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Originalist Sin

I’m a subscriber to The Nation; I’ve 
been reading your magazine for 
two to three years. The March 7 
issue is impressive and, in my opin-
ion, the best one I’ve seen so far. 
Of particular merit are the group of 
articles concerning Antonin Scalia. 
“Supreme Court Showdown,”  
by Nan Aron and Kyle C. Barry;  
“Scalia’s Weak Legacy,” by David 
Cole; “Homophobe Supreme,” by 
Natalie Pattillo; and “The Justice 
Set in Cement,” by Katha Pollitt, 
are not only essential reading for 
lifelong Democrats like myself—
they are also a clear presentation of 
how much damage a 30-year tenure 
for the wrong person on the Su-
preme Court can inflict.

Bernard DeMartini
shepherdstown, w.va.

I greatly applaud David Cole’s 
analysis of originalism and its 
limitations as a school of judicial 
thought [“Scalia’s Weak Legacy”]. 
I don’t think originalism deserves 
as much respect as Mr. Cole seems 
to give it, but I enjoyed his article 
very much.

The problem, of course, is that 
Scalia was an originalist only when 
it led to a result he desired. For 
example, he was all about states’ 
rights when the Justice Depart-
ment wanted to enforce the Voting 
Rights Act, but not so much when 
Florida actually wanted to count the 
ballots that would have resulted in 
President Al Gore. I see Scalia as a 
corporate whore with a bad temper: 
very articulate, but willing to abso-
lutely savage his colleagues when 
they disagreed with his results-ori-
ented brand of jurisprudence. May 
we never see his like (at least on the 
Supreme Court) again! 
 Michael Daniels

albuquerque, n.m.

When the primary campaigns 
began earlier this year, I wrote a 
letter to The Nation on the impor-
tance of choosing Hillary Clinton 
as the Democratic candidate for 
the presidency, and the first issue I 
mentioned was the Supreme Court 
appointments that the next presi-
dent will make. This is why I was 
utterly dismayed by your subse-
quent support for Bernie Sanders, 
a candidate with no chance of win-
ning the presidency.

The article “Supreme Court 
Showdown,” by Nan Aron and Kyle 
C. Barry, says more eloquently and 
more knowledgeably than I can why 
I believe we must move Hillary to 
the left as much as possible to ensure 
our victory on this and numerous 
other issues. I shudder to think of 
the upcoming Supreme Court deci-
sions if any of the Republican candi-
dates win the presidential election, 
and even more so in the wake of 
Scalia’s death. Joan Gregg

new york city

Barking Up the Right Tree

By my count, there were 10 men-
tions of  “dog whistles” in the Feb-
ruary 29 issue. That’s more than 
enough to make a small canine 
band, and the cacophony is deafen-
ing. I understand how these phras-
es become trendy. A few years ago, 
“at first blush” was ascendant. It 
even started appearing in my tech-
nical journals. I suppose that every 
dog has its day and I should simply 
wait this one out, but as a cat per-
son, I would like to see a journal as 
egalitarian as the The Nation not go 
to the dogs. David Weber

paonia, colo.

Co-op Nation

Having been a member of numer-
ous co-ops and worker-owned 
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The prominent liberal 

syndicated radio and 

television host Bill Press 

concisely explains the 

many ways President 

Obama has failed to live 

up to either his promises 

or his progressive 

potential, leaving 

Democrats disillusioned 

on some of the issues 

that matter most. 
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Grave 
disappointment.
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T
he mainstream media’s obsessive coverage of Donald 
Trump is warping not just a Republican presidential race 
that is spiraling out of control, but a Democratic contest 
that is of equal consequence. And that’s not the worst of 

it. Major media outlets are now so obsessed with Trump’s candidacy—

Trumped by the Media

and so addicted to the clicks and ratings associated 
with the spectacle it has created—that they can 
barely be bothered to cover the other candidates, 
and thus are neglecting the deeper issues and con-
cerns shaping this electoral season. 

“Trump, Trump, Trump, Trump, Trump, Trump, 
and Trump” is how veteran political observer Larry 
Sabato has summed up coverage of the campaign. By 
late February, the billionaire had, according to fig-
ures cited by The Economist, enjoyed 10 times as much 
attention on network evening newscasts 
as Florida Senator Marco Rubio. This 
overwhelming over-coverage of Trump’s 
candidacy has made “The Donald” the de-
fining figure in the GOP competition. As 
Amy Goodman of Democracy Now! put it: 
“Trump doesn’t even have to go out on the 
road—he’s piped into everyone’s home.” 

But Trumpmania has also redefined the 
Democratic race. The Republican front-
runner has sucked up so much media 
oxygen that the Democratic contest is gasping for 
air. The GOP’s turnout is way up, while Democratic 
turnout is down. Only in a handful of caucus and pri-
mary states where the Bernie Sanders campaign has 
surged is turnout holding steady—or, in some cases, 
exceeding levels reached in the 2008 competition 
between Barack Obama and Hillary Clinton.

On Super Tuesday, Democratic primary turnout 
was down roughly a third from 2008 levels. Barri-
ers created by voter-ID laws and the evisceration of 
the Voting Rights Act were undoubtedly factors in 
several states. And it’s hard to compare the 2008 and 
2016 Democratic races, since 2008 came after the 
catastrophic Bush years and was energized by the 
historic candidacy of Barack Obama. But the de-
cline this year nonetheless has Democrats fretting. 
There are worries about reports from the Super 
Tuesday state of Massachusetts, where Secretary 
of the Commonwealth William Galvin noted that 

nearly 20,000 Democrats dropped their party regis-
tration in order to vote in the Republican primary. 

These turnout patterns frustrate the Democrats. 
Their party has a serious race on its hands—as the 
March 8 upset win for Sanders in Michigan con-
firmed—between candidates who are engaged in a 
great debate about who better represents the pro-
gressive ideals of the grassroots activists who have 
forced open the current discussions about inequality, 

failed trade policies, mass incarceration, 
and climate change. Why isn’t a con-
test that features an insurgent candidate 
mounting a vigorous populist challenge 
to a former secretary of state with strong 
support from party leaders and key con-
stituencies attracting more votes than a 
Republican contest where the candidates 
argue about the size of their… hands? 

Anyone who understands how the 
modern media shape the narrative, as op-

posed to simply reporting on it, knows the answer. 
As of late February, the wrangling between Trump 
and his top two rivals (Rubio and Texas Senator Ted 
Cruz) was given twice as much time on network TV 
as the Clinton-Sanders contest. 

That’s especially unfair to Sanders, whose chal-
lenge to the billionaire class that owns so much of our 
media has been dismissed and neglected—even as his 
poll numbers have risen. In December, Eric Boehlert 
of Media Matters cited Tyndall Report data for 2015, 
which charted 234 total network minutes for Trump 
compared with just 10 for Sanders (despite the fact 
that the candidates were polling roughly equally 
in their respective contests) and declared that “the 
network newscasts are wildly overplaying Trump.” 

