged that it was 
shown without warning. But I don’t recall reading 
about a Jewish angle. Just recently, however, I read 
a book titled Blood Ritual by Philip deVier which 
jogged my memory about this. The author tells 
us that he accessed a report from a now defunct 
web site, libertariansocialist.com, on December 9, 
2000. Quoting the report from page 163 of Blood 
Ritual:

Rome, Italy — Italian and Russian police, work-
ing together, broke up a ring of Jewish gangsters 

who had been involved in the manufacture of child 
rape and snuff pornography. Three Russian Jews 
and eight Italian Jews were arrested after police 
discovered they had been kidnapping non-Jewish 
children between the ages of two and five years old 
from Russian orphanages, raping the children, and 
then murdering them on film. Mostly non-Jewish 
customers, including 1700 nationwide, 600 in Italy, 
and an unknown number in the United States, paid 
as much as $20,000 per film to watch little children 
being raped and murdered. Jewish officials in a ma-
jor Italian news agency tried to cover the story up, 
but were circumvented by Italian news reporters, 
who broadcast scenes from the films live at prime 
time on Italian television to more than 11 million 
Italian viewers. Jewish officials then fired the ex-
ecutives responsible, claiming they were spreading 
“blood libel.”

DeVier then observes: “Jews are a tiny minority 
in every country where they live, except in Israel. A 
minority of the customers might well be Jews, and 
at the same time the Jews could be vastly over-rep-
resented among them. Be that as it may, the pro-
ducers of this hateful filth have been identified as 
Jews.” While he is undoubtedly correct about this, 
one should not lose sight of the fact that Jews do 
not have a monopoly on extreme sexual deviancy. 
The Franklin Cover-Up by the late John DeCamp, a 
decorated Vietnam vet, lawyer, Nebraska state sen-
ator and father of four, is the most horrifying book 
I have ever read. Written at considerable risk to his 
own life, the author descends into the catacombs 
of the crimes mentioned in the previous para-
graph, as they transpired, around the same time, 
in the corridors of power in Washington D.C. and 
the Omaha area, along with the incredibly corrupt 
court proceedings that accompanied them. If you 
want to know just how far gone America is, read 
this book — but I warn you, read it only if you can 
cope with depths of evil that don’t seem possible. 
I might add that none of the three most notorious 
convicted sex monsters in this time frame — John 
Wayne Gacy, Ted Bundy, and Jeffrey Dahmer — 
were Jewish. Teenage boys were preferred by Gacy, 
while Dahmer liked them a little older; Bundy 
preyed on women. If you’re curious you can read 
about them on Wikipedia or watch them inter-
viewed on YouTube. It’s particularly instructive 
to watch Bundy’s last jailhouse interview, the day 
before he was electrocuted at Florida State Prison. 
Such a nice-looking, soft-spoken, all-American 
young man from a good Christian family. Golly, 
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if he had been talking about something other than 
his addiction to pornography, and if you didn’t 
know he had raped and murdered more than thir-
ty young women — beheaded a dozen of them, 
and many times returned to their hidden, decom-
posing corpses to violate them again — you’d want 
your daughter to marry the guy. I say it’s instruc-
tive because I believe that behind the caring façade 
of some of these vaccine pushers, who love to 
make pious noises about safeguarding the health 
of our children, there burns an unquenchable de-
sire to kill them.

Blood Ritual is an admirably open-minded 
investigation into charges going back to biblical 
times that certain Jewish cults have engaged in the 
ritual sacrifice of Gentiles, mostly children, in cere-
monies often tinged by atavistic sexual aberrations 
and a bitter hatred of Jesus Christ. The author trac-
es the historical record right through to the twen-
tieth century, uncovering some two hundred cases, 
and concludes that in many of these the evidence is 
weak, but in many others it’s overwhelming, noting 
that vestiges of child sacrifice have existed in many 
cultures, and it’s absurd to exempt Jews. Interest-
ingly, he notes that there was an uptick in cases in 
the nineteenth century, as Europeans supposedly 
became more enlightened and their attitudes to-
wards Jews became much more tolerant than what 
they were in the Middle Ages. The cover of deVier’s 
lucid book, reproduced here, depicts the murder 
by three Jews of a young Polish woman named Ag-
nes Hruza on March 29, 1899, for the purpose of 
collecting her blood. It was taken from a postcard 
widely circulated in eastern Europe at the time. 

The most authoritative work on Jewish ritual 
sacrifice prior to Blood Ritual was Richard Burton’s 
The Jew, the Gypsy, and El Islam, posthumously 
published in 1898. A larger-than-life figure — 
dauntless African explorer, disguised wanderer in 
Mideast bazaars, fluent in more than twenty lan-
guages, to name just a few marvels about him — 
Burton’s name is recognized by practically no one 
today. Need I add that practically no one has heard 
of his book? Few men have been so finely attuned 
to the repulsive nature of the Talmudic Jew as he, 
and he analyzed this fact in all its nuances, caring 
nothing about etiquette. Burton lived and wrote 
in England’s Victorian era. He called out the po-
lite society of his day, forerunners of the modern 
“Let’s all learn to live together” crowd, who were 
too fearful to reckon with the innate bloodthirsti-
ness of a certain type of Jew.

“Blood libel” is the cry certain Jews raise when 
they are accused of modern crimes, an allusion 
to what they want everyone to believe are laugh-
ably absurd medieval charges that they once used 
the blood of murdered Christian children in their 
secret ceremonies. Until recently, in fact, a statue 
depicting such a murder in 1286 and a mural il-
lustrating a similar child sacrifice in 1475, could 
be seen by tourists at churches in Oberwesel, Ger-
many and Trento, Italy, respectively. Undoubtedly 
these were the creations of the same kind of sick 
people among us today who are always ready to 
use the Jews as convenient scapegoats, because we 
all know that such things never happened, just like 
Benjamin Franklin never said what he said at the 
Constitutional Convention, just like The Protocols 
of the Learned Elders of Zion was a forgery writ-
ten by some anti-Semitic screwball, just like Leo 
Frank was innocent, just like Israeli pilots mistook 
the Liberty for an Egyptian ship, just like Hitler 
gassed six million Jews, just like, just like.... Ac-
tually, this phenomenon is still with us. I call the 
reader’s attention to, of all things, the Oprah Win-
frey television show of May 1, 1989, which fea-
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tured a panel discussion on child sacrifice. On this 
particular program, a homely Jewish woman, aged 
29, discussed her upbringing in a family of ritual 
murderers, how this family custom dated back to 
the 1700s, and how there are many Jewish families 
practicing child sacrifice in America today. She 
also mentioned, without offering details, that she 
was forced by her parents to participate in it her-
self when she was young, and is now struggling to 
recover psychologically. The murmurs of a freaked 
out audience are barely audible. Her mother is an 
upstanding citizen living in the Chicago area to-
day, she said. I never heard of a follow-up police 
investigation. How this program was allowed to 
air on nationwide TV — how it was taped in the 
first place — is beyond my comprehension. It can 
be seen on YouTube. A related item on YouTube 
can be found by typing “How to kill Goyim and 
influence people,” an obvious lampoon of the title 
of the famous Dale Carnegie book. On August 18, 
2010 a conference was held at the Ramada Hotel 
in Jerusalem where one old rabbi after another, 
speaking in Hebrew with English subtitles, takes 
the podium to defend a recent book published in 
Israel claiming that the Torah condones the kill-
ing of Gentile children. The video also shows a 
young Israeli poet in the audience, who had heard 
enough, shouting something, then being dragged 
out of the room by two burly men. Afterwards two 
American Jews are briefly interviewed in the lob-
by, the first condemning this interpretation of the 
wise rabbis — whether he was sincere is anyone’s 
guess — and the second seemingly not bothered 
by it.

(February 2020 update: As seen on a stunning 
60 Minutes interview that aired on December 1, 
2019, produced by Shachar Bar-On, who calls him-
self “a proud Jerusalemite,” YouTube’s Jewish CEO, 
Susan Wojcicki, told Lesley Stahl, also Jewish (as 
so many of that program’s line-up have been over 
the years) that her extremely popular social me-
dia platform had taken down 70% of controver-
sial content. This assignment was still being car-
ried out by a detail of YouTube monitors, some of 
whom — get this — had “bought into” the content 
they were reviewing. Stahl is a typical bubblehead 
made for TV journalism, whose demeanor during 
this interview was such that she could’ve been 
holding a sign that read “It’s about time we started 
this censorship.” It’s all about getting rid of misin-
formation, hate, and conspiracy theories, you see. 
Misinformation includes, in Stahl’s own words, 

“medical quackery,” and she even mentioned — 
can you imagine? — the assertion that vaccines 
cause autism. I did a quick check and found that 
the Oprah Winfrey program on child sacrifice has 
been removed, though there’s still plenty of print 
discussion about it. At this writing, the YouTube 
censors haven’t yet caught up with the Jerusalem 
conference.)

v

Coming full circle, the new century began with 
the usually intoxicated Yeltsin stepping down and 
a former KGB man taking the reins. Within a few 
years, Vladimir Putin restored law and order and 
adequate living conditions, and jailed some of the 
top Jewish gangsters, while others fled the country, 
some to Israel, others to Great Britain and Amer-
ica. Putin, like Russia, has always been something 
of an enigma. On the whole I believe him to be 
a worthy person and a prudent statesman with a 
clear vision of the world scene — a rarity indeed 
among political leaders in our time. He is, in fact, 
the first leader since Czar Nicholas to personify 
the heart and soul of his people, building a new 
country on the ruins of the old. I’m aware that 
some American patriots, who point to his kow-
towing to Israel and obsequious gestures towards 
Russian rabbis, see him as a weak-kneed figure-
head, even a sell-out. That may be. There are cer-
tainly paradoxes about the man and he has deeply 
disappointed me at times, especially his refusal 
to budge one inch on even the most threadbare 
myths about the Second World War, and his sign-
ing into law a directive making Holocaust denial 
a criminal offense punishable by up to five years 
in jail. I would agree that in part he’s under the 
thumb of organized Jewry, but also in part, and 
unlike any American president, he’s his own man, 
trying to maintain a delicate balancing act on the 
world stage. To me he’s the Russian version of Ron 
Paul. This is no place to analyze his many moves 
and the geopolitical complexities of the former So-
viet Union. The fact that Putin has been continu-
ally disparaged here by bought lawmakers and the 
piranha press — in appraisals ranging from vague 
mistrust to foaming-at-the-mouth hatred — is 
evidence enough that there’s some good in him. 
He has slammed the corporate profiteering men-
tality on several occasions, taking aim especially 
at mass vaccination and genetically modified food 
products, though trolls are always at work on the 
Internet and there are those who deny he has said, 
“We as a species have the choice to continue to de-



238

will vaccines be the end of us?

velop our bodies and brains in a healthy upward 
trajectory, or we can follow the Western example 
of recent decades and intentionally poison our 
population with genetically altered food, pharma-
ceuticals, vaccinations, and fast food that should 
be classified as a dangerous, addictive drug.” State-
ments like these, which dump sand into the gears 
of the New World Order, do not endear him to 
those who rule behind the scenes and their min-
ions. Furthermore, he must know what the Jews 
did to his country in the twentieth century, even 
if at times he feels he must “play the game” to pla-
cate the Jewish global media nexus. A photograph 
of him shaking hands with a wheelchair-bound, 
beaming Alexander Solzhenitsyn, taken shortly 
before the latter’s death in 2008, says all that needs 
to be said about Solzhenitsyn’s trust in him. Did he 
deserve this trust? It goes without saying that Pu-
tin knows of Two Hundred Years Together, and one 
can only guess that he has read it. That he has also 
been photographed in the midst of a dozen rabbis 
adds to the mystery of the man and to the proof of 
global Jewish dominance.

v

Hopefully a fair number of readers have found 
this discussion enlightening, and will want to read 
some of the suppressed books I’ve mentioned, be-
cause I haven’t discussed one percent of the story. 
Now it’s time to move on and apply these facts to 
the history of vaccination, and especially to the 
here and now. But before I introduce this Jewish 
rogues gallery, I’ll pause and put things in their 
proper perspective, because this is not an open 
and shut case. To backtrack a bit, there are plen-
ty of loathsome white Gentiles among us, from 
street level to Deep State level, and there are vac-
cine malefactors who are not Jewish. The most in-
famous, in my opinion, is Microsoft founder and 
multibillionaire Bill Gates, the wizard of world-
wide population reduction under the guise of sav-
ing children through mass inoculation. Gates is 
truly twisted. He seems to think that being one of 
the world’s richest men entitles him to play God, 
when he should be in the dock sweating for his 
life. (For the record, I too think the world would 
be a much better place with far fewer people, but 
would be very leery of any human being engi-
neering such a project, least of all a mattoid like 
Gates.) Flimflam artists Edward Jenner and Louis 
Pasteur were not Jewish, nor are many mean and 
close-minded pediatricians, nurses and health of-
ficials scattered across fifty states. Furthermore, 

there are ordinary and harmless Jewish parents 
who have felt great pain and know firsthand the 
damage that vaccines do to children, and there are 
Jews, both doctors and laymen, who are fighting 
the good fight. The late Dr. Robert Mendelsohn is 
rightly regarded as a pioneer in the modern an-
ti-vaccine movement. For years he wrote a syndi-
cated column, The People’s Doctor, featured in the 
Chicago Daily News, in which he frequently took 
aim at vaccines, expressing his skepticism about 
their efficacy and concern about their hidden 
risks. His articles were later compiled in a book. 
His insights and wry humor make reading them 
equally entertaining and informative. If he hadn’t 
made a small joke somewhere about his Jewish 
background, I wouldn’t have thought about it. Neil 
Miller’s books have also been an invaluable contri-
bution to the awareness of vaccine dangers. I don’t 
know his ancestry, but judging from his name and 
the one photograph I’ve seen of him, my guess is 
that he too is Jewish. And there have been others.

So why am I singling out Jews as culprits in the 
vaccine racket? Because of the lopsided number of 
those involved in it. Because of their clannishness 
and talent for organization. Because behind the 
mask of lofty scientific pursuit what really drives 
most of them, I believe, is a genetic imperative 
to destroy other human beings while making big 
money, something they’ve been doing for a long 
time. Because it’s no coincidence, as I’ve said, that 
children living in the most Jewish country in the 
world, after Israel, are also the most heavily vac-
cinated. Noteworthy also is the fact that in Israel, 
where needless to say Jewish officials establish pub-
lic health policy, parents are free to decide whether 
or not their children get vaccinated. There are no 
Paul Offits running around in that country that 
I’m aware of. When people like Barbara Loe Fish-
er say that childhood vaccination is not a medical 
issue but a culture war, what they’re really saying, 
whether they’re aware of it or not, is that it’s part 
of a broader Jewish war against their host society.

In the chapter on polio we saw some of the pet-
ty personal conflicts that characterized the search 
for a vaccine, the most celebrated being the long-
standing rivalry between Jonas Salk and Albert 
Sabin. Both men were unconvicted felons, though 
Sabin appears to have been the more contempt-
ible, at times even to his friends. A rank hypocrite 
who in 1951 had berated Hilary Koprowski — like 
himself, a Polish-born Jew — for testing a live-vi-
rus vaccine on institutionalized children in up-
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state New York, Sabin was elated to have his own 
dangerous vaccine tested in 1959 on 77 million 
young people living under communist tyranny in 
the former Soviet Union. What really happened as 
a result of that unprecedented experiment might 
never be known. This catty competition was more 
like a squabbling among Hasidic diamond mer-
chants than anything related to real science.

Koprowski was up to his eyebrows in contro-
versy. His disgraceful experiments on children in 
New York, Northern Ireland and the Congo were 
reviewed in the chapter on polio. Reading the 
many criticisms of him by others who worked on 
vaccines, Jew and Gentile alike, he comes across as 
a thief, a liar, a cutthroat — in short, a man with-
out a conscience. Koprowski committed his third 
and most grave polio vaccination felony during 
his foray into the Congo, prior to that country’s 
descent into anarchy upon independence in 1960. 
According to Paul Offit, he went there because “he 
was driven to prevent the horrors of polio.” Oh, I’ll 
bet he was, just like Offit says. Another Albert Sch-
weitzer, without a doubt. Having traveled around 
rural Africa, and seen how these simple natives are 
so trusting of the white man, of his superior med-
icine and good intentions — a trust based on their 
past observations, because many sincere white 
people have tried to improve the lives of African 
natives — it enrages me to think of the Koprowskis 
of the world marching into African villages with 
their needles and flasks and causing babies to die 
like flies. This has happened many times and it 
still happens. It’s how the world works, unfortu-
nately. In any event, two investigative journalists, 
one British and one American, later wrote that Ko-
prowski might have initiated the AIDS epidemic in 
Africa by administering doses of his polio vaccine 
that were contaminated with the virus that caus-
es AIDS. Nutty idea? There have been so many 
allegations of experiments in population control 
through vaccination campaigns in impoverished 
countries, usually involving anti-fertility agents 
concealed in vaccines, like those I mentioned 
above, that only the woefully ignorant would 
laugh at such a possibility. And there have been as 
many accusations of sloppy procedures and gross 
indifference to human life in conducting these ex-
periments. An American, Tom Curtis, interviewed 
Koprowski and several other aging veterans of the 
mid-twentieth-century polio vaccine campaign. 
He wrote what I thought was an excellent article 
that was published in the March 19, 1992 edition 

of the counterculture magazine Rolling Stone. 
Curtis did not draw any firm conclusions, nor did 
he assail anyone’s character, but he did poke into 
a hornet’s nest of troublesome issues and asked 
questions that the interviewees definitely did not 
like. Naïvely, Curtis held that these men had the 
best of intentions, and had, at worst, inadvertently 
contaminated the vaccine with AIDS in their haste 
to achieve a medical breakthrough. Koprowski 
issued a sharp reply and then did something that 
Jews are very good at doing: he sued Curtis and 
Rolling Stone — for defamation, no less. This sent 
waves of consternation through the scientific com-
munity, because Curtis had done nothing more 
than offer a hypothesis, and there truly was noth-
ing defamatory about anyone in the article.

Rather than go into the back and forth ver-
bal thrusts, I ask you to look at the big picture. 
A Polish Jew in his thirties emigrates to Ameri-
ca, eventually sets up shop in Philadelphia (inci-
dentally, Paul Offit’s base and a city top-heavy in 
pharmaceuticals and suspect medicine), performs 
experiments on children, already mentioned, for 
which, in my opinion, he should’ve been strapped 
in the electric chair, then turns around and sues an 
American-born writer who did nothing more than 
state that Koprowski, and others, might have done 
something terribly wrong by accident. Koprowski 
won the lawsuit and was symbolically awarded $1 
in damages, but he got what he probably wanted 
all along: a mea culpa published in Rolling Stone, 
telling readers what a great scientist he really is, 
and the satisfaction of dealing the magazine a 
heavy financial blow to the tune of half a million 
dollars in legal fees. Parenthetically, the British re-
searcher Edward Hooper, who had spent years liv-
ing and traveling around Africa, went on to write 
a very long and widely praised book on the subject 
titled The River: A Journey Back to the Source of 
HIV and AIDS. I haven’t read it, but according to 
independent reviews, it implicates Koprowski and 
company in some very shady activities. A perusal 
of Hooper’s website, aidsorigins.com, tells me that, 
unless I’m badly deceived, he is a very careful and 
meticulous researcher, and an honorable man.

Eclipsing even Koprowski’s nefarious activities 
were the well-known experiments carried out by 
Saul Krugman at the Willowbrook State Hospital 
in Staten Island, New York, home to thousands 
of severely handicapped children, referred to in 
an earlier chapter. Older readers of these lines 
may recall the televised reports of Geraldo Rivera 
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who, in 1972, long before sliding into his natural 
niche of trash TV, made his name by entering Wil-
lowbrook unannounced with a camera crew and 
filming the horrible conditions in that warehouse, 
which was eventually closed down. (Years earlier, 
Senator Robert Kennedy, who also made a sur-
prise visit, called it a “snake pit.”) In fact these vid-
eos, preserved on the Internet, were instrumental 
in the enactment of sweeping laws that forbade 
the use of children in medical experiments. But 
Rivera missed the bigger story, lost in the heart-
rending images on the television screen — that 
the children of Willowbrook, most of whom were 
likely vaccine-injured to begin with, had been fed 
milkshakes that contained hepatitis B-infected hu-
man feces as part of Krugman’s experiment. In a 
sane country, Krugman would’ve been thrown off 
a cliff. In this country, he won numerous awards 
and became president of the American Pediatric 
Society.

Maurice Hilleman, head of vaccine research at 
Merck Pharmaceuticals for many years, suppos-
edly was of German stock and raised in an Epis-
copal household. Considering that he was born 
and raised in rural Montana, this may be true, but 
considering all the other lies in Offit’s Vaccinated 
about him, he may have been hiding something. 
I suspect he was descended from marranos, Jews 
in medieval Spain and Portugal who converted 
to Christianity to avoid persecution or expulsion, 
while secretly adhering to Jewish beliefs. What-
ever blood ran through his veins, with his abra-
sive personality and a mouth that constantly spat 
four-letter words, he fit right in with his many 
Jewish colleagues in what can best be called a mu-
tual admiration/vilification society. In a colossal 
understatement he called Krugman’s Willowbrook 
studies “the most unethical medical experiments 
performed on children in the United States.” Yet 
in Vaccinated he appears in a photograph stand-
ing right next to Krugman in a group of five, win-
ners of the prestigious Lasker Award, named af-
ter a Jewish advertising executive and his trendy 
philanthropist wife, an early advocate of abortion 
on demand. Actually, Hilleman himself was a pro-
ponent of testing vaccines on handicapped “throw 
away” children who were wards of the state, and 
he did so with his mumps vaccine. As a matter of 
fact, in all my reading on this subject, I have never 
come across a single person involved in the devel-
opment of vaccines who raised any strong objec-
tions to this long-established practice — though 

a few felt uneasy about it — which is still carried 
out on helpless children in poor countries around 
the world.

The following statement attributed to Hilleman 
appears in Vaccinated: “Most children, mentally 
retarded or not, get the mumps. My vaccine gave 
all these children the chance to avoid the harm 
of that disease. Why should retarded children be 
denied that chance? Retarded children are per-
ceived as more helpless; but the understanding of 
the shot they were given, and their willingness to 
participate in the trial, was no different than [that 
of] healthy babies and young children....” But I ask 
you: the understanding of the shot they were given_ 
and the willingness to participate in the trial on the 
part of retarded children and healthy babies! Did 
Hilleman really say that, or is this just one more 
Offit whopper?

For what was likely premeditated mass murder, 
we turn our attention to a different kind of victim, 
and yet another Jew from Poland who made his 
way to this country. The saga of Wolf Szmuness, 
born in 1919, from his native land to a Siberian 
prison during the war years, then to a Russian 
medical school, then back to Poland where he be-
came a close friend of the future pope John Paul II, 
then to Italy, and finally to America, where in a few 
short years he became head of epidemiology at the 
New York City Blood Bank, is so bizarre that it calls 
to mind an issue that the great industrialist Henry 
Ford, in his book The International Jew, raised in 
the 1920s: “[The Jewish question] begins in very 
simple terms — How does the Jew so habitually 
and so resistlessly gravitate to the highest places? 
What puts him there? Why is he put there? What 
does he do there? What does the fact of his being 
there mean to the world?” Ford had in mind the 
shadowy Bernard Baruch, a man of no distinction 
other than his ill-earned fortune, who had wormed 
his way to the elbow of Woodrow Wilson, and re-
mained an “adviser” without portfolio to the next 
four presidents. Another baleful, power-hungry 
Jew, the German-born Henry Kissinger, emulated 
Baruch in playing the globe like his personal chess 
board, plotting the downward destiny of nations, 
instigating war crime after war crime (see Christo-
pher Hitchens’s The Trial of Henry Kissinger), and 
telling half a dozen presidents what to do. Even at 
age 94 he sat down with Trump, who felt obligated 
to confer with him. Not to forget our first female 
secretary of state, the gargoylish Madeline Al-
bright who, during a 60 Minutes interview shown 
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on May 12, 1996, once again with Lesley Stahl 
who this time was gently confrontational, said 
that the imposition of U.N. sanctions which had 
brought death to a half million Iraqi children, a 
war crime that no doubt delighted her, was “a very 
hard choice, but the price — we think the price is 
worth it.” This was broadcast around the world to 
universal outrage, particularly in Arab and Islamic 
countries, but it went right over the heads of most 
Americans who saw the program. This woman 
actually is a Czech-born Jewess whose real name 
is Marie Korbelova. If the suffering in Iraq wasn’t 
enough, she could barely contain her glee over 
the U.S.-led NATO attack on Yugoslavia in 1999, 
which included the Easter Sunday bombing of the 
capital city Belgrade. Nearly three months of air 
strikes killed between several hundred and sever-
al thousand civilians, and displaced hundreds of 
thousands, depending on whose statistics are most 
accurate. The creature will not be prosecuted for 
any of this. Instead, book signings — her latest is 
Fascism: A Warning — occupy her time these days.

Szmuness’s important position allowed him to 
conceive and perform a large-scale experiment 
with a hepatitis B vaccine using homosexuals as 
subjects. However, he required that they be young, 
healthy and promiscuous, and that they agree to 
be vaccinated three times and donate blood ten 
times. Large ads were taken out in the queer news-
paper New York Native seeking volunteers, and 
notice was circulated throughout Greenwich Vil-
lage about the new untested vaccine. The response 
was favorable; 1083 homosexuals participated, 
though some believe the real number was much 
higher. The experiment was generously funded by 
various federal health agencies. It began in New 
York City in November 1978, ran for a year, then 
resumed in San Francisco, Los Angeles, Denver, 
Chicago and St. Louis, ending in 1981. The onset 
of a new and dreadful disease, AIDS, corresponds 
to this time period and these cities. Most people 
who have investigated AIDS beyond mainstream 
media bilge have read that it’s caused by a man-
made virus that was created by splicing the bovine 
leukemia virus and visna virus, found naturally in 
cows and sheep, respectively. They’ve read that it 
was created for possible use as a bioweapon that 
would work by destroying the human immune 
system. Not only do I find this wholly credible, I 
am also convinced that it was deliberately seeded 
in the hep B vaccine in Szmuness’s trial to see how 
it would work. The fact that promiscuity was a re-

quirement is compelling evidence that Szmuness 
wanted to kill a lot of people, or at the very least 
didn’t care if a lot of people died.

Szmuness died of cancer in 1982, taking his se-
cret to the grave. A doctor named Robert Strecker 
was the first to venture into the dark crypt of this 
satanic “science” and shed some light on it. You 
can watch The Strecker Memorandum, a 96-min-
ute video, on the Internet, or read the details in 
Emerging Viruses by Leonard Horowitz or AIDS 
and the Doctors of Death by Alan Cantwell, both of 
which are summarized in this work’s bibliography.

v

Salk, Sabin, Koprowski, Krugman, Offit — these 
are the more famous Jews connected with vaccine 
production and experimentation. But there are 
many more players, some who developed vaccines 
and some who didn’t, but whose work had a direct 
bearing on them. The head of the CDC, Rear Ad-
miral Anne Schuchat, is Jewish, as is Walter Oren-
stein, the CDC’s former longtime immunization 
program director. Leonard Hayflick, Stanley Plot-
kin, Samuel Katz, Max Tishler, Aaron Kellner, Da-
vid Bodian, Baruch Blumberg — all these names 
appear in Offit’s books and in other sources, and 
all are Jews. Nor is this list by any means complete. 
Many had a strong Jewish identity. Blumberg, who 
anointed himself inventor of the hepatits B vac-
cine, much to the chagrin of his competitors, is of 
special interest because he was a lifelong student of 
the Talmud, and according to his Wikipedia page, 
attended weekly discussions on it. No word can 
describe someone claiming to be a scientist and 
also a devoted student of the Talmud. At the same 
time, it underscores my suspicion that beneath the 
steady stream of pro-vaccine propaganda flows an 
undercurrent of Jewish ritual murder, especially 
targeting children. And if not a subliminal form of 
child sacrifice, some Jews might see in mass vac-
cination a dry run to exterminate, through ster-
ilization or deliberate lethal infection, a group or 
an entire nation that they hate, such as the gang 
that tried to poison water supplies in Germany 
shortly after World War Two ended (see the Wiki-
pedia page on “Nakam”). Or it might just satisfy 
a basic need to subjugate and destroy people, or 
perhaps offer an opportunity to become rich and 
famous and wallow in delusions of grandeur after 
doing fake and sloppy science, the consequences 
be damned. Whatever the case, the proportion of 
Jews among those who have taken up the banner 
for vaccines is truly remarkable. 
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Vaccinology is as Jewish as psychoanalysis, gun 
control, modern art, organized crime, the por-
nography industry, forced race mixing, and every 
other activity alien to the values and traditions of 
Americans of European descent. And in addition 
to those named above, there are many Jews on the 
sidelines, in the media and academia, cheering 
for vaccines and flinging mud at the opposition. 
One need only glance at the many Jewish names 
of those endorsing Paul Offit’s views, like those on 
the back cover of his books. Other books, articles, 
web sites and blogs, with a decidedly nasty edge, 
reveal more of the same people, people like Alex 
Berezow, David Gorski, Seth Mnookin, Arthur 
Caplan and Dorit Rubenstein Reiss, some with 
big titles and connections who are all for cracking 
down on what irks them — like eliminating vac-
cine exemptions and revoking the medical licenses 
of anti-vaccine doctors. Berezow has suggested jail 
time for these doctors. Reiss has often teamed up 
with Offit, and like him, she is a repulsive creature 
that many people see through. Also like Offit, she 
has been smacked around pretty good on the In-
ternet. She runs a site with the misleading name 
skepticalraptor.com. A Californian, she studied 
in Israel, her country of birth, and worked in that 
government’s Ministry of Justice. From what I can 
tell, she never pushed hard for vaccination when 
she lived in Israel, if in fact she pushed for it at all. 
What made her come to this country with her loud 
vaccine bullhorn? In her mind, perhaps, vaccina-
tions, like diversity and multiculturalism, should 
be forced on the children of goyim, but not on chil-
dren of the Chosen People. Of late she has slapped 
the label of “terrorism” on anti-vax activists. The 
editorial in the May 8, 2017 issue of the Boston 
Herald, which advocated hanging people like me, 
was written by the unlovely Rachelle Cohen. Her 
face, and Reiss’s too for that matter, betrays her 
tapeworm soul. Dishonorable mention also goes 
to another member of the tribe, Dr. Peter Hotez, 
president of the Sabin Vaccine Institute and hon-
cho at the Baylor College of Medicine who, in an 
article that appeared in the March 3, 2017 Scien-
tific American, wrote that the anti-vaccine move-
ment in America ought to be “snuffed out” — an 
interesting choice of words. (For the uninformed, 
“snuff ” is slang for murder.) Hotez received the 
distinguished achievement award from B’nai B’rith 
International that same month.

