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"Perestroi ka, glasnost, hunbug!" nmuttered the old nan as he sipped
| ukewarm coffee froma chipped cup. "It is treason to the glorious
revol ution."”

"Indeed it is, conrade," agreed the Party Secretary, his shaky hand
tapping the end of a cigarette on his battered desk. "The Party is coming to a
sad end. Who woul d have thought..."

Bot h stopped when they heard a knock at the door. When they were young,
t hey woul d have held their breath in fear of the FBI, but now they worried
nore about the landlord. The rent on their third-floor office was six nonths
overdue. The few renmi ning menbers had nothing to spare fromtheir Soci al
Security checks, and the Party was waiting grimy for the eviction notice.
They saw a man's shadow t hough the dirty glass wi ndow, and ignored him

The man outsi de knocked again, then turned the knob of the unl ocked
door. "Conrades, | have glorious news," announced the stranger. He was small,
pale, and slightly built, but his clothes were finely tailored and his shoes
perfectly shined.

"Who are you?" asked the Party Secretary, always wary of well-dressed
strangers claimng to bear good news.

"I am Conr ade Ral ph, and |I've been under cover for 50 years. | return
to report successful conpletion of nmy mssion!"
The Party Secretary squinted over his glasses. "I thought the FBI had

st opped payi ng for nenberships.”

The newconer was shocked. "FBI ?? | evaded them for half a century. They
never suspected ne."

"What have you done?" asked the other old nman, who dimy recalled when
Party nmenbers had tal ked of spying.

"l have been undernmining the capitalist swine of Anerica. And | have
succeeded beyond ny wil dest dreans! The industrial inperialist enpire is
tottering, and ready to fall with the slightest push fromthe gl ori ous worki ng
class.”

"It's about time," the Party Secretary began, then paused to hold back
a cough. "W keep hearing that the inperialist enpire is rotten. But we never
heard anyt hi ng about you."

"I was under deep cover. Very deep cover," munbl ed the newconer. "The
Secretary ... the man who was Secretary before you ... said | should not
return until ny work was done."

"The Party does not believe in the violent overthrow of the United
States government," the Party Secretary recited the | egal exorcismreconmended
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in front of suspected police informants. "W nerely wish to exercise the right
to peaceful dissent."

"I didn't do anything violent. |I don't know how to make bonbs..."

"So..."

The little man | ooked straight at the Party Secretary, trying to appear
soldierly. "I was assigned to destroy the will of the Anerican public.

Psychol ogi sts had just discovered the power of sublimn nal messages. The
capitalists used themto deceive the working class, to lure theminto fighting
i nperialist wars and to nake themthink they benefitted fromcapitali st
exploitation."

"They made ny daughter a class eneny. A Yuppie |awer!" spat the Party
Secretary as he put the cigarette in his mouth and began searching his pocket
for matches.

"I was the one who saw the power of television, back at the start of
the Wr. | saw that it could reach every hone in the country. And | knew that
the capitalists would try to control it, like everything el se. They wanted to
make it a new opiate for the nasses, to replace the old religions, but I knew
it could rouse the anger of the working class.”

"The working class in this country haven't gotten off their collective
fat duffs in the past forty years," spat the Party Secretary. He lit his
cigarette, inhaled, and coughed.

"Well, yes, but that was ... well, that becane ... part of ny plan. |
had to hide, you see, or they would catch ne before | could subvert their evil
designs. It was hard. At first | tried deep sublimnal nessages, hidden even
fromthe advertisers, but they didn't work. Instead of |oving Conrade Stalin,
they all feared him.." The two old Party workers | ooked away as he shook his
head.

"But | would not admit defeat. If |I could not build up, | would tear
down. | started with the prograns, convincing the networks to make them a
little dunber each year. Then | began working on the signals thenselves. |
found resonances with the electric fields in the human brain. The people
tal ki ng about the hazards of el ectromagnetic fields have m ssed the rea
danger. The 60 cycles of electric current is just a little too high. Wen
hel ped set the standard for color television, | nake sure it shows 59.94
fields per second. That puts the subtle flicker of the screen in perfect
resonance with the biochenical cycle of neural tissue. An hour of watching
each day conditions neurons to msfire. Gadually, it destroys reasoning
Children can't focus their eyes on a page to read. Adults can't reason or
t hi nk through the consequences of their actions. It destroys patience and the
will to work hard."

He paused, having run out of breath before exhausting his supply of
words. "I couldn't convince the Europeans to adopt the standard, but I
succeeded in Anerica, and it has destroyed the heart of the inperialistic war
machi ne. "

The Party Secretary turned to his conpani on, whose face had pal ed, and
nmuttered, "He's insane!"”

"No, Conrade! It worked. Look around you. | have destroyed the will
power of the American public. Call Mdscow It is tine for the Red Arnmy to
bring the glory of the Socialist Revolution to Anerica."

The Party Secretary coughed so hard that he dropped his cigarette. Hi's
shoe ground it into the pile of other ashes on the floor. "Have you seen the
news | ately, Conrade?" he asked icily.

"l know better than to watch tel evision,” announced the little man. "I
know what it does to people.™

"Or read the papers?"

"I never trusted the inperialist press,"” replied the newconer.

"What about the _Daily Wbrker ?"

"I couldn't be seen with that. The people | worked for m ght have
suspected the awful truth.”

"That's too bad," wheezed the Party Secretary. "The awful truth is that



we already lost."
-- END --
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