What’s bad for individual candidates is even worse 
for the democratic discourse. The saturation cover-
age of Trump has obscured the real story of 2016: 
Americans are strikingly agitated not just about poli-

COMMENT



The Nation.4  March 28/April 4, 2016

cupation forces distributed bats, balls, and gloves to win the 
hearts and minds of Cuban kids, baseball has been a nation-
al pastime in Cuba, much as it is here. The media image 
of Obama tossing the first pitch—if his security detail 
permits him to go on the field—will send a clear message to 
sports aficionados from Middle America that our common 
ground with Cuba includes the baseball diamond. It will 
also send a message to Cuban fans that competition on the 
playing field will be a great bonus of normalized relations. 
Just as Ping-Pong paved the way for Richard Nixon’s open-
ing to China, “béisbol diplomacy” should help smooth the 
political road for Obama’s historic trip to Cuba. 

The original proposal to use baseball to advance en-
gagement with Cuba dates back 41 years, to a series of 
exhibition games planned for March 1975 by then–MLB 
commissioner Bowie Kuhn. Kuhn first approached Sec-
retary of State Henry Kissinger with the idea at a Christ-
mas Eve soiree in December 1974; he followed up with 
a formal letter in January 1975 and, after a meeting with 
Cuban sports officials, a phone call to Kissinger’s office 
in February. The Cubans want to play ball, Kuhn told 
Kissinger’s top aide for Latin America, William Rogers. 

In a Secret/Eyes Only memorandum to Kissinger, 
Rogers passed along Kuhn’s hopes that the secretary of 
state would approve the game because “major league 
baseball has a magic value in projecting a positive image 
of the United States.” Rogers noted that an exhibition 
game in Cuba “would have a symbolic significance not 
limited to the sports pages” and “would also reawaken 
memories of your China moves.” 

At the time, as William LeoGrande and I record in 
our book Back Channel to Cuba, Kissinger was secretly 
attempting to negotiate normalized relations with Cuba; 
his aides thought baseball diplomacy could play a posi-
tive role in advancing those talks and set the public stage 
for a new policy of engagement. “Pre-Castro Cuba was 
considered the most ‘Americanized’ of any Latin Ameri-
can country in terms of baseball, hotdogs and coca-cola,” 
they argued in another secret memo titled “Additional 
Talking Points on Sending a Baseball Team to Cuba.” 

Baseball “is still the most popular spectator and 
corner lot sport.” In Cuba, an exhibition game 
between US and Cuban teams would “undercut 
the demonology in Cuban propaganda about the 
United States.” In the United States, the game 
would help bridge “the gap between the Bay of 
Pigs and a new relationship with Castro.” And 

“picking a game we are likely to win,” they presumptu-
ously suggested, “would go a long way with Americans 
who are depressed by the regimented victories of the 
Communists in [the] Olympic games.” 

But Kissinger was not convinced. Despite Kuhn’s 
repeated requests, the secretary of state vetoed the idea. 
After 18 months of secret meetings, the Kissinger-Castro 
talks failed. 

It took another 24 years before President Clinton fi-
nally authorized the first game, part of his administration’s 
“people-to-people” diplomacy with Cuba. The game was 
the brainchild of former Washington Post reporter Scott 
Armstrong (who was also the founder of my organization, 
the National Security Archive). Along with filmmaker Saul 

tics and governance, but about an economic “recovery” 
that never seems to reach them, about real under- and un-
employment figures that far exceed the official numbers, 
about wage stagnation that has continued for decades, 
and about the prospect that they are one trade deal or 
economic downturn away from losing it all. 

Grassroots Republicans and Democrats know that 
the deck is stacked against them. They recognize that 
the choices being made by Wall Street and Washington 
threaten to increase their burdens and narrow their op-
portunities. And they see too little evidence that social di-
visions and environmental challenges are being addressed. 

No 2016 candidate polls as highly as the notion that 
the country is headed in the wrong direction. The latest 
Associated Press/GfK polls show that 68 percent of voters 
think the United States is off course. This is not a partisan 
view: Democrats as well as Republicans share a concern 
that the government isn’t making the right choices, let 
alone the right preparations, for the future. Yet the media 
fail to open up these deeper discussions about inequality 
and economic instability; nor do they encourage candi-
dates or parties to speak realistically about how the digital 
revolution, automation, and globalization are making the 
“new economy” look an awful lot like the old Gilded Age. 

The past 20 years have seen radical changes in the 
American media: the pandemic downsizing of news-
rooms, sweeping layoffs of journalists, and a despera-
tion for clicks and ratings that guarantees that civic and 
democratic values will always be trumped by commercial 
and entertainment demands. CBS chief Les Moonves 
says of the ratings and revenue bonanza associated with 
the Trump moment: “It may not be good for America, 
but it’s damn good for CBS.” Moonves is right: Media 
coverage that’s all about Trump, and misses the real story 
of 2016, is terrible for America.  JOHN NICHOLS

Béisbol Diplomacy 
The United States and Cuba are set to play ball. 

W
hen former president Jimmy Carter 
traveled to Havana in May 2002, he 
attended a Cuban all-star baseball 
game. Over the objections of his 
Secret Service agents, Carter joined 

Fidel Castro on the mound, sans security, to throw out the 
first pitch. By benching his security detail, Carter publicly 
demonstrated respect for his hosts and confidence in just 
how normal US-Cuban relations could become. 

President Obama may have a similar opportunity this 
month, when he becomes the first US president in 88 
years to visit Cuba. As part of behind-the-scenes prepa-
rations for his trip, Major League Baseball has scheduled 
an exhibition game between the Tampa Bay Rays and the 
Cuban national team on March 22—perfectly timed for 
the president to attend. “We are very excited,” tweeted 
Deputy National Security Adviser Ben Rhodes, “to…
strengthen ties between our countries through our love 
& passion for the game of baseball.” 

Since the beginning of the 20th century, when US oc-
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73%
Americans who 
approve of the 
US reestab-
lishing diplo-
matic relations 
with Cuba

72%
Americans 
who favor the 
US ending its 
trade embargo 
against Cuba

96%
Cubans who 
favor the US 
ending the 
trade embargo

89%
Cubans in 
favor of Barack 
Obama visiting 
their country

“There may 
be irritants, 

there may 
be potholes, 
but people 

in both 
countries 
want this 

to happen.”
Benjamin Rhodes,  

US deputy national 
security adviser, 

on Obama’s 
trip to Cuba

(continued on page 8)
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“Look at those hands—
are they small hands? 
And he referred to my 
hands: ‘If they’re small, 
something else must 
be small.’ I guarantee 
you, there’s no prob-
lem. I guarantee.”

— Donald Trump, in response

I
t has become a cliché to point out that 
Donald Trump’s demagogic appeal is 
the result of unchecked Republican pan-
dering to racist xenophobia and justi-
fiable anger at the “elites” who serve 

Wall Street, not Main Street. Writing in The 
Washington Post, Iraq War hawk Robert Kagan 
described Trump as the Republicans’ “Franken-
stein’s monster” with these qualities in mind. A 
phenomenon becomes a cliché by manifesting 
two qualities simultaneously: It appears to be true, 
and it vastly oversimplifies. What the “Trump as 
Frankenstein” meme elides, however, 
is the role that Kagan and his neo-
conservative comrades played in the 
laboratory. By promoting decades of 
military adventurism that served only 
America’s enemies, military contrac-
tors, and their own self-interest, the 
neocons have sullied the name of the 
liberal internationalism in which they 
profess to believe, while also under-
mining trust in honest, competent 
government at home. To put it another way: A 
bunch of guys with Ivy League PhDs who cel-
ebrated the ascendance of Sarah Palin have no 
business complaining when Donald Trump jumps 
out of their birthday cake.