Considering all these facts, It would be inter-
esting to find out how many Jews are involved in 

the most twisted medical projects in the maze of 
the Deep State, especially in Fort Detrick, Mary-
land. Undoubtedly, Gentiles are also to be found in 
these criminal enterprises. This invites a compari-
son with the inhuman medical experiments which 
allegedly took place in the wartime concentration 
camps connected with National Socialist Germa-
ny. Here, it’s difficult to separate fact from fiction, 
for example with the gruesome experiments at-
tributed to Dr. Josef Mengele, simply because so 
many Nazi atrocities have been exposed as Jewish 
fairy tales. However, we have it on the authority 
of Dr. Butz that some awful experiments did take 
place in the camps, presumably under the super-
vision of sadistic German doctors. I’m not aware 
of a definitive account of these activities, but I do 
know that Hitler was a humane man, and sought 
to act mercifully towards innocent people, even 
under emergency measures. Thus, I assume — 
and since I haven’t investigated the subject I can 
only assume — that those in the camps selected 
for experiments, such as being immersed in ice 
water and put inside decompression chambers, to 
test the effect it would have on downed German 
fighter pilots — were hardened criminals, not chil-
dren or inoffensive adults. In any event, as histori-
an David Irving has pointed out, Hitler had far too 
much on his plate to concern himself with what 
was happening in the camps, which were not only 
detention centers but work stations vital to the 
German war effort. Certainly, Hitler never would 
allow helpless children, including Jewish children, 
to be used in cruel vaccine experiments, which in 
the twentieth century was common practice in 
America. One might object to this statement by 
pointing to the T4 program implemented in 1939, 
later abandoned, in which institutionalized Ger-
mans, including children, were euthanized. My 
reply would be that this was an impossible choice 
faced by Hitler: a choice between the lives of those 
with severe genetic defects — perhaps some even 
vaccine-damaged — abandoned by their families 
who were a burden to the state, and the lives of 
German soldiers seriously wounded in the early 
phase of the war, who were in desperate need of 
accommodation and care.

Finally, a word is in order about vaccination 
policy in Germany under Hitler — another sub-
ject about which there are information gaps. My 
understanding is that vaccinations, which in Na-
tional Socialist Germany meant only smallpox 
and diphtheria, were required by law — nearly ev-
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eryone got them. Like all social policies, this was 
overseen by the proper authorities; in this case, it 
was probably the personal decision of Dr. Leon-
ard Conti, the Minister of Health. The top officials 
in Hitler’s cabinet were very intelligent men, but 
apparently the vaccine dogma was so ingrained 
in their minds that childhood vaccinations were 
deemed beneficial without reservation. In Table 
Talk there is a passage in which Hitler expressed 
his awareness that some people did not believe 
in vaccines, but apparently, despite his extensive 
knowledge in many fields, including medicine, he 
had no opinion about them either way.

v

As I update this in August 2019, I’m looking 
back at a tempest in a teapot earlier this year in 
Rockland County, just north of New York City. 
As a result of a lot of silly TV and newspaper cov-
erage, New York became the fourth state to dis-
allow religious exemptions, proving for the ump-
teenth time that what we have in this country is 
government by media. It seems an epidemic of 
measles broke out in March — 153 cases, we were 
told — with the parents of unvaccinated children 
in the orthodox Jewish community primarily to 
blame, though journalists knew to tread lightly 
here. Twice as many cases in a month were prob-
ably par for the course in the 1960s without any-
one caring or calling it an epidemic. As always 
— going back in a straight line to Jenner’s day — 
there was no mention of how many of the strick-
en had been vaccinated, and no interest in find-
ing out. The county executive, Ed Day, started 
dancing as soon as the media started tuning up, 
declaring a state of emergency and banning all 
unvaccinated persons under the age of 18 from 
public places. I believe this was a first in Ameri-
can history. Not content with making a near total 
fool out of himself, in the next breath Day went 
all the way by saying there was no practical way 
to enforce his own ruling and he wouldn’t even 
try! Since nothing in the newspapers around here 
can be believed, aside from the tide tables, and 
since this was merely the latest hyped story about 
measles, it doesn’t interest me. I bring it up only 
because it raises the question as to the attitude 
of segregated Jews towards vaccinating their chil-
dren. I looked into this a bit and also took a quick 
look at the issue in Israel. I’m guessing that the 
discussions posted on the Internet in English are 
sincere, and if so, there seems to be a division of 
opinion among these people, as everywhere else, 

over what’s best for their children. There is full 
freedom of choice in Israel, children do not need 
any shots to attend school, yet the compliance 
rate is still 97% — or so the English-language 
press there tells us. That I don’t believe.

Though very cunning, and generally intelli-
gent in a pedantic sense, Jews are hardly a race 
of sages, and are vulnerable to medical dogmas 
like everyone else. Equally significant, as Hitler 
pointed out in Mein Kampf, while Jews become 
unified when they feel threatened by outer dan-
ger, left to themselves they have little sense of 
social cohesion. Under certain circumstances 
they have no compunction against harming and 
sometimes even killing each other. Numerous ex-
amples come to mind. A case in point is Israeli 
prime minister Yitzhak Rabin, assassinated on 
November 4, 1995 by a flaming radical student 
named Yigal Amir, who ludicrously perceived 
him as too moderate. When on July 22, 1946 the 
Irgun blew up the King David Hotel in Jerusa-
lem, headquarters of the British Palestine admin-
istration, they surely knew that some ordinary 
Jews were employed there by the British, but they 
didn’t care. In addition to 74 people killed in the 
blast, mostly British and Arab, 17 Jews died. And 
here’s an interesting quote from Ariel Sharon, the 
Beirut butcher boy, who came right out with it 
in an interview with Israeli journalist Amos Oz 
originally published in the Israeli daily Davar on 
December 17, 1982: “Even today I am willing to 
volunteer to do the dirty work for Israel, to kill as 
many Arabs as necessary, to deport them, to expel 
and burn them, to have everyone hate us, to pull 
the rug from underneath the feet of the Diaspora 
Jews, so that they will be forced to run to us cry-
ing. Even if it means blowing up one or two syn-
agogues here and there, I don’t care....” The point 
I’m trying to make is that, broadly speaking, I 
doubt that Jewish vaccine pushers care much if 
Jewish children are victimized by vaccination, 
except for their own children and those of friends 
and relatives. Or else they’re in denial about it, 
like most Gentile doctors and pediatricians. So 
even if the news reports were true, it was nothing 
more than a typical family spat, such as is preva-
lent among different classes of Jews in Israel. And 
my guess is that, now that everyone has forgotten 
about this “measles epidemic” of early 2019, it’s 
business as usual, with the anti-vax Jews within 
the introverted orthodox community still refus-
ing to vaccinate their kids and still sending them 
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to school, in casual disregard of the new state law, 
with outsiders none the wiser.

v

The title of this book asks if vaccines will be 
the end of us. A corollary question would be “Will 
Jews be the end of us?” As indicated by the quo-
tations that introduced this chapter, it’s some-
thing that thoughtful men through the ages have 
pondered. The late William Pierce, founder of 
the National Alliance, a racial nationalist organi-
zation still in operation despite several setbacks, 
pondered it long and hard. Although I don’t agree 
with every idea Pierce espoused, I still regard him 
as the one of America’s most farsighted think-
ers. Pierce believed that the conflict between Jew 
and Aryan man was a battle of Nature beyond 
any moral considerations, such as takes place 
throughout the plant and animal kingdom, and 
ultimately one or the other will be totally killed 
off. Under the pen name Andrew MacDonald, he 
wrote and in 1978 published The Turner Diaries, 
a fantasy novel of nonstop national and global 
race war that featured, among much extreme vio-
lence, the nuking of New York City and Tel Aviv. 
The book is an underground classic that has sold 
close to a million copies. It’s impossible to say how 
many readers have taken it to heart and shared 
it with others. I read it about ten years ago and 
can’t say that it inspired me. I wish there was a 
better way. But that’s not for me to decide. And 
let it be said that anyone with access to the In-
ternet and a few hours to spare can find plenty 
of explicit death wishes, from Jews and others, 
directed at the entire white race. Here’s a typical 
one from late Jewish professor Noel Ignatiev that 
appeared in the September/October 2002 issue of 
Harvard magazine: “The goal of abolishing the 
White race is, on its face, so desirable that some 
may find it hard to believe that it could incur any 
opposition other than from committed White 
supremacists.... Make no mistake about it: we in-
tend to keep bashing the dead white males, and 
the live ones, and the females too, until the social 
construct known as ‘the White race’ is destroyed.” 
I have no doubt that the great majority of Jews 
in positions of power worldwide think the same 
way, and their relentless push for childhood vac-
cination is a manifestation of their primal instinct 
to destroy, vaccines being one more weapon to 
weaken and enslave the hated white race, with the 
ultimate aim of destroying its will to survive and 
driving it to extinction. I can’t prove that nor can 

anyone disprove it, but that’s what I believe, and I 
rest my case.

Some may say I’ve gone way overboard in get-
ting off on this tangent. In an important sense, 
though, it’s not a tangent at all because I’m certain 
that the future of childhood vaccination is bound 
up with the future of Jewish domination in Amer-
ica, with all its inevitable tyranny and decay. And 
while I’m not a prophet and am not in the habit of 
making predictions, one thing is easy to predict: as 
long as the Jewish power structure remains intact 
— above all, as long as Jews maintain their death 
grip on the mass media — America will contin-
ue to go downhill, and there will be no let-up in 
the drive for child sacrifice through vaccination. I 
don’t know how much resistance this drive will en-
counter. There’s considerable resistance now, even 
if much of it is under the radar. Thus, despite pub-
lished statistics, I don’t think anyone has a clear 
idea of the percentage of those parents who blind-
ly follow what the doctor says, those who have cut 
back on the number of shots, and those who have 
completely rejected them.

v

2020 finds America and the world in a strange 
stasis, as the tectonic plates of reality and illusion, 
intelligence and stupidity, shift and grind against 
each other. Mainstream media lies have become 
so unrestrained that they’re comical, while the 
Internet swells with an ever-growing communi-
ty of truth seekers, at the same time the heavily 
Jewish social media and search engine companies 
go into attack mode to try to silence them. After 
two years of insufferable nonsense about Russia 
swinging the 2016 election, and not one word on 
how Trump’s many Jewish connections made him 
a candidate in the first place, newshounds, strain-
ing at the ends of their leashes, are sniffing around 
for new red herrings. Meanwhile Trump continues 
to encourage the Mideast country he dearly loves 
to ratchet up their aggression and steal more land, 
as do the swamp creatures in his cabinet who sur-
round him as part of the deal he made with the 
devil. But maybe tomorrow he’ll spring something 
new on the world. Who knows with this guy?

The storm clouds of World War Three gath-
er and disperse, gather and disperse, especially 
around Iran. More and more people everywhere 
have become aware of what the mostly Islamic in-
habitants of the Middle East have known for a long 
time, that Israel is global cancer. But how many 
people now know this? Still far too few in Amer-
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ica, but surely many more than fifty years ago. As 
more people recognize Zionism as the re-emer-
gence of Bolshevism, as Israel becomes increas-
ingly isolated, as reality closes in on its leaders and 
the unworkability of their delusions drives them 
closer to the edge, will they resort to the Samson 
Option? Will this swollen parasite try to destroy 
the entire planet?

Somewhere in his writings, Michael Piper 
called for a multinational army to invade Israel 
and oversee the dismantling of its stockpile of nu-
clear warheads. It’s heartening to see that he’s far 
from alone in recognizing the threat posed by Is-
rael and its army of powerful American Jews and 
shabbos-goy disciples, particularly those believers 
in the apocalyptic death cult known as Chris-
tian Zionism. These insights, however, have been 
largely confined to the Internet, where they are 
usually conveyed and shared under the cloak of 
anonymity, and voiced by only a handful of for-
eign statesmen, like the leaders of Iran, Malaysia’s 
Mahathir Mohamad, and the late Hugo Chavez 
of Venezuela. No Western leader as yet has had 
the guts to openly speak the truth. But some have 
lost their fear. A few good people, former mem-
bers of the media, government and military es-
tablishments, have spoken out, and in turn have 
emboldened others. Courage can be contagious. I 
recently read The Host and the Parasite: How Is-
rael’s Fifth Column Consumed America by inves-
tigative journalist Greg Felton, a comprehensive 

study in treason and psychopathic personalities, 
mainly from the Clinton years to the early months 
of the Trump presidency. Although I have some 
criticisms of this book, among them his apparent 
unawareness that the Nuremberg war crimes trial 
was a Talmudic lynching bee dressed in judicial 
finery, and his mindless use of words like “fas-
cism” and “democracy” which he never defines, 
these are minor distractions inside the framework 
of a most important work. Most striking, near the 
end, is his sketch of an ideal scenario to put things 
right — an overthrow of the regime in Washing-
ton D.C. by a man on horseback from within the 
U.S. military, followed by a series of forceful steps 
that he specifies. Could there possibly be one ex-
traordinary man in our armed forces — a Caesar, 
Charlemagne, Napoleon or Hitler waiting in the 
wings — with the willingness and ability to take 
History into his hands and change its currently di-
sastrous course? Anything is possible, but it would 
seem awfully difficult in our present circumstanc-
es. History is filled with surprises, though, and, 
having nearly reached the end of the road here on 
this unpleasant subject, in the last chapter I’ll re-
flect a little more on what may lie ahead.

v

I am not worthy to speak aloud of Adolf Hitler, 
and his life and work are not suited to any senti-
mental talk. He was a champion of mankind, and 
a herald of the message of justice for all nations. He 
was a reforming figure of the highest rank, and his 
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historic fate was that he had to work at a time of 
unparalleled perfidy that ultimately beat him down. 
— Knut Hamsun, Norwegian writer and Nobel 
Laureate

Adolf Hitler is the most maligned and misun-
derstood historical figure of all time, the object of 
so many outrageous lies that no one should waste 
his time refuting any of them. A cultured, emo-
tionally rich man of galactic-level intelligence, he 
singlehandedly brought happiness and prosperity 
to a great nation that had been plunged into the 
depths of poverty and chaos at the end of World 

War One. An ordinary soldier in the German 
army during that conflict, Hitler was wounded by 
shellfire, and after recovering and returning to the 
front lines, he was temporarily blinded in a Brit-
ish gas attack. To his rougher comrades there was 
an air of mystery about this brooding loner, this 
sensitive genius who kept to himself, his faithful 
fox terrier always at his side. Yet they became very 
fond of him as a man of exceptional bravery and 
generosity, who always volunteered for the most 
dangerous missions and never hesitated to share 
his food while going hungry myself.
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Knowing the horrors of war firsthand, carrying 
the pain of the world in his heart, Hitler strove for 
peace in Europe after becoming chancellor of Ger-
many in 1933. He was the first man ever to not 
only intuit the parasitic, destructive nature of the 
Jew, but to do something about it. Nevertheless, 
despite his stridently anti-Jewish policies, he never 
ordered a single innocent Jew put to death, and in 
fact thousands of ordinary Jews continued to live 
quietly in Germany, though as second-class citi-
zens, right through the war years. Nor did Hitler 
forget the kindness of Dr. Eduard Bloch, the Jew-
ish physician who had treated his cancer-stricken 
mother when he was a boy, personally intervening 
to make sure he received special protection. The 
“Final Solution” that he approved was a plan — 
put on hold during the war — to deport most of 
Europe’s Jews to east Russia or Madagascar.

Hitler was a true hero who embodied every 
virtue that good people hold dear, a beloved lead-
er worshiped in his country and greatly admired 
throughout the continent of Europe. His pledge 
to stamp out forever the menace of Bolshevism, 
which had begun to seep westward from Russia, 
inspired the formation of the largest volunteer 
army in world history, the Waffen SS, comprised 
of a half million men from every nation in Europe, 
who fought alongside German units. This sup-
pressed fact alone blows the myth of “The Good 
War” — a phrase coined by Jewish author Studs 
Terkel — out of the water. Although Hitler be-
lieved in the superiority of Aryan man, he was a 
friend to all decent people of all races. Naturally 
he felt closest to his own countrymen, and he es-
pecially loved the children of Germany. Had there 
been hundreds of highly placed vaccine profiteers 
getting rich on the dead and broken bodies of chil-
dren, which is routine business practice in Amer-
ica, and had they been exposed, he undoubtedly 
would have had every one of them shot. The image 
of Adolf Hitler as a mass-murdering monster has 
nothing to do with reality and everything to do 
with Jewish control of the education system and 
the mass media everywhere in the Western world, 
and with it the incorrigible Jewish habit of pound-
ing the wildest lies, mostly through the hypnotic 
effect of television, into the minds of the masses.

v

Most American veterans of World War Two 
went to their graves never doubting the righ-
teousness of the cause they fought for, never 
questioning the Big Lie that Hitler was out to ex-

terminate the Jews and conquer the world. Most 
of them were irreversibly brainwashed. But there 
were exceptions. The most outstanding was the 
charismatic George Lincoln Rockwell, a man of 
multiple talents — like Hitler, a gifted artist as 
well as a spellbinding orator — who dropped out 
of Brown University to enlist in the Navy shortly 
before Pearl Harbor, becoming a fighter pilot in 
World War Two and eventually rising to the rank 
of commander. Throughout his military career, 
which included service in the Korean War, he de-
spised Franklin Roosevelt and became alarmed 
by the communist infiltration of the government 
in Washington, D.C. But it was his reading of 
Mein Kampf in 1951 that changed his life, and 
led him, like some other American and British 
airmen, to feel the deepest remorse for bombing 
Germany during the Second World War. A ge-
nius in his own right, Rockwell instantly grasped 
Hitler’s insight that the ultimate aim of organized 
Jewry, whether under the banner of Communism 
or Zionism, is to destroy the white race by any 
means, including fratricidal wars and intermar-
riage with those of other races. We see this process 
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at work today in all the wars and misery across 
the Islamic world, fomented behind the scenes by 
Jewish brains and money, with endless hordes of 
uprooted refugees, mixed in with miscellaneous 
human refuse, swarming into an enfeebled Eu-
rope. In America we have the same deliberately 
unchecked inundation of non-white immigrants 
from around the world, especially from south of 
the border, which has been going on for decades 
and has permanently disfigured this country, all 
of it supported by influential Jews and Jewish or-
ganizations.

Rockwell went on to found the American Nazi 
Party, declaring his goal of winning the U.S. pres-
idency in 1972. Heartbroken by his beloved wife 
and their four children leaving him, financially 
depleted by the loss of his Navy pension, Rock-
well took to the streets to get his message across, 
fearlessly hurling himself at the enemy at every 

opportunity, undaunted by never-ending hecklers, 
assaults, death threats, unjust arrests and lock-ups, 
often spicing his activism with pranks that would 
make the gods laugh. A tall, handsome man, he 
spoke at numerous colleges in the 1960s, quickly 
winning over hostile students with the soundness 
of his ideas, his priceless sense of humor, and the 
typhoon force of his personality. Tragically, his 
wild and woolly tactics attracted some unbalanced 
followers, and on August 25, 1967 one of them 
gunned him down in cold blood. In the photo be-
low, Rockwell protests a local ordinance against 
“hate groups” by picketing outside the Dallas of-
fice of the Anti-Defamation League. On the pre-
vious page is the front cover of the autobiography 
of an extraordinary twentieth-century American 
whose character will inspire all noble souls who 
wish to save Western civilization and the race that 
created it.
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An extremely important book
America; an air of transparent intellectual hones-
ty; and a lyrical style that made reading a pleasure, 
in places offsetting some dense scientific terminol-
ogy. Here was a man who embodied the very best 
of the British, whose intellect and contribution to 
the treasury of knowledge ranked right up there 
with men like Edward Gibbon, Charles Darwin, 
Sir Arthur Keith and David Irving. On top of all 
that, Hooper had spent several years in Africa, an 
intrepid traveler whose adventures on that conti-
nent far outdistanced mine, as incredible as they 
were. As expected, The River brought to light a few 
factual errors on my part, but I considered them so 
minor that they’re not worth mentioning. I didn’t 
bother correcting them either, nor did I revise the 
comments that accompany my list of sources, be-
cause I like how they show the continually evolv-
ing nature of this book. I didn’t correct my con-
tradictory accounts of the origin of AIDS either, 
which was my sole reason for writing to Ed, but 
these I will discuss.

Chapter 10 solved the mystery. Hooper tells 
us that in 1992, not a year after the collapse of the 
Soviet empire, a former Soviet counterintelligence 
official named Yevgeni Primakov publicly admit-
ted that “the KGB planted stories in the late 1980s 
which alleged that the HIV virus was the result of 
a Pentagon experiment.” But more convincingly, 
in my eyes, was the fact that scattered reports of 
symptoms in African natives that would later be 
attributed to human immunodeficiency virus, or 
HIV, the precursor of AIDS, had entered the medi-
cal literature in the 1960s, and a blood sample from 
as early as 1959 had tested positive for HIV. This 
blew Strecker, Douglass, and the front page of the 
Sunday Times out of the water. I went back to that 
video of the Strecker memorandum that I’d seen 
on the Internet — Robert Strecker, serious, intel-
ligent, handsome, athletic build, all-American sci-
entist. He had it all figured out, I thought, but he 
was wrong — though sincere, I’m sure — and I was 
wrong to believe him. (Strangely, in everything that 
followed, the Szmuness hep B vaccine matter was 
neither addressed nor resolved; the name appears 
only once in The River, in a footnote. This vaccine 
was likely grown on the same substrate as the Ko-
prowski vaccine, which I will come to.)

On a deeper level, The River touches on the 
mysteries of the Life Force — mysteries that are 
as intriguing as they are humbling insofar as they 

IN AN opening page I explained that, due to the 
ocean of information I had to navigate, it’s unlikely 
that this work is free of error, as desirable as that 
would be. On some minor points I’d just have to 
wing it, relying on memory or on something I’d 
read long ago. Re-reading everything I’d written, 
there was only one really sore spot, a discrepan-
cy that puzzled me and I felt had to be put right. 
I had made conflicting statements as to how the 
worldwide AIDS epidemic began. There was the 
Strecker memorandum, which pointed to the di-
abolical invention of a new virus by splicing cow 
and sheep viruses in the U.S. Army laboratory at 
Fort Detrick, Maryland in the 1970s; the idea that 
AIDS was somehow connected to the oral polio 
vaccine experiments in Africa around 1960; the 
allegation made by Dr. William Douglass, and du-
plicated in less seditious terms on the front page of 
the May 11, 1987 London Sunday Times, that the 
smallpox vaccine campaign in Africa in the 1970s 
was the starting point; that AIDS first came on the 
scene in the early 1980s in the wake of Wolf Szmu-
ness’s hepatitis B vaccine trials with homosexuals. 
Clearly, one or more of these suppositions had to 
be wrong. I wanted answers. Whom better to turn 
to, I thought, than Edward Hooper, who had not 
only written an acclaimed book on the subject, but 
also ran the web site aidsorigins.com. There was a 
contact tab. On April 26, 2018 I fired off an email 
telling him a little about me and my book, and ask-
ing him if he could straighten all this out for me. I 
had no idea if I’d get a response.

To my surprise, I received a cordial reply from 
Ed that very day, in which he untangled the prob-
lem to some degree, adding that a full explanation 
could be found in Chapter 10 of his book. Al-
though I’m a lifelong bookworm, it’s not often that 
I read a book 500 pages, let alone 1073, in length. 
Nevertheless I decided to have a look at The Riv-
er: A Journey to the Source of HIV and AIDS, and 
since the tenth chapter began on page 151, not too 
far in, why not start from the beginning?

I quickly realized that this was a very special 
book that I’d have to read through to the end. It 
was the combination of a spirit of open-minded 
scientific investigation, even though the author 
wasn’t a scientist; an uncanny ability to synthesize 
boatloads of disorderly data; a staggering amount 
of research, including more than 600 interviews 
conducted across Europe, Africa and North 
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reduce man to his animal essence and expose his 
hubris — the attitude of some that they can ma-
nipulate Nature without ripping the lid off Pando-
ra’s Box. I wondered, above all, about the relation-
ship between viruses, the tiniest living organisms, 
and higher animals, especially primates. In this 
regard, I remembered something I’d learned long 
ago that fascinated me — I presume it’s true — 
about how the aboriginal Indians in the Ameri-
cas, who had never been exposed to the smallpox 
virus, were decimated by this disease after Euro-
pean explorers and settlers arrived. Hooper’s the-
ory — that an oral polio vaccine (OPV) campaign 
in central Africa in the late 1950s spawned the 
worldwide AIDS epidemic — incorporates these 
profound issues, and attracted the attention of 
Professor William Hamilton of Oxford University, 
a highly renowned evolutionary biologist — con-
sidered Darwin’s heir by some. Hamilton broke 
ranks with his chickenhearted colleagues and be-
came Hooper’s friend and mentor. He wrote the 
foreword to The River. So consumed was he by the 
possibility that HIV had jumped from chimpan-
zee to man by way of mass vaccination and initi-
ated the catastrophe of AIDS, and so concerned 
by the grave implications, that he accompanied 
Hooper on a fact-finding journey to the regressive 
and perpetually unstable Congo in 1999. He re-
turned six months later with two companions, for 
the lowly task of gathering chimp feces in the wild 
for laboratory analysis, which he felt was the key 
to it all. He had confided to Hooper that he would 
risk anything, even his life, to learn the truth. Sad-
ly, his words were prophetic. On this, his second 
trip to the Congo, Hamilton contracted malaria 
and died on March 7, 2000, shortly after returning 
to England.

In The River, Ed Hooper presents a nearly air-
tight case pinpointing central Africa as the source 
of this dreadful disease — a disease that has thus far 
killed something like fifty million people globally, 
with an equal number walking around infected to-
day. AIDS is in retreat in some parts of the world, 
but continues to spread in parts of others. No one 
has suffered more than the people of Africa. It’s a 
very involved story, as one would expect of a book 
this long, but I’ll distill it as best I can: Chimpan-
zee kidneys, which naturally harbor HIV, harmless 
to chimps but deadly to man, were used by Hila-
ry Koprowski to grow his experimental oral polio 
vaccine in the 1950s in what was then the Belgian 
Congo (not to be confused with the much smaller 

former French Congo to the west, both countries 
now independent and both informally called “the 
Congo”). HIV (technically HIV-1) infected this 
vaccine, which was administered to about one mil-
lion people in the Congo, as well as in neighboring 
Ruanda-Urundi (also a territory of Belgium at the 
time, today the independent countries of Rwan-
da and Burundi). This vaccination campaign fell 
under the auspices of the Belgian government, 
and was the brainchild of Koprowski who super-
vised it with his partner Ghislain Courtois. HIV 
is not a man-made virus, nor was it deliberately 
unleashed on hapless African natives, but rather 
it was the unforeseen outcome of devil-may-care 
risk taking, Koprowski’s trademark. Through pro-
miscuity and prostitution, mainly in urban areas, 
but also through normal heterosexual activity and 
human contact, HIV spread throughout Africa 
and beyond. In Africa, the latency period prior to 
full-blown AIDS or AIDS-related terminal illness 
can be several years but small children and babies, 
who can be infected through the placenta or from 
breast milk, die faster because of their immature 
immune systems. Itinerant homosexuals and bi-
sexuals were primary carriers and Haiti was likely 
a major transmission route. (Many Haitians had 
gone to work in the Congo when the white popula-
tion fled after independence in 1960, but they later 
returned home. Haiti was a popular playground 
for American homosexuals in the 1970s.) The 
OPV/AIDS hypothesis is obviously earth-shaking 
in its repercussions, and must be kept under wraps 
or “discredited” by the pro-vaccine crowd and ev-
ery institution connected with it.

