Column for the Denver Post 5/2/10
DECLARATION OF DEPENDENCE: SIGN HERE

By John Andrews

“Son, you have become a man.  Mom and I are so proud of your maturity.  In turning 21 today and taking a bride tomorrow, you reach the age of emancipation.  This is literally your time of being set free, entering upon self-determined adulthood.  What a milestone.

“Because we care for you and your wife and children, we’ll stay involved as parents in a few small ways.  We will provide a house for you, and cars as needed.  We will supply you energy for all those.  Of course we’ll always cover the medical bills for you and the kids.  Costs of school and college will be on us as well.  Plus an income floor.  Pay a share of these things if you can, but don’t strain yourself.  It’s our tribute to your independence.” 
Independence, Dad? Who are you kidding?  That’s a gilded cage.  Any mother and father who coddled their grown children this way (some do, of course, to their sorrow) would be committing parental malpractice.  Any son or daughter thus “cared for” should feel insulted, indentured, and infantilized.   

But consider: The dependence we find so repugnant if indulged within the family is all around us politically, under paternalistic big government.  Housing, heating, healing, food, fuel, lighting, leisure, teaching, transportation, and pocket money are ALL now provided, subsidized, or facilitated for many of us by the omnipotent State.  And the trend line keeps rising, no matter which party is charge.  We’re hooked.
To feed our habit, Americans will pay more in taxes this year than everything we spend for food, clothing, and shelter. And to meet the remaining cost of paternalism, we’ll borrow yet more from our grandkids.  This year’s actual Tax Freedom Day, deficit included, isn’t until May 17.  Obama’s spending orgy in 2009 and 2010 has pushed it later than at any time since World War II.  Then we were fighting for survival.  Now we’re just gorging for appetite.
Don’t worry, though.  Those health care heroes, the Democrats, have the cure for our fiscal obesity: more calories.  In honor of April 15, state Sen. Chris Romer warned that Colorado can’t hope to have a thriving economy “until we learn to raise our taxes.” That same week, US Sen. Michael Bennet claimed the Tea Party movement is “trafficking in a kind of nihilistic vision that says we don't have a responsibility to the next generation.”  So now dependency is a duty?
Most Coloradans, whether their party is R or D or Tea, would snort in disgust if you gave them a Declaration of Dependence to sign.  Statehood was only granted us, after all, on condition of upholding the Declaration of Independence.  We  pay it lipservice, picturing ourselves as “a free people” who honorably direct their own “lives and fortunes,” and resist despotism “with manly firmness.”  Yet sadly, we’re more like a fatty seeing muscle in the mirror.  The firm self-reliance of our forefathers has gone to flab.
The collectivist freebies we all depend on are scarcely imagined in the Colorado Constitution – and unauthorized in the United States Constitution.  Immense unfunded liabilities for entitlements and pensions, state and federal alike, loom like Katrina headed for landfall.  Yet the political establishment shrugs off the impending emergency.  Democrats and Republicans, courts and media, labor and business have combined to weaken this state’s best protection, TABOR.
Citizens unwilling to declare their dependence have put on the ballot a TABOR rescue package. Amendment 60 restores our vote on property taxes.  Amendment 61 restores our vote on debt.  Proposition 101 cuts the tax on cars, phones, and income.  Womb-to-tomb paternalism will suffocate our liberty and prosperity if we don’t bestir ourselves.  Passing those three measures would be a start.
----------------------------------------------------------------------------

RISE AND DECLINE OF NATIONS                                                                                            Attributed to Alexander Tytler

About the time our original thirteen states adopted their new constitution in 1787, Alexander Tytler, a Scottish history professor at the University of Edinburgh, had this to say about the fall of the Athenian Republic some 2,000 years earlier:

“A democracy is always temporary in nature; it simply cannot exist as a permanent form of government.  A democracy will continue to exist up until the time that voters discover they can vote themselves generous gifts from the public treasury. From that moment on, the majority always vote for the candidates who promise the most benefits from the public treasury, with the result that every democracy will finally collapse due to loose fiscal policy, which is always followed by a dictatorship.  The average age of the world’s greatest civilizations from the beginning of history, has been about 200 years. During those 200 years, those nations always progressed through the following sequence:

1. from bondage to spiritual faith;
2. from spiritual faith to great courage;
3. from courage to liberty;
4. from liberty to abundance;
5. from abundance to complacency;
6 from complacency to apathy;
7. from apathy to dependence;
8. From dependence back into bondage”

----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

	

The Gods of the Copybook Headings 
By Rudyard Kipling 




	AS I PASS through my incarnations in every age and race,
I make my proper prostrations to the Gods of the Market Place.
Peering through reverent fingers I watch them flourish and fall,
And the Gods of the Copybook Headings, I notice, outlast them all. 

We were living in trees when they met us. They showed us each in turn
That Water would certainly wet us, as Fire would certainly burn:
But we found them lacking in Uplift, Vision and Breadth of Mind,
So we left them to teach the Gorillas while we followed the March of Mankind. 

We moved as the Spirit listed. They never altered their pace,
Being neither cloud nor wind-borne like the Gods of the Market Place,
But they always caught up with our progress, and presently word would come
That a tribe had been wiped off its icefield, or the lights had gone out in Rome. 

With the Hopes that our World is built on they were utterly out of touch,
They denied that the Moon was Stilton; they denied she was even Dutch;
They denied that Wishes were Horses; they denied that a Pig had Wings;
So we worshipped the Gods of the Market Who promised these beautiful things. 

When the Cambrian measures were forming, They promised perpetual peace.
They swore, if we gave them our weapons, that the wars of the tribes would cease.
But when we disarmed They sold us and delivered us bound to our foe,
And the Gods of the Copybook Headings said: "Stick to the Devil you know." 

On the first Feminian Sandstones we were promised the Fuller Life
(Which started by loving our neighbour and ended by loving his wife)
Till our women had no more children and the men lost reason and faith,
And the Gods of the Copybook Headings said: "The Wages of Sin is Death." 

In the Carboniferous Epoch we were promised abundance for all, 
By robbing selected Peter to pay for collective Paul; 
But, though we had plenty of money, there was nothing our money could buy, 
And the Gods of the Copybook Headings said: "If you don't work you die." 
Then the Gods of the Market tumbled, and their smooth-tongued wizards withdrew
And the hearts of the meanest were humbled and began to believe it was true
That All is not Gold that Glitters, and Two and Two make Four
And the Gods of the Copybook Headings limped up to explain it once more. 

As it will be in the future, it was at the birth of Man
There are only four things certain since Social Progress began. 
That the Dog returns to his Vomit and the Sow returns to her Mire, 
And the burnt Fool's bandaged finger goes wabbling back to the Fire; 

And that after this is accomplished, and the brave new world begins
When all men are paid for existing and no man must pay for his sins, 
As surely as Water will wet us, as surely as Fire will bum, 
The Gods of the Copybook Headings with terror and slaughter return. 

 


