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Editors' Note 

When people in positions of great power 
play footsie with those who advocate trea
son- or claim that the elected commander 
in chief is a bastard foreigner with no claim 
to the office- they are not just engaging in 
a lively debate. They are actively negating 
a fundamental principle of American poli
tics: that the government, no matter how 
much you might disagree with its represen
tatives, is of, by, and for the people. 

Patriot Games 
Indeed, to a growing number of celeb

rity conservatives, this administration is no 
longer simply an adversary with whom you 
cross swords- it is an enemy you must de
stroy. In a paranoid culture, as Hofstadter 
recognized, the enemy is "thought of as 
being totally evil and totally unappeasable 
[and] must be totally eliminated." A gov
ernment as villainous as the one portrayed 
on sites like WND cannot be debated orne
gotiated with, or even accorded the most 
basic respect. It must be vanquished. 

From blow hardery to nihilism to ... treason? 

IN T H E FALL of 1964, not long after Barry 
Goldwater had clinched the Republican 
nomination for president, historian Richard 
Hofstadter penned an essay for Harper's 
called "The Paranoid Style in American 
Politics." It was an instant classic- not be
cause it was so elegantly written, but be
cause in just a few pages it described with 
deadly accuracy one of the major strains of 
our national dialogue. 

"The paranoid spokesman," Hofstadter 
wrote, "is always manning the barricades of 
civilization ... Like religious millennialists he 
expresses the anxiety of those who are living 
through the last days and he is sometimes 
disposed to set a date for the apocalypse ... 
He does not see social conflict as some
thing to be mediated and compromised ... 
Since what is at stake is always a conflict 
between absolute good and absolute evil, 
what is necessary is not compromise but 
the will to fight things out to a finish." 

Oath Keepers, the group featured in our 
cover story, would seem the classic case in 
point. Its members are cops, sheriffs, and 
military men and women determined to 
resist the tyrannical orders they believe are 
imminent from the Obama administration. 
The fantasies they spin- a "globalist" leader
ship intent on declaring martial law, putting 
God-fearing Americans in detention camps, 
and asking UN blue helmets to keep order 
while it imposes health care reform and who 
knows what else- replicate almost exactly 
the fears far-right cranks have peddled for 
generations. Replace "socialism" with "com
munism" and you are pretty much back to 
1964 (or 1934 or 1884, for that matter). 
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But what was true then is true now: Dis
missing one's adversaries as wing nuts is 
myopic, both intellectually and politically. 
Like it or not, the Oath Keepers, and the 
myriad other "patriot" groups now emerg
ing around the edges of the Tea Party 
movement, are tapping into a real strain of 
popular anger. And who wouldn't be an
gry? Unemployment for millions, bailouts 
and bonuses for a few. A health care reform 
plan supremely undersold by a Democratic 
establishment unconcerned with the battle 
for hearts and minds (see: Martha Coakley). 
A GOP controlled by pro-corporate nihilists. 

But righteous anger is one thing. Manu
facturing fear, dare we say terror, is anoth
er- and over the past year, we have seen 
cynical politicians and talk-show dema
gogues increasingly willing to traffic in it. 
It's no longer just handfuls of militia types 
trading overheated conspiracy theories; it's 
America's most popular cable news network 

If this were all just so much blowhard
ery- designed merely to drive ratings and 
bait liberal bloggers- it would be slightly 
tawdry but perfectly ordinary political the
ater for the groundlings. But what may have 
started as tactical rhetoric has become a 
philosophy of governing. As Mojo blogger 
Kevin Drum has put it, the congressional 
minority's guiding principle is now "What 
part of NO! don't you understand?" 

This is the true danger of condoning 
rhetoric like Oath Keepers': It's not just 
that it might push some from the paranoid 
fringe to the terrorist fringe. It's that the 
political debate becomes corroded to the 
point where we as a nation no longer have 
enough common ground to agree to dis
agree. When one side's goal is to stonewall 
and destroy rather than discuss and engage, 

1here are many ways to attack democracy, and one of them 
is to slowly, cynically undermine the founders' mandate: 
Work together toward a more perfect union. 

giving gobs of airtime to people who all but 
advocate armed insurrection. It's the man 
who is now our newest senator chortling, 
on live TV, that maybe Barack Obama was 
born out of wedlock- don't you wish guys 
still had to face an affoire d'honneur for com
ments like that?- a scurrilous point we tal<e 
note of only because it indicates that Scott 
Brown gets his talking points from extreme
right sites like WorldNetDaily (WND). 

we get paralysis- it takes two to tango, but 
only one to stonewall. (And stonewall-and
destroy is by no means a strategy unique to 
Republicans- yes, kill-the-health-care-bill 
lefties, that means you.) There are many 
ways to attack democracy, and one of them 
is to slowly, cynically undermine the found- § 
ers' mandate: to work together toward a ~ 
more perfect union. : 
- Monika Bauerlein and Clara Jeffery ~ 
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Contributors 
JustineSharrock ("Age ofT reason," page 28) is the author 
of Tortured: How Our Cowardly Leaders Abused Prisoners, 
American Soldiers, and Everything We're Fighting For, out 
in June. Several of Lucian Read's photos are in the Marine 
Corps museum's permanent collection at Qyantico. 

Mother jones cofounder Adam Hochschild's ("Blood and 
Treasure," page 52) King Leopold's Ghost was a finalist 
for the National Book Critics Circle Award. Former 
investment banker Marcus Bleasdale spent eight years 
photographing the Congo conflict; his award-winning 
book The Rape of a Nation hits US stores this March. 

Mojo human rights reporter Mac McClelland's "For Us 
Surrender Is Out of the Qyestion" (page 36) is adapt
ed from her just-published book of the same title. 
Her reporting was supported by the Investigative 
Fund at the Nation Institute and the Fund for Inves
tigative Journalism. 

Scott Carney ("Cash on Delivery," page 68, and "The 
Temple of Do," page 74) is a Wired contributing editor. 
He's at work on a book about the future of the human 
body. Illustrator Tomer Hanuka ("Cash on Delivery") is 
cocreator of the comic-book series Bipolar. 

Nadya Labi ("Married for a Minute," page 26), formerly 
a senior editor at Legal Affairs, writes for The Atlantic. 

DC-based reporter Stephanie Mencimer ("Game 
Changer," page 76) covers legal affairs and consumer 
protection issues for Mojo, without a costume. 

Photographer Erica McDonald ("A Place for Us," page 
80) is working on a book about a Brooklyn neighbor
hood's vanishing working class. Contributing writer 
Jennifer Gonnerman is the author of the National Book 
Award finalist Life on the Outside. 

Matthew Power ("Heat vs. Tweet," page 13) is a contrib
uting editor at Harper's. 

Rock critic Alan Light ("Back on Message," page 85) 
has been editor of Vibe, Spin, and Tracks. He wrote his 
senior thesis on the Beastie Boys' License to Ill. 

Former Scientific Amen'can reporter Nikhil Swaminathan 
("Much Ado About Cutting," page 96) has written for 
Good and Seed. Illustrator GaryTaxali also designs toys; 
his latest are named Oh No and Oh Oh. 

Nicholas Schmidle ("Democracy With a View," page 
20) wrote about befriending a radical cleric in Pakistan 
in his book, To Live or t,o Perish Forever. 
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Backtalk 

Econ omies of Fail 
Your articles all point to the elephant in 
the room: Economic theory has no room 
for moral considerations. "There is one 
and only one social responsibility of busi
ness-to use its resources and engage in 
activities designed to increase its profits" 
- Milton Friedman. Given the theory, 
what do you expect in practice? 

KENNETH S. FRIEDMAN 

Black HmtJk, Colorado 

As a retired teacher (40 years), I felt sick 
when I read David Com's "Thank You, 
Sir. May We Have Another?" Our citizens 
can't see what is truly wrong or where to 
place the blame because of an educational 
system that teaches how to score highly 
on a standardized test without knowing 
what is causing people to lose their homes 
and their jobs. 

AS HL EY J O NES 

Alameda, California 

Nomi Prins' "The Real Size of the 
Bailout" is extremely misleading. It 
implies that $14.4 trillion was "spent" 
by the Treasury and Federal Reserve 
on various bailout elements. When the 
Treasury and Fed agreed to temporarily 
guarantee money market mutual funds' 
stable value, they "spent" nothing. 
Many so-called bailout outlays by the 
government were not "spending" but 
lending. You have only "spent" money 
when you part with it permanently in 
a one-way transaction. Playing fast and 
loose with terms like "spent" and "paid" 
contributes to distorting and poorly 
reporting what has happened. 

T O M MANNI NG 

Pendleton, South Carolina 

Doing God's work?! Must we remind 
[Goldman Sachs CEO] Lloyd Blankfein 
that all Christian, Jewish, and Islamic 
fundamentalists are "doing God's work"? 
Doing God's work has positioned this 
nation, and this planet, with one foot in 
hell and the other on a banana peel. 

L.P. ENGR ISSE I 

Vashon Island, Washington 
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Congress' Wall Street toadies 
rake it in 
Macloff's aonies live large 
PWS: Joseph E. Stiglitz on 
fixing the moral defi<it 

Stop Horsing Around 
While eating his "fist-thick" steak with a 
Bureau of Land Management employee, 
Michael Behar failed to realize he was 
being fed a line of bull ("The Mustang 
Redemption"). He concluded that wild 
horses are destroying their rangelands 
while reproducing faster than "rabbits fed 
Viagra." This decades-old propaganda 
has allowed the BLM to wipe out our wild 
horse herds while continuing to permit 
grazing on western rangelands by millions 
of head of cattle. The wild horse "contro
versy" has nothing to do with science and 
everything to do with politics and greed. 

G IN GE R KATH RENS 

Executive director 
T/;e Cloud Foundation 

Fictional Profits 
Ted Genoways blaming writers for the 
demise ofliterary fiction ("The Final 
Chapter") is like blaming journalists 
for the collapse of journalism-both 
have very little to do with the real 
cause, money. The root of publishing's 
problems-whether it is a big, private 
conglomerate or a small university 
publication- is the demand that art be a 
moneymaking enterprise. 

C HRIST OP HER WUN D ER LE E 

Seattle, Washington 

Lipstick on a Policy 
"Grand 0/dPa.rty'' illustrates the schism 
within the GOP and the myopia of the 
party's leadership. In 2008, the only 
candidate who energized youth, Ron 
Paul, was ridiculed and shunned by the 
establishment. Many libertarians like myself 
have given up any hope for a third-party 
candidate, so we're left trying to influence 
one party or the other. Until the GOP 

mainstream realizes that a neocon foreign 
policy and the disastrous war on drugs are 
both parts ofbig intrusive government, 
youth will see right through the hypocrisy. 

ROBERT ECKERSON 

Lincoln, Nebraska 

Gone With the Wind 
Renewable energy generation is more 
expensive to build than fossil fuel plants, 
and since the late 1990s renewable energy 
certificates sold to homes and businesses 
have provided a welcome stream of 
income to green-power developers that 
nudges them into profitability. With 
RECs, it doesn't really matter that the wind 
farm ("Tilting at Windmills") isn't in 
your backyard (you might not live on a 
ridgetop); developers can build where the 
resources are and have a national market. 

J EFF SWENERTON 

Communications director 

Center for Resource Solutiom 

Spare Change 
I'm sorry that I'm only managing to donate 
$5. My husband and I work for Ford- we 
build the Mustang. We just returned from 
a layoff to readjust inventory. In two weeks 
we'll be laid off again. I wish Americans 
would buy American. We're damn good 
workers and our sweat and lives go into every 
vehicle. I LOVE your articles. I love that I 
can hear a truth. I owe you something, even 
if it's only $5. 

I' ATR I CI A WELCH 

Temperance, Michigan 

Mother Jones welcomes readers' letters. To ensure timely 
publication, please send your comments as soon as pos
sible either via motherjones.comlcontact or to Backtalk, 
Mother Jones, 222 Sutter Street, Suite 6oo, San Francisco, 

CA 94108. letters may be edited for length and clarity. 
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Understand the Fascinating Science 
of Clintate Change 

Review the Most Up-To-Date Scientific Facts in 12 Compelling Lectures 

Recently rhe Inrergovernmenral Panel 
on Climate Change concluded that 
"warming of the climate system is 

unequivocal, as is now evident from observa
tions of increases in global average air and 
ocean remperarures, widespread melting of 
snow and ice, and risi ng global mean sea 
level." Representing a consensus of hundreds 
of scientistS, the report went on to note that 
human activity is "very likely" the cause. 

T his course of 12 half-hour lectures 
reviews rhe most up-to-dare research on cli
mate change, explaining the concepts, tools, 
dara, and analysis char have led an overwhelm
ing number of climate scientists ro conclude 
that Earth is warming and that we humans are 
in great parr responsible. 

\X!hatever your views on climate change, 
it's important to understand how the cur
rem sciemific consensus on global warm
ing evolved om of basic physical principles 
and a broad range of observations. Earth's 
Changing Climate addresses only scienrific 
issues and makes no policy recommenda
tions. Instead, this course is designed to serve 
as your personal scientific briefing to equip 
you ro engage knowledgeably in one of the 
most important environmental issues of our 
time. In Lectures 1- 6 you wi ll focus on the 
scienrific basis of climate; chen in Lectures 
7- 12 you will come to understand the human 
role in climate change and explore projections 
of furure climate. 

The Evidence Mounts 
Like many scientific problems, the gradual 

assembly of a detailed picture of past, p res
ent, and furure climates has involved creative , 
detective work. For example, scientists rradi- ~ 
tionally test their theories by changing differ- ] 
em variables, bur chis has nor been possible ~ 
wirh theories abom climate change on Earth ;~ 

;<: 

for two reasons: It's unwise to transform ~ 
the planet just to see what will happen, and ~ 
there are nor multiple Earths to serve as test ~ 
subjects. However, you'll see that researchers j 

~ 
oil 

About Our Sale Price Policy l 
Why is the sale price for this course so { 

much lower than its standard price? Every t 
course we make goes on sale at least once a n 
year. Producing large quantities of only the ~} 
sale courses keeps cosrs down and allows us ! ~ 
to pass the savings on to you. This approach j~ 
also enables us to flU your order immedi- :;_. 
ately: 99% of all orders placed by 2 pm ~j 
eastern rime ship char same day. Order before .. J 
May 31, 2010, ro receive these savings. £; 

!~ 
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" 

. 
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T he Muir G lacier, a large ridewater glacier in Muir Inlet 
in Alaska, retreated more than 4 miles in the 1970's and 
1980's alone. 

have been able to identify cases where nature 
has done the experiments. 

A5 the evidence mounts, scientistS will 
conrinue to refine rheir picture of what rhe 
climate is doing and where ir is heading 
and society will continue tO grapple with 
this problem. You can begin to address it 
yourself-imelligendy and prudently-by 
investing six stimulating and rewarding hours 
with th is course. 

About Your Professor 
Dr. Richard Wolfson is the Benjamin F. 

Wissler Professor of Physics at Middlebury 
College, where he also teaches Climate 
Change in M idd lebury's Environmental 
Studies Program. He completed his under
graduate work ar MIT and Swarrhmore 
College, graduating from Swarthmore with 
a double major in Physics and Philosophy. 
He holds a master's in Environmental Studies 
from the Un iversity of Michigan and a Ph.D. 
in Physics from Dartmouth. 

SAVE UP 

About The Teaching Company 
We review hundreds of top-rated profes

sors from America's best colleges and universi
ties each year. From this extraordinary group 
we choose only those rated highest by panels 
of our customers. Fewer than 1 Oo/o of these 
world-class scholar-teacl1ers are selected to 
make The Grear Courses~ 

We've been doing this since 1990, pro
ducing more than 3,000 hours of material in 
modern and ancient history, philosophy, liter
ature, fine arts, the sciences, and mathematics 
for intelligent, engaged, adult lifelong learn
ers. If a course is ever less than completely 
satisfying, you may exchange it for another, or 
we will refund your money promptly. 

Lecture Titles 

l. Is Earch Warming? 
2. Burrerflies, Glaciers, and Hurricanes 
3. Ice Ages and Beyond 
4. In rhe Greenhouse 
5. A Tale ofThree Planers 
6. Global Recycling 
7. The Human Factor 
8. Computing the Future 
9. Impacts of Climate Change 
10. Energy and C limate 
11. Energy- Resources and Alternatives 
12. Sustainable Futures? 
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How $25 can help offset it. 

Even for "the head of the Republican Party" $400 million is 
a lot of money. 

But as we learned in a recent presidential election, it wasn't 
enough to guarantee one-sided ideology. Instead, millions of 
people giving small amounts created not only the largest campaign 
budget in history, but a grassroots movement that made history. 

Which brings us to, well, us. There are no corporate interests 
at Mother Jones (Rush Limbaugh-type or any other). We're 
a nonprofit that uses your donations and subscription fees to 
be fearless pains-in-the-butt at getting the truth out. You 
support us, we support you. Cool, huh? 

Smart, fearless journalism. It's enough to drive a Dittohead nuts. 

Please visit www.motherjones.com/nonprofit to help. 

Mother Jones 
SMART, FEARLESS JOURNALISM 
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0 n the afternoon of Septem
ber 24, 2009, Pennsylvania State 
Troopers, their guns drawn, broke 

down the door of room 238 of the Care
Free Inn on the outskirts ofPittsburgh. The 
troopers were acting on a search warrant 
related to protests planned for the G20 
summit- a meeting of the heads of state of 
the world's major economies. Thousands 
of protesters had descended on the ci ty, 

o presenting demands ranging from curbs 
:t 

~ on carbon emissions to the outright aboli-
~ tion of capitalism. 
~ Anticipating hordes of black-masked, 

heat vs. tweet 
Starbucks-smashing anarchists, the Pitts
burgh police and the Secret Service co
ordinated nearly 4,000 law enforcement 
officers, outfitting them with the latest in 
riot-dispersal technology. Crowds march
ing on the summit were met with pepper 
spray, stun grenades, and- for the first time 
on US soil- acoustic cannons that blast 
painful sounds as far as 1,000 feet. But the 
protesters had their own crowd-control 
methods, and that's what had brought the 
state troopers to the CareFree Inn. 

What they found when they broke down 
the door were a couple of middle-aged 

housemates from Qyeens, New York. Elliott 
Madison sat at a desk with a laptop and a cell 
phone. A police scanner lay nearby. Michael 
W allschlaeger was at the minifridge grabbing 
some hummus when the police rushed in. 
According to the criminal complaint filed 
against them, the two men had been "com
municating with various protestors, and pro
test groups ... [via] internet based 
communications, more commonly known 
as 'Twitter'. The observed 'Twitter' commu
nications were noted to be relevant to the 
direction of the movement of the Protes
tors .. .in order to avoid apprehension ... " 
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OUT F RONT 

of crime," and "hindering apprehension"
two felony counts and one misdemeanor. 

With his long ponytail and goatee, Mad
ison looks younger than his 42 years. A 
full-time social worker and self-proclaimed 
anarchist, he has long played support roles 
in protest movements, most often as a 

they adjusted their strategies accordingly. 
TXTmob is even credited as one of the pro
grams that inspired Twitter's inventors. 

In Pittsburgh, the protesters' Twitter 
stream continued through the end of the 
G20 summit, with noticeable results. By 
the time the tear gas cleared, only around 

Madison and Wallschlaegerwere part of 
Tin Can Comms Collective, a "collection 
of communication rebels" made up of sev
eral individuals in various locations across 
Pittsburgh. Madison's job was to verifY in
formation being sent in and then relay that 
to legal observers, street medics, and other 
organizers who could in turn tweet the in
formation to the masses in the streets. 

The raid occurred just as the protests 
were starting, but even as Madison and 
W allschlaeger were arrested, the informa
tion flowed from the other tweeters with
out a blip. "A comms facility was raided, 
but we are still fully operational please 
continue to submit reports" stated one 
subsequent tweet. 

The G20 protesters' real-time 1\vitter updates 
were available to anyone in the streets. It was as if 
they had gotten their own helicopter. 

The real-time updates were available to 
anyone who followed the feed, allowing 
protesters to see the theater of operations 
and add information to the picture. It was 
as if the demonstrators had gotten their 
own helicopter. Tin Can Comms sent out 
messages such as "SWAT teams rolling 
down 5th Ave towards Schenley" and "40 
cops, w/ bus, headed towards friendship 
park." The police knew they were being 
outflanked, but could do little against a de
centralized foe: "SCANNERJUST SAID: 
BE ADVISED WE'RE BEING MONI
TORED BY ANARCHISTS THROUGH 
SCANNER," noted one Tin Can tweet. 

Madison and Wallschlaeger were 
charged with "criminal use of a commu
nication facility," "possessing instruments 

legal observer or a communications coor
dinator. He has no criminal record, but 
nevertheless had to post $30,000 in bail. 
W allschlaeger, a 46-year-old host of a radio 
show called "This Week in Radical His
tory," had to post $5,000. 

Madison calls the arrest an attempt to 
"stifle dissent" and says his actions were 
"perfectly legal." His lawyer, Martin Stolar, 
calls them "absolutely protected speech." 
Madison also points out the irony that last 
June the State Department asked Twitter to 
delay scheduled maintenance so as not to 
interrupt Iranian protesters tweeting from 
the barricades. 

Tehran and Pittsburgh were not the first 
time social netvmrking and mass texts were 
used to support a large-scale protest: At the 
2004 Republican National Convention in 
New York City, thousands of protesters were 

organized by a mass-messaging program 
called TXTmob. This proved the new tools' 
usefulness to both activists and police, and 

CONSPIRACY WATCH: 
LITTLE GREEN MEN 
THE coNSPIRAcY: The alien spaceships that crashed in Roswell, New 
Mexico, in 1947 hold the secret to stopping climate change. The federal 
government has spent billions studying their anti-gravity propulsion 
system, which would make fossil fuels obsolete. But Republicans, 
wary of Democrats reaping the political benefits of unveiling this 

revolutionary carbon-free energy source, triggered the financial crisis to distract President 
Obama and delay our E.T.-inspired green future. 
THE coNSPI RACY THEORISTs: Stephen Bassett, head of the Extraterrestrial Phenomena PAC, 

claims the Roswell saucers have an "inertial mass reduct ion system" that uses a mere fraction 
of the energy consumed by man-made engines- with zero emissions. He estimates that this 
technology could slash our energy costs by as much as 95 percent. Bassett has written to Obama 
and AI Gore urging them to end the "truth embargo" on the reverse engineering of UFOS. He's 
also praised the Exopolitics Institute, which has suggested that the Iraq War was a secret effort 
to capture alien "stargates" hidden inside Sumerian ruins- a Conspiracy Watch favorite. 

MBANWHILB, aaca oa a&a"fa : Bas·:;ett may not be the only one who wants to believe: Former 
Secretary of Energy Bill Richardson and Center for American Progress head John Podesta have 
called for ful l disclosure of any top-secret extraterrestrial research. 

Kookiness Rati~: • (t=maybe they're on to something, s=break out the t infoil hat!) 

- Tim Murphy 
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190 arrests had been made, far fewer than 
at previous protests in Seattle and New 
York. The media soon forgot about the 
story- but for the two arrestees, an ordeal 
that Madison describes as "Kafkaesque" 
was only beginning. 

At around six in the morning a week 
after Madison and Wallschlaeger posted 
bail, a dozen NYPD officers and FBI agents 
from the Joint Terrorism Task Force (JTTF) 
broke down the front and back doors of 
Madison's home in Qyeens. Guns drawn, 
they smashed in bedroom doors, and Mad
ison, Wallschlaeger, their housemates, and 
a guest were left handcuffed on a couch. 
With helicopters circling overhead, agents 
searched the house for 16 hours. "I asked 
to see the search warrant," says Madison, 
"and they basically said, 'Fuck you, you'll 
see it when we give it to you."' 

Court records show the FBI seized hun
dreds of items, including computers, hard 
drives, cameras, a World War I-eragas mask, 
"anarchy books," even an antique needle
point of Lenin made by Madison's wife's 
grandmother. Several issues of Steampunk 
Magazine, where Madison writes under the 
pen name Professor Calamity, were also 
seized, as was a guide on poisons (which he 
says he uses in the writing of mystery nov
els), a Mao Tse-tung refrigerator magnet, 
and several Buffy the Vampire Slayer DVDS. A 
poster in the living room of anarchist phi
losopher Mikhail Bakunin was left alone; 
"I guess they didn't know who he was," 
says Madison. At one point a hazmat team 
in full protective gear was brought in to 
investigate a jar ofkombucha tea ferment
ing in the basement. Madison claims aJTIF 
agent shook his head and said, "You guys 
are just a bunch of hippies!" 

The raid seemed to have an aimless 
quality. Madison was handed a ticket for a 
packet of fireworks, and an agent who put 
his hand into a suspected bag of marijua-
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na discovered, painfully, that it was dried 
stinging nettles, used in homeopathy. "It 
was almost as if they thought, 'If we take 
enough stuff, we'll find something to charge 
them with,"' Madison says. When he was 
finally shown the cover sheet to the search 
warrant, it provided for the seizure of any 
items "designed or intended as a means of 
violating the federal rioting laws." 

The federal anti-riot statute- 18 usc 
§210 1- makes it a felony to engage in inter
state travel to "organize, promote, encour
age, participate in, or carry on a riot." The 
statute is almost never invoked, but was 
used to indict the Chicago 7 for their or
ganizing activities during the 1968 Demo
cratic National Convention. That case was 
ultimately appealed and thrown out on 
other grounds, so the constitutionality of 
the anti-riot statute has never been chal
lenged in the Supreme Court. Critics have 
long contended that it is vague, overbroad, 
and designed to suppress protest activity 
and free expression. Applied in the current 
context, "it starts to criminalize dissent, to 
conflate terrorism with demonstrations, 
and that's a very, very dangerous notion," 

says lawyer Stolar. "Essentially it's prosecu
tion for a thought crime." 

The fallout from the G20 protests has 
gotten curiouser and curiouser. In an un
expected move, the Pittsburgh charges 
against Madison and Wallschlaeger were 
summarily dismissed. A spokesman for 
the Allegheny County district attorney 
said that the defendants' actions "may 
have been related to more expansive activ
ities" and "that until further investigative 
activities by law enforcement agencies can 
be completed, it would be more prudent 
to have the current charges withdrawn." 
Whatever the JTTF was up to, in other 
words, would remain secret, along with 
the sealed warrant that the Pennsylvania 
state troopers had used. 

At around the same time, during an Octo
ber hearing on the ~eens raid, a prosecutor 
revealed that a federal grand jury had been 
convened to investigate protest activities. 
The affidavits containing the allegations that 
convinced a judge to approve the search of 
Madison's house also remain sealed. 

Federal and grand juries are conducted 
in utter secrecy and have enom1ous power. 

MODEL CITIZENS 
Looking like a 
million bucks-even 
if you're flat broke
is the first rule 
of La Societe des 
Ambianceurs et des 
Personnes Elegantes, 
a subculture of 
Congolese dandies 
who bring high 
fashion to the 
streets. Sapeurs 

may beg, borrow, 
or steal to get the 
latest from Paris 
and Milan. Disputes 
over who's the most 
dapper are decided 
by duels: Whoever 
flashes the most 
exclusive label wins. 

PHOTOGRAPH BY DAN IELE TA MAG N I 

The old joke is that they can "indict a ham 
sandwich," but if they turn up nothing, 
they can disappear with no public disclo
sure. Stolar doesn't know of anyone who 
has been summoned, but given the course 
of events, "I would say they're looking to 
go after what they consider to be hardcore 
demonstrators," he says. "I have very little 
faith in government anyway," says Madi
son, "but this is something I would have 
expected more under the Bush regime." 
A spokesman for the US attorney for the 
Eastern District of New York declined to 
comment on the investigation. 

Madison and his housemates are trying to 
get on with their lives, not knowing when, 
or if, the other shoe will drop. "Nothing 
could ever happen and we'll never know 
why," says Madison, sitting in the living 
room of his ~eens home, the broken lock 
on the front door still unrepaired. "We're 
anarchists," he adds, "but that's not illegal, 
and it's actually a good thing. We're not 
ashamed of it. Part of the thing with the 
government is to make you feel not only 
afraid but also ashamed. That's just not go
ing to work with me." -Matthew Power 
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LONE BAR STATE 

drinking 
while 
brown 

L ate on a balmy Saturday night 
last June, six Fort Worth cops and 
two officers from the Texas Alcohol

ic Beverage Commission went looking for 
trouble. They had just raided two Hispanic 
bars in an industrial stretch of town and 
nine detainees now sat in the paddy wag
on, hands bound with plastic ties. The rest 
of the city's bars would soon shut down. 
It seemed like the night was over, except 
for the paperwork. Then Sergeant Richard 
Morris had an idea. "Hey," he said. "Let's 
go to the Rainbow Lounge." 

A half-dozen police cruisers, an un
marked sedan, and the prisoner van slid to 
a stop in front of the Rainbow Lounge, 
Fort Worth's newest gay club, at about 
1:30 a.m. on June 28, 2009- 40 years, al
most down to the minute, after New York 
City police raided the Stonewall Inn with 

billy clubs and bullhorns. Inside the bar, 
the officers fanned out, grabbing and ar
resting six patrons for public intoxication. 
Benjamin Guttery, a 24-year-old Army vet, 
says an officer told him to put down his 
drink, then "bulldozed" him through the 
crowd to the paddy wagon but then let him 
go. "I'm 6'8", 250 pounds, and I had just 
finished my second drink," Guttery told a 
local reporter. "I might have had enough 
to have a loose tongue, but not a loose 
walk or anything like that." Another man 
alleges that he was slammed against a wall, 
elbowed, and fell on the ground, landing 

Drunk With Power 
Weird liquor laws around the nation - Celia Perry 

Alabama 

Alaska 

Arizona 

Colorado 

Florida 

Georgia 

No beer bottles bigger than 16 ounces. 
Wine labels may not be "immodest or 
sensuous"-one with a naked, bike-riding 
nymph is banned. 

No alcohol sales between 5 a.m. and 8 a.m. 

Drive-through liquor stores? No problem . 

Illegal to ride a horse under the influence. 

Boozing may be prohibited during 
hurricanes. 

Public drunkenness is i llegal, but drinking 
in public is fine. ....................................................................................................... 

Iowa Sorry, no running bar tabs . .......................................................................................................... 
Massachusetts No happy hours allowed. 

New Hampshire State-run liquor stores conveniently 
located at highway rest stops. 

Oklahoma 

South Carolina 

Texas 

Stores must sell alcoholic drinks at room 
temperature. 

No liquor sold on Election Day. 

Anyone under 21 can drink if t hey're w ith 
t heir parents- or spouse. 
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him in intensive care for a week 
w~th bleeding in his brain. He 
was charged with public intoxi
cation and assault. 

They say everything's big
ger in Texas, and that includes 
absurdity in law enforcement. 
Most states and towns have 
public intoxication laws that 
allow peace officers to pick up 
the drunk and disorderly. But 
in the Lone Star State, the na
tion's broadest PI law lets cops 
go virtually anywhere and ar
rest anyone for drunkenness
even if they're quietly nursing 
a beer in a bar. 

Arrested for drinking in a 
bar? Sounds like the ultimate 
catch-22. Since 2006, when 
Texas overtook California as 
the state with the most drunk-
driving fatalities, cops and a 
beefed-up task force from the 
state Alcoholic Beverage Com
mission have used a 1993 law 

as a pretext to enter any bar and arrest its pa
trons on the spot. The public intoxication 
standard, backed by the Texas-based Moth
ers Against Drunk Driving, is so broad that 
you can be arrested on just a police officer's 
hunch, without being given a Breathalyzer or 
field sobriety test. State courts have not only 
upheld the practice but expanded the defi
nition of public intoxication to cover pretty 
much any situation, says Robert Guest, a 
criminal defense attorney in Dallas. "Having 
no standard allows the police to arrest who
ever pisses them off and call it PI," he says, 
adding, "If you have a violent, homophobic, 
or just an asshole of a cop and you give him 
the arbitrary power to arrest anyone for PI, 
you can expect violent, homophobic, and 
asshole-ic behavior." 

For some officers, PI has provided a 
ready-made reason for detaining minori
ties. A Houston defense attorney, who asks 
to be unnamed since he specializes in mis
demeanors such as PI, puts it this way: "If 
you're brown and you're around- you're 
going down." Nick Novello, a 27-year vet
eran of the Dallas Police Department, blew 
the whistle on three colleagues who he 
claims filled their arrest quotas by picking 
up people, mostly minorities, for PI. "They 
were illegally arrested," Novello says. "It's 
an absolute perversion." (Two were re
moved from the force.) 

According to a recent report by sociol
ogy and law professors at the University of 
California-Berkeley, the Dallas suburb of 
Irving has used "discretionary" public in
toxication arrests to fish for undocumented 
immigrants. Mter partnering with federal 
immigration officials in 2006 to check local 
prisoners' residency status, Irving police in-
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GREAT CLASSICAl 

RECORDINGS 

l b h ;rk Pe rhnttn - Vh ·•ld l: Thf' Four Susons 
London Philuharmonlc Orchestra, ls:rael 

Phllarharmonic Orchc;tra 

al s o a va i labl e: 

Pablo Casals- 8Jch: Cello Suites 

EMI Classics launches a new definitive series of great classical music called 
EMI MASTERS. These 20 new titles come from a treasure house of the most 
notable and revered classical recordings ever made. All performances were 
recorded, mastered or re-mastered at Abbey Road Studios. 

Angela Gheorghiu - Puccini: Opera Ariu 

Orche<tra Sinfonica di Milano Giu<eppe 
Verdi; Anton Coppola 

Dinu lipatti - C hopin : Waltzes 

MAIILI R 

Sh Simon R• ll io - 1>·hhi m Symphony No . . <; 

Bcrloner Philharmonikcr 
"Emmanuel Pi~hud -M ourt: flute Conc~rto~ 

Ber-hncr Plulharmonrkcr 
Claudio Abb•do 

Stephen Kovacevich- Beetho1•en: Popular Piano Sonatas 

lt1hak Perl man - Bee thoven: VIolin Concerto 

Walter Cieseking - De bussy: Preludes I t. II 
Jacque line du Pre- Elgar: Cello Conce1·to; Seo Plcll"·es 
Andre C luylc ns - Faure: Requie m 

Alban Berg Quarte t- Rave l/ Debussy: Strmg Quarte ts 

Dietrich Fischer-Dieskau- Schubert: Die schone Mu lle rl n 

Elisabeth Schw~nkopf - R. Strauss: Four Last Songs 
Maurice Andre - Trumpet Concertos Simon RJttle - Beethoven: Symphony 'lo.9 

Ollo Kle mperer - BrJhrns: Ein deulschcs Requiem 
Yehudi Menuhln - llruch/Mcndelssohn: Vio li n Concertos 

Si r Tho mas Bccchan• - Crtcg: Peer Cynl e tc 
Dennis Brai n- Mozart: I lorn Concertos Nos. 1-4; Q uinte t K452 

FOR SA LE PRIC ES , NEWS, www.emiclassics.com 

www.angelrecords.com 

digital downloads also available 

e 2010 Angel Recotds 

AND A FR EE D OWNLOAD, V ISIT 

WWW.ANGELRECORDS.COM 

Available at Music/ OVU Loeations 

BARNES&NOBLE 
www.bn.com 
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creased the number of Latinos they nicked 
for PI and other Class C misdemeanors by 
150 percent, while arrests of whites and 
African Americans for those offenses fell. 
The Mexican consul issued an advisory 
telling migrants to avoid Irving. "In this 
city, one has to be extra careful," he told 
a Spanish-language newspaper. "They were 
clearly choosing to bring more Hispanics 
into jail," says Aarti Kohli, coauthor of 
the Berkeley study. But the feds and local 

OUT F RONT 

officials hailed the PI sweeps as a victory. 
Immigration "is expanding this program, 
saying, 'Isn't this great?'" Kohli says. "But 
the question they're not asking is: How are 
these people getting put into jail?" 

After community activists took to the 
streets and airwaves, Irving's arrest rate for 
Hispanics plummeted. (Dallas and Irving 
are no longer part of the federal program.) 
In Fort Worth, protests over the Rainbow 
Lounge raid elicited a quick apology from 

DANA ROHRABACHER'S WAR 

calling kabulsh*t 

I n 1988, shortly after winning his first 
term in Congress, Dana Rohrabacher 
dabbled briefly in another vocation

freedom fighter. With Afghanistan's 
anti-Soviet insurgency a cause celebre for 
conservatives, he traveled to the front lines. 
Sporting a thick beard and traditional Af
ghan attire, the congressman-elect joined 
up with a rebel infantry unit whose mission 
included laying siege to a Soviet position. 

When I met Rohrabacher recently at his 
Capitol Hill office- adorned with memen
tos of his Afghan adventures, including a 
tapestry of the legendary mujahideen com
mander Ahmad Shah Massoud- I asked if 
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he'd joined the battle. "Let's put itthis way," 
he said, a glimmer in his eye. "I didn't carry 
a gun- most of the time." 

It's the kind of adventure that has earned 
the Orange County Republican, who's 62, 
a reputation as "colorful," or, as some put it, 
"bat-shit crazy." He's a banjo-playing, folk
singing, arch-conservative surfer, who- at a 
time when other politicians insisted they'd 
never inhaled- publicly proclaimed he'd 
done "everythjng but drink the bong wa
ter." An outspoken climate change skeptic, 
Rohrabacher once joked that "dinosaur 
flatulence" may have caused a prehistoric 
episode of global warming. For almost two 

the police chief and promises to review the 
PI policy. But the arrests have continued 
elsewhere, and no one is targeting the pub
lic intoxication law itself. Many people 
don't care, Novello says, "because they 
can't vicariously experience this injustice." 
The Houston attorney puts it more blunt
ly. "As long as police are going out there 
fucking with the blacks and the Mexicans, 
until it hits the people with the power, 
they won't care." - Adam Weinstein 

years, he ran a quixotic congressional inves
tigation into the Oklahoma City bombing, 
dispatching staff as far as the Philippines to 
prove that Terry Nichols had ties to Ramzi 
Y ousef, one of the planners of the first 
World Trade Center bombing. At a cringe
worthy hearing last fall, he lambasted an 
Iraqi politician over the "type of blood
lust" that "exists in your society." 

But though Rohrabacher often comes 
across as God's gift to liberal bloggers, on 
Afghanistan he is recognized as a genuine 
congressional expert- and he's staked out 
a position closer to the Hill's most liberal 
Democrats than to his fellow Republi
cans. He opposes Obama's surge, warns 
that the troop escalation will only 
strengthen the Taliban's hand, and wor
ries about history repeating itself: "The 
American Army is playing the role of the 
Russian army," he laments. 

Rohrabacher's Afghanistan history 
dates back to his days as a speechwriter 
and presidential adviser in the Reagan 
White House, where he helped shape the 
Reagan Doctrine- the policy of arming re
sistance movements to undermine Soviet 
influence, with the mujahideen serving as 
Exhibit A. "I'd be there with guys in full 
Afghan garb in the executive dining room 
of the White House," he recalls. Michael 
Scheuer, the former chief of the CIA's bin 
Laden unit, says Rohrabacher was one of 
the few lawmakers who were "interested 
in Afghanistan to an extent that surpassed 
how many dead Soviets there were." 