The publication of The River, I later learned, 
was a milestone event among AIDS and vaccine 
researchers around the world. You’ll find dis-
cussions about it up and down the Internet. The 
book’s biggest detractors, not surprisingly, were 
and are the usual authorities in organized med-
icine, pharmaceuticals, and the ivory towers of 
academia. Despite their clever arguments and at-
tempts to punch holes in Hooper’s character, not 
one has accepted his challenge to submit solid 
material or documentary evidence demonstrating 
that his theory is wrong, which evidence, he as-
serts, he would gladly acknowledge and admit he 
is wrong. Flipping through books I’d already read, 
I noticed that The River had been mentioned, but 
the recognition was so brief that it hadn’t stuck. In 
two paragraphs in Vaccinated, Paul Offit dismiss-
es the book on laughably shallow grounds — no 
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surprise there — as does David Oshinsky in Polio. 
Neither claimed to have read it.

Long before I finished reading The River, I 
knew I’d be contacting Ed to express my unstint-
ing praise for his accomplishment. I also wanted 
to address what I felt was a huge flaw in his work 
even though it came down to one page. But there 
was more to it. Looking back, it was both impracti-
cal and imposing on my part, but I wanted to enlist 
his support in inaugurating a study of vaccinated 
versus unvaccinated children, and in addition get 
his opinion on my own book by sending him some 
chapters. This touched off a flurry of emails across 
the Atlantic, which lasted all of eleven days. Since 
I was made to understand that these were private 
comments, I promised Ed that I would neither 
quote from them nor refer to their contents. All I 
will say is that there were some irreconcilable dif-
ferences between us, in both personality and view-
points, that put a quick end to our dialogue. De-
spite this, it was very kind of him to take the time 
to compose thoughtful and lengthy replies to each 
email I sent. How many people are like that? This is 
a man who had connected and often locked horns 
with some of the world’s top specialists in the virus 
and vaccine fields, most famously at a widely pub-
licized conference held on September 11-12, 2000 
at the Royal Society in London, where his theory 
was unceremoniously rejected. He probably knows 
more about the biochemistry of AIDS than anyone 
alive, and has conducted what might be the most 
exhaustive scientific investigation ever undertak-
en. He has written a book for the ages on it, a book 
I put right up there with Charles Darwin’s On the 
Origin of Species and Robert Ardrey’s African Gen-
esis. It was a privilege to exchange ideas with Ed-
ward Hooper, if only through the medium of the 
Internet, and even though it didn’t go very far.

 v 
Validating my beliefs about vaccines was the 

last thing on my mind when I began reading The 
River, but by the time I finished reading it every 
one of them had been validated. One that really 
stood out was my conviction that the essence of 
vaccination is child and animal sacrifice — George 
Bernard Shaw had called it “a peculiarly filthy 
piece of witchcraft” — this in connection with 
the gruesome experiments secretly carried out on 
chimpanzees at a secluded jungle facility, and the 
removal of their internal organs while still alive, 
with all the physical and emotional distress that 
entails. Something else was also confirmed: the 

spooky feeling I’d had about Philadelphia when I 
was there for one day. I’d been to Philly only once 
in my life, on an eighth grade field trip, but seeing 
the iconic Liberty Bell had been on my son’s wish 
list for a long time, so we took the bus from New 
York City and stayed one night. Aside from the 
famous historical sights, Philadelphia is home to 
the Wistar Institute, which crops up nearly a hun-
dred times in The River. The Wistar web site bills 
itself as “a global leader in biomedical research 
with special expertise in cancer, immunology, in-
fectious diseases and vaccine development.” Ac-
tually, it has hosted some strange and clandestine 
activities, and in the late 1950s several shipments 
of chimpanzee kidneys were flown there from the 
Congolese city of Stanleyville (now called Kisan-
gani) via Brussels, the Belgian capital, to make 
polio vaccines, then sent back to the Congo. Fur-
thermore, even back then, Wistar had close ties to 
the Children’s Hospital of Philadelphia (CHOP), 
longtime headquarters of Paul Offit, who succeed-
ed Hilary Koprowski as vaccination’s Prince of 
Darkness. Koprowski served as director of Wistar 
from 1957 to 1991, when he was ousted for rea-
sons that are not difficult to imagine, given his in-
bred criminality.

My son and I visited Philadelphia on July 1, 
2015. The city was gearing up for the fiftieth an-
niversary, on the Fourth of July, of what the lo-
cal homo guild was boasting as the first coming 
out of the closet in America. Every lamppost in 
downtown Philly was decked out in the rainbow 
colors of sissyhood. We waited on line with oth-
er tourists to see the Liberty Bell. Just steps away 
from it was a photograph of smiling communist 
Nelson Mandela, and another, taken in 1965, of 
picketing sodomites. They actually looked normal 
back then, even corny. One man, in jacket and tie, 
held a sign that read “Homosexuals are Ameri-
cans too.” I repeat: these large photographs were 
hanging on the wall just a few feet from the Liberty 
Bell! Outside the building there was a display of 
panels telling the story of the American Revolu-
tion. It was openly disrespectful of the Founding 
Fathers, in particular their supposed hypocrisy in 
striving towards political freedom while condon-
ing slavery. The depredations of various African 
tribes as a result of the slave trade took up a lot of 
space. I was shocked by all this. Just who is run-
ning this city, I wondered, who is responsible for 
all this poison which had no purpose other than to 
agitate blacks and glorify homosexuality? A hint 
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was provided right across the street by the pres-
ence of the National Museum of American Jewish 
History. In front of it was a billboard advertising 
some current exhibits: Albert Einstein’s pipe, Jonas 
Salk’s polio vaccine flask, Irving Berlin’s piano. I 
hadn’t heard of this museum, but I did know that 
some bad race stuff had gone down in Philly, that 
it was a simmering hotbed of black racial hatred. 
I had no intention of venturing beyond the tourist 
area, especially with my son. I could write much 
more about my impressions of the city of brotherly 
love, but I’ll sum up by saying that my sixth sense 
was aroused by all these elements of subversion. 
I could almost smell the evil hanging in the air. 
This was Bolshevism poised to strike. And three 
years later, reading about the sinister activities that 
had taken place at the Wistar Institute — although 
Hooper doesn’t quite describe them that way — 
added a creepy dimension to my memory of this 
city. Philadelphia: the cradle of America and the 
deathbed of America. Enough said.

 v 
My conversation with Ed Hooper was quite il-

luminating, and I regret that I can’t reproduce any 
of it, but for my purpose I think I can do just as 
well examining what he states in his book and on 
his web site. (Incidentally, for those who have no 
inclination to read The River, I highly recommend 
watching the 90-minute documentary film “The 
Origin of Aids,” a synopsis of the book, by clicking 
the link on the home page of aidsorigins.com.) I’ve 
already given a capsule review of this work, and 
cannot emphasize too strongly the importance of 
its implications as they bear on the future of man. 
Nevertheless, I wish to point out some major flaws 
in Hooper’s analysis, even though they constitute 
just a few fragments of what he has published.

The most amazing thing I learned about Ed is 
that he’s what I would call a flaming liberal. I really 
couldn’t grasp this at first. Here was a man whose 
thoughts flowed with impeccable logic, who ex-
pressed himself so clearly and beautifully, who 
was so admirably open-minded, testing his theory 
against every possible scientific hitch, and often 
traveling great distances to investigate these hitch-
es. How then, could such a perceptive man make 
such a sappy comment about “white supremacist 
intransigence” in Birmingham, Alabama (where 
he had gone to interview a prominent AIDS re-
searcher) in the 1960s (p. 647), or write a phrase 
like “rancid examples of racism and sexism,” such 
as appears in an essay on his site? Actually, a brief 

background of the author on the back cover of 
The River gives advance notice of this, noting that 
he had served as a United Nations official and a 
BBC correspondent in Africa. Just above that was 
a glowing excerpt from the reviewer of an open-
ly homosexual book club. All the liberal creden-
tials were there. This flabbergasted me because, 
aside from just two or three signs of the mental 
disorder that is liberalism, I felt, while reading the 
book, that I was perfectly attuned to Ed’s way of 
thinking; I felt that I was dealing with a mind of 
the highest development. I’ve often observed how 
people can be so right about some things and so 
wrong about others, that their brains can be divid-
ed into compartments that work independently 
and very differently to each other, but this was the 
most extreme case I’d come across.

I bring this up because it helped me to under-
stand that, in some matters, vaccines among them, 
Ed Hooper doesn’t get it and he’ll probably never 
get it — and I don’t mean that as an insult, just an 
observation. Although, as I’ve said, his knowledge 
of HIV and the polio vaccine that caused it is un-
matched, he seems to know very little about the 
history and properties of vaccines, nor have I seen 
any evidence that he wants to learn. This includes 
his avoidance of the issue on his occasionally up-
dated web site, except for one flat article titled “As 
Far as is Known, Modern Polio Vaccines are Safe.” 
In the 181 pages of fine print notes with designat-
ed sources that fill out The River, which reveal an 
astounding amount of research, not a single book 
that points to the failures and dangers of vaccines is 
cited. In fairness, this isn’t what his book is about, 
but since it’s a closely related topic, I think that 
anyone writing about any aspect of vaccines ought 
to educate himself on it. In reading The River, one 
would get the impression that the author is totally 
unaware of any controversy surrounding vaccines, 
or if he is, he considers the position of anti-vaxxers 
like me so weak that it’s not worth mentioning.

There were only a few passages in The River that 
raised my hackles, that seemed totally out of align-
ment with Ed’s brilliance, and since this was such 
an enjoyable read, I tried to forget about them. 
Then, on page 812, came the bombshell:

Vaccines are one of the greatest triumphs of 
medical science — some would say the greatest. 
Every year they save the lives of tens of millions 
of humans and hundreds of millions of animals. 
The vast majority of vaccines are safe, and have 
been proven so over the course of many years. And 
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perhaps the brightest jewel in the crown is the polio 
vaccine.

The race to conquer poliomyelitis and develop a 
vaccine was a wonderful, imaginative, and hero-
ic scientific enterprise. Those fumbling beginnings 
back in the dawn of virology led directly to the sit-
uation we have today, where the breaking of the 
chain of wild poliovirus transmission is a realis-
tic goal for the near future. Already the virus has 
been eradicated from the Americas, and only one 
case was reported from Europe in 1997. Ironically, 
because the recent political upheavals have inter-
rupted polio vaccination initiatives, the Congo is 
now one of the strongholds of the virus. However, 
it is now almost certain that once “National Im-
munization Days” are staged there and in other 
vulnerable countries, poliomyelitis will become 
the second viral disease — after smallpox — to be 
eradicated from the human race through medical 
intervention.

This will be a magnificent achievement, for which 
the great pioneers of tissue culture development and 
polio research, such as John Enders, Renato Dul-
becco, Joseph Melnick, David Bodian, Jonas Salk, 
Sven Gard, Albert Sabin, Herald Cox, and Hilary 
Koprowski deserve enormous credit.

This statement comes out of nowhere. It has no 
relevance whatsoever to the book’s theme and to 
what directly preceded it. Every assertion in it is 
false. How does one explain it, then, other than 
to presume that the author is shackled by one of 
the major dogmas of our time without knowing 
it, without realizing that he has just forgotten the 
discerning words he had written much earlier, at 
the beginning of Chapter 2: “Sometimes a state-
ment or a version of events gets repeated so often 
that it becomes accepted by a large part of human-
ity as fact, even when the supporting evidence has 
been disproved long before. This is one of the ways 
in which myth can take over from reality.” Con-
cerning Koprowski, just four pages earlier, in dis-
cussing the aftermath of the lawsuit filed by him 
against Tom Curtis and Rolling Stone, which sent a 
chill through the halls of science, and which I have 
already mentioned, Hooper had written, “I have 
already been threatened with litigation by a lawyer 
representing Koprowski and [his associate Stan-
ley] Plotkin, even before this book is published. 
I say shame on them, for trying to conduct their 
science through the courts.” And now he’s heap-
ing “enormous credit” on the man? This is what’s 
called doublethink.

One thing that makes The River such a great 
read is that we hear, as if we’re in the same room, 
from so many people who were involved, witting-
ly or unwittingly, in one of the greatest scandals 
and ensuing cover-ups of all time, including sev-
eral Europeans who had lived in the Congo and 
worked at Camp Lindi, the sequestered laboratory 
where hundreds of female and young chimpanzees 
— captured by hunters in the rain forest in raids 
that often involved shooting male adult chimps 
defending them — were housed and underwent 
vivisection, their carcasses later buried or given to 
locals to eat. The River was researched and written 
in the 1990s, when most of these folks were quietly 
living out their sunset years in retirement, the ma-
jority in France and Belgium. There’s a wide range 
of personalities in every field, and in response to 
Hooper’s probing questions, some became reflec-
tive, others uneasy, still others agitated. These con-
versations were taped and the quotes in the book 
are verbatim. The author also describes their hand 
gestures, facial expressions, long silences or angry 
outbursts as the case may be. So much more truth, 
I believe, is extracted this way than in poring over 
studies or statistics, even those that are reliable. 
We learn a great deal about Koprowski from these 
reminiscences. Many who knew him well spoke 
of him in terms of utter revulsion, though he did 
have some friends and supporters. What we see is 
a man of wit, intelligence and charm, a cultured 
man who collected art and played classical pia-
no, but under the skin a dishonest and ambitious 
cutthroat who could turn vicious in a heartbeat, a 
chameleon always ready to change his stance when 
it was expedient to do so, and one who was con-
sidered unethical even by his unethical colleagues. 
In his interviews with Hooper, recounted in two 
riveting chapters, Koprowski becomes a babbler 
of lies, contradictions, evasions and convenient 
memory lapses, whose mood changes according 
to the nature of the question. He reveals a lot about 
himself in these interviews, which he was hesitant 
to grant, but probably figured he’d better grant in a 
clumsy attempt to clear his name.

Hilary Koprowski died in 2013 at the age of 96. 
Earlier I wrote that he deserved to end his life in 
the electric chair. After finishing The River, I can 
add that I would’ve been happy to throw the switch 
myself. Koprowski was a virus as deadly as any he 
ever saw under an electron microscope. He was 
driven by some demonic urge that kept his black 
heart beating far too long, an urge that could only 
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be satisfied by destroying other human beings. My 
conjecture is that his OPV campaign in Africa was 
a dry run for a possible future campaign of steril-
izing or maybe even killing large numbers of, in 
his view, undesirable people by loading vaccines 
with poisonous ingredients. Unable to go that far, 
he still had a lot of fun sitting on the throne of fake 
science and gambling with millions of lives, confi-
dent that the global Big Lie machine would certify 
him as a great man, perhaps just a notch below the 
immortal Salk. That posterity might curse him as 
an ogre a million times worse than Typhoid Mary 
was not something he had bargained for. What I’ve 
just written is my own take on the man, but his 
track record is undeniable. Yet Ed Hooper, despite 
exposing fresh slime dripping from this serpent, 
dresses him up in pretty words like “wonderful,” 
“imaginative” and “heroic.” Whatever his reasons 
were for writing what appears on page 812 — per-
haps he was just trying to give him every possible 
benefit of the doubt — we clearly had some tem-
peramental differences. (A few years after his book 
was published, Hooper updated aidsorigins.com 
with new and damning material on Koprowski 
that had come to light. Also, he relates that Stan-
ley Plotkin, one of the interviewees in The River, 
mailed him a postcard with the heading “Pun-
ishment of the Apple Stealers,” an illustration of 
one figure clubbing another over the head, and 
the cryptic message, “Dear Ed, Thinking of You.” 
Whatever Plotkin had in mind only he knows, but 
that’s pretty bizarre behavior coming from a for-
mer prominent vaccine developer and director of 
Sanofi Pasteur, one of the world’s largest pharma-
ceutical companies.)

Remarkably, right after the excerpt I quoted, and 
still on page 812, Hooper does a U-turn and in the 
fourteen remaining pages of this chapter presents 
a sobering account of disasters wrought by human 
tampering with Nature’s laws, vaccines included, 
plus an insane new proposal to test a live-virus 
AIDS vaccine and a few dubious assertions from 
the usual “experts” shuffled in. I learned a lot in 
these pages. Although I knew about vaccine dam-
age to our dogs and cats, I was unaware of the ex-
tent of it, and inquiring further I learned that there 
have been many vaccine-associated problems with 
other domesticated animals, notably horses and 
cattle. I had read plenty about Gulf War syndrome, 
and the nefarious experiments staged by the U.S. 
military, but I was completely ignorant about the 
myxoma virus disaster in Australia, in which the 

introduction of foreign rabbits as an experiment to 
control soil erosion nearly wiped out the local rab-
bit species and wrecked the ecosystem. Nor had 
I ever given a thought to the grave risks involved 
in trying to save the lives of a few human beings 
by transplanting organs from other primates and 
from pigs. These are profound issues that made me 
pause and reflect on the deepest mysteries of Life. 
On page 824, Hooper asks, “Do we, as a species, 
have sufficient safeguards in place, enough inde-
pendent checks and balances, to ensure that when 
the men in white coats, or those in gray suits, get it 
wrong — as they surely sometimes do — that their 
mistakes will not be the end of us?” That question 
struck me as so crucial, as the ultimate question, 
that I decided to make it the title of my own book.

It’s a pity that so few people outside of a cou-
ple of specialized fields have read The River, or 
even know about it. Hooper tells an engaging sto-
ry about how, concerned that his book was dying 
on the vine shortly after publication, he met in the 
New York Times cafeteria with science writer Larry 
Altman and persuaded him to read it. The global 
influence and political power of this newspaper 
is awesome — and almost always in a destruc-
tive sense. In any event, Altman was impressed 
by the book and wrote what Hooper says was a 
“very positive” review of it. I read this review of 
November 30, 1999 on the Internet after reading 
the book and found it positive, though I wouldn’t 
say very. The saying “damn with faint praise” came 
to mind. Had I read it without knowing about the 
book, I would’ve yawned and turned the page. But 
reading is subjective, and others read it differently. 
Since the Times is the Orwellian Ministry of Truth 
to so many journalists and other literati in the 
U.S., Hooper was soon contacted by quite a few of 
them. I noted the excerpts of sixteen other enthu-
siastic reviews on the first two pages of the Back 
Bay edition, but wonder how many, in this coun-
try at least, had played “follow the leader” after the 
almighty Times had given The River the thumbs 
up. Unfortunately, though, what little momentum 
these reviews created quickly faded, and the book 
has had very little impact compared to, say, Rachel 
Carson’s 1962 classic work Silent Spring, which 
documented how the indiscriminate use of pesti-
cides was destroying the natural environment. If 
not for my research, I would know nothing of it. 
The River was never displayed, and I believe never 
stocked, at any of the local chain bookstores. Of 
the 107 public libraries on Long Island, a com-
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puter search shows that exactly two have it on the 
shelf. I have never seen it mentioned on the five or 
six anti-vaccine websites I occasionally browse. I 
would think the anti-vax movement would make 
it their bible despite Hooper’s misplaced faith in 
vaccines. In an email discussing an unrelated vac-
cine matter sent last year to a woman in Andrew 
Wakefield’s group in Texas, I incidentally men-
tioned The River and strongly recommended she 
read it if she hadn’t already. Her only response on 
this point was that she had heard of it.

Even before I plowed through the 1073 pages 
of The River, I’d reached a point, having studied 
vaccines off and on for nearly half my life, where 
I just didn’t feel like reading any more. But of all 
things, a new surge of curiosity came over me after 
I finished it. I wanted to dig deeper into polio, even 
though I’d read much more about this disease and 
its associated vaccines than any other, with small-
pox a close second. So I obtained a copy of A His-
tory of Poliomyelitis by John Paul (1971), a title I’d 
occasionally come across, and the only book of its 
kind. Paul, a medical doctor who had done some 
field work in Connecticut with polio in the 1930s, 
was apparently a bland background figure during 
the years when the race was on for a vaccine, a 
sort of moderator who got along well with all the 
famous researchers. Naturally he supported their 
efforts. I found his book rather dull, and skimmed 
much of it. But what got my attention is that only 
the first 27 of its 469 pages covers the period from 
ancient times to the mid-nineteenth century, 
when the history of polio began in earnest, albe-
it slowly. We learn that a British physician named 
Michael Underwood was the very first to write of 
cases involving weakness or paralysis of the legs, 
which might have been polio, in his Disorders of 
Children, published in 1784. This was a widely 
read textbook of the period that went through sev-
eral editions and was translated into German. Yet 
this extremely rare condition aroused no interest 
among doctors, and Underwood admitted that he 
himself had never seen a single case. Paul writes:

For the twenty-five years following Underwood’s 
account, with the exception of a description by the 
Italian surgeon Monteggia, we hear very little about 
either debility of the lower extremities or paralysis 
in infants following fever. It was just as if the disease 
did not exist or had never been described. None of 
thirteen classifications of illnesses published between 
1793 and 1818, which listed all the diseases known 
to the medical world, included a reference to it.

And twelve pages further: “It was not until the 
mid-1830s that physicians began to report small 
groups of poliomyelitis cases which had occurred 
almost simultaneously. Probably the earliest of 
these on record is the well-known outbreak re-
corded by Baham in England in 1835.”

England again — the birthplace of vaccination 
— and like Down Syndrome, a mere two genera-
tions or so after Edward Jenner started the whole 
business. And right around the time this practice 
was slowly catching on throughout England. How 
interesting. In the decades that followed, clusters 
of paralysis also began appearing in America and 
a few European countries. Questions come to 
mind that Paul didn’t ask. Did this come about 
as a result of smallpox vaccination? Did Jenner’s 
various concoctions using cow and horse lymph 
introduce something new into the human organ-
ism? Was polio a benign virus that had adapted 
to our systems millennia ago, until the smallpox 
vaccine somehow “awakened” it (perhaps in the 
same way that rotavirus, if it really exists, has been 
provoked by all the new childhood vaccines)? Is 
this just one more instance of medicine based on 
greed and ignorance piling one disaster on top of 
another — first the smallpox vaccine, then polio, 
then the polio vaccine, then strange new cancers 
and AIDS, then — an AIDS vaccine?

I then wondered why it had never occurred to 
me to ask if vaccination played a role in the 1918 
outbreak of the Spanish Flu which, along with 
AIDS and the Black Death of the fourteenth cen-
tury, ranks in the top three deadliest epidemics of 
all time. I looked into this, and I won’t dwell on 
it because the data is sketchy. To this day, main-
stream medicine considers this disease a mystery. 
It abounds in debatable facts and unfounded the-
ories, so that each account seems to be guesswork 
based on individual prejudices, as do the number 
of dead, which ranges between 50 and 100 mil-
lion worldwide. Only a few mavericks, defying the 
great taboo, have suggested a vaccine connection. 
Nevertheless, several clues point in this direction, 
beginning with the name; although the disease 
ravaged Spain, as it did so many other countries, it 
did not originate there, so that the term “Spanish 
Flu” seems to have been a smokescreen, typical of 
the name games vaccine proponents have always 
played. Healthy young men were the most suscep-
tible, while the young and old were largely spared, 
which is highly unusual for respiratory diseases. 
Most significantly, the pandemic began during a 
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war in which unprecedented numbers of soldiers, 
not only from Europe but from Asian and African 
colonies of France and Great Britain, and of course 
the U.S. and British realms, took part. Then, as 
now, soldiers were treated like pin cushions and 
many likely received a stiff cocktail of all the vac-
cines that were being dabbled in at the time but 
were unknown to the general public, like diphthe-
ria, tetanus and typhoid fever, in addition to small-
pox boosters. Since much is conjecture, I won’t go 
further other than to say that it seems likely that, 
just like AIDS, the Spanish Flu was caused by mass 
vaccination.

Then there’s foot and mouth disease, a conse-
quence of the cruel procedure whereby smallpox 
vaccine was manufactured in times past. Calves 
were strapped down, their bellies shaved and 
slashed multiple times, and viral matter smeared 
into the wounds to grow more virus, which would 
be scraped off and ground into powder to make 
vaccine. Released back into the herd, this infec-
tion would spread to other animals. In addition 
to inflaming internal organs, vesicles swelled and 
ruptured in the hooves and mouths of these an-
imals, causing intense pain. Epidemics of this 
disease occurred in the decades overlapping the 
nineteenth and twentieth centuries, here and in 
Europe; those of 1902, 1908 and 1914 in the U.S. 
were particularly devastating. All told, millions of 
cows, infected and uninfected, were slaughtered to 
prevent the disease from spreading. Here, I think, 
the correlation between vaccine virus contamina-
tion and mass infection was crystal clear. From a 
biological standpoint, it’s identical to AIDS sweep-
ing through whole African families and villages 

merely from proximity.
I strongly suspect that infectious polio, Down 

Syndrome, foot and mouth disease, Spanish Flu 
and AIDS all originated with vaccines. The ev-
idence is very compelling. What’s missing is a 
smoking gun. But suppose vaccines were the 
source of just Spanish Flu and AIDS. This means 
that in the twentieth century the number of people 
killed through vaccination approaches or exceeds 
the number of people killed in all wars.

One final thought. When I was a schoolboy, I 
learned that when Christopher Columbus made 
landfall on his epic voyages, he was certain he had 
reached Asia and discovered some of its offshore 
islands. I later learned in my adult reading that 
this is indeed true, that he had made some faulty 
geographical assumptions and clung to some mis-
taken beliefs in the face of opposing evidence. But 
despite some errors in judgment, he is rightly re-
garded as one of the greatest mariners of all time, 
whose discoveries had a profound influence on the 
course of history. The River is to modern scientific 
investigation what Columbus’s voyages were to the 
age of exploration. Edward Hooper’s extraordi-
nary effort in trying to solve a great medical mys-
tery — even though he made some incorrect in-
ferences — have shown that vaccination — which 
usually involves inserting the organic matter of 
different species into the human bloodstream — 
carries risks of the greatest magnitude, risks that 
just might be “the end of us.” The significance of 
his findings cannot be overstated, and I can only 
hope that somewhere in the world there exists a 
true leader and man of destiny who will read this 
great but deplorably neglected book and act on it.

Ramblings, reflections, and conclusions
EVERY author who writes a book with a vital 
message, real or imagined, hopes to set the world 
on fire, so to speak, or at least to win the hearts 
and minds of millions of readers. I’m no excep-
tion. Yet, as I get near the end, I really wonder if 
this book, on its own, will put the slightest dent in 
the vaccination madness. And, as I debated with 
myself all along, I wonder if I did the right thing 
by often digressing from the main subject, and by 
taking on too many sacred cows. But either way, 
the written word alone has never moved moun-
tains, or even hills. Every intelligent human being 
should be aware of the life-or-death conclusion 

reached by Edward Hooper in The River, but look 
at the obscurity into which this extremely import-
ant book has sunk. I see some of the most pivot-
al and inspirational works on my bookshelf, like 
Revilo Oliver’s America’s Decline: The Education 
of a Conservative, and William Gayley Simpson’s 
Which Way Western Man? — the latter the greatest 
book I’ve ever read — and sadly ponder that al-
most no one I know has ever heard of them, much 
less read them. Indeed, I myself had never heard 
of Nutrition and Physical Degeneration by Weston 
A. Price — a monumental work first published in 
1939, which is not the least bit political — until I 
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was about fifty, well after I began investigating vac-
cines. Over ten years, Dr. Price, a dentist and dental 
researcher, traveled to the ends of the earth on his 
own dime to study the differences in skeletal and 
dental structure between mostly primitive people 
who ate food in its natural state on the one hand, 
and on the other hand those in more advanced 
nations and primitives under the domination 
of Europeans who ate refined foods loaded with 
sugar and starch. The book contains hundreds of 
photographs of people from both groups showing 
their teeth, and what these photos reveal is so sig-
nificant and revolutionary that this book has the 
power to put both the dental and processed food 
industries out of business. (I might add, inciden-
tally, that I saw plenty of corroborating evidence 
of Price’s findings in rural Africa where so many 
natives have beautiful, straight, pearly white teeth, 
even though their diet is limited to bush meat and 
a few edible fruits and vegetables. In fact, having 
no utensils, many times I saw them use their strong 
teeth to uncap a bottle of beer — something I cer-
tainly wouldn’t try!) Yet what influence has this 
book had? I doubt one in a hundred would even 
recognize the title. What has everyone heard of, 
what is far and away the bestseller of all time with 
five billion copies in print, what will you find in 
90% of American households even though near-
ly all of it is deathly boring, absurd or downright 
psychotic and very few have read more than ten 
pages? The Holy Babble.