A March 2 open letter signed by Kagan and 
more than 100 conservative foreign-policy man-
darins charges that President Trump “would 
use the authority of his office to act in ways that 
make America less safe, and which would dimin-
ish our standing in the world. Furthermore, his 
expansive view of how presidential power should 
be wielded against his detractors poses a distinct 
threat to civil liberty in the United States.” The 
letter also complains that Trump’s “embrace 
of the expansive use of torture is inexcusable.” 
One suspects that if Donald Trump were to read 
this letter—the vast majority of whose signato-
ries supported the catastrophic US invasion of 
Iraq—during one of his free-associative cam-
paign speeches, he would be tempted to respond: 
“I know you are, but what am I?” 

The letter adds that Trump’s rhetoric “endan-
gers the safety and Constitutionally guaranteed 
freedoms of American Muslims.” Perhaps they 
should consult the thousands of Muslims and oth-
ers whose rights were ignored by the Bush admin-
istration’s illegal wiretaps and domestic spying, 

to say nothing of those who were sent to Guan-
tánamo or, worse, to “black sites” to be tortured. 

Oddly, neocon capo di tutti capi William Kristol 
didn’t sign the document. He hopes to replace 
Trump with an imagined third-party candidate. 
Were the fate of the world’s most overstuffed 
nuclear-armed military not hanging in the bal-
ance, one could easily enjoy the spectacle of Kris-
tol caught between the Scylla and Charybdis of 
Trump and Hillary Clinton. The punditocracy’s 
chutzpah meter all but exploded at the sight of 
Kristol’s tsuris when Trump proclaimed that the 

invasion of Iraq was possibly “the 
worst decision” in presidential his-
tory, along with his charge that Bush 
lied the country into war. This is, 
after all, the same pundit who reaped 
reward after reward for his repeatedly 
ridiculous prognostications regard-
ing Iraq—including not only col-
umns and contracts with pretty much 
every prestigious mainstream-media 
organization, but also a $250,000 

prize from the Lynde and Harry Bradley Foun-
dation “for his outstanding achievements in a 
wide range of activities affecting the development 
of public policy from national and international 
perspectives.” An example: In April 2003, Kristol 
pshawed the allegedly lily-livered concerns about 
the likelihood of sig-
nificant Sunni-Shiite 
strife as nothing but 
“pop sociology,” be-
cause “there’s almost 
no evidence of that at 
all.” Today, however, 
he says he is outraged 
at the lack of out-
rage over Trump’s 
comments, which he 
describes as “extraor-
dinarily irresponsi-
ble” and “appalling,” 
among other unpleas-
antries.

Kristol’s case would be stronger if Trump 
didn’t happen to be right. Alas, the facts tend to 
be a bit confusing here because of Bush’s proud 
ignorance of what he called “nuance,” together 
with the mainstream media’s refusal to use the 
word “lie” when describing American presidents. 

Of Neocons and Con Men
Foreign-policy hawks fueled the rise of Donald Trump. Will they apologize?

Eric Alterman

A bunch of guys 
who celebrated 
the ascendance 
of Sarah Palin 
have no busi-
ness complaining 
when Trump 
jumps out of their 
birthday cake.
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What a Dick

T
he Republican pri-

mary has done us all 

a favor: By stripping 

away the veneer of civility that 

typically inheres in presiden-

tial campaigns, we’ve been 

treated to a naked display 

of male ego unsurpassed by 

America’s locker rooms.

(continued on page 8)

“He’s always calling 
me ‘Little Marco.’ And 
I’ll admit he’s taller 
than me. He’s like 
6'2", which is why I 
don’t understand why 
his hands are the size of 
someone who is 5'2"…. 
And you know what 
they say about men 
with small hands?”
— Marco Rubio, on Donald Trump
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P
retty much everything you need to 
know about Britain’s relationship to 
the European Union can be found 
at a hotel breakfast table. In most 
places, you’ll be offered a continen-

tal breakfast—pastries, coffee, jam, cold cuts—or 
an English breakfast: eggs, bacon, baked beans, 
toast, tomatoes. The former is from Europe, the 
latter from England. No meaningful cultural re-
lationship exists between the two.

So there is Britain and there is Europe. When 
we debate in Britain whether we should be “in” 
Europe, it is more than just a political 
question; it actually lays bare a fun-
damental geopolitical confusion. We 
have lost our bearings. It’s almost like 
we arrived at this place—geographical-
ly, politically, culturally—by accident.

When we talk about the ways 
that the Germans, the French, or the 
Danes do things differently, we say: 
“In Europe, they do this.” When we 
discuss different traditions, cuisines, 
and general mores in nearby nations, we talk 
about “how they do things on the continent.” 
The suggestion is that, somehow, we are a world 
apart. As though the English Channel—which is 
19 nautical miles at its narrowest point—is really 
a slender moat that protects us from the nefarious 
influences of the near abroad.

On June 23, Britain will get to vote on whether 
to stay in the European Union or leave. The so-
called “Brexit” referendum marks the culmination 
of the Conservative Party’s prevarication and 
equivocation as it attempted to avoid the issue 
that has divided it most for a generation—the 
issue that buried Margaret Thatcher and crippled 
John Major. They’ve been kicking this can for a 
while—and now we’re at the end of the road.

The polls for and against are narrowly divided, 
and there’s a great deal at stake both for Britain 
and the EU. For Britain, there is the essential 
question of sovereignty: Can a nation our size 
(smaller than Michigan, with the combined popu-
lation of Texas and California) run its own affairs 
in an era of neoliberal globalization? If so, to what 
extent—and what would that look like? 

On the one hand, Norway and Switzerland 
have remained outside the EU and are thriv-
ing—so why not us? On the other hand, Scotland 
could well secede for real if the English do vote 

to leave and take the Scottish with them. But if 
we can’t leave Europe, then how should we pool 
our sovereignty in a manner that maintains the 
greatest possible democratic connection? Former 
Greek finance minister Yanis Varoufakis recalls 
that when he tried to renegotiate the country’s 
bailout terms, his German counterpart Wolfgang 
Schäuble flatly refused. “I’m not discussing the 
program,” Schäuble said. “This was accepted by 
the previous [Greek] government, and we can’t 
possibly allow an election to change anything.” 

Varoufakis responded, “Well, perhaps we 
should simply not hold elections 
anymore for indebted countries.” 
Schäuble offered no reply.

Unlike Greece, Britain is not part 
of the eurozone. Nonetheless, the 
European Union isn’t renowned for 
its democratic culture. Imagine if 
NAFTA encompassed most of Cen-
tral and South America, bringing 
with it a toothless parliament, a huge 
bureaucracy, labor protections, envi-

ronmental regulations, a court of human rights, 
and a currency that most nations have joined—but 
almost no democratic control whatsoever.