In the years after the Soviets fled Afghan
istan in 1989, Rohrabacher says, his "pas
sion" was to bring back the country's exiled 
king, Muhammad Zahir Shah, the only 
figure he believed could unite Afghans. In
stead, by 1996, the Tali ban had captured 
Kabul, and Rohrabacher began actively 
working to undermine them. At one point 
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he hitched a ride in a UN supply plane to 
the northern city of Mazar-i-Sharif with 
the aim of organizing a coalition of anti
Tali ban warlords such as Massoud and the 
Uzbek militia commander Abdul Rashid 
Dostum. "I was flying all over the world," 
he says. "And I was on my own. You know, 
I was a real freelancer on that one." 

Indeed, the congressman "was seen as 
having his own foreign policy," says Marvin 
Weinbaum, a former Afghanistan and Paki
stan analyst at the State Department and 
now a scholar at the Middle East Institute. 
"He saw all sorts of nefarious plots that we 
were hatching with the Tali ban. He was cer
tainly out to discredit the [Clinton] State 
Department." Following a 2001 meeting 
with the Tali ban's foreign minister in ~tar, 
US critics accused Rohrabacher of breach
ing the Logan Act, which prohibits Ameri
can citizens from making unofficial 
diplomatic overtures. 

In the fall of2001, Rohrabacher's friend 
Massoud was assassinated by a pair of AI 
~eda operatives. Upon hearing the news, 
Rohrabacher wept in his office. Then he 
phoned the Bush White House in a fren
zy: He believed Massoud's murder was the 
prelude to a major terrorist attack and re
quested an immediate audience with then
national security adviser Condoleezza 
Rice. He got an appointment for the next 
day- September 11. 

In the aftermath of the attacks, Rohra
bacher was in demand. In meetings with 
Rice, as well as Pentagon and CIA officials, 
he says, he argued that the Northern Alli
ance and a small US team should oust the 
Taliban- the more heavy-handed operation 
favored by some military leaders wouldn't 
work. Rohrabacher's aides, meanwhile, 
worked the phones with their Afghan con
tacts, gathering intelligence on the Tali ban's 
movements. "I had everybody's sat-phone 
number," says AI Santoli, a former foreign 
policy aide to Rohrabacher. "I spent as 
much time at the Pentagon as I did in the 
congressional office." 

Even now, Rohrabacher grins when re
calling the overthrow of the Tali ban. "Ev
erything was ours," he says. "We had the 
total faith of the vast majority of Afghans." 
But, he adds, it all went sour when the ad
ministration decided to shift gears. "The 
turning point was when George W. Bush 
through his hubris decided he was going 
to- I can just see him saying, 'We're on a 
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roll, let's go into Iraq.' We didn't have the 
ability to sustain large-scale military opera
tions in Iraq and still rebuild Afghanistan." 
Still, Rohrabacher was a steadfast backer of 
the war during the Bush years, a stance he 
now considers "a mistake." 

Today, Rohrabachervows to vote against 
any funding for Obama's surge in Afghani
stan. Instead he favors, perhaps unsurpris
ingly, a revival of the Reagan Doctrine. He 
regards the Karzai government as hopeless
ly corrupt and sees a decentralized power 
structure as the only solution. Rather than 
putting more American troops in harm's 
way, he'd prefer that the US reinvigorate 
and perhaps arm Afghanistan's militias (in
cluding those associated with his ex-North
em Alliance friends)- the same forces the 
US and international forces initially tried 
to dismantle. And instead of spending 
some $33 billion on the surge, Rohrabacher 
wants to allocate $5 billion for "buying the 
good will oflocal village leaders" while also 
embedding small US units in villages. "We 
have to have our people become part of 
the Afghan family," he says. Rohrabacher 
has distributed a blueprint- authored by a 
Special Forces major whose unit developed 
a close rapport with an eastern tribe- for 
doing just that to all ofhis colleagues. 

As the Obama administration formu
lated its war strategy last fall, Rohrabacher 
made his case to top officials, even the 
president himself- to little avail. (Only 
Ambassador Karl Eikenberry, who in dip
lomatic cables expressed doubts about the 
surge, concurred with him over glasses of 
Uzbek brandy during a dinner party at 
his house, Rohrabacher says.) Still, some 
of DC's top Afghanistan experts think 
Rohrabacher's ideas have merit: His argu
ment for a decentralized approach "de
serves serious consideration," Paul Pillar, 
former national intelligence officer for 
the Near East and South Asia, told me. "I 
would underscore that it is a totally dif· 
ferent approach from what the administra
tion has adopted." 

As our interview drew to a close, an aide 
came in to announce Rohrabacher's next 
appointment. The visitor was a young Af. 
ghan expat, who'd been referred to him by a 
retired US general who figured the congress
man might appreciate his insights. "Here's 
an Afghan for you," Rohrabacher said, 
striding out with a boisterous laugh. "This 
is typical." -Daniel Schulman 
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FANTASY ISLAND 

democracy 
with a view 

slip into places where his services 
might be of use. While he boasts 
that he's never been arrested 
outside of his native Serbia, nor 
deported or even denied a visa, 
he acknowledges that there are 
"a few countries that I would be 
prohibited to go." Iran, he says 
with a smirk, "would love me
for dinner." 

I first met Srdja Popovic last spring at 
a bustling cafe in the Maldives, where 
he had just helped overthrow the gov

ernment. Sipping espresso and smoking 
cigarettes, he spoke in passionate bursts as 
he told me about how he had guided the 
local opposition- now the ruling party of 
this tiny nation in the Indian Ocean- in the 
ways of peaceful revolt. Yet even with five 
revolutions already under his belt, Popovic 
insisted that he sought only to educate reb
els, not lead them. 

"You cannot take the revolution in a suit
case and take it to one place," Popovic told 
me when I caught up with him again in a 
restaurant in wintry Washington, DC, where 
he'd been meeting with pro-democracy or
ganizations. Popovic has been credited with 
giving activists the tools to oust unpopular 
regimes from Ukraine to Lebanon- earning 
him and his small band of nonviolent storm 
troopers a name as Che-like globe-trotting 
agitators. "We have the notorious reputa
tion of being capable of toppling dictator
ships all over the world," he said with 
nonchalance. "We are the world's best 
known troublemakers." 

But that notoriety has also made it more 
difficult for the tall, sinewy 37-year-old to 

Luckily, Popovic is on the 
verge of acquiring a place where 
the world can come to him. If 
all goes according to plan, this 
spring a tropical atoll in the 
Maldives will become home to 
"Democracy Island," a campus 
where activists can study non
violent resistance amid coconut 
trees, white sand, and lagoons the 
color of Cool Mint Listerine. 

Srdja Popovic (pronounced 
sir-JA POP-o-vitch) grew up in 
Belgrade, the son of journalists. 
In the 1980s, he got into rock 
and roll, which in the former 
Yugoslavia was "subversive in 

itself." But it wasn't until after the fall of 
communism and Slobodan Milosevic's 
rise to power that Popovic got serious 
about politics. One day in October 1998, 
he and 10 student activists huddled in a 
Belgrade cafe and formed an opposition 
group called Otpor ("Resistance"). They 
chose a clenched fist as their symbol. For 
the next two years, Otpor rallied the silent 
majority of Serbs to call for Milosevic's 
ouster. The regime accused Popovic and 
his cohorts of being terrorists and agents 
of the United States. On October 5, 2000, 
massive demonstrations swept through 
Serbia, and Milosevic stepped down. 

After that, Popovic won a parliamentary 
seat in Serbia's first free and fair election. He 
advised Prime Minister Zoran Djindjic un
til his assassination in early 2003. By then, 
Popovic was growing restless. He wanted to 
take his brand of popular rebellion on the 
road. "I am not a politician; I am a revolu
tionary," he says. "I see the world as a big 
battlefield between those who believe in 
the power of the people and those who try 
to control the power of the people." 

With another Otpor founder, Popovic 
founded the Centre for Applied Non
violent Action and Strategies (CANVAS) 
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in Belgrade. T here were already plenty of 
organizations- the National Democratic 
Institute, the International Republican 
Institute, Freedom House- observing vot
ing and focusing on electoral politics. 
CANVAS offered something new. Instead of 
talking about civil society and institution 
building, it drew on the Serbian experi
ence to give pro-democracy activists the 
nitty-gritty tools for nudging intransigent 
leaders and, if necessary, toppling govern
ments without firing a shot. It is the only 
pro-democracy group, says Popovic, where 
practical knowledge "is transferred to activ
ists by those who have actually achieved 
freedom through nonviolent struggle." 

CANVAS's "Core Curriculum" has been 
translated into six languages, including 
Farsi and Arabic, and its online "canva
sopedia" features sections on nonviolent 
"weaponry" such as sit-ins and strikes. 
While he and his colleagues work closely 
with pro-democracy activists, Popovic says 
that they don't take to the streets or try to 
stage-manage events. 'We never tell people 
what to do," he says. "We only share what 
was done successfully." 

CANVAS got off to an impressive start, 
training the pro-democracy campaigners in 
Georgia, Ukraine, and Lebanon who went 
on to lead the Rose, Orange, and Cedar 
revolutions, respectively. CANVAS staff has 
also worked with activists from Azerbaijan, 
Palestine, Egypt, Western Sahara, Zimba
bwe, and Burma. "It's made an important 
contribution," says Timothy Garton Ash, 
a professor of European Studies at Oxford 
and the coeditor of Civil Resistance and 
Po-wer Politics, a study of nonviolent action. 
"It is absolutely to be admired and repli
cated. I've seen it myself in Ukraine." 

The Popovic model has also caught au
tocrats' attention. In 2007, Venezuelan 
president Hugo Chavez compared the 
clenched-fist logo adopted by local student 
demonstrators with that used by Otpor. 
(CANVAS has met with anti-Chavez activ
ists, but Popovic says the organization has 
never worked inside the country.) Follow
ing the Orange and Rose revolutions, Be
larusian TV suggested that Otpor-inspired 
forces were conspiring to bring down Pres
ident Aleksandr Lukashenko. After one of 
Popovic's colleagues was photographed 
during a fleeting encounter with George 
W. Bush a few years ago, Tehran accused 
the two of plotting to take it down. 
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Popovic is quick to say that CANVAS is 
"100 percent independent from any gov
ernment" and funded entirely by private 
donors. Paranoid regimes don't buy that, 
and neither do some American leftists, 
who have accused CANVAS of being part of 
a CIA-linked "Imperialist International" that 
targets Washington's enemies. "One of the 
many sad legacies of the Bush era is that 

OUT F RONT 

fices of Serbian state TV, where his mother 
was an editor. She wasn't there that eve
ning, but 16 of her coworkers were killed. 
"Do you think I would ever collaborate 
with the government that tried to kill my 
mom?" he once asked. 

Democracy Island grew out of Popovic's 
recent success in the Maldives, where, in 
2008, a former political prisoner named 

and politicians can get a master's degree 
in nonviolent political change. Nasheed 
told me that he saw Democracy Island as 
a place where "like-minded people could 
come and exchange ideas"- but "every
thing has to be peaceful." 

Popovic denies that his group targets Washington's 
enemies. "Do you think I would ever collaborate 
with the government that tried to kill my mom?" 

Before he left, Popovic drained his beer 
and leaned toward me. The biggest chal
lenge, he said, is not toppling one tyrant or 
another; it's spreading the word of change. 
Democracy Island is a good start, but he's 
just as excited about the potential of online 
organizing. He noted that during the pro
tests in Iran last summer, dozens of blogs 
posted CANVAS literature in Farsi. "This is 
the beauty of the new media. There is no 
way to control it." -Nicholas Schmidle 

people see conspiracies even where there 
aren't conspiracies, particularly regarding 
pro-democracy struggles against regimes 
the US happens to oppose," says Stephen 
Zunes, a professor of international studies 
at the University of San Francisco who has 
collaborated with CANVAS in training Egyp
tian and Western Saharan activists. 

Likewise, Popovic says such claims are 
baseless. Not only would American sup
port jeopardize CANVAS's nonpartisan 
stance, but for him, it's personal: In 1999, 
NATO warplanes bombed the Belgrade of· 
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Mohamed Nasheed defeated the country's 
longtime strongman in a multiparty elec
tion held after three years of nonviolent 
agitation. CANVAS had worked closely with 
Nasheed's Maldivian Democratic Party, 
and in gratitude, the 42-year-old president 
has agreed to help it and a handful of en
vironmental and human rights NGOs estab
lish a campus in the archipelago. 

Besides attracting rabble-rousers, Pop
ovic wants Democracy Island to be a 
legitimate academic institution where 
Maldivian and foreign scholars, activists, 
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UNFRIENDLY FIRES 

another gulf war 
syndrome? 

B efore her last deployment, 
31-year-old Staff Sergeant Danielle 
Nienajadlo passed her Army phys

ical with flying colors. So when she started 
having health problems several weeks after 
arriving at Balad Air Base in Iraq, no one 
knew what to make of her symptoms: 
headaches that kept her awake; unex
plained bruises all over her body; an open 
sore on her back that wouldn't heal; vom
iting and weight loss. In July 2008 , after 
three miserable months, Nienajadlo 
checked into the base emergency room 
with a 104-degree fever. 

She was sent to Walter Reed Army Med
ical Center and learned she had been diag
nosed with acute myelogenous leukemia, 
a fast-progressing form of the disease. She 
told her doctors and her family she had 

felt fine until she started inhaling 
the oily black smoke that spewed 
out of the base's open-air trash
burning facility day and night. At 
times, the plume contained diox
ins, some of which can cause the 
kind of cancer Nienajadlo had. 

"She breathed in this gunk," says 
her mother, Lindsay Weidman. 
"She'd go back to the hooch at 

Danielle Nienajadlo 
(right) w it h another 
patient at Walter 
Reed Army Medical 
Center. Both women 
fell ill after breathing 
burn pit smoke. 

subsidiary KBR-have dumped 
hundreds of tons of refuse into 
giant open-air trenches, doused 
the piles with fuel, and left them 
to burn. The trash includes plastic, 
metal, asbestos, batteries, tires, un

night to go to bed and cough up these 
black chunks." 

In the past 17 months, more than 500 
veterans have contacted Disabled American 
Veterans (oAv), a national nonprofit serving 
vets, to report illnesses they blame on the 
bum pits. Throughout Iraq and Afghanistan, 
contractors- many of the bum pits are oper
ated by companies like former Halliburton 

exploded ordnance, medical waste, even en
tire trucks. (fhe military now operates several 
actual incinerators and has made efforts to 
create recycling programs, but the majority 
of war~zone trash is still burned in pits.) 

On Bum Pits Action Center, a website 
operated by the staff of Rep. Tim Bishop 
(D-N.Y.)- who learned of the problem via 
the reporting of Army Times writer Kelly 
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Kennedy in 2008- Gls describe dumping rat 
poison, hydraulic fluid, and pressure-treated 
wood into the pits. "When the question was 
raised about what we were off-loading for 
burning, the answer was along the lines of 
'Don't worry about it as the heat will burn 
up the bad stuffso it isn't a threat,"' reported 
Army Reserve Sgt. 1st Class John Wingfield, 
who served near Balad in 2004 and 2005. 

Veterans' groups worry that the smoke 
floods bases with a stew of carcinogens, 
toxins, and lung-clogging fine particles. An 
Army study released in early 2009 found 
that particulate matter at 15 sites exceeded 
both EPA and US military standards. Even 
short-term exposure could sicken- or kill
service members, the report warns. As early 
as 2006, an Air Force engineer stationed 
at Balad warned superiors in a memo that 
smoke from the burn pits presented "an 
acute health hazard" for service members. 
"It is amazing that the burn pit has been able 
to operate without restrictions over the past 
several years," the engineer, Lt. Colonel Dar
rin Curtis, wrote. Military statistics also show 
a steep increase in respiratory problems in 
troops since the start of the Iraq War. 

In a written statement, KBR told }lfother 
jones that it operates burn pits "pursuant 
to Army guidelines and regulations." The 
military's own air sampling has turned up 
dioxins, volatile organic compounds, heavy 
metals, and other potential hazards in the 
air at Balad. The Pentagon has insisted 
they were at levels that posed no significant 
threat- though last December, a top military 
health official acknowledged to the Salt Lake 
Tribune that smoke from the pits may cause 
long-term health problems. (Neither Penta
gon officials nor the White House respond
ed to requests for comment on this story.) 

The government's reluctance to acknowl
edge the potential hazard has frustrated vet
erans' advocates, who remember how long it 
took for the Pentagon to recognize GulfW ar 
Syndrome in the 1990s, and to acknowledge 
the health problems caused by aerial spray
ing during the Vietnam War. "We don't 
want another Agent Orange," says John L. 
Wilson, DAv's assistant national legislative 
director. "Silence does not do any good." 

If the pits are harming troops and Iraqis, 
there's no telljng how many. Many can
cers won't reveal themselves for a decade 
or more, and many respiratory symptoms 
tend to be misdiagnosed as asthma. Like 
Nienajadlo, Air Force Reserve Lt. C olonel 

Michelle Franco, 48, had a clean bill of 
health when she shipped out to Balad three 
years ago. The 18-foot walls surrounding 
her quarters kept out mortar fire, but not 
the smoke: "You could smell it; you could 
taste it." As a nurse, Franco suspected the 
"plume crud" was hazardous. She knew 
that in addition to amputated limbs from 
her medical facility, the base's waste includ
ed hundreds of thousands of water bottles 
every week- and she lmew burning plastic 

"We don't want another 
Agent Orange," says 
one veterans' advocate. 
"Silence does not 
do any good." 

releases cancer-causing dioxins. After just 
five months at the base, Franco sustained 
permanent lung damage. She's lucky, she 
says, that she kept asking questions when 
harried doctors handed her an inhaler. She 
expects her diagnosis- untreatable reactive 
airway dysfunction syndrome-to ultimate
ly push her into retirement. 

Many vets won't realize that their illness 
might be service related, notes Franco. But 
official recognition is key to get them prop
er screening and benefits. Last fall, Rep. 
Bishop managed to pass legislation limiting 
the military's freedom to burn waste and di
recting the Pentagon to do a study on the 
pits' health effects. Given that this may take 
years, Bishop is also calling for an Agent 
Orange-like registry of those at risk. 

Meanwhile a DC-based law firm, Burke 
LLC (which has also pursued claims for 
Abu Ghraib torture victims and Iraqi ci
vilians killed by Blackwater guards), has 
filed suit against Halliburton and KBR on 
behalf of about 300 injured veterans and 
their survivors; the firm estimates that 
some 100,000 people have been exposed. 
"These troops were more injured by the 
smoke and the toxins than by combat," 
says attorney Elizabeth Burke. 

Staff Sergeant Nienajadlo died March 20, 
2009, exactly 13 years from the day she en
listed. She left behind three children, ages 
3, 8, and 10, and a husband who is also in 
the service. Before she fell ill, Nienajadlo 
confided to her mother that she was scared 
of serving in Iraq. But she worried about 
mortar attacks and roadside bombs-not the 
Army's own trash. -Beth Hawkins 
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Nadya Labi 
NOTEBOOK 

Married for a Minute 
Is Iran's mullah-backed system of temporary marriage 

a godsend for the sexuallly frustrated-or religious prostitution? 

ON A DUSTY MORNING in the holy city ofQs>m, I went 
looking for a shrine in a walled cemetery of martyrs 
known as Sheikhan. The graveyard's walls are lined with 
glass cases containing the framed photos of soldiers 
felled by the Iran-Iraq war. The shrine, I'd been told, 
is a hangout for women seeking temporary marriage, 
an intriguing mechanism in Shiite Islam for relieving 
sexual frustration. In the Islamic Republic of Iran, sex 
outside of marriage is a crime, punishable by up to 100 
lashes or, in the case of adultery, death by stoning. Yet 
the purpose of a temporary marriage is clear from its 
name in Arabic- mut'a, pleasure. A man and a woman 
may contract a mut'a for a finite period of time- from 
minutes to 99 years or more- and for a specific amount, 
mehr in Farsi, which the man owes the woman. 

Inside the shrine, I struck up a conversation with a 
55-year-old woman and asked whether she had ever 
contracted a temporary union. She had. A man in 
white clerical robes standing nearby seemed to perk 
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up, so we moved aside for privacy, sitting cross-legged 
on the ground. The woman, a widow, asked that I use 
only her first name- Robabeh. 

Six years earlier, Robabeh was leaving Sheikhan 
when a young man introduced himself. They chatted, 
and Robabeh learned that he was a seminary student. 
She told him she wanted to go on a pilgrimage to Syr
ia. The student, 25 years her junior, promised to take 
her, proposing a sigheh, the Farsi word for a temporary 
marriage. Robabeh agreed, and they negotiated terms: 
eight months, and the mehr would be a trip to Syria. 

Robabeh's black socks and thick rubber sandals 
peeked out from under her black head-to-toe chador. 
(It is rumored that women at shrines wear chadors in
side out to signal their availability for temporary dal
liances.) The only adornment on her kindly, owlish 
face was a pair of round black glasses. "My children 
asked where I was going," she said, laughing. "I told 
them I was going as a cook." Robabeh said that after 

being a widow for four years, 
she enjoyed the company and 
the opportunity to travel- not 
to mention the physical ben
efits. She considers the tempo
rary marriage a blessing, even 
though she has kept it secret. 
"People say it's bad," she said. 
"Although it's in the Koran 
and people know about it, they 
still feel ashamed about doing 
it." However, Robabeh said she 
has no regrets, adding firmly, "I 
liked it." 

Remarkably, Iran's Shi
ite clerics not only tolerate 
sigheh, but actively promote 
it as an important element of 
the country's official religion. 
"Temporary marriages must 
be bravely promoted," the in
terior minister said at a clerical 
conference in Qs>m in 2007. 

14.~~+ "Islam is in no way indifferent 
to the needs of a 15-year-old 
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youth in whom God has p laced the sex 
drive." Yet the Iranian mullahs' efforts to 
rehabilitate sigheh have met a stubborn 
core of resistance- particularly from femi
nists, who decry the practice as a kind of 
"Islamic prostitution." Which is it- an em
powering possibility for women, or a back 
door to exploitation? How Iranians an
swer that question provides a glimpse into 
the surprisingly fluid attitudes toward the 
authority of the clerics who back President 
Mahmoud Ahmadinejad. 

AT THE TIME of the prophet Muhammad, 
in the late sixth and early seventh centuries, 
temporary marriage was already common 
in Arabia, and many Islamic scholars be
lieve he recommended it in circumstances 
such as pilgrimage, travel, and war. Most 
Shiites go a step further, maintaining that 
the practice is endorsed by the Koran. The 
second caliph, Umar, banned temporary 
marriage, but Shiites reject his authority 
because they believe he usurped Muham
mad's rightful heir, his son-in-law Ali. 

The Pahlavi shahs, who ruled Iran un
til 1979, sought to delegitimize temporary 
unions as backward, but after the revolu
tion, the Islamic authorities moved to 
reclaim the tradition. In 1990, President 
Hashemi Rafsanjani offered a widely noted 
sermon on the practice, emphasizing that 
sexual relations aren't shameful. He en
couraged young couples to contract mar
riages "for a month or two"- and to do it 
entirely on their own if they felt shy about 
going to a mullah to register the union. 

Two decades later, Iran's Shiite clerics 
continue to endorse temporary marriage 
as a sexual escape valve. (Sunni variations 
on the theme are also on the rise through
out the Middle East.) In an interview at his 
home in Q9m, the conservative ayatollah 
Sayyid Reza Borghei Mudaris offered a 
list of who might benefit from temporary 
marriage: a financially strapped widow; 
a young widow- "She answers her needs 
because if she doesn't, she will have psy
chological problems"; a man who cannot 
afford a permanent marriage; and a mar
ried man with domestic problems who 
needs "a kind of medicine." 

Sigheh has worked well for Habib, a 
48-year-old businessman from a small city 
in northeastern Iran. A balding man with 
a compensatory mustache and an eager 
smile, Habib counts his blessings, which he 

believes have been multiplied by his many 
temporary marriages- IS or 16; he has lost 
track. "I do sigheh with women who need 
financial help. Instead of giving money for 
charity, I marry them in this way and finan
cially support them," he said over tea at a 
hotel in Tehran. "I believe when I do this, 
God helps me and I get more wealth." 

Habib has never had sex outside mar
riage. "Even if I wanted to have an hour
long relationship with a woman, I want 
to do it in a religious framework," he said. 
"When you set the time in a temporary mar
riage, you follow all the Islamic codes and 
regulations. The woman is also satisfied and 
content." Everyone is happy, Habib said
except, truth be told, his permanent wife of 
29 years. Habib told her about one of his 
temporary wives, but she has no idea about 
the others. "If she knew, she would decapi
tate me," he said! with a cheery lack of con
cern. "She cannot even stand the first one." 

Presently, Habib had two temporary 
wives. He wanted to permanently marry 
the first- a 21-year-old law student who is 
the daughter of a poor family he'd been 
helping- but his full-time wife said no. Un
daunted, Habib and the law student con
tracted a sigheh of99 years, with a mehr of 
124 gold coins. The second is a divorcee he 
met in 2007. She was suing her ex-husband 
for alimony, and before Habib knew it, he 
was in another commitment- this one for 
three months and $2,000 for a deposit on a 
house for the young mother. 

Iranian feminists ardently oppose 
sigheh. In the summer of 2008, they were 
infuriated by President Ahmadinejad's at
tempts to push through a new "family pro
tection" law that would have made it easier 
for men to contract temporary marriages. 
Many of those activists took to the streets 
after his contested reelection the following 
June. "One of the main attributes of mar
riage is publicity and the celebration of it," 
said Ziba Mir-Hosseini, a legal anthropol
ogist who wrote a study of Islamic family 
law. "Women who enter this kind of mar
riage never talk about it. That's why I call 
it a socially defective marriage." While the 
ayatollahs see temporary marriage as good 
for both sexes, feminists point out its lop
sided nature: It is largely the prerogative of 
wealthy married men, and the majority of 
women in sighehs are divorced, widowed, 
or poor. Only a man has the right to re
new a sigheh when it [continued on page 93] 
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Glenn Beck loves them. Tea Partiers court them. Congressmen 
listen to them. Meet the fast-growing ((patriot" group 
that's recruiting soldiers to resist the Obama administration. 

BY JUSTINE SHARROCK PHOTOGRAPHS BY LUCIAN READ 

THE .so CALIBER Bushmaster bolt action rifle is 
a serious weapon. The model that Pvt. 1st Class 
Lee Pray is saving up for has a 2,500-yard range 
and comes with a Mark IV scope and an easy
load magazine. When the 25-year-old drove me 
to a mall in Watertown, New York, near the Fort 
Drum Army base, he brought me to see it in its 
glass case- he visits it periodically, like a kid cov
eting something at the toy store. It'll take plenty 
of military paychecks to cover the $5,600 price 
tag, but he considers the Bushmaster essential in 
his preparations to take on the US government 
when it declares martial law. 

His belief that that day is imminent has led 
Pray to a group called Oath Keepers. one of the 
fastest-growing "patriot" organizations on the 
right. Founded last April by Yale-educated lawyer 
and ex-Ron Paul aide Stewart Rhodes, the group 
has established itself as a hub in the sprawling 
anti-Obama movement that includes Tea Par
tiers, Birthers, and 912ers. Glenn Beck, Lou 
Dobbs, and Pat Buchanan have all sung its prais-
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es, and in December, a grassroots summit it 
helped organize drew such prominent guests as 
representatives Phil Gingrey and Paul Broun, 
both Georgia Republicans. 

There are scores of patriot groups, but what 
makes Oath Keepers unique is that its core mem
bership consists of men and women in uniform, 
including soldiers, police, and veterans. At regu
lar ceremonies in every state, members reaffirm 
their official oaths of service, pledging to protect 
the Constitution- but then they go a step fur
ther, vowing to disobey "unconstitutional" or
ders from what they view as an increasingly 
tyrannical government. 

Pray (who asked me to use his middle name 
rather than his first) and five fellow soldiers based 
at Fort Drum take this directive very seriously. In 
the belief that the government is already 
turning on its citizens, they are recruit
ing military buddies, stashing weapons, 
running drills, and outlining a plan of 
action. For years, they say, police and 

Pfc. Lee Pray VOWS 

he'll fight to the 
death If a rogue US 
government "forc•s 
us to engage.'' 
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military have trained side by side in local 
anti-terrorism exercises around the nation. 
In September 2008, the Army began train
ing the 3rd Infantry's 1st Brigade Combat 
T earn to provide humanitarian aid follow
ing a domestic disaster or terror attack- and 
to help with crowd control and civil unrest 
if need be. (The ACLU has expressed concern 
about this deployment.) And some of Pray's 
comrades were guinea pigs for military-grade 
sonic weapons, only to see them used by 
Pittsburgh police against protesters last fall. 

Most of the men's gripes revolve around 
policies that began under President Bush 
but didn't scare them so much at the 
time. "Too many conservatives relied on 
Bush's character and didn't pay attention," 
founder Rhodes told me. "Only now, with 
Obama, do they worry and see what has 
been done. I trusted Bush to only go after 
the terrorists. But what do you think can 
happen down the road when they say, 'I 
think you are a threat to the nation?"' 

In Pray's estimate, it might not be long 
(months, perhaps a year) before President 
Obama finds some pretext- a pandemic, a 
natural disaster, a terror attack- to impose 
martial law, ban interstate travel, and begin 
detaining citizens en masse. One of his fel
low Oath Keepers, a former infantryman, 
advised me to prepare a "bug out" bag with 
39 items including gas masks, ammo, and 
water purification tablets, so that I'd be 
ready to go "when the shit hits the fan." 

When it does, Pray and his buddies 
plan to go AWOL and make their way to 
their "fortified bunker"- the home of one 
comrade's parents in rural Idaho- where 
they've stocked survival gear, generators, 
food, and weapons. If it becomes neces
sary, they say, they will turn those guns 
against their fellow soldiers. 

PRAY AND I DRIVE through a bleak land
scape of fallow winter fields and strip malls 
in his blue Dodge Stratus as Drowning 
Pool's "Bodies"- a heavy metal song once 
used to torment Abu Ghraib detainees
plays on the stereo. Clad in an oversize 
black hoodie that hides his military phy
sique, Pray sports an Army-issue buzz cut 
and is seriously inked (skulls, smoke, an ea
gle). His father kicked him out of the house 
at age 14. Two years later, after working jobs 
from construction to plumbing- "If it's blue 
collar, I've done it"- he tried to enlist. It 
wasn't long after 9/11, and he was hell-bent 
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on revenge. The Army turned him down. 
Blaming the "THOR" tattooed across his 
fist, Pray tried to burn it off. On September 
11, 2006, he approached the Army again 
and was accepted. 

Now Pray is both a Birther and aT ruther. 
He believes he is following an illegitimate, 
foreign-born president in a war on terror 
launched by a government plot- 9/11. He 
admires soldiers like Army reservist Major 
Stefan Frederick Cook, who volunteered 
for a deployment last May and then sued 
to avoid it- claiming that Obama is not a 
natural-born citizen and is thus unfit for 
command. Pray himself had been eager to 
go to Iraq when his own unit deployed last 
June, but he smashed both knees falling 

T.tebrass 
will be shocked, says 
one Oath Keeper,_ by 

the number of soldiers 
willing to turn AGAINST 
THEIR COMMANDERS. 

from a crane rig and the injuries kept him 
stateside. In September, he was demoted 
from specialist to private first class- he'd 
been written up for bullshit infractions, 
he claims, after seeking help for a drinking 
problem. His job on base involves oper
ating and maintaining heavy machinery; 
the day before we met, he and his fellow 
"undeployables" had attached a snowplow 
to a Humvee, their biggest assignment in 
a while. He spends idle hours at the now
quiet base researching the New World 
Order and conspiracies about swine flu 
quarantine camps- and doing his best to 
"wake up" other soldiers. 

Pray isn't sure how to do this and still 
cover his ass. He talks to me on the record 
and agrees to be photographed, even as he 
hints that the CIA may be listening in on his 
phone. Although I met him through con
tacts from the group's Facebook page, Pray, 
fearing retribution, keeps his Oath Keepers 
ties unofficial. (Rhodes encourages active
duty soldiers to remain anonymous, noting 
that a group wjth large numbers of anony
mous members can instill in its adversaries 

the fear of the unknown - a "great force 
multiplier.") For a time, Pray insisted we 
communicate via Facebook (safer than reg
ular email, he claims). Driving me from the 
mall back to my motel, he takes a new 
route. He says unmarked black cars some
times trail him. It sounds paranoid. Then 
again, when you're an active-duty soldier 
contemplating treason, some level of para
noia is probably sensible. 

The next afternoon we join Brandon, one 
of Pray's Army buddies, for steaks. Sitting 
in a pleather booth at Texas Roadhouse, 
the young men talk boastfully about their 
military capabilities and weapons caches. 
Role-playing the enemy in military exer
cises, Brandon says, has prepared him to 
evade and fight back against US troops. 
"I know their tactics," brags Pray. "I know 
how they do room sweeps, work their 
convoys- if we attack this vehicle, what the 
others will do." 

A strapping Idahoan, Brandon (who 
doesn't want his full name used) enlisted 
as a teenager when he got his girlfriend 
pregnant and needed a stable job, stat. (She 
lost the baby and they split, but he's still 
glad he signed up.) Unlike his friend, he 
doesn't think the United Nations must be 
dismantled, although he does agree that it 
represents the New World Order, and he 
suspects that concentration camps are be
ing readied in the off-limits section of Fort 
Drum. He sends 500 rounds of ammuni
tion home to Idaho each month. 

EVERY YEAR ON April 19, history buffs 
gather on the village green in Lexington, 
Massachusetts, to reenact the first battle of 
the Revolutionary War. For Stewart Rhodes, 
it was the ideal setting to unveil the organiza
tion his followers consider the embodiment 
of a second American Revolution. 

Rhodes, 44, is a constitutional lawyer- his 
2004 Yale Law School paper, "Solving the 
Puzzle of Enemy Combatant Status," won 
the school's award for best paper on the Bill 
of Rights. He's now working on a book ten
tatively titled We the Enemy: How Applying the 
Laws of War to the American People in the War 
on Terror Threatens to Destroy Our Constitution
al Republic. Raised in the Southwest, Rhodes 
enlisted in the Army after high school, re
ceiving an honorable discharge after he 
injured his spine during a night parachute 
jump. He enrolled at the University of Ne
vada and in 1998, after graduating, landed 
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a job supervising interns for Congressman 
Ron Paul. Rhodes has also worked as a fire
arms instructor and a sculptor-for Vegas' 
MGM Grand hotel, he produced a fiberglass 
Minuteman statue-and has practiced law in 
small-town Montana ("Ivy League quality 
without Ivy League expense"). He writes a 
gun-rights column for SWAT magazine. He's 

a libertarian, staunch constitutionalist, and 
devout Christian. 

It was while volunteering for Ron Paul's 
doomed presidential bid that Rhodes 
decided to abandon electoral politics in 
favor of grassroots organizing. As an un
dergrad, he had been fascinated by the 
notion that if German soldiers and police 

had refused to follow orders, Hitler could 
have been stopped. Then, in early 2008 , 
SWAT received a letter from a retired colo
nel declaring that "the Constitution and 
our Bill of Rights are gravely endangered" 
and that service members, veterans, and 
police "is where they will be saved, if they 
are to be saved at all!" 
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Rhodes responded with a breathless col
umn starring a despotic president, "Hitlery" 
Clinton, in her "Chairman Mao signature 
pantsuit." Would readers, he asked, obey 
orders from this "dominatrix-in-chief" to 
hold militia members as enemy combat
ants, disarm citizens, and shoot all resisters? 
If"a police state comes to America, it will 
ultimately be by your hands," he warned. 
You had better "resolve to not let it hap
pen on your watch." He set up an Oath 
Keepers blog, asking soldiers and veterans 
to post testimonials. Word spread. Mili
tary officers offered assistance. A Marine 
Corps veteran invited Rhodes to speak at 
a local Tea Party event. Paul campaigners 
provided strategic advice. And by the time 
Rhodes arrived in Lexington to speak at a 
rally staged by a pro-militia group, a move
ment was afoot. 

Rhodes stood on the common that day 
before a crowd of about 400 die-hard patriot 
types. He spoke their language. "You need 
to be alert and aware to the reality of how 
close we are to having our constitutional re
public destroyed," he said. "Every dictator
ship in the history of mankind, whether it is 
fascist, communist, or whatever, has always 
set aside normal procedures of due process 
under times of emergency ... We can't let 
that happen here. We need to wake up!" 

He laid out 10 orders an Oath Keeper 
should not obey, including conducting 
warrantless searches, holding American 
citizens as enemy combatants or sub
jecting them to military tribunals (a true 
Oath Keeper would have refused to hold 
Jose Padilla in a military brig), imposing 
martial law, blockading US cities, forcing 
citizens into detention camps ("tyrannical 
governments eventually and invariably put 
people in camps"), and cooperating with 
foreign troops should the government ask 
them to intervene on US soil. In Rhodes' 
view, each individual Oath Keeper must 
determine where to draw the line. 

The crowd was full of familiar faces from 
patriot rallies and town hall meetings, with 
an impressive showing by luminaries of the 
rising patriot movement. There was Richard 
Mack, a former Arizona sheriff who had re
fused to enforce the Brady Law in the mid
'90s. Also present was Mike Vanderboegh, 
whose Three Percenter movement styles it
self after the legendary 3 percent of Ameri
can colonists who took up arms against the 
British. Rhodes singled out Marine Charles 
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Dyer, a.k.a. July4Patriot- whose YouTube 
videos advocate armed resistance- as a 
"man of like minds." When Rhodes fin
ished, Captain Larry Bailey, a retired Navy 
SEAL, Swift Boater, and founder of the anti
antiwar group Gathering of Eagles, asked 
the crowd to raise their right hands andre
take their oath- not to the president, but to 
the Constitution. 

RHODES' TIMING WAS impeccable. Twelve 
days earlier, the Department of Homeland 
Security had issued a report warning that a 
black president, weak economy, and high 
unemployment rate had created a "fertile 
recruiting environment" for right-wing ex
tremists- "disgruntled" vets from Iraq and 

Asof 
Jan~, Oath Keep_ers 
numbered 14,ooo-plus, 
with ~apters in every 

state and DOZENS OP NEW 
MEMBERS DAllY. 

Mghanistan, the report noted, could bring 
combat know-how to domestic terrorist 
groups. Predictably, veterans groups went 
ballistic, and the report itself became a 
potent Oath Keepers recruiting tool. "The 
No. 1 focus of DHS is not Islamic terrorists
it is me and you," Rhodes told followers. 
"They will unleash the government against 
you, silence you and suppress you!" 

Oath Keepers collaborates regularly with 
like-minded citizens groups; last Fourth 
of July, Rhodes dispatched speakers to 
administer the oath at more than 30 Tea 
Party rallies across America. At last fall's 
9/12 march on Washington, he led a con
tingent of Oath Keepers from the Capitol 
steps down to the Vietnam Veterans Me
morial. Afterward, Oath Keepers cohosted 
a banquet with the hawkish Gathering of 
Eagles. This February, a member of the 
group organized a Florida Freedom Rally 
featuring Joe the Plumber and conservative 
singer Lloyd Marcus. (Sample lyrics: Mr. 
President! Your stimulus is sure to bust I it's just 
a socialistic scheme I The only thing it will do I 
is ldll the American Dream.) 