Even though baboons can’t read and write, can’t 
drive cars, can’t build roads, houses and cities, they 
have a highly developed social structure, and are 
the most fascinating of primates. They are keenly 
aware of the dangers that surround them and they 
know how to meet those dangers. They have been 
known to kill leopards, their mortal enemy, in de-
fense of the troop even if one or two of them get 
disemboweled in the process. They’ve been around 
for eight million years, a lot longer than any hu-
man race, and are clearly very adept at surviving. 
Dare we say that we’re more intelligent? May we 
not be just another failed primate, like the goril-
la, who seems to be well on the way to extinction, 
not only because of human encroachment, but be-
cause he is a confused creature whose day-to-day 
behavior is detrimental to his survival?

In my Africa traveling days, I recall a story 
about a tourist, camera in hand, who approached a 
baby elephant that had strayed from its family and 
was then promptly charged, stomped and tusked 

to death by the herd matriarch. Closer to home, 
most of us have read, at one time or another, about 
a hiker who suddenly came upon a grizzly sow and 
her cubs, and was badly mauled. Those who live to 
tell about these encounters are the lucky ones. Sto-
ries like these evoke our sympathy, especially when 
a man or woman who meant no harm is killed, but 
no sensible person is revolted by animals attack-
ing in these circumstances. It’s plainly understood, 
no explanation required, that such aggression is 
obedience to the most basic law of life, protecting 
one’s young. Such aggression, even when it results 
in a tragic death, commands quiet respect. How 
perverse would it be for a grizzly bear to just sit 
on her haunches, unconcerned, and watch a hu-
man being walk right up to her cubs? About as 
perverse, in my opinion, as human beings who 
passively watch their children and grandchildren 
getting vaccinated over and over and over again. 
It would seem that, despite our unique capabili-
ties, humans, far from being the most intelligent 
species in the animal kingdom, are, in the way that 
counts most, one of the dumbest.

v

I can’t imagine a country such as this one, with 
a semblance of peace and stability, going downhill 
faster than from what I’ve seen in my lifetime. The 
1960s were my formative years. I was six at the be-
ginning at that decade and sixteen at the end of it. 
It was in 1958 that Ezra Pound declared that “all 
America is an insane asylum.” God, what would 
he say about this country today! I don’t remember 
much from 1958, but the sixties were unforgetta-
ble, truly a fascinating time to grow up. Compared 
to the situation today, those times, which seem so 
pure and innocent looking back — though omi-
nous things were happening below the surface — 
were a highwater mark in American history. Had 
I been taken in 1965 to a remote tropical island 
and lived there fifty years, then transported back 
here, I’d swear I was on some godforsaken planet. 
I know now that the 1960s was a transitional de-
cade. From 1967 I sensed that the social fabric was 
starting to unravel. Hippies, drugs, violent protests 
against the Vietnam War, and leftwing radicalism 
on college campuses had all become familiar amid 
the first glimmerings of what was called the sexual 
revolution. But to me the real event of 1967 was 
the incredibly destructive race riots that explod-
ed in so many cities. The late sixties really began 
the downward trajectory to where we are today, 
but even then, only two or three vaccine doses 
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had been added to what we got in the 1950s, and 
America was still very much a white country — 
or better said, a white and black country with the 
racial lines clearly drawn and easy to see. The inva-
sion from south of the border and from all points 
east was still years away, as were hypnotic words 
like “diversity” and “multiculturalism.” Another 
bright spot of that era, an era that seems so nor-
mal now, was the popular music that flourished — 
so many catchy tunes and pleasant melodies and 
songs that touched deep emotions. I spend more 
time than I should in front of the computer screen 
with headphones on, trying to recapture my youth. 
Just yesterday I listened to Judy Collins’s Both Sides 
Now over and over. What a lovely song and what a 
lovely lady, even if, like most musicians back then, 
she was not what I would call a role model. From 
reading the nostalgic comments of others around 
my age, who compare that music with today’s 
spaced-out crud, I know I have plenty of company. 

Superficially, everyday life in America is as nor-
mal as when I was young. Things are orderly, no 
one is starving, and there’s little serious crime in 
white neighborhoods. When on the road making 
oil deliveries, I often drive past schools, and in 
the spring and fall I see children playing outside 
during recess, and high school sports teams prac-
ticing. I see groups of students getting out of high 
school around three o’clock, and they always look 
healthy and happy, horsing around like my friends 
and I used to do. And sometimes I’ve asked my-
self, “Could I be way off the mark to think that the 
lives of so many youngsters have been shattered 
by vaccines?” But I know that appearances can be 
deceiving. In addition to what I’ve read, there are 
many little things that tell a different story. One 
thing is all those signs on residential streets that 
I photographed, which represent just a fraction 
of maimed children. I remember my father, when 
his hearing started to fail him in old age, coming 
home from a visit to the ear, nose and throat doc-
tor and saying that he was astounded at how many 
small children were in the waiting room with 
their parents. I’ve spoken to three teachers and 
one school principal around my age who totally 
agree that young people today have so many more 
mental problems than when we were young. One 
is my brother, a retired high school math teach-
er and athletic coach, who certainly doesn’t think 
like me. He once told me that he had never seen so 
many whiny, sickly, maladjusted kids as what he 
dealt with every day. In September 2019 I made a 

trip to Wyoming — a fine state which comes in last 
place with a population of less than 600,000 but 
rates near the top in human genetic quality, a state 
blessed with little diversity, a state where one still 
finds the best old American values — and stopped 
to have a look at the Cheyenne Depot Museum, 
inside the now inactive railroad station. I took a 
self-guided tour behind a small group of first or 
second graders who were there with four teach-
ers and aides on a field trip. Three wore glasses — 
none of my classmates did when I was their age — 
and two were in specially equipped wheelchairs. 
The girl, detached from her surroundings, stared 
silently at the ceiling, her mouth wide open. The 
boy screamed from time to time until one of the 
aides took him from his wheelchair and held him, 
which calmed him down. It was a sad sight, and 
one that was unimaginable two generations ago.

It’s hard to say how much of the emotional prob-
lems so prevalent in children today stem from be-
ing over-vaccinated and how much from the social 
environment, which has changed so radically in 
the last fifty years. Children growing up in a world 
of security cameras, metal detectors, MTV, ram-
pant divorce, prescription drug use, of electronic 
gadgets which reduce natural social interaction 
and allow instant access to hardcore pornography 
and all kinds of perversions, children conditioned 
to believe that “diversity” and “multiculturalism,” 
euphemisms for national suicide which they see 
in the alien faces all around them, are a positive 
social force, that transgenderism and homosexu-
ality are normal, as evidenced by the many “gay-
straight clubs” in public schools today — children 
exposed to all these corrosive stimuli, which we 
baby boomers never knew, are bound to be much 
more messed up than we were, totally screwed up. 
Combine this with all the chemicals and biological 
junk that has been injected into their bodies, and 
I suspect that over the course of two generations, 
the System that rules America will prove more 
deadly than the Khmer Rouge’s reign of terror in 
Cambodia.

I’ll say again that I generally don’t trust statis-
tics — whether of war dead, the AIDS infected, 
unemployed adults or vaccine casualties — which 
are too often juggled by people trying to get their 
point across and are subject to the wildest swings. 
To quote Mark Twain: “There are three kinds of 
lies: lies, damned lies, and statistics.” But for the 
sake of a rough guide, let me quote some numbers 
that were posted on the valuable ageofautism.com 
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Web site on September 16, 2016. In American chil-
dren, 1 in 9 have asthma; 1 in 3 allergies, 1 in 10 
ADHD; 1 in 6 learning disorders; 1 in 40 autism; 
1 in 10 bowel disease; 1 in 20 seizure disorders; 
1 in 50 a peanut allergy; 1 in 200 diabetes. Hear-
ing and visual handicaps were not listed. Some of 
these numbers seem inflated to me, and I have no 
idea how the correspondent crunched them to 
conclude that every other American child suffers 
from one or more of the above. Then again, this 
might be in the ballpark. Allergies, incidentally, 
can be much more debilitating than people imag-
ine. A wide variety of foods, airborne particles and 
even aromas, for instance, can cause swelling or 
hives, and a bout of itching as severe as contact 
with poison ivy. Peanut allergies, from what I’ve 
read, can be life-threatening; this has come on the 
scene only recently and the incidence is increas-
ing. The writer is correct, of course, in pointing 
out, as many others have, that these problems were 
nearly nonexistent not long ago.

I like to base my beliefs on my own experience 
and observation, but I have no contact with groups 
of children or adolescents. But just this once, let 
me use those 17 or 18 children in Cheyenne as a 
sample group. When one considers the likelihood 
that some of them had conditions that weren’t ap-
parent, like those listed above, and that most if not 
all of them were caused by vaccines, then a fifty 
percent casualty rate is not at all far-fetched. It’s all 
very hypothetical, of course. But suppose it’s one 
in three, or even one in four. Why in God’s name 
are we doing this to our children?

v

I return to the question posed by Harold But-
tram which I printed at the beginning of this book, 
and raised also by Edward Hooper in the preced-
ing chapter, which I’ll embellish here. Is man — or 
rather the wrong kind of man, who so often domi-
nates his fellow man — so greedy, rotten, uncaring 
or ignorant that he will put an end to our species, or 
at best reduce us to a scattering of feeble primates 
floating aimlessly in the current of evolution? I 
have to say yes. Just look at how we’ve wrecked the 
natural environment in much of the world, and, if 
you’ve been following recent events, how birds and 
insects are dying or disappearing in large areas of 
America, very likely due to the atmospheric effects 
of the insatiable drive for more and more point-
less technology. My gut feeling is that any young 
person who received even half the vaccines on the 
current CDC schedule is going to pay a dear price, 

if not right away, then later in life. Looking at the 
big picture, it comes down to a quote by the im-
mortal British historian Edward Gibbon: “History 
is indeed little more than the register of the crimes, 
follies and misfortunes of mankind.”

The question is, will vaccination be the final en-
try on the register? I again express my regret with 
my inconsistent method of updating this book 
over the course of ten years. During the last stage, 
I read a bunch of articles on the Internet that bring 
Harold Buttram’s main concern, the meltdown 
of human reproduction, into sharp focus. I hav-
en’t incorporated them in this book. Some of it is 
shocking stuff that reads like science fiction. You 
can find the latest developments by using search 
terms like “epigenetics” and “DNA sequencing.” 
I’ll only touch on a bit of it here, while admitting 
that I know very little about microbiology beyond 
what I learned in high school biology class. But I 
think that’s sufficient for a basic understanding of 
the grave problems we’re up against. The underly-
ing issue is the widespread injection, through vac-
cination, of traces of foreign animal matter into 
the human bloodstream, and the consequential 
alteration of the recipient’s DNA — with that pos-
sibility obviously increasing with each additional 
vaccine dose. If this results in a change in the num-
ber of chromosomes, or some other chromosomal 
mismatch, no pregnancy will occur. We see some-
thing like this in nature, or rather man’s tampering 
with nature, when a horse mates with a donkey, or 
a lion with a tiger. The offspring is sterile — ligers 
usually, mules always. It seems to me, that with the 
ever increasing rates of infertility, a parallel pro-
cess may be at work in heavily vaccinated human 
beings. I don’t know. Do you? Do you think the 
mattoids at Merck and the CDC know?

Recently there’s been increasing speculation 
that vaccines are scrambling the sexual identity 
codes imprinted on genes, which has brought us 
new multitudes of not only homosexuals but pa-
thetic freaks who can’t figure out if they’re boys 
or girls. This transgender rights movement came 
out of nowhere only about twenty years ago. To-
day, words like transgender and other linguistic 
abominations are in common use, with Facebook 
recognizing 58 designations of male, female and 
whatnot as user identities. What a world we live 
in. The vaccine explanation is somewhat esoter-
ic, but who knows that it isn’t the cause? Modern 
medicine has more cutting-edge horrors in its bag 
of needles, already in the works or pending exper-
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imental results with laboratory animals, including 
monkeys, but I won’t go into it here. As things al-
ready stand, tens of millions of over-vaccinated 
young Americans may be the human equivalent 
of genetically modified corn, and at this point, no 
one really knows what this bodes for the future. 
But I’m sure it won’t be good.

v

Anthropologists tell us that eons ago, when our 
ancient forebears in Europe migrated north across 
that continent, those who lacked the foresight to 
prepare for the harsh winter ahead, who failed to 
build adequate shelters, gather firewood, and lay 
in a plentiful supply of dried fish, meat, honey and 
nuts, died of starvation and exposure, leaving no 
ancestors behind. Only the more intelligent sur-
vived, and they reproduced, and over generations 
their ancestors continued to be tested by Nature 
with the less mentally alert and physically fit con-
tinuing to die out. I sometimes wonder if this 
vaccination insanity amounts to the same evolu-
tionary culling in a much shorter time span, if it 
will be left to the unvaccinated descendants of the 
smarter ones to carry on the race, while the chil-
dren of the obtuse majority — those who blindly 
trust their doctors, television, and the pronounce-
ments of government agencies — will grow up to 
be such wrecks physically and emotionally, that 
their lines are headed for extinction. Is all this fan-
ciful nonsense on my part? Time will tell. In any 
case, it’s impossible to deny the dysgenic trend of 
our times.

The survival and progress of European man and 
Western civilization is my foremost concern. The 
reader, I’m sure, has detected my racial prejudices 
at various points in this book. The white man, here 
and in his other homelands, has more on his plate 
than just the danger posed by vaccines. Let me 
make one thing perfectly clear if I haven’t already: 
there is a race war being waged, both underground 
and in the open, the driving force of which is Jew-
ish, with the ultimate aim of biological white ex-
tinction. I believe this is linked, however loosely, 
and whether consciously or subconsciously, with 
the drive to vaccinate — which doesn’t mean 
that other races haven’t also paid a heavy price as 
a consequence of mass vaccination. But we, and 
only we, have been conditioned to abhor the very 
thought of racial pride, identity and survival, even 
as the cold, hard facts of racial differences scream 
in our faces. Untold millions of central Americans 
and other nonwhites in the western hemisphere, 

among them a large criminal underclass, pour into 
the country that whites created to escape the ter-
rible living conditions of their native lands. They 
want what the white man created and what they 
are unable to create. The flow is always in one di-
rection. Asians, particularly Chinese and Indians, 
have swarmed into America in vast numbers to 
make a better life, and have been quietly network-
ing and crowding out whites here in the univer-
sities, in certain businesses, and in upper middle 
class jobs, especially in medicine and technology. 
And again, it’s a battle between weak and strong 
that takes place everywhere in the natural world. It 
appears that only the white race, for centuries the 
master of the planet, is the only race susceptible to 
manipulation of feelings of guilt, charity and fair-
ness at the expense of his survival, the only race 
confused and weakened by meaningless words, 
allowing other races to assert themselves, some-
times violently, in the white man’s own countries, 
while the media forever lecture us on the danger 
and evil of what they call white supremacy, which 
in reality is an instinct still alive in some whites 
for their survival as a people. I’m all for diversity 
and multiculturalism among the countries of the 
world, with their separate identities — not with-
in one country because then it becomes a wobbly, 
unnatural patchwork of disunity. Just look at what 
a chaotic dump America has become, especially in 
large sections of all our major metropolitan areas. 
I admire other cultures — my walls and book-
shelves are decorated with folk art from around 
the world that I’ve picked up in my travels — and 
I’m even fond of certain other races. I’m appalled 
at how criminal vaccine manufacturers use Third 
World children to test their newest products. But 
that doesn’t mean that they and their families 
should be permitted to gate crash white countries, 
nor that they shouldn’t be deported back where 
they came from. But it’s going to take a major un-
foreseeable event to make that happen.

v

As a politically incorrect malcontent who has 
subscribed to various hate sheets for nearly forty 
years, I’ve gotten on all kinds of unusual mailing 
lists, and frequently get unsolicited literature in 
the mail from people looking for new subscribers. 
Most of it is related to the faltering economy. I usu-
ally take a quick look at it before throwing it out. 
I’ve been reading these gloom and doom predic-
tions of economic meltdown for so long now that 
I just can’t be bothered with them anymore, which 
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is not to say that the economy can’t crash tomor-
row. Furthermore, I think it’s wise to be prepared 
for a nationwide bank failure and ensuing social 
chaos. It has happened in other countries. But I 
just can’t dwell on it, mainly because I’ve never 
been able to understand the dynamics of inflation, 
national debt, balancing the budget, deficit spend-
ing and all the rest. It’s over my head. What I do 
understand is that the wirepullers of international 
finance, who control nearly all the world’s bank-
ing systems, are the most powerful and rapacious 
parasites on earth. And I know their tentacles are 
intertwined with those of the world’s wealthiest 
corporations, including the pharmaceutical firms 
that make vaccines.

But there’s a force in the world infinitely more 
powerful than them, and that force is what we call 
Nature. Just how subservient we are to Nature’s 
ways, I saw for the first time in my life in the after-
math of Hurricane Sandy, which struck the north-
east on October 29-30, 2012, devastating the New 
Jersey coast, the waterfront areas of New York City, 
and the south shore of Long Island. I live on the 
south shore, less than a mile from the bay where, 
when the area was developed, thousands of canals 
were cut and houses built. In my lifetime we’ve had 
some hurricanes that caused substantial erosion 
and property damage, but aside from the 100-mile-
per-hour winds, what made Sandy unique was the 
rising ocean and bay tides that poured inland, 
flooding tens of thousands of homes and disabling 
electrical systems everywhere. Sandy is the fourth 
costliest hurricane in U.S. history. I know there 
have been worse natural disasters in America, 
but this was by far the worst I’ve ever witnessed. 
There were 285 fatalities, most from drowning. I 
saw and heard of things that I never could have 
imagined. Not far from my home, which escaped 
damage, three houses next to each other burned 
down because there was six feet of standing salt 
water in the streets and fire engines couldn’t get 
through. Yachts were torn loose from their moor-
ings, washed out to sea and vanished. The large 
sewage treatment plant in East Rockaway broke 
down, and shockingly, human waste began back-
ing up through the underground plumbing and 
in several homes came out of sink and bathtub 
faucets. You couldn’t buy gasoline at most gas sta-
tions because there was no electrical power to the 
pumps, and when it was restored, lines of eighty or 
ninety cars were a common sight. I delivered oil 
in some areas near the water a few weeks later and 

saw boats strewn about everywhere on dry land. 
There was some looting in the more affluent areas. 
For a long time I saw convoy after convoy of out-
of-state utility trucks from as far west as Wiscon-
sin that had come to repair the electricity grids. 
Lindenhurst, two towns to my east, got pounded 
especially hard because so many developments 
are right on the water. For months afterward I saw 
piles of debris — furniture, sheetrock, wooden fix-
tures ruined by all the water — brought out to the 
curb to be picked up by the overworked sanitation 
crews. Some houses were knocked off their foun-
dations; it was much worse to the west, near Ken-
nedy Airport. God knows how many vehicles were 
destroyed by high water and falling trees. Needless 
to say, it was financially devastating for those who, 
in the best of times, live paycheck to paycheck. 
One thing I remember well was the sad faces of 
people walking around in the hardest hit neigh-
borhoods, expressions that seemed to be asking, 
“How could this have happened here?”

It all got me to thinking: What if the Atlantic 
Ocean and the bays fed by it had risen just a few 
feet higher? What if Merrick Road, the southern-
most east-west business route that runs along the 
western half of Long Island, dotted with supermar-
kets its entire length, became impassable, and de-
livery trucks couldn’t get through? And food sud-
denly became scarce? And there was no electricity 
and running water? What if, what if? It would be a 
matter of just two or three days before the tough-
er boys and men started smashing in supermarket 
windows and clearing food and drink from the 
shelves for themselves and their families, fending 
off competitors the way brown bears do in Alaskan 
rivers during the salmon run. The more aggressive 
blacks, of which there are plenty in several Long 
Island towns, would quickly revert to cannibalism. 
Think I’m exaggerating? Well, it happened all over 
the Congo in the early 1960s, right after Belgium 
granted that colony its independence and the new 
country went haywire. Civilization is much more 
fragile and precious than you might think. If and 
when law and order break down around here, due 
to factors beyond human control, we’ll probably 
see something along the lines of what happened 
in prehistoric times — the survivors will be those 
with the foresight to have adequately armed them-
selves and stockpiled plenty of ammunition along 
with food and water, and perhaps bought a place 
to escape to upstate. The fashionable and social-
ly respectable, trapped in their mental playpens 
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of liberalism and conservatism, won’t last long. 
They’ll learn the hard way that this planet is not a 
playground. They and their faulty genes will disap-
pear from the earth. The stronger and more intelli-
gent will survive and propagate.

Am I being too melodramatic? The people of 
Banda Aceh might not think so. Banda Aceh is 
a city on the northern tip of Sumatra, the largest 
island in the archipelago nation of Indonesia. On 
December 26, 2004, an earthquake erupted on the 
floor of the Indian Ocean, creating a tsunami that 
devastated coastal regions of south Asia. A wall of 
water ninety feet high slammed into Banda Aceh 
and rushed inland more than two miles. When 
the water receded, 167,000 decomposing corpses 
awaited burial or cremation. It’s possible that the 
more intuitive fled from the coast while there was 
still time, but I really don’t know. Can something 
like that happen here? The “experts” tell us that it 
almost certainly can’t, that this part of the world is 
much less prone to severe geological disturbanc-
es. But no one had ever spoken about something 
like Sandy happening here. And if Sandy could 
happen, why couldn’t something worse happen? 
What’s to prevent a future storm, packing a little 
more wallop, from totally inundating the island of 
Manhattan, which is only about two miles wide? 
As it was, the subway lines and most road tunnels 
into Manhattan were flooded during Sandy, and 
several square miles in the vicinity of the shoreline 
were under three to fifteen feet of water. What if 
another catastrophic storm, with just half the force 
of the 2004 Indian Ocean tsunami, hits the New 
York area? Can anyone picture the chaos and sav-
agery that would explode when “the greatest city 
in the world” goes down? And not 167,000 but one 
or two million rotting corpses in all five boroughs 
litter the streets? Can you imagine how quickly the 
world would change with the sudden destruction 
of New York City?

Now, let me be realistic. What I just wrote could 
happen, but it’s unlikely. But I’ll tell you what is 
happening. Diseases like tuberculosis and hepati-
tis A, brought here by Third World invaders, legal 
and illegal, are becoming fairly common in urban 
areas and in the southern states, though outbreaks 
have affected only a small number of native-born 
Americans. So far. Piles of feces, along with dis-
carded hypodermic needles, left behind by home-
less human dregs, are now a common sight on the 
streets and sidewalks of downtown areas in sev-
eral western cities, and in California, especially 

San Francisco, the situation is reputed to be worse 
than anything I’ve seen in any Third World city. 
Malaria, prevalent in colonial times, and totally 
eradicated only about seventy years ago, has also 
reappeared. I’m surprised it hasn’t become pan-
demic, since it’s transmitted so easily. It might yet. 
A host of other imported diseases have arrived 
here with the deluge of dark skins, but I doubt they 
can spawn anything like the Black Death, which 
may have wiped out half the population of Europe 
in the fourteenth century. If such a plague should 
take hold, however, puny man will have no more 
control over it than he has over the recurring fury 
of wind and waves.

Speaking of uncontrollable forces of Nature, 
this is a final update on this final chapter in the 
middle of March 2020, well over a month into 
incessant news coverage of the spreading coro-
na virus. My God, if claims about vaccines are so 
conflicting and contradictory, what is one to make 
of the bedlam of opinions and interpretations 
surrounding this latest international health issue, 
even among sincere truth seekers? I don’t know 
what it’s all about, and even if I did, this isn’t the 
place to dive into it. One thing I know with certain-
ty: there is no more glaring proof that the Jewish 
global media machine can lead the governments 
of the world around by the nose by deciding what 
is news, slanting it accordingly, and drenching ev-
eryone with it. Whether there’s some ulterior mo-
tive at work here, such as a conspiracy to impose 
medical martial law on the U.S. and other nations, 
perhaps involving a trial balloon campaign of 
forced vaccination, or whether the media masters 
are really frightened about a worldwide pandemic 
that might sweep them away along with a sizable 
chunk of the world population, or whether the 
truth lies somewhere else, I cannot say. What I will 
say is that it would be nice if deaths by vaccina-
tion around the world, which probably far exceed 
deaths by corona virus in the last six weeks, got 
one millionth of the air time and column space. I 
can only judge the present by the past and make a 
good guess about the current situation. I think the 
whole thing is much ado about very little, very few 
will be affected, and by the end of the year this big 
scare will die down and fade out.

v

Kill or Let Your Children Be Killed is the title I 
originally chose for this book. I decided to change 
it, one reason being that I didn’t want to give any-
one the impression that the book’s message was an 
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imminent call to violence, which is a crime, the 
distinction between legally protected speech and 
criminal speech having been codified in the 1969 
Supreme Court ruling on Brandenburg vs. Ohio. 
So, I should make it clear that my top priority is 
simply to change the law without resorting to vio-
lence to allow unconditional freedom of choice for 
parents to vaccinate or not vaccinate their children. 
If this doesn’t work, then somewhere down the 
road it just might take bullets and bombs to settle 
the issue. But for now, no one should be afraid to 
exercise the little freedom we still have in defense 
of our children, and push that freedom to its legal 
limit. Can anyone claim that we don’t owe them 
that?

The first step towards accomplishing anything 
is to face the fact that, as I’ve repeatedly stated, we 
live under a System that’s rotten to the core and 
cannot last. I hope it has sunk in by now: Amer-
ica is death. Death and suffering, inflicted on for-
eign populations as well as our own, make up a 
substantial portion of America’s gross national 
product. It emanates from the top tiers of media, 
finance, government, pharmaceuticals, medicine, 
law enforcement and the military, and trickles 
down to perhaps twenty or thirty million in the 
public and private sectors who cling to the sta-
tus quo — people whose salaries are hooked into 
human misery, however remote, like the factory 
worker who makes syringes and vials, or the bar-
tender at a tavern frequented by Army personnel. 
Most of these people are not evil, of course, but 
it goes without saying that the top one percenters 
are. Among them must be several thousand, at 
least, whose work involves childhood vaccines and 
who are well aware of their dangers, but pretend 
otherwise. Every last one of them should be sitting 
in the dock and facing the death penalty. Instead 
they live well, and in many cases have grown fat 
off the System.

A few far-sighted men have written extreme-
ly violent novels, depicting all-out war waged by 
homegrown rebels against America’s rulers and 
their flunkies. I’ve already mentioned The Iron Heel 
and The Turner Diaries; Frank Weltner’s My Dead 
America also comes to mind. It’s difficult to esti-
mate how many Americans have been inspired by 
these books, or who otherwise have become total-
ly radicalized in their thinking — and how many 
are not far behind them. Not long ago, on a Web 
site geared towards disgruntled military veterans, 
there was an open call for an armed million-man 

march through Washington D.C. followed by 
the storming of federal buildings, dragging bu-
reaucrats out into the streets, and hanging them. 
Does this, and some scenes in the aforementioned 
books, sound naughty? Just what do you think 
America has been doing to the rest of the world 
for the past 75 years?

Fiction aside, there’s an historical precedent to 
the guerilla warfare depicted in the novels named 
above. That precedent is the Ku Klux Klan, which 
was founded in Tennessee in 1865 amidst the in-
tolerable Federal tyranny known as the Recon-
struction era which crushed the South following 
its defeat in the Civil War. I am neither praising nor 
denigrating the violence of the Klan, which in any 
case is an historically obsolete organization; I’m 
simply relating the plain fact that the original Klan 
was an anti-terrorist guerilla force fighting against 
a horrible regime, and contrary to the Hollywood 
image, the KKK was not motivated by racial hatred 
or an itch to lynch innocent blacks. Much of their 
wrath, in fact, was directed at the white carpetbag-
gers and scalawags who had empowered the worst 
black elements. With few exceptions, beatings and 
killings were meted out to those who deserved it. 
This had major repercussions within the federal 
government, and after twelve years of insanity, the 
Klan restored civilization to the southern states. 
I’m simplifying here, but that’s the gist of what 
happened, which you won’t read on Wikipedia or 
in any other politically correct source. Most Amer-
icans, who have been robbed of their own histo-
ry, know nothing of this inspirational story. They 
have never heard of Thomas Dixon, who grew up 
in North Carolina during the darkest post-Civil 
War years, nor his novels The Leopard’s Spots, The 
Clansman, and The Traitor, pinnacles of American 
literature. They have no idea that in 1915, D.W. 
Griffith’s The Birth of a Nation, a movie considered 
a technological landmark, glorified the Klan’s tri-
umph of good over evil, to the dismay of northern 
audiences. Even in the South today, perhaps, the 
word “Reconstruction” is likely to draw a blank 
among the younger generation, though books by 
local authors about those shameful years can be 
found at Civil War battlefield gift shops. Dixon’s 
works, however, have vanished down the Orwel-
lian memory hole, even though they sold millions 
of copies in the early twentieth century. 

