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			INTRODUCTION

			From the War of the Pig to the War of the Cricket

			I have bought a large cloak, a nasty suit, a gnawed hat, and rimless spectacles. I have put on two hundred pounds. I am one of G. K. Chesterton’s soldiers. I have engraved on my silver hip flask, “Every age is saved by a small handful of men who have the courage not to eat crickets.” I am going to war.

			There is a precedent for honorable wars over food (the ones in Africa do not count). I refer namely to the wonderful Pig War in the United States. On June 15, 1859, an American farmer moved to the San Juan Islands, claiming, under the Donation Act, land on the border that then divided the United States from British North America. Settled and happy, our hero found a large black pig sticking its snout into his vegetable patch. After several days of trying to chase the pig away with Christian and pacifist arguments, finally overcome by holy rage at the destruction it caused, he decided to take aim with his shotgun and blow its head off. It so happened that the pig belonged to a powerful Irish farmer, who was not too happy about the murder of what I suppose would be the next day’s ham. The American offered a little money to the Irishman to appease him and settle the pig matter, but the aggrieved party wanted ten times the amount proposed.

			Here’s where the best part of this story occurs—the severing of relations. (The conversation lacks historical confirmation, but I pray it was real.) Legend has it that the American broke off the negotiation by shouting, “Your pig was eating my potatoes!” And the Irishman replied, “It’s your business to keep your potatoes away from my pig.” When the British authorities threatened to arrest the pig farmer, the American settlers—with good judgment—requested military protection.

			Four hundred American soldiers stood against five British warships, and after facing each other down and caressing their guns for a while, they looked each other in the eye, and decided it might be taking things a little too far to start a colossal war between two great nations over the death of one animal.

			So you see, the outcome was not so exciting, because in this conflict the only casualty was the pig, but I am happy to know that mine is not the first war initiated by things we eat.

			In the same spirit of the American farmer’s determination, I say, “No, I will not eat cricket!”—not unless I die and am reincarnated as a lizard. But I’m a Christian and my life consists of acquiring a VIP pass to Heaven. I am not planning on coming back for the time being, much less dragging my belly on the ground and hunting bugs with my tongue. I will not eat cricket. It’s my decision, my stomach, my rules.

			You may wonder who is adamant that I eat insects. That’s what this book is about.

			You ought to know that everything that is wrong in politics today comes from the World Economic Forum (also known as the Davos Forum): tax hikes, globalism diluting national culture and sovereignty, gender ideology, communist economic formulas, the great climate farce and its cooking recipes (worms and crickets included).

			The Forum was founded in 1971 under three premises that it never fulfilled: “It is independent, impartial and not tied to any special interests.”

			In 1973 Professor Klaus Schwab, its founder, published the Davos Manifesto—six terse and not very controversial paragraphs in which he summarized his “stakeholder theory”: he advocated a company in which management serves customers, management serves investors, management integrates the interests of employees, and management serves society. (I have read the founding manifesto a hundred times and have not found one single allusion to eating insects.)

			During its first forty years, the WEF went from being an obscure forum, never the focus of media attention, in which a handful of bespectacled intellectuals supported certain business ethics, while concealing their true agenda: importing the American management style to Europe, becoming an influential lobby, and creating a sort of business Tinder for millionaires. It just so happens that, with the advent of social networks, the fact that the WEF was the business Tinder for aspiring masters of the universe became well-known and amplified by endless viral messages in which users denounced these ugly millionaire meetings. (Generally, people will forgive you if you have enough money; what they won’t forgive is that you flaunt it publicly.)

			In an effort to improve the deteriorated image of the forum, Professor Schwab decided to update the Davos Manifesto in 2019, amending his own official version of it by including previously unpublished concepts, including allusions to “sustainability” (in 1973 the only thing sustainable for a wealthy European was a teacup), discussions of dignity, human rights in the supply chain, respect for workers, “honoring diversity” (Schwab himself would have been embarrassed to write such nonsense in 1973), and from there he really went off the deep end: he called for universal justice, “circular economy,” (that 3R production model popularized by Greenpeace—reduce, reuse and recycle—which now fascinates the Germans. In practice it means that your bottle of water tomorrow could become a diaper and, what doesn’t sound so fun, that your diaper could become your water bottle tomorrow) proclaimed that corporations must “consciously protect our biosphere,” and for the first time cast globalism as something beneficial to society, as if in his long career as an intellectual he had never had time to read Orwell.