Rhodes has become a darling of right
wing pundits. In a column last October, Pat 
Buchanan predicted that "Brother Rhodes 
is headed for cable stardom." Glenn Beck 
has cited the group as a "phenomenal" ex
ample of the "patriot revival movement," 
while Lou Dobbs declared that its platform 
"should give solace and comfort to the left 
in this country." Conspiracy-radio king 
Alex Jones even put an Oath Keepers seg
ment, including footage of the Lexington 
speech, on his hit DVD Fall of the Republic. "I 
can't stress enough how much your orga
nization is scaring the globalists," he told 
Rhodes on his show. 

All this attention has put Oath Keepers 
on the radar of anti-hate groups. Last year, 
the Anti-Defamation League and the South
ern Poverty Law Center both name-checked 
the group in their reports on rising anti-gov
ernment extremism. "They think the word 
'patriot' is a smear," Rhodes countered dur
ing his Dobbs segment. SPLC's Mark Potok 
"wants to lump us in with white suprema
cists and neo-Nazis, and of course make the 
insinuation that we're the next McVeigh." 
But such attacks have only raised Oath 
Keepers' profile. After a combative HardbaU 
interview in October- host Chris Matthews 
asked Rhodes whether Oath Keepers had 
the "firepower to stand up against the fed
eral government"- the group says it gained 
2,000 members in three days. 

As of rnid:January, according to Rhodes, 
Oath Keepers had at least one chapter in ev
ery state and was adding dozens of members 
daily. Some 14,000 people had signed up 
as members on the Oath Keepers website 
while more than 15,000, including dozens 
of military recruiters, had done so on Face
book. And that doesn't include those who, 
fearing reprisal, do their networking offline. 
Volunteers are in the process of sending out 
some 1,000 "constitutional care packages" 
complete with Oath Keepers patches to sol
diers serving overseas. 

IT IS EASY ENOUGH to dismiss the Oath 
Keepers as (in the words of Britain's In
dependent) "right-wing crackpots" or "ex
tremist nimrods" (Hujjington Post). CNN 

stressed the group's conspiracy theories 
in its series on militias. But beyond the 
predictable stereotypes, "the reality is a 
lot of them are fairly intelligent, well-ed
ucated people who have complex world
views that are thoroughly thought out," 
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says author David Neiwert, who has been 
following the patriot movement closely 
since the '90s. 

Rhodes' vision is simple- "It's the Con
stitution, stupid." He views the founding 
blueprint the way fundamentalist Christians 
view the Bible. In Rhodes' America, sover
eign states- "like little labs of freedom"
would have their own militias and zero gun 
restrictions. He would limit federal power 
to what's stated explicitly in the Constitu
tion and Bill of Rights; any new federal law 
affecting the states would require a consti
tutional amendment. "If your state goes re
tarded," he says, "you can move to another 
state and vote with your feet." The president 
would be stripped of emergency powers that 
allow him to seize property, restrict travel, 
institute martial law, and otherwise (as the 
Congressional Research Service has put 
it) "control the lives of United States citi
zens." The Constitution, Rhodes explains, 
"was created to check us in times of emer
gency when we are freaking out." 

Much of this is familiar rhetoric, part of a 
continuous strain in American politics that 
reemerged most recently during the 1990s. 
Back then, a similar combination of reces
sion and Democratic rule led to the rise of 
citizen militias, the Posse Comitatus move
ment, and Oath Keepers-type groups like 
Police & Military Against the New World 
Order. But those groups had little reach. 
Nowadays, through the power ofYouTube 
and social networking, and with a boost 
from the cable punditry, Oath Keepers can 
reach millions and make its message part of 
the national conversation- furthering the 
notion that citizens can simply disregard 
a government they loathe. "The underly
ing sentiment is an attack on government 
dating back to the New Deal and before," 
says author Neiwert. "Ron Paul has been 
a significant conduit in recent years, but 
nothing like Glenn Beck and Michele 
Bachmann and Sarah Palin- all of whom 
share that innate animus." 

Oath Keepers' strength derives from 
what Rhodes calls "a very powerful com
mon bond" (the vow of service) as well as 
the uniform- "a powerful source of cred
ibility and respect" that allows members 
to "throw their weight into any move
ment. .. and tip any election." Rhodes is 
wary of" old-party asshole RINOs" (Repub
licans in name only)- he mentions Dick 
Armey, the former House majority leader 

turned Tea Party sponsor- who 
in his view are merely out to 
hijack the grassroots. 

Lee Pray and his pal 
Brandon were 

left behind with 

was eventually convicted for 
transmitting interstate threats.) 
Rhodes vigorously denounced 
Hayden, but the episode hinted 
at the power of the group's lan
guage. Rhetoric like Rhodes' 
("Do you want them to kick 
down your door in body ar

Most Oath Keepers may in
tend to disobey their command
ers only in the instances the 
group highlights_ But the group's 
ideas also appeal to extremists 

injuries when their unit 
shipped off to Iraq. 

They spend their idle 
hours preparing for the 

day the government 
goes too far. 

like Daniel Knight Hayden, whose inflam
matory tweets last April ("START THE 
KILLING NOW!") signaled his intent to 
wreak havoc at a Tax Day protest. On the 
morning of Aprill5 he sent out a tweet tout
ing Oath Keepers, followed by "Locked 
AND loaded for the Oklahoma State 
Capitol. Let's see what happens." (The FBI 
arrested him at home a few hours later; he 

mor?") can have "an unhinging effect" on 
people inclined toward violent action, 
Neiwert explains. ''It puts them in a state of 
mind of fearfulness and paranoia, creating so 
much anger and hatred that eventually that 
stuffboils over." 

In the months I've spent getting to know 
the Oath Keepers, I've toggled between 
viewing them either as potentially danger-
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ous conspiracy theorists or as crafty intel
lectuals with the savvy to rally politicians to 
their side. The answer, I came to realize, is 
that they cover the whole spectrum. 

ON A CLEAR September evening, I found 
myself in suite 610 at the Texas Station 
casino in North Las Vegas mingling with 
two dozen Oath Keepers state leaders, 
directors, and hardcore devotees . It was 
past midnight, but the place- down to the 
American flag wallpaper in the bathroom
was awake with the sense of a movement 
primed to burst into the national con
sciousness. Mississippi director Chris Ev
ans, who sports a long beard and cowboy 
hat, declared in his pronounced drawl that 
this gathering was so important to him 
that for the first time since 9/11 he'd suc
cumbed to the "invasive breach of privacy" 
required to fly here. Rand Cardwell, who 
organized multiple chapters in Tennessee, 
only woke up, he told me, when the gov
ernment began bailing out big companies 
and left ordinary people in the cold: "Pain 
causes action," he said. For others here, the 
aha moment carne with the Patriot Act or 
when federal troops and contractors con
fiscated weapons in the aftermath of Hur
ricane Katrina. 

As techies swarmed around laptops 
discussing website tweaks, two shy Mid
westerners who hoped to become state 
directors told me they were eager to learn 
recruiting tips. An energetic young veteran 
griped that hate-crime bills aim to police 
people's thoughts, and that the "Don't 
Tread on Me" bumper stickers popular 
with constitutionalists raise enough suspi
cion these days to get a person pulled over 
by the authorities. Over bottled water and 
rnicrobrews, they swapped tips on how to 
involve members in state militias, spread 
viral YouTube videos of soldiers reaffirm
ing their oaths, and reach out to other pa
triots. They boasted of recruiting at gun 
shows, approaching politicians and cops, 
and stuffing leaflets into magazines in vet
erans hospital waiting rooms. 

The three-day conference was called 
posthaste after Rhodes realized that his 
group was growing beyond his control. On 
the first night, over a casino buffet of bar
becue, goopy Chinese food, and key lime 
pie, core members scrutinized printouts of 
potential organizational structures before 
heading upstairs to sign legal documents, 
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pick a board of directors, and start nomi
nating state representatives. 

Rhodes caught wind of my presence dur
ing the introductory meet and greet. Taking 
me aside, he told me he'd decided report
ers weren't welcome. After I protested that 
the Oath Keepers website had described 
the conference as open to the public, he 
offered to refund my $300 entrance fee. 
Then I told him I'd read his Yale paper 
and shared many of his concerns about ex
ecutive power; I really wanted to hear what 
Oath Keepers had to say. In the end, he 
agreed to let me stay and eventually invited 
me to hang out with the inner circle. 

The next morning, in a casino ball
room, a hundred or so Oath Keepers ex
changed business cards and schmoozed 
in between speeches about constitutional 
law, American Revolutionary history, and 
a soldier's obligation to disobey illegal or
ders- Nuremberg references on full display. 
Clad in suits, or slacks with button-downs, 
most of them could have been attend
ing an insurance convention. One Oath 
Keeper handed out Gadsden-flag bumper 
stickers, while others sold T-shirts, baseball 
caps, and polo shirts featuring the group's 
minuteman logo and motto: "Not on our 
watch." There was a raffle, and James Su
gra, one of the masterminds behind Ron 
Paul's fundraising "money bombs," scored 
a huge framed replica of the Constitution. 
To enthusiastic applause, a driver in the Lu
cas Oil Late Model Dirt Series (a hot new 
cross between NASCAR and monster truck 
rallies) announced that the Oath Keepers 
would get free ad space on his car. Their 
logo would be seen on television sets across 
America. During the talks, I sat between a 
libertarian who had biked across America, 
stopping at police stations to hand out 
recruiting materials, and a first-generation 
Chinese American stay-at-home dad from 
San Francisco who invited me to my local 
chapter's winter survivalist training and rifle 
practice- extracurriculars, he assured me. 

Oath Keepers is officially nonpartisan, 
in part to make it easier for active-duty sol
diers to participate, but its righnvard bent 
is undeniable, and liberals are viewed with 
suspicion. At lunch, when I questioned my 
tablemates about the Obama-Hitler com
parisons I'd heard at the conference, I got a 
step-by-step tutorial on how the president's 
socialized medicine agenda would beget a 
Nazi-style regime. 

I learned that bringing guns toT ea Party 
protests was a reminder of our constitution
al rights, was introduced to the notion that 
the founding fathers modeled their govern
ing documents on the Bible, and debated 
whether being Muslim meant an inability 
to believe in and abide by- and thus be pro
tected by- the Constitution. I was schooled 
on the treachery of the Federal Reserve and 
why America needs a gold standard, and at 
dinner one night, Nighta Davis, national 
organizer for the National 912 Project, ex-

You have 
the right to disobey 

illegal orders, says an 
Army spokesman. 

BUT "SO HEI.P YOU GOD 
IP YOU ARE WRONG.'' 

plained how abortion-rights advocates are 
part of a eugenics program targeting Chris
tians. I also met Lt. Commander Guy Cun
ningham, a retired Navy officer and Oath 
Keeper who in 1994 took it upon himself 
to survey personnel at the 29 Palms Marine 
Corps base about their willingness to accept 
domestic missions and serve with foreign 
troops. A quarter of the Marines he polled 
said that they would be willing to fire on 
Americans who refused to disarm in the 
face of a federal order- a finding routinely 
cited by militia and patriot groups worried 
about excessive government powers. 

From the podium, ex-sheriff Mack told 
the crowd that he wished he'd been the of. 
ficer ordered to escort Rosa Parks off the 
bus, because not only would he have re
fused, he would have helped her home and 
stood guard there. These days, he said, it's 
not African Americans who are under at
tack, but Christians, constitutionalists, and 
people who uphold family values: This 
time "it's going to be Rosa Parks the gun 
owner, Rosa Parks the tax evader, or Rosa 
Parks the home-schooler." 

Mack runs the "No SheriffLeft Behind" 
campaign encouraging state and local 
authorities to disregard federal laws that 
they believe violate states' rights. During 
the 1990s, he successfully eviscerated a 
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Brady Law provision requiring sheriffs to 
run background checks on handgun pur
chasers. Another sheriff who spoke, Mark 
Gower of Iron County, Utah, uses Mack's 
precedent to refuse to act against prop
erty owners who violate the Endangered 
Species Act. The conference's lifetime 
achievement award went to Army Special
ist Michael New, discharged in 1996 for 
refusing to wear a United Nations helmet 
and patch while serving in Germany. 

Oath Keepers steers clear of certain is
sues. Personally, Rhodes would prefer the 
list of objectionable orders to include de
taining foreigners indefinitely at facilities 
like Guantanamo. And while he argues that 
torture should never be legal, the group 
takes no official stance on America's war 
on terror or overseas engagements. After 
an Oath Keeper who is also a member of 
Iraq Veterans Against the War touted IVAW 

repeatedly on Oath Keepers' Web forum, 
Rhodes deleted the guy's online testimo
nial. "The IVAW have their own totalitarian 
mindset," he told me. "I don't like commu
nists any more than I like Nazis." 

On the conference's final day, Nation
al 912 Project chairman Patrick Jenkins 
stepped up to talk about the National 
Liberty Unity Summits his group was orga
nizing in cooperation with Oath Keepers. 
They would provide a chance, he said, for 
patriots to forge a common agenda and a 
plan to carry it out. At the first summit, 
in December, attendees included represen
tatives of groups from FairTax Nation to 
the Constitution Party to Phyllis Schlafly's 
Eagle Forum. On hand were Ralph Reed 
Jr. (former director of Pat Robertson's 
Christian Coalition and recent founder of 
the Faith and Freedom Coalition), Larry 
Pratt (head of Gun Owners of America), 
and Tim Cox (founder of Get Out of Our 
House, an organization praised on Fox 
News for its goal of replacing business-as
usual incumbents with "ordinary folks"). 
Most notable were representatives Broun 
and Gingrey, who according to summit 
organizer Nighta Davis have expressed 
willingness to introduce legislation crafted 
by summit attendees. (So, Davis says, have 
Steve King [R-Iowa] and Michele Bach
mann [R-Minn.]. None of the representa
tives agreed to comment for this story.) 

The December gathering was merely a 
windup. In mid-April, another summit is 
planned to coincide with a huge gun-rights 

AGE OF T R E ASO N 

march and a Tax Day Tea Party rally in 
Washington organized by Dick Armey's 
Freedom Works PAC and the American 
Liberty Alliance- whose home page touts 
Oath Keepers as a key part of "the Move
ment." Organizers expect hundreds of 
thousands to tum out. The Oath Keepers 
will be there en masse. 

IN VEGAS, Rhodes took me aside repeat
edly to explain that many of those in 
attendance- including featured speakers 
like "Patriot Pastor" Garrett Lear ("When 
a government doesn't obey God, we must 
reform it")- might not represent Oath 
Keepers' official message. He and his Web 
staff have been overwhelmed, he told me, 
by the amount of policing required to keep 
people from posting "off message" com
mentary encouraging violence or racism. 
Last December, they shut down one forum 
because too many posters were using it to 
recruit for militias. The Constitution, of 
course, allows citizens to form militias so 
long as their intent is to defend and not 
overthrow the government, but active
duty soldiers can lose security clearances 
or get demoted for associating with them. 
Rhodes advises members to go ahead and 
join- just not in Oath Keepers' name. "As a 
matter of strategy, it is best to keep the two 
separate," he wrote in a post. 

There may also be serious downsides for 
a soldier who follows through on his Oath 
Keepers pledge. Disobeying orders can 
mean discharge or imprisonment. "You 
have every right to disobey an order if you 
think it is illegal," says Army spokesman 
Nathan Banks. "But you will face court
martial, and so help you God if you are 
wrong. Saying something isn't constitu
tional isn't going to fly." 

A soldier like Charles Dyer, who in his 
J uly4Patriot persona advocated armed 
resistance against the government, could 
risk charges of treason. As a Marine ser
geant based out of Camp Pendleton, Dyer 
posted videos to YouTube last year, his 
face half-covered with a skull bandana. 
"With the DHS blatantly calling patriots, 
veterans, and constitutionalists a threat, 
all that I have to say is, you're damn right 
we're a threat," he said in one. "We're a 
threat to anyone that endangers our rights 
and the Constitution of this republic ... 
We're gathering in defense of our way of 
life." For a while, he ran a training com-

pound in San Diego, teaching civilians his 
Marine combat skills. 

Dyer, who with Rhodes' blessing repre
sented Oath Keepers at an Oklahoma Tea 
Party rally on July 4, was charged under the 
Uniform Code of Military Justice with ut
tering "disloyal" statements. He ultimately 
beat the charge, left the Marines, and re
appeared unmasked on YouTube encour
aging viewers to join him at his makeshift 
training area in Duncan, Oklahoma- "I'm 
sure the DHS will call it a terrorist training 
camp." In January, Dyer was arrested on 
charges of raping a seven-year-old girl. 
When sheriffs deputies raided his home, 
they found a Colt M-203 grenade launcher 
believed to have been stolen from a Cali
fornia military base. He now faces federal 
weapons charges and is being hailed by 
fringe militia groups like the American Re
sistance Movement as "the first POW of the 
second American Revolution." 

Shortly after I asked Rhodes about 
Dyer- before his arrest hit the news- his 
testimonial vanished from the group's 
website. Rhodes once endorsed Dyer in 
glowing terms, but now claims he was nev
er a member because he hasn't paid dues. 
Yet Dyer publicly referred to himself as an 
Oath Keeper, and Rhodes had previously 
insisted- to Lou Dobbs and anyone else 
who would listen- that you didn't need to 
pay dues to be a member. 

In an interview prior to Dyer's arrest, An
drew Sexton, another uniformed YouTube 
star who argues the need for armed resis
tance, criticized Dyer for making himself a 
target. Sexton, an Army reservist who served 
in Afghanistan with US Special Operations 
Command, also keeps his Oath Keepers 
ties under the radar. Most soldiers, he told 
me, don't talk openly about such things, 
but it's easy enough to tell which ones have 
been woken up. The Department of De
fense, Sexton added, will be shocked by the 
number of service members willing to tum 
against their commanders when the time 
comes. "It's an absolute reality," he says. He 
views last April's DHS report on right-wing 
extremists as a "preemptive attack because 
they know it's coming." 

Rhodes isn't calling for violence- in
deed, he insists that his group is about lay
ing down arms rather than turning them 
on citizens. Yet when he writes that "the 
oath is like kryptonite to tyrants, as the 
Founders intended. lcontinued on page 95] 
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F OR U S SU R R EN D ER I S OU T O F T H E QU ES TI O N 

Dah's silky chin-length hair slips toward his eyes as he leans forward. 
My Marlboros are adorned with a legally mandated photographic de
terrent, a guy blowing smoke in a baby's face, but it doesn't deter Htan 
Dah. Nor is he deterred by the fact that he doesn't smoke. Tonight, he 
is flushed with heat and booze and the virility and extreme hilarity of 
his comrades. Tonight, as always, he is celebrating the fact that he's still 
alive. He takes a cigarette. "Never say no," he says, and winks at me. 

I'D ARRIVED AT Mae Sot a few weeks before. This city in western 
central Thailand is a major hub for people, teak, gems, and other 
goods that enter the country illegally from Burma. The place is rife 
with smugglers, dealers, undocumented immigrants, and slaves. 
My bus arrived in the late afternoon. I wasn't connected to any aid 
or charity organization- I'd just happened on a website of a group 
that said it was promoting democracy in the Texas-size military 
dictatorship of Burma, and eventually volunteered, via email, to 
help its activists living in Thailand learn English. (As I was to dis
cover, the particulars of their mission were far more dangerous, and 
illegal, so I'll refer to them as Burma Action.) 

At the station, I was met by The Guy, whose name wasn't The 
Guy, but whose actual name I didn't catch when he mumbled it 
rw·ice and then just shook his head and laughed when I asked him 
to repeat it one more time. After a brief ride in a three-wheeled 
tuk-tuk, we arrived at a gold-detailed black gate that stood heavy 
sentry at the road. Behind it stood Burma Action's local HQ a big 
but run-down house, two stories of worn wood and dirty concrete 
with a balcony on the left, cement garage on the right. The Guy 
gave me a quick tour. The "kitchen" had a sink and some dishes; 
cooking took place out in the dining room/garage. He took a 
few steps farther. "Bathroom." He gestured into a cement-walled 
room through an oversize wooden door. There was a squat toilet 
set into the floor, and in lieu of toilet paper a shallow well with 
a little plastic bowl floating on top. There was also, running the 
length of the left wall, a giant waist-high cement trough filled with 
water and dead mosquitoes. 

''What's that?" I asked. 
"A bath." 
I looked at it, jet-lagged. "How does it work?" I asked. 
He exhaled hard through his nose, a whispery snort. "Like this," 

he said, pantomiming filling a bowl with water and dumping it 
over his head. "Are you hungry?" 

I asked The Guy what was in the soup he offered me. 
"I don't know the word in English," he said. "Leaves?" 
Close. Twigs, actually. The Guy pulled a stump of wood up 

next to me at the table, and watched me chew through the sauteed 
woody stems. 

"So, where are you from?" I asked. 
"Me?" 
I nodded. 
"I am kuh-REN. Everybody here, we are all kuh-REN." 
Oh, man. It was starting to come together now. 
When I'd landed in Bangkok, a Burma Action employee had 

picked me up at the airport to make sure I found the bus station 
and the right eight-hour bus north. She was tiny and Thai and 
heavily accented, and repeatedly told me during our cab ride that 
everyone I was about to be working with was Korean. It seemed 
sort of weird that a bunch of Koreans would move to Thailand 
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together to work for peace in Burma, but I thought that was nice, 
I guessed, and even wrote in my journal, relievedly, "Koreans tend 
to have excellent English skills." 

When I'd arrived at the Mae Sot bus station, The Guy had asked 
ifi was his new volunteer. 

"Yes," I'd said. "You're not Korean." 
I'd done my homework before leaving the States. I had read about 

the Karen. But I'd only seen the word written down, and had as
sumed that it sounded like the name of my parents' blond divorced 
friend. I didn't know how it was pronounced any more than most 
Westerners would've been certain how to say "Darfur'' 10 years ago. 

W H EN I TURNED the comer from the kitchen into the large living 
room, four pairs of dark eyes looked up from a small TV screen. I 
smiled, but The Guy, leaning against the wall with his arms folded, 
didn't make any introductions, so I sat on the marble floor among 
the legs of the white plastic chairs the guys were sitting in, quiet 
amid the rise and fall of their soft tonal syllables, deep, bubbling, 
like slow oil over stones. The TV blared Thai. Mosquitoes saun
tered in through the screenless windows, possible hosts to malaria, 
dengue fever, Japanese encephalitis. I'd no natural resistance to the 
latter t\vo, and I'd opted against taking the sickening drugs for the 
former. Not wanting to be the white girl who ran upstairs to hide 
under a mosquito net at dusk, I watched the guys laughing and talk
ing, like a partygoer who didn't know anyone. I pulled my air mat
tress out of my bag and started blowing it up. I got bit. I scratched. 
I shifted my sit bones on the shiny tile. Finally, I stood up. 

"I'm going to bed," I told The Guy. 
He nodded, and looked at me for a second. It was 7:30. "Are you 

Top: Under attack inside 
Burma, Htoo Moo risks 
his life to document the 
junta's human rights abuses. 
Bottom: Htan Dah and I share 
a meal in Burma Action's Mae 
Sot headquarters. 
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okay?" he asked. I'd just taken 27 hours of planes and automobiles. 
I'd glanced at the phrases "Forced marriage" and "Human traffick
ing" on a piece of paper taped to the wall behind the computers 
in the adjacent room. I said that I was fine and headed upstairs. 
I dropped my air mattress under the big blue mosquito net and 
lay down. I had no real idea who these people were, or what they 
did here, or even what I was supposed to do here. I appeared to 
have my work, whatever it was, cut out for me, since The Guy (real 
name: The Blay) seemed to be among the few who spoke English. 

break will be rewarded with a pistol-whipping. Your life is roughly 
equivalent to a modem-day Burmese person's. 

Now imagine that you belong to a distinct group, Dallasites, 
or something, that never wanted to be part of the Republic in the 
first place, that wanted to either remain part of the United States, 
which had treated you just fine, or, failing that, become your 
own free state within the Republic ofTexas, since you already 
had your own infrastructure and culture. Some Dallasites have, 
wisely or unwisely, taken up arms to battle the Texas military gov-

ernment, and in retaliation whole squads 

Their mission: Sneak into Burma to gather 
evidence of torture, rapes, genocide. To get 

caught could mean death. I 

of that huge army have, for decades, been 
dedicated to terrorizing your city. You and 
your fellow Dallasites are regularly con
scripted into slavery, made to walk in front 
of the army to set offland mines that they
and your own insurgents- have planted, or 
carry 100-pound loads of weaponry while 

My digestive system had its work cut out for it, too, since these 
guys apparently ate sticks. Lying there, listening to my housemates 
laugh and holler downstairs, I comforted myself with the thought 
that these Karen seemed nice. I couldn't have guessed then, drift
ing to sleep to the sound of their amiable chatter, that every last 
one of them was a terrorist. 

IMAGINE, FOR A moment, that Texas had managed to secede from 
the union, and that you live there, in the sovereign Republic of 
Texas. Imagine that shortly after independence, a cadre of old, par
anoid, greedy men who believed in a superior military caste took 
over your newly autonomous nation in a coup. Your beloved presi
dent, who had big dreams of prosperity and Texan unity, whom 
you believed in, was shot, and now the army runs your country. It 
has direct or indirect control over all the businesses. It spends 0.3 
percent of GDP on health care, and uses your oil and natural gas 
money to buy weapons that Russia, Pakistan, and North Korea 
have been happy to provide. It sends your rice and beans to India 
and China, while your countrymen starve. There is no free press, 
and gatherings of more than five people are illegal. If you are arrest
ed, a trial, much less legal representation, is not guaranteed. In the 
event of interrogation, be prepared to crouch like you're riding a 
motorbike for hours or be hung from the ceiling and spun around 
and around and around, or burned with cigarettes, or beaten with 
a rubber rod. They might put you in a ditch with a dead body 
for six days, lock you in a room with wild, sharp-beaked birds, or 
make you stand to your neck in a cesspool full of maggots that 
climb into your nose and ears and mouth. If you do manage to stay 
out of the prisons, where activists and dissidents have been rotting 
for decades, you will be broke and starving. Your children have a 
10 percent chance of dying before they reach their fifth birthday, 
and a 32 percent chance they'll be devastatingly malnourished if 
they're still alive. What's more, you and SO million countrymen are 
trapped inside your 268,000-square-mile Orwellian nightmare with 
some 350,000 soldiers. They can snatch people- maybe your kid
off the street and make them join the army. They can grab you as 
you're going out to buy eggs and mal<e you work construction on 
a new government building or road- long, hard hours under the 
grueling sun for days or weeks without pay- during which you'll 
have to scavenge for food. You'll do all this at gunpoint, and any 

being severely beaten until you're crippled or die. If you're so 
enslaved, you might accompany the soldiers as they march into 
your friends' neighborhoods and set them on fire, watch them 
shoot at fleeing inhabitants as they run, capturing any stragglers. 
If you're one of those stragglers, and you're a woman, or a girl five 
or older, prepare to be raped, most likely gang-raped, and there's 
easily a one-in-four chance you'll then be killed, possibly by be
ing shot, possibly through your vagina, possibly after having your 
breasts hacked off. If you're a man, maybe you'll be hung by your 
wrists and burned alive. Maybe a soldier will drown you by filling 
a plastic bag with water and tying it over your head, or stretch 
you between t\vo trees and use you as a hammock, or cut off your 
nose, pull out your eyes, and then stab you in both ears before 
killing you, or string you up by your shoulders and club you now 
and again for two weeks, or heat up slivers of bamboo and push 
them into your urethra, or tie a tight rope between your dick and 
your neck for a while before setting your genitals on fire, or what
ever else hateful, armed men and underage boys might dream 
up when they have orders to torment, and nothing else to do. 
And though you've been sure for decades that the United States 
can't possibly let this continue, it has invested in your country's 
oil and will not under any circumstances cross China, which is 
your country's staunch UN defender and economic ally, so you 
really need to accept that America is decidedly not coming to 
save you. Nobody is. 

Now your life is pretty much equivalent to a modern-day Bur
mese Karen's. 

SHORTLY AFTER DAWN, someone dropped a pile of thinly sliced 
onions and whole garlic cloves with the skins still on into a wok of 
hot soybean oil. As the smell wafted up, I climbed out from under 
my mosquito net and walked softly out of my room. 

Htan Dah- whose name was pronounced, to my unceasing de
light, the same as the self-satisfied English interjection "ta-da!"
stood at the gas range, which spat oil at his baggy long-sleeved 

lfemii This piece is adapted from Mother Jones copy editor Mac 

McClelland's book of the same name. It so impressed her editors that 

they persuaded her to quit copyediting and become our roving human 

rights reporter. Look for her new blog at Motherlones.com. 
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shirt. He tilted the wok, concentrating harder than he needed to 
on the swirling oil. Htan Dah was worried about me. As the of. 
fice manager of Burma Action for the past two years, he'd heard 
the nighttime weeping of plenty of self-pitying philanthropists, 
who tended to arrive tired and instantly homesick. The last girl, 
a Canadian with a lot of luggage, had started sobbing almost as 
soon as he'd picked her up, and couldn't be calmed even by the 
hours she spent taking calls from her boyfriend back home. She'd 
cried for days. 

Indeed, I'd had a very sad moment the night before when, after 
my air mattress deflated and my angles pressed into hard floor, 
and I realized that the ants patrolling the grounds were trekking 
right through my hair, I actually hoped that I had contracted 
malaria or Japanese encephalitis from the mosquito bites raging 
hot and itchy so I would have a legitimate excuse to bail back to 
the States. That way I wouldn't have to be mad at myselffor being 
too chickenshit to hack it through loneliness and less-than-ideal 
bathing arrangements. I'd even considered taking the bus back to 
Bangkok. If there wasn't an immediate flight out, 1 could just hang 
out on Khao San Road and read books. I hated Khao San Road, 
with its hennaed European backpackers and incessant techno and 

mates were refugees, and certainly not refugees who'd run away 
from camp to live and work illegally in that house. I, after all, was 
the one who'd just figured out that no one here was Korean. 

"I'm sorry," I said. "Why would you be arrested because you're 
a refugee?" 

"Because! I don't have Thai ID. I am not Thai citizen, so, I can
not go outside refugee camp." 

"Really?" 
"Yes! I can be fined, maybe 3,000 baht" - nearly $100 in a country 

where the average annual income was about $3,000- "I can go to jail, 
or maybe, be deported .. . " We looked at each other, and he nodded 
in my silence, emphasizing his point with a sharp dip of his chin. 
"You have a lot of experience. You have been to a lot of places." 

"Did you live in a refugee camp before?" 
"Yes. Before I came to BA." 
"How long have you lived here?" 
"In Thailand?" Htan Dah asked. "I was born in Thailand." 

TO BE A KAREN refugee in Thailand is to be unwelcome. The Roy
al Thai Government, already sanctuary to evacuees from other 
Southeast Asian wars by the time the Karen showed up in the 

'80s, was hardly in a hurry to recognize 

9-overnment agents might put you in a ditch 
wtth a dead body for six days or lock you in a 

room with wild, sharp-beaked birds. 

and protect them as refugees- and, not 
having signed the 1951 UN Conven
tion Relating to the Status ofRefugees, 
it didn't have to. This is only the latest 
misfortune in the Karen's long history 
of troubles. They were massively op-

beer specials, but at least it was familiar. I'd realized then that I 
might start crying, but I was determined not to. Instead, I saved 
the tearing up for when Htan Dah put another bowl of stick soup 
in front of me now and asked, "How long are you staying?" 

"Six weeks," I said. 
"Six weeks!" he hollered. "Why not four months? Or six 

months?" 
"Six weeks is a long time to go out of the country in America," I 

said. "Besides, I was in Thailand for a month two years ago." 
"How many times have you been here?'' 
"Twice." 
"Wow," he said. Then, more softly, "You have traveled a lot. 

That's nice." 
He had no idea, even. "Have you traveled?" 
"No, I cannot." 
"Why not?" 
"Because! I am Karen!" 
"So what?" 
"So, I cannot go anywhere." He dumped chunks of raw, pink 

meat into the oil, which sputtered furiously. "Ifi go outside, I can 
be arrested." 

"Really?" 
"Yes! 1 am refugee!" 
Htan Dab's exclamations suggested that none of this should 

have been news to me- though I soon realized that this was also 
just how he talked. But my books hadn't said much about refu
gees, or mentioned that most of the Burmese refugees in Thailand 
were Karen, and Burma Action hadn't told me that my house-

40 NOTHRR JONES I MUCH IAI'IIlltlllll 

pressed and enslaved before Burma 
became a British colony in 1886, but their relations with the 
Burmese were nothing so nasty as after they played colonialists' 
pet and then joined the Allies in World War II. British officers 
promised the Karen independence for helping us fight the Bur
mese and Japan. They lied. The Karen resistance started, and 
the Karen National Union formed, about as soon as the ink was 
dry on Burma's postwar independence agreement. Their oath 
had four parts: (1) For us surrender is out of the question. (2) Recogni
tion of Karen State must be completed. (3) We shall retain our arms. 
(4) We shall decide our ozem political destiny. The Karen had been 
well trained and well armed by Westerners. They nearly took the 
capital in 1949, and when they were pushed back to the eastern 
hills, they built the largest insurrection (among many) against 
the Burmese junta. By the '80s, the KNU claimed that its annual 
income, from taxing smuggled products flowing through the po
rous Thai border, was in the tens of millions of dollars a year. 

The junta responded with Four Cuts. You've never heard ofFour 
Cuts, but it's a Burmese army strategy that every Karen child knows 
very well: cutting off the enemy's sources of food, finance, intel
ligence, and recruits (and, some say, their heads). Unfortunately for 
villagers, these sources of support include the villagers themselves, 
in addition to their rice and livestock. It's the same strategy the Brit
ish used to extinguish uprisings back in their day: "We simply wiped 
out the village and shot everyone we saw," wrote Sir James George 
Scott, an intrepid administrator who, in addition to killing Burmese, 
introduced soccer to them. "Burned all their crops and houses." 
Htan Dab's parents were among the first wave of Karen to flee the 
wrath of the Burmese army. Today the Burmese camp population 
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in Thailand is 150,000, and the No. 1 an
swer people give when asked why they left 
Burma is "running away from soldiers." 

I ASKED HT AN DAH, on my third day, how 
many people lived in our office/house. I'd 
been working on lesson plans all day for 
the soon-to-start English classes. Men had 
been working alongside me at the other 
computers, keeping to themselves. 

"Maybe 10," he said. 
A lot more dudes than that had been 

milling around. Many of them were dudes 
in Che Guevara T-shirts. Htan Dah said 
that in addition to present staff, there were 
visitors from other offices and NGOs, plus 
staff currently "inside" - in Burma. 

"Doing what?" I asked. 
"Doing intervieWW\v, taking videooo, 

taking picturrre ... " he said, drawing out the 
final syllables. "They go to the village, and 
they tell about what is going on in Burma, 
and about how to unite for democracy. 

Photos of Burmese army 
atrocities gathered 
by human rights 
documenters. Clockwise 
from top left: A body left 
to rot; an antipersonnel 
mine; a woman killed 
by Burmese soldiers; the 
wounds of a Karen villager. 

Also, they ask, 'Have you seen Burma army? Have they raped you, 
or shot you, or burned your village?'" This explained the "Human 
Rights Vocabulary" translation cheat sheet I'd noticed on my first 
night I'd since gotten a better look at it, studying the 15 most-used 
phrases. One side listed words in Karen script, a train of round char
acters, with loops that extended lines or swirls above and below the 
baseline. The other side was in English: (1) Killings (2) Disappear
ances (3) Torture/inhumane treatments (4) Forced labor (5) Use of 
child soldiers (6) Forced relocation (7) Confiscation/destruction of 
property (8) Rape (9) Other sexual violence (10) Forced prostitu
tion (11) Forced marriage (12) Arbitrary/illegal arrest/ detention (13) 
Human trafficking (14) Obstruction of freedom of movement (15) 
Obstruction of freedom/expression/assembly. These were going to 
be English classes like no other I'd taken or taught. 

"Then what?" 
"Then they enter information into Martus." 
"Into .. . what?" 
"Human rights violation database." 
"Then what happens to the information?" 
'We can share, with other HRD." 

"With other .. . " 
"Human rights documenter." 
"So you guys collect it all.. ." 
Htan Dah stared at me. 
"And then what? Then it just sits there?'' 
Htan Dah shrugged. 
"How do the guys get to the villages?" 
"They walk." 
This explained the physique ofHtoo Moo, he of the silent hand 

the constant smiling and the never talking to me and the stupefy
ingly round and hard-looking ass. "How long are they gone?" 

"Depends. Maybe three months." 
"Do they just hide around the jungle that whole time?" 
"Yes!" Htan Dab said. "If they are caught, they could die." 

HERE's HOW IT worked: Somebody had to document what was go
ing on in Burma- and stealthily. One activist who gave an inter
view to a foreign reporter served seven years in prison. Another was 
sentenced to 25 years for giving an interview critical of the regime 
to the sse in 1997. Of the 173 nations in the Reporters Without 
Borders Press Freedom Index 2008, Burma ranked 170th, behind 
every other country except the "unchanging hells" of Turkmeni
stan, North Korea, and Eritrea. Burma has the third most journal
ists in jail. As for coverage of eastern Burma, ground zero of the 
Karen war ... forget about it. 

So a couple of times a year, Htoo Moo, one ofBurma Action's 
human rights documenters, shouldered a bag carrying what he 
wasn't wearing of nine shirts, three pairs of pants, two pairs of 
shorts, four pairs of underwear, and two pairs of socks- plus a tape 
recorder, six tapes, a notebook, three pens, a digital camera, a bat
tery charger, a kilo of sugar, cold, sinus, and stomach medicines, 
a bottle of water, and 150 bucks' worth of Thai currency- and 
trekked clandestinely into his homeland. 

His most recent trip had started with a six-hour drive, five hours 
in a long-tail boat watching the banks of the Salween River and 
a darkening sky, and two days of walking over mountains and 
jungle trade paths subsisting on just sugar and found water un
til he reached a village. Even by Karen standards, this settlement 
was pretty remote; a fish-paste purchase was a day's walk away. At 
night, he slept outside on the ground, and during the day he stood 
thigh-deep in a river, trying- though he couldn't get the hang of 
the procedure, however effortless the villagers made it look- to 
net fish while chatting up villagers about abuses by the State Peace 
and Development Council (sPoc), which is what the government 
ofBurma calls itself 

After a month, Htoo Moo walked two days to interview escaped 
porters. He took pictures oflesions the straps left in their shoulders-
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raw, pink holes infested with fli es and maggots. The porters told of 
being starved and dehydrated and repeatedly beaten with fis ts, 
kicks, and bamboo, of how prisoners who still fail to get up are shot 
or left to die, of doing double duty as minesweepers. SPDC offenses 
can be partially charted by the trail of porters' corpses. 

ing, Htoo Moo was ready for a rest. 
"The SPDC is coming," the chief told him. 

Dodging land mines, Htoo Moo walked to the next small vil
lage. He en tered it to find that some sort of plague had landed 
on all l O houses, and most of the people were dying. O ne house 
contained a dead boy whose father, the only family member left, 
was too sick to bury him. The villagers encouraged Htoo Moo to 
look, to bear witness, and he did, but left after a few days, because 
there was nothing else to be done. 

So this is the drill: You flee, carrying everything you can- big 
heavy loads, as much rice as you can stand on your back in giant 
baskets, any clothes or anything else you want to own for maybe 
the rest of your life, your baby. Htoo Moo helped the villagers 
hide rice, salt, fish paste, and some extra sets of cloth ing among 
the surrounding trees before they all took off together in the early 
evening. He followed the 80 villagers along a path hidden beneath 
tall grass. Figuring a six-hour walk put them far enough out of 
harm's way, they stopped at midnight and Htoo Moo slept, fi
nally, on the forest floor. 