Let’s talk some more about violence, since we 
have visited so much of it on the rest of the world, 
and since it’s an everyday feature of the Amer-
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ican landscape, especially in the big cities. What 
do you think Tom Jefferson had in mind when he 
wrote that “the tree of liberty must be refreshed 
from time to time with the blood of patriots and 
tyrants”? The immortal German composer Rich-
ard Wagner constructed bombs used in a political 
uprising in Dresden in 1849 — an uprising which 
for him had cultural overtones, and after which he 
fled his native land and lived in exile for several 
years — proving that genius does not necessari-
ly exclude revolutionary violence. That there are 
times when killing becomes imperative — and in 
one instance when deadly force could have fore-
stalled history’s greatest genocide — was some-
thing Alexander Solzhenitsyn thought about as he 
ground out his eight-year prison sentence:

And how we burned in the camps later thinking: 
What would things have been like if every Security 
operative, when he went out at night to make an 
arrest, had been uncertain whether he would return 
alive and had to say goodbye to his family? Or if, 
during periods of mass arrests, as for example in 
Leningrad, when they arrested a quarter of the en-
tire city, people had not simply sat there in their lairs 
paling with terror at every bang of the downstairs 
door and at every step on the staircase, but had un-
derstood they had nothing left to lose and had boldly 
set up in the downstairs hall an ambush of half a 
dozen people with axes, hammers, pokers, or what-
ever else was at hand? After all, you knew ahead 
of time that those bluecaps were out at night for no 
good purpose. And you could be sure ahead of time 
that you’d be cracking the skull of a cutthroat. Or 
what about the Black Maria sitting out there on the 
street with one lonely chauffeur — what if it had 
been driven off or its tires spiked? The Organs would 
very quickly have suffered a shortage of officers and 
transport and, notwithstanding all of Stalin’s thirst, 
the cursed machine would have ground to a halt!

If... if.... We didn’t love freedom enough. And 
even more — we had no awareness of the real sit-
uation. We spent ourselves in one unrestrained out-
burst in 1917, and then we hurried to submit. We 
submitted with pleasure! We purely and simply de-
served everything that happened afterward.

I used to wonder how the people of Russia — 
unrefined by European standards, but still a civ-
ilized country under the czars — allowed them-
selves to be led deeper and deeper into a situation 
which, for sheer terror, has few parallels. Well, I 
see the same process at work here. Every day, well 
over a million Americans walk through a security 

gauntlet at the nation’s airports, submitting to the 
commands of TSA dullards, without the slightest 
sense of violation. Every day, more than 10,000 
newborn babies are needlessly injected with hepa-
titis B vaccine without so much as a whimper from 
their parents. It’s clear to me that most Americans 
— especially those who live in the cities and sub-
urbs and wouldn’t think of owning a gun — em-
body the same passive stupidity of all those hapless 
Russians whom Solzhenitsyn wrote about. And 
while it’s great that there are so many privately 
owned firearms in America, without sufficient or-
ganization and numbers, an isolated shooting of 
a state or federal vaccine enforcement goon who 
knocks on your door is unlikely to benefit others.

America, it bears repeating, is a medical dicta-
torship, probably as oppressive in regard to child-
hood vaccination as the worst countries out there. 
You can forget about your constitutional rights 
because this is not a nation of laws, but a nation 
of bureaucratic vagaries. As I’ve noted, if you don’t 
want your child vaccinated as a prerequisite for at-
tending school, in all but four states you have the 
right to file a philosophical or religious exemption 
explaining your position. The superintendent or 
school nurse reviewing it also has the right to deny 
it, and to take the matter further by reporting you 
to the police. And the police have the right to go 
further still so that you end up in court. And the 
judge has the right to take your child away from 
you. So any talk about “rights” is just hot air. So 
far as I know, no state mandates a hepatitis B shot 
before a newborn baby leaves the hospital, but it’s 
routinely given just the same. Yet even requesting 
that the shot not be given can arouse suspicion and 
lead to undesirable consequences. In my research 
I randomly came across about fifteen recent cases 
in which parents had broken no law, yet were fed 
through the judicial wringer. Some were locked up 
for a few days for disobeying a court order to have 
their children vaccinated. Much worse are inci-
dents, by no means rare, where parents have been 
charged, under the guise of “shaken baby syn-
drome,” with grave felonies to cover a medicrat or 
doctor after an infant suffers seizures or dies after 
a vaccination. You can find plenty of detailed cases 
on the Internet. What a truly horrible country we 
live in when authorities can stoop to such crimes 
— against innocent, grieving parents no less — 
and get away with it.

Needless to say, Congress will never put an end 
to this. Ninety-five percent of our elected repre-
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sentatives are scum to begin with or they wouldn’t 
be where they are. It’s an axiom that to be elect-
ed to public office at any level of government you 
have to sell your soul to the highest bidder, and 
the pharmaceutical lobby has more money to buy 
political whores than it takes to buy all the gold 
in Fort Knox. Literally. Of our 535 senators and 
congressmen, can anyone name five with any hon-
or and integrity, five with the backbone to swim 
against the political tides on a contentious issue 
and do the right thing? And what do congressio-
nal investigations ever accomplish? In 1999, Dan 
Burton, a Republican congressman from Indiana, 
who chaired the Committee on Government Re-
form, held the first of nearly twenty hearings over 
the years on Capitol Hill, on the issue of mercury 
in vaccines and autism, at which heartbroken par-
ents from around the country testified. Burton put 
a few top CDC and FDA officials in the hot seat 
and grilled them mercilessly. He had his own ax 
to grind. He had seen his grandson sink into the 
abyss of autism almost immediately after being in-
jected with nine vaccine doses at one routine doc-
tor visit. When he was done, Helen Chenoweth, 
a feisty congresswoman who also had an autistic 
grandchild, reamed them out some more. And 
what good came out of all this? None, absolutely 
none.

In human events, when two irreconcilable 
ideas clash, superior force, or the threat of it, usu-
ally wins. In America, the anti-vaxxers are mind-
ful of the gun and handcuffs the policeman car-
ries, because experience has taught them to be. 
The pro-vaxxers never worry about these things 
because the State, which stands behind the vac-
cine dogma, is on their side. But the balance of 
firepower in a country like America, where so 
many citizens distrust or flat out hate the federal 
government, is very tricky. Clearly, the police and 
the military are aligned with the State. The System 
takes good care of them, and anything that threat-
ens it is likely to be perceived as a personal threat. 
Upton Sinclair’s quotation is worth repeating: “It 
is difficult to get a man to understand something 
when his salary depends upon him not under-
standing it.” For most of those who make a career 
of the police or military at all departments and 
levels, it’s a nice salary, plus a generous benefits 
package and pension, that molds their thinking. 
They owe it all to the System. And furthermore, 
there’s plenty of indoctrination from Jewish orga-
nizations, especially the Anti-Defamation League, 

which influences a large segment of the military 
and law enforcement community, aided and abet-
ted by Israeli trainers who instill brutal methods of 
cracking down on dissidents.

There are ever-widening cracks in the edifice 
of the System, however. Discord within the mili-
tary, especially between the top and bottom castes, 
which has always prevailed, is probably at its most 
critical today. How can it be otherwise when, as 
we have seen, Air Force pilots are compelled to 
get a vaccination they’re all but told to their fac-
es may cause grave harm? After every foreign war 
American combat veterans have been treated like 
disposable livestock, but in 2009 Janet Napolitano, 
the bull-dyke Secretary of Homeland Security un-
der Barack Obama, showed the elitists’ true colors 
when she alluded to soldiers returning from Iraq 
and Afghanistan as potential terrorists. In 1994 a 
questionnaire was distributed to Marines at Twen-
ty-Nine Palms combat training base in south-
ern California, which asked if they would shoot 
American civilians who refused to surrender guns 
deemed illegal by the government. And there have 
been several polls since then to get our troops’ 
opinions on this matter, undertaken by those in 
the higher echelons of the armed forces, where 
most military gangsters and traitors are found. 
The general consensus, from what I have gathered, 
is that most would not shoot at their countrymen, 
and find the very idea abhorrent. But with so 
much “diversity” in the armed forces these days, 
I’m not too sure about that anymore. Turmoil in 
the military is on full display on the gritty Web site 
militarycorruption.com, where servicemen who 
have honor expose rotten career men in straight-
forward and often rough language.

The situation, I’m sure, is much the same with 
the police. As with the military, America’s police 
forces have their share of bullies and thugs, and 
also as with the military, one is likely to find the 
most corrupt and pliable at the higher levels. I 
also believe, along with many other dissidents, 
that with the drift towards more security and less 
freedom, the police have become more militarized 
and in many cases more vicious. Nevertheless, 
having been acquainted with about twenty cops 
over the years, I think a solid majority of them are 
basically good guys who try to do their jobs the 
right way. I also think that this percentage shrinks 
the higher you go in government, and at the feder-
al level there’s a sizable criminal element, especial-
ly in the FBI, an agency with a checkered history 
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which, more than ever, resembles the feared and 
hated secret police outfits in the formerly captive 
nations of the Soviet bloc. In our increasingly up-
side down country, and in the increasingly twisted 
worldview of high-level FBI officials, any noncon-
formist, anyone who holds politically incorrect 
opinions, is a possible terrorist. How much of 
this mentality trickles down to the rank and file is 
impossible for me to say. I’m sure there are good 
people in the FBI. I’m equally certain that you can 
find the same kind of thugs once found in the Stasi 
and the KGB. This has always been the case, but it 
has gotten considerably worse in recent years, with 
more agents provocateurs, and more vermin skilled 
in cover-ups and frame-ups — not to mention a 
homosexual clique that shields pedophiles, as was 
made all too clear in John DeCamp’s The Frank-
lin Cover-Up. I suspect, and I can only hope, that 
there is plenty of dissension in the ranks.

Returning to police officers at the local level, 
with whom I’ve had a fair amount of contact, like 
nearly all men of force they are not the type to find 
fault with the System, nor sympathize with those 
of any political ideology who do. Few are deep 
thinkers or book readers. They’re flag wavers and 
TV watchers, who for decades have absorbed all 
they’ve seen on the evening news and other pro-
grams. But unless they work in a white enclave, 
they know that the System, which treats them well 
financially, can instantly turn on them. They know, 
for example, that if they make a split-second de-
cision to shoot some black animal brandishing a 
knife or a gun, they might very well be sacrificed 
on the altar of political correctness; their life can 
suddenly become a judicial nightmare, with the 
looming possibility of a long prison term. They are 
much less likely to know, however, that Jewish en-
tertainment executives are the ones who produce 
and profit from the recordings of black rap mu-
sicians whose lyrics egg on their fellow blacks to 
commit violent crimes, including explicit messag-
es to murder cops. In lapping up all the bilge about 
ISIS and al-Qaeda and Islamic terrorism, spouted 
by all the talking heads on the television screen, 
they are totally unaware of the bulk of evidence in-
dicating that the Israelis and their minions in the 
U.S. played a key role in the September 11 attacks.

Most important, as individuals who are rarely 
intellectual, few police, and troops for that matter, 
have studied the vaccine issue, and overwhelm-
ingly they are the type who leave all that to the 
“experts”. But cops are fathers too, who want to do 

what’s best for their children, and there’s no doubt 
that their children have been victimized by vac-
cines in the same proportion as the children of 
those in other professions. What is all the finan-
cial security the System provides worth compared 
to a lifelong affliction of his child, or grandchild, 
brought on by a tainted vaccine? Despite their 
general satisfaction with the status quo, most rank 
and file members of the police and military know 
in their hearts that things are not right in America, 
even if they can’t articulate it. If the few issues I’ve 
just raised ever come into the open, there could 
well be an abrupt change in the direction weap-
ons of all kinds are pointed. No wonder Jews are so 
determined to keep an iron grip on the news and 
entertainment media.

That the police and military can never be trust-
ed by the American ruling class, which includes 
top military officials and all media executives, was 
made abundantly clear in the failed Hungarian 
revolt of 1956. It wasn’t until the standalone his-
torian David Irving published Uprising! in 1981 
that readers outside of Hungary learned of the 
anti-Jewish nature of the bloody insurrection in a 
nation that had seethed in the yoke of total com-
munism where, as in all east European nations in 
the years after World War Two, Jews had coasted 
to power on the wave of Soviet victory. But what 
was remarkable about this revolt, and shocking to 
the overlords in Budapest and Moscow, was that 
many ordinary police and soldiers, in the pay of 
the System, hated the regime so bitterly themselves 
that they raided their armories and distributed 
guns to the workers and peasants who, of course, 
were strictly forbidden to own them. The question 
is, can a full-scale uprising like this happen here? 
In comparing Hungary in 1956 to America today 
there are similarities as well as differences. Hun-
gary is a small country, the size of Indiana, with 
a homogeneous population then and now, both 
features of which offer a great advantage. Amer-
ica’a advantage would be that there is no foreign 
enemy force to worry about, like the Soviet tanks 
that rolled in and ultimately crushed the rebellion. 
On the other hand, Americans as a whole have 
never known anything like the repression that was 
clamped down on Hungary, where most men had 
been thrown into prison, and often beaten or tor-
tured, on absurd pretexts. Then again, what could 
more justifiably incite a people to rise in holy rage 
than what has been done, and continues to be 
done, to American children?
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We live in the here and now, and despite un-
precedented levels of discontent, all signs at pres-
ent point to a continuation of the slow process of 
social disintegration that will not reach critical 
mass in the near future. We are not near the point 
where Hungary was in 1956 and Romania was in 
1989, so for now it behooves knowing, caring par-
ents to do things quietly, calmly and legally. Let me 
tell you what I would do if I were a parent of a 
young child, or had a baby on the way. First, if pos-
sible, give birth at home with the aid of a midwife, 
or, if you’re fortunate to have one, a sympathetic 
obstetrician. This way you won’t have to worry 
about the obscene and disgusting ritual of your 
baby being welcomed to the world with a toxic 
hepatitis B jab, as well as the recently ordained and 
equally cruel vitamin K injection. Of course, as 
everywhere else, you’ll find different personalities 
working in neonatal wards, but why even deal with 
the anxiety of raising a red flag with some bitch 
nurse or bastard doctor by saying no to the nee-
dle? Second, if you live in a state where schools do 
not allow religious or philosophical exemptions 
to vaccination, keep your child out of school and 
opt for home schooling. Home-schooled children 
are invariably healthier and brighter, although this 
may in large part be attributed to genetic factors, 
namely having parents who reflect the dictum of 
George Bernard Shaw: “Intelligent people don’t 
vaccinate their children.” The question of depriv-
ing children of social interaction often comes up, 
and it’s a fair question. I look back at my own el-
ementary school education, from 1958 to 1965, 
as a happy and innocent time among my fifty or 
so classmates, divided into two classrooms. Even 
though there were as many petty animosities as 
there were close friendships, I cherish that expe-
rience. Most important, with two exceptions, we 
were all of European ancestry and whatever one’s 
ethnic background, and whether one was Catho-
lic or Protestant, counted for almost nothing. We 
were like a big family without even thinking about 
it. But in much of America today, this homogene-
ity, this natural feeling of kinship and belonging, 
no longer exists in the classroom. In my view, this 
inner isolation that white children must feel when 
going through primary school in the company of 
mestizos or blacks or Chinese or whatever is worse 
than staying out of school altogether, especially if 
they have ample opportunity to take part in social 
activities with their own kind. As for education, 
the public schools are an unmitigated disaster, the 

initial phase in creating a population of zombies. I 
have already commented on this and need not re-
peat myself here. In my day it was not as bad, and 
nothing sexually weird was pushed on us, though 
the process of being brainwashed by teachers who 
themselves had been brainwashed on certain is-
sues, notably World War Two, was in full swing. 
Beyond the three Rs, taught in the first grade, I 
learned little of lasting value all the way through 
college. To an inquisitive boy like me, school was 
an unending exercise in frustration, with just a few 
bright spots. If your child has a natural thirst for 
knowledge, encourage him to read good books. If 
he’s not the studious type, encourage him to pur-
sue things that interest him. Either way, he’ll learn 
more and undergo less brain damage than if he 
attends school. Every intelligent American’s motto 
should be: “No shots, no school? Okay then. The 
hell with school!”

I should point out that, at present, so far as I 
know, home birth and home schooling are legal in 
all fifty states, though you may have to meet cer-
tain conditions under the squinting eyes of local 
bureaucrats. Also, if you choose to keep your baby 
out of the hospital or your child out of school, he 
or she is not required by law to get a single vac-
cination in any state — although, as I’ve empha-
sized, this is a precarious freedom that exists only 
on paper, in some states more than others, and it’s 
most wise to sidestep the System quietly. Should 
the CDC usurp state vaccine laws, or some states 
on their own declare a medical emergency and try 
to enforce compulsory vaccination by going door 
to door, then the time will have come to uncase the 
guns, join with like-minded citizens and informed 
local police, and declare war on Vaccination Na-
tion Jonestown.

v

During the latter stages of writing and revising 
this book, I’ve often glanced at a small photograph 
of my daughter that I keep on my desk. It reminds 
me of the reason I’ve spent the last ten years, off 
and on, discouraged then determined, drained 
then inspired, at work on a project that, were it 
a lighthearted subject, would’ve taken me only a 
year to complete. Her photo tells me to stay in my 
seat and get this done, instead of relaxing with a 
book or putting on some music and pouring my-
self a glass of wine — though I’ve often given in 
to that temptation. But most of all it speaks for all 
the young lives wrecked by vaccines. My daughter 
is fidgety when you try to make her sit still for a 
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picture, and this one, taken by a professional pho-
tographer at her activity center, is not my favorite. 
Yet her facial expression in this photo is unlike any 
other, and when I look at it long enough my eyes 
well up because it’s an expression that seems to say, 
“Why did this happen to me?” And every time that 
happens, it reinforces my sense of purpose, which 
is to spare as many parents as I can the heartache 
of asking, “Why did this happen to my child?”

I gave some serious thought to writing a full ac-
count of my daughter’s condition, from the early 
days when she was not progressing and my wife 
and I feared the worst, to the present when, soon 
to turn 26, she plods on day to day, cared for and 
drugged against my wishes in a home with two 
older men, less disabled but like her lacking the 
faculty of speech. I could write a very poignant 
account of the day the bottom fell out of my life, 
the day, at my wife’s insistence — I didn’t want to 
face the dreaded diagnosis — I took my daughter 
to be evaluated by a specialist. Near the end of our 
appointment, after close observation, I was told, 
in words that are probably often used to soften the 
blow, that Mary was “on the autistic spectrum.” 
This is nicer than hearing “your daughter is autis-
tic,” but of course it means the same thing. I could 
make you cry by telling you what it was like driv-
ing home, a numb shell of a man with nothing to 
live for, then walking through the door, holding 
my daughter’s hand, my wife’s eyes silently search-
ing mine for a few moments, then breaking the 
news to her. I decided against it because it’s a long 
story that merits a book in itself, and it’s so closely 
connected with another long story — the wrong 
fork I took in life by marrying the wrong woman, 
and all the marital strife and harrowing divorce lit-
igation that followed. So, the only comment I wish 
to make here is that, in the society that eventually 
emerges from the mess that is now America, the 
judicial system will be as radically transformed as 
the medical system.

Another reason for not writing in detail about 
my daughter is that I don’t want to convey the idea, 
as promoted by the media spotlight, that autism is 
the only tragedy for which people have claimed a 
connection with vaccines. Autism is only the tip 
of the iceberg. Vaccines have triggered disorders 
of all kinds affecting the brain, skin, blood, intes-
tinal tract, joints and nervous system; they’re the 
primary cause of Sudden Infant Death Syndrome 
(SIDS), and also have induced asthma, seizures, 
learning disabilities, visual and auditory problems, 

diabetes, meningitis, various types of cancer and 
more. These children, who far outnumber the au-
tistic population, have been robbed of the well-be-
ing that should have been their birthright. Routine 
vaccinations have cursed their lives too, as well as 
the lives of their parents and grandparents.

I’ve often reflected on how my life today — and 
what I hope to make of it by writing this book and 
raising the sword against vaccines — is the sum to-
tal of chance events, wrong decisions and bad luck. 
I have no complaints, as I wrote at the beginning, 
and I explained why. But here I’ll add another di-
mension to show just how fluky life can be, and 
how a providential stroke of luck is behind the cre-
ation of this book.

In 1988, three years before we got married, my 
wife and I traveled for two months around five 
countries in southern Africa. Leaving South Afri-
ca, our starting point, we hitchhiked and cadged 
lifts north through sparsely populated Botswana, 
pulling up in the small, dusty town of Maun, gate-
way to the far north, famous for its wildlife and a 
vast waterway of channels and tributaries known 
as the Okavango Delta, through which a river of 
the same name flows. Aside from game drives in 
the Chobe and Moremi reserves, the thing to do 
here if you’re looking for adventure is to take an 
excursion in a dugout canoe, known locally as a 
mokoro, poled along by a native, in the hope of 
seeing some of Africa’s wild animals which are 
prolific here. Africa lurks with the unexpected and 
unpleasant, so a mokoro ride carries with it a whiff 
of danger. There were a few white-run, fly-by-
night travel storefronts in Maun; I walked into one 
and worked out a two-day itinerary in which we’d 
get a ride deep into Moremi, where we’d camp for 
the night, then in the morning our mokoro guide 
would meet us and take us out for the day on the 
Okavango. When I think of how some people are 
a bundle of contradictions, I always think of my 
ex-wife, who was and still is the classic nervous 
wreck. Not long after this trip she was prescribed 
Xanax for her anxiety, and later she became too 
stressed to drive her car on the interstate, sticking 
only to local roads. Yet I doubt one woman in a 
hundred has the spunk to pitch a tent in a place 
like the Moremi, which swarms with big game of 
all kinds. We passed a fitful night in our sleeping 
bags, punctuated by those unforgettable Afri-
can night sounds, and at eight in the morning, as 
planned, Samuel, our mokoro man, showed up. We 
got into a beat-up Land Rover with him, and after 
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a short ride, followed him down to a lagoon where 
he kept his mokoro.

A mokoro is long, slender, and very low to the 
water. I settled into the front, my wife in the mid-
dle, and Samuel in the rear with his long pole, 
guiding us through a maze of inlets by pushing 
against the bottom. We kept our eyes open for 
wildlife coming to drink, but saw just a few ante-
lope. Still, it was a beautiful day, this was relaxing 
and unique, and I was glad to be doing it. We had 
been gliding along for twenty minutes or so when 
I felt a slight wobble and then saw the front of the 
mokoro dip below the surface. Water rushed in — 
so silently, so peacefully — and within seconds the 
mokoro sank from under us and we were standing 
in chest-deep water. The few things we had tak-
en with us, including my camera, still in its nylon 
carrying bag (I would later discover it was ruined) 
slowly drifted away on the gentle current. My wife, 
nearly hysterical, threw her arms around my neck 
and gasped, “John, are there crocodiles here?” I 
knew there were — plenty of them — but I told 
her to stay still and keep quiet so as not to attract 
any crocs that might be close by. We had not seen 
any, but that didn’t mean we hadn’t passed any 
swimming along the bottom or concealed in the 
reeds at the water’s edge. This animal is the dead-
liest predator on earth, and we were now helpless, 
dangling bait. As one African big game hunter put 
it, “Crocodylus niliticus is the one man-killer who, 
if he’s big enough and you’re available enough, will 
eat you every time he gets a chance.” Neither of 
us had ever been so terrified — not only of dy-
ing, but of dying in a way that was too horrible to 
contemplate. But there was nothing we could do 
but wait as we watched Samuel wade through the 
water to retrieve our belongings that had floated 
downstream, then return and upright our mokoro. 
It seemed like an eternity, and I don’t even remem-
ber if we continued our trip or called it a day and 
went back. Samuel told us that his pole had gotten 
caught in some vegetation, and his yanking it free 
caused the mokoro to capsize. We were both just 
greatly relieved to get back on dry land and live to 
tell about it.

The following week we checked into a cheap 
hotel in Bulawayo, Zimbabwe. Pinned to the bul-
letin board in the lobby was a flier with a photo-
graph and a story about a nice English family of 
six that had come to Zimbabwe with some church 
group. On the far right was a handsome boy about 
twelve years old. They had gone rafting on the 

Zambezi River, the boy had fallen overboard, and 
he was taken by a crocodile. The flier implored the 
reader to pray for his family. Pray for what? How 
do you continue believing in a personal God after 
seeing something like that? How do you even go 
on living?

Years later, when the Internet and YouTube 
came along, I typed in “Okavango mokoro croc-
odile” to revisit our misadventure. I watched four 
video clips of close encounters with enormous 
crocodiles, one of which ended as the croc ap-
peared to attack the mokoro. All I could do was 
look upward, close my eyes, and exhale deeply. But 
for the throw of the dice, I, or my wife, or both of 
us, could’ve ended up like that poor boy who fell 
into the Zambezi, could’ve been grabbed and eat-
en by one of these engrossingly horrid reptiles, liv-
ing relics of the age of dinosaurs. But for the throw 
of the dice, my children would never have been 
born, this book would never have been written, 
and I would never have gone to war against child-
hood vaccination — and maybe, just maybe, the 
world would have been poorer for it. So who am 
I to complain about what I’ve gone through, and 
what I might yet go through, since that day in July 
1988 in the Okavango Delta of Botswana, when 
what easily could’ve happened didn’t happen?

v

I’ll reiterate here that not only is a country 
as good as its people, but a country is its people. 
Certain areas within the recognized boundaries 
of the United States are so dissimilar in human 
composition that we’re not really talking about the 
same country. The leaders of the Second Ameri-
can Revolution will have to take this into account. 
Large areas of every major American city are now 
Third World slums where English is a second 
language. As many areas are black jungles where 
few outsiders dare to venture. Much of southern 
California and the southwest are more Mexican 
than European. How is it possible to clear up this 
demographic disaster, unprecedented in histo-
ry, without provoking anarchy and bloodshed on 
a huge scale? How do you even begin to reclaim 
human cesspools like New York City, San Francis-
co, and every other megalopolis for that matter? 
My answer is you can’t, so just cut them loose. The 
only solution I see, the only glimmer of hope for 
the future, is for those areas of the country least 
blessed by all this diversity, areas where the good 
old values and traditions still endure — I have in 
mind the three northern New England states and 
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most of the northwest quadrant — to secede. This 
has happened repeatedly in nations fractured by 
human differentiation, and nowhere do these fault 
lines run so deep as in America today. Although 
the noxious fumes of television and the public ed-
ucation system permeate American households 
everywhere, there are still regions far removed 
— geographically, culturally, racially, spiritually — 
from New York, Washington and Hollywood. An-
other aspect of these areas is the largely unspoiled 
natural environments, which goes hand in hand 
with small populations, among which there is, I 
believe, a higher quotient of people with ingenu-
ity and creativity, compared to the white popula-
tion at large. It follows that the vaccination laws in 
these states are more lax than the national average, 
and from what I’ve read, North Dakota is the most 
lax of them all, granting exemptions for school-
children without the slightest fuss. But there are 
still rotten people out there — I’ve read a few dis-
turbing anecdotes out of New Hampshire and Ida-
ho — and no one should let their guard down until 
these stupid laws are swept clean from the books.

It’s amazing how a change of scenery can lift 
me out of the funk of living thirty miles from the 
world’s most loathsome city. In September 2017 I 
packed up my car and drove with my son to Maine 
for a week of camping and exploring. I hadn’t been 
to Maine in nearly thirty years, and had forgot-
ten how everything about this state is invigorat-
ing — not just the beauty of the pristine seashore 
and forests but the cleanliness everywhere, the 
pleasant little towns and shops, and of course the 
people, courteous, civilized, and on the whole at-
tractive and healthy looking, as one would expect 
where opportunities for rugged outdoor activi-
ties abound — and white. Very little diversity in 
Maine, and none at all that I saw, except for seven 
or eight blacks in Portland, the state’s largest city 
with a population of 67,000. This was my first time 
in Portland, and it struck me as everything an 
American city should be. Perhaps I’m romanticiz-
ing here; I may have missed some depressed towns 
and villages, like several I’ve seen in rural upstate 
New York, but Maine gave me hope for Ameri-
ca, and I’ve felt that same little surge in my more 
frequent visits to Vermont and New Hampshire. 
Montpelier, Vermont — leafy little capital of 7,535; 
imagine that! (Since writing these lines, hundreds 
of gate crashers from Angola and the Congo, and 
thousands of Somalis were dumped in Portland, 
straining that city’s resources. I also learned that, 

years earlier, the same faceless, nation-wrecking 
termites quietly transplanted about 5,000 Somalis 
into Lewiston, Maine’s second-largest city, bring-
ing with them the usual violence and social ten-
sion.)

This takes me back to the second-smallest state 
capital, one of only four bypassed by the Interstate 
highway system. Pierre, South Dakota is 32 miles 
from I-90, there’s not much to see there, hardly 
anyone makes it a destination, and these were all 
excellent reasons to have a look at it during a me-
andering trip by car with my son in 2012. We’ve 
taken several such trips, and one of our whimsies 
is visiting state capitols, or at least driving right 
by them. After settling in in Pierre, we rode a few 
blocks to the sedate structure, parked, and walked 
up the steps. A sign indicated that the building 
would be closing at 7 PM. It was 6:15, a Friday. We 
went through the main entrance. There were no 
cameras, no metal detectors, no security guards. 
The place was deserted and we had unrestricted 
freedom to wander. I couldn’t believe it. We walked 
around, peered into the legislative chamber, poked 
into a hearing room, stepped into the offices of 
state officials. Every door, except the one to the 
governor’s office, was unlocked. I thought, “Can 
you picture something like this in Albany, Atlanta, 
Austin or any other capital city drowning in diver-
sity?” The twenty minutes we spent in that empty 
building left a lasting impression on me — an im-
pression of trust, decorum and social harmony. It 
exemplified the kind of America our children and 
grandchildren should inherit. This is what Ameri-
ca should be, and still is, in some states.