So there’s a great deal at stake in the Brexit refer-
endum for the European Union, too. The EU isn’t 
at all popular; in fact, along with migrants and Mus-
lims, it’s the principal 
target of an ascendant 
far right across the con-
tinent. The departure 
of Britain—the second-
largest economy in the 
union—would wound 
it severely and open up 
the possibility of other 
existential challenges.

Sadly, precious few 
of these matters are 
being heard, because 
the debate is taking 
place largely through 
the psychodrama of the split in the Conservative 
Party. Notwithstanding reservations, the Labour 
Party backs staying in the EU, while the Conserva-
tives have divided into two camps: those who favor 
free-market capitalism (they’re in) and those who 
hate migrants (they’re out). The core message on 
both sides is fear—that we will all lose our jobs if 

Us and Them 
In the upcoming “Brexit” vote, there’s a lot at stake for Britain and the EU.

When we debate 
in Britain  
whether we should 
be “in” Europe,  
it actually  
lays bare a  
fundamental geo-
political confusion.
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Should I  
Stay or  

Should I Go?
European Union nations invested 

$708 billion in Britain in 2014.

45%  
of British exports go to fel-

low EU member states.

$413B 
of British imports come from 

fellow EU member states.

“My view is now to stay 
in, but unite with those 
across the continent—like 
the former Greek finance 
minister Yanis Varou-
fakis’s new movement—
who want a democratic 
EU run in the interests 
of working people.”

—Owen Jones,  
British commentator and 

Labour Party member

“If [the referendum] is, as 
the Stay campaign insists, 
‘a leap in the dark,’ it has 
been designed as such by 
our political leaders….As 
a result, despite the sudden 
illusion of choice—with 
two generations of vot-
ers getting a direct say on 
something strategic—most 
people will be powerless to 
shape what happens next.”

—Paul Mason, 
British journalist and broadcaster

Gary Younge
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26.  1876  How the West Was Won and Lost—Custer
27. 1886  The First Red Scare—Haymarket
28.  1898  The End of Isolation—War with Spain
29.  1900  The Promised Land—The Great Migration
30.  1901  That Damned Cowboy! Theodore Roosevelt
31.  1903  The Second Transportation Revolution
32.  1909  The Scourge of the South—Hookworm
33.  1917  Votes for Women! The 19th Amendment
34.  1919  Strikes and Bombs—The Year of Upheaval
35.  1933  Bold Experimentation—The New Deal
36.  1939  Einstein’s Letter—The Manhattan Project
37. 1942  Surprise—The Battle of Midway
38.  1945  The Land of Lawns—Suburbanization
39.  1948  The Berlin Airlift and the Cold War
40. 1950  Tuning In—The Birth of Television
41. 1960  The Power to Choose—The Pill
42.  1963  Showdown in Birmingham—Civil Rights
43.  1968  Losing Vietnam—The Tet Of ensive
44.  1969  Disaster—The Birth of Environmentalism
45. 1974  An Age of Crisis—Watergate
46.  1975  The Digital Age—The Personal Computer
47.  1989  Collapse—The End of the Cold War
48.  2001  The Age of Terror—The 9/11 Attacks

Turning Points in American History
Course no. 8580 | 48 lectures (30 minutes/lecture)

Relive 48 Landmark 
Moments in U.S. History
America’s relatively short history is made up of a series of turning 
points—landmark moments that changed the direction of the 
nation and signaled the start of a new historical reality. What 
are these moments? How did they come about? Why have their 
aftershocks lasted so long? How can they help us understand—and 
prepare for—the future?

Turning Points in American History is your chance to relive the 
most powerful and groundbreaking moments in the fascinating 
story of the United States of America. These 48 lectures, 
delivered by masterful historian and dynamic professor Edward 
T. O’Donnell, offer you a different perspective on the sweeping 
narrative of U.S. history you won’t find elsewhere. Spanning the 
arrival of the first colonists to the chaos of the Civil War to the 
terrorist attacks of 9/11, this course is a captivating tour of events 
after which America would never be the same again.

Of er expires 03/23/16

THEGREATCOURSES.COM/8NTN

1-800-832-2412

+$20 Shipping, Processing, and Lifetime Satisfaction Guarantee

+$15 Shipping, Processing, and Lifetime Satisfaction Guarantee

Priority Code:  126286

SAVE UP TO $390

LI
M

IT
ED TIME OFFER

O
R

D
ER  BY  MARC

H
 2

3

70%
off



The Nation.8  March 28/April 4, 2016

Landau, Armstrong approached 
Baltimore Orioles owner Peter 
Angelos with the idea of taking 
his team to Havana. They then 
practiced a bit of “skybox” diplo-
macy, luring Clinton’s national-
security adviser, Anthony Lake, 
to watch a game at Baltimore’s 
Camden Yards with Angelos and 
lobbying him for approval. 

Eventually, Lake’s succes-
sor, Sandy Berger, gave the 
green light in 1998. “The 
more we could do to show the 
Cuban people who we were…
the better,” Berger said in an 
interview. “And what better 
way to do it than baseball? 
That was perfect.” 

Even with White House backing, it 
took months of haggling between the Ori-
oles and the State Department to arrive 
at an arrangement that would allow the 
team to go to Havana. Cuban authorities 
were welcoming, but State Department 
officials repeatedly sought to impose con-
ditions on the games—who could go, how 
tickets would be distributed, and how the 
proceeds from the television rights to the 
game would be allocated, among other 

restrictions—which almost led to cancel-
lation of the project. 

But on March 28, 1999, Angelos and 
MLB commissioner Bud Selig joined Fidel 
Castro behind home plate as both teams 
lined the field and the Cuban and US na-
tional anthems played over the loudspeakers 
to a stadium filled with 55,000 Cuban fans 
(and US celebs such as singer Jimmy Buffett 
and actor Woody Harrelson). The game 
was a nail-biter; the Orioles finally scored 
a run in the 11th inning to win 3–2. (In a 

rematch at Camden Yards that 
May, the Cubans clobbered the 
Orioles 12–6.) 

The goodwill engendered 
by those first games was short-
lived; the saga of a little boy 
named Elián González, whose 
mother drowned at sea trying to 
spirit him to the United States, 
chilled the thawing relations be-
tween the two countries during 
Clinton’s last year in office, and 
the incoming administration of 
George W. Bush proved hostile 
to improving ties. But the games 
set a precedent for Obama’s use 
of béisbol diplomacy to advance 
engagement and reconciliation. 
Baseball is a “tangible tradition” 

shared by both nations, observes Fulton 
Armstrong, the National Security Council 
staffer responsible for the Orioles’ trip in 
1999. “A baseball game would be a fitting 
ceremony in honor of both peoples’ desire 
to normalize and, well, play ball.”  
 PETER KORNBLUH

Peter Kornbluh is the coauthor, with William M. 
LeoGrande, of Back Channel to Cuba: The 
Hidden History of Negotiations Between 
Washington and Havana. 

we leave, or lose our culture if we stay. Both arguments are non-
sense. Either could work.

The free movement of people is the best thing to have hap-
pened to Britain since we joined the EU. The influx of Eastern 
Europeans over the past decade has transformed the country from 

a postcolonial nation into a global one, and the ease with which 
young people float around the continent is heartening. Even so, the 
prospect of Britain leaving the European Union doesn’t terrify me 
the way it’s supposed to. However, the xenophobia of those leading 
the campaign for Brexit does. 