By the time he walked two days to another village, listened to 
and documented the story of a boy who was shot along with his 
father and brother by Burmese soldiers while cultivating rice, by 
the time he'd looked at the fresh bullet holes in the boy's shoul
der and ass, and at the bloody track another round had grazed 
into the side of his head, by the time the boy had explained how 
he'd sent other villagers back to the field to get his brother and fa
ther as soon as he'd staggered home but it was too late, they were 
already dead, by the time he took pictures of the boy's wounds, 
which had been treated with only boiled water and cotton dress-

But the next morning, a scout told them the SPDC was coming; 
everyone needed to leave. Htoo Moo had slept through breakfast, 
and there wasn't time to make more. Neighboring villages had 
evidently joined the flight; there were 200 people in the makeshift 
camp now. They had with them one KNU soldier. Not wanting to 
further strain the villagers' rations, Htoo Moo stalked an enormous 
rat he'd spied lumbering around and killed it with one strike of a 
piece of bamboo. 
When he smiled, 
pleased with his ef-

Myanmarket 
How Burma's junta lines its pockets 

BURMA'S DICTATORSHIP is making a killing selling off natural 

gas and a wide variety of other valuable resources to China, 

India, Thailand, and the West-all to the tune of $6.7 bill ion 

a yea r. (The actual figure is much higher due to smuggling.) 

But w hile the junta lives large, average Burmese face malnu

trition and even starvation. And many goods, including jade, 

teak, rice, and rubies, are produced with forced labor or child 

labor. What's in the generals' store: 

Minerals: Herbert Hoover made his fortune in 

Burmese silver mines. Today, copper, gypsum, 

barite, and cement are significant industries. 

Steel and i ron make up about 6 percent of the 

country's exports. 

Drugs: Burma was the world's top opium pro

ducer unti l Afghanistan knocked it into sec

ond place in 2003.lt's also a leading producer 

of safrole, the key raw material in ecstasy, 

and so much amphetamine that the State 

Department warns t hat the Golden Triangle 

could become t he " Ice Triangle." 

Wood: China claims it has cracked down 

on the illegal cross-border timber trade 

with Burma. But 13 out of 14 Chinese timber 

companies visited by investigators posing 

as buyers said they could sti ll get Burmese 

wood. And despite an import ban, Ameri

can flooring companies still openly adver

t ise Burmese teak. 

Rubies: Burma is awash in precious stones, in

cluding sapphires, spinels, peridots, and leg

endary "pigeon's blood" rubies. It supplies go 

percent of the world's rubies, a major source 

of income for the j unta, whose official gem

trading firm reported $300 million in earn

ings in 2007. 

Jade: Burma is home to nearly all the world's 

jadeite. Most goes to China, which exports $1.2 

billion of jewelry to the United States annu

ally. Passed in 2008, the Block Burmese JADE 

.. . . . 
:. ·": . ,., , 
·-

(Junta's Anti-Democratic Efforts) Act forbids 

the importation of Burmese jade and gems. 

ButtheGovernmentAccountabilityOffice has 

deemed the law toothless. 

Pearls: The state-run Myanmar Pearl Enter

prise has a total monopoly. Its manager es

timates that in 2008 it sold 30,000 pearls to 

more t han 100 foreign companies. 

Fish: Despite a child malnutrition rate of 32 

percent, Burma exports one-third of its fish 

and shrimp catch, shipped throughout Asia 

and the Middle East. 

Rice and beans: Under the Brit ish, Burma be

came the world's "rice bowl," exporting more 

than any other country. The industry collapsed 

after the 1962 coup, but the j unta has priori

t ized agricultural exports to China and India. 

When Cyclone Nargis destroyed 2,ooo square 

miles of farmland in 2008, t he government 

continued rice exports as citizens starved. 

And much of its bean crop is sold to India. 

Natural gas: Thanks to deals w ith everyone 

from China to Chevron, natural gas accounts 

for more t han 40 percent of Burma's exports . 

Since 1999, its net gas exports have shot up 

by 11,000 percent. -M.M . 
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ficiency, an old man next to him laughed. "Before you woke up," 
he said, "I tried to kill that. I think it was already tired." 

The villagers fled until noon. Some of the children with no 
shoes lost flesh and bled as their feet pounded the ground, and 
some of them cried silently as they ran. Htoo Moo carried his bag 
on his back, the dead rat in one hand, his digital camera in the 
other, occasionally snapping pictures of the exodus. When they 
stopped, he dug his fingers into the rat's skin and ripped it off. He 
tore the meat into pieces and went in on lunch with another man, 
who provided a pot, chilies, and salt. Five minutes later, his belly 
was full of seared rat meat. He closed his eyes as sleep slowly start

"oo YOU HAVE PICTURE?" Htan Dah asked one evening. "Of 
your friends?" 

"Let's go to the computer room," I replied. Thus were several 
Karen refugee activists of Mae Sot, Thailand, bestowed with one 
of democracy's greatest gifts: that of wasting exorbitant amounts 
oftime on social networkingwebsites. I logged in to MySpace, and 
clicked through some of my pals' profiles, talking about who they 
were, or where they were, or what they were doing in the pictures. 
Htoo Moo, working diligently at the next computer, glanced over 
as nonchalantly as possible. Htan Dah said very little. Once, he 
asked me to clarifY the gender of the girl I was pointing to on the 

ed to overtake him, and then-gunshots. 
Gunshots. He clutched his bag and 

jumped to his feet. Nobody screamed. 
The boy with the bullet holes started run
ning, new blood rushing from the wound 
in his ass. Htoo Moo took off, ahead of 
even the village chief, reaching a flat-out 
run, crashing shoulder-first through tall 

I A few da:y,s earlier, I'd had to explain the concept 
of "fun ' for five minutes. Now they logged on to 

MySpace for hours. My work here was done. 

crop pings of bamboo in his path, before realizing he had no 
idea where he should be going. He stopped, turned around a 
couple of times, and considered ditching his camera. What if 
the SPDC caught him? What if they saw that he'd been taking 
pictures of gun-shot farmers, prisoner-porters with skin disease, 
cigarette burns, knife wounds, raw and infected shoulders that 
bore the permanent scars of carrying over mountains for days or 
weeks at a time? Though he felt like a coward, he fell back into 
the middle of the throng. By the time they stopped at nightfall, 
news had spread through the crowd that one man in the rear had 
been shot dead. 

Htoo Moo listened to the men next to him talking. Of the 200 
people, four had guns, four or five rounds apiece. One admitted 
that he had only three bullets left. "No problem," another told 
him. "You will just aim very well." 

After three days of squatting and swatting bugs in the jungle, 
Htoo Moo told the chief that he wanted to leave. Sometimes, villag
ers hide out for weeks because they don't know if it's safe to go back 
yet. Sometimes, it never is. Htoo Moo needed to get back to work. 

"I will take you myself," the chief said. "I am ready." He was 
in no hurry now. He'd heard over the radio that the soldiers had 
killed the pigs and the chickens, and then burned the village to the 
ground. There was nothing to go back to. 

To slow down the SPDC advance, the KNU had set up scores 
of new land mines, and the way in was no longer a safe way out. 
Htoo Moo and the chief trudged through the jungle for three days 
to a KNU headquarters, where they shook hands and parted, and 
Htoo Moo asked a KNU insurgent to guide him the rest of the way. 
Shortly after they started off, the parasites that had been multiply
ing in his liver since entering his body via mosquito burst through 
the cells that hosted them and flooded Htoo Moo's bloodstream. 
He trekked slowly, through his fever, stopping when the retching 
brought him to his knees. "Don't rest there!" his guide screamed 
when he moved toward a smooth patch of soil just to the side of 
the path. He'd nearly knelt on a land mine. It took another two 
days to reach the riverbank, where he bought antimalarial tablets 
with his last few baht and boarded the boat toward Thailand
which had, by default, become home. 

screen. "Are you sure?" he asked. "She looks like a boy." I laughed 
and told him that she was a lesbian, my ex-girlfriend, actually, 
which seemed to clear it up for him. Other than that, he mostly 
just stared at the monitor in stunned silence, for so long that it 
started to weird me out. 

"What do you think?" I asked him when I'd finished the tour. 
"Wow," he said quietly. 
"So, those are my friends," I said. He made no move to get up or 

tal<e his eyes off the page. 
I asked him if he wanted to see how the website worked. I showed 

him the browse feature, dropping down the long list of countries 
whose citizens we could gawk at. "How about Myanmar?" he asked, 
spying the junta's official name for Burma among the options. 

I was surprised it was there, and even more surprised that our 
first search turned up 3,000 profiles. The junta has some awesome 
restrictions on owning electronics, especially computers. In 1996, 
Leo Nichols, former honorary consul for Scandinavian countries 
and friend of Burmese activists, was sentenced to three years for 
the illegal possession of fax machines and phones. (Taken into 
custody, he was tortured and died.) There are Internet cafes, but 
cafe workers are required to capture customers' screenshots every 
five minutes and submit their Web histories, along with home ad
dresses and phone numbers, to the state. Humanitarian geeks in 
other countries, though, work full time to give Burma's citizens 
Internet access, with proxy servers that they update when the gov
ernment figures out how to block them. From the look of it, they 
were doing their job. 

On MySpace, ink-haired Burmese teens and twentysomethings 
stared at us: the chin-down-sexy-eyes-up shot, the haughty chin 
up/eyes half-closed look, the profile with eyes askance. Their faces 
were surrounded by HTML-coded sparkles, animated hearts and 
stars, slaughtered English colloquialisms. Htan Dah paused long 
and hard at each picture that came up. 

"I don't know them," he said finally. 
This conclusion struck me as pretty foregone, since he'd never 

lived in Burma. "Did you think you would?" 
He looked at me, realizing his mistake. "I don't know," he said 

softly. We made Htan Dah his own profile, and he stayed logged 
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in long after I'd gone to bed. 
At dinner the next day, Htan Dah, H too Moo, and another 

refugee, Ta Mia, spent a fair amount of ti me watching me and 
muttering to each other in Karen. 

"Something on your mind, tiger?" I asked H tan Dah. 
"We are talking about your girlfriend," he said. 
Yeah, I'd thought that conversation had ended a little too eas-

ily. "All right. You can talk about it with me." 
"Do you ever have boyfriend?" 
"Yes. I've had boyfriends and girlfriends." 
This produced a moment of confused silence, which I filled 

with a lame description of the sexuality continuum, along with 
an explanation of the somewhat loose sexual mores of modern 
American gals like myself Htan Dah responded by telling me that 
they had heard of gay people, since a visitor to the house had 
informed them of their existence- last year. 

"Last year!" I hollered. 
''Yes!" he yelled back. "In Karen culture, we do not have." 
"There's never been a gay person in a Karen village in the history 

ofKaren society." All three men shook their heads. "Come on." 
"If there was a gay person, they would leave," H tan Dah said. 

"It is not our culture." 
"Let's just say there was a gay person," I said. "Couldn' t they 

stay in the village?" 
"No," H tan Dah said. "I would not allow gay people in my 

village." 
"Are you kidding me?!" 
Htan Dah held my gaze, though his seemed more uncertain the 

longer it went on. 
"Are you going to make me leave?" 
"No! For you, in your culture, it is okay," he said. ''You are not 

Karen . But in our culture, it does not belong." Htoo Moo and Ta 

Kristof's Silver Linings 
Why theN~ York Times columnist has hope 

Mother Jones: What do you think 
is the best way to get people to 
care a bout human rights issues? 
Nicholas Kristof: Guilt-tripping 
people does not work; they t end 
to be turned off. 
MJ: You've written that people 
are less likely to respond to a de
scription of a broad crisis than a 
tale of one child. That we get em
pathy fatigue as soon as the num
ber of victims rises above one. 
NK: Individual storytelling is in
credibly powerfu l. We as jour
nalists know intuitively w hat 
scientists of t he brain are d is
covering through bra in scans, 
w hich is t hat emotional stories 

tend to open the portals, and that 
once there's a connection made, 
people are more open to rat io 
nal arguments. If you just try to 
make rational arguments a bout 
why people should care about 
Congo and how s million people 
have died, then people tend not 
to be receptive. But once you've 
created a connection of e mpat hy, 
rational arguments can play a 
supportive role. 
MJ:And people in power? 
NK: The way you get leaders to 
care about issues of conscience 
is to apply pol itical pressu re. It's 
less a question of persu ading 
leaders directly and more trying 

Mia were nodding, and I scowled at them. 
"You're a refugee," I said. "And it sucks. It's ruining your life. 

But you would force another villager to become a refugee because 
they were gay?" 

Nobody said no. I turned on Htan Dah; I was maddest at him, 
and he was probably the only one who could follow my fast, heated 
English. "If there was peace in Burma and you lived in a village and 
there was a gay Karen person," I asked again, "you would want to 
make that person another Karen refugee by making them leave?" 

That, or my anger, shut him up. "I am interested in your ideas," 
he said, evenly, after a minute. "I think it is important to keep an 
open mind." 

I shut up, too, and focused on eating rice for a few awkward 
moments. 

"So," I said eventually. "Do you guys have sex?" 
Htoo Moo and Ta Mia shook their heads while H tan Dah said, 

"Sometimes." 
"Ever?" I asked Htoo Moo. 
"No," he said. 
"Why not?" 
"Because, I am not married." 
"What about you?" I asked H tan Dah. 
"Yes," he said, nodding hard once. "I am married." 
"You're married?" 
Htan Dah laughed. "Yes! I am married." 
"I didn't know that. Where is your wife?" 
"She is in camp. With my kid." 
"You have a kid?" 
Other things I d idn't know: that everyone currently in the 

house- save The Blay and Htan Dah, who were married, apparent
ly- was a virgin. This extended even to kissing. T hey hailed &om 
the parts ofBurma that had been heavily influenced by Christian 

to build a social movement that 
holds their feet to the fire. If one 
is talking to a finance minister of 
a poor country, moral arguments 
tend not to get very far. But if you 
can argue t hattheir country is go
ing to grow 2 percent faster per 
year if they can just harness the 
power of the female half of the 
population more effectively, t hat 
is an argument they consider. 
MJ: Considering all the bleak situ
ations you've reported on, are 
you optimistic? 
NK: I truly am. It is striking that 
these days, when governments 
engage in genocide, they really 
are deeply embarrassed about it, 
and they go to enormous lengths 
to cover it up. For most of history, 
genocide was just something 
governments did and nobody 

blinked. In the case of Darfur, on 
Mondays, Wednesdays, a nd Fri
days I would just be appalled that 
we had this mass slaughter and 
nobody was doing anything. But 
on Tuesdays, Thursdays, and Sat
urdays, I felt heartened t hat mil
lions of Americans were wearing 
green wristbands, writing letters 
to Congress, fasting on behalf of 
a people of a different skin color, 

a diffe rent relig ion, in a region 
that a few years earlier t hey'd 
never heard of. That's not to say 
that there won't be more geno
cides a nd more mass rape and 
that we won't screw up the Earth 
with climate change. But I'm in
clined to fee l that overall we are 
re gistering real progress. -Dave 

Gilson (Read the full interview at 
MotherJones.com.) 
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missionaries, and premarital sex was taboo. Htoo Moo volun
teered that he wasn't actively looking for a girlfriend, and that: he 
wouldn't know what do with her even if he found one. 

Htan Dab told me I had to show them MySpace again. We 
crowded around a computer, our cheeks flushed with satiety and 
humidity and new camaraderie. Htoo Moo interjected burning 
questions about American life as they came to him. 

"Do you eat rice in America?" 
"Yes. Usually I eat brown rice." 
"Brown rice?" 
"It's rice with the hull still on it. Do you know what I'm talking 

about?" 
"No. I don't believe that .. . Have you ever eat tiger?" 
"Eaten tiger. No." 
"Have you ever eat...monkey? 
'"Have you ever eaten monkey,' you mean. No." 
"Are there black lady in America?" 
"Ladies. Yes ... " 
"What language do they speak?" Htan Dah chimed in. 
"English." 
"Really?" 
I gaped at him, disbelieving, but before I could formulate a re

sponse, Htoo Moo said, "In America, you have cream to grow 
hair." He ran his hand over his baby-smooth jawline. 

''Yeah. I think that's true. I think it's generally for people who 
are bald, though." 

"Do you have that?" 
"Hair-growing cream? Oh, yeah. I use it on my ass." 
The sarcasm seemed to translate, since they laughed for minutes. 
We made Ta Mia a MySpace profile, and he and Htan Dah 

started giving the other guys tutorials as they wandered in. My 
work here was done. 

A few days earlier, when I'd asked my students what they did 

for fun, I'd had to explain the 
concept of"fun" for about five 
minutes before anyone could 
answer me, and then the an
swers were "Nothing," "Noth
ing," "Watch TV," and three 
"Talk"s. By the time I went 
upstairs, every computer screen 

Activists input testimonies of 
persecuted Burmese civilians 
into Martus, a database made by 
Benetech and used by human rights 
documenters around the world. 
Reports are automatically encrypted 
on the hard drive and uploaded when 
possible- thus preserving them even 
if facilities get raided. 

was lit, the guys scrolling through the faces of Burma, a window 
into a world they considered home but where some had never been 
and probably none would ever live again. 

HTAN DAH DILIGENTLY kept me company during meals. ''You are 
so slow," he said one morning, watching me chew every bit of rice 
into oblivion. "Why don't you eat fast?" 

''Why should I?" I asked. "I'm not in a hurry." 
"But what if you are under attack, or have to run away?" 
I scoffed at him. "I'm from Ohio." 
"Yes, but I am refugee! We are taught to eat fast." 
Be that as it may, we were in peacetime Thailand, so this attack 

seemed like an incredibly hypothetical scenario, and even though 
Htan Dah had mentioned something about refugee camps getting 
burned down on the very first day of class, I'd kind of dismissed it. 

So boy did I feel like an asshole when he turned in an essay with 
this intro the next day: 

Having been fallen a sleep at midnight, my parents, sister, aunt and I 
heard the children's screaming and the voice of the shelling mortars simulta
neously came about, and suddenly jumped through the ladder .from the top to 
the bottom of the house to get away .from the attacking troops' ammunitions 
without grabbing any facility. 

For a while, Htan Dah's family and all those other asylum
seekers in Thailand were safe, relative to the Karen still in Burma. 
If they ventured out of the squalid camps, they were subject to 
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harassment and arrest from one of the world's most corrupt police 
forces, but at least Burmese soldiers were less likely to march into 
a sovereign country to attack them. 

What the Burmese army could do, though, was help a rival 
Karen faction to do so. They called themselves the Democratic 
Karen Buddhist Army, or DKBA. There had been discontent within 
the Christian-led KNU for years, complaints of abuses of power, 
religious discrimination, and grueling jungle-warfare conditions. 
In 1994, by which point there were 80,000 Karen living in the Thai 
camps , a government-allied monk persuaded several hundred 
Buddhist KNU soldiers to defect. The junta was only too happy 
to support their cause- which included attacking refugee camps 
filled with Christian Karen. 

Their attackers met no resistance on their way into Huay Kaloke 
that night. And less than 14 months later, when vehicles full of 
DKBA soldiers drove in again, no one stopped them. Again. 

"How do you know the Thai soldiers just let them drive right 
in through the front gate?" I interrupted Htan Dah as he told me 
this story on the reading bench in my room. That an army would 
allow raiding foreign troops unfettered access to 7,000 sleeping 
civilians- twice- seemed frankly a little far-fetched. "Maybe the 
soldiers were trying to protect the gate, but the DKBA just went 
around or something." 

Htan Dah had told this story before, and to several foreign
ers, but never to one rude enough to suggest that he was a liar. 
He cocked his head. "Because," he said, "There is only one road. 

The only way into the camp is 
through the front gate!" I The United States, under the Patriot Act, had 

effectively declared all Karen in KNU territory 
terrorists for providing the group "material support." 

For a second time, Htan Dah 
awoke in the middle of the night 
to gunfire and shouting; for a 
second time, he fled with his 
family and the clothes he was 

The huts at Htan Dah's settlement ofHuay Kaloke were cloaked 
in thick, warm Thai darkness as DKBA soldiers moved in on the 
7,000 refugees living there in January 1997. Residents generally 
went to bed early; there was no electricity, and flammable materi
als cost money nobody had. But Htan Dab's mother sometimes 
hired herself out as a laborer, plowing fields for about a dollar a 
day. That was far less than what the legal Thai workers alongside 
her made, but she needed money to buy nails- her scavenged
bamboo-and-thatch hut wasn't going to hold itself together- and 
candles, since she wasn't wild about her kids using homemade 
lamps, essentially tin cans filled with gasoline. 

The small encampment had become overpopulated, so that 
there wasn't even enough space to play soccer, and Htan Dah 
barely ever left it. But a Christian organization had donated some 
books, and NGOs were running a full school system now. Htan 
Dah had exams the next day; he had stayed up past sundown 
studying and had been asleep for hours by the time the sound of 
gunshots reached his family's shelter. Some children somewhere 
screamed as they leapt out of the elevated hut. They ran, backs 
and knees bent, low to the dirt, for the surrounding woods as 
DKBA troops set fire to the camp. The huts burned hot and fast. 
Htan Dah kept his head down, so that he hardly registered the 
other people running alongside, not even noticing that some were 
in their underwear. "Please, God," he prayed. "Oh my God. Save 
me. Save my life," over and over again. It was a few days before 
his 16th birthday. He prayed and ran until he reached the forest, 
where, like everyone else, he stopped, turned around, and stood 
silently watching the camp- bedrooms, books, photos, shoes, a 
shirt woven by a grandmother- burn to the ground. 

The next day, the refugees returned to the smoldering plot and 
made beds in the ash. They began slowly rebuilding, though none 
could have any illusions that the Thai security posted at the front 
gate would protect them. They had long ago noted that the func
tion of the guards was not so much keeping danger out as keeping 
the refugees in, collecting bribes from those who wanted to leave 
the camp to work or collect firewood or make a trip to the market. 
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wearing for the safety of the sur
rounding trees. But this time, the soldiers also shelled the camp. This 
time, a pregnant woman was shot dead and two girls from Htan 
Dah's school who hid in a well suffered bums that killed them. This 
time a seven-year-old died of shrapnel wounds and dozens were in
jured- and nearly the whole damn camp was burned down again. 

"We accept that we were inactive," the secretary general ofThai
land's National Security Council conceded later. Thai authorities 
decided to close the camp. Htan Dah's family set up a temporary 
shelter made of sticks and a raincoat, under which they lived while 
they were waiting to be moved elsewhere. 

The trucks didn't arrive for almost a year and a half. When 
they did, Htan Dah and his family were shipped to a camp in 
the mountains, where the population in exile eventually became 
20,000 strong, where Htan Dah eventually grew up and got mar
ried and had a baby of his own, where the cold, wet winds cut 
through the shacks stacked high in the hills of central Thailand, 
far away enough to be safer from the DKBA. 

MY DAYS FELL INTO a strange routine. I taught two classes ofEng
lish a day, beginner and intermediate. After and between classes, 
and before the evening of drinking began in earnest, I snacked 
on coconut-fried cashews I bought at the 7-Eleven while helping 
the guys translate their HRD interviews or fill out applications for 
asylum. They kept filling out the applications, even though they 
had little chance of success- certainly no chance of resettling in 
the United States, which, under the Patriot Act, had effectively 
declared all Karen from the contested highlands terrorists for pro
viding "material support" to the "terrorist" KNU. 

After class one day, one of the guys wanted to show me a word 
he saw all the time so I could explain its meaning: marginalized. 
(He grasped the concept pretty quickly.) He also wanted to know 
what the thing used to bind people's feet together was called. I 
told him I didn't think we had a word for that in English. (I was 
wrong. Though archaic in noun form, the word exists: "fetters.") 
When Htoo Moo asked me later for the word for systematically 
slicing open the skin on someone's forearm, I told him I didn't 
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think we had a word for that, either. 
Another day, I sat outside holding an impromptu pronuncia

tion lesson on some of the words in an HRD's report. 

night mode, on the jungle floor. A shot of a Bum1a army compound, 
the camera zooming in shakily on the faces of the boys with rifles, 
the hiding cameramen whispering breathlessly to each other. A man 
rocking the tiniest sleeping baby; his wife died in childbirth during 
their flight through the jungle. He worries he has no idea how to take 
care of this child without her. Tears streaming hard and quiet down 
the face of a woman mindlessly fingering her jacket zipper with one 
hand, standing among the ashes of her old village, in which her hus
band was killed. A toddler barely old enough to stand picking his 
way through the jungle as his village flees, carefully parting the brush 
with his chubby little fingers and stepping through with his bare, 
scratched legs and feet. A Ranger team leaves a group of internally 
displaced persons and the IDPS call out please don't leave us, please 
come back. A man keeps hiding his face contorted with sorrow as he 
sobs convulsively, "I don't understand why they killed my children. 
They didn't even know their right hand from their left hand," while 
the woman next to him weeps silently and gnashes her teeth. The 
video ends with a quote from Galatians on the screen: Let us not grow 
weary while doing good. In due season ·we shall reap ifwe d_()n 't !IJSe heart. 

"Repeat after me," I was saying. "Rape." 
"Rop." 
"Try again. Rrraaape." 
Another day, a Burma Action staffer I' ll call Lah Lah H too asked 

ifl wanted to see a video. He loaded a ovo of some footage taken 
in eastern Burma by aid workers, mostly Karen, some of whom are 
also medics, called the Free Burma Rangers. (See below.) 

It starts with war footage, guys shooting guns in tall jungle bush 
and loud rocket fire, and a village burning down and screaming 
women running for their lives, before moving briefly to photo 
stills: a picture of villagers standing over a group of dead bodies, 
a picture of a dead woman with her shirt torn open, a picture of 
murdered children lined up in a row. Then the camera centers on 
the face of a 17 -year-old boy with lifeless, unfocused eyes, a longyi 
(sarong) held up below his neck so he can't see his completely 
exposed lower leg bone, a bloody white stick still hung with a few 
slick and glistening black-purple sinews, protruding from a bloody 
knee- a land-mine wound swarmed by fl ies. T hen he's in a thin 
hammock, with a man in cheap plastic flip-flops at each end of the 
bamboo pole from which it swings, and another walking alongside 
holding an IV drip dangling from another piece of wood, being 
carried through the mountainous terrain. For four days. Which 
is how long it takes the Ranger team to 

'What do you think?" Lah Lah H too asked me when it ended. 
I thought I might like to dose myself in the bathroom so I could 

punch myself in the chest, just a little, to try to release some of the 
tightness and weight there. 

get him to a clinic on the border, where a 
proper amputation can be done. 

By that point I'd twisted my face into 
a pem1anent wince, and it didn't get any 
easier to watch. A husband and wife sit 
next to each other while he explains that 
their two sons and daughter were taken by 
Burma army troops. Local Karen leaders 
negotiated the return of the two boys, but 
they haven't seen the girl since. ''We want 
her back," the woman says, smiling sadly, 
before dropping her face to her knees, 
covering it with her pink sweater, and start
ing to sob. There are people getting ready 
to run from an attack, little girls running 
around talking fast directions to each other 
while they throw shit in baskets and sacks 
they strap to their foreheads. A man on 
his back breathing fast and shallow as Free 
Burma Ranger medics jab their fingers and 
instrun1ents into the bloody stump below 
his knee. Skulls and bones on d1e ground 
and a Ranger telling how he brought a 
bunch of children's presents donated by 
kids overseas only to find that there are no 
children in this village anymore. Rangers 
tearing out infected teeth with pliers. Rang
ers cleaning the gory, festering wound on a 
little kid's leg as the child stands still, calm, 
pantsless. Rangers delivering a baby in the 
darkness by the green glow of the camera's 

"Good video?" he asked, because I was taking so long to answer. 
"Yeah, it's a good video." 

Operation Rescue 
One American's mission to treat Burma's displaced 

"MORDOR IS THE SPDC [Bu rmese govern

ment), and guys like us are hobbits," Tha U 

Wa A Pa says by way of explaining why he 

built a trai ning base for medics in a land-

mine-infested war zone in Burma, w here he 

lives with his w ife and three children. 

Tha U Wa A Pa and his Free Burma Rang-

ers document t he atrocities of the Burmese 

army and provide medical and tactical help 

to those fleeing from it. It 's a quest requiring 

almost inconceivable bravery and, in Tha U 

Wa A Pa's case, a conviction t hat God has cho

sen him for this task. Though he uses a Karen 

nom de guerre (meaning "Father of the White 

Monkey"-a.k.a. his daughter), he's the son 

of prominent American missionaries in Thai

land, an alum ofTexas A&M (BA, poli-sci) and 

a former US Army Ranger. After graduating 

from Fuller Seminary in Pasadena, Tha U Wa 

A Pa became a missionary in Thailand himself. 

Which is where he was in 1997, when a major 

sPoc offensive sent a flood of Karen refugees 

across the border. Tha U Wa A Pa loaded up a 

backpack full of supplies and, together w ith a 

KNU soldier he met along the way, rushed into 

Burma as if it were a house on fire. The two 

men treated as many wounded as they could, 

carrying a guy who'd stepped on a land mine 

to a hospital to have his leg amputated. Over 

the next three weeks, t hey ferried supplies 

and patients back and forth over the border. 

Since then, the Rangers have trained more 

t han no roving t eams who provide medi

cal assistance to (and document the plight 

of) the more t han half a million internally 

displaced persons in t he eastern Burmese 

jungle. Rangers have treated some 400,000 

people for malaria, AIDS, dysentery, d iarrhea, 

malnutrition, worms, anemia, skin disease, 

and infections. They pull t eeth and deliver 

babies. Six have lost their lives on t he job. As 

the junta's v iolence escalates, so do their ef

forts; the Rangers' budget is up to $1.3 million 

a year, all donat ions, mostly from churches 

and their parishioners. "We're just little guys 

trying to do some good," Tha U Wa A Pa says. 

"On the surface it seems like Mordor has all 

the strength and power and might. But if our 

fellowship of hobbits stays united, good w ill 

defeat evil in the end." -M.M. 
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He nodded and waited politely for me to continue, but I just 
sat quietly, awkwardly, before simply nodding back at him. Even
tually, I asked him what they did with the videos they made. 

must be consequences ... And the closer we stand together, the less 
likely we will be faced with the choice between armed intervention 
and complicity in oppression." Also blacklisting Burma: Australia, 
which won't sell the regime weapons and has financial sanctions 
against 463 members of the junta. And the EU has stripped Burma 
of trading privileges and put an arms embargo in place. 

"We send them. To human rights organizations, UN, news." 
"D o they ever use them?" 
Lah Lah H too shrugged. 

MAKE NO MISTAKE: Though most Americans are woefully un
informed about the shit going down in Burma, your federal law
makers are on it. In 1997, President Bill Clin ton barred new US 
investment in the country. In 2003, Congress introduced the Bur
mese Freedom and Democracy Act, which banned any Burmese 
imports, opposed loans to the regime, froze any of its US assets, and 
denied its leaders entry visas. In 2005, Condoleezza Rice awarded 
Burma a special designation as an "outpost of tyranny." Bush 43 
gave it shout-outs in several State of the Un ion addresses. ("We 
will continue to speak out for the cause of freedom in places like 
Cuba, Belarus, and Burma.") There's a US Senate Women's Cau
cus on Burma, and O bama just extended sanctions again and said 
this at his Nobel Peace Prize accep tance: "When there is genocide 
in Darfur, systematic rape in Congo, repression in Burma- there 

The trouble isn't so much a lack of measures as their total ineffec
tiveness. Though US investors have had to pull their money out of, 
say, the garment industry, they can still deal in Burma's oil and gas, 
which is where the junta's big money comes from. When Congress 
passed that 1997 law restricting new investment, Unocal got its gas 
fields grandfathered in. After Chevron absorbed Unocal in 2005, its 
lobbyists worked tirelessly to ensure that no sanctions would force it 
to divest. It appeared as though the 2008 Block Burmese JADE (Junta's 
Anti-Democratic Efforts) Act would finally force Chevron to give up 
its Burmese holdings, until the Senate Committee on Foreign Rela
tions, chaired by Joe Bid en (whose former chief of staff was one Alan 
Hoffinan, once a Unocal lobbyist), stripped out the provision and 
replaced it with a suggestion that the company "consider voluntary 
divestment over time." 

Okay, but if we only fashioned better- and better-targeted- sane-

Resistance Is Futile? 
Burma's underground struggles to undermine the kleptocrats 

RANGOON, monsoon season 2009: Erratic 

downpours silence a city that long ago gave 

in to a spectacular creep of mold. I meet "Sun 

Ray" in the shadow of a hotel. "Actually, I am 

not fi ne," he begins, each syllable inflected 

with urgency. We begin a serpentine route, 

first to an empty jetty, t hen a karaoke bar, 

and finally to a beer parlor. There, t he 27-year

old dissident slowly peels off his disguise-a 

hairnet, a baggy anorak, and a pair of fake 

glasses. Days ea rlier, he'd fled t he city trailed 

by a government agent who followed him 

onto a first public bus, then a second, and a 

third, until Sun Ray offered to pay h is fare. 

"I'm just doing my job," said t he agent. "And 

I'm doing mine," he replied. He finally lostthe 

agent after a ferry trip, en route to one of doz

ens of remot e village hideouts. He'd returned 

to Ra ngoon that morn ing smuggled in the 

cargo hold of a friend's truck. 

When I first met Sun Ray two w eeks ear

lier, he'd seemed eager, confident, blowing in 

late to a meet ing with other Burmese activ

ists, dressed in blue jeans and profuse with 

apologies. Am id discussions about the up

coming 2010 Burmese elections and the role 

of US sanctions, he took incessant calls on his 

cell phone from "network members" holding 

vigil before the notorious lnsein prison, where 

Nobel Peace Prize laureate Aung San Suu Kyi 

stood trial for breaking house arrest after she 

sheltered an American, John Yettaw, who'd 

swum to her guarded lakeside compound un

invited. At the end of each call, Sun Ray would 

relay reports to someone-he would not say 

whom-who passed them to the Democratic 

Voice of Burma, an Oslo-based news organiza

tion that Burmese rely on for credible news. 

For dissidents like Sun Ray and others 

that I spoke to, this trial was freighted w ith 

a novel d ilemma: Protest the latest twist of 

fate of their beloved leader, w hose on-again 

off-again house arrest dates back to even be

fore the junta invalidated the 1990 electoral 

victory of her party, t he National League for 

Democracy? Or try to secure education and 

development aid for the people, preparing 

them for the day w hen t he junta would fi

nally falter. 

Anyway, with sheer survival a more press

ing concern for the average Burmese, love for 

"the Lady," however great, was hardly enough 

to prompt street protests, much less revolu

tion. Since 1962, Burma's military rulers have 

maintained a death grip on the economy. Both 

t he mass protests of 1988 and the 2007 monk

led Saffron Revolution were sparked by inept 

handling of t he economy; both were brutally 

suppressed. As the general population has spi

raled ever deeper into poverty, the junta has 

fattened off sales of its resources, chiefly min

erals and natural gas. (See page 42.) 

Much of this money has disappeared into 

vanity projects. In 2005, Senior General Than 

Shwe and his junta consecrated t heirisolation 

from the population by uprooting the capital 

from Rangoon to a vast, built-from-scratch 

city in t he searing central flatlands called Nay 

Pyi Taw, "Royal Capital." It is today a forti

fied fantasyland boasting golf courses and a 

theme park w it h giant purple plastic lotuses. 

Above it all towers a gargantuan pagoda that 

glows a lurid gold and green. 

Then there was t he partly built "cyber city" 

I discovered sprawling eeri ly empty in the cool 

hills east of Mandalay. Its identical office build

ings, all cut from gray concrete w ith mirrored 

windows, mostly failed to draw investors, 

though a company run by a junta crony occu

pied some of the space. The original plan called 

for a so- to 100-acre park to concentrate Bur

ma's limited IT community, according to a Man

dalay computer entrepreneur who proposed 

the idea. But in the hands of the junta, the plan 

quickly morphed into a 1o,ooo-acre pipe dream 

of a Burmese Ban galore, intended to lure for

eign firms. This in a country w it h harsh Internet 

censorship and intermittent electricity. 

Perhaps the junta's greatest construction 

folly lies in the glittering waters of Kachin 

State, wh ich borders China's Yunnan prov-
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tions, advocates say, Burma's economy would collapse and the gov
ernment might just get packing. But whether or not you believe lthat 
sanctions were the straw that broke South Mrica's back, you can
not believe that they would have worked in that country if half the 
world's governments had said, ''We're not going to give 

dams. The EU is discussing a free-trade agreement with ASEAN nations 
as well, although the UK swears it won't make a deal that would ben
efit Bunna- it's worth noting the UK already has oil and gas dealings 
there. In 2008 Burma saw a 165 percent increase in the number of 

you money for your stuff anymore" while the other half I 
had said, "Awesome. More for us." 

That's the reality in Burma, where China is building an 
oil pipeline so as to avoid the long trip around the Strait 
ofMalacca. Thailand has the rights to 1.7 trillion cubic 

Burma's junta uses rape a~, a weapon. 
Soldiers are ordered to leave 

their blood" in Karen villages. 
feet of natural gas in one concession alone. O ne Indian 
firm has signed up for 5 trillion cubic feet. Russia has sev-
eral firms drilling. A single pipeline operated by France, Thailand, 
and, yes, Chevron earned the junta more than $1 billion in 2008. The 
South Korean company Daewoo International plans to earn more 
than $10 billion over 25 years from its drilling project in Burma's 
immense Shwe gas reserve; handling Daewoo's exploratory Burma 
drilling was the American firm Transocean. As a member of the Asso
ciation of Southeast Asian Nations, Burma is included in a free-trade 
agreement with India that eliminates tariffs on thousands of products; 
India plans to invest billions of dollars in two Burmese hydroelectric 

Chinese multinational companies involved in Burmese min ing, oil 
and gas, and hydropower development. The regime ran a $2.5 billion 
trade surplus in 2009, with $5 billion in currency reserves. 

ince. According to one legend, two sister riv
ers, both promised to wed the lowlands, took 
different courses before decid ing to marry 
him together. From t hat confluence, called 
the Myitsone, begins t he 1.350-mile journey of 
Burma's mighty Irrawaddy River. 

There a Chinese multinat ional a nd a Bur
mese crony company are damming t he river. 
The dam will generate electricity worth at least 
$500 mill ion per year-most to be transmitted 
to China. An estimated 15,000 Burmese will be 
displaced. "It's not just the displacements. This 
is a place for recreation. It has deep cultural sig-

The United States can better target its sanctions all it wants, but 
already they've pushed tens of thousands ofBurmese textile workers 
out of factory jobs- and, as even the State Department has admitted, 
into sex work. And as Chevron has poin ted out, if we pull out our 
remaining investments, someone else- perhaps someone less consci
entious- will gladly fi ll the gap. The international community can't 

nificance," seethed my Senior General Than 

guide. From the shade Shwe and the rest of the 

of a sacred banyan junta live the high life 
while the people starve. 

t ree, he gestured out 
over fields, restaurants, pagodas, churches. "All 
this will be destroyed." 

Aung San Suu Kyi's tr ial dragged on fo r 
three months, despite global opprobrium and 
the int ervention of Sen. Jim Webb (D-Va.). The 
fi rst member of Congress to visit Burma in 10 
years, Webb secured Yettaw's release and sig
naled t he Obama administration's openness 
to d ialogue-even as it mainta ins sa nctio ns 

a nd ca lls for t he release of Aung Sa n Suu Kyi 
and Burma's 2,177 other political prisoners. 