			Instead of admitting how much the document had changed, the organization commented quietly on its website that the German professor had updated his 1973 manifesto a bit to mark the Fiftieth Anniversary of Davos. The truth is that the original manifesto could have been signed by Adam Smith after drinking a couple of whiskies, while the new manifesto could have been jointly signed by Kamala Harris and Mao Tse Tung after participating in the World Marijuana Forum.

			That 2019 document is the origin of all the evils that plague Western politics today. It is no coincidence that, only a year after its publication, the newly-woke German professor launched the most pernicious creation of the twenty-first century: The Great Reset, illustrated perfectly in the beginning of the Davos video which announced their predictions for 2030: “You will own nothing and you will be happy.”

			Come to think of it, Kamala Harris and Mao Tse Tung would probably not have ever made it so far on their own. They would have needed the help of Stalin and Pol Pot.

			Originally, Schwab might have been a Professor of Economics with a few legitimate intellectual concerns, and a couple of not-too-ludicrous economic ideas that he would be careful to dress up appropriately with flashy slogans as if he were advertising sensitive skin lotions, gaining just enough popularity to gather a small group of busybodies in Davos, do-gooders to whiten a typical European guilty conscience for being wealthy.

			The European is an animal born with a congenital condition as a result of social democracy. He lives under a strange sense of guilt if things go well for him. Observe a rich American at the end of the twentieth century and you see a man who is happy to be able to light the fireplace with kindling made from fistfuls of dollars, sleeping soundly without a hint of guilty conscience—how could you have a guilty conscience for earning money through lawful activity? Well, a European does. The typical German businessman signs the biggest sales deal of his life, the one that will allow him and his whole family to retire, and before even calling his wife to tell her about it, he’s on the phone to Greenpeace saying: “Father, I have sinned against the Pachamama. I feel terrible about the polar bears drowning in Al Gore’s movies.”

			Over the years Schwab had realized that Davos could represent a wonderful living for him and his entire family, and he got it right; no wonder Nicole Schwab co-founded Gender Equality Project in 2009 when she was thirty-four years old, the same age her dad was when he sat down to write the first Davos Manifesto. The girl will end up inheriting the Davos’ “non-profit” (insert laughter here) business sooner or later and is likely to make things even worse in the future.

			In Davos they now say they promote a “circular economy” but, after examining Nicole’s background it is clear what they really practice is circular stupidity. That would explain why, once again, any concerns we might harbor about elitist universities in the hands of progressives have been proven right: Schwab’s daughter studied at Harvard and Cambridge, completing the perfect circle of idiocy from German social democracy to globalist wokeness through Harvard and the great fortunes of the world.

			The EU joined the WEF party as soon as the EU became the graveyard of social democratic elephants at the end of the 1990s. So did the UN, going from being a skeptical guest to a crazed preacher clambering up to the pulpit at Davos to exclaim, “The world is going to hell! Repent of your emissions! Purge your carbon footprint!”

			With the involvement of both the UN and the EU, the Davos Forum went from being a space in which the rich could talk meaningless progressive nonsense they had no intentions of putting into practice and appear in the newspapers for a couple of days as the saviors of Humanity, to becoming a global articulator of real policies with direct impact on millions of citizens in countries all over the world. As we will see throughout this book, every new crazed woke policy proposal issued by our Western governments finds its origin in Davos—more specifically in its lunatic publications—and has been implemented with the UN as catalyst.

			That Davos should be Schwab’s personal and private obsession is his own problem and is none of my business. That the UN, which was born to maintain international peace and security after World War II, has ended up as a fourth-rate environmentalist university assembly—implementing policies to wage war on plastic and to force us to eat insects because some vegan columnist in the Davos magazine says so—is a problem for all of us.

			But just in case the Geneva forum needed to flaunt any other major deficiencies to prove itself a public enemy, in order for its leaders to achieve the pinnacle of indignity, China still had to show up at the ball. And so, as a reward for having given us the pandemic that caused millions of deaths worldwide two years earlier, Davos honored Xi Jinping in 2022 by having him give the forum’s inaugural speech. (In Xi’s defense, it must be said that he was on his best behavior, and did not have anyone in the front row of the auditorium shot.)

			To celebrate the success of that year’s WEF, they launched a video with the seven foods we should eat “to save the planet”: seaweed, lentils, fonio, okra, moringa, spinach and mushrooms (to which they attributed the amusing attribute of tasting like meat, which is only possible if you cook them on top of a kilo of steak).