But as pundit Michael Kinsley observed long before Iraq 
became an issue, “Bush II administration lies are often 
so laughably obvious that you wonder why they bother. 
Until you realize: They haven’t bothered. If telling the 
truth was less bother, they’d try that, too.” 

Like virtually everyone in his administration tasked 
with selling the invasion of Iraq to the public, Bush did 
lie. He lied in September 2002 when he told reporters 
that an International Atomic Energy Agency report con-
firmed that Iraq was “six months away from developing 
a [nuclear] weapon.” In fact, as I wrote in my book When 
Presidents Lie, that estimate had been made more than 
a decade earlier. Bush’s press secretary, Ari Fleischer, 
tried to claim that the president was referring to a dif-
ferent report—which was neither available when Bush 
made his false assertion nor supportive of it. Following 
the invasion, at a press conference with British Prime 
Minister Tony Blair in November 2003 and at one with 
the president of Poland in January 2004, Bush lied again, 
with even stronger statements, denying the reality of the 

IAEA inspections.
By refusing to vote for Jeb Bush or Marco Rubio, 

the neocons’ favored candidates, Republican primary 
voters are rejecting policies that dishonored their 
country, helped to impoverish future generations, and 
robbed working men and women of their lives and 
limbs. Trump is no doubt a danger to tolerance and de-
mocracy at home and peaceful relations abroad, but his 
success as a candidate owes a great deal to his instinc-
tive understanding of this dynamic. Ted Cruz—his 
only real competition for the nomination—apparently 
gets it as well. The Texan, frighteningly fanatical in 
most respects, is a stopped clock on the topic of what 
he calls the “crazy neocon invade-every-country-on-
earth-and-send-our-kids-to die-in-the–Middle East” 
element of his party.

It is quite an achievement to make men like Trump 
and Cruz sound (briefly) sane when discussing foreign 
policy, but Kristol and company have somehow managed 
it. Perhaps the Bradley Foundation will one day give out 
a $250,000 prize for that, too. 

It is quite an 
achievement to 
make Trump 
sound sane on 
foreign policy, 
but Kristol 
and company 
have somehow 
managed it.

(continued from page 5)

(continued from page 4)
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The Cuban national team congratulates the Baltimore Orioles after their win in Havana in March 

1999—the first time a Major League Baseball team played in Cuba since the 1959 revolution. 



Seems like everywhere you 
look there’s a newfangled 
gadget or gizmo. Cars that 
drive themselves, TVs as 
thin as postage stamps and 
refrigerators that tell you 
what you need to buy at the 
store. Well, you can keep all 
of those, because my favorite 
invention is one that I use 
every day. It’s the Perfect 
Choice HD, and it makes 
sounds louder… That’s 
something I need! 

Perfect Choice HD is NOT a 
hearing aid. It is a Personal 
Sound Amplification 
Product (PSAP).  Hearing 
aids can only be sold by an 
audiologist or a licensed 
hearing instrument specialist 
following hearing tests and 
fitting appointments.  Once 
the audiologist had you 
tested and fitted, you would 
have to pay as much as 
$5000 for the product. 

Personal Sound Amplification 
Products use advanced 
digital processing to amplify 
the frequencies of human 
speech. Thanks to the efforts 
of a doctor who leads a 
renowned hearing institute, 
this product is manufactured 
in an efficient production 

process that enables us 
to make it available at an 
affordable price. 

The unit is small and 
lightweight enough to hide 
behind your ear... only 
you’ll know you have it on. 
It’s comfortable and won’t 
make you feel like you have 
something stuck in your ear. 
It provides high quality audio 
so soft sounds and distant 
conversations will be easier 
to understand.
  
Try it for yourself with our 
exclusive home trial. Some 
people need hearing aids 
but many just want the extra 
boost in volume that a PSAP 
gives them. We want you to 
be happy with Perfect Choice 
HD, so we are offering to 
let you try it for yourself.  If 
you are not totally satisfied 
with this product, simply 
return it within 60 days for 
a refund of the full product 
purchase price. Don’t wait… 
don’t miss out on another 
conversation… call now!

Perfect Choice HD is not a hearing aid.  

If you believe you need a hearing aid,  

please consult a physician. 8
1

0
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Perfect Choice HD™ is simple to use, hard to see and easy to afford… 

Could this invention  
be the next big thing?
an amazing product from the mind of an award-winning doctor

Call toll free now for  
our lowest price.

1-877-647-1422 
 Please mention promotional

code 103054.

1998 Ruffin Mill Road, 

Colonial Heights, VA  23834

WEIGHT

SOUND QUALITY

FITTING REQUIRED?

ONE-ON-ONE SETUP

RETURN POLICY

COLOR

Less than 1 ounce

Excellent: Optimized for speech

No

Free

Full refund of product purchase 
price within 60 days

Beige, Chocolate or Silver
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Now with more 

power and 
clarity!
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impossible  
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W
ho is to blame for a sexual 
assault? The answer would 
seem to be obvious: It’s the 
perpetrator. But the public 
debate over the recent sex at-

tacks in Germany suggests that when the criminal 
is a refugee or a migrant, the blame shifts to any 
number of other factors: race, culture, religion, 
and even politics. The attacks in question took 
place on New Year’s Eve in Cologne and else-
where. As revelers were heading home through 
the train station, women found themselves sur-
rounded by men described as having a North 
African or Middle Eastern appear-
ance. Several hundred women were 
groped and robbed; two were raped. 
For several days, neither the police 
nor the newspapers made any refer-
ence to the attacks, fueling criticism 
of a cover-up. Only when the vic-
tims came forward and protests were 
staged did media attention begin to 
focus on the assaults. A woman iden-
tified as “Muriel” tearfully told the 
BBC: “We were fondled. I was touched between 
my legs.” Another woman, identified as “Busra,” 
said: “They felt like they were in power and that 
they could do anything with the women out in the 
street partying.”

Even as the attacks were being investigat-
ed, however, blame was immediately put on 
Chancellor Angela Merkel’s decision to welcome  
1 million refugees and migrants into Germany, 
with still more to come. In mid-January, the Ger-
man weekly magazine Focus featured on its cover 
a naked white woman whose body was dirtied by 
muddy handprints, meant to signify, I suppose, 
the defiling touch of brown and black men. The 
caption read: “Women complain of sex attacks 
by migrants: Are we tolerant or are we blind?” 
The Munich-based newspaper Süddeutsche Zei-
tung published an interview with a psychologist 
on the “mentality” of Arab men, illustrating it 
with a picture of a black hand reaching between 
a pair of white legs. The Dutch newspaper NRC 
Handelsblad put a 1910 painting called The Slave 
Market on its cover, along with an article asking 
whether culture played a role in the Cologne sex 
attacks. The answer was conveniently provided 
by the painting itself, which depicted Arab men 
disrobing white women, presumably in prepara-

tion for selling them as sex slaves. And a February 
cover of the Polish magazine W Sieci depicted a 
white woman whose blonde hair and European- 
flag dress were being pulled by brown and black 
hands. The accompanying article was titled “The 
Islamic Rape of Europe.” 