Her NLD party, the major opposition group, 
maintains t hat target ed sanctions, a imed at 
t he ranking generals, are important. "Of course 
it bears suffering for our people," said U Win 
Tin, the Nto's eightysomething chief strategist, 
a revered journalist who spent 19 years in de

tention. "Atthe same time there must be more 
engagement. The carrot and stick." But other 
activists believe t hat Western sanctions have 
t aken too heavy a toll on the population while 
scarcely touching t he junta, and that change 
will only come when the junta cracks inte rnal
ly. In hopes of t hat day, even some of the most 

revolution-minded dissidents have joined the 
burgeoning civil society movement, activists 
who are distributing aid, t eaching, a nd quiet ly 
learning to govern. 

When I last saw Sun Ray back at the beer par
lor, he told me that only one thing could cause 
him to flee Burma. "I will leave for a temporary 
educational program, w hich is useful for t he 
country." Midnight passed; a plate of fried chick
en feet wilted unt ouched on the table as hot 
blasts of mildew mingled with faint jasmine. 
The last of Rangoon's electric generators had 
fallen silent, rel ieved by cicadas. Surely even the 
hardiest of government spies would have given 
up the chase by now. Sun Ray slipped away and 
vanished down a maze of wine-dark streets. 
-The author continues to report from Burma; 
her name is being withheld for her safety. 
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F OR U S SU R R EN D ER I S OU T O F T H E QU ES TI O N 

even agree to stop giving the regime weapons. Even if it could get 
China to play ball on that front, not so much North Korea. As. long 
as there's money to be made in Burma, a cohesive or constructive 
policy of international financial disengagement- from an energy
rich country neighbored by the world's two most populous, energy
desperate countries- is never going to happen. 

You know a situation is dire when its best chance of a good out
come depends on action by the United Nations Security Coun
cil. At the 2005 UN World Summit, member nations resolved 
that if a government perpetuates or allows any of four "atrocity 
crimes"- war crimes, ethnic cleansing, crimes against humanity, 
or genocide- the world body is responsible for taking "timely and 
decisive" action to protect that nation's people. When in 2007 a 
draft resolution on Burma was brought before the Security Coun
cil, some activists felt that there was a strong case for it to include 
charges of genocide against the Karen. The UN 1948 Convention 
on the Prevention and Punishment of the Crime of Genocide de
fines "genocide" as an attempt "to destroy, in whole or in part, 
a national, ethnical, racial or religious group" with at least one 

that. But the 2007 Security Council draft resolution to declare 
Burma a threat to international peace and security didn't contain 
charges of genocide. Nor ethnic cleansing, nor crimes against hu
manity, nor war crimes. China and Russia vetoed it. 

SINCE I FIRST ARRIVED at Burma Action's Mae Sot offices, four 
years ago, some 50,000 Bum1ese refugees have left Thailand for UN
orchestrated resettlement in Western countries. In 2007, the United 
States waived its material support prohibition for refugees who'd as
sisted the KNU, and the next year allowed in more than 14,000 refugees, 
including several BA staff members. In America, they try to make rent 
with welfare or factory wages, and talk, weirdly, about struggling to 
survive. I apologized to one, after he was moved to a suburb outside 
cold, gray Cleveland, for his crushing poverty and loneliness and the 
weather. '1t's okay," he replied. ''You can never find a good place to 
live in the world. Only in heaven." 

Though some of the documentary activists have emigrated, their 
footage and reports gather dust in Thailand, awaiting, the human 
rights community hopes, the day when they might be used at a 

trial of the junta or in a truth and reconciliation process. 

The footage and reports gather dust, 
awaiting the day when they might 

be used at a trial of the junta. 

Some Burma Action footage made it out and into ilie 
opener for Rambo part four, whose producers paid- after 
some hard haggling- about two grand for it. 

Lah Lah Htoo is one of those activists who's stayed 
behind. At a going-away party my last weekend, he sat 
wiili a guitar in his lap. On a previous night he'd played 
a hard-twanging, pentatonic melody on a stringed Karen 

of five methods. One of them the sroc isn't guilty of: "Forcibly 
transferring children of the group to another group." But "kill
ing members of the group"? Check. "Causing serious bodily or 
mental harm to members of the group"? Check. "Deliberately in
flicting on ilie group conditions of life calculated to bring about 
its physical destruction in whole or in part"? Clearly. "Imposing 
measures intended to prevent births within the group"? If you 
count gang-raping and murdering pregnant women, yes. Since the 
International Criminal Tribunal for Rwanda, systematic rape has 
been recognized as a key feature of genocide. In Burma, it's sys
tematic, institutionalized, and indoctrinated into soldiers, who are 
explicitly ordered, ''Your blood must be left in the village." 

But not one government has officially leveled ilie charge at Bur
ma, and some academics and even activists argue that these geno
cidal actions aren't genocide-like enough to count. We can't just 
be throwing the word around to describe any old horror. Or as my 
father put it when I tried to impress upon him the seriousness of my 
BA housemates' situation, "But how does it compare to Sudan?" 

IfSudan is the bar against which we're measuring genocide, okay: 
Burma was alongside Sudan on the list of the world's worst displace
ment situations for four years running. Sudan's mortality rate for 
children under five, a common measure of conflict epidemiology, 
is 109 per 1,000 live births. In eastern Burma, it's 221. In ilie Darfur 
genocide, 400,000 civilians have been killed. A junta chaim1an once 
estimated that the body count of Burma's civil war- the Karen are 
only one of seven major minorities that have been involved in doz
ens of armed insurgencies- "would reach as high as millions." 

It comes down to this: A draft resolution that compellingly 
charges genocide against a country is a draft resolution that's likely 
to get passed- because no one wants to be the nation that vetoes 
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instrument while he sang, in flowing minor notes, a traditional song 
about a river, so haunting iliat I had nearly drunkenly wept. But now 
the guitar he held was idle, and he tipped his head back and looked 
at me through half-closed eyes. 

"Do you think that we will see each other again?" he asked, one 
arm dangling over the body of the guitar. 

"Of course we'll see each other again," I said. I looked at Htan 
Dah. "I'll come back to Thailand soon." 

"When?" several voices asked. 
"Probably next summer. I have to figure it out with work, and 

money." 
"So," one of the guys said, "we will see each other again maybe 

next year." 
"I hope," I said. "Hopefully next year." 
"When we see each other again," Lah Lah Htoo said, "it will 

be in Burma." The other guys cheered. "When we see each other 
again, you will come to Burma. And you will not need a visa to 
enter. And 1 will pick you up at ilie airport." His face was barely 
wide enough for his smile, and he was hollering a bit, over the 
approving shouts of the other guys. "In a car. In my car!" Lah Lah 
Htoo had left his village when he was a teenager, when he'd run 
away with the rest of his family and neighbors, and hadn't been 
back since. A silence settled over his coworkers in the wake of his 
fantastic predictions, and they all smiled softly and looked off or 
at the floor or at the wall as they considered cars and airports, 
and I thought about doomed rows in movies who know their 
fate is sealed but talk anyway about how they're going to eat a big 
cheeseburger when they get back to America, and I kept quiet as 
long as the guys were quiet, bowing my head as if in reverence of 
something that had died. • 
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I'm a Mac. And I'm un-PC. 
'Ihe killer apps inside your sleek new smartphone 

IT's A CELL PHONE, a camera, a media player, and a handheld computer all in one. But what 

makes the iPhone such a great tech toy also makes it a perfect example of the often murky, 
sometimes downright sketchy origins of our electronics. Here's a glimpse of what's really in 

an iPhone 3GS-and any number of other gadgets, from laptops to game consoles: 

Bad Apples iPhones are made in Shenzhen, China, by t he 
Taiwanese company Foxconn, which has been criticized for its work-

~ ing conditions, including long hours and harsh discipline. Apple's 
~ own review found that more than half its audited manufacturers 

Miner Threat A 16GB iPhone 3GS contains 12 gold-plated 
pa rts. Producing 1 ounce of gold creates 8o tons of waste. Layers 
of middlemen make it difficu lt to trace the source of the gold (or 
any other met al) in an iPhone, making it easy for m inerals from 
conflict zones to slip into the supply cha in. 
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Supply Side Apple spends an 
est imat ed $100 on t he iPhone's 

1,ooo-plus parts. It keeps a tight 
lid on where in the world they 
come from. If you deconstruct 

t he gadget, you'll fi nd fewer t han 
130 parts with a brand name or 

"made in" label on them. 

Negative Charge 
Rechargeable batteries have ener
gized demand for lithium. Getting 
more w ill mean digging up 3,000 

sq uare m iles of pristine Bolivian 
salt flats, home to one-half of t he 

world's lithium reserves. 

Screen Slaver The Js-inch ••• 
LCD screen is reportedly made 

in Taiwan and China byWintek, 
which faces allegations of low 

wages, forced overt ime, and 
ripping off migrant workers. 

BadVibes High-density 
t ungsten is used to make cell 

phones vibrate. Three-q ua rters 
of t he world's supply comes f rom 
China-not known for its m ining 
safety record- and 1.400 tons are 

dug up annual ly in Congo. 

... 

Tantalized The iPhone 
includes a tantalum capacitor. Af
ter a United Nations report linked 
its manufacturer, Kemet, to the 
il lega l mineral trade in eastern 
Congo, t he company vaguely 
announced it "supports avoiding" 
ta ntalum from t he region. 

Tin Soldiers Tin is used to 

solder circuit boards. Some 27.000 
tons are extracted f rom Congo 
annua lly, earning armed groups an 
estimated $93 million or more. 

MicroPolluter Making a 
·-. o.o7-ounce microchip uses 66 

pounds of materia Is, including 
water and toxic chemicals such as 
flame retarda nts and chlorinated 
solvents. Greenpeace gives Apple 
a 5.1 out of 10 for its efforts to 
eliminate hazardous chem icals 
and m inimizee-waste. 

.. locked In The list price for a 
16GB iPhone 3GS is $599. It's yours 
for $199 thanks to a subsidy f rom 
monopoly provider AT&T-which 
proceeds to fleece you w ith a two
year contract. -Dave Gilson 
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IN 1890, A BEARDED YOUNG POLISH SEAMAN made a trip up the Congo River 

as a steamboat officer and was appalled by the lust for riches he saw among his 
fellow Europeans. A decade later he finally got the experience onto paper. "A 
stream of manufactured goods, rubbishy cottons, beads and brass-wire" flowed 

into the interior, wrote Joseph Conrad in Heart of Darkness, "and in return came 
a precious trickle of ivory ... The word 'ivory' rang in the air, was whispered, was 
sighed. You would think they were praying to it." 

The trickle of ivory that Conrad de
scribed was highly visible: elephant tusks 
carried on the shoulders of exhausted por
ters from the African interior to the coast, 
where it could be shipped off to Europe 
to be carved into jewelry, piano keys, and 
false teeth. More than 100 years later, far 
more wealth flows out of this same terri
tory, now the Democratic Republic of 
Congo, but today much of it can't be seen. 
If, for example, you stand beside the wash
board dirt road that winds out of the Ituri 
district of the country's northeast, you will 
see a few vehicles, not more than five or 
ten an hour: a dusty suv, an army jeep, 
two men on a motorbike, an ancient truck 
with a precariously high load of fruits and 
vegetables and a layer of people hitching 
a ride on top. But you won't see the trea
sure they are carrying, for it is too small. It 
will be in little plastic bags in someone's 
pocket, or perhaps, better to be concealed 
from thieves and greedy 

schemes for a piece of what she's got. 
As far back as Congo's history is re

corded, the wealth from this vast natural 
treasure house has flowed almost entirely 
overseas, leaving some of the planet's 
best-endowed land with some of its poor
est people. I have often heard Congolese 
friends say, "We wouldn't have so much 
trouble if we weren't so rich." 

Of all the minerals to be found here, none 
has for so long lit up the eyes of foreigners as 
the yellow metal that has shaped the course 
of conquest on almost every continent. And 
today, with worldwide economic troubles 
and ever-rising demand from electronics 
manufacturing (see page 51) sending its price 
to unimagined heights, a new gold rush is 
in the making in Congo. Some of the rich
est goldfields in all of Africa lie up this dirt 
road, which begins some 350 miles east of 
the turnaround point of Conrad's nightmare 
steamboat trip up the Congo River. The 

journey there, I hope, will 
policemen, sewn into a 
shirt seam or slipped un
der a shoe's insole. In this 
part of the country the 
main source of wealth is 
gold. More than $1 bil
lion worth is mined in 
Congo each year, and a 
good portion of it comes 
down this road. 

I have 
often heard 
Congolese 
frienas say, 

"We wouldn't 
have so much 

trouble if 

be a way of seeing some of 
this country's tragic- for 
there is no other word for 
it- wealth at its point of 
origin, before it vanishes 
into jewelry stores and 
bank vaults and electron
ics plants in Europe and 
China, New Y ark and 
California. 

Gold is only one of a 
half-dozen or more lucra
tive minerals to be found 

we weren't so 
rich." The road begins in war

battered Bunia, capital of 

in Congo, and together they constitute 
what may be the worst case on Earth of 
what has come to be known as the "re
source curse." As inevitably as oil drew the 
United States into Iraq, it is the temptations 
of this wealth- more than ethnic rivalries, 
the legacy of colonialism, or anything else
that has turned Congo into the horrific 
battleground it has been in recent years. A 
country with a lavish array of natural riches 
and a dysfunctional government is like a 
child heiress without a guardian: Everyone 
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the Ituri district. Driving 
up it, through the East African savanna to
ward the rainforest of the interior, is like a 
journey in time. Each bend takes you past 
reminders of the region's long, unhappy 
history and of the successive waves of peo
ple who have sought wealth here, most re
cently in a doz·en years of sporadic, bloody 
fighting that has largely fallen out of the 
headlines yet still continues, particularly in 
two provinces just south oflturi. 

From 1895 onward, Europeans eagerly 
reported traces of gold in Ituri, but only in 

1903 did two Australian prospectors, hired 
by the colonial authorities, examine a riv
erbed near a village called Krilo and con
firm that the find was potentially lucrative. 
Whites promptly mangled the name into 
Kilo, and a few years later the first leg of this 
road was built for bringing in mining equip
ment by oxcart. Congo was then the world's 
only privately owned colony; its shrewd 
and ruthless proprietor, King Leopold II 
of Belgium, had early on in Europe's great 
landgrab secured what he called "a slice of 
this magnificent African cake." Belgium it
self had not been interested in acquiring a 
colony, but for its business-minded king- a 
constitutional monarch with only limited 
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powers at home- that presented an oppor
tunity: He hired the explorer Henry Mor
ton Stanley to stake out boundaries for him 
and then pulled off the lobbying coup of 
the century by persuading the United States 
and most of Europe to recognize this vast 
territory as his personal property. 

The gold diggers the king put to work 
here were different from those mining gold 
at the same time in the Klondike, for they 
arrived in chains. Leopold's entire colonial 
economy was based on forced labor, and 
the system continued after the king, in 
1908, sold his slice of the African cake to 
the Belgian government (which finally saw 
how profitable a colony could be) and it 

became the Belgian Congo. 
By the following year there were 1,400 

African forced laborers at Kilo; within six 
years, as mining sites proliferated in the 
region, the number of people forced to 
work at them reached 7,500, and it would 
expand far more. As it happened, the ar
rival of miners was a boon for white ivory 
traders: They now had a market for the rest 
of the elephant, selling dried meat to the 
mines for their workers. The Belgians requi
sitioned laborers from local chiefS and sup
plied the chains and metal collars or yokes 
in which they were taken off to the mines. 
Chiefs were punished if they failed to pro
vide their quota of men, and were required 

Previous page: One of northeastern Congo's 1o,ooo 
child miners. Above: Dealers in mining towns buy 
diamonds, gold, and whatever else locals can wrest 
from the ground by hand. 

to supply food and building materials from 
their villages as well. The mining industry 
was hungry for labor, not just to dig for 
gold, but to carry supplies, firewood, and 
equipment in weeks-long caravans to the 
mine sites. Of the women I see now in long, 
brightly colored dresses eking out a living 
selling bananas spread on a piece of cloth at 
the roadside, how many, I wonder, are the 
granddaughters or great-granddaughters of 
those who were marched to the mines in 
chains? One eyewitness account from 1914 
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describes mothers nursing babies as they 
carried loads of up to 66 pounds. 

Some Kilo miners were forced to work 
for a decade or more, and released only 
when they supplied sons to take their 
places. Repeated uprisings against the 
forced-labor regime were brutally sup
pressed and thousands of deserters were 
recaptured and put to work again. The 
mines paid bonuses to overseers based on 
the amount of gold mined by the Africans 
under their control, whose workday rose 
to 12 hours during World War I. Disci
pline was enforced by armed mine police 
and by the cbicotte, a whip of sun-dried 
hippopotamus hide with razor-sharp 
edges, whose blows were meticulously 
tabulated: Records from one group of 
northeastern Congo gold camps register 
26,579lashes applied to miners during the 
first half of 1920 alone. Around that year, 
the Belgians realized that the harshness 
of their regime was shrinking the popula
tion so rapidly that they would eventually 
have no labor supply left- you can actu
ally find colonial officials saying this on 
paper. The system then became less severe 
as control of the northeastern gold mines 
passed from the colonial government to 
a private corporation. Gradually, requir
ing Africans to pay taxes (for which they 
had to earn money) replaced outright co-

B L O O D AND T REAS U RE 

ercion as a means of turning subsistence 
farmers into miners or industrial workers. 
Forced labor, however, remained an ele
ment of the economy here, as elsewhere 
in colonial Africa, until the 1940s, and the 
whip lasted even longer. 

Despite having no political rights, the 
Congolese, ironically, enjoyed their high
est standard of living in the decade or so 
before the colony won its independence 
in 1960. Belgians invested heavily in the 
gold mines, and although the profits con
tinued to flow back to Europe, the coloniz
ers came to understand that this industry 
and others would produce more if work
ers were well fed, healthy, and literate. 
Not too literate, mind you: The colony 
had one of the best elementary education 
systems on the continent, but virtually 
no Africans were trained for management 
positions. Schools for whites and blacks 
were segregated, of course, and no black 
schools in the gold mining towns went 
beyond 8th grade. As we drive further 
along the road, past trees with high green 
bunches of papayas, we can see aging 
brick health clinics and primary schools 
built during the late colonial era. 

OTHER BUILDI NGS, abandoned, tell the 
next phase of the story. With strong 
American encouragement, an army officer 

named Joseph Mobutu seized power in 
a military coup in 1965. For 32 years he 
maintained a repressive, disastrous dicta
torship, changing his name to Mobutu Sese 
Seko and his country's to Zaire. Delighted 
to have an anti-communist ally who was 
friendly to American investors and helpful 
in covert military operations, the United 
States enthusiastically supported him, pro
viding more than $1 billion in aid over 
the decades. President George H.W. Bush 
welcomed Mobutu to the White House as 
"one of our most valued friends." Sucking 
his country's economy dry, the dictator 
amassed a personal fortune estimated at 
$4 billion, spending it on assorted palaces, 
a huge yacht, two private ambulances, an 
airport near his Congo birthplace, Con
corde rentals to pick him up there for trips 
to Europe, and elegant villas on the French 
Riviera and in other pleasure spots. 

Plum executive positions like those at the 
Ituri mines Mobutu passed out to members 
of his clan and to political allies, who knew 
little about mining, pocketed profits, and let 
machinery wear out. By the rnid-1970s, gold 
output was declining every year, and by the 
end ofMobutu's reign most industrial gold 
mining had come to a halt. One town we 
pass, formerly a depot for mining vehicles, 
is filled with empty workshops, garages, and 
jumbles of rusted old machinery. We spot 

Steal This Country 
From slavery to coltan, five centuries of fleecing 

1482 Portuguese explorers Mid-18oos Report s f rom w ild rubber. Famine, dis-
arrive at mouth of Congo David Livingstone and ease, displacement ensue; 

19)1 Railway completed 
from Kata nga t hrough 
Angola to At Ia ntic, pa rallel 
to old slave t rade route, 
for faster export of Congo 
copper. Profits mainly go 
to Belgium. 

River, find well-developed other explorers whet Eu-
African kingdom of Kongo. ropean appetite for ivory. 

1520s Sugarcane planta- 'Y 1885 Belgian king Leo-
t ions in Brazi l ignite vast pold II wins recognition 
demand for Af rican slaves. of Congo as his personal 
Over next 350 years more colony. 
t han 12 million people 
w ill betaken from African 1887 Scottish veterinar-

coast near the mouth of ian John Dunlop creates 

t he Congo River. inflatable t ire, launching 
worldw ide rubber boom. 

1526 In letter to Portuguese 
189J·191J Peak of Con go KingJoao Ill, Kongo King 

Afonso I w rites. "Our rubber trade. leopold's pri-

country is being vate army occupies vi i-

completely de- lages, holds women 

populated"by hostage to force 

slave trade. men into the rain-
forest to gather 

uprisings bloodily sup-
pressed. Congo's popula-
t ion drops from 20 million 
to1o million in 40years. 

.... 1895 First reported 
find of Congo gold, 
in lturi. 

1907 Diamonds 
discovered in 
Kasa i province. 
Today Congo 
produces 17% of 
world's uncut diamonds. 

1911 Brit ish soap tycoon 
Will iam lever visits to in-
spect his new holdings of 
palm groves. 

.,. 1945 Hiroshima and Na
gasaki bombs built w it h 
Congolese uranium. 

196oAfter months 
of violent protests, 
Belgium grants 
Congo inde-

pendence. Pat rice 
Lumumba becomes 

prime minister, advo
cates African ownership 
of African resources. 

1961 Lumumba killed, w ith 
Belgian help, after CIA as
sassination attempt fails. 

1965Joseph Mobut u. 
a 35-year-old army of 
ficer, seizes power in CIA

approved coup, rut hlessly 
crushes all opposit ion. 

1966 Mobut u nationalizes 
mining, goes on to em
bezzle bi ll ions from trade 
in copper, cobalt , diamond, 
and coffee industries. 
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the gray concrete bottom of what was once 
an Olympic-size swimming pool. The lad
der into the pool and the iron framework 
of t\vo high-dive platforms are still there. 
Some old men sitting in the shade tell us 
that this was a club for European skilled 
workers and company officials. The whites 
all left soon after independence, they say; 
the pool closed some years later. 

Since Mobutu's overthrow and death 
in 1997, Congo has been in the grips of a 
fiendishly complex and brutal war whose 
exact toll no one knows. It may well be in 
the millions if you count those who died 
because fleeing their homes or living in 
packed, disease-ridden refugee camps cut 
them off from adequate food and medi
cal care. Women and girls by at least the 
tens of thousands have been gang-raped 
by government soldiers and rebel militias, 
who have found this a chillingly effective 
method of terrorizing the civilian popula
tion of areas they occupy. 

This has not been a civil war driven by 
ideology, but rather a multisided free-for
all driven by plunder. No fewer than two 
dozen armed groups signed the most recent 
of several shaky peace deals, for example. 
Among the warring parties have been the 
ineffectual national government, an array 
of feuding local ethnic warlords, and near
by African countries hungering for a share 

of Congo's great natural wealth. Here in 
Ituri, most of the combat has been between 
two shifting coalitions of militias, each of 
them intermittently supported by neigh
boring Rwanda or Uganda. Both countries 
have eagerly eyed Con-

When rival warlords and their Ugandan 
and Rwandan backers battled for control 
of the area, each side occupied it. "They 
always liked these buildings high on a hill, 
especially if the Belgians once had them," 

go's gold- and its wealth 
of other metals necessary 
to make everything from 
computers to cell phones, 
including tin ore, coltan, 
and tungsten. 

Where do the 
profits go? 
Anglo Gold 
Ash anti's 

largest 
shareholder 

lives on the 
Upper East 

Side and 
summers in the 
Hamptons. 

explains my traveling 
companion, Anneke Van 
Woudenberg. She is a 
longtime Congo special
ist for Human Rights 
Watch and has written a 
report on exploitation by 
the mining industry in 
this region, The Curse of 
Gold, well known here in 
its French translation. 

Today the Congolese 
army has taken over the 
villa as its local headquar
ters, and several dark
green military trucks are 

Today, with some help 
from a United Nations 
peacekeeping force, the 
northeastern goldfields 
are back under the Con
golese national govern
ment's military control, 
but the evidence of fight
ing is everywhere you 
look. We pass the town 
of Bambu, once the administrative center 
for the network ofBelgian mines in the re
gion. A guidebook from some 60 years ago 
recommends the company-run hotel- now 
long defunct- to the white visitor. Palm 
trees shade the d irt streets; the firs that line 
one were obviously imported from Europe. 
A spacious white plaster and brick villa on 
a hilltop above town was once the home 
of the mines' Belgian managing director. 

parked outside. Like the 
rebel warlords before them, many army of· 
ficers have profited from gold, sometimes 
by directly controlling mines and forcing 
soldiers or villagers to work in them, and 
sometimes by brazenly insisting that any
one who wants to mine gold nearby has 
to buy permits from the army. The desir
ability of senior army posts is determined 
not by how many troops you command, 
but by which mining areas the position 

1999 About 100 Congolese 
miners die when gold 
mine run by Ugandan 
military caves in. 

1999 Six countries involved 
in war sign peace ac-

2000 Kabila grants timber 
rights on 15% of Congo's 
land area to joint venture 
that includes high Zimba
bwean officials and army 
officers. 

2003 Amnesty Interna
t ional a I so targets Rwa n
da, saying that plunder of 
Congo's coltan and other 
minerals was a "ca refully 
managed military opera
t ion." 

1971 Mobutu changes na
tion's name to Zaire and 
his own to Mobutu Sese 
Seko Nkuku Ngbendu wa 
Za Banga-"the a 11-power
ful warrior who. because of 
his end urance and inflex
ible wil l to win. goes from 
conquest to conquest, 
leavingfirein his wake." 

1974 Muhammad Alire
ga ins heavyweight crown 
by defeating George Fore
man in "Rumble in the 
Jungle" in Kinshasa. 

1997 Mobutu overthrown, 
dies in exile following year. 
Country renamed Demo
cratic Republic of Congo. 

cord in Zambia; 
UN peacekeep
ers deployed. 
Fighting for 
control of 
mining sites 
continues. 
Hundreds of 
thousands of civil-

sassinated, suc
ceeded by his 
son Joseph. 

2002 Second 
peace accord 

signed in South 
African I uxury re-

2oo6 UN helps arrange 
fi rst free elections since 
1960. Joseph Kabila wins 
presidency, incorporates 
former rebel warlords into 
army and administration 
as price of shaky peace. 

..& 1977 Commodore 
begins selling personal 
computers: demand accel
erates for minerals used in 
electronics, including gold, 
coltan (colombite-tanta
lite). and cassiterite (t in 
ore). all of which Congo 
produces in abundance. 

1998 Rwanda and Uganda 
invade, try to overthrow 
Mobutu successor Laurent 
Kabila. Zimbabwe, Namibia, 

ia ns forced to flee. 

Angola, Chad, Sudan also -. 2000 Coltan, in demand 
get involved, supporting for cell phone manufactur-
Kabila and seizing ing, sells at $380 a pound. 
miningconces- 0 Demandfortung-
sions. Armed sten used to make 
rebel groups pro- phones vibrate (and 
l1ferate, also cap- lightbulbs glow), 
ture mine sites. also surges. 

sort Sun City. Rebel war
lords continue to fight. 

2002 UN panel of experts 
estimates Rwanda has re
moved $320 million worth 
of minerals from eastern 
Congo during wa r. 

2007 Congo hit with Ebola 
outbreak . 

2007 China signs long
term dea l investing $g bil
lion in Congo in exchange 
for minera ls worth some 
$50 bill ion, mainly copper 
and cobalt. 
- Jessica Calefati 
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controls. In half a dozen larger Congolese 
cities, you can find luxurious houses, sur
rounded by high walls and security guards, 
owned by generals whose nominal pay is 
less than $100 a month. 

T H E BIG MINES may be closed, but that 
does not mean mining in Ituri has stopped. 
Along the side of the road walk men in gum 
boots and sweaty T-shirts, balancing heavy 
sacks of rocks on their heads. They will put 
the rocks in a metal bucket and pound them 
into dust with an iron bar. Then they will 
combine the dust with water and mercury
which attracts the specks of gold-and, try
ing not to breathe the toxic fumes, will heat 
the gold-mercury mix in a pot over an open 
wood fire to evaporate the mercury. 

At one point our car is suddenly waved 
to a stop by nvo sentries at a checkpoint. 
"Du the! Un sued!' (some tea, something 
sweet- slang for bribes) they say through 
the car window, each rubbing thumb and 
forefinger together. Van W oudenberg, un-

BLOOD AND T REASURE 

daunted, gets out to deal with them and 
a superior, with a brimmed military cap 
and red braid, who emerges sternly from a 
little guardhouse. Anywhere you travel in 
Congo, uniformed men demand money; 
soldiers and police are paid little to begin 
with, and much of that vanishes into the 
pockets of higher-ups before it ever reaches 
them. But this time a curious thing hap
pens. When the chief of this little extor
tion post examines Van Woudenberg's 
passport, he looks up and says, "You're the 
woman who wrote The Curse of Gold! I've 
read it three times!" He sends us on our 
way with a smile. There is something mov
ing about this : a petty thief applauding 
someone who has exposed grand theft. 

Some three h ours up the road, we reach 
the town of Mongbwalu, which sits next 
to a gold deposit so coveted that the town 
changed hands five times in the battling 
between rival ethnic militias in the last 
decade, leaving some 2,000 people in the 
vicinity dead during one seven-month 

The Blood Diamonds Myth 
Why boycotting "conflict minerals" won't help Congo 

IN THE 1960s, many Americans boycotted 

California table grapes to help fa rmworkers 
unionize; in t he '7os and '8os, we boycot
te d South Africa to he lp the anti-apartheid 
movement . In the late 1990s t here was the 
push to ban "conflict diamonds," which led 
to the 2002 agreement, now signed by some 
75 countries, to boycott diamonds produced 
by a rmed rebel groups in Africa and else
whe re. Shouldn't we help war-torn Congo by 
boycotting "conflict minerals"? 

Unfortunately, it 's not clear t hat a boycott 
would do much more than put t ens of thou
sands of miserably paid miners out of work. 
Take t he rather toothless conflict diamonds 
accord (which came about only because the 
internatio nal diamond cartel saw "blood di
amonds" undercutting its inflated prices): It 
already applies to Congo, but makes no prac
tical difference since the country's d iamonds, 
like t he overwhelming majority of its other 
exports, don't come from a reas currently at 
war. And even when there is a direct connec
tion between war and mining (as w ith t he 
minera ls sold by the Forces Democrat iq ues 
de Liberat ion du Rwanda, the genocidaires 
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who have ta ken refuge in Congo), t hose ex

ports are vexingly difficult to t race. You can 
quickly t ell where a n imported aut omobile 
was manufactured, but even the best la bo
ratory tests ca nnot easily prove where an 
ounce of gold comes from. Congo's lengthy 
borders are impossible to police, and certifi
cates of origin are easily forged. 

The real problem is not conflict minerals, 
but the fact tha t Congo's long-suffe ri ng 
people reap only a tiny share of their coun
t ry's vast wea lth. Yet a n a lternate example 
is only a few hundred mi les away from 
Congo's southe rn border: Diamond-rich 
Botswana has used its mines, which are par
tially owned by the state, to fund infrastruc
t ure, education, and hea lth ca re, as well as 
set aside a rainy-day fund of nea rly $7 bil
lion. A recent joint venture between the gov
ernment and t he diamond giant De Beers is 
eve n bringing in some of t he cutting and 
polish ing work t hat used to be done in 
london, gene rating thousands of jobs. But 
Botswana has somet hing esse ntial Congo 
does not: a gove rnme nt known for being 
both functional and honest. -A. H. 

period. Warlords wanted the gold to buy 
weapons- often from the corrupt national 
army that supposedly was trying to sup
press them. The old refinery here is now 
a rusted skeleton, destroyed by fighting in 
2002. Some eerie video footage taken here 
that year provides a microcosm of the en
tire war. Civilians are seen fleeing, carrying 
rolled-up mattresses on their heads. Mean
while, officers in berets, boots, and camou
flage fatigues from the militia group Union 
des Patriotes Congolais, which had taken 
the town a few days before, are carefully 
examining still-intact refining machinery, 
a crushing mill, and football-size chunks 
of gold ore. A Ugandan TV correspondent, 
doubtless at the request of the militiamen 
who've invited him along, goes on camera 
to urge "foreign investors" to help get the 
mines working again. The warring mili tias 
assumed that multinational corporations 
would have few scruples about dealing with 
warlords if the stakes were h igh enough. 
They turned out to be right. 

We spend the night under mosquito 
nets at the town's Catholic mission, where 
a priest was tortured and murdered dur
ing the war. The colonial-era guidebook 
describes Mongbwalu as having "hospitals 
for Europeans and natives," but today the 
grandest relic of those times is a spacious ca
thedral, built by the Belgians in the 1930s, 
with arched windows and a dark-stained 
wood ceiling within which other priests hid 
during the last round of massacres. From 
the cathedral's front steps is a lovely view of 
green hills that are the western edge of the 
great equatorial rainforest. 

Above the altar hangs another glimpse 
into the colonial past: a huge, mural-like 
painting. Madonna and child float on a 
golden cloud; on the ground below, offering 
flowers in adoration, are nine or ten African 
adults and children, several carrying a flag 
emblazoned with the name of the old Bel
gian mining company. In a bottom comer, a 
frightened-looking witch doctor, with feath
er headdress and necldace of shells, is fleeing 
the scene, vanquished by the combination 
of corporate power and the Virgin Mary. 

ALTHOUGH corporate mining has reaped 
billions from Ituri over the decades, during 
the war it was largely on hold. Multination
al corporations prefer a government weak 
enough not to tax and regulate heavily but 
strong enough to guarantee order. Today 
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Previous page, clockwise from top left: A miner in 
Mongbwalu; men panning for gold by hand; a former 

miner now suffering from tuberculosis; bringing up 
ore from a hand-dug tunnel. This page: Refugees flee a 

warlord's attack on lturi in 2003. Fighting in this West 
Virginia-size district, most of it driven by competition 

to control the goldfields, displaced more than half a 
million people and killed more than 6o,ooo. 

the fighting in the goldfields area has sub
sided, the price of gold is soaring, and the 
conveniently weak Congolese government 
is back in control. Industrial mining is 
about to begin again, big-time. 

Just as Australian prospectors set off the 
first scramble for Ituri gold a century ago, 
an Australian is chief prospector in Mong
bwalu today. Geologist Adrian Woolford, 
who is 30 "and getting older by the min
ute," is exploration manager for a subsid
iary of Soutl1 Africa-based AngloGold 
Ashanti, the world's third-largest gold min
ing company. Tall, thin, bearded, in khaki 
shorts and khaki shirt with the sleeves 
rolled up, Woolford draws the good pay 
necessary to lure highly trained specialists 
to this remote spot. He gets two weeks off 
for every six he works. On his last two-week 

break, he vacationed in Cambodia; on the 
next he will go to Brazil. Several hundred 
yards away people are living in dirt-floored 
huts lit by candles or kerosene lanterns, 
but in the mining company's hilltop com
pound we are in a little Western island of 
flush toilets and working electricity. On his 
computer monitor Woolford shows us a 
three-dimensional image, which he can ro
tate so we can see it from any side or from 
above or below, of what's underground at 
Mongbwalu. Bodies of gold ore in brilliant 
red and yellow are separated by thin green 
lines of other rock. The image also shows 
some of the more than 500 sampling holes 
that have been sunk in the ground with 
diamond-bit drills, some of them extend
ing nearly 2,000 feet down. 

The drilling has confirmed a treasure 
trove. Beneath less than one square kilo
meter of ground, next to the hill we're on, 
Woolford says, are more than 2.5 million 
ounces of gold, worth about $3 billion at 
current prices. And it is found at the rate 
of about three grams per ton of rock- an 
extraordinarily high batting average for a 
deposit this big- all of it within an easy 

800 feet of the surface. 
The company has about 250 employees 

on this site. Mostly they work inside the 
compound, tightly protected by guards 
who include Nepalese Gurkha veterans of 
the British army. (These are provided by 
a subsidiary of ArmorGroup, the security 
firm whose guards at the US Embassy in 
Afghanistan were at the center of a hazing 
scandal disclosed last September.) The com
pound's gates, floodlights, and high razor
wire fence prompt Joel Bisubu, a Congolese 
human rights activist traveling with us, to 
call it "Guantanamo." 

AngloGold Ashanti recently finalized a 
series of agreements with the government 
under which it will begin mining here and 
at another major site in the northeast. At 
Mongbwalu, it will have an 86 percent 
share of the operation; the near-bankrupt 
former state mining company, now being 
privatized, will have the remainder. Four 
other multinationals- based in London, 
Canada, and South Africa- have likewise 
concluded closed-door agreements over 
mining rights. No one will ever know what 
Congolese government officials may have 
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reaped from these deals in the way of qui
etly promised jobs, favors, or money under 
the table, in a country where such rewards 
are routine. Representatives oflocal com
munities, meanwhile, found it hard to get 
a seat at the negotiating table. 

Seldom, in fact, do local communities 
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gain much from such agreements; that is 
part of the resource curse. This pattern is all 
the stronger in a place where the national 
government has as fragmentary a hold as it 
does here. A failed state fails its people in 
many ways, and one of them is that, in a 
world of powerful corporate players, a weak 

In Mongbwalu, family members wash 
and bury eight-month-old Sakura Lisi, 
daughter of a gold miner, who died of 
malaria. Congo has virtually no public 
health system, and AngloGold Ashanti, 
a multinational company spending 
millions prospecting for gold In t he 
desperately poor community, has 
largely ignored pleas for help. 

and corrupt government has no 
bargaining power. For industri
al mining that could create new 
skilled jobs, Congo desperately 
needs the expertise and invest
ment capital that, for better or 
worse, only a multinational 
can offer. But a company like 
AngloGold Ashanti, with more 
than 60,000 employees at work 
on four continents, can easily 
invest elsewhere if the terms in 
Congo are not to its liking. 

The company would not 
score high in any social respon
sibility sweepstakes. During the 
war years, lucrative mining con
cessions changed hands many 
times between companies eager 
for future profits and warlords 
happy to sign contracts. De
spite a United Nations embargo 
on dealings with rebel groups, 
AngloGold Ashanti made pay
ments to the warlord who con
trolled Mongbwalu some six 
years ago, also providing him 
and his entourage rides in com
pany planes and vehicles, and a 
house on its concession. While 
spending millions of dollars 
prospecting, it has made only 
small contributions to a lo
cal hospital, schools, a soccer 
tournament, and the like, keep
ing at arm's length a coalition 
of local groups and churches 
lobbying for this desperately 
poor community. "Of every
thing we've put in our list of 
demands and grievances," says 
Richard Magabusini, an elect

ed chief who is a member of the coalition, 
"nothing has been done. They keep saying, 
'We're just prospecting. We'll look at all 
this later.'" AngloGold Ashanti prefers to 
deal instead with a collection of more pli
able community representatives it has as
sembled, rather like a company union. 
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Another point of tension with people 
here is whether the company will dig a large 
open-pit mine or sink shafts to tunnel un
derground. For gold deposits nearer the sur
face, the company almost certainly will do 
the first, which is far cheaper; people who 
live here want it to do the second, for open
pit mining strips away fertile topsoil, leaves 
a huge gouge in the landscape, and can 
pollute rivers and streams. Here, it would 
also require moving an entire village. "We 
have our ancestral secrets in our communi
ties that must not be disturbed," says Chief 
Magabusini. "We are categorically demand
ing that they not move people." 