A carping critic may point out that South Da-
kota and the other states comprising the north-
west parcel of the lower 48 are hardly examples 
of racial homogeneity, given the 20 or so Indian 
reservations spread across them. True enough, 
but pestholes like Portland (Oregon) and Seattle, 
crawling with liberals and multiculturalism, seem 
much more problematic to me — hopeless, in fact. 
I’m no authority on Indian affairs, and I’m aware 
of mutual feelings of resentment between Indians 
and whites that have flickered for a long time, but 
through the years the relationship has been tran-
quil for the most part, and shows the wisdom of 
keeping different races physically separated. I’ve 
driven through four reservations without the 
slightest fear, and in fact on our visit to South 
Dakota we attended the annual Oglala tribe Pow-
wow on the Pine Ridge reservation, spending the 
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night there in our tent amid hundreds of Indian 
tents and teepees. Most Indians we dealt with were 
friendly in a reserved kind of way, and there’s ev-
ery reason to believe this peaceful relationship can 
last indefinitely.

To offer a final illustration of what a reborn 
America could be and should be, I go back to my 
1986 visit to Iceland, where 99% of the 330,000 
inhabitants are white, the overwhelming majority 
of Scandinavian stock. Iceland is as progressive a 
nation as you’ll find on this planet. I happened 
to arrive by air in Reykjavik on June 16th which 
was, unknown to me, the day before Icelandic 
National Day, the equivalent of our Fourth of 
July. As I strolled the quaint, compact capital I 
noticed a crowd gathering outside the Parliament 
building. Curious, I joined them. Shortly after-
ward, the president of Iceland, a woman named 
Vigdis Finnbogadottir, came out with a small 
entourage and walked right past me, not thirty 
feet away. There were no bodyguards, no police, 
no uniforms. In 2008 and successive years the 
government there set an example for the world 
by arresting and prosecuting corrupt bank offi-
cials whose globally connected swindles caused 
a financial meltdown in the country, and severe 
economic hardship for a substantial percentage 
of the population. Twenty-nine Icelandic bankers 
went to jail, and the country’s massive debt was 
written off with the slash of a pen; the vultures 
of international finance were simply told to go 
to hell. More recently, the country underwent an 
emotional crisis of sorts when a violent criminal 
was shot and killed by police — unbelievably, the 
first time this had ever happened in Icelandic his-
tory, which predates the invention of guns. The 
literacy rate in this country is 100%, and it seems 
unnecessary to add that there are no compulsory 
vaccination laws.

v

I have exhausted every argument, trod every 
avenue, veered down many a side street in my en-
deavor to expose vaccination for the monumental 

and deadly fraud it is. This book has now reached 
its last page, and it’s up to the reader to decide if 
I’ve succeeded. From the beginning the only re-
ward I’ve sought is the satisfaction of applying my 
power of perception to the real world so that chil-
dren do not needlessly suffer and die, of providing 
sharper talons and a greater wing span to a vital 
movement that other good people have started 
and built up. And if I my efforts fail, I still have a 
pipedream that, 150 years from now, people will 
read about me in the same vein that people today 
read about, say, Ignaz Semmelweis. For those who 
would accuse me of vanity for saying that, all I can 
do is smile and plead no contest.

I’m 66 as I write these words. Although I’ve 
enjoyed good health in body and soul, with a few 
bumps, pretty much my whole life, psychological-
ly a change has come over me. At this age, you’re 
well past the halfway point in the journey and you 
realize you’re not going to live forever. I suppose 
most people who had a happy childhood become 
nostalgic in later life, looking back at their youth 
when the idea of growing old was inconceivable. 
That’s certainly true in my case. Where we’re born, 
the era we’re born into, and the conditions in 
which we’re raised are beyond our control, totally 
accidental. Looking back, it was really something 
to grow up in the 1960s. Ezra Pound called Ameri-
ca an insane asylum in 1958, and he was right, but 
compared to today the sixties were so much more 
sane. Despite all the assassinations, the destruc-
tive race riots, the Vietnam War, despite the social 
decline that picked up steam towards the end of 
that decade and has accelerated ever since, it was a 
good time to be young. In so many ways, America 
seemed like a better country back then. One way is 
that we only got a few shots when we were kids. No 
one ever gave a thought to doubling that number, 
let alone multiplying it tenfold, and no one could 
have foreseen that such a disaster would take place 
in our lifetimes. Children never needed all those 
horrible vaccinations when I was young. Children 
don’t need any of them today.
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Bibliography
which operates like a monopoly. I say this from 
firsthand knowledge, having written and self-pub-
lished a humorous book about my experiences as 
a baseball umpire in 1999, and having dealt with 
this leviathan personally. I did get exposure and 
sold hundreds of books through Amazon, but I 
was paid a pittance, and their employees, who toil 
miserably under the lash of Jeff Bezos, the world’s 
richest man, are impossible to communicate with 
on a human level. I know that it’s easy, efficient 
and economical to purchase books from Amazon, 
and I confess I’ve done so myself many times, but 
it’s much more fair to the self-published author, 
and also to the publisher if one is involved, to buy 
books from them directly, or to buy from brick and 
mortar stores, both independents and chains. Un-
less the author is famous, in which case big sales 
are virtually guaranteed, writing and selling books 
is an arduous task, and often a financial loss. The 
old-fashioned transactions I’ve mentioned assure 
an equitable share of the profits. However, the re-
maining chains, like Barnes & Noble — and again, 
I speak from experience — frown upon self-pub-
lished authors because of their stupid corporate 
rules, and anything that smacks of genuine contro-
versy scares them to death. I have little sympathy 
for them.

A distinction should be made between faceless 
and often shady Internet booksellers that hawk 
anything between two covers, and Web sites dedi-
cated to specific issues or subjects that offer books 
for sale. For example, Neil Miller’s books are pub-
lished by New Atlantean Press (affiliated with the  
site thinktwice.com), a small company in Santa Fe, 
New Mexico which, despite its obscurity, is not 
exactly “underground” as they work with main-
stream book distributors. New Atlantean special-
izes in the vaccine issue, natural health and alter-
native medicine, selling their own books and those 
of other publishers. Some of the titles below, other 
than Miller’s, might be available from them. This 
is the kind of company people should patronize.

There’s another reason to buy controversial 
books from an upfront source whenever possible. 
2017 witnessed a corporate crackdown on books 
that disseminate politically incorrect ideas. This 
crackdown has not affected anti-vaccine books — 
not yet at least — but it has affected other areas 
of knowledge, in particular the forbidden facts 

BELOW IS a partial list of books I have read over 
the years which, more than any other source of in-
formation, educated me about vaccines. They are 
listed in chronological order of their first printing. 
All are well worth reading, though with a few of 
them, as noted, I sharply disagree in places. What’s 
nice these days is that, with the Internet, one can 
bypass the arbiters of culture in the media and in-
stead read many independent reviews written by 
sensible people, and some people not so sensible, 
to gauge the value of any book. What struck me 
when I checked the publication years, since I hadn’t 
thought about it, was that, aside from the Cantwell 
book which doesn’t deal with childhood shots, in 
six of seven published prior to 1994 autism is nev-
er mentioned (A Shot in the Dark, the one excep-
tion, devotes only two pages to it), whereas every 
book from 1994 onward mentions this condition, 
and autism is the central subject in two of these. 
There were 22 vaccine doses on the CDC schedule 
from birth to four years in 1990, which gradually 
increased to 43 doses in 2001. How much more 
correlation does one need to show?

To avoid confusing the reader, I’ll repeat that I 
have not changed my notes on the Cantwell and 
Horowitz books from the way I wrote them before 
reading Edward Hooper’s The River, which inval-
idates a fair amount of their content. If one sets 
aside the major errors regarding Robert Strecker’s 
theory of the source of AIDS, however, they’re still 
valuable books.

Many other excellent books on the perils of 
vaccination have been published in recent years. 
No part-time researcher can possibly read all of 
them, but in my opinion that’s not necessary be-
cause they keep reinforcing the same facts that 
have been known for twenty, fifty, a hundred years. 
Because those who wield power and influence in 
the U.S. are so hostile to the anti-vax movement, 
most books critical of vaccines will not be found 
in bookstores and public libraries. A few will. All 
of them, however, can be purchased through the 
Internet.

Speaking of the Internet, I have mixed feelings 
about buying books this way. It’s great that we all 
have the opportunity to circumvent the censors, 
but the Internet has destroyed many legitimate 
businesses, book retailers included. Amazon im-
mediately comes to mind. Amazon is a monopoly 
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surrounding the Holocaust racket. A notable de-
velopment was the revocation of credit card pur-
chases, in which Wells Fargo Bank and PayPal, 
likely pressured by the Anti-Defamation League, 
played a prominent role. This battle continues. 
Among the targets were the Institute for Historical 
Review (ihr.org) and the Barnes Review (barnes-
review.org). These firms sell suppressed books that 
should be read by every thinking man and wom-
an. (Parenthetically, quite a few spineless directors 
of public libraries, including some near where I 
live, have installed censorship filters on their com-
puters, so that when one tries to log on to these 
and other dissident Web sites, a page appears 
telling the user that library policy blocks access 
to sites promoting “intolerance and hate,” words 
that always conveniently go undefined.). Also in 
2017, for the first time, Amazon, which since its 
formation had at least held to an exemplary policy 
of selling controversial books of all kinds, caved 
in to Jewish pressure and quietly removed nu-
merous titles from their inventory — that is, they 
banned them. On this list is what I consider the 
best book about World War Two ever written — a 
fast-paced chronicle of mini-chapters packed with 
photographs that I had never seen, and historical 
facts I had not been aware of, even though I’d al-
ready read a great deal of censored literature on 
that conflict, upon which the entire edifice of lies 
and false values of our age is constructed. That 
book is The Bad War by M.S. King, whose Web 
site is tomatobubble.com. I have never met nor 
spoken with Mr. King, but I’m most happy to give 
his book a plug. With these final remarks, I’ve de-
viated from the subject of this book one last time. 
For the last time, I will remind the reader that it 
all ties together. A dumbed-down nation of mental 
slaves who think we “won” the Second World War, 
who know and care nothing about history, and 
the lessons it teaches, is the same sorry bunch that 
allows their children to be injected with scores of 
poisonous vaccines. The first step out of this rut is 
the acquisition of knowledge which the following 
books provide.

• Horrors of Vaccination Exposed and Illustrat-
ed by Charles Higgins (1920). Reading this im-
passioned book, one comes to realize that all the 
angles of vaccination today — fraud, corruption, 
dogma, police state intimidation, experimentation 
on soldiers, serious injuries, death, denials, alibis 
— were commonplace a century ago, and people 
are none the wiser today. This book centers on the 

smallpox vaccine, the only one in wide use in the 
early 1900s, but it covers every conceivable aspect, 
including case histories of children who died after 
vaccination, photographs of horrific skin erup-
tions in victims young and old, and notes on con 
artist Edward Jenner sourced from 19th century 
British literature. It also includes descriptions and 
photographs of cattle suffering from an epidemic 
of foot-and-mouth disease resulting from the cru-
el practice of planting virus in the bellies of calves 
to make the vaccine.

• The Poisoned Needle by Eleanor McBean 
(1957). Long out of print, though reissued in 
2005 — unfortunately in very small type — this 
hard-hitting book was a voice in the wilderness 
warning about the danger of the Salk polio vac-
cine amidst the roaring news media festivities. It 
tells “the other side of the story” that so few Amer-
icans have heard. The first part of the book covers 
the smallpox vaccine, and includes many case his-
tories and additional damning facts about Jenner 
that would be difficult to find elsewhere. A most 
valuable book and historical document.

• Every Second Child by Archie Kalokerinos 
(1974). The story of a doctor who treated Aborigi-
ne babies in the remote Australian outback. Living 
in filth and subsisting on a terrible diet, many of 
these babies would die soon after public “health” 
teams descended on them and lined them up for 
vaccinations, paying no heed to their individual 
medical histories and living conditions. Dr. Ka-
lokerinos figured out that these shots rapidly de-
pleted their tiny bodies of Vitamin C reserves, and 
saved many on the brink of death with injections 
of this essential vitamin. The book also shows that 
Australian medicrats are every bit as ignorant and 
close-minded as their American counterparts.

• A Shot in the Dark by Harris Coulter and 
Barbara Loe Fisher (1985). A well-researched and 
sobering exposition of the whole-cell pertussis 
vaccine — the “P” in the DPT (or DTP) shot — 
long considered by far the most dangerous of all 
the childhood vaccinations. Although this vaccine 
was completely phased out in 1997 and replaced 
by the less risky but still unsafe acellular version, it 
shouldn’t be forgotten that for more than 50 years 
its alarmingly high toxicity was common knowl-
edge, yet nobody did anything about it. That atti-
tude has never changed, nor has the unbelievably 
reckless and callous behavior of those who profit 
from vaccines, much of which this work docu-
ments.
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• Immunizations: The Terrible Risks Your Chil-
dren Face That Your Doctor Won’t Reveal by Robert 
Mendelsohn (1988). The late Dr. Mendelsohn was 
an avowed enemy of the medical establishment, 
but as author of Confessions of a Medical Heretic 
and How to Raise a Healthy Child... In Spite of your 
Doctor (two books I highly recommend) and The 
People’s Doctor, a newsletter that doubled as a syn-
dicated column in the Chicago Daily News — prob-
ably the only column of its kind in America — he 
was a folk hero to informed parents. Immuniza-
tions is a selection of his articles from 1976 to 1988, 
all infused with his signature wit and wisdom.

• AIDS and the Doctors of Death by Alan Can-
twell (1988). Subtitled “An Inquiry into the Ori-
gin of the AIDS Epidemic,” this book is more or 
less a condensed narrative of Leonard Horowitz’s 
Emerging Viruses (see below), but at 230 pages it’s 
less than half the length, focuses only on AIDS, 
and is an easier read. It presents hard evidence 
that AIDS is a man-made disease and was delib-
erately inflicted on homosexuals by way of Hep-
atitis B vaccination campaigns in selected Amer-
ican cities. The author is a homosexual, though 
he doesn’t advertise the fact, and the book is shot 
through with sexual relativism and gooey liberal-
ism. Nevertheless, Cantwell’s intentions are pure, 
his research is sound, and he avoids the kind of 
wayward speculations that occasionally mar 
Emerging Viruses. This book could not have been 
written without the earlier detective work of Dr. 
Robert Strecker, a very conscientious researcher, 
not given to wild allegations, who first came up 
with the hypothesis of an AIDS-Hepatitis B vac-
cine connection. (A bombshell 96-minute video, 
The Strecker Memorandum, can be watched on the 
Internet.) Cantwell consulted with Strecker and 
properly credits him.

• Vaccines: Are They Really Safe and Effective? 
by Neil Miller (1992). This is the first book I ever 
read about vaccines that began my long education. 
It’s a basic, easy-to-read work, only 70 pages long, 
that I still consider the best introduction to the 
subject. In retrospect, my only criticism is that it 
relies too heavily on graphs, statistics and studies. 
Nevertheless, I would still recommend it to a gen-
eral reading audience, and especially to those who 
don’t usually read books, but might be persuad-
ed to read just one. It just might get them to start 
thinking.

• Vaccination: 100 Years of Orthodox Research 
Shows That Vaccines Represent a Medical Assault 

on the Immune System by Viera Scheibner (1993). 
This work is unique. Having plowed through some 
30,000 pages in major medical journals going back 
nearly a century, the author discovered that main-
stream researchers have consistently reported on 
the failure of vaccines to prevent diseases and on 
their harmful side effects — often alongside pa-
pers claiming vaccine victory over the same dis-
eases! Thus, the pro-vaxxers stand refuted by their 
own colleagues. About 500 studies are referenced. 
Although this book contains the most medical ter-
minology of any in this bibliography, it’s not that 
complicated, and Dr. Scheibner’s no-nonsense 
approach and uncanny ability to pick apart and 
swiftly demolish specious arguments make it a 
straightforward read.

• The Medical Mafia by Ghislaine Lanctot 
(1994). Dr. Lanctot is a French-Canadian wild 
woman, a firebreathing rebel who attacked the 
Quebec medical establishment with a pen she 
wielded like a sledgehammer. Vaccines are just one 
of the many targets she smashed. This book has an 
unusual format and many illustrations. It also has 
a New Age veneer and is downright silly in places. 
Nevertheless, I include it here because Lanctot is 
such a colorful character and we need not agree 
with everything a person believes to acknowledge 
that he or she can be dead right on certain issues. 
The Medical Mafia actually attracted quite a bit of 
media attention in Quebec and created such a fu-
ror that Lanctot went on trial before the Quebec 
College of Physicians. After three years of delib-
erations, she was barred from practicing medicine 
for life — a verdict that she celebrated! All this is 
recounted in a follow-up book, The Trial of the 
Medical Mafia by Joachim Schafer, also an enjoy-
able work and perhaps more pertinent in that a 
greater part of it deals with the subject of vaccines, 
as batted around in courtroom testimony.

• Immunization: Theory vs. Reality by Neil Mill-
er (1995). This is Miller at his best, a wide-rang-
ing survey on all aspects of the vaccination fraud, 
mostly focused on childhood shots, but including 
a chapter on the outrageous experiments carried 
out on our troops during the Gulf War. I’ve read 
two other books by the author, Immunization: The 
People Speak! and Vaccines, Autism and Childhood 
Disorders, and they’re all brilliant, but I consider 
this his most important.

• Emerging Viruses by Leonard Horowitz (1996). 
Explores the origins of the AIDS and Ebola virus-
es, and the various theories as to whether they oc-
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cur in nature (unlikely), escaped accidentally from 
experimental laboratories (more likely), or were 
deliberately seeded in human populations through 
vaccination campaigns (most likely). There is sol-
id documentation throughout the work connect-
ing the dots between the CIA, military, scientists, 
medicrats, and even presidents. Unfortunately, the 
author, who is Jewish, is obsessed with Nazis and 
their nonexistent extermination program and is 
very confused politically, sometimes weaving far-
fetched ideas into his account. But these are mi-
nor defects that pale in comparison to the book’s 
overall importance. One chapter is a fascinating 
interview with the aforementioned Robert Streck-
er, who raises a specter of unspeakable evil at high 
levels of government that few people are wiling to 
contemplate.

• The Virus and the Vaccine by Debbi Bookchin 
and Jim Schumacher (2004). Moderate in tone but 
shocking in message, this book zones in on the 
frenzied “polio vaccine decade” of 1954 to 1963, 
especially the unsettling discovery of vaccine con-
tamination with the cancer-causing monkey virus 
called SV-40, and how the many people involved 
— including those who determined national vac-
cination policy — reacted to it. It’s an untold, very 
human story of bureaucratic infighting that pitted 
a few good people against a lot of mediocre or ir-
responsible people who went into hot denial and 
looked the other way rather than face cold, hard 
facts and see their world crumble.

• A Stolen Life by Marge Grant (2005). No one 
knows how many parents there are in this country 
whose lives have become a daily trial caring for a 
vaccine-damaged child, but the number is surely 
great. This is the story of one woman, an ordinary 
housewife from Wisconsin, whose son Scott was 
destroyed mentally and physically in 1961 by a 
then supposedly new and improved four-in-one 
(DPT plus polio) vaccine called Quadrigen. She 
then went on to educate herself and became an 
activist. With her husband Jim, who died in 2001, 
she sacrificed everything to take care of her son. 
Every parent in her situation will find solace in her 
story, and every human being with heart and spirit 
will be inspired by this fine lady.

• Evidence of Harm by David Kirby (2005). A 
work of immense importance on the connection 
between mercury in vaccines and autism, and the 
only one mentioned in this work to appear on the 
parody known as the New York Times bestseller 
list. What makes this book special is that the au-

thor writes as a moderator throughout, letting the 
controversy speak for itself through the words of 
parents of autistic children, their scientific allies, 
and a few politicians on one side (notably Dan 
Burton, whose grandson became autistic after re-
ceiving a barrage of shots, touched on earlier), and 
public health officials, scientists and politicians on 
the other side. Remaining neutral from beginning 
to end, Kirby does not draw any firm conclusions, 
but it’s difficult for me to imagine that this book 
would not have a profound impact on any intelli-
gent reader.

• Polio: An American Story by David Oshinsky 
(2005). An indispensable book from which I bor-
rowed generously in writing the chapter on the 
polio vaccine. In conducting his research, the au-
thor spent years examining the personal papers of 
the major protagonists, and interviewing some of 
their associates and family members. The portrait 
he paints is one of a bunch of rats scurrying for 
cheap fame over the prevention of a disease that 
endangered comparatively few, although he appar-
ently didn’t see it that way. On the back cover, an 
advance reviewer wrote that Polio “vividly retells 
one of the greatest of all American success stories,” 
which makes me wonder if this gentleman also 
considers the maiden voyage of the Titanic one 
of the greatest of maritime success stories. I was 
dumbfounded when I saw Oshinsky’s name on the 
back of Paul Offit’s The Cutter Incident, attached 
to laudatory remarks about the book and a solidly 
pro-vaccine stance. I will never understand how 
some people think.

• Dissolving Illusions: Disease, Vaccines, and 
the Forgotten History by Suzanne Humphries and 
Roman Bystrianyk (2013). This is probably the 
most comprehensive review of the entire history 
of vaccination ever written. It is extremely enlight-
ening. It references more than 800 books, medical 
journals, newspaper articles and other literature 
going back to the early 1800s, which have been 
swept under the rug by the apostles of modern 
medicine and their accomplices in the media. In a 
later book, Rising from the Dead, Dr. Humphries, 
a nephrologist who served as a hospital intern, re-
lates her personal interactions with patients who 
suffered kidney damage from routine shots, and 
with colleagues who were arrogant defenders of 
the vaccine dogma and others who agreed with 
her but were too scared to speak out.

• The Vaccine Court by Wayne Rohde (2014). 
Mr. Rohde is the father of a boy who regressed 
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into autism after his first childhood vaccinations. 
His book is based on interviews and case histories 
of parents like him whose children were gravely 
injured by vaccines and struggle, often unsuccess-
fully, to win compensation from the federal gov-
ernment to cover some of the lifelong expenses 
incurred by their children’s disabilities. It exposes 
the 1986 National Vaccine Injury Compensation 
Program as a bureaucratic train wreck, and makes 
one wonder if there is a government on planet 
Earth that treats its citizens worse than the one in 
Washington D.C. does.

• Vaccine Whistleblower by Kevin Barry (2015). 
Hearing a story from the inside is always edifying. 

This is the story of a conscience-stricken CDC em-
ployee, William Thompson, who could no longer 
take the rampant fraud and corruption that per-
vades that agency. “Senior people just do complete-
ly unethical, vile things and no one holds them 
accountable,” he states. The meat of this book is a 
transcript of four legally recorded telephone calls 
(Thompson wasn’t aware they were being record-
ed) between Thompson and Dr. Brian Hooker, an 
autism researcher. Thompson’s revelations are ab-
solutely shocking. If anyone has any doubts that 
the top health officials in this country are not the 
worst of criminals, and are responsible for untold 
human suffering, let him read this book.

Just say no to censorship
THE BATTLE for free speech in America today 
has much in common with the aspirations of east 
Europeans in the years leading up to the collapse 
of communism. With the invention of the Inter-
net, thinking Americans can instantly access facts 
and ideas suppressed by our controlled media. At 
this writing, tech giants like Facebook, Twitter and 
YouTube are hard at work scrubbing politically 
incorrect content from the World Wide Web. It’s 
difficult to predict how this will play out — if, for 
example, government or corporate censors will go 
further and make a move to pull down Web sites 
that speak truth to power, or block them with cy-
ber filters, as is done in China and even in quite a 
few American public libraries. So far, they haven’t 
put much of a crimp in the ability of intelligent 
people to express themselves and communicate 
with each other.

The first section below lists Web sites on health 
matters that I have found useful. Most deal solely 
with vaccines, while others deal with a variety of 
health issues that overlap vaccines. In the second 
section I’ve listed sites that cover politics, history 
and current news, both domestic and internation-
al, some from a racial perspective. Two are for-
eign (Iranian and Russian) English-language sites. 
Some occasionally discuss vaccines, and some are 
connected with printed publications. All are con-
cerned with the future of America and Western 
civilization. There’s a wide range of viewpoints 
spread across them, not all of which I agree with, 
and a few can sometimes be annoyingly sensa-
tionalist, but everyone involved has striven to see 
things clearly and retain the capacity to think.

Shut off the TV. Throw the newspaper out. Stop 
reading New York Times bestsellers. Open your 
mind.

• ageofautism.com
• greatmothersquestioningvaccines.com                 
• nvic.org
• ritalindeath.com
• thinktwice.com
• vaccineliberationarmy.com
• vaccineresistancemovement.org
• vaccineriskawareness.com
• vaccines.news
• vaclib.org
• vactruth.com
• vaxxed.com
• whale.to

• americanfreedomunion.com
• americanfreepress.net
• barnesreview.com
• codoh.com
• davidduke.com
• globalresearch.ca
• ihr.org
• kevinalfredstrom.com
• natall.com
• national-justice.com
• nationalvanguard.org
• newobserveronline.com
• presstv.ir
• renegadetribune.com
• rense.com
• rt.com
• stormfront.org
• tomatobubble.com
• unz.com

• whatreallyhappened.com
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HAD SOMEONE with extraordinary prophetic 
powers predicted, at the end of 2019, what would 
happen in 2020, and what the world situation 
would be like today, I would’ve written him off as a 
colorful lunatic or an aspiring horror story novel-
ist. Even I, fully aware of the evil inherent in most 
of these vaccine pushers, never imagined that they 
would implement a program so nakedly aggressive 
and murderous as what has recently taken place 
and continues to take place far and wide — and 
as clearly as anywhere, right here in America. It 
never occurred to me that it would come to this. 
But really, why should I be shocked? This is the 
logical culmination of the vaccine dogma, the end 
of the road after 225 years of vaccine lies. This is 
it. It’s all aboard for Jonestown, last stop the Kool-
Aid dispenser, the point of a needle filled with a 
concoction its leading pushers know will sicken, 
sterilize or kill millions or billions of people. It has 
already wreaked an incredible amount of havoc on 
humanity — in a mere seven months, as I write, 
possibly more than any other vaccine ever devel-
oped, though technically it’s not a vaccine at all but 
a totally reckless gene-manipulating experiment.

Before getting into the global contractions 
that began in early 2020, I’d like to look back at 
a few things I wrote. There was one factual error 
in the chapter on autism. I had written that the 
exceptionally dangerous whole-cell pertussis vac-
cine came into widespread use in the early 1940s, 
and that the child psychologist Leo Kanner had 
first observed and written about the typical traits 
of autistic behavior around this time. That is in-
correct. While Kanner did indeed write the first 
paper on autism in 1943, in which he coined that 
word, the pertussis vaccine came on the scene in 
1914 — though the original vaccine seems to have 
been used hardly at all, and it underwent further 
development, with the first mass guinea pig ex-
periments (called “clinical trials” by the vaccine 
cultists) beginning in 1934 — and it was in 1938 
that Kanner first noticed young children behav-
ing abnormally. As far as cause and effect goes, 
however, this still makes perfect sense. Other than 
that, I’m not aware of any mistaken assertions, 
and there’s certainly nothing substantial I would 
change, though I’ve been enlightened about a few 
things. I always knew that the Democrats were 
the party of the Left, but until 2020, I didn’t real-

ize how far gone so many governors and big city 
mayors are. On average, I’ve learned, they’re much 
worse than Republican politicians, the great ma-
jority of whom are despicable in their own right. 
To me these Democrats are communists, by which 
I mean they’re indistinguishable from the squal-
id office holders who ran things in the former 
communist dictatorships in eastern Europe. I also 
was unaware of their partners in crime, the many 
radical prosecutors and attorneys general, mostly 
black, who came out of the woodwork following 
the nationwide race riots instigated by the news 
media, and whose appointments were said to be 
funded by George Soros, which I have no reason 
to doubt. I was too generous in my appraisal of 
Vladimir Putin and a few others. Donald Trump 
is gone, having betrayed his deluded supporters, 
whose numbers have happily dwindled. I do be-
lieve the election was stolen from him, but why 
should any patriot care? Does it really matter that 
Biden is headed for a cliff driving at 100 mph, 
whereas Trump was only doing 70 mph? Trump’s 
one enduring legacy will be the absolute disaster 
of Operation Warp Speed, which unsurprisingly 
earned him the idiotic praise of conservatives near 
and far, though by now some are having second 
thoughts.