These sensationalistic stories quickly shifted 
the debate from sexual attacks on women to Ger-
man and European tolerance toward foreigners; 
that is to say, from actual crimes for which the 
perpetrators are individually accountable to po-
tential crimes for which migrants and refugees 
should be held collectively responsible. That shift 

was evident even in more substantive 
articles. In February, for example, 
the Algerian novelist Kamel Daoud 
wrote an opinion piece for The New 
York Times that critiqued sexual 
mores in the Arab world and argued 
that “people in the West are discov-
ering, with anxiety and fear, that sex 
in the Muslim world is sick, and that 
the disease is spreading to their own 
lands.” In his view, what happened 

in Cologne has its roots in an Arab sexual culture 
that is poisoned by religion. Formerly an Islamist, 
Daoud is now a devout 
secularist—an intel-
lectual journey that 
has taken him from 
believing that Islam 
is the only solution to 
believing that Islam is 
the only problem. Any 
serious discussion of 
sexual culture in the 
Arab world, however, 
cannot simply begin 
and end with Islam. 

Like Daoud, I was 
born and raised in 
North Africa. I’ve been the victim of sexual as-
sault several times: When I was barely 13 years 
old, I was molested on a crowded bus; when I was 
17, I was groped on the street in broad daylight 
on my way back from school; and when I was 22, 
a coworker grabbed my wrist and told me to sit 
on his lap. The first two attacks were by Muslims; 
the third was by an atheist. Were the first two 
motivated by Islam and the third by atheism? 
Rather, it seems to me, power was at the core of 

This rhetoric  
about sex-crazed  
migrants isn’t 
new—it’s been 
used by neofascists 
for years, and it 
can have violent 
consequences.
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Savage Fantasies
Entire races and religions have been blamed for the sexual assaults in Cologne.

C U L T U R A L  P O L I T I C S

The Papist  
Invasion

I
n 1871, Thomas Nast, god-

father of the American po-

litical cartoon, created an 

infamous image depicting Catho-

lic bishops as hungry crocodiles 

slithering onto America’s shores. 

Published twice in Harper’s Week-

ly, Nast’s “The American River 

Ganges” was a fear-mongering 

response to the trepidation 

at Roman Catholics “invad-

ing” public schools, since most 

schools of the era tilted toward 

Protestant beliefs. The bishops’ 

miters were drawn as salivating 

reptilian jaws, the better to stress 

the predatory religion’s desire 

to devour the nation’s young. 

Irish Catholics in particular were 

suspected of being loyal only 

to the Vatican, rendering them 

incapable of assimilating into 

American society. The stalwart 

Protestant protecting the quailing 

youth has a Bible tucked into his 

jacket, but he appears to be first 

on the menu.   —Natalie Pattillo

BETWEEN

THELINES

Laila Lalami
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If the GOP wants 
a debate with 
more civility, 
why not conduct 
it entirely 
via YouTube 
comments?

@Prof 
JeffJarvis, a 

parody account 

of “thinkfluencer” 

Jeff Jarvis, 

created by Rurik 

Bradbury

all three. Morocco is undeniably a patriarchal society, 
where women’s rights lag behind. But to contend that 
sex in the Muslim world is “sick” and that “the disease” 
is spreading is to suggest that rape and sexual assaults 
were unknown in Europe prior to the arrival of migrants 
and refugees. (In fact, a 2014 survey found that 35 per-
cent of German women have experienced some form of 
sexual violence.) 

This rhetoric about sex-crazed migrants and refugees 
is nothing new; it’s been used for many years by neofas-
cists in Europe, and it can have violent consequences. 
Already there have been reports of mobs attacking mi-
grants in “revenge” for the Cologne assaults. Nor is this 
rhetoric unique to Europe. In the speech announcing his 
run for the presidency last June, Donald Trump said that 
Mexican immigrants are “bringing drugs. They’re bring-
ing crime. They’re rapists.” When confronted about his 
comments by CNN’s Don Lemon, Trump insisted he 

was right, adding: “Well, somebody’s doing the raping, 
Don! Who’s doing the raping? Who’s doing the raping?” 
Many men, and of all backgrounds, as it turns out: One 
out of every five women in the United States has been 
sexually assaulted.

I know well the emotional and physical toll that a sexu-
al attack creates. And I happen to be an immigrant, which 
means I’m also acquainted with the pain of being seen as a 
label, not as a person. So I have watched this controversy 
unfold with a mix of horror at the violence and weariness 
at the racism. I want to see the perpetrators of the attacks 
in Cologne—as of this writing, three Germans, two Syr-
ians, one Iraqi, 25 Algerians, 21 Moroccans, and three 
Tunisians stand accused—be put on trial for what they 
have done. Sex crimes are not, nor can they ever be, justi-
fied by race, religion, or culture. Sex crimes are exactly 
that: crimes. They ought to be swiftly investigated and 
severely punished, no matter the perpetrators.  

A
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TWEET THAT!

Hair-Raising
S N A P S H OT / G E R A L D  H E R B E RT

Donald Trump holds an elaborately coiffed and terrified child at a rally in New Orleans on March 4, 2016. 
Though he may have lost a future voter, the former (and current) “reality” star won Louisiana’s GOP primary 
the following day with 41 percent of the vote, beating Senator Ted Cruz by a four-point margin.

BACK ISSUES/1964

B
arring a pal-
ace coup, the 
Republican 
nominee 

for president in 
November will 
be Donald Trump 
or Ted Cruz, ei-
ther of whom 
could split or 
even— Providence 
willing— destroy 
the party. In these 
pages in 1964, the 
journalist Milton 
Viorst posed the 
same question 
now being asked 
in country clubs 
all across this un-
quiet nation: Can 
“moderates” win 
back the GOP?

“The moderate 
Republicans still 
suffer from a critical 
lack of leadership,” 
Viorst observed, 
noting that George 
Romney had “made 
evident his lack 
of enthusiasm for 
[Barry] Goldwater,” 
much as his son has 
announced a new-
found distaste for 
Trump. (Mitt would, 
however, support 
the even more 
Goldwater-like 
Cruz.) Such moder-
ates, Viorst wrote, 
“know that they 
are struggling both 

for their personal 
survival and that 
of their party as a 
significant political 
force. They seem 
to understand now 
that they cannot 
assume that what 
the active members 
of the party want 
above anything else 
is to win elections…. 
The failure of the 
moderate wing 
of the Republican 
Party to come up 
with a serious alter-
native to Goldwater 
in 1964 reflects a 
basic weakness, not 
a mere coincidence 
of circumstances. 
Its job after the 
election would not 
be easy under the 
best of circum-
stances. But now 
the moderates have 
raised the question 
of whether they 
possess the inner 
resources to come 
back at all.” 
 —Richard Kreitner

Calvin Trillin 

Deadline Poet

SELECTING A PRESIDENTIAL 

NOMINEE THROUGH PRIMARIES

Approval of reform was quite emphatic:

Let’s let the voters vote. That’s democratic.

But now a question that’s distressing looms:

Could we, in fact, prefer those smoke-filled rooms?

George & Barry &  
Mitt & Donald
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J
oshua jacobo has lost count of how many 

places he’s lived in his adult life. He estimates 
he’s on his 15th room; he’s just turned 29. His 
family has been in East New York, Brooklyn, 
since the 1940s, so he’s got roots here. Those 

connections keep him from becoming homeless. When 
he’s between rooms or needs to avoid his landlord, he 
crashes with his grandmother. When he gets evicted, 
friends and family help find someone willing to put him 
up for less than $500 a month.