As the company takes its slice of the Af· 
rican cake, only a tiny percentage of the 
proceeds from those 2.5 million ounces of 
gold is likely to stay in Congo- and even 
then, much of what does will probably leak 
into high officials' private bank accounts. 
AngloGold Ashanti mined more than $1.5 

BL O OD AND T RE ASU R E 

billion worth of gold in neighboring Tan
zania between 2000 and 2007, but only 9 
percent of that money has remained in the 
country as taxes or royalties. Where do the 
profits go instead? A good chunk comes 
to the United States, for even though the 
company is based in South Mrica, its larg
est single shareholder- hedge fund billion
aire John Paulson- lives on the Upper East 
Side and summers in the Hamptons. He 
owns 12 percent of the company, and a 
number of other Americans have shares. 

THE BIG MONEY in gold mining comes to 
those who can afford to dig massive mines 
and build refineries to process the ore. But 
those who cannot, an estimated 70,000 to 
100,000 people in Congo's northeast-in
cluding some 10,000 children- dig for gold 
literally by hand, much the way men did 
in California in 1849. Sometimes, risking 
great danger in the hope of richer ore, these 

freelance miners slip into abandoned, partly 
flooded underground mines with rotted roof 
supports and hack out new tunnels. Health 
and safety regulations are in long-forgotten 
law books only, and no one even records the 
number of miners maimed or killed each 
year. Many of them will be thrown out of 
work as industrial mining starts up again. 

Even at 8:30 on a Sunday night, the dirt 
streets of Mongbwalu, bordered by open 
sewage ditches with small plank bridges 
across them, are filled with rubber-booted 
miners and lined with people and business
es wanting a share of whatever pittance they 
have earned: gaudily dressed prostitutes, ca
fes, a bar with a picture of Jesus on the wall, 
and dozens of shops that buy gold and sell 
miners what they need- a raindrop-size sil
very globule of mercury in a plastic baggie 
goes for the equivalent of75 cents. 

We enter one shop, which a sign pro
claims as La Grace a Dieu- Chez Johnny. 

Breaking the Curse Four ways to help Congo escape the cycle of plunder 

CONGO'S TROUBLES ARE LEGION, and there is no clear, easy-to-define waytofix t hem; even w ith every possible lucky break, it will ta ke decades 

for the country to emerge from the wreckage of war and for the Congolese to start benefiting f rom their country's vast natural w ealth. Never

theless, there are things Americans could do to help. -A.H. 

1 
Get pushy. Aid from the US and Western Europe keeps the Kinshasa government from going bankrupt. We ask for too litt le in ret urn. The 

European Union, for instance, has some 55 active or retired m ilitary officers attached to the Congolese national army, to make sure- in 

those unit s they are able to monitor-that commanders don't help themselves to their soldiers' pay. But no one is even attempting the 

equivalent in civilian ministries dependent on aid money. Nor are any donor countries demanding t hat the army rid itself of the notorious thugs 

who are responsible for an epidemic of mass rapes-one high commander has even been indicted for war crimes by the International Criminal 

Court. Why such t imidity? 

2 Send more blue helmets. The UN force in Congo has not been without its problems, among them cases where officers have succumbed 

to t he lure of mining riches. But I did not meet a single Congolese who would not like to expand that force, which has offered at least 

some protection f rom warlord m ilitias and marauding Congolese army soldiers. The number of UN troops is tiny for such a vast country, 

and they lack everything f rom interpreters to intelligence units that could tell t hem where someone is planning the next massacre. Particularly 

needed, to challenge t he climate of impunity for mass rape: more female peacekeepers. 

3 Support the most effective NGos. ln a count ry where government accomplishes little, nongovernmental organizations do indispensable 

work. Look, especially, for those t hat partner with Congolese groups. Women for Women International, V-Day, Human Rights Watch, 

Doctors Without Borders, and numerous fait h-based agencies, for example, have helped survivors of rape and have lobbied to highlight 

mass rape as a war crime. The HEAL Africa hospital in Goma has a legal cl inic sponsored by t he American Bar Association to help people brutalized 

by the army; in its first year and a half it sent 325 cases to court and won 20 convict ions. 

4 
No more blank checks for Rwanda and Uganda. Eager for stable allies in this part of Africa, both t he Clinton and George W. Bush adminis

trations enthusiastically embraced these two reg imes and showered t hem wit h aid. The Rwandan government has been especially skillful 

in playing on American guilt over failing to intervene during the 1994 genocide. Yet its PR-sawy strongman, President Paul Kagame, has 

been more responsible t han anyone for orchestrating Congo's war. Rwanda's claim that it s troops were pursuing genocidaires was partly t rue 

at t he beginning, but is by now mostly a cover story. A succession of UN reports (which prompted Sweden and t he Net herlands to cut off aid to 

Rwanda) have documented how both regimes have used t roops, weapons, and deals with warlords and unscrupulous multinationals to extract 

hundreds of mill ions of dollars' worth of Congo minerals-all of it w ith seldom a complaint from Washington. 
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A big man in his late 30s chewing a tooth
pick, Johnny sits behind the dimly lit 
counter dealing with a procession of men 
coming in to sell gold. On a handheld scale 
he can weigh gold flakes, the occasional 
tiny nugget, and amalgame, the gold dust 
separated by mercury from crushed rocks 
that is 80 to 90 percent pure. From here the 
gold will quietly find its way across Con
go's porous border with Uganda, on to re
fining in Dubai, and into the voracious 
world market. More than 97 percent of 
Congo's gold leaves the country without 
ever being taxed, according to one recent 
estimate by the Ministry of Mines. 

The weights Johnny uses to measure 

B L OOD AND T RE ASU R E 

gold are kitcheles- penny-size coins that date 
from 40 or 50 years ago, when Congo still 
used coins. Now, after decades of headlong 
inflation, only bills are in circulation. Each 
seller is paid with a big brick of them, since 
even the very largest bill is worth less than 
$1. The person Johnny is buying from when 
we come in, a stocky, silent man of perhaps 
40 who doesn't want to say where his gold 
came from, looks too old to have mined 
the metal himself, Van Woudenberg and 
Bisubu think; he's probably a middleman 
who spent the day buying from miners. He 
walks off with a wad of bills about three 
inches thick, worth some $60. 

Most of the men who sell gold to Johnny 

spend some of their earnings in his store, 
buying soft drinks, rice, biscuits, toilet pa
per, sardines, flour, or lanterns, all arrayed 
on shelves behind him. He also sells min
ing supplies, of which the most important, 
for the equivalent of $5 apiece, are shovel 
blades- you cut your own handle in the 
rainforest. A blade lasts two months, less if 
you're digging in rocky soil. But, as always 
seems to be the case in Congo, the shop's 
profits are going elsewhere, for this is not 
Johnny's own business, he explains; its pa
tron, or owner, is in Butembo, many hours 

Gold miners in Mongbwalu pound rocks to dust in 
metal buckets; nearby, a South Africa-based company 
is gearing up for mining on a much grander scale. 
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away. He calls Johnny every morning on his 
cell phone- there are no landlines here- to 
tell him the price to pay for gold that day. 

THE NEXT MORNING we jounce and bump 
a half-hour farther into the hills, past the 
village of round thatched huts that will van
ish if AngloGold Ashanti digs its open-pit 
mine, to the small town of Pili-Pili. From 
its one sweltering, sunbaked street we de
scend another half-hour, on foot now, 
steeply downward into a valley, past flame 
trees with red blossoms, butterflies flitting 
about blue flowers, and grass that reaches 
higher than our heads. On a patch ofland 
most of the way down is a camp where hun-

dreds of miners live, divided into teams of 
up to 15 men, in huts whose walls are red
dish mud packed around interwoven sticks. 
The overhanging roofs are grass thatch; 
sometimes a blue plastic sheet with a UNI

CEF emblem- from aid supplies to refugee 
camps- is thrown on top for additional 
rainproofing. AU food, drinking water, and 
mining tools are carried in. On the walls 
of the camp chilef's dirt-

danger of the tunnel collapsing, for they be
lieve the dirt farther back has a higher con
centration of gold. A man-high mound of 
red dirt from all their digging is piled up 
next to the stream that runs along the valley 
bottom, and now two of the men turn to 
another task: one tossing shovel-loads of 
dirt and the other pouring pans of stream 
water into the upper end of a homemade 

chute of boards. Mud 
floored hut are two large 
Inauguration Day posters 
ofBarack Obama. 

It's only about 10 in the 
morning, but the tropical 
sun is already broiling. 
Farther down the trail we 
stop to talk to a young 
miner with a gentle smile 
and intelligent eyes, walk
ing back uphill to Pili-Pili. 
His name is Alex, and he 
is 22 . He says he had to 
drop out of high school 
two years ago for lack 
of money, and has been 
mining ever since. "There 

Local miners 
go into debt 

to buy a 
shovel, pay 

bribes to army 
commanders 

and site 
bosses, and do 

backbreaking 
labor-all for 
the chance to 
earn $1 a day. 

flows down the chute, 
across a patch of woolen 
blanket crossed by leafy 
twigs, which slow down 
the flow and give the 
heavier gold a chance to 
sink to the blanket, where 
the specks will stick and 
can be carefully removed. 

A majority of these 
men, they tell us, with 
smiles and laughs as we 
ask each in tum, are for
mer militia fighters from 
rival groups. But now this 
past seems forgotten as 

is no work in Congo. We suffer a lot." He 
and the friend who is with him, he ex
plains, are cascadeurs- a word that normally, 
as French film buffs know, means movie 
stuntman, but here it means someone 
working odd comers, who does not belong 
to one of the teams. Alex shows us a small 
plastic bag of sand, with tiny flecks of gold 
in it, which, he estimates, the two of them 
can sell in Pili-Pili for the equivalent of $1. 
That's their usual take for an entire day, and 
they are delighted to have found this much 
so early. They bid us a warm goodbye and 
continue up the trail. 

The bottom of the valley and the side of 
the opposite slope are dotted with clusters 
of men in their teens and 20s. Miners usu
ally have to buy their places on these 15-
man teams, often going into debt to do so. 
We talk to one group, whose members say 
they started work by lantern light at 3 a.m., 
to get as much as possible done before the 
midday heat. Shovels are their only visible 
hand tools, and with them they have gouged 
an indentation perhaps 20 feet wide and 20 
deep out of the side of the hill. At the bot
tom of it, they've also dug a tunnel about 3 
feet high, with just enough room to enter on 
hands and knees, extending 12 or 15 feet 
into the earth, as far as you can go without 

they all focus on finding 
enough gold to survive. They say that on 
an average day the team finds $30 to $50 
worth to divide 15 ways. Off the top, 30 
percent (plus a hefty initial fee before the 
team could even start working here) has to 
be given to the patron who has the mining 
rights to this site, plus gold miners face a 
bewildering variety of other fees, the larg
est of which is about $3 per week per miner 
in payoffs to the army or police, as protec
tion against harassment. What's left, for 
the average Ituri miner and his family, is 
roughly $40 to $60 a month. 

Finally we head up the trail again, want
ing to climb back to Pili-Pili before the sun 
reaches its zenith. A miner coming down 
who passes us wears aT-shirt that has found 
its way here from somewhere; across the 
chest is printed STAYfRUEDREAMTRUE. Passing 
back through the miners' camp, we stop to 
chat for a moment about how hard the work 
looks and how meager the rewards. One 
man says simply, "We're on automatic." 

Back in Pili-Pili, on the street we run into 
Alex and his friend, the cascadeurs. They've 
sold their dollar's worth of gold from this 
morning, he says, and with it bought a 
breakfast of green beans. Now they're about 
to head back down to the valley again to try 
to find enough gold to buy dinner. • 
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Dr. Clooney, I Presume? 
The celebrity recolonization of Africa BY nAvE GILs o N 

OVERSIZE SHADES have replaced pith helmets, but the new scramble 
for Africa has its share of adventurers, would-be saviors, and even turf 
battles. As Madonna's publicist explains, "She's focusing on Malawi. 
South Africa is Oprah's territory." More claims to the continent: 

Big Men 
The major powers of African 
celebrity activism 

Bono 
GOOD JOB: Made 
international debt 
relief look cool 
GOOD GRIEF: 

Made Jesse Helms 
look cool 

Bill Gates 
GOOD JOB: Giving 
bill ions to fight 
viruses like malaria 
and HIV 

GOOD GRIEF: Made 
those billions with 
virus-prone 
operating systems 

Bill Clinton 
GOOD JOB: Got huge 
price cuts for 
antiretrovirals and 
antimalarials 
GOOD GRIEF: Ignored 
the 1994 Rwandan 
genocide 

Ego Trips 
What can Africa do for you? 

"My life changed, really, there." 
-Bono 

"Totally changed my life." 
-Alicia Keys 

"It's changed my life." 
-Country singer Michelle Wright 

"This trip has changed my life." 
- NFL player Reggie Bush 

"One ofthose things which will 
sort of change your life." 
-American Idol's Simon Cowell 

" It truly was a life-changing 
experience." 
-The OC's Mischa Barton 

"It was truly a life-changing 
adventure!" 
-Disney teen star Selena Gomez 
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KEY 
WHAT THEY DID THERE .......................................................... 

.. !?.?.~.~.~~.~~~~~~!~~.~.~~P..+. ..... -..... .. 

.. ~.~.i.l.~(.~~~~.i!~ .~. ~~~?.~!.~ ....... -..... .. 

.. ~!.~:.!~.~.~.~~~~.i~tf. ....................... . 
Sang a song about it fl 

··'M·~·:i~·~·fi·1~·&i······· ··· .................... . 
Wrote a book about it Ol 

::~?.~:~:~~Y.~!:~:i~~~:~:::::::::::::::::: ::::: 
.. ~.~~-~.~-~~~.~ -~~·i·l·~·-*- ...................... .. 

Kanye West ~ fl 
Salma Hayek+ 
Angelina Jolie +OJ 
Raekwon 1i 

Michael Jackson (R.I.P.) + 0 
Lucy Liu + 

"In Ghana I'm an 
honorary king. 
They gave me my 

own island!" 
-Isaac Hayes (a.k.a. Nene 

Jay-z+~e 
Naomi Campbell + 
Forest Whitaker -1-- t) 
Danny G lover~ 0 

D-r,10cR:•T l Rfr'Ull I ( 

or TH[ ,oro._o 

Angelina Jolie + 
Ben Affleck+ 

Jessica Lange -1--

Princess Diana (R.I.P.) + 

Alyssa Milano + 

Oprah+~ 
Richard Branson +~ 
Will Smith~ 
Paris Hilton+ 

so Cent+ 
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SUDAN/DARFUR 

Don Cheadle 1--$ Iii W 
George Clooney 1-- $Iii 
Brad Pitt $ 

Angelina Jolie 1--
Mia Farrow 1--lii 
Dave Eggers 1-- f OJ 

"They were in awe of the 
blond hair. It's so cute 
because they look at you 

like they are just trying to 
figure you out." 

-'Jessica Simpson 

Bob Geldof (fi rst dibs) 

-+- $ fllii OJ 
Brangelina + f 6 
M ary-l ouise Parker + 6 
Matt Damon + $ 

~ ,~ j \fi·'l~~ 
RWANDA 

Don Cheadle -+

Scarlet t Johansson + 

Paris Hilton -+
(promised, never went) 

Matt Damon & Ben Affleck -+

John legend 1-- f 

PHOTO CRED ITS, PAGE 95 

1984: "Do They Know 
It's Christmas?" funds 
Ethiopian famine relief. 

198s: usA for Africa's 
"We Are the World." 

198s: Bob Geldof 
organizes live Aid; 
Bono visits Ethiopia. 

1992: M ichael Jackson 
crowned "Prince 
Amalaman Anoh" in 
Ivory Coast. 

:zoo:z: Bono and Bill 
Gates call for "Marshall 
Plan for Africa." 

:zoos: Angelina Jolie 
adopts an Ethiopian girl. 

:zoos: live 8 concerts. 
Some performers get 
$12,ooo gift bags. 

:zoo6: "I Am African" 
ads feature Gwyneth 
Paltrow and Uv Tyler. 

:zoo6: Jay-Z goes to 
Nigeria; named "King 
of Entertainment." 

:zoo6: Oprah helps 
launch Bono's Product 
(RED) anti-AIDS brand. 

:zoo6: Madonna gets 
custody of a boy from 
Malawi; adopts a girl 
in 2009. 

:zoo7: Girls at Oprah's 
South Af rican school 
get pillowcases 
embroidered with O's. 

:zoo7: Simon Cowell 
and Ryan Seacrest vis it 
Kenyan slums for "Idol 
Gives Back." 

:zoo7: Don Cheadle, 
George Clooney, Brad 
Pitt, and Matt Damon 
found Darfur group 
Not on Our Watch. 

2007: Bono edits Vanity 
Fails Africa issue. 

2008: Bono calls for 
United States of Africa. 

:zoo9: Viral video 
sensation: Salma 
Hayek breastfeeding a 
Sierra leonean baby. 

2009: Ashton Kutcher 
donates 1o,ooo 
mosquito nets in bid for 
1 mill ion Twitter fans. 

2009: Rev. Jesse 
Jackson inherit s 
M ichael Jackson's 
pri neely title. 
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Gestational dormitories. Routine C-sections. 
Quintuple embryo implants. Brave New World? 

Nope, SUrrogacy tOUriSm. BY SCOTT CARNEY ILLUSTRATION BY TOMER HANUKA 

PROM ITS POCKMARKED EXTERIOR WALLS and stark interior, you'd never 

guess that the pink three-story building tucked in a narrow alley a few blocks 

from the train station in the fast-growing city of Anand houses India's most 

successful surrogate childbirth business. But this is the place they raved about 

on Oprah. Nowadays, thanks to the endorsement of daytime TV's leading 

lady, the Akanksha Infertility Clinic fertilizes eggs, implants and incubates 

embryos, and finally delivers contract babies at a rate of nearly one a week. 

Doctor Nayna Patel, Akanksha's founder, has just finished washing up after deliv
ering twins by cesarean section. A team of nurses ushers me into her office from an 
adjoining one where I've had a chance to peruse a stack of press clippings lauding 
her accomplishments and contributions to international fertility. For the last three 
to four years, Patel has been the subject of dozens of gushing articles in addition to 
that game-changing 2007 Oprah segment, which all but heralded Patel as a savior of 
childless middle-class couples and helped open the floodgates for the outsourcing 
of American pregnancies. Patel took the publicity to the bank- autographed photos 
of Ms. Winfrey are displayed prominently throughout the clinic, which claims a 
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waiting list hundreds deep and receives at 
least a dozen new inquiries from potential 
surrogacy customers each week. 

The doctor, clad in a bright red-and
orange sari, sits at a large desk that covers 
about a third of the room. Heavy diamond 
jewelry dangles from her neck, ears, and 
wrists. Her wide grin projects a mixture of 
politeness and caution as she beckons me 
to sit in a rolling office chair. I showed up 
here without an appointment, fearing Pa
tel would refuse to see me if I phoned in 
advance: Despite all the laudatory press, 
in the weeks prior to my visit a spate of 
critical articles had appeared, focusing on 
the clinic's controversial practice of clois
tering its hired surrogate mothers in dor
mitories. Among the claims: Akanksha is 
little more than a baby factory. "The world 
will point a finger at me," Patel responds 
when I ask about the criticism. "She will 
point, he will point. I don't have to keep 
answering people for that." 

As if to prove it, she politely evades my 
questions for 20 minutes, and then escorts 
me out. I had hoped to get her take on the 
residency units, but it's not a topic she 
cares to discuss. 

ON A QUIET STREET about a mile from the 
clinic, a government ration shop issues 
subsidized rice to an endless stream of 
impoverished clients. Across the road is 
a squat concrete bungalow enclosed by 
concrete walls, barbed wire, and an iron 
gate. Police once used the site as a store
house for bootleg liquor captured in Eliot 
Ness-style raids. (Like the rest of India's 
Gujarat state, Anand is a dry city.) The 
security measures were intended to keep 
away bootleggers who might be tempted 
to reclaim tl1e evidence. Now the building 
functions as one of two residential units 
for Akanksha's surrogates. 

The women- all married and with at 
least one previous child- have traded the 
comforts of home to enroll as laborers in 
India's burgeoning medical tourism indus
try. Most will spend their entire pregnan
cies living in this building. In exchange 
for the inconvenience and physical dis
comforts, they stand to receive a sum 
that's quite substantial by their meager 
standards, but which the clinic's custom
ers understand is a steal. The customers 
are mostly foreigners - three of the city's 
boardinghouses are constantly booked 
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with American, British, French, Japanese, 
and Israeli surrogacy tourists. 

After a few minutes of recon, I cross the 
street to the bungalow, where a friendly smile 
gets me past the gatekeeper. In the hostel's 
main living quarters, some 20 nightgown
clad women in various stages of pregnancy 
lie about, conversing in a hurried mix of 
Gujarati, Hindi, and a bit of English. A lazy 
ceiling fan stirs the stagnant air, and a TV in 

the comer- the only 
visible source of en
tertainment- broad
casts Gujarati soaps. 
The classroom-size 
space is dominated 
by a maze of iron 

Akanksha surrogates 
spend their entire 
pregnancies within 
guarded residential 
facilities. The clinic 

claims they live better 
here than at home. 

cots that spills out into a hallway and ad
ditional rooms upstairs. It is remarkably un
cluttered given the number of people living 
here- each surrogate has only a few personal 
belongings, perhaps enough to fill a child's 
knapsack. In a well-stocked kitchen down 
the hall, an attendant who doubles as the 
house nurse prepares a midday meal of cur
ried vegetables and flatbread. 

The women are pleasantly surprised to 
see me. It's rare, one tells me, for a white 
person to show up here. The clinic discour
ages personal relationships between clients 
and surrogates, which according to several 
people I talked with makes things easier 
when it comes time to hand over the baby. 

Through an interpreter, I tell the worn-

en that I'm here to learn more about how 
they live. Diksha, a bright, enthusiastic 
woman in her first trimester, elects her
self spokeswoman, explaining that she 
used to be a nurse at the clinic. She left 
her home in neighboring Nepal to find 
work in Anand, leaving her two school-age 
children behind. She'll use the money she 
makes to fund their education. "We miss 
our families, but we also realize that by be-

ing here we give a family to a woman who 
wants one," Diksha says. 

She and her dormmates are paid $50 a 
month, she says, plus $500 at the end of 
each trimester, and the balance upon deliv
ery. All told, a successful Akanksha surro
gate makes between $5,000 and $6,000- a 
bit more if she bears twins. If a woman 
miscarries, she keeps what she's been paid 
up to that point. But should she choose to 
abort- an option the contract allows- she 
must reimburse the clinic and the client for 
all expenses. No clinic I spoke with could 
recall a surrogate going that route. 

Diksha is the only Akanksha surrogate 
I meet who has an education to speak of. 
Most of the women hail from rural areas; 
for some, the English tutor Patel sends 
to the dormitories several times a week is 
their first exposure to anything resembling 
schooling. But they're not here to learn 
English. Most heard about the clinic via lo
cal newspaper ads promising straight cash 
for pregnancy. (Kristen Jordan, a 26-year-
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old California housewife I met later, told 
me she opted for a Delhi clinic that recruits 
educated surrogates and doesn't cloister 
them after she learned that some clinics 
hire "basically the very, very poor, strictly 
doing it for the money." 

Among the justifications for cloister
ing the surrogates- Akanksha isn't the 
only clinic doing it- is to facilitate medical 
monitoring and provide the women bet
ter living conditions than they might have 
back home. For their part, the women tell 
me their condition would almost certainly 
make them the subject of village gossip. 

Even so, those who have been on the 
ward longer than Diksha don't seem terri
bly thrilled with the whole setup. I sit down 

CAS H ON D ELI VERY 

INDIA LEGALIZED surrogacy in 2002 as 
part of a long-term push to promote 
medical tourism. Since 1991, when the 
country's new free-market policies took 
effect, private money has flowed in, fuel
ing construction of world-class hospitals 
that cater to foreigners . Surrogacy tour
ism has grown steadily here as word gets 
around that babies can be incubated at 
a low price and without government red 
tape. Patel's clinic charges about $15,000 
to $20,000 for the entire process, from in 
vitro fertilization to delivery, whereas in 
the handful of American states that allow 
paid surrogacy, bringing a child to term 
costs between $50,000 and $100,000. 
"One of the nicest things about [India] 

There are no binding legal standards for 
treatment of surrogates, nor has any state 
or national authority been empowered to 
police the industry. While clinics have a 
financial incentive to ensure the health of 
the fetus, there's nothing to prevent them 
from cutting costs by scrimping on surro
gate pay and follow-up care, or to ensure 
they behave responsibly when something 
goes wrong. 

Last May, for instance, a young surro
gate named Easwari died after giving birth 
at the Ishwarya Fertility Clinic in the city 
of Coimbatore. A year earlier, her hus
band, Murugan, had seen an ad calling 
for surrogates and asked her to sign up to 
earn the family extra money. As a second 

next to Bhavna, far along and 
bulging in her pink nightgown, 
with a gold locket around her 
neck. She looks older than the 
rest- tired. It's her second sur
rogacy here, she tells me. Apart 
from occasional medical check
ups, she hasn't left this build-

I "The clinic wants to keep a separation," says 
Akanksha client Sacha Ko~in. "This is what your job is: 

I'm the mother. She's the vessel." I 
ing in nearly three months, nor had any 
visitors. But $5,000 is more than she would 
make in years of ordinary labor. Mostly she 
just looks forward to collecting her check 
and being done with it. 

I ask for her view of the overall experi
ence. "If we have a miscarriage we don't 
get paid the full amount; I don't like 
that," she says. But she's thankful to be 
here and not at the clinic's other hostel, 
a few towns away in Nadiad, which isn't 
as nice. When I ask what happens after 
she hands over the baby, she replies that 
the cesarean section will take its toll. "I 
will stay here another month recovering 
before I am well enough to go home ," 
Bhavna says. (Not a single surrogate I in
terviewed expected a vaginal birth, even 
though C-sections are considered riskier 
for the baby under normal circumstances 
and double to triple the woman's risk of 
death during childbirth. They are, howev
er, far faster than vaginal labor- and some 
clinics charge clients extra for them.) 

We're joined by a second woman, who 
has dark brown eyes and wears a muumuu 
embroidered with pink flowers. I ask them 
whether they think they'll have trouble 
handing over their newborns. "Maybe it 
will be easier to give up the baby," says 
the second woman, "when I see it and it 
doesn't look like me." 

is that the women don't drink or smoke," 
adds Jordan, the Delhi surrogacy custom
er. And while most American surrogacy 
contracts also forbid such activities, Jor
dan says, "I take people in India more for 
their word than probably I would in the 
United States." 

Dependable numbers are hard to come 
by, but at minimum Indian surrogacy 
services now attract hundreds ofWestern 
clients each year. Since 2004, Akanksha 
alone has ushered more than 232 babies 
into the world through surrogates. By 
2008, it had 45 surrogates on the payroll, 
and Patel reports that at least three women 
approach her clinic every day hoping to 
become one. There are at least 350 other 
fertility clinics around India, although it's 
difficult to say how many offer surrogacy 
services since the government doesn't 
track the industry. Mumbai's Hiranandani 
Hospital, which boasts a sizable surrogacy 
program, trains outside fertility doctors to 
identify and recruit promising candidates. 
The Confederation of Indian Industry 
predicts that medical tourism, including 
surrogacy, could generate $2.3 billion in 
annual revenue by 2012. "Surrogacy is the 
new adoption," says Delhi fertility doctor 
Anoop Gupta. 

Despite the growth in services, sur
rogacy is not officially regulated in India. 

wife, Easwari was hard-pressed to refuse. 
The pregnancy went smoothly and she 
gave birth to a healthy child. But Easwari 
began bleeding heavily afterward, and the 
clinic was unprepared for complications. 
Unable to stop Easwari's hemorrhaging, 
clinic officials told Murugan to book his 
own ambulance to a nearby hospital. Eas
wari died en route. 

The child was delivered to the custom
er according to contract, and the fertility 
clinic denied any wrongdoing. But in a 
police complaint the husband suggested 
that the clinic had essentially dumped 
responsibility for his dying wife. The of. 
ficial investigation was perfunctory. (The 
clinic did not respond to emailed ques
tions for this story.) 

India's parliament is in the process of 
crafting legislation to address some of the 
concerns about surrogacy. The bill could 
be ready for formal consideration sometime 
this year, but it is not clear which agency 
would be charged with enforcement. In any 
case, any regulatory oversight would likely 
fall to the states. "At the state level, no one 
looks at surrogacy," says Sunil Avasia, Gu
jarat's deputy director of medical services, 
whom I finally manage to interview after 
a great deal of bureaucratic runaround. 
When it comes to ethical conduct, it might 
as well be the Wild West. Forget laws, he 
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says. "There are no rules." 
That's all he has to offer on the topic. 

"Perhaps you should talk to my boss," 
Avasia says. Alas, the boss won't return my 
calls. There hasn't been any effort to regu
late surrogacy contracts on the receiving 
end, either. So long as a surrogate infant 
has an exit permit from the Indian govern
ment, the process for getting the baby an 
American passport is straightforward. 

SOME OF PATEL'S CUSTOMERS view the 
residency program as an insurance policy 
of sorts. "When I was told by my doc
tor they could get someone in Stockton 
[California], I don't know what they're 
eating, what they're doing. Their physical 
environment would have been a concern 
for me," says Sacha Kopin, a 40-year-old 
from Berkeley who runs a catering com
pany with her husband and teaches Jewish 
ethics lessons to children. "The way they 
have things set up here is that the surro
gate's sole purpose is to carry a healthy 
baby for someone." 

I met Kopin in the hallways of the Laksh 
Hotel, which caters to Akanksha's surroga
cy tourists. For many, this India excursion 

CASH ON D ELI VERY 

utes after embryos from her eggs fertilized 
with her husband's sperm were implanted 
in Saroj's uterus. That was nine months 
ago. Kopin has been back in Anand three 
weeks now, but hasn't gone to visit Saroj. 
"The clinic wants to keep a separation," 
Kopin says. "This is what your job is: I'm 
the mother. She's the vessel." 

But this is where the ethos of commer
cial surrogacy becomes confusing. Kopin 
is quick to add that Saroj is giving her one 
of the most precious gifts a person can of
fer. "The clinic won't let someone be a sur
rogate more than twice, because they don't 
want to see themselves just as a surrogate," 
she says. "That shouldn't be a job." 

Then how to view it? Oprah showcased 
Jennifer and Kendall, a childless couple 
who had tried everything else but couldn't 
afford the American surrogacy system. 
With Patel's help, Jennifer became a mom, 
and an Indian woman was lifted from pov
erty- a transaction part business and part 
sisterhood. Yet it's a setup fraught with all 
the ambiguities of the global labor market: 
When you buy sweatshop sneakers it al
lows someone's family to eat. But you also 
know you're getting a bargain only because 

tal fees- about a quarter- as their American 
counterparts, the vastly lower cost ofliving 
in India offers huge savings to American 
clients. "Surrogacy is a form oflabor," law
yer Usha Smerdon, who runs a US-based 
adoption-reform group called Ethica, told 
me in an email. "But it's an exploitative 
one, similar to child labor and sweatshops 
driven by Western consumerism .. . I chal
lenge the notion that within these vastly 
differential power dynamics that surrogates 
are truly volunteering their services, that 
hospitals are operating aboveboard when 
driven by a profit motive." 

Besides India, only a handful of coun
tries- including the United States, Ukraine, 
Thailand, Israel, and Georgia- allow sur
rogacy for pay, and most of those have 
imposed strict regulations. France, Greece, 
Japan, and the Netherlands forbid even 
unpaid arrangements, and no country, not 
even India, recognizes surrogacy as a legiti
mate form of employment. America leaves 
regulation to the states : Eight recognize 
and support it and have mandated health 
safeguards and counseling for surrogates. 
Three, plus the District of Columbia, have 
banned it outright. And the rest have either 

I "Surrogacy is a type of employment," says 
Karkhanis. "Foreigners are not coming here for their 
love of India. They are coming here to save money." 

deemed surrogacy contracts un
enforceable, left surrogacy for 
the courts to deal with through 
case law, or simply ignored the 
practice. 

India's Council of Medical 
Research (which plays an FDA-

represents the final stage of an expensive 
and emotional quest for genetic parent
hood- their last option after a series of 
failed fertility treatments. Kopin tried for 
years to conceive, and after extensive test
ing was told she never would. Adoption 
didn't appeal to her. Then she read a news 
article about Patel and knew immediately 
that she wanted to come to Anand. "Mon
ey was definitely one of the reasons, but it 
was like my gut feeling," she says. "This is 
where I needed to be." Kopin and her hus
band resolved to keep their undertaking 
secret from friends and neighbors- at least 
until they returned home with a baby. 

In the United States, a surrogate and her 
clients must establish a relationship before 
corning to a fertility clinic, but Kopin has 
barely met Saroj , the woman Akanksha 
hired to carry her child. They connected 
just once, briefly, at the clinic a few min-
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the people making the shoes are poor. 
Clinics work hard to present surrogacy

to surrogates and clients alike- as an act of 
altruism, and insist that the women offer 
their wombs out of a sense of communal 
responsibility, not simply because they 
need a paycheck. The boilerplate contracts 
Akanksha has its clients and surrogates 
sign are correspondingly vague about the 
nature of the service being provided. 

"Is it work? Is it charity?" Amit Karkhanis, 
a prominent surrogacy lawyer whose clients 
include Murnbai's largest surrogacy pro
vider, asks me rhetorically over $8 coffees 
at a swank hotel. Cocking one eyebrow, he 
offers his own opinion: "Surrogacy is a type 
of employment, plain and simple. Foreign
ers are not coming here for their love ofln
dia. They are coming here to save money." 

Indeed, although most Indian surrogates 
get roughly the same percentage of the to-

like role) has come up with 
proposed surrogacy guidelines that cau
tion against some practices already in com
mon use in Anand and elsewhere, such as 
allowing the clinics to broker surrogacy 
transactions. But these nonbinding rules, 
considered a starting point for national 
legislation, ignore other glaring ethical is
sues, such as whether it's okay to impose 
C-sections on a surrogate or, for that mat
ter, make them live in a group dormitory 
for nine months. 

Implantation is another dicey issue. For 
healthy young women, the American So
ciety for Reproductive Medicine advises 
American doctors to implant just one- and 
certainly no more than two- embryos in a 
woman's uterus per attempt. The Indian 
guidelines recommend no more than three 
for surrogates. But Patel's clinic routinely 
uses five or more embryos at a time. Using 
more embryos boosts the success rate but 
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also results in multiple births, which are far 
riskier for the woman and often lead to pre
mature delivery and dire health problems 
in the infants. Although it's impossible to 
verify, Akanksha claims an implantation 
success rate of 44 percent- similar to other 
Indian clinics- compared with a US norm 
of 31 percent. Several of the surrogates I 
met in Anand were pregnant with twins. 
(Akanksha's policy is simply to abort any 
additional fetuses.) 

While the guidelines clearly state that 
"the responsibility of finding a surrogate 
mother, through advertisement or other
wise, should rest with the couple," Akanksha 
advertises far and wide for surrogates in 
local-language newspapers, and many hos
pitals have responded to demand by hir
ing headhunters. At Mumbai's imposing 
Hiranandani Hospital, physician Kedar 
Ganla introduces me to a gaunt woman 
named Chaya Pagari- his direct line to the 
slums. The 40-year-old "medical social 
worker," as Ganla calls her, sits uncomfort
ably in his office and meets my questions 
with hesitation. Given her sparse resume, 
"recruiter" would be a more apt title. Gan
la pays Pagari 75,000 rupees (about $1,650) 
for each surrogate he accepts. He's already 
accepted three this year, she tells me
meaning she's making as much as the 
women she recruits. "Between us brokers," 
she adds, "there is near constant competi
tion to find surrogates." 

Doctor Anoop Gupta does things a bit 

Doctor Nayna Patel 
has been praised and 
vilified for her clinic's 
controversial practices. 
Either way, she's hardly 
lacking for clients or 
women seeking to be 
surrogates. 

differently. He runs 
Delhi TVF, the clinic 
where I met Kristen 
Jordan, and where 
his waiting room is 
packed with chatty 
patients. Next to 

Akanksha's spartan vibe, it is night and 
day, with wood-paneled walls and a bright
ly lit aquarium exuding a sense of security 
and warmth usually lacking in Indian 
medical facilities . 

Clad in green scrubs and a blue hairnet, 
Gupta is constantly on the move and has 
little time for q uestions. Instead, he has 
me observe a constant stream of patients 
who have come to him from as far away 
as Ireland and California, or from as close 
as a few blocks away. While most are here 
for routine ferti lity treatments, Gupta has 
at least seven surrogates on the rolls this 
month. "In lnd.ia the government makes 
it difficult to arrange an adoption, while 
having your own genetic child through a 
surrogate is legal and easy," the doctor says 
as he slathers a clear gel on the paddles of 
an ultrasound machine. The only hurdle, 
as he sees it, is finding a surrogate who isn't 
motivated by desperation. 

For this, he relies on Seema Jindal, his 
medical coordinator, who is a licensed so
cial worker and registered nurse at the clin
ic. Her recruiting method has a twinge of 
evangelism: "I ask just about every woman 
I meet socially if she has thought about 

surrogacy." She focuses on women who 
have completed college and are well-off 
enough not to have to rely on the clinic's 
payments for basic needs. Otherwise, she 
says, "How do tl1ey know they are not be
ing exploited?" 

Several months before our interview, 
Jindal took a train to Gujarat to snoop on 
Patel's operation firsthand and suss out 
ways to make her own clinic more profit
able. In her view, the residency program is 
degrading. "They sit, they talk, and they 
sleep," she says. "It's just not right." 

One of Jindal's recruits, a 32-year-old 
social worker named Sanju Rana, is here 
for her ultrasound. Unlike the Anand sur
rogates, she is college educated and plans 
to work full time throughout her preg
nancy. She's been promised $7,500 for 
her services, and has Gupta's direct phone 
number. During the procedure, Rana, al
ready a mother of two, is SU!prised to learn 
that she is carrying twins for an American 
couple. She's worried, she tells me, but she 
will most likely carry them to term. "They 
are good people, and have been childless 
for so long," Rana says. 

SACHA KOPIN is childless no longer. It took 
five weeks to finalize her newborn's status 
as a United States citizen, complete with 
a shiny blue-and-silver passport and a no
objection certificate issued by the Indian 
government. But Kopin has since traded 
the smog and chaos of Anand for her quiet 
neighborhood in North Berkeley, where 
the realities of motherhood have kicked in. 

The small apartment she and Oded, her 
husband, share with another renter now 
feels too cramped, and the couple is look
ing for an upgrade. The electric piano Oded 
once played daily sits unused in the corner 
of a room dominated by a crib and assorted 
baby gear. As we chat, Kopin bounces Zoe, 
a healthy blue-eyed girl, on one knee. "It 
already seems like a thousand years ago that 
we were in India," she says. "But we are so 
grateful for what Saroj has given us." 