			Thus, Davos has become the axis of all global attacks on individual freedom, on classical capitalism, on the sovereignty of nations, and also the main advocate for the effective elimination of all traces of Christian culture in Europe and America.

			I was prepared for twenty more years of annual lectures from the world’s richest people on why they should raise my taxes and not theirs; I was even prepared for annual lectures on why I should stop using deodorant spray to save Al Gore’s seals; and I was even prepared for the yearly exercise in cynicism that comes with the world’s highest-paid people instructing managers of medium-sized companies to lower their salaries.

			In 2022, the UN announced the investment of $54.5 million to boost “sustainable development.” It also announced the investment of $6.38 million in security and “peacekeeping” operations. There seems to be a slight imbalance between what is spent on its founding objectives and what is spent on additional nonsense. It reminds me of myself when I go to the supermarket to buy just dishwasher liquid and come home with three bags full of chocolate bars, bottles of rum, a roast chicken, aftershave, a six-pack of beer, tongue-painting candy, Bluetooth nail clippers, exotic fruits, ten different kinds of cheeses from around the world, a frog that jumps when you press its nose, a pack of pens, three jars of black pepper, three boxes of Swiss chocolates for the price of one…and no dishwasher liquid.

			According to the UN, investing in sustainable development is about improving health, empowering youths and women, and curbing climate change in poor countries. The result is that they educate women in Zimbabwe on “healthy reproductive habits” (which in layman’s terms means that they teach them not to reproduce), and at the same time they install turbines and machinery to aid the transition to “green energy” for families who have nothing that plugs into the power grid.

			In retrospect, I had already made up my mind to resist the absurd extravagance of the UN, the incriminating slogans with which they martyr the poor and the middle classes, and the tiresome verbiage of the Davos Forum rulers, and even the adjacent nonsense they might come up with in successive editions. Yes, I was prepared for almost everything—everything but eating crickets.

			The effective implementation of a joint Davos/UN/EU plan to flood ordinary supermarket consumer products with flour made from crickets and other equally disgusting insects has come as a conservative epiphany for me. I have enlisted as a combatant in an army alongside hamburgers, barbecue pizzas, and steaks, feeling a moral obligation to dress up as Chesterton and take action.

			And this is why I hereby officially declare war on the UN and, by extension, the Davos forum.

			Let us toast, get drunk, and may the happy hostilities begin!

			By the way, throughout the text, you will find fifty recommendations for your own moral and aesthetic survival, which will be very useful in these confusing times.

		

	
		
			CHAPTER 1

			The Un Is Dead: 
Long Live The Subservient Nations

			When I was a kid at school they told us what the UN and NATO are. As I used to watch the news as a schoolboy, I had already figured the whole thing out in my head: NATO is the one that drops bombs on the bad guys, and the UN is the one that throws band-aids and sandwiches at them afterwards. Both activities are paid for by you.

			Nowadays, the roles have reversed and the UN—the subject of this book—acts increasingly hostile and aggressive. The list of nonsense said at NATO sessions is a long one, but you are unlikely to see them worrying about the imperative need to get us to stop eating meat and start chewing crickets. That’s something only the UN can do, and it does so vehemently. In fact, now that NATO doesn’t bomb so much, the UN picks up the slack, bombing us with a daily barrage of messages from the Catechism of the Good Progressive, woke nonsense, and hectoring us about environmentalism.

			The UN was created to right a previous wrong: the League of Nations, which was born after the First World War with the aim of avoiding future armed conflicts. At the Paris Peace Conference in 1919, American President Woodrow Wilson pressed for a grand pact to be signed by all the member states of the League. But in 1919 the world was full of people still anxious to fight each other, so that organization passed away, with the Second World War certifying its failure.

			In 1945 the UN was founded—again with the mission of avoiding major armed conflicts—with China, France, Soviet Russia, the United Kingdom and the United States as permanent and veto-wielding members, and a total of fifty nations on the guest list; today it includes 193 nations (i.e. more than you knew existed in the world).

			What makes an organization of this caliber successful is managing to stand for something that gets everyone on the same page. They could have opted for “tofu is not edible,” “the world is full of idiots,” or “killing is wrong,” but instead they preferred to go with something more elaborate and grandiloquent, like “the Universal Declaration of Human Rights.” Among its objectives is a very strange one: “to promote bonds of friendship between nations.” You can be friends with someone you can have a beer with, or punch when they beat you at cards. But two nations can’t do any of that. Perhaps that’s why the project was flawed from the start, infused with a certain whiff of utopianism.