Since March 2020, so much has happened and 
continues to happen on a daily basis, and I have 
read so much and watched so many videos on the 
Internet, that it’s impossible to present more than 
the tiniest fraction of it while keeping this after-
word to a reasonable length. Some aspects of the 
Covid event can only be surmised, but most of it is 
clear. It’s not that complicated. The lessons of his-
tory are the primary guide, to which I’ve applied 
my intuition and everything I’ve learned in life. 
The priceless Internet continues to be practically 
the only source of truth, but as always, one must 
aim to distinguish the certain or nearly certain, the 
probable, the plausible, the unlikely, and the ludi-
crous. One thing is clear to me: we are in the midst 
of a global Bolshevik revolution.

The one foundational truth we should never 
lose sight of is this: From the beginning, every-
thing about Covid-19 has been a fake news event. 
There was absolutely no evidence that SARS-
CoV-2 was anything more than a boogeyman vi-
rus like SARS-CoV-1 (2003), H1N1 (2009), West 

2020-2021: Journal of a world gone mad
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Nile (2012), and Zika (2016).
In other words, had the news media never re-

ported a word about it, no one would’ve noticed 
anything out of the ordinary. no one would’ve no-
ticed anything unusual in the incidence of respira-
tory disease compared to 2019 or any previous year.

Let that sink in. But even in February, before the 
first reported U.S. Covid death on the last day of 
that month, I detected a building fear campaign on 
WCBS, the news radio program I listen to for ten 
minutes each morning — my only exposure to the 
mainstream fake news, other than a quick glance 
at the headlines on one or two websites run by the 
major television networks. After March 13, the 
day Trump declared a national emergency, WCBS 
went into overdrive. On some days I turned the 
radio on again, later in the day and at night, and 
listened for a full hour. Even in Russia under Sta-
lin during the Second World War, I can’t imagine 
such wild, nonstop lies calculated to generate such 
intense fear and panic. In addition to skyrocket-
ing numbers of deaths and infections, obviously 
pulled out of a hat, it was as if the announcers had 
been instructed on how to pause and inflect to 
achieve the maximum emotional impact on listen-
ers. This frenzied, round-the-clock “news” report-
ing was all a sane man could take. And the flip side 
of all the “fear porn” to which the media’s favorite 
experts contributed was the usual Soviet censor-
ship of thousands of brave, dissenting doctors and 
other independent researchers worldwide, who 
from the beginning saw this scam for what it was. 
Here is the stifled voice of just one, which I came 
across in November 2020, a Dr. Roger Hodkinson 
of the Royal College of Physicians and Surgeons 
in Canada:

There is utterly unfounded public hysteria driv-
en by the media and politicians. This is the biggest 
hoax ever perpetrated on an unsuspecting public. 
There is absolutely nothing that can be done to con-
tain this virus. This is nothing more than a bad flu 
season. It’s politics playing medicine, and that’s a 
very dangerous game.... There is no action needed. 
Masks are utterly useless. There is no evidence what-
soever that they are even effective. It is utterly ridic-
ulous seeing these unfortunate, uneducated people 
walking around like lemmings obeying without any 
evidence. Social distancing is also useless.... Positive 
testing results do NOT indicate clinical infection. It 
is simply driving public hysteria and ALL testing 
should STOP immediately.... Using the [Alberta] 
province’s own statistics the risk of death under 65 is 

1 in 300,000. The scale of the response is utterly ri-
diculous.... all kinds of business closures, suicides....
you’re being led down the garden path.

To expand on this, let’s review some salient 
facts. One is that a fake pandemic, or plandemic, 
as others have aptly called it, has been in the works 
for a long time. The most exhaustive timeline on 
this, going back to the late twentieth century, is 
found on the invaluable website covid19propa-
ganda.com. I’ll mention four recent milestones. 
On January 10, 2017, ten days before Trump took 
office, Anthony Fauci — no introduction needed 
— gave a lecture on infectious diseases and pan-
demic preparedness at Georgetown University, 
in which he said, “There will be a surprise out-
break” confronting the incoming administration. 
That gives the game away right there. On April 
26, 2018, twenty months before anyone heard of 
Covid, the European Commission, an executive 
body, first proposed vaccine passports for cross-
ing borders in a document entitled “Strengthened 
Cooperation Against Vaccine Preventable Dis-
eases.” This occasion was the first time the phrase 
“vaccine hesitancy” was heard. On September 12, 
2019, a “Global Vaccination Summit” was held in 
Brussels, Belgium, again by the European Com-
mission, in conjunction with WHO, attended by 
big shots from many countries. Three round table 
discussions were held, entitled “In Vaccines we 
Trust,” “The Magic of Science,” and “Vaccines Pro-
tecting Everyone, Everywhere.” On October 18, 
2019, “Event 201” took place at the Pierre Hotel 
in New York City. This was a “tabletop exercise,” a 
simulation of a global pandemic and the conspira-
tors’ response to it, on which the Covid pandemic, 
which kicked into high gear five months later, was 
closely modeled.

The first reports of a novel corona virus, SARS-
CoV-2, came out of Wuhan, China in late Decem-
ber 2019. I don’t know what happened, or didn’t 
happen, in Wuhan, though it appears certain that 
the slimy Fauci, who has flip-flopped at least fifteen 
times in his recommendations, and whom even 
Trump had the brains to call “an idiot and a di-
saster,” was involved in research at the virology lab 
there going back to 2014. I suspect that secretive 
biowarfare research took place at this lab, as has 
long taken place in our own facilities, especially at 
Fort Detrick, Maryland. I also believe there may be 
a connection between possible radiation sickness 
in that city and cities in other countries where 5G 
wireless communications had recently been rolled 
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out. Nevertheless, this obsession with China, this 
business of solely blaming China for the origin of 
Covid, is a huge and mendacious distraction from 
the brutal lockdowns in 2020, and the vaccination 
juggernaut in 2021. If SARS-CoV-2 really exists, 
and whether or not it’s natural or manmade, it’s 
quite harmless to nearly everyone except the aged 
and those with co-morbidities, who are more vul-
nerable to any kind of viral infection.

Jon Rappoport, who moderates the hard-hit-
ting blog nomorefakenews.com, maintains that 
the Covid-19 virus does not exist, that is, no sci-
entist in the world has ever isolated and identified 
it as a distinct virus in the corona family. Inquiries 
on this subject sent to the top health departments 
in several Western countries were ignored or an-
swered evasively. Rappoport has also said that 
the PCR test, used to detect infection, is utterly 
useless and rigged to spit out false positives like 
a fire hose. This man is an independent investiga-
tor who has been delving into government-med-
ical-pharmaceutical chicanery and analyzing so-
called pandemics for more than thirty years. He 
is unsurpassed at stripping away dense scientific 
jargon, reducing it to simple terms, and expos-
ing “experts” like Fauci as bullshit artists. The late 
Kary Mullis, the inventor of the PCR test, was an-
other man who despised Fauci as a know-nothing 
career bureaucrat. Mullis never intended the PCR 
test to be a diagnostic tool, which is exactly what 
it became.

So, through 2020, tens of millions of asymp-
tomatic Americans drove to designated Covid 
testing sites or stood in lines outside walk-in clin-
ics, waiting for a bogus and painful nasal swab test 
for a likely nonexistent virus to be administered by 
strangers in bizarre protective attire, which added 
to the drama. Nothing like this has ever happened 
before. It was given impetus by an apocalyptic 
warning, issued by Neil Ferguson, a technocrat 
based at Imperial College in London (which is not 
a traditional college but rather a hotbed of social 
activism, connected with the UN, WHO, and glob-
al policy makers), that the world was on the verge 
of the worst epidemic since the 1918 Spanish Flu. 
Ferguson’s track record was an absolute joke. Us-
ing computer models, which is all this geek knows 
how to do, he had also made scary predictions 
about swine flu in 2009, dengue fever in 2015, and 
Zika virus in 2016 that never materialized. That he 
was taken seriously in 2020 by so many heads of 
state and other movers and shakers does not re-

flect well on their IQs. It was Ferguson who, on 
March 16th, released a doomsday report predict-
ing massive Covid death tolls in the U.K. and the 
U.S., and after seeing what the Chinese and then 
the Italian governments were capable of pulling 
off, called for draconian lockdown measures. He’s 
the one responsible for all the school and business 
closures, social distancing, face masks, isolation, 
quarantining and contact tracing crusades. In May 
he was caught having an extramarital affair, setting 
a pattern of stinking hypocrisy for all the petty ty-
rant politicians around America who were seen 
countless times with family and friends at social 
gatherings, ignoring their own harsh edicts. 

Right through 2020 I didn’t know anyone who 
claimed to be sick with Covid, and most people 
I spoke to didn’t know anyone who knew anyone 
who supposedly had it. I don’t even remember 
hearing anyone cough in 2020! Oh, there were a 
few who told me that they knew people who died 
of Covid, or knew doctors or nurses who worked 
in hospitals that were overwhelmed by Covid pa-
tients. I don’t doubt that they knew people who 
died, and it’s tactless to press them for details when 
they tell you that. But fraud, a specialty at the 
CDC, was in the air, reflected in the huge drop in 
mortality statistics for flu and pneumonia. Deaths 
from many different causes, respiratory and other-
wise, were being recorded as Covid deaths. Hospi-
tals had financial incentives to do this, and it was a 
great way to inflate numbers and ratchet up public 
fear. Some brave doctors, like Scott Jensen in Min-
nesota, and Annie Bukacek in Montana, who often 
fill out death certificates, went public with these 
shenanigans. In recorded phone conversations 
made by James O’Keefe, who runs projectver-
itas.com, four funeral directors in the New York 
metro area, who routinely view these documents, 
said they were seeing Covid listed as the cause of 
death all the time, even though they and the fam-
ilies they were serving knew damn well that the 
deceased had not died of Covid. As for hospitals 
inundated with Covid patients, I’m sure they were 
swamped in some cases, but like everyone else, 
doctors and nurses fall for the power of suggestion 
and the pressures of conformity, and with the me-
dia blaring its fear porn 24 hours a day, I’m sure 
they were convinced that anyone with respiratory 
symptoms was infected with Covid.

This was in April 2020, the peak of hysteria, 
when the global epicenter of Covid had moved 
from China to Italy and Spain to New York City, 
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with the Queens enclave of Elmhurst “the epi-
center of the epicenter.” I lived 32 miles from El-
mhurst. A cousin who lived on eastern Long Is-
land, 50 miles out, called me to see if I was okay. I 
wasn’t sure if he was serious. He was. A traveling 
companion from way back when emailed me from 
Australia with the same concern. Since I like to 
confirm things with my own eyes, on April 11th 
I took a ride to Good Samaritan Hospital in West 
Islip, seven miles east. The visitor’s parking lot was 
only twenty percent full, there was no activity at 
the emergency room entrance, and there wasn’t a 
soul in the spacious waiting room. Five days later I 
drove in the other direction to the Nassau County 
Medical Center in East Meadow, about 20 miles 
from Elmhurst. Here too, nothing was happening 
at the ER entrance and the parking lot was mostly 
empty, but as I pulled into the driveway, I saw a se-
curity guard and a large, ominous sign ahead that 
read “All Visitation Suspended.” I got the impres-
sion that I was most unwelcome here, so I made a 
U-turn and left. Unlike Good Sam, the NCMC is 
a public hospital, which means if you’re poor you 
can come here and get treated for free.

My take on what happened at Elmhurst Hospi-
tal, and at other public hospitals in New York and 
in big cities around the country, is as follows. With 
the constant media fear mongering, I think a great 
number of black and Hispanic deadbeats, un-
healthy to begin with and not the brightest people, 
who experienced any respiratory symptoms at all, 
even a simple cough or cold, panicked and went 
to the hospital. Whether these patients were lured 
into hospitals by design, or an opportunity arose 
after they were admitted, they were deliberately 
killed off on orders from above — by over-seda-
tion, improper use of ventilators, or gross neglect. 
This was done because these people are a drain 
on Medicaid, which is close to going broke. That’s 
my theory. Two out-of-state nurses, Nicole Sirotek 
and Erin Olszewski, who went to New York hospi-
tals separately on a mission of mercy, were aghast 
at what they saw. They made videos, emotional in 
places, still up on the net, and both point-blank 
called it murder. All these victims conveniently be-
came Covid death statistics.

Medicare funds, which provide for old folks 
who have lived productive lives, also are dry-
ing up, so they have to be bumped off too. I refer 
you to M.S. King’s The Morphine Genocide: How 
the Fed-Med Mafia Kills Our Elderly with Pallia-
tive Care, published in 2017. Like the rest of Mike 

King’s mostly excellent books, it was axed by the 
censors at Amazon. When it was still sold there, 
three or four reviewers attested that their own 
mother, father or other relative was murdered in 
the hospital. This policy of empowering medical 
“death panels” snuck in under Obama’s Affordable 
Care Act. King cites some articles in the Ameri-
can mainstream press that hint at the crimes, but 
the best one is from England, where the Nation-
al Health Service is up against the same financial 
crunch — one of those rare nuggets that appear in 
the controlled press, in this case the London Dai-
ly Mail. The article, headed “Top doctor’s chilling 
claim: The NHS kills off 130,000 elderly patients 
every year” appeared in the June 19, 2012 edition, 
and can be read online.

This takes us to the tragic nursing home deaths 
that occurred in several states, some 12,000 in 
New York alone, under Governor Andrew Cuo-
mo. Cuomo is such an odious creature and is so 
widely detested here, it’s amazing he’s still in of-
fice. He’s one of many Democratic politicians who, 
with his brutal lockdown decrees, took pleasure in 
inflicting psychological pain on ordinary people, 
just to flex his muscles. For the past three or four 
months, the media masters have been playing a cat 
and mouse game with him for reasons only they 
know, turning up the heat, then turning it down, 
then up and down again. Will they force him to 
resign or will they let his crimes slide? What so 
many forget is that back in April 2020, when his 
executive orders were being carried out and he 
was preening his chest hairs at his daily press con-
ferences, the media were puffing him up as a su-
perstar, as a take-charge leader making the tough 
decisions needed to hold the deadly Corona virus 
at bay. Maybe he should even think about running 
for president, they hinted. And the boobs lapped 
it up. After all, didn’t TV and the papers claim 
that his approval rating had soared to 85%? If 85% 
agree on something, it has to be right, right? Well, 
there were more than 200,000 New Yorkers who 
had parents in nursing homes, and they weren’t 
too impressed with their governor, whose policies 
were as cruel as they were illogical. There’s no need 
to go into the details here, which are widely known 
and undisputed. The only remaining question is 
whether, acting out of malice or from hidden pres-
sure exerted from above, he deliberately killed all 
those old people. I think the evidence points in 
that direction. In a sane society, he, along with his 
state health commissioner Howard Zucker, would 
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be tried in a court of law for premeditated mass 
murder, and if found guilty, executed.

There’s no doubt in my mind that all this busi-
ness is being orchestrated by sinister, unseen per-
sonalities, and that maggoty politicians like Cuo-
mo, along with heads of state around the world, 
are doing what’s expected of them. Those who 
don’t toe the line are taking big risks. Tanzania’s 
president John Magufuli, suspicious of PCR test 
kits sent to his country by WHO — as well he 
might have been, considering the past exploitation 
and killing of African children in vaccine experi-
ments — tested a variety of inanimate and living 
subjects. In April 2020 he announced his findings 
to the world: a goat, a papaya, and motor oil tested 
positive for Covid, prompting laughter from many 
quarters. Magufuli told WHO to pack up and get 
out of Tanzania. In January 2021 he warned his 
countrymen to stay away from the Covid vaccine. 
Two months later he was dead, supposedly of a 
heart attack. Pierre Nkurunziza, the president of 
neighboring Burundi also opposed lockdowns, 
was a vaccine skeptic, and expelled WHO officials 
from his country. He succumbed to a heart attack 
as well. He was 55, Magufuli 61. Were these men 
murdered? I’d bet on it.

On an impulse, I recently skimmed through 
A.K. Chesterton’s The New Unhappy Lords, which 
I read many years ago, and which I quoted from 
earlier. I’ve read several fine books on the conspir-
acy, or better said conspiracies, among the rich 
and powerful, especially since World War Two, 
to rule the planet — to impose globalism, inter-
national communism, one world tyranny, a new 
world order, whatever you want to call it. To my 
mind, Chesterton’s book is the best of them, be-
cause he is eminently logical and doesn’t duck the 
taboo issues of Jewish subversion and racial mon-
grelization, especially in his native England, where 
even in the early 1960s, when he was writing, non-
white immigration was well underway, as was the 
humiliation and destruction of the white man in 
Africa, as some British colonies buckled under to 
lunatic black rulers, while others dug in against 
the betrayal of worthless politicians in London 
— a precursor of our current Black Lives Matter 
movement. The role of international finance, the 
behind-the-scenes pressure applied to spineless 
world leaders, the perfidy of the United Nations, 
the hidden hand directing global affairs — noth-
ing has changed. In Chapter 24, he lists the mostly 
obscure names and positions of nearly a hundred 

men from North America and Europe established 
in government, media, academia, banking, foun-
dations, big business and the military who had 
met in secret more than once, in lavish surround-
ings, with strict security precautions, to discuss 
— what? As Chesterton makes clear, only a fool 
would deny that there’s a conspiracy at work here. 
The faces have changed in the last sixty years, of 
course, but they are the same unfeeling, mechani-
cal creatures conspiring to rule over a global plan-
tation, to control the lives of a raceless, spiritless, 
degraded humanity. They have morphed into what 
today appears to be the foremost organization of 
power addicts, an elitist club known as the World 
Economic Forum (WEF). The only differences to-
day are the ascendance of technocracy, the push to 
vaccinate, and the fact that the conspiracy is out 
in the open, right in your face if you care to open 
your eyes.

In late 2020 I read two books co-authored by 
Klaus Schwab, a half-Jewish German national and 
the founder and executive chairman of the WEF, 
which was formed in 1971. These books are Shap-
ing the Future of the Fourth Industrial Revolution, 
published in 2018, and Covid-19: The Great Reset 
which came out in July 2020. These books have to 
be read to be believed. I had occasionally come 
across the ideas he expounds, but they seemed so 
far out that I didn’t take them seriously and never 
looked into them. That was a mistake. He is for 
real with his “trans-human” agenda of merging 
man with machine, literally creating a new being 
who will be “a fusion of our physical, digital and 
biological identity.” The technology of injecting 
sensors into the body, which monitor vital signs 
and convey them to cell towers, is already here and 
marketed on profusa.com. Recently I came across 
an interview Schwab did on Swiss television on 
January 10, 2016 in which he discussed planting 
microchips in our brains. Naturally, he’s big on 
vaccines, and has said, “People who refuse to be 
vaccinated are a health threat to everyone else.” 
Like Bill Gates, a close colleague, he comes across 
as a reincarnation of Pol Pot. He envisions a world 
of total surveillance where everything is electron-
ically connected with everything else, thoughts 
can be read by police, and get this, human organs 
can be printed by 3D technology (Shaping the Fu-
ture, page 145). His two greatest mentors are the 
death merchants Henry Kissinger (who in addi-
tion to his war crimes in Southeast Asia, pressured 
the government of Rhodesia to take the primrose 
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path to black Marxist rule, with the inevitable dis-
possession and killings of white farmers after the 
country became Zimbabwe), and Nelson Mande-
la, about whom I’ve written enough. It would seem 
that, as part of his dystopian plan to phase in a new 
version of man, the white race needs to be phased 
out. In fact, Schwab claims he was deeply affected 
by the death of George Floyd, and the WEF web-
site, weforum.org, has much boilerplate discussion 
about ending racism — only white racism, that is.

The media-instigated anarchy and race riots, 
which tore through nearly all major cities and 
many large towns in America, was, of course, the 
other major event of 2020. Whether George Floyd 
died of a fentanyl-induced heart attack or of suffo-
cation from the knee of a rogue white cop, is irrel-
evant. Floyd was just another black bum in a coun-
try whose cities are overflowing with black bums, 
a drug addict and a career criminal, who once did 
five years in a Texas prison for sticking a gun in a 
woman’s stomach during a home invasion, which 
in itself justified an appointment with Old Sparky. 
What is relevant is that the Jewish cabal that de-
cides what is “news” used this incident to ignite the 
American racial powder keg, and touch off more 
racial explosions around the world. Once again, 
the awesome, unrestrained power of the media 
was on full display. This, of course, was just one in 
a long series of media attacks against white police 
officers working in the hopelessly crime-ridden 
big cities who have to deal with black animals all 
the time. A racial explosion has been brewing for 
decades, and we’ve seen it happen before, but as 
someone who lived through the summer of 1967, 
I can attest that, even though the scale of mayhem 
and destruction in 2020 was about the same, back 
in ’67 there was no toppling and defacing of stat-
ues, no invasions of white suburbs by menacing 
black mobs (some of which took place very close 
to my home), no “cancel culture,” and no sham-
ing or persecution of any whites who deviated one 
inch from the party line of “systemic racism” and 
“white supremacy,” which are as fictitious as the 
Covid pandemic. And this time the raw hatred 
and contempt for the white race was thrown like 
acid in our faces, including implicit and even ex-
plicit calls for murder in both the news media and 
social media. On October 3rd, 400 members of 
the No Fucking Around Coalition, a black para-
military group, marched heavily-armed through 
Lafayette, Louisiana, a city of 120,000 with a white 
majority. A similar march took place in Tulsa, 

Oklahoma, on the hundredth anniversary, on June 
1, 2021, attended by Biden, of what the media lu-
dicrously described as a senseless white-on-black 
racial massacre, which ended with the tribal chief 
whipping up the crowd with the usual megaphone 
rhetoric and exhorting them to “kill everything 
white in sight.” I thought of the Hitler quote I re-
produced on page 232, in which he describes how 
the Jew gradually erodes all the foundations of a 
civilized society until he feels confident enough to 
drop the pretense of social justice and begin the 
butchery. Crushing lockdowns that temporarily or 
permanently ruined so many lives, combined with 
a determined attack on orderly white society, em-
ploying Antifa and Black Lives Matter anthropoids 
as shock troops — what we had here was a classic 
Bolshevik revolution, calling to mind George Lin-
coln Rockwell’s novel definition of communism as 
“the organized mutiny, led by the Jews, of the bio-
logically inferior people of the world against those 
who have created civilization.” Any doubt about 
the Jewish role should have been dispelled by a 
brazen full-page ad that appeared in the New York 
Times  on August 28th, 2020, sponsored by more 
than 600 Jewish organizations, from the mighty 
Anti-Defamation League down to the local activist 
synagogue. The eye was drawn to “We speak with 
one voice when we say, unequivocally” — then 
below that, in gigantic block letters — BLACK 
LIVES MATTER. And it soon became clear that 
this latest planned racial uprising was tied in with 
the Covid hoax, as in New York, where black 
throngs were exempted from the face mask and 
social distancing requirements that were being 
zealously enforced by that city’s politicized cops. 
Around the country, thousands of violent black 
felons were released from prison, ostensibly to pre-
vent Covid from spreading in those facilities. And 
the connection was also evident in the corporate 
world, especially professional sports teams, many 
Jewish-owned, so proud to proclaim “Black Lives 
Matter” on billboards and stadium signs, while 
requiring all non-playing personnel to participate 
in the senseless obedience ritual of wearing face 
masks. For not wearing masks on the sidelines, 
several NFL coaches were fined $100,000, their 
teams $250,000. 

As one would expect, the thrust behind the in-
creasingly fierce injection campaign in the U.S. is 
heavily though not entirely Jewish. If it weren’t for 
Bill Gates, a gentile, we would not be in the extreme 
situation we’re in today. Over the past twenty years, 
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no man or woman comes close to his leadership in 
worldwide vaccination efforts, always with a phil-
anthropic spin. Gates is like an alien from another 
planet, possessed of a mentality that I cannot fath-
om. He apparently sees himself as ringmaster of 
the solar system. He is crazy and dangerous. He 
has other projects too, like having most of us in 
advanced nations eating synthetic beef by 2030, 
and sending a fleet of specially equipped aircraft 
into outer space to spray particles that would dim 
the sun’s rays in order to cool the stratosphere, his 
remedy for global warming. That one is on hold 
for now as he sorts out life after divorce, while still 
buying up and owning more American farmland 
than anyone else. Behind his facade of caring for 
Third World children, he sees vaccines as one way 
to depopulate the world. (Other rich and powerful 
men, Warren Buffet, Henry Kissinger, and the late 
David Rockefeller among them, have also favored 
depopulation, Kissinger having hinted at enforced 
starvation.) These were Gates’s exact words during 
a 2010 “TED talk” to a private audience, widely 
circulated on the Internet: “The world today has 
6.8 billion people. That’s headed up to about nine 
billion. Now if we do a really great job on new vac-
cines, health care, reproductive health services, 
we could lower that by perhaps 10 or 15 percent.” 
More than once he has publicly stated his ambi-
tion to deliver Covid vaccines to everyone on the 
planet. He has been implicated in many criminal 
vaccine schemes, especially in African countries 
and in India where he has been accused of maim-
ing 496,000 children and adults in a polio eradica-
tion campaign from 2000 to 2017. I’ve come across 
no facts that refute this charge. People around the 
world can see into his dark soul. I’ve read at least a 
hundred comments on the Internet calling for his 
death. I’ve never heard him express any remorse 
for the great harm he has caused. In his mind, 
perhaps, he has never harmed anyone. It happens 
that Nelson Mandela was one of his heroes, and he 
even had the honor of meeting the world’s most 
beloved terrorist.

Aside from being a shrewd and unprincipled 
businessman, Bill Gates is a nobody — an unap-
pealing nerd of no creative talent, no moral sense, 
no character. Had he not been born into wealth and 
privilege, which gave him a huge advantage in life, 
he might have ended up with some dull techno-
crat job making $25 an hour. Several people have 
tried to determine what makes him tick; a thor-
ough analysis, including a two-hour documentary 

titled “Who is Bill Gates?,” worth watching, can be 
found on corbettreport.com. Psychopaths have al-
ways been part of the human condition, so Gates is 
far from unique in that category. What makes him 
unique is his wealth. I, for one, don’t know what it 
means to have $130 billion in the bank, or in the 
Bill and Melinda Gates Foundation, but with that 
kind of money you can obviously be a big spend-
er and walk through almost any door. You can 
purchase a pet weasel named Anthony Fauci and 
have him follow you around and eat out of your 
hand. You can meet with a bonehead president 
in the White House, convince him that vaccines 
are great, and get him all excited about Operation 
Warp Speed. You can throw hundreds of millions 
here, hundreds of millions there at academicians 
to win their support. You can hire the very best 
public relations firm to make you look like some-
thing you’re not. You can pal around with pedo-
phile and fellow billionaire Jeffrey Epstein and fly 
on his private jet. You can fund Imperial College 
to keep it afloat, and get another computer worm, 
Neil Ferguson, to ruin people’s lives. You can be-
come chummy with airhead celebrities and appear 
on TV news and entertainment programs. You can 
buy favors with the media masters, who are natu-
rally drawn to your genocidal plans. You can pump 
endless streams of cash and wrap your tentacles 
around all kinds of global agencies, organizations 
and corporations that push for total population 
control through vaccination and digital tracking 
devices. You can bribe government and health of-
ficials everywhere to carry out vaccination cam-
paigns guaranteed to kill and maim. And you can 
plan all these things while swanning around in 
a $2 million a week rented yacht or hanging out 
in one of your five mansions. The one thing you 
can’t do is buy off the Truth, which is that you’re 
a worthless little turd whose name will become an 
ugly, permanent stain when the history of this age 
is written.

As I mentioned, the wheels of a global vacci-
nation conspiracy had been turning for years be-
fore the jabs actually began — on December 14, 
2020, here in the U.S. I must admit that, despite 
my extensive research, I was unaware of this. Con-
spiracies by their nature are hatched in secrecy. It 
was in April 2020 that Trump announced Opera-
tion Warp Speed with his usual oily pitch of great 
things to come. The shots were eight months away, 
but the wheeling and dealing behind closed doors, 
with billions of dollars up for grabs, which always 
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accompanies major vaccination campaigns, had 
begun, with Pfizer and Moderna winning the big 
prize, and their lawyers hammering out a clause 
removing any liability for the vaccine deaths and 
injuries they knew were inevitable. As 2020 wore 
on, I had an uneasy feeling about what was com-
ing. There were few tangible hints, but what there 
was, was ominous. In May, the utterly repulsive 
Alan Dershowitz said “If you refuse to be vacci-
nated, the state has the power to literally take you 
to a doctor’s office and plunge a needle into your 
arm.” I came across a 2017 clip of Tal Zaks, the 
chief medical officer of Moderna and an Israeli, 
discussing exciting new mRNA technologies and 
how the next class of vaccines would “hack the 
software of life.” Those words sent chills down 
my spine. He had a little diagram of how it would 
work. Playing God, taking Nature into his own 
hands. Absolute madness. But naturally Moderna 
was playing it safe, insulated against any lawsuits, 
and as I later learned, after winning the govern-
ment contract, Zaks dumped his company stock 
in structured sell-offs. Technically it was not il-
legal, but it was the epitome of sleaze, and made 
him very wealthy. Word is that he plans to leave 
Moderna in September 2021 for greener pastures. 
On October 23, 2020, seven weeks before the in-
jection campaign hit stride in England, the British 
government posted this notice on ted.europa.eu: 
“The MHRA [Medicines and Health Care Prod-
ucts Regulatory Agency] urgently seeks an Artifi-
cial Intelligence (AI) software tool to process the 
expected high volume of Covid-19 vaccine Ad-
verse Drug Reactions (ADRs) and ensure that no 
details from the ADR’s reaction text are missed.” 
Here was proof that the top politicians in London 
knew in advance how dangerous this vaccine was, 
but approved its use in a mass vaccination offen-
sive anyway.