Kopin says she was surprised when Patel 
offered her a choice of birthdays. But she 
chose, and then waited expectantly while 
the clinic delivered Zoe via C-section. 
"There was an intensity in her eyes," Kopin 
recalls of the han dover. "It was hard for her, 
and you could see how much she cared for 
Zoe." In the end, though, the baby had to 
come home with her mother. • 
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How 50,000 Hindu pilgrims keep 
Lady Gaga looking hot BY scoTT cARNEY 

AS co-owNER of the Grooming Room 
on Brooklyn's Nostrand Avenue, a street 
so dense with beauty outlets that it almost 
seems zoned for that purpose, Tiffany 
Brown is a high priestess of the do. When I 
first met her yesterday, her face was framed 
by closely cropped bangs and tresses hang
ing to her chin. Today she looks altogether 
different, with hair pulled tight against her 
scalp into a ponytail just an inch long. T a 
morrow, it might well be glamorous locks 
cascading down her back. The secret of 
Brown's chameleon powers: extensions 
made from human hair. It's "a necessary 
accessory, like earrings or a necklace," she 
says. "It lets me be whoever I want to be 
for a day." Her clients feel the same way; 
they spend about $400 a month maintain
ing their extensions, she says, though a few 
drop thousands. Between shops like hers 
and celebs who might shell out $10,000 or 
more for a single wig or weave, the demand 
adds up to a $900 million global trade in 
human hair- not counting installation. 

Chris Rock's 2009 documentary, Good 
Hair, focused attention on the trouble 
and expense many a black woman goes 
through in her quest for straight hair. 
"Have you ever put your hands through a 
black woman's hair?" Rock asks some 
guys in a barbershop. The response: 
"Hell no! Not a black woman's hair!" 
(Too expensive.) But extensions are 
"not a black or white thing or even a 
woman's thing," says Lori Tharps, coau
thor of Hair Story: Untangling the Roots of 
Black Hair in America. She points to the 
recent admission by tennis star Andre 
Agassi that for much of his career his sig
nature mullet was in fact a weave. 

In any case, those seeking a high-end 
look know what to ask for. It's called 
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"remy'' hair, which is more or less syn
onymous with hair from India. Top sa
lons prize it for the way it's collected, in 
a single cut, which preserves the orienta
tion of the hair's shingle-like outer layer, 
and thus its strength, luster, and feel. 
That's what defines remy, and that's the 
reason it commands a premium price. "If 
you want cheap hair," sniffs one supplier's 
blog, "you're going to get a cheap looking 
hairstyle." Beyonce wears remy hair, as 
do Naomi Campbell, Tyra Banks, 
and any Hollywood starlet 
who's been within a mile of 
a first-class weave. "The only 
hair worth buying is remy," 
says one of Brown's clients, her 
hair wrapped around enormous 
curlers. "They say that it's cut from 
the heads of virgins." 

VIRGINS, CHECK. But also mothers, 
fathers, little kids, and not-so-pure 
American reporters. To see the 
whole process up close and per
sonal, I have traveled to T iru-

For a do like this (tame by 
Lady Gaga's standards) 
celebs are willing to shell 
out the big bucks. Above 
right: A worker sorts remy 
hair for Indian exporter Raj 
lmpex. 

mala Tirupati Devasthanams, a sprawling 
Hindu temple in the Indian state of Andhra 
Pradesh. Tirumala is the planet's top sup
plier of remy hair and point of origin for 
at least 30 percent of the Indian trade, a 
fact that doesn't seem to bother devotees 
of the resident god Venkateswara- an in 
carnation ofVishnu. 

A throng of ripe humanity presses me 
through a series of wrought-iron gates and 
into the Kalyana Katta, the temple's ton
suring center. As we inch slowly toward the 
inner sanctum, cracked concrete floors give 
way to cool white tiles. After 15 minutes, 
a uniformed man hands us paper tokens 
imprinted with a bar code and a picture of 
V enkateswara. The next official I encoun
ter, clad in a stained brown shirt, hands 
over two razor blades : one for my head, 
one for my throat. 

The crowd of men and women proceeds 
down a wide staircase whose landing is 
covered in a soggy mixture of tepid water 
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and black hairballs. The air is moist and 
smells of rancid coconut oil. The stairs end 
at a vast, tiled chamber resembling a ne
glected Olympic swimming facility, where 
long lines of men face tiled benches run
ning along the walls. (Women are herded 
into a separate room.) In the center are four 
massive steel vats. 

I match my token code- MH1293- to 
a sign on the wall, then take my place in 
a queue of about 50 bare-chested men in 
black sarongs. The pilgrim at the head of 
the line bows low as a man with a straight 
razor makes swift work of his curls. Satis
fied, the barber looks up, spots me, and 
beckons me forward. He has a ragged cloth 
tied around his waist over white striped 
boxer shorts. No high priest, clearly. Just a 
worker bee for the holy hive. 

I assume the position as he fixes my 
blades to the razor handle. "Start praying," 
he says. I try to remember the god's face, 
but there's no time to contemplate: The 
man forces my head downward and runs 
the blade down from the top of my head 
with the practiced efficiency of a sheep
herder. Satisfied, he grabs my chin, stick
ing a thumb in my mouth as he prepares to 
dispense with my beard. I watch the brown 
hair fall away in clumps, joining the dark, 
wet mash underfoot. 

The curly-haired guy, like me, is now 
bald, with small nicks in his scalp and pink 
streaks of blood dripping down his back. 
He meets my eyes and smiles broadly. 
"Venkateswara will be pleased." His wife 
is offering her hair in the other room. To
gether they will return to their village bear
ing a symbol of humility and devotion that 
all will recognize. 

A woman in a blue sari flashes by and 
scoops my hair from the gutter into a 

bucket. Each time 
her bucket fills, she 
stands on her tip
toes and empties it 
into one of the tall 
vats. By day's end 
all four will be filled 
with hair destined 
for the auction 
block. 

N arne-dropped in 
the ancient Hindu 
epic Mahabharata, 
Tirumala is holy 
ground for 50,000 

pilgrims who arrive daily from across South 
Asia to seek favors from their god. In ad
dition to monetary donations, about one 
in four offer their hair, which will then be 
offered to the gods of the marketplace, reap
ing a reported $10 million to $15 million 
each year. Including donations, the temple 
boasts that it takes in more money than the 
Vatican- a dubious claim. In any case, tem
ple leaders announced a plan last October 
to plate the walls of the sanctum sanctorum 
with gold. (Profits from the hair, according 
to the temple website, are used to support 
temple programs and feed the needy.) 

Indian hair is sold to two 
distinct markets. The bulk of M,t.Jii 

her nose and mouth, so she might be gri
macing. It's difficult to imagine that bits of 
this foul-smelling heap may one day adorn 
the heads of American pop stars. 

THE REINCARNATION of temple hair as a 
beauty accessory started out as a relatively 
humble affair. Until the early 1960s, the 
temple simply burned the hair it collected. 
(Citing pollution, the government banned 
the practice during the 1990s.) Then wig 
makers began seeking raw materials at Tim
mala. At the temple's first auction, in 1962, 
the hair sold for 16 rupees a kilo- about 
$24.50 in today's dollars. Now it fetches 
up to 10 times as much, and the auctions 
have become cutthroat affairs. 

To check it out, I drive a few miles to 
the bustling town of Tirupati, where the 
temple's marketing unit operates out of a 
string of warehouses filled with drying hair. 
In a large boardroom, Indian traders repre
senting 44 companies are crowded around 
tables, prepared to drop millions of dol
lars in a complicated process of backroom 
negotiations. "The hair business is unlike 
any other," says Vijay, who owns a hair
exporting house called Shabanesa, and like 
many South Indians goes by a single name. 

Is there a trace of 

"In any other business, buying a 
commodity is easy; it's the selling 
it to retailers that is difficult. Here 
it's all reversed. It's simple to sell 
hair, just difficult to buy it." 

it, some 500 tons per year from 
short-haired men like me, is 
purchased by chemical compa
nies that use it to make fertilizer 
or L-cysteine, an amino acid 
that gives hair its strength and is 
used in baked goods and other 
products. The more lucrative 
hair of female pilgrims- temple 
employees call it "black gold"
is tied in individual bundles and 

Scott Carney in your 

bagel? Finding out 
which foods contain Tensions are running particu
a common additive larly high today. The temple is 
derived from human pressing for a higher price than 
hair is harder than 

you'd think. At 

last year's, and traders are wor
ried that the global economic 
meltdown will batter the exten
sions market. HalfWay through 
the evening India's largest hair 

motherjones 
.com/hair. 

brought to the tonsuring center's top floor, 
where women in cheap flower-print saris 
labor over small heaps of the stuff, sorting 
it by length. An armed guard frisks all who 
exit. There's no way anyone is going to get 
past him with a single precious strand. 

Human hair contains all sorts of secre
tions, including sweat and blood, plus food 
particles, lice, and the coconut oil many 
Indians use as a conditioner. Put 21 tons of 
the stuff in a room blooming with mildew 
and fungus and the stench is overpower
ing. One volunteer, her own long hair 
bound in a tight braid, appears to smile at 
me, but she's wearing a scrap of cloth over 

reseller- K.K. Gupta, whose Gupta Enter
prises did a brisk $49 million in sales in 
2008- accuses the temple directors of trying 
to set an inflated price and walks out. After 
an hour, which Gupta spends in the parking 
lot making calls and threatening to go to the 
papers, the price is set slightly lower. Then 
another reseller loudly charges that Gupta is 
trying to comer the market. A muscular bid
der has to step in to prevent fisticuffs . 

Another three hours and it's approach
ing midnight. The price for the longest and 
most durable product hovers around $193 
per kilo ($70 less than last year, I'm told). 
Over the next few [continued on page 93J 
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GAME CHANGER 

He Was One of the GoP's 
Top Dark-Arts Operators. 

Now He's Riding Into Battle to 

Save Gay Marriage 
-and Unmask 

the Mormon Church. 
BY STEPHANIE MENCIMER PHOTOGRAPH BY BRYCE DUFFY 

IN THE SUMMER of 2008, Fred Karger was keeping a 
close eye on the California ballot initiative known as 
Proposition 8, the measure that would eventually out
law gay marriage in the state. He didn't have much back
ground in the marriage-equality movement- hell, he'd 
only really been out for a few years. But after retiring 
from 30 years in politics he wasn't quite ready to give 
up the game, and Prop 8 struck a nerve with him. He 
checked out the campaign finance reports for the main 
organization backing the initiative, ProtectMarriage 
.com. Polls had shown that the initiative was likely to 
fail, and the fundraising records dovetailed with that
Prop 8's supporters weren't raising nearly as much 
money as their Hollywood-backed opponents. 

But then, in midsummer, Karger noticed some
thing new. Suddenly, money started pouring in to 
ProtectMarriage.com, and by August, the group was 
raising about $500,000 a day. Karger wondered where 
all the money was coming from. Most of the donors, 
he soon realized, had never made a political contri
bution before. Some had given to just one candidate: 
Mitt Romney. Qlite a few were graduates of Brigham 
Young University. It wasn't hard to connect the dots: 

This was Mormon money. 
Once he knew what to look for, Karger found Mor

mons everywhere in the Prop 8 campaign: as actors 
in the TV ads, as volunteers, organizers, and political 
consultants. Just as intriguing, he would discover even
tually, the group that had done the lion's share of the 
work to get Prop 8 on the ballot to begin with, the 
National Organization for Marriage (NOM), also had 
deep ties to the Mormon Church- and the church it
selfhad been engaged in a campaign to block gay mar
riage across the nation for more than a decade. What 
he was looking at, he realized, was a stealth campaign 
much like the ones he'd run during his long career as a 
Republican political operative. 

As a political professional, Karger- who for decades 
worked for one of California's premier campaign con
sulting firms, a shop that had helped invent modem op
position research- was grudgingly impressed with what 
the Mormons were doing. "They completely altered the 
landscape," he says. "They took over every aspect of the 
campaign." Karger estimates that Mormons ultimately 
contributed $30 million of the $42 million total raised 
in support of Prop 8, which passed easily in November 
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2008. (By contrast, anti-Prop 8 forces raised 
$64 million.) 

But if the opponents of gay marriage 
won the battle, they also ensured them
selves a big headache. In Karger, they gal
vanized an adversary who has now dug in 
to fight for the long haul- and who brings 
a dramatically different skill set than the 
rest of the marriage-equality movement. 
As Karger notes, most of the prominent 
gay-marriage advocates are, well, married 
people: risk averse and unschooled in the 
political dark arts. "I'm a different kind of 
gay activist," he says. "I'm a little wilder." 

HE's ALSO a little more, well, Republican. 
At 14, growing up in Glencoe, Illinois, 
Karger took the train to Chicago to work 
phone banks for Nelson Rockefeller. He 
was deputy campaign director for former 
California governor George Deukme
jian and spent 27 years with the Dolphin 
Group, one of the country's most sought
after Republican consulting firms. The firm 
did a lot of work with Lee Atwater, the late 
bad boy of Republican politics. As part of 
Atwater's most infamous play, during the 
1988 campaign against Michael Dukakis, 
Karger personally tracked down the victims 
of furloughed murderer Willie Horton and 
took them around the country for press 
events. "We made a huge splash," he notes. 
"This is kind of my niche." 

Another of Karger's specialties at Dol
phin was setting up Astroturf groups on 
behalf of corporations like Philip Morris- a 
phony restaurant trade group, for example, 
that lobbied against indoor smoking bans. 
Dr. Stanton Glantz, director of the Center 
for Tobacco Control Research and Edu
cation at the University of California-San 
Francisco, helped expose Karger's front 
group, which he recalls slowed down smok
ing bans significantly. "Anybody who does 
that kind of work is a bad guy," he says. 
"It's deceitful." But he concedes that in 
the secretive gay-marriage foes, Karger has 
found the perfect foil. "He's very well posi
tioned to out these guys because he knows 
how they work it." 

If Glantz thinks of this kind of covert 
work as sleazy, Karger views it as a whole 
lot of good fun. Movie-star tan and buff 
enough to proudly go shirtless at 60, he has 
an expansive sense of humor about poli
tics that masks just how focused he is on 
getting results. (He's been known to hand 
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out three-dollar bills with pictures of Rick 
Warren, or photos of himself dressed as the 
Lone Ranger.) A fearless and inveterate gate
crasher, Karger isn't afraid to pull off nervy 
stunts, like masquerading as a restaurant 
lobbyist. In 2006, he waltzed into Vaniry 
Fair's exclusive Academy Awards party with 
a fal<e Oscar statue and four hot chicks he'd 
met on the street, claiming to be part of the 
King Kong special effects team. 

Karger says he honed his creative, cha
meleonlike qualities early in life out of 
necessity- to hide his sexual orientation. 
As a young man, being gay was his "deep
est, darkest secret. I grew up thinking I was 
much less of a person than my friends and 
counterparts. Twenty-seven years ago, no 
one was out. Growing up I had two choic
es: I was either going to be like Liberace or 
like Paul Lynde (a.k.a. Uncle Arthur on Be
·witched and a regular on Hof!ywood Squares] . 
Neither was out." He did have long-term 
relationships, including one that lasted 11 
years. But his partner had to hide all the 
photos and flee the house when Karger's 
family came to visit. 

His father, a Chicago stockbroker, had 
expected him to work in the family firm, 
but Karger- figuring his secret would 
get out eventually if he stayed in town
moved to Los Angeles. Through contacts 
he made at the 1972 Academy Awards 
(which he'd crashed as part of a frat fund
raiser), he ended up appearing in commer
cials, including a famous shaving cream ad 
directed by the late John Hughes. He ap
peared in '70s shows like Owen Marshall: 
Counselor at Law and was on the verge of 
minor stardom when he won a top role in 
the pilot for a spin-off of Welcome Back, 
Kotter. But the show was canned, so Karger 
found work on a political campaign and 
discovered his true calling. 

KARGER INSISTS there was never conflict 
between his sexual orientation and his 
campaigning for Republicans. The Dol
phin Group, he says, worked mostly with 
socially moderate candidates. Even Ronald 
Reagan, he recalls, had an inner circle that 
was "very gay. Nancy was very gay-friendly. 
He was a wonderful politician, a wonder
ful man." Today Karger considers himself a 
"Schwarzenegger Republican," noting that 
the California governor supports gay mar
riage, "unlike President Obama." 

Still, it was only after leaving Dolphin 

in 2004 that Karger became involved in 
gay causes- or, to be precise, the cause of 
a historic gay bar in Laguna Beach, the 
Orange County surfer town where he 
lives part time. In 2005, billionaire Steven 
Udvar-Hazy was seeking to shut down the 
43-year-old Boom Boom Room to build a 
luxury hotel. Karger thought it might be 
fun to try to save the Boom. 

It wasn't an easy decision- he'd only 
been out to family and close friends, and 
by joining this fight he'd announce his 
sexuality to the world. Still, after some 
soul-searching, he threw himself into the 
project with the flair of an actor and the 
chops of an oppo-research man. 

He took out a Variery ad appealing to 
George Clooney and Brad Pitt to save the 
club (the actors had been rumored to be in
terested in buying it) and picketed their ap
pearances at Grauman's Chinese Theatre. To 
help engage the locals and raise a little mon
ey, he ran a male calendar contest, using La
guna Beach's primary natural resource: hot 
young guys. He delivered wheelbarrows full 
of petitions to the City Council and finally 
won its support for the campaign. In the 
end, the Boom ended up closing anyway, 
but Udvar-Hazy's hotel plans have stalled 
and the building is up for sale, leaving the 
possibility of a resurrection. 

The Boom campaign taught Karger an 
unexpected lesson. After years of depend
ing on gobs of money and powerful allies 
for his campaigns, it tumed out that all he 
really needed was the Internet. "I didn't 
have to raise any money! Which is of 
course the least enjoyable part of politics," 
he says with a laugh. 

A few months later, Karger read a news
paper story about the push to put Prop 8 on 
the California ballot. A couple of wealthy 
San Diego businessmen had contributed 
a lot of money to NOM, the Mormon
connected group that had been largely 
responsible for gathering the signatures to 
qualify the initiative. One of them, Terry 
Caster, who the paper reported had given 
more than $160,000 to the effort, said that 
"without solid marriage, you are going to 
have a sick society." 

For Karger, who's happily single, gay mar
riage is a bit of a theoretical concept. But he 
thinks a lot about the hurtful messages gay 
kids hear growing up, and Caster's comment 
made him mad. So he fired up his laptop 
and launched Californians Against Hate, a 
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one-man shop dedicated to publicizing the 
names of major Prop 8 donors. "I wanted to 
make it socially unacceptable to take away 
the rights of a minority," he explains- to, as 
it were, push such behavior into the closet. 
In July 2008, he held his first rally in front 
of a San Diego hotel owned by Prop 8 do
nor Doug Manchester, calling for a boycott. 
It caught on, and soon major clients were 
moving their meetings away from Man
chester's properties. By last spring the hotel's 
new, gay PR guru let it be known that Man
chester would be donating $25,000 in cash 
and up to $100,000 in hotel credits to any 
LGBT group that applied. (Few takers so far.) 

remarkably organized campaign to fight gay 
marriage nationwide. The church, Karger 
realized, had been involved in this fight
quietly, but very effectively- for much lon
ger than he'd thought. 

THE FAITH of a persecuted people, many 
of whom starved to death on their trek 
to Utah, Mormonism has always empha
sized the role of marriage and childbearing 
(hence its early practice of polygamy) to 
boost its numbers. Mormons must marry 
and have children to achieve the highest 
levels of divinity. There's not much room 
in that scheme for same-sex marriage, at 

claim to also focus on prostitution and 
gambling, but would, in fact, be devoted 
solely to abolishing gay marriage. 

The documents convinced Karger that 
the Mormons had also created a front group 
to fight gay marriage in California. That 
group, he believes, is NOM, which has also 
been active on the issue in Massachusetts 
and Maine, and which was primarily respon
sible for putting Prop 8 on the ballot. Its 
board had deep connections to the church, 
including a former Brigham Young Univer
sity professor whose fumily is part of the top 
church hierarchy. NOM's president is Maggie 
Gallagher, the family-values activist who was 

exposed in 2005 for failing to 

As a political operator, Karger helped GOP dirty trickster 
Lee Atwater on projects like the Willie Horton 
campaign that helped elect George H.W. Bush. 

disclose payments she received 
from the Bush administration. 

Karger began hounding NOM 
for information about its financ
es, such as the tax forms every 
nonprofit must make available to 
the public. He contacted the IRS, 

As the battle over Prop 8 raged, Karger 
continued to expose donors and work the 
press. He tipped off the Wall Street journal 
about the Mormons' involvement, and in 
September 2008 the paper broke the story. 
And he kept finding new ways to hound his 
adversaries: In monitoring post-election 
campaign finance reports, he noticed that 
the Mormon church was only reporting 
$2,078 in nonmonetary contributions to 
the Prop 8 effort. That didn't square given 
that the church had mobilized a huge num
ber of volunteers (many of them former 
missionaries with ample door-lmocking ex
perience), brought in busloads of support
ers from Utah, arranged satellite broadcasts 
of church leaders, and produced a host of 
slick ads plus a top-notch website. 

Karger filed a formal complaint with the 
California Fair Political Practices Commis
sion, a move that prompted a spokesman 
to claim that the church had spent "zero 
dollars" on Prop 8. Two months later the 
church filed a new report saying it had 
given $190,000 worth of nonmonetary 
contributions in the few days before the 
election (after the filing deadline for the 
earlier report). California election officials 
are continuing to investigate. 

As he made a name for himself in the 
Prop 8 fight, Karger began getting anony
mous tips about the church leadership. One 
of those tips led him to a treasure trove of 
internal church documents that laid out a 

least not among a leadership dominated 
by men in their 70s and 80s. In 1995, the 
church made its position official by issu
ing a proclamation carrying the weight of 
scripture that declared marriage between a 
man and a woman the bedrock of society. 

Even before that, the church had been 
working behind the scenes to block gay 
marriage nationwide- and aligning itself 
with the Catholic Church, which, elders 
noted in internal memos, had "more re
spect'' than the Mormons. To execute that 
vision, the church used its public affairs 
committee, a body organized much like a 
political consulting firm. Its leadership has 
included high-ranking church elder Rich
ard B. Wirthlin, a legendary California po
litical consultant who was Ronald Reagan's 
pollster. Wirth lin was a major player in the 
Prop 8 fight (some of his relatives even ap
peared in ProtectMarriage.com's TV ads). 
The public-affairs committee for decades 
tracked gay-marriage efforts in every state, 
almost single-handedly blocked it in Ha
waii in the 1990s, and had a significant role 
in killing it in Alaska. 

The documents Karger obtained, some 
of which he has posted at mormongate.org, 
show that in Hawaii, the church went to 
the trouble of creating a front group to 
hide its role. Memos detail how the church 
looked for an "articulate middle-age moth
er who is neither Catholic nor LOS" to rep
resent the organization- which would 

various NOM offices, even sent an ally to the 
group's headquarters in New Jersey- where, 
despite repeated visits, no one answered the 
door. He struck out. 

Brian Brown, NOM's executive director, 
says Karger is guilty of "religious bigotry." 
There is, he says, no factual basis for his 
claims that NOM is a front for the Mormon 
Church. "Fred Karger has a history of be
ing untruthful and making false attacks on 
NOM and in general trying to intimidate and 
harass [NOM] supporters. Frankly he's an 
embarrassment to those who want to civ
illy debate the same-sex-marriage issue. He 
has no basis in reality. We see Fred Karger 
as someone who is wasting our time." 

Yet Karger's muckraking has clearly 
struck a nerve with NOM. In January 
2009, with the help of the Indiana-based 
Christian right law firm Bopp, Coleson & 

Bostrom, the group sued the state of Cali
fornia, challenging the law that requires 
disclosure of ballot-initiative donors. NOM 
alleges that the requirements prompt ha
rassment of donors- in good part, court 
documents suggest, via lawn-sign theft. 

It's a serious case from a group oflawyers 
who have an excellent track record at over
turning campaign finance laws. (James Bopp, 
one of the firm's name partners, brought the 
original lawsuit in Citizens United v. FEC, the 
Supreme Court case that in a seismic Janu
ary ruling led the court to throw out federal 
limits on corporate [continued on page 95] 
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A Place for Us 
For decades, New York's adult homes have profited by 

keeping the mentally ill in squalor. Will the city finally clean house? 

PHOTOGRAPHS BY ERICA McDONALD TEXT BY JENNIFER GONNERMAN 
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NOT TOO MANY VISITORS to Coney Island wander down the board
walk past the Cyclone, the Wonder Wheel, and Nathan's Famous 
hot dogs, all the way to the shabby brick building at 2316 Surf 
Avenue. A century ago, this area was popular with vacationers; to
day this building, one block from the boardwalk, houses a very 
different population. Its name- Surf Manor, spelled out in red let
ters across the front- suggests grandeur, but there is nothing grand 
about this place. Out front, a few of the building's residents huddle 
against the ocean wind, enveloped by the stench of cigars. Their 

choice of smoke testifies to their meager means: Nobody can af· 
ford cigarettes, which sell for at least $9 a pack at the bodega next 
door; Omega Little Cigars are just $3.50. 

These men and women exist in a strange form oflimbo. When 
New York state began downsizing its psychiatric hospitals in the 
1960s, they were promised a chance to live in the community- but 
instead wound up relegated to the fringes of the city, warehoused 
in adult homes like Surf Manor. These privately owned, for-profit 
residences were originally set up to house the elderly, but soon they 
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became New York's de facto mental institutions: Today, in New 
York City alone, they house some 4,300 people with schizophre
nia, bipolar disorder, and other serious psychiatric illnesses. Year 
after year, conditions inside these adult homes quietly deteriorated; 
not too many New Yorkers even knew what "adult homes" were, 
much less what went on inside them. 

All this changed in 2002, when the New York Times' Clifford]. Levy 
wrote a Pulitzer-winning expose detailing the worst sorts of abuses: 
residents preying on one another, including one who stabbed his 
roommate to death; workers shuttling residents to Medicare and 
Medicaid mills, where doctors performed unnecessary surgeries, 
then billed the government; residents literally roasting to death in 
their rooms for lack of air conditioning. It was the sort of bad press 
that can be amazingly productive-creating so much public scrutiny 
that state legislators have no choice but to fix a system everyone 
knows is broken. As the state health commissioner then told the 
Times, "The world of adult homes is going to change dramatically." 

Her promise never came to pass, though. 
One home did shut down and one doctor 
ended up in federal prison, but the day-to
day lives of adult-home residents remained 
unchanged. Frustrated by the lack of large
scale reform, a group of attorneys, led by 
Disability Advocates, Inc., took their case 
to federal court. In 2003, they filed a law
suit accusing New York state of violating 
the Americans with Disabilities Act by 
keeping mentally ill people segregated in 
adult homes. In the summer of 2006, as 
the suit was wending its way through the 
courts, photographer Erica McDonald 
happened upon Surf Manor while visiting 
Coney Island. Over the next 18 months, 
she returned again and again, befriending 

Previous spread: The 
Surf Manor adult home 

on Coney Island is a 
dumping ground for 

mentally ill New Yorkers 
like Joseph Franklin. 

This page: Eddie DiJols, 
55 (top), used to sleep 

on the subway. He now 
bunks with Norman 

Bloomfield, 62 (bottom), 
who meticulously 

records the complaints 
of fellow residents. Next 
page: Irene Kaplan (top) 
spends most of her time 

in bed; the main other 
activities for residents 

include smoking outside 
and watching TV. 

residents, taking their portraits, distributing photos to her subjects, 
and shooting some more. 

One Saturday, she invited me to join her on a visit. The scene in 
the lobby suggested a permanent state of inertia. Dozens of people 
sat slumped in a psychotropic daze, staring blankly at a TV. The 
building has some 200 residents, but the sign-in sheet at the front 
desk revealed tl1ey'd had only 13 visitors over the prior 14 days. A 
monthly schedule taped to the wall was packed with activities like 
bingo and blackjack, but as one longtime resident said, "If you be
lieve the schedule, I've got a bridge I can sell you." The high point 
of the afternoon came when residents lined up to wait for an aide to 
hand them their pills in a plastic cup. And then went back to watch
ing TV. Or staring at the walls. Or smoking outside. 

Many of the residents arrived at Surf Manor straight from the 
psych ward of a local hospital-not because anyone decided Surf 
Manor was the perfect fit for them, but because they had nowhere 
else to go. "They told me ifl don't take Surf Manor, they were go
ing to put me in the state hospital in Staten Island," says George 
McGuire, a 55-year-old with a diagnosis of schizophrenia who pre
viously lived in a homeless shelter. "I wasn't given many choices." 
Eddie Di]ols, 55, says he used to sleep on the subway and the 
Staten Island Ferry before arriving here. 

One of the residents' chief complaints is that they are all treated 
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the same, regardless of their capabilities. They have no access to a 
kitchen or washing machine, no control over what they're served 
for dinner or when they get their monthly allowance. "You get 
stifled- and you regress. You become dependent on these people, 
and I don't want that," says Di]ols, who used to work as a cook at 
hotels in the Catskills until, he says, "I had a breakdown." Irene 
Kaplan has spent much of the last 16 years in bed here, reading or 
doing needlepoint or watching TV. "What I have to do for myself 
is almost nothing," she says. "If you have any sense of individual
ity, if you're at all independent- if you spend any time in an adult 
home, you're going to start doubting yourself." 

For advice, residents rely on one another, which usually means 
!mocking on room 430. It's the home of Norman Bloomfield, pres
ident of Surf Manor's residents' council, who came here straight 
from the psych unit of a local hospital. "I had no idea what an adult 
home was before I moved into one," he says. Seven years later, he's 
an expert. A one-time NYU student, now 62, he walks around with a 
Moleskine notebook in his pocket, recording his observations- and 
fellow residents' complaints. What do residents dislike about Surf 
Manor? "The boredom. The sense that you're not in charge of your 
own life. The lack of independence. The lack of a future." 

Bloomfield says, "For the first few months, my only thought was 
getting out." But getting out is not so easy. Many residents are on 
Supplemental Security Income; after rent and board are deducted, 
they are left with just $198 a month. With so little income, they 
cannot afford an apartment of their own. Many dream instead 
of obtaining "supported housing" - an apartment with subsidized 
rent, where they could be in charge of their own cooking and 
pills and laundry, and which comes with a caseworker who visits 
regularly- but such apartments are virtually impossible to come 
by. Units are scarce; the process of applying is so bureaucratic it 
can confuse even the most capable individual; and adult homes 
have little incentive to help residents leave since fewer residents 
means less revenue. "They want all the beds filled up to get the 
maximum rent," Bloomfield says. 

In the eight years since the Times series appeared, New York City 
has added only 60 apartments for mentally disabled adult-home 
residents. That equation may be about to change, however, thanks 
to the lawsuit filed by Disability Advocates and several other non
profits. All it took was six years, more than a dozen attorneys, and 
tens of thousands of hours of work, culminating in an 18-day trial 
in federal court featuring 30 witnesses and 300-plus exhibits. One 
expert witness for the plaintiffs described adult homes as possess
ing "some of the elements of a homeless shelter and some of the 
elements of a state hospital"; another characterized them as "little 
ghettos." In September 2009, the judge ruled that New York state 
had indeed discriminated by isolating mentally ill people in adult 
homes. Among the exhibits presented to buttress the residents' case 
were a few of Erica McDonald's photographs from Surf Manor. 

New York could appeal, but even if it doesn't, it will likely take 
a few years before this courtroom victory translates into enough 
supported housing. In the meantime, the television in the lobby 
at SurfManor stays on, the days drag by, and residents dream of a 
life no longer confined to an adult home on the edge of town, but 
in an apartment they can call their own. • 

Alex Abuza provided research for this project. 
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Back on Message 
Gil Scott-Heron retools for a new generation. 
BY ALAN LIGIIT 

The revol11tion will not go belterwitb Coke 
77Je revolution will notjigbt the germs thai cause 

bad breath 
The revolution will put you in the driver's seaL 
77Je revolution will not be televised 

IT'S C H RISTMAS EVE, almost 40 long years 
after he wrote these immortal lyrics, and 
it's a workday for Gil Scott-Heron. O n 
this bright, bone-chi ll ing afternoon, the 
p ioneering urban poet and musician is 
holed up in his humble East H arlem of
fice, hunched over an ancient, floppy
disk-driven word processor. An episode of 
Gunsmoke plays on the TV. Scott-Heron 
moves a bit slow, but he's racing to meet 
a self-imposed deadline of New Year's Day 
to complete a rewrite of The Last Holiday, 
the 600-plus-page memoir of his 1980 tour 
with Stevie Wonder that campaigned far
and ultimately helped secure-the creation 
of Martin Luther King Day. 

The curtains are drawn in the ground
floor apartment; a few days' worth of news
papers are scattered across the floor. Posters 
from some recent gigs in Europe are taped 
haphazardly to the walls. It's this modest set
ting from which Scott-Heron, 60, is launch
ing I'm New Here, his first new album in 16 
years. Returning after such a long h iatus 
doesn't seem to faze him. "Every one of my 
records is new if you ain't heard it," he says, 
leaning back on the ratty, yellowish couch, 
"so I got a lot of new music out there." 

At this point, Scott-Heron's work is famil-

BOOKS I MUS I C I F I LM 

Gil Scott-Heron 

circa 1970 
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iar only to those with long memories or 
extensive record collections. In the '70s 
and '80s, though, his groundbreaking 
blend of insightful spoken-word medita
tions and music in such songs as "Home Is 
Where the Hatred Is" and "Whitey on the 
Moon" ("A rat done bit my sister Nell I 
With whitey on the moon") was a crucial 
element in the development of hip-hop. 
Public Enemy's Chuck D once said that 
"rhythmic message music started with 
him," and in a recent blog post Kanye West 
wrote that he's taking the inspiration for 
his new songs from Scott-Heron, whom he 
called a "true poet" who "documented 
what was happening in culture." 

Perhaps most memorably, Scott-Heron 
contributed a phrase to the general ver
nacular with his 1970 poem "The Revolu
tion Will Not Be Televised." Rage Against 
the Machine guitarist Tom Morello recalls 
that when he first heard the song, "the title 
alone gave me a different understanding of 
the world- that everything is not brought 
to you by existing cultural channels, and 
you're going to miss it if you're sitting on 
your couch." 

Born in Chicago, the son of a profession
al soccer player (his father, known as the 
"Black Arrow," was the first black member 
of Celtic, a team in Glasgow, Scotland), 
Scott-Heron was raised in Tennessee. Af. 
ter moving to the Bronx with his mother, 
he was given a full scholarship to the elite 
Fieldston School. At Pennsylvania's Lin
coln University, he started a band, Black 
and Blue, with his longtime collaborator, 
keyboardist Brian Jackson. He dropped 
out of college after a year, published two 
novels, and began his recording career in 
1970. His early, and perhaps best remem
bered, works were spoken word pieces. 
But in 1975, Scott-Heron became the first 
artist signed to legendary record executive 
Clive Davis' Arista Records label, which 
took him in a more musical direction. 
He appeared on Saturday Night Live- at 
Richard Pryor's insistence- and alongside 
Bruce Springsteen, Tom Petty, and James 
Taylor at the Musicians United for Safe 
Energy "No Nukes" concerts. 

But since 1982, Scott-Heron has only re
leased one album of new material. He has 
spent much of the last decade in and out 
of jail on drug possession charges; at one 
point, an ex-girlfriend appealed directly to 
a judge to send him to rehab, saying he had 
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a $2,000 a week cocaine habit and that she 
feared for his life. 

He is guarded, but not apologetic, about 
this chapter in his story- a painfully ironic 
twist for the man behind "The Bottle," 
"Angel Dust," and other fervent anti-drug 
songs. "I should have done 30 days or com
munity service, but I got my charge adjust
ed like I was some special person," he says, 
adjusting the cap on his gray hair. "I lost 
a lot of momentum when I was carrying 
it and trying to take care of business. Jus
tice is bought and sold down at the lunch 
tables when the DAs and public defenders 

SLOGANS 
FOR SALE 

A brief history of turning 
musical rebellion into money 

1987 Gil Scott-Heron's proto-hip-hop anthem 
'The Revolution Will Not Be Televised" goes for a 
spin in J TV Jd for GreJt America's new ride, the 
Revolution. 

1987 Michael Jackson, owner of t he Beatles 
catalog, lets Nike use "Revolution"-the first 
Fab Four song to appear in a TV commercial. 
Yoko Ono says the spot "is making John's music 
accessible to a new generation." 

1995 KRS-One rewrites "The Revolution Will Not 
Be Televised" for a Nike ad. Sample lyrics: "The 
revolution w ill not refrain from chest bumping ... 
The revolution is about basketball, and 
basketball is the truth!" 

2000 The Who's "Won't Get Fooled Again" takes 
a bow for the new revolution-the Nissan 
Maxima. 

2005 Tommy Hilfiger conscripts Jefferson 
Airplane's "Volunteers" ("Got to revolution!"} for 
a spot filled w ith teen hotties. 

2005 Lefty rocker Steve Earle okays the use of 
his "The Revolution Starts Now" in a Chevy 
truck ad. 

2007 Janis Joplin's anti-consumerist ballad 
"Mercedes Benz" becomes a feel-good jingle 
for ... Mercedes-Benz. 

2009 A British "ethical banking" firm convinces 
Bob Dylan to lend the rights to "Biowin' in the 
Wind." - Dave Gilson 

make deals over who they're gonna send 
to jail and who gets to go home. I always 
believe there will be more deals made than 
justice done." 

Richard Russell of England's super
hip XL Recordings (home of Radiohead, 
M.I.A., and Vampire Weekend) first vis
ited Scott-Heron at Rikers Island in 2006, 
and began the lengthy and hard-fought 
process that led to the recording of I'm 
New Here. The album sounds markedly 
different from the jazz-inflected work of 
Scott-Heron's classic period. It's sparser, 
more purely rhythm based. And instead 
of reviving what he's best known for- a 
scathing critique of America's racial atti
tudes and social policies- it concentrates 
on family and more personal concerns. 
"What better place to go when really 
frightening things surround you?" he 
says. I'm New Here also contains a har
rowing version of Robert Johnson's "Me 
and the Devil," which may seem an odd 
choice for this urbane voice of protest. He 
says that the fit was a natural- and hearing 
Scott-Heron cry out "Me and the devil/ 
Was walking side by side" certainly serves 
as a stark reminder of his own demons. 

"I'm a bluesician, a bluesologist," he says. 
"I was raised up down in Memphis and was 
part of that lifestyle because that's how you 
live down there. We were all poor, but no
body knew how poor they were because 
everybody was doing the same. I had no 
idea how poor I was until I had to compare 
myself to other people who took that more 
seriously- and up here they take it much 
more seriously." 

Rappers from KRS-One to Mos Def 
have followed in the path he blazed- he's 
even been called the godfather of rap- but 
he has sometimes been quoted sounding 
critical of the genre. Today, he emphasizes 
that it's too early to judge these artists' true 
accomplishments. "They're kids, man," 
he says. "Let 'em be, as long as you can. I 
didn't want anybody asking what my ulti
mate anytlung was when I was 19, 20 years 
old- I was ultimately just trying to make 
the next one." 