			Nobody in the UN today knows for sure what the UN actually does, as we saw when one of its former Secretary Generals was investigated for suspected corruption in the context of the Oil-for-Food program for Iraq; in fact, the investigation concluded by exonerating everyone due to lack of evidence, which paradoxically indicates that the investigators were as guilty as their subjects. The role of the UN in the world in 2023 is something like the role of my communist friend Pau every time some millionaire invites him to his wedding: getting drunk and spouting utopian hymns against capitalism, shortly before being evicted by the tearful family.

			Before writing this, I did a test. I went to the UN website and there was a black woman on the front page (well, this is normal enough), with the headline, “The importance of ending fistula by 2030.” At first, considering the organization’s extreme feminist character, I thought it was metaphorical and that they had hatched a plan to chop off every man’s fistula. Then I realized that it is a medical condition and that the UN wants to eradicate “obstetric fistula.” I don’t want you to think for a moment that I don’t feel concerned enough about the “obstetric fistula” issue. I am just surprised that the giant front page headline of the United Nations Organization is this issue, with an exhortation—“Act now against obstetric fistula!”—said with the same eagerness with which they might exclaim, “Let’s put an end to the Third World War!”

			Of course I clicked on the button to cooperate, and a page appeared to offer me two ways to help out: “Donate” or “Raise your voice” (i.e. protest). I chose to protest, because I’m not sure I want to fund a campaign against obstetric fistula, as opposed to, for example, prostate cancer or childhood obesity. I am not as decided as the people at the UN. After clicking “raise your voice,” there were two more options: “Share the questionnaire on social networks” and “Spread the word to raise awareness.” Some dark and lonely nights, looking up at the moon, with my breath turning to mist, I wonder how the hell “raising awareness” can ease the pain of those who have problems with fistula. But this is just one of those questions that never get asked by any of the organization’s 37,000 employees in its 193 countries.

			The amazing thing about the UN today is that it is nothing more than the institutionalization of all the university campus nonsense that the Left has made fashionable over the last sixty years. A typical progressive would share the questionnaire on his social networks, letting his followers know just how involved he is in the fistula issue, sleeping much easier that night. A typical but very engaged progressive would also “raise awareness” (the option I clicked), and share on Facebook and Twitter the automatic message the UN offered me: “50,000 women and girls develop obstetric fistula annually.” The funny thing is that the message goes with a link to the same page to share and raise awareness. You might ask yourself the same question: “Once we’ve all raised awareness on social media, will obstetric fistula disappear?” Cover your ears because you’re not going to like the answer: “No, it won’t.”

			And here comes one of my grand discoveries. The UN’s greatest strength is not economic aid, nor its mediation of agreements between countries (those don’t happen that often, to tell the truth). The UN’s greatest strength is its ability to raise consciousness and consciences. And that’s what it’s doing.

			The organization that was created to prevent wars is waging a war against freedom of thought, a propaganda war, in which 90 percent of what is disseminated is exclusively leftist ideas, and the remaining 10 percent (which includes obstetric fistula), is disseminated in the way the Left usually does: following their belief that a banner, a joint, some bell-bottoms, and Imagine at full volume, could change the world. All they change is the way they look at it. You don’t look at the world when you’re working and raising a happy family, the same as when you’re puking beer behind some hippie caravan.

			[image: ]

			Eradicating national sovereignty

			Language is important. In 1946, Norwegian diplomat Trygve Lie was elected the first Secretary-General of the UN. In his inaugural address he said, “Naturally, it is with great emotion that I leave the service of my homeland and my King to devote myself entirely to serving the international community.” On May 22, 2023, UN Secretary General António Guterres said, “Governments and companies must be pressed to take stronger and faster action against biodiversity loss and the climate crisis.” Notice how the key verbs have changed: Lie talks about “serving,” while Guterres talks about “pressuring
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1. LOVE MONEY

Money rocks. Get as much as you can. But
dont go over $100,000 a year. In 2010 a
Princeton University study correlated happi-
ness and income, and the researchers found
that a salary over $100,000 doesnt make you
any happier. I don’t know why—I guess you
might go crazy and delusional, talking non-
sense, and messing everything up. Bill Gates
makes about $78,000 a minute. Which
explains everything about him.
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