There are many reasons for Joshua’s housing churn—
he’s got a criminal record; he’s had fights with neighbors. 
But whatever the particulars, the real issue is that he’s poor, 
and housing instability is a defining trait of poverty today, 
as rents have skyrocketed and safety nets 
have been shredded. Since 2008, over half 
of poor renters nationwide have spent the 
majority of their income on housing. 

This is the crisis that lurks beneath 
the fights over gentrification. In black and 
Latino neighborhoods across the coun-
try, housing is a deeply contested commodity. Developers 
targeting young professionals and global investors have sent 
a surge of capital into places where public and private dol-
lars once fled. Families in these areas that never escaped the 
recession are now feeling the shove. 

There Goes the Neighborhood abandons the predictable 
debates over gentrification and instead examines the po-
litical and economic process behind it. Listen each week 
at TheNation.com, or download it anywhere you get 
your podcasts. 

There Goes the 
Neighborhood
The Nation and WNYC Studios partner for an eight-
week podcast exploring the political and economic process of 
gentrification—who wins, who loses, and who gets pushed 
out. New episodes come out every Wednesday.

G E N T R I F I C A T I O N

Holy warrior: 
Pastor David Benke 
(below) of Cypress 
Hills, Brooklyn, is 
among the city’s 
loudest critics of 
gentrification.

My Bed-Stuy: 
Monica Bailey 
(above) spent 
a hellish year 
battling eviction 
and searching 
for housing in 
the Brooklyn 
neighborhood 
she’s called 
home for more 
than 30 years.

No place like home: 
Joshua Jacobo 
avoids homelessness 
thanks to a network 
of friends and family 
in East New York, 
Brooklyn, where his 
family has lived since 
the 1940s.

Radical design: Ron Shiffman 
helped start the advocacy 
planning movement—“like 
public defenders for urban 
planning,” he says. 



The FCC is taking essential steps towards improving Lifeline.

The Lifeline program has enabled low-income Americans to receive discounted telephone service 
since 1985 when the Federal Communications Commission established it under Ronald Reagan. 
George W. Bush expanded Lifeline to include wireless service in 2005, and it has become valuable to 
Americans in many ways. 

Proposed reforms include implementing third party eligibility verification and expanding support to 
include broadband, which will help reduce fraud and modernize the program.

Unfortunately, participation in Lifeline continues to be low. While over 46 million households 
qualified for Lifeline benefits in 2015, only approximately 12.6 million (27%) enrolled in the program.

Adding barriers to participation will hurt enrollment in the program.

One potential barrier is the addition of a copay requirement for Lifeline customers. Although 
well-intended, the FCC must be mindful that costly minimum service standards could trigger a 
copay on Lifeline customers.

FCC pilot programs have shown that even a modest copay would drastically reduce program 
participation because many recipients cannot pay – either because they cannot aford the charge 
or they do not have bank accounts from which to pay the fee.  A copay would reduce program 
participation among the nation’s poorest.

■ Lifeline Saves Lives - In one state alone, Lifeline users make over 780 calls to emergency service providers a day.
■ Lifeline Helps Low-Income Americans Find and Keep Jobs - One Lifeline provider found that the program 

improved the financial situation of nearly half its users by helping them find or keep work.
■ Lifeline Serves our Nation’s Veterans - An estimated 13% of wireless Lifeline users are veterans. Even more young, 

active duty families rely on Lifeline.
■ Lifeline is the New Mobile Health Phone - 54% of Lifeline subscribers use the service to connect with doctors and 

for other health-related issues. This is especially significant to low-income older Americans, persons with 
disabilities, and Americans living in rural areas who often cannot access health care otherwise.

■ Lifeline Can Help Close the Digital Divide - Nearly 50% of children who live in households with incomes below 
$15,000 do not have access to internet at home. By requiring all wireless Lifeline carriers to provide WiFi-enabled 
Lifeline phones, the FCC could close this divide.

The facts are clear – the wireless Lifeline program is working:

Join the team at LifelineFacts.com
#LifelineFacts

PROTECT AMERICA’S LIFELINE
TO OPPORTUNITY, SECURITY AND HEALTH



IS IT POSSIBLE TO BEAUTIFY A 

CITY—WITHOUT MAKING IT A  

PLAYGROUND FOR THE ELITE?

The Nation.

by RICHARD KREITNER

LA Lost, 
and Found
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I
n the early 13th century, a wealthy merchant’s son knelt 
before a crucifix in a small, crumbling chapel near Assisi, a village 
in Italy, and received a message from the Lord: “Go, Francis, and 
repair my house, which as you see is falling into ruin.” Taking 
the message literally, Francis began gathering stones to fix up the 
dilapidated structure and two others nearby. Some time later, while 
praying in one of those smaller chapels—Our Lady of the Angels, 

or the Porziuncola (meaning “little portion”)—he received a further revela-
tion: that only the poor were true Christians. Francis gave away his remaining 
possessions and began preaching the sanctity of humility, poverty, and peace. 
Legend has it that a few years later, on August 2, 1216, he received a special 
indulgence from Pope Honorius III: unconditional absolution for anyone who 
visited the Porziuncola on that date in the future.

Half a millennium later, an expedition of soldiers and Franciscan friars 
marched north from Spain’s colony in Mexico to establish a military outpost 
on Monterey Bay, in modern-day California. A few weeks into the trip, on 
August 2, 1769, the group camped beside a “good-sized, full-flowing river,” 

T
he los angeles river is about to be 
reborn. Winding 51 miles from the San 
Fernando Valley past downtown and 
through South-Central cities like Vernon 
and Compton, the long-ignored water-

course has become the focus of an explosion of civic 
imagineering. In 2007, after years of lobbying by a 
diverse coalition of artists, planners, environmentalists, 
and social-justice activists, the city approved a master 
plan that reconceived the abandoned channel as “an 
urban treasure.” Covering only the 32 miles that pass 
through the city, the plan envisioned a river that at once 
provides “flood protection and opportunities for recre-
ational and environmental enhancement, improves the 
aesthetics of the region, enriches the quality of life for 
residents, and helps sustain the economy of the region.” 
Bike lanes and terraced banks were to replace the post- 
apocalyptic hellscape featured in films like Repo Man and 
Terminator 2.

Now, almost a decade later, the Army Corps of En-
gineers is in the final stages of approving a variation on 
those original themes: a $1.3 billion plan to restore an 11-
mile stretch of the river just north of downtown. Pending 
congressional appropriations—the city and the federal 
government will split the cost—the corps will start to re-
move the concrete that it laid down 75 years ago. The job 
should be finished some 20 years after that.

But as ambitious as that plan sounds at a time when 
large-scale, federally funded public-works projects are 
about as common as the now-extinct California grizzly 
bears that used to frequent the river’s banks, those 11 miles 
are only the beginning of what promises to be one of the 
most dynamic urban transformations of the 21st century. 
Thanks to new and resurgent urban trends like “densifica-
tion” and “adaptive reuse,” the Los Angeles River is poised 
to become a new, unifying center for this famously uncen-
tered region, and an exemplar of “best practices” for both 
ecological restoration and urban regeneration. For the 
city’s young Democratic mayor, Eric Garcetti, a longtime 
advocate of river redevelopment, it’s a legacy initiative, and 
the foundation for a likely future bid for national office.