I wrote earlier about the over-representation of 
Jews in the vaccine field, both at the pharmaceu-
tical companies and public health agencies, which 
in practice are one and the same. I could have 
mentioned more Jews in the top slots at the CDC. 
The new director under Biden is Rochelle Walen-
sky, member in good standing of Temple Emanuel 
in Newton, Massachusetts, conveniently just a few 
miles from Moderna headquarters in Cambridge, 
who on April 8, 2021 declared racism “a serious 
public health threat.” This is the mentality of the 
people who rule over us. Perhaps the CDC will 
soon be pushing an anti-racism vaccine. But when 

I looked into the advisory committee dredged up 
from the CDC and FDA, which met to discuss 
emergency authorization of the Covid-19 vaccines 
in late 2020 — which needless to say was already a 
done deal — I saw so many Jewish names and faces 
that I thought I might’ve stumbled on the Knesset 
website. Further investigation revealed the kind 
of conflicts of interest you always find with these 
people. But that’s just half the story. The CEO of 
Pfizer is a Greek Jew, Albert Bourla, and the chief 
scientific officer is Mikael Dolsten, a Jew born and 
raised in Sweden. The billionaire CEO of Moderna 
is Stephane Bancel, a French Jew. Wikipedia states, 
“Bancel has been described as having a secretive 
approach to Moderna, and as being a tough op-
erator.” That’s an understatement. Moderna is an 
extremely shady start-up company and Bancel a 
horrible person whom many found impossible to 
work for. Like Zaks, he unloaded a ton of Moderna 
shares through 2020 at great personal profit. The 
chairman and CEO of Johnson & Johnson is Alex 
Gorsky, who also is Jewish. Pfizer and J&J have rap 
sheets a foot long. It’s always the same with these 
pharmaceutical companies. They commit crime 
after crime, destroy millions of lives, get hit with 
big fines and pay out a billion here, three hundred 
million there — just the cost of doing business. 
Then they go on their merry way to commit more 
crimes. No one ever goes to prison, much less to 
the gallows. And these are the companies that have 
injected 180 million American sheep, caused tens 
of thousands of tragedies already, yet cannot be 
sued. And their tribal cousins in the media just 
keep covering up for them. It’s time to realize that 
these are criminal syndicates every bit as brutal as 
the most infamous Mexican drug cartels. In fact, 
they’re more to be feared. No one is forced to use 
cocaine or heroin, but the vaccine manufacturers, 
with their huge stable of bought politicians who 
pass laws mandating their products, are a different 
story. And only a fool would deny that they em-
ploy assassins to get rid of people they regard as 
a threat. Their latest victim was Brandy Vaughan, 
a Merck sales executive turned anti-vax activist, 
who ran the website learntherisk.org. She knew 
she was being targeted, told her friends about it, 
and was found dead by her nine-year-old son in 
her Santa Barbara, California home on December 
7, 2020. Dead from natural causes, the coroner du-
tifully reported.

Predictably, some vicious and deranged Jews 
were unable to control themselves. In a Wash-
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ington Post piece of April 22, 2021 headed “We 
Should Soon Stop Catering to the Vaccine Hold-
outs,” Jennifer Rubin advocated making life im-
possible for those who cannot present secure 
proof of vaccination. Rubin has written so many 
knucklehead columns over the years that even her 
colleagues have long wondered out loud why the 
Post doesn’t fire her. Seventeen days later, another 
unhinged Jewess, the washed-up entertainer Bette 
Midler, threatened unvaccinated children with 
this tweeted gem: “If my kid can’t bring peanut 
butter to school then yours can’t bring the deathly 
plague. Vaccinate or I’m bringing the Jiffy.” How 
charming. She was referring to peanut allergies, a 
by-product of the flood of new childhood vaccines 
in the 1990s, which are potentially fatal, so this was 
a thinly disguised death wish, not to mention just 
another mindless rant: if vaccines protect against 
disease, then vaccinated children need not worry 
about any “deathly plague” brought by unvacci-
nated children. Lastly, there’s our old friend Peter 
Hotez, who went bonkers in an April 27, 2021 ar-
ticle, “Covid Vaccines: Time to Confront Anti-Vax 
Aggression,” published in Nature, a print journal 
and online magazine that calls itself scientific. Ho-
tez wants to see anti-vaccine groups dismantled, 
and wrote darkly of terrorism, nuclear armament, 
far-right extremist groups and Russian-sponsored 
misinformation, while plugging the London-based 
Center for Countering Digital Hate, as well as a 
Virginia-based rumor-tracking analytics compa-
ny. He wants to empower WHO, the UN, cyber 
security, law enforcement, public education, and 
strengthen international relations. He is one very 
sick puppy who recently got himself into a heap of 
trouble for making outrageous allegations against 
Sharyl Attkisson, the former CBS correspondent 
who often writes articles mildly critical of the vac-
cine establishment on her website. At this writing, 
Hotez has a defamation lawsuit hanging over his 
head.

I don’t want to oversimplify. The Jewish role in 
this whole Covid-19 saga, as in most of their de-
structive activities, is not black and white. There’s 
some gray. There are plenty of gentile Cromwell 
types involved in this. Another gray area is Israel 
itself, where the government imposed lockdown 
rules that were harsher than in most Western na-
tions, then followed up with an aggressive vac-
cination campaign. Some have suggested that 
the Israeli population was injected with saline 
solution, and the Jew duped the dumb goyim yet 

again. I don’t believe that. I’ve seen enough evi-
dence on Israeli websites to convince me that Is-
raelis have had their share of casualties, in addi-
tion to the fact that Jews, like whites, are divided 
among themselves in getting or not getting the 
shot. Furthermore Netanyahu (now out of office), 
may have received a backhander from Pfizer and, 
gangster that he is, may not care if his own peo-
ple are harmed. Alternatively, maybe he wanted 
to make everybody forget about all his crimes and 
make himself look like a strong leader in a futile 
attempt to get re-elected. I don’t know. Maybe 
also, he, or whoever makes the top public health 
decisions there, genuinely believes that mass vac-
cination is a good thing. I believe this to be true of 
other world leaders, like those of Russia and Iran, 
who have foolishly bought into the vaccine dog-
ma and the whole Covid scamdemic and, while 
wisely shunning the poisons used here and in Eu-
rope, are using vaccines like the Sputnik V which, 
from what I’ve read, employs the same dangerous 
biotechnology.

But let’s not avoid the million dollar question. 
We have this nexus of Jews who sit at the top of 
the CDC, the FDA, the vaccine manufacturing 
firms, the television networks and social media, 
not to mention those swarming around the veg-
etable Biden. In fact, the real acting president is 
Jewish chief of staff Ron Klain, who daily tells his 
mumbling boss what to say and do. Only a blind 
man could fail to see that there’s tribal solidari-
ty at work here, even if there are some personal-
ity conflicts. Every one of them is on board with 
the plandemic and the vaccination campaign. It 
goes without saying that they all have criminal 
minds. All of them are engaged in a cover-up of 
an immense tragedy which has been going on for 
seven months now. Why don’t any of them raise 
their voices about it? Why isn’t Biden’s Coronavi-
rus Response Coordinator, the Jew Jeffrey Zients, 
addressing the situation? What are their motives 
for not stopping it? The polio and swine flu vac-
cination campaigns of 1955 and 1976 were halted 
in much less time with only a minute fraction of 
the casualties, when it became clear that the vac-
cines were backfiring. Why in 2021 is it full speed 
ahead, fueled now by a fresh round of scare-
mongering nonsense about the Delta variant? I 
answered these questions the best I could in the 
long chapter titled “The Jewish Factor,” so I’ll try 
to answer them in one sentence here: A sizable 
number of Jews are genetically driven to destroy 



286

will vaccines be the end of us?

civilization and murder people on a huge scale, 
even though it may ultimately lead to human ex-
tinction, including their own.

v

As I’ve said, I always like an insider’s view of 
things. Thankfully, there are a few honorable peo-
ple who work, or have worked, in the top public 
health agencies and in the big pharmaceutical 
firms. Michael Yeadon, former chief of allergy and 
respiratory research at Pfizer, is the most outspo-
ken. He has been sounding the alarm for several 
months now, as in this statement:

It’s become absolutely clear to me, even when I 
talk to intelligent people, friends, acquaintances....
and they can tell I’m telling them something im-
portant, but they get to the point where I say, “Your 
government is lying to you in a way that could lead 
to your death and that of your children,” and they 
can’t begin to engage with it. And I think maybe ten 
percent of them understood what I said, and nine-
ty percent of those blank their understanding of it 
because it’s too difficult. And my concern is, we’re 
gonna lose this because people will not deal with the 
possibility that anyone is so evil.... I’ve talked to lots 
of people, and some of them have said, “I don’t want 
to believe that you’re right, so I’m just gonna put it 
away because if it’s true I can’t handle it.”

Yeadon strongly suspects that this global vac-
cination push is a conspiracy to depopulate the 
planet. So do I — among some of the conspirators 
anyway. But they could not do their infernal work 
without the support of a vast army of pimps and 
toadies in government, journalism, NGOs, scien-
tific research institutions, large corporations and 
academia.

We are in the midst of an unprecedented event. 
As with the lockdown measures that became in-
creasingly harsh and ludicrous as 2020 wore on, 
once the vaccination steamroller started up and 
went forward, it never stopped. The goalposts kept 
moving, again and again, until the steamroller 
knocked them down and rolled right over them. 
It’s still rolling. Last month I read that they’re now 
after children as young as two, and they’re even 
talking about booster shots. Judging by the VAERS 
index of adverse event reports, which probably 
represents at most ten percent of such events, this 
is the most dangerous substance ever put into a 
syringe, aside from lethal injections given to con-
demned prisoners. 

From January 1st to June 26th, VAERS com-
piled 376,300 reports. A quick scrolling on vaers.

hhs.gov shows that nearly all of them are from 
the Pfizer or Moderna Covid shot. According to 
healthimpactnews.com (a superb site if you can 
overlook the quotes from scripture), during this 
time frame, plus the latter half of December, 6113 
deaths, 5172 permanent disabilities, 6435 life 
threatening events, and 51,588 emergency room 
visits were reported to VAERS. There have been 
more reports filed with VAERS in the first six 
months of 2021 than in all the years from 2012 to 
2020 combined. I might add that I’ve mentioned 
VAERS to at least twenty people over the years, and 
no one had heard of it. Since you can examine the 
data for yourself, I won’t bother reproducing any 
of it, as I did for previous years earlier in this book. 
Were I to reproduce the first half of 2021, it would 
add 80,064 pages to the book you’re holding. And 
we continue to be told this is a safe shot. In fact, 
according to the CDC’s own website, cdc.gov, as 
posted on May 27th, VAERS (which the CDC and 
FDA jointly supervise) had received 4863 reports 
of Covid-19 vaccine deaths up to May 24th. Yet 
at the top of this same page, under “What You 
Need to Know,” the first bullet point statement was 
“Covid-19 vaccines are safe and effective,” with the 
words “safe and effective” in boldface! The mad-
ness of this whole thing is beyond description.

The situation in Europe is no better. There’s a 
system there, similar to VAERS, called EudroVig-
ilance, which keeps track of Covid-19 vaccine 
deaths and injuries, and breaks them down into 
27 categories (cardiac, gastrointestinal, respira-
tory, etc.). Tabulations are regularly updated on 
healthimpactnews.com. The casualties reported in 
Europe exceed ours, and there are many more be-
sides, because several European countries do not 
participate in the system.

It’s impossible for me to go into detail on all 
this harm, and I don’t want to get bogged down in 
biological processes and terminology that I don’t 
understand, but it’s well worth passing on some 
information that I’ve come across. From what I 
gather, these experimental injections permanent-
ly change the DNA, which means that it can’t be 
undone in future offspring — if it doesn’t destroy 
the fertility of recipients to begin with. It seems 
that these people are now the equivalent of genet-
ically modified corn. I’ve read that 82% of women 
who were injected during the first or second tri-
mester of pregnancy have had miscarriages. In an 
interview conducted with Jeff Rense, who runs the 
excellent aggregate website rense.com, the afore-
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mentioned Dr. Hodkinson issued a grave warning 
about the unknown future effects of these shots. 
He was particularly concerned with myocarditis, 
inflammation of the heart, which unlike the liver 
and kidneys cannot repair itself. What this means 
in plain English is that millions of young Amer-
icans who got this injection may die of heart at-
tacks in their thirties or forties, though no one 
knows yet what the future holds.

Other dissident doctors have come right out 
and said there’s going to be massive death and 
suffering within two or three years as a result of 
“cytokine storms,” meaning, as I understand it, 
the immune system going haywire in fighting 
common transient illnesses, or in the continuing 
replication of spike proteins, that have a notably 
harmful effect on the circulatory system. I’ve read 
numerous accounts of shedding, which we know 
happened with the Salk polio vaccine, and likely 
with others as well. Vaccinated people can infect 
others through physical contact or exhalation. 
Vaccinated women have reported serious disrup-
tions of their menstrual cycles, or unusually heavy 
blood flow, or passing blood clots. I’ve even read 
of post-menopausal women having periods again. 
And from simply being around vaccinated wom-
en, unvaccinated women have experienced the 
same symptoms. There are also many cases of met-
al objects sticking to the skin of vaccine recipients, 
usually at the injection site, which means that an 
electromagnetic or magnetic agent was stealthily 
put in at least some of these vials. I’ve seen about 
ten videos of this, along with one of a man in In-
dia with an LED bulb which lit up as he held it 
near his shoulder, then went off when he moved it 
away. Is all of this an elaborate collaborative hoax? 
I doubt it. There’s so much more information out 
there, but at this point I’ll refer the reader to the 
web sites I’ve mentioned.

The majority of Americans, including a high 
percentage of the 180 million who were foolish 
enough to be injected, are oblivious to everything 
I’ve written in this afterword, and in the whole 
book for that matter. My best guess, and I’m being 
conservative here, is that in the seven months since 
its inception, about 50,000 Americans have been 
killed by this shot, and about 4 million have had se-
rious reactions, many of a permanent, life-altering 
nature. But that’s not even two percent of the total 
population — not yet, anyway. So those who don’t 
know anyone in this small, hypothetical minority 
will go on living in their alternate reality. Although 

many have become increasingly distrustful of the 
mainstream media, they still cling to it.

In my social circle, about seventy percent got 
injected, including some who are quite intelligent. 
That really amazed me. It just amazes me that in-
telligent, responsible people would not suspect 
that all along there’s been something fishy about 
this whole Covid business, would get this shot 
without any hesitation and without investigating 
it first. Early this year I emailed my brother and 
sister long lists of testimonies, taken from the In-
ternet, of ordinary people detailing the worrisome 
symptoms they’ve been experiencing, some be-
ginning within minutes of inoculation. They went 
out and got their shots anyway. So many people 
really are sheep, lemmings, zombies, who mind-
lessly go with the flow, who automatically bow to 
the stronger opinion, who actually believe that 
the CDC and the media would inform us if these 
shots carry serious risks that are far from being 
“extremely rare,” that pet phrase so beloved of the 
vaccine pushers. After all, haven’t they been con-
ditioned for years, like good little Pavlov dogs, to 
yap every time they hear the word “anti-vaxxer,” 
and wag their tails when they’re told how wonder-
ful vaccines are? I’ve noticed also how happy some 
people are to let others know they’ve gotten their 
shots, to show the world they’re with it, what these 
days is called “virtue signaling.” One would think 
that the flaming idiocy of the relentless campaign 
to vaccinate America — as seen, for example, by 
enticing people with free beer, hamburgers, do-
nuts, marijuana, lottery tickets, Uber rides and the 
like — was reason enough to opt out. But no. And 
there are still many, no doubt vaccinated, who buy 
into the Delta variant scaremongering. Just yes-
terday, seven weeks after the “Mask Required for 
Entry” signs came down all across New York, I ob-
served that almost half the shoppers in my local 
supermarket were still wearing them. 

Still, it’s encouraging that 150 million Ameri-
cans have not been injected, that the adults among 
them are instinctively wary, if not downright hos-
tile, to any message force-fed them by the media 
and government. And cracks in the façade are 
spreading among the vaccinated as well, even as 
the social media giants are hard at work scrubbing 
messages that are at odds with the proclamations 
of WHO and the CDC. Just recently I discovered 
a new website, c19vaxreactions, the brainchild of 
Ken Ruettgers, former NFL veteran, an offensive 
lineman for the Green Bay Packers. His wife has 
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been suffering every day for five months with an 
array of symptoms, beginning the day after she got 
her first Moderna shot. The many heartbreaking 
personal stories on this site are powerful stuff that 
will get around, and I’m sure there are many other 
grassroots efforts like this. The home page reads: 
“We are a large and ever-growing group of Amer-
icans who were previously healthy and have been 
seriously injured by the Covid vaccines (Pfizer, 
Moderna, J & J, as well as Astra-Zeneca in the clin-
ical stage in the United States.)” But here’s the next 
sentence: “We are pro-vaccine, pro-science, and 
were excited for the opportunity to be vaccinated 
and to do our part in helping to end the pandem-
ic.” And while Wisconsin Republican senator Ron 
Johnson deserves credit for appearing on a pub-
lic platform with Ruettgers, he starts off by going 
into contortions over how everyone assembled is 
pro-vaccine, he’s gotten every flu shot since Swine 
Flu (sic!), he’s a huge supporter of Operation Warp 
Speed, he’s happy to report that 300 million doses 
have been given, the vaccine has saved countless 
lives, and it has contributed to the end of the pan-
demic. It’s hard for me to picture a more disgusting 
performance.

Can this battle be won when well-intentioned 
public figures, out of fear or ignorance, distort 
the truth like this? I suppose we should be grate-
ful that the truth is getting out in drips and drabs. 
I’ve made my aversion to Fox News known in this 
book, and I’m no fan of Tucker Carlson, who man-
ages to slip in a pro-vaccine lie or two each time 
he expounds on the subject, but sometimes he 
makes a critical point. On his May 5th program he 
announced the VAERS Covid-19 injection death 
count, which on that date was 3362. To my knowl-
edge, no one else on television has reported news 
like this.

Unless I missed something, so far, in seven 
months, a grand total of two deaths has been re-
ported on WCBS news radio. If there are other 
conservatives enlightening the public, well, that’s 
good. But the only hard-hitting, uncompromising 
source of truth remains the Internet. I don’t know 
a single red state governor who has spoken disap-
provingly about the injection effort. This includes 
Florida’s Ron DeSantis and South Dakota’s Kristi 
Noem, both of whom stood their ground against 
the lockdown militants and banned vaccine pass-
ports, but think the Covid-19 vaccines themselves 
are just fine, and claim to have gotten theirs. It’s as 
if the label “anti-vaxxer” is a scarlet letter. Can you 

imagine a security guard whose job it is to appre-
hend shoplifters insist that he’s not “anti-klepto”? 
I’ve read hundreds of posts of family members of 
injection victims, or the victims themselves, who 
feel obligated to write, “I’m not anti-vax, but....” I 
was dumbstruck when I heard even Dr. Hodkin-
son deny the charge. To the contrary, he thinks 
vaccines in general have done much good; it’s just 
that this one is a killer. What is it with him, and 
other fine people like him? I tried to answer that in 
the chapter on dogma, but I still find it perplexing 
that they have to bow low like this. One thing that 
all these otherwise sensible people have in com-
mon is that they never, ever single out any vaccine 
and explain in detail why they think it’s so good. 
My reply to the accusation of anti-vaxxer is this: 
“You’re damn right I’m an anti-vaxxer! Who in his 
right mind wouldn’t be?”

v

Like many other Americans, and Europeans 
too I’m sure, I’ve fantasized about cleansing this 
planet of all the human bacteria that have pro-
liferated far too long. While writing this book, I 
often daydreamed about writing another, my own 
version of The Turner Diaries, that legendary un-
derground novel of total race war, which saw Tel 
Aviv and New York City disappear under a mush-
room cloud. I’d take a more humane approach. I 
wouldn’t nuke Israel, I’d simply cut off all aid and 
watch it sink like a stone. I’d have my protagonist, 
an Air Force fighter pilot of genius and audacity 
like George Lincoln Rockwell, stage a mutiny, hav-
ing won over a dozen fellow pilots with his char-
ismatic leadership. I’d have him serve notice on all 
news media bases in New York, and the dozen or 
so vaccine production plants in the country, that 
they were in imminent danger of attack, just as 
the German government placed newspaper ads in 
1915 warning prospective passengers not to sail 
on the Lusitania, which was secretly carrying mu-
nitions and thus a fair target for German U-boat 
torpedoes, which did in fact sink it on May 7th of 
that year with great loss of life. This will allow any 
innocents to quit their jobs and stay away from 
these buildings; they’ve been warned and now it’s 
their decision. New York City is the global news 
media nerve center. It’s from here, primarily, that 
disinformation and deviant ideas, like this whole 
Covid-19 clown show, flow into homes across 
America, and stream out to the world’s most 
distant outposts. And, as I believe the evidence 
shows, at its core this is an attempted worldwide 
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Bolshevik revolution, the latest eruption of the 
Jewish genocidal mentality openly proclaimed in 
the Old Testament.

In the book I’ve daydreamed about, in advance 
of twelve Apache helicopters, armed to capaci-
ty, taking off from McGuire AFB near Trenton, 
300 commandos will storm the New York Times 
building, and the television studios of ABC, CBS, 
CNN and NBC. All executives, news producers, 
columnists and script writers will be arrested and 
marched down to the Javits convention center on 
11th Avenue. Within days they will be joined by 
thousands more journalists, politicians, pharma-
ceutical firm and health department officials at 
all levels, rounded up by local militia units from 
around the country. Now the choppers come 
swooping in over Manhattan. Within minutes, a 
salvo of air-to-surface Hellfire missiles reduces the 
five above-mentioned media septic tanks to piles 
of smoking rubble. The aircraft split up and head 
out to vaccine factories in Baltimore and Rockville 
in Maryland, Andover and Norwood in Massa-
chusetts, and Marietta, West Point and Swiftwa-
ter in Pennsylvania, leveling these structures with 
their remaining payload, before returning to base 
to refuel, rearm and head off to a few midwestern 
states to finish the job of demolishing all remain-
ing vaccine manufacturing facilities, after again 
refueling at Wright AFB in Dayton. Soon, with 
the media government gone, the one in Washing-
ton implodes, and puppet governments in Europe 
topple one by one. Within days, “reality” begins to 
change for the world’s normies. The convention 
center will become a makeshift courthouse and 
all the prisoners will be given a fair trial. Those 
found to have misled the public about any as-
pect of Covid-19, or of vaccines in general, which 
I would guess to be eighty percent of them, will, 
in line with the Alexis Carrel proposal quoted on 
page 11, be immediately executed by firing squad 
on the banks of the Hudson River. Of course a 
great deal more would need to be done, but this is 
a crude, preliminary sketch of the book I’d love to 
write but probably won’t.

Crazy, you say? Well, we all have our fantasies. 
And logistically, it may well be impossible to pull 
off. I don’t know; I’m not a military man. But real-
ly, are not the events of the last sixteen months the 
true measure of insanity? Isn’t what I’ve just de-
scribed a better alternative than watching the vac-
cine killing fields fill up while doing nothing? As 
the vaccination steamroller keeps forging ahead, 

I’m almost beginning to believe that some people 
involved in this scheme will have big smiles on 
their faces as they watch all humanity go extinct. 
So if this condensed plot line plants a seed some-
where, great. Now back to the real world.

I cannot overemphasize the avalanche of events 
taking place without letup around the world, as 
people rebel against what has become medical 
martial law. London, Athens, Paris and smaller 
European cities have seen huge, raging protest 
marches in recent weeks. At the moment, life in 
France seems to be on the verge of becoming un-
bearable, as the most repressive Covid laws ever 
go into effect. Canada and Great Britain are also 
sliding backwards, as is Australia, where the police 
have often descended to sickening levels of bru-
tality, and protests banned outright in some cities. 
Four British Airways and five Air India pilots died 
in May and June, some of them undoubtedly from 
the injection. And now, a whistleblower from Jet 
Blue has just revealed that five pilots who flew for 
that airline — which like most, pressures or re-
quires all their employees to submit to the shot -—
died in recent months. I have seen the names and 
ages of all but one of these men, and photographs 
of most of them. When in the history of aviation 
has anything like this ever happened? Across the 
world, the focus has shifted from inhumane mask 
and social distancing laws to the specter of man-
datory vaccination, even as sad reports of death 
and serious injuries, often accompanied by graph-
ic photos and videos, pile up on social media faster 
than the censors at Facebook can delete them. I 
also cannot overemphasize the indispensability of 
alternative news websites in these times, nor the 
scale of mainstream news censorship, which is 
nearly absolute. Let no one criticize the govern-
ment of North Korea for depriving its citizens of 
information.

Thousands of lawyers and doctors in Ameri-
ca and Europe — there are that many good ones, 
I was happy to learn — have spoken out in the 
strongest language against the fake pandemic and 
the global Covid-19 vaccination campaign — the 
media pretending they don’t exist. One of them, 
a German lawyer named Reiner Fuellmich, who 
has years of experience suing large corporations, 
has initiated legal proceedings against WHO, the 
CDC, and what he calls the Davos group (meaning 
the World Economic Forum, which meets annu-
ally at a resort in Davos, Switzerland) for crimes 
against humanity. I wish him success, but I don’t 
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see how he can prevail without military support. 
This is war, and in war history shows that superior 
force, not superior morality, has the last say.

With the loosening of restrictions in late May 
and a seeming return to normalcy here in New 
York state, I hoped that things were finally wind-
ing down, that the System would be content with 
jabbing about 60% of the population after interest 
quickly dropped off. I was wrong. In mid-June, 
Andrew Cuomo announced plans to go door-to-
door in towns where zip codes showed low injec-
tion rates, to coax residents into getting a shot. So 
far I haven’t seen it. Now, in July, Biden’s control-
lers are promoting the same activity. In the two 
videos I saw, residents had sharp words for the 
door knockers, who walked away. How far they 
will go with these intrusions remains to be seen. 
Will it fizzle out or will it intensify? I wouldn’t be 
surprised if these canvassers were instructed to re-
port the addresses of belligerent citizens for inclu-
sion in an “extremist” or “anti-vaxxer” database, to 
be singled out for a special visit by FEMA goons 
for a forced injection, a trip to a detention camp, 
or worse. After seeing how events have unfolded 
since March 2020, I now realize that anything, ab-
solutely anything, here and abroad, is possible if 
the ruling scum think they can get away with it. 
I’ve written more than enough in this book about 
the historical lessons of government terror, here 
and in Europe. In America, at least, goons have to 
reckon with the possibility of community defense 
groups springing up and spraying them with gun-
fire.

I have a sobering question: What is going to 
happen to the 180 million people in this country 
alone who received this injection, and particularly 
to those of child-bearing age or younger? It goes 
without saying that there will be much weeping 
and gnashing of teeth — there has been already. 

But really, how bad will it be in the years ahead? 
Will it be the worst event in the history of our 
species? Or not nearly as bad as some are predict-
ing? My gut feeling is that it’s going to be very bad, 
much worse than any previous manmade disaster. 
I do believe that hundreds of millions, if not bil-
lions, will suffer and die prematurely, or will not 
be able to have children, because of what a handful 
of twisted creatures are doing to us. But I just don’t 
know. And I don’t know how long it will take to 
assess the damage. 

A few times I’ve run into a depressing quote from 
the pen of Edward Gibbon, the eighteenth-century 
English historian whose six-volume masterpiece, 
The Decline and Fall of the Roman Empire, is wide-
ly regarded as the greatest historical chronicle ever 
written. Casting his eye over 1500 years of society 
and civilization, Gibbon wrote: “History is indeed 
little more than the register of the crimes, follies 
and misfortunes of mankind.” I believe in evolu-
tion, and that using our brains constructively for 
two million years is what allowed us to advance 
from primates on the African savannah to where 
we are today, meaning above all the many splen-
did achievements of the European peoples. So why 
have we done so many stupid, barbaric things over 
the centuries, like burning people at the stake for 
heresy, and slaughtering millions of people in dis-
tant lands who were bothering no one? The events 
of the last eighteen months have shown, in so 
many ways, just how fundamentally primitive and 
irrational most human beings are, and how fragile 
civilization is. Why don’t we ever learn? Why, now, 
are we in the midst of what may well prove to be 
the greatest crime, folly and misfortune in the his-
tory of our species? Is there any hope for us?

I have to believe there is, despite the terrible tri-
al we’re now going through on the never-ending 
upward path.
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