Nor is he frustrated by the endless uses 
and misuses of his most famous axiom. 
"The Revolution Will Not Be Televised" 
has been adapted, adopted, celebrated, 
cannibalized, and co-opted by everyone 
from Elvis Costello to Prince. The Wu
Tang Clan rapped that "the revolution 
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should be televised," and the song was 
even reworked into a hip-hop all-star Nike 
commercial in the mid-'90s. (Since the 
song was rewritten by KRS-One, Scott
Heron wasn't entitled to a full royalty 
check.) "They use it literally, and I was 
talking about changing your mind about 
how you look at things," he says. "No 
bother. A phrase doesn't die when some
body misinterprets it- it just sits there 
where it was for the next person to come 
along and get it right. As many got it right 
as got it wrong. So you broke even- that's 
the best way to leave a casino." 

Over the course of a conversation, 
Scott-Heron's humor comes through far 
stronger than any sense of bitterness. He 
makes corny jokes ("We lived next door 
to this funeral home, and people were dy
ing to get in there") and veers off into di
gressions about the history of jazz or the 
pleasures oflistening to radio broadcaster 
Vin Scully call a Los Angeles Dodgers 
game. But he has lost none of the incisive, 
pragmatic sense of outrage that fueled 
his greatest work. He dismisses the word 
"militant," so often attached to his words 
and actions. "All men are supposed to be 
created equal," he says. "Well, let's have 

The Immortal Life of Henriet t a lacks 
By Rebecca Skloot. O·o1on. 

When Henrietta Lacks- a poor, African 
American tobacco farmer 
from Virginia- checked into 
Johns Hopkins Hospital 
with cervical cancer in 1951, 
she had no idea that tis
sue removed from her body 
without her consent would 
become one of the most im
portant resources in medical 
history. She died soon after
ward, but her cells, dubbed 
HeLa, astonished scientists 
with their still-mysterious 
"immortality"- they were the first ones 
to survive indefinitely in the lab, and re
produced at an unprecedented rate. HeLa 
provided the raw material necessary to de
velop the polio vaccine and many other 
medical breakthroughs. In this gripping, 
vibrant book, Rebecca Skloot looks be
yond the scientific marvels to explore the 
ethical issues behind a discovery that may 

that! I paid for this with tax money. I'm 
going back like you go to Macy's the day 
after Christmas- 'You didn't bring me the 
right shit!'" 

Scott-Heron hopes that the release of 
I'm New Here will draw some attention to 
his considerable back catalog (which he 
owns) and the forthcoming book. But it's 
hard to know whether a challenging, genre
defYing project can find an audience now 
in the ways that his music was able to a 
generation ago. 

have saved your life. 
Skloot pinpoints HeLa as the origin 

of many ethical debates that still define 
modem science, tissue research, and the 

ownership of the body. Since 
learning about HeLa in 1973, 
Lacks' husband and chil
dren have felt betrayed by 
what they see as a medical 
establishment that secretly 
experimented on and ex
ploited black patients. Some 
of Lacks' relatives wonder 
why they shouldn't get a cut 
from what is still one of the 
world's most popular- and 
profitable- cell lines: All the 

HeLa cells ever made would weigh 22 tons; 
a single vial can sell for nearly $10,000. 

Skloot spends nearly 10 years earning the 
trust of Lacks' daughter Deborah, who's 
also obsessed with learning more about 
her mother. She still runs up against the 
Lackses' understandable suspicion, such 
as when Deborah slams her up against a 
wall and asks if she's really working for 

Regardless of an uncertain future and 
a difficult past, Scott-Heron says that he 
is at peace with his legacy. "I don't regret 
having done what I did, or the way I did 
it," he says. "I know if! would have shut 
up about a couple of things, I could have 
probably made a little bit more money, but 
I wouldn't have made no more sense than 
I did. And I wouldn't be able to say to my 
kids, 'Yeah, I stood up for that.' You had a 
choice- stand up or lay down. And I didn't 
lay down, so I'm all right." • 

Johns Hopkins- but Skloot persists, intent 
on paying homage to tl1e flesh-and-blood 
woman behind HeLa. - Evan James 

The Devil and Mr. Casement: One 
M an's Battle for Human Rights in South 
America's Heart of Darkness 
By Jordan Goodman. Farrar, Straus and Giroux. 

In 1910, a British diplomat named Roger 
Casement traveled to a remote corner of 
the Peruvian Ama
zon to investigate 
reports that the 
local Indians were 
being enslaved as 
rubber tappers, 
and tortured and 
murdered if they 
resisted. The assign
ment was similar 
to one he'd carried 
out a few years ear
lier in the Congo, 
which, as readers of Adam Hochschild's 
King Leopold's Ghost may recall, helped 
expose the atrocities [continued on page 90] 
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The Superconductor 
MICHAEL TILSON THOMAS 

Forget childhood piano recitals. Could there be a more terrifying prospect than discussing 
classical music with one of our greatest all-time conductors, Michael Tilson Thomas? I con
soled myself with the fact that as music director of the San Francisco Symphony, MTI has 
picked up Leonard Bernstein's baton and made it his mission to make classical music acces
sible to the masses. In both PBS's Keeping Score and public radio's The MTT Files (a must-listen: 
his show on James Brown), he breaks down compositions and musical history. The SF Sym
phony has kid-friendly programs. He runs the New World Symphony, an academy for young 
prodigies. He even harnessed YouTube to cast an orchestra that came together for three days 
of practice before playing Carnegie Hall. And in 2005 he produced an homage to his grand
parents, Boris and Bessie Thomashefsky, Yiddish theater stars so famous that 30,000 people 
attended his grandfather's funeral. MTI graciously invited me to his home. Little did either of 
us know it would turn into a two-hour talk both remedial and revelatory (for me). He seemed 
happy to conduct. Read the extended-play version at motherjones.com/MTT. -Clara Jeffery 
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Mother Jones: What's the biggest hurdle to get 
people to appreciate classical music? 
Michael Tilson Thomas: My grandparents were 
major theater people- Yiddish theater, 
which was workers' theater, radical theater
engaging the audience, which was largely an 
immigrant audience, with the social issues 
they were encountering in the United States. 
The way you survive in the performing arts 
is by having a sense of your audience, and 
doing things which entertain and satisfY 
the audience, but in a more important way, 
cause the audience to question many things. 
This is what my grandparents did. So part of 
my mission is simply that: to bring the world 
of the arts, particularly classical music, closer 
to people so they don't feel that it is some
thing remote that they have to specially pre
pare themselves for, or dress up for. 
MJ: Are there virtuosos who had little or no 
family history with music? 
MTT: Yes, and likewise extraordinary con
noisseurs whose background was blue col
lar and who got into music because of their 
involvement with mathematics or science. 
If kids are given the chance to experience 
this realm at the early ages, seven or eight 
years old, they can pick it up right away. 
MJ: Is it ever too early to introduce your kids 
to music? What do you think of the Baby 
Mozart phenomenon? 
MTT: My parents told me that when I was a 
kid, three years old, I couldn't walk by the 
piano without reaching up and trying to 
play a few notes on it. There are kids who 
are just drawn to listening to music and 
dancing to it and trying to conduct. I think 
it's wrong to force any kind of agenda on a 
child, but it's wonderful to give them the 
opportunity. My parents made listening to 
music a part of our daily routine. 
MJ: So when a child asks their parents why 
they should keep up their lessons when 
they're never going to be as good as MIT 
or James Brown, what's a good response? 
MTT: You're talking about a phenomenon 
which interests me a lot, which is loneli
ness. A conundrum of music is that music 
brings people together, yet to become a 
skilled musician involves a certain amount 
of lonely time in which you're just figur
ing it out, practicing. So, one of the things 
I hope to do is to try and establish com
munities online. So you don't feel, "Oh my 
gosh, I'm in my practice room all alone, 
and who really cares what I do, and am I 
doing it right or wrong?" 
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MJ: Did casting a regular symphony prepare 
you to cast the You Tube symphony? 
MIT: It was wonderfully absurdly different 
in that in auditions for a major symphony, 
you hear candidates play behind a screen
you know nothing about them. For the 
You Tube symphony you saw everyone and 
their dogs and their dorm rooms and their 
significant others, cooking and walking by 
in the background. But you had to pick up 
as much as you could from one snippet. 
MJ: Are there physiological attributes that 
conductors share- fantastic peripheral vi
sion, or superior multitasking skills? 
MIT: I think so. Also a curious skill that has 
to do with kind of perceiving the past, the 
present, and the future at once, and being 
aware of how many different reaction times 
are present in the orchestra. 
MJ: Conducting is a great workout. Should 
there be a Wii Fit MTT program? Rather 
than Guitar Hero- Conducting Hero? 
MIT: Maybe, but the one thing older con
ductors have in common is tendinitis. Well, 
sure, because how many 64-year-old pitch
ers do you see on the mound? Not any. 
Some of what you're doing in conducting 
is this accelerating your arm to just a fixed 
point. Contraction- stop. Accelerate- stop. 
MJ: Watching the Keeping Score on Shostako
vich and the "dead end" that he kept com
ing to in Symphony No. 5, it occurred to 
me, ''Is that the first three bars of the Darth 
Vader theme?" 
MIT: Thank God for movie music. It pre
serves the rich vocabulary in classical music 
through challenging times. 
MJ: Is it hard to put together a season that 
gives people pieces that they're comfortable 
with and pieces that are more challenging? 
MTT: It's easier to interest a conservative au
dience in pushing the musical boundaries 
than to involve a young audience used to 
very noisy, assertive music in something 
like Schubert or Bach because the further 
back you go, the less bells and whistles 
there are. So you're really coming down to 
just what the notes themselves say. 
MJ: You have two fabulous titles, maestro 
and chevalier. Ever tire of them? 
MIT: Well, I have a strange situation as far as 
my name is concerned, because of course, 
what should my name really be? Is it my 
traditional Jewish name? Or this curious 
name my parents put together, partially to 
honor departed family members, and par
tially to keep me away from the absolute 

craziness of my grandparents' fame and 
the intrusiveness of their fans? So many 
people call me "MIT," and some do say, 
"Oh Maestro," and some are comfortable 
calling me Michael. 
MJ: The way that most of us are taught mu
sic is "Here, play this." I remember strug
gling for a year with a Clementi piece. Had 
I known anything about the history of it, I 
would have at least felt more emotionally 
attached to the piece, even if I couldn't 
have conquered it technically. Why do you 
think the history of music has been so sepa
rated from the execution of it? 
MIT: I am still a long way from achieving 
this, but there should be some kind of teach
ing music, which would start back at the 
beginning, with the very simple plainsong 
melodies, features that are present in certain 
kinds of folk traditions, and then just gradu
ally build up layers of intricacy and more 
deliciously ambivalent things. Pop music, 
which I deeply admire and wish I could play 
better than I can, is based on expressing one 
mood, one feeling at a time. Classical music 
is by its very nature involved with differ
ent kinds of music, constantly transform
ing one another, which is more akin to the 
way our experience oflife really is. If you're 
alive, you have all the experience necessary 
to understand classical music. • 

1885The Boston Pops is launched to bring 
classical music to the masses. 

1940 Disney's Fantasia. Money loser until 
1969 re-release makes it a stoner classic. 

1957 Elmer Fudd +Wagner = "Kill Da Wabbit." 

1958 Leonard Bernstein conducts his first 
televised Young People's Concert. 

1968 20o1: A Space Odyssey immortalizes 
Strauss' Also Sprach Zarathustra. 

1976 "A Fifth of Beethoven" disco remix. 

1984Amadeus wins eight Oscars. 

1990 The Three Tenors storm charts. 

1998 Georgia aims for"Mozart effect" by 
giving new moms classical COs. 

2002 Nas samples Beethoven's "Fur Elise." 

2007 ssc launches a reality show to reclaim 
classical music from "posh old white 
people." -Dave Gilson 
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[continued from page 87] inside the Belgian 
monarch's private colony. In Peru, Case
ment found horrors that rivaled those in 
the heart of Africa (see page 52), but this 
time, the crimes weren't being carried out 
in the name of a foreign ruler, 
but a public company based 
in London. 

expectedly from their hinges) to the deadly 
(one was blown off a Michigan bridge). 
Happily, Vuic has an encyclopedic knowl
edge ofYugo jokes (Q What's included 
in every Yugo owner's manual? A: A bus 

schedule). 
Humor aside, Vuic argues 

The outlines of this story 
are all too familiar: A firm 
enriches itself with the sweat 
and blood of people half a 
world away, far from con
sumers' consciences or the 
prying eyes of watchdogs. 
The Devil and Mr. Casement 
presents a fast-paced account 
of this groundbreaking effort 

Tht: Ri~e and 
Fall of I 

that anxiety about commu
nism and its consumer prod
ucts helped ensure the Yugo's 
commercial failure. It was 
only the third car made be
hind the Iron Curtain to be 
imported into the States; re
member the Czech Skoda or 
the Russian Moskvich? But 
what ultimately sank it was C in Hi\lOry 

to hold corporations accountable for their 
misdeeds, as well as a detailed portrait of 
Casement, a closet Irish revolutionary (and 
even more deeply closeted gay man) who 
becomes obsessed with beating "the devil" 
of the book's title, a ruthless Peruvian rub
ber baron. 

It's not giving away the ending to say 
there's no happy one to this story. How
ever, Goodman buries a fascinating, dis
turbing detail that establishes his drama's 
continued relevance: The Putumayo In
dians who were rubber slaves a century 
ago are the ancestors of the indigenous 
people in the recent documentary Crude, 
which follows their ongoing struggle to 
get American oil companies 
to take responsibility for pol
luting their rainforest home. 
- Dave Gilson 

The Yugo: The Rise and Fall 
ofthe Worst Car in History 
By Jason Vuic. Macmillan. 
Jason Vuic, a professor of 
modern European history, 
could easily have written a 
straightforward takedown of 
the most maligned automo
bile since the Ford Pinto. Instead, he uses 
the Yugo as a vehicle for an insightful and 
witty look at car culture, a half-century of 
Balkan history, and the last decade of the 
Cold War. 

Though it sold in the United States for 
only six years, the Yugo captured Ameri
cans' collective imagination- and not in a 
good way. Its countless defects ranged from 
the comic (driver's seats that dropped un-

its marketers' miscalculation 
of how much Americans would give up 
for a bargain. The Me Decade demanded 
flash, and the Yugo was a "humble, almost 
fundamentalist product" with no frills to 
spare. Though it only captured less than 
half a percent of the American market, 
Yugo remains a household name-a Slavic 
synonym for "flop." - Sonja Sharp 

mm 
What's the M atter With Kansas? 
Abramorama. 90 minutes. 
In his 2004 book, What's the Matter With 
Kansas?, Thomas Frank probed the psyches 
of Midwestern "values voters" to explain 

why blue-collar Americans 
abandoned economic self
interest to vote for George 
W. Bush. This eponymous 
documentary begins as a re
telling of Frank's book but 
ends as a timely exploration 
of how an obsession with a 
narrow moral agenda can be 
self-defeating. 

Much of the film revolves 
around the Dillards and 
the Bardens, likable fami

lies who belong to the congregation of 
Terry Fox, a Baptist preacher who's been 
ousted from his church for his right-wing 
politics. The families follow him to a new 
house of worship in a gaudy auditorium 
in Wichita's Wild West World theme 
park. Fox convinces them to pour their 
savings into the park, which goes bank
rupt under a cloud of suspicion. Still, this 
betrayal doesn't cause the Dillards and 
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Bardens to question Fox or his beliefs. needed to be founded on Christian prin
ciples" and a mention of the murder of 
Wichita abortion provider Dr. George Til
ler. We're left to draw our own conclusions 
about what the next chapter of this story 
may be, but in the age ofTea Party popu
lism and a reenergized conservative base, 
it's hard to see Kansas making an about
face. -Josh Harklnson 

There are fleeting hints of a shifting po
litical climate. Hard times dUJing the Bush 
years convince "redneck" farmer Donn 
Teske to forsake the GOP, declare himself a 
"populist without a party," and even praise 
the New Deal. Yet the film ends with a 
home-schooled Fox follower declaring 
that the framers believed "that our country 

1611Jjii 

REVIEWS BY JON YOUNG 

Mose Allison 
The Way ofthe World. Anti-. 

His sleepy voice and bluesy piano seemingly untouched by time, Mose Allison 

returns with one of the best albums of his career, which has spanned more 

than a half-century. On The Wayofthe World, the Mississippi-born sage skew

ers the pompous and chronicles life's absurdities with the same sly wit that 

influenced rockers like the Who and the Clash, who both covered Allison tunes. 

"I know you didn't mean it when you blew us up," he drawls at one point, 

exuding bemused resignation; "Modest Proposal" (shades of Jonathan Swift} finds him muttering, 

"Let 's start making some sense today." Though All ison is in his early 8os, he still possesses t heir

reverence of a rookie. 

Frightened Rabbit 
The Winter of Mixed Drinks. FatCat. 

Frightened Rabbit's sparkling third album is worth hearing simply for Scott 

Hutchison's adorable Scottish brogue, but the quintet has a lot more going for 

it than charm. Mixed Drinks builds on the guitar jangle of the band's first two 

outings, providing a more polished setting for Hutchison's breathless tales of 

hearts on fire. Soaring tunes such as "Swim Until You Can't See Land" and "The 

Loneliness and the Scream" celebrate wild-eyed romantics. When Hutchison 

shouts, "If you never feel bleak I Life starts to lose its taste," his fervor is downright inspirational. 

Drive-By Truckers 
The Big To-Do. ATO. 

Few bands even make it to their 1oth album, let alone continue to make good 

music that long. Remarkably, The Big To-Do finds Drive-By Truckers still in peak 

form. The sextet's fierce Southern rock, which combines Lynyrd Skynyrd's sting 

with the grace of BookerT. & the MGs, has the edge of a newly sharpened 

knife. Woeful-sounding front man Patterson Hood crafts vivid vignettes of 

downtrodden characters as he examines domestic violence {"Drag the Lake 

Charlie"), alcoholism {"The Fourth Night of My Drinking"), and getting laid off {"This Fucking Job"). 

With an unsentimental yet sympathetic touch, he balances tragedy and dark comedy with finesse. 

The Chieftains Featuring Ry Cooder 
San Patricio. Fantasy. 

Ireland's Chieftains and California's Ry Cooder have absorbed musical styles 

from Cuba to Mali to Newfoundland, so an album mixing Mexican and Irish 

sounds is hardly startling. However, the vibrant San Patricio, which tells the 

dark story of ill-fat ed Irish immigrant soldiers who abandoned the Yankee 

cause to fight for Mexico in the Mexican-American War of the 1840s, surprises 

simply because it's so much fun. Joined by a slew of guests, including Linda 

Ronstadt and Lila Downs, Cooder and head Chieftain Paddy Moloney pump out irresistible party 

grooves that are a striking contrast to the defeat and death encountered by their real -life subjects. 
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SEX. It3 Never Too Late To 
Learn Something New~·M 

50% OFF 4 BETTER SEX VIDEOS! 

See for Yourself on Discreet Home Video. 

EXPLICIT & UNCENSORED! REAL PEOPLE 
DEMONSTRATING REAL SEXUAL TECHNIQUES! 

Couples who watch together not only LEARN from what they see, but 
often report that the videos themselves are an 'instant aphrodisiac.' 
That's because they show REAL couples (not actors) demonstrating 
the joys of REAL lovemaking. 

~)( 
Recommended by leading doctors and therapists, 
all 4 videos in the series were created to show men 
and women in their 40s, 50s (and older) that the 
BEST SEX OF THEIR LIVES ... can be enjoyed 
right now! 

T :L..fora .f: 
Lllt01ne~ These videos show couples how to overcome sexual 

problems so common with middle age, including: 
erect ile dysfunction ... reentering the dating scene ... and rekindling 
passion when sex has become boring or predictable. 

You ' ll see explicit demonstrations of imaginative sensua l foreplay 
and lovemaking ... new positions to try ... experimenting with 
'forbidden' fun ... 'self-pleasure' alone and together ... plus finding 
humor and joy in a long-term loving relationship . 

Rea l loving couples show you how to make your wildest f antasies 
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order online at: 
BetterSex.com"'/ad 

Use source code 8MJ10 at checkout to 
receive your FREE videos and 56.00 S&H. 

http://magazinesdownload.com/


Find more magazines at www.magazinesdownload.com

the temple of do 

[continued from page 7 5] days trucks wi II de
liver the hair to the distributors, where the 
alchemy of transforming human waste into 
a luxury product takes place. 

SOME EIGHTY-FIVE MILES from the auction 
site, on an industrial lot on the outskirts of 
the coastal metropolis of Chennai, George 
Cherian, chairman of Raj lmpex, one of 
India's largest hair-export houses, awaits his 
delivery. The hair must be checked for lice, 
painstakingly untangled, washed in vats of 
detergent, and combed until it's of export 
quality. "The real value of what we do is right 
here, when we grade the hair and transform it 
from waste into something beautiful," Cheri
an says. He pulls out a handful of smoothed 
hair the size of a riding crop, noting that it 
will fetch $15 on the international market. 

The bulk of hair sold in India isn't ton
sured, he notes- it comes from garbage 
bins, the floors of barber shops, and the 
combs of long-haired women. Nomadic 
families and small businesses go door-to
door bartering hair clips, rubber bands, and 
trinkets for it. "This work supports tens of 
thousands of people across India in cottage 
sorting and collecting industries," Cherian 
says. "The rule is simple: Remy hair goes to 
the US, the rest goes to Africa." 

In a storage room, he shows me 400 kilos 
of hair packed in boxes and bound for cities 
throughout the world. His warehouse con
tains several tons more, ready to ship. "The 
demand is huge," Cherian says, "but I don't 
think that anyone outside of India would 
ever be able to do this. We survive because 
of the cheap labor. No one in Italy, or Cali
fornia, could prepare the hair for less." 

California, in fact, is where a good deal 
of the hair ends up- mostly in places like 
Oakland's Glamour Beauty Supply, where 
three rows of human-hair wigs sit on Sty
rofoam heads behind the counter. China 
Bullock, a fiery 24-year-old Denny's wait
ress with bangs the color of cherry soda, 
is looking at nonremy extensions, which 
are $21 a pack- a splurge considering that 
you need two for a proper do. She can't 
resist asking about remy, but when the 
shopkeeper points out the price- $120 per 
pack- Bullock recoils. "It's way cuter," she 
laments, settling instead for two $12 packs 
of synthetic hair. Maybe one day, she says, 
she'll be able to afford the real thing. • 

Additional reporting by Sonja Sharp. 

married for a m inute 

[continued from page 27] expires- for another 
mehr-or to terminate it early. While wom
en may have only one husband at a time, 
men may have four wives and are permit
ted unlimited temporary wives. Rezvan 
Moghadam, the director of a women's 
health nonprofit, put it bluntly: "Men do 
it for fun. Women do it for money; they 
don't enjoy it at all." 

Yet women do derive some benefits 
from sigheh. Children born of sighehs 
are considered legitimate, and entitled to 
a share of their father's inheritance. In a 
permanent marriage, the family usually 
negotiates a dowry on the bride's behalf; a 
woman entering a temporary marriage sets 
her own terms. A temporary wife has no 
right to maintenance or inheritance, but 
she also has fewer obligations than her per
manent counterpart- her duty to obey her 

"Temporary marriages 
must be bravely 
promoted," said the 
interior minister. "Islam 
is in no way indifferent 
to the needs of a 
15-year-old." 

husband encompasses only sex. 
Saeedah, who is 32 and works in the film 

industry, decided to do a sigheh at her boy
friend's suggestion, but her eyes welled up 
at the memory of her visit to the registry. 
She felt the mullah's eyes on her, she re
called, as if she were "like meat" and he, 
too, might get a taste. She was also disap
pointed by her girlfriends' reaction. "They 
think it's cheap,"' she said. 

Zahra, an unemployed 47-year-old wid
ow from Q9m, entered a sigheh with a doc
tor. She didn't tell her four children about 
the union, explaining, "People don't like it. 
Because of this, I also don't like it." Tuba, a 
widow who lives with her two grown sons 
in a small room in one ofTehran's poorest 
neighborhoods, would prefer a permanent 
marriage, but the 55-year-old is certain that 
her temporary husband- a taxi driver three 
decades younger- will never propose one. 

In spite of the stigma, the women I spoke 
with were ultimately content with their 
choice. Saeedah felt more secure knowing 
she could show the police her marriage cer
tificate. Zahra enjoyed sharing her feelings 
with someone else, as well as the physical 

intimacy. Tuba, for her part, is delighted 
that her taxi driver, who lives in the north, 
visits once a month and calls daily. "Sigheh 
is not a good thing in our society," she said. 
"But I'm a relaxed person, so I don't give a 
shit what people think." 

THE CLASH over the June 2009 presidential 
vote was a reminder of how deeply divided 
Iranian society is. The schism between Ira
nians who believe in the legitimacy of the 
Islamic republic and those who never will 
is also reflected in attitudes toward sigheh. 
Many young Iranians reject it precisely be
cause it's promoted by the clerics. 

"Most of us, we like to imitate all things 
from Western countries," said 27-year-old 
Sina Ahmadinejad (no relation to the pres
ident). "Being boyfriend and girlfriend is 
much fancier than sigheh." For young lib
erals like him, dating has become an act of 
protest, while sigheh remains inescapably 
Islamic- and uncool. 

Still, some young Iranians are beginning 
to experiment with sigheh in a way that can 
feel like defiance. Three years ago, Amir, 
an English teacher, and his girlfriend, Tara, 
decided to move in together. "It's impos
sible to rent an apartment with your girl
friend," Amir said. "They check if you 
are officially married." So Tara proposed 
a sigheh. After a quick trip to the registry, 
they broke the news to their friends over 
pizza and champagne. 

The real celebration came later, when 
they began planning a trip together. Usu
ally, unmarried heterosexual couples have 
to engage in elaborate stratagems to go on 
vacation, often coordinating with friends 
so that men and women travel in separate 
cars and check into different hotel rooms, 
only to reconfigure in coed pairs behind 
closed doors. For the first time in their 
adult lives, Amir and Tara wouldn't need 
to go through those contortions. 

Barely an hour into the drive, a police
man pulled them over. In the trunk of 
Amir's car was a bottle of whiskey. Drink
ing alcohol is punishable by 80 lashes or, 
after repeated offenses, death. The officer 
eyed the couple suspiciously, demanding, 
"Are you married or are you single?" 

"Tara is my wife," Amir answered calm
ly, presenting his gold-lettered marriage 
certificate. 

"Okay, go," the officer ordered, and the 
newlyweds drove on. • 

MARCH/APR I L 2010 I MOTHER JONES 93 

http://magazinesdownload.com/


Find more magazines at www.magazinesdownload.com

HOME LIGHTINGBr"'(lktltrouglr 

A floor lamp that 
spreads sunshine 
all over a room. 
The Balanced Spectrum® floor lamp brings many of 
the benefits of natural daylight indoors for glare-free 
lighting that's perfect for reading. 

E 
ver since the first humans built a ftre 

in their dark cave, people have realized 
the importance of proper indoor 

lighting. But ever since Edison invented 

the light bulb, lighting technology has, 
unfortunately, remained relatively prehistoric. 

Modern light fixtures do little to overcome 
problems associated with improper lighting. As 

more and more of us spend longer and longer 

hours in front of our computer monitor, these 
problems are compounded. And the effects of 

improper indoor lighting are not necessarily 
limited to a physical problem: the quantity and 
quality of light can also play a part in both our 
mood and work performance. 

Studies show that sunshine can both lift your 

mood and enhance your energy levels. But 

as we all know, the sun does not always 
shi11e. Now, however, there's a solution to the 
problem- a way to bring the positive benefits 

This light can change the 
way you live and work 

As soon as 1 turned on the lamp and 
began to read the newspaper I could see 
the wonderful difference. This lamp is just 
what I needed. Thank you so much. 

- Donna E. 

For the sewing and knitting that I do, this 
is the best lamp I've found. 

- Kari K. 

Your lamp has been a wonderful help to me 
in reading my newspaper and magazines. I 
would hate to be without this lamp, it's 
made such a difference in my life. 

- Kenneth K. 

With this new lamp, there is absolutely 
no glare and my wife can read without 
her reading glasses. 

- Gerry S. 

Oouns of tesUmorials on tile. 
Results may vary. 

associated with natural daylight 

indoors. The Balanced Spectrum• 
floor lamp will change not only the 
way you see, but also the way you 

feel about your living and work 
spaces. It brings the benefits of 
natural daylight indoors, simulating 

the full spectrum of daylight. 

The Balanced Spectrum's 27-watt 

compact bu lb is brighter than 
a 100-watt ordinary light bulb. 
With the lamp's sharp visibility, 

you will see with more clarity 
and enjoyment in close tasks 
such as reading, writing, sewing, 

and needlepoint. 

Experience sunshine indoors at 

the touch of a switch. This anuzing lamp is 
not only easy on the eyes, it is easy on the 
hands as well, featuring a special "soft-touch, 

flicker-free" rocker switch that is easier to use 
than traditiOJlal toggle or twist switches. And 

Technology revolutionizes 
the light bulb 
• Save almost $61 over the 

life of the bulb 
• 8,000 hours bulb life 
• Energy efficient 
• Shows true colors 

its flexible gooseneck design enables you to get 
light exactly where you need it. The high-tech 
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age of treason 

[continued from page 35] The time has come 
for us to use it to its full effect," some fol
lowers take that as a call for drastic action. 

Chip Berlet, of the watchdog group Po
litical Research Associates, who has studied 
right-wing populist movements for 25 years, 
equates Rhodes' rhetoric to yelling fire in a 
crowded theater. "Promoting these conspir
acy theories is very dangerous right now be
cause there are people who will assume that 
a hero will stop at nothing." What will hap
pen, he adds, "is not just disobeying orders 
but harming and killing." 

Rhodes acknowledges that there are cer
tain risks. Freedom "is not neat or tidy," 
he says. "It's messy." For example, he con
cedes that "there may be a downside" to 
police refusing to engage during a riot situ
ation. "Someone could be beaten or raped, 
but the potential risks involved are far less 
dangerous than having soldiers or police 
always do whatever they are told." 

LEE PRA v thinks Rhodes down plays the 
threat Oath Keepers represents to a rogue 
administration. "They have to be careful be
cause otherwise they will be labeled as ter
rorists," he says. "You have to read between 
the lines, but I wish they were more up-front 
with their members." 

It's not hard to see the appeal of Oath 
Keepers for guys like Pray and Brandon, 
frustrated young men nervous about their 
future prospects. They signed up to defend 
the greatest country in the world, only to be 
cast aside. Even their injuries were suffered 
ingloriously. Brandon can't sit for long af. 
ter being flung from a pickup truck; Pray 
now walks with a cane, possibly for good. 
The men sincerely believe their country is 
headed for disaster, but as broken warriors 
they are powerless to do anything about it. 
They have tried writing to Congress, sign
ing petitions, and voting, all to no avail. 
Oath Keepers offers a new sense of pride 
and comradeship- of being part of some
thing momentous. 

And when the time comes, Pray insists he 
is battle ready. "If the government contin
ues to ignore us, and forces us to engage," 
Pray says, "I'm willing to fight to the death." 
Brandon, for his part, is resigned about their 
odds fighting the US military. "If we take up 
arms, realistically we would lose, and they 
would label us as terrorists," he says. Pray 
nods sadly in agreement. But they'll take 
their chances. They consider it their duty. • 

game changer 

[continued from page 79] spending in elections.) 
The California lawsuit could have implica
tions far beyond the state, striking at the 
heart of more than 40 years of transparency 
legislation. In connection with the suit, 
NOM has subpoenaed Karger-demanding, 
ironically, the exact same kind of financial 
information it's refusing to give him. Karger 
is fighting the subpoena. 

While the lawsuits proceed, Karger is 
continuing to poke NOM with a stick. When 
news of Carrie Prejean's sex tapes leaked, 
he demanded to know if NOM would fire 
the former Miss California, who had ap
peared in one of its ads. He's sent out press 
releases calling on Maggie Gallagher to 
take a lie-detector test. But if his opponents 
took the gimmicks to mean Karger wasn't 
serious, they were in for a surprise. 

AFTER PROP 8, the gay-marriage battle 
moved to Maine, whose legislature legal
ized same-sex marriage last spring. A ballot 
initiative to void the law soon followed, and 
Karger started tracking Maine campaign fil
ings. Right away, he noticed that few indi
viduals from Maine had given any money to 
the local group working to get the initiative 
on the ballot. Instead, the group, Stand for 
Marriage Maine, was getting a huge share of 
its money from NOM. 

Maine law requires any organization 
raising more than $5,000 for a ballot initia
tive to register with the state and report the 
names of donors who give more than $100. 
But NOM never registered in Maine. Karger 
suspected that the boycotts had scared do
nors, and that NOM was trying to funnel 
their money to the Maine campaign anony
mously. Sure enough, he intercepted 79 
emails NOM sent out to supporters after the 
success of Prop 8 in California and found 
that 16 of them were essentially fundraising 
appeals for NOM's work in Maine. "Every 
dollar you give .. . is private, with no risk of 
harassment from gay marriage protesters," 
one promised. Another read, "Donations to 
NOM are ... NOT public information." 

Armed with those emails, Karger asked 
Maine election officials to investigate what 
he called NOM's "money laundering." And on 
a gloomy day in October, he traveled to Au
gusta to testifY on his complaint. He was going 
up against some of the nation's top campaign 
finance lawyers, and he was pumped. 

"I've spent 30 years in politics, managing 
campaigns," Karger told the ethics board, 

a bipartisan commission appointed by the 
governor and the legislature. "I've filed and 
read literally thousands of campaign reports 
in probably 25 states. I've never seen this 
type of blatant disregard for election laws." 
The commissioners sat in stony silence. 
Karger was convinced he'd lost. 

A career in politics has trained Karger 
to make realistic assessments. The night 
before the hearing he predicted, correctly, 
that gay marriage would go down to de
feat in Maine. Putting a minority's civil 
rights on the ballot is always a dicey prop
osition, and the movement, in his view, 
was "not ready for prime time." His strat
egy now is effectively the same one he'd 
once deployed in the tobacco fight: slow 
down the other side, force them to spend 
their money, and embarrass them where 
you can. (In that spirit, Karger recently 
launched an ad campaign encouraging 
viewers to ask Mitt Romney "to urge the 
Mormon Church to stop its nasty cam
paign against gay marriage.") 

It's likely to be a long fight- in Maine, 
too, the anti-gay-marriage measure prevailed 
at the polls last fall-but Karger did score at 
least a tactical victory. At the conclusion of 
the Maine ethics hearing, the commissioners 
voted to investigate NOM, and a federal judge 
cleared the way for the state to release NOM's 
donor list. After the announcement, NOM 
director Brown ended up side by side with 
Karger among the TV cameras. Karger may 
be a gay man fighting a movement that con
siders him an offense to God, but he is first 
and foremost a political operator. He shook 
Brown's hand and joked with NOM's lawyer 
about his impending deposition. Afterward, 
leaving the building, Karger was buoyant. "If 
I had a budget, I'd be dangerous," he said 
with a big smile. • 

.dLc.lo.o.ne.y, i presume> 
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Nikhil Swaminathan 
PRACTICAL VALUES 

Much Ado 
About Cutting 

Why the big fiap over circumcision? 

LAST NOVEMBER, Christopher Mims, a 30-year-old expecting 
dad, updated his Facebook status: "Those of you who had boys, 
did you circumcise him? If not, why? KTHANKS." The question 
elicited a flurry of responses: "We think it's genital mutilation," 
replied one-half of a lesbian couple in Atlanta. "I'd say it both
ered him for a few days afterwards," responded a new mom in 
Texas, "but I would not say he was in excruciating pain." A New 
Jersey mother noted that the only intact boy she knew needed 
surgery due to chronic infections, warning, ''You have to be extra 
vigilant about keeping the cheese outta there." 

"The volume of discussion we've had about this is really incred
ible," Mims told me. Circumcision has become the expecting-par
ent-obsession du jour, gaining 
ground fast on classic yuppie 
conundrums like cribs vs. cos
leeping. Authors and parents 
Michael Chabon and Neal Pol
lack have written about agoniz
ing over the decision. (Chabon 
calls circumcision "the first of 
many betrayals that you will 
subject your kids to.") Pundits 
Andrew Sullivan and Christo
pher Hitchens call the practice 
"mutilation." The vociferous 
anti-circumcision movement 
includes men trying to restore 
their foreskins (by attaching 
small weights to what's left of 
the flap) . Julie Adler, a Califor
nia rabbi who trains mohels 
to perform circumcisions, says 
Jewish parents are questioning 
the practice, even though their 
religion mandates it. 

Just a few decades ago, circumcision was a virtual nondecision 
for new parents in the US. In the late 19th century, doctors believed 
snipping foreskin could cure a laundry list of ailments, including 
hernia, epilepsy, and indigestion. Early studies on the topic in the 
'30s indicated that circumcision decreased a man's susceptibility to 
penile cancer, and by the late '70s, 64 percent of newborn American 
males were cut. By 2006, that number had dwindled to 56 percent. 
Immigration trends may be partially responsible for the drop-off: 
Worldwide, only a third of men are circumcised. Few modem doc-

96 MOTHER JONES I MARCH/APRIL 2010 

tors consider the procedure medically necessary: The rate of penile 
cancer in the US is vanishingly small to begin with. But Armin 
Brott, the author of a series of parenting books, says another factor 
was the natural childbirth movement that began in the '70s, which 
advocated "less medical intervention, fewer procedures, having 
your baby your way." 

But the medical community may be poised to change its mind 
yet again. Recent studies have found that circumcised adult men 
in Africa have lower rates ofHrv and other STDs- as much as 35 
percent lower in the case of HPV. Researchers say this is because 
uncircumcised men are more vulnerable to infection- foreskin 
can tear and contains mucosal cells that easily pick up viruses. In 
light of these studies, the Centers for Disease Control and Pre
vention is weighing recommending the surgery as part of its HIV I 
AIDS-prevention strategy. But University of Michigan epidemiolo
gist Divya Patel believes that because of differences in health care 
systems, modes of transmission of HIV, and age of sexual debut, 
the new data is not directly applicable to the US. 

Sexual debut. Right. It's never too early to start thinking about 
your newborn's romantic career. A 1997 study reported that cir
cumcised men were 33 percent more likely to receive oral sex than 
their uncut counterparts. But Debby Herbenick, author of Bec.ause 

It Feels Good: A Woman's Guide 
to Sexual Pleasure and Satisfac
tion, says her research shows 
only a minority of college co
eds are skeeved by a hooded 
penis. Anti-eire groups routine
ly claim that cut men feel less 
pleasure, since they lack about 
15 square inches of sensitive 
tissue. Adult film star Rocco 
Siffredi (nom de guerre: Ital
ian Stallion) says he found that 
out the hard way when he was 
circumcised at 31 for hygiene 
reasons. Siffredi, who calls his 
decision "catastrophic," says 
that with a foreskin, "you can 
feel much more fun." 

Some recent parenting books 
suggest parents go with what 
dad looks like. But Georganne 
Chapin, director of the anti-eire 
group Intact America, calls that 

advice "freaking ridiculous": "If your husband was missing an eye, 
would you poke his [son's] eye out?" 

Which is one reason Mims and his wife left their new son's fore
skin intact, even though Mims is circumcised. "You've made all 
this preparation for your child's health and safety, and now you're 
thinking about amputating some part of his body," says Mims. 
"We had a visceral and emotional reaction against it." The Ital
ian Stallion would be pleased. "The people who were circumcised 
since they were a baby," he warns, "they can never understand." • 
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