“Wherever the river is, it connects all of us,” Garcetti 
told me during an interview last September. “It connects 
us physically. It connects us environmentally. It connects 
us spiritually.”

However, many of the same activists who first drew 
the city’s attention back to the river are concerned that 
their idea has been appropriated by LA’s elite for its own 
political and commercial ends. In a part of Garcetti’s for-
mer council district called Frogtown, more than half of 
riverfront properties have changed hands in the last three 
years, sale prices have more than doubled, and rents have 
increased dramatically. Omar Brownson, executive direc-
tor of the LA River Corp. (formerly the Los Angeles River 
Revitalization Corporation), a nonprofit started by the 
city in 2007 to spur development along the waterway, has 
described the neighborhood as “the leading edge of what 
the LA River can mean for a lot of other communities.”

And that’s precisely the fear of many current resi-
dents: that because real-estate interests have been free 
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”— Mayor Eric Garcetti

Richard Kreitner 
is The Nation’s 
assistant editor 
for special projects 
and a contributor 
to Raritan, The 
Baffler, and The 
Boston Globe.2
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Father Juan Crespí wrote in his journal, “with very good 
water, pure and fresh.” They named this “lush and pleas-
ing spot” Nuestra Señora la Reina de los Ángeles del Río 
Porciúncula—Our Lady, Queen of the Angels, at the 
Porciúncula River—after the holy day they had just cele-
brated. It was “a most beautiful garden,” Crespí observed, 
with “all the requisites for a large settlement.”

The expedition moved on, but a decade later, the Span-
ish established a town nearby, just downriver from an in-
digenous village called Yangna. With a supply of fresh wa-
ter rare in such dry country, the town prospered, and after 
it became part of an independent Mexico in the 1820s and 
then part of the United States in the 1840s, Los Angeles 
boomed. With this success, however, the river came under 
severe strain. What had made Los Angeles the fertile para-
dise depicted in promotional brochures distributed widely 
in the East now suffered as the city’s population soared, 
from roughly 11,000 in 1880 to nearly 320,000 in 1910.

Recognizing that it would need another source of water, 
William Mulholland, head of the city’s Department of Wa-
ter and Power, devised a plan to build a 233-mile aqueduct 
from the Sierra Nevada to the San Fernando Valley, just 
north of LA’s existing boundaries (events that were later 
fictionalized in the 1974 film Chinatown). Titanic Project 
to Give City a River, declared the front page of the Los 
Angeles Times, as if it didn’t already have one. Weeks later, 
a rival revealed that the paper’s publisher, Harrison Gray 
Otis, and his son-in-law and successor, Harry Chandler, 
had formed a secret cabal that bought up land along the 
route and then flipped it to the city for a profit.

Though the river was no longer much help to the city, 
it could still inflict great harm. Because of the region’s dry 
conditions, the river never carved a well-defined channel 
to the sea; instead, it meandered erratically across the vast 
floodplain now covered by the modern metropolis. That 
dangerous unpredictability made the Los Angeles Basin 
particularly prone to sudden, violent floods. An especially 
catastrophic one in 1938 sealed the river’s fate: At the city’s 
invitation, the Army Corps of Engineers replaced its banks 
and most of its bottom with 3.5 million barrels of cement. 
The river that had given birth to the city was now a “wa-
ter freeway,” a corps official boasted—a means of moving 
fresh rainfall into the ocean as quickly as possible. 



Paredes, now a labor organizer, helpfully walked me 
through the sordid land-use history of downtown LA. 
Early in the 20th century, Chinatown itself was moved 
about a mile north to make way for Union Station; in the 
early 1950s, the city, promising to build affordable hous-
ing, forcibly removed Latino landowners from nearby 
Chavez Ravine, only to give the land to the newly ar-
rived Dodgers for a baseball stadium; later, Bunker Hill, 
a neighborhood of Victorian homes and diverse popula-
tions, was razed to make way for a district of (still par-
tially vacant) skyscrapers and the Frank Gehry–designed 
Walt Disney Concert Hall. Many current residents of 
Chinatown, Frogtown, and other river neighborhoods, 
Paredes said, are the same people previously displaced 
from these other areas, or their descendants.

“Is it again that moment when our neighborhoods 
have to pay the cost of the city becoming ‘world-class’?” 
he asked, using air quotes. “Kind of seems like it is.”

SEACA’s executive director, Sis-
sy Trinh, has been pushing public 
officials to consider ways to prevent 
the river revitalization from caus-
ing the kind of widespread dis-
placement that has accompanied 
such projects elsewhere. Citing 

projections that redevelopment could bring more than $5 
billion in investment and create as many as 18,000 jobs, 
Trinh told me that the city should focus on ensuring that 
the money is prioritized for affordable housing, workforce 
development, and protecting families and small businesses 
from displacement. One promising idea is the creation of an 
“Enhanced Infrastructure Financing District,” which would 
direct the increased tax revenues from booming neighbor-
hoods into infrastructure upgrades and other local projects 
that might help current residents stay in their homes. 

“We’re not against the river,” Trinh assured me. “We 
just want to make sure it’s going to benefit everybody 
rather than push out the lowest-income residents who 
invested in these neighborhoods when nobody cared.”

“R
ight now, it’s only a notion,” one hol- 

lywood partygoer tells another in Annie 
Hall. “But I think I can get money to 
make it into a concept, and later turn it 
into an idea.”

That describes rather exactly the development of plans 
for the Los Angeles River ever since the moment in 1985 
when Texas-born poet and environmentalist Lewis Mac-
Adams and a few pals cut a hole in a chain-link fence and 
descended into the riverbed, not far from where the Span-
ish expedition had camped two centuries earlier. “The 
scene was a latter-day urban hell,” MacAdams recalled. 
“We asked the river if we could speak for it in the human 
realm. We didn’t hear it say no—and that was how Friends 
of the Los Angeles River was born.”

In a follow-up performance, the poet painted himself 
green and spoke as the ghost of William Mulholland. He 
declared it “the first act of a 40-year artwork to bring the 
Los Angeles River back to life through a combination of 
art, politics, and magic.”

After the Mulholland performance, MacAdams’s 
girlfriend left him, and a hostile Los 
Angeles Times critic scoffed: “With 
friends like MacAdams, the river 
needs no enemies.” Even after turn-
ing Friends of the Los Angeles River 
into a formal nonprofit group, Mac-
Adams was considered a joke, and 
his campaign to restore the river’s 
natural ecology was seen as especially 
quixotic at a time when local politi-
cians were more likely to propose 
converting the channel into an actual 
freeway or even painting its concrete 
bottom blue to make it look more 
like a “real” river. Until fairly re-
cently, public officials refused to even 
call it a river, since most of its flow 
comes not from rainfall or the basin’s 
depleted aquifer, but from a massive 
wastewater-treatment facility in the 
San Fernando Valley. Instead, they 
called it a “flood-control channel.”

Even so, MacAdams’s idea gained 