
















 1 

 GHOSTS THAT NEVER DIE 

 The kill rate in Vietnam at the height of the war in 1967 averaged around 200 American men 

per week.  The number of Vietnamese reported killed was always higher, but it included children, the 

elderly, females and farm animals. 

 In October 1967, I followed the figures and other war news closely but no longer from the 

safety of a college deferment.  Two weeks earlier I had followed Timothy Leary's advise (turn on, tune 

in and drop out) and dropped out of engineering school.  There was little meaning in learning to build 

more efficient rockets while the rulers of America massacred many of my male contemporaries and 

committed genocide against a foreign people in order to increase corporate profits.  My disgust had 

also grown with the near unanimous support for the war from my college's and the local town's 

Neanderthal-like population, so I rode the highway west to California.  My draft notice came through 

two weeks later.  The most powerful government in the history of the world was now after me.  The 

draft board had decided that since I would no longer study rocketry or some other acceptable subject, 

my sole value to society was as cannon fodder.  

 At times I ruminated on what it would be like to be a different member of society, one with the 

freedom to study or not study, to travel or to work.  Why couldn’t I do what half of my 

contemporaries could do without a pendulum of death, mutilation or psychological destruction 

bearing down on them?  That half, of course, wore mini-skirts with see through blouses, advocated 

“free love” as an excuse for whoring, and thought oppression was a construction worker whistling at 

them. 

 When I did not report for my physical examination with the draft, the director of my draft 

board quickly dispatched a letter threatening me with hell and damnation and tried to belittle me for 

acting like a sissy and embarrassing my parents and my girlfriend.  The draft board director obviously 

thought it a high privilege to accept a one-way ticket, and for me it would have been a one-way ticket, 

to the killing fields of Southeast Asia to murder and maim for corporate America.  However, I 

thought otherwise. 

 Leaving the California underground where I was hiding out, I went back to college for my 
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deferment and joined Students for a Democratic Society (“SDS”).  Many of my male contemporaries, 

however, did not have such a choice, and many more succumbed to the incessant pressure to 

conform to the popular views of the day, so they went to Vietnam. 

 For American men, society's effort to convince them to go along and sacrifice their lives, an 

arm, a leg, a mind or whatever for the special interest group of American corporations ended in 1973.  

Today, however, there is a new special interest group with new popular views, largely propagated by 

the media, trying to enforce conformity by once again sacrificing men.  Feminazis now proclaim men 

as the source of all the world's evil and in order to wipe away the blight of men on history, feminists 

must obtain power to direct the world toward feminist values and a feminist future.  Under feminism, 

there will be no more wars because “men cause the wars”---not according to history.  Female rulers 

have caused their share of wars that destroyed primarily men, and females are all too willing to send 

men off to the slaughter, especially if it will further their careers.  The person who tried to send me to 

Vietnam, the director of my draft board, was a career female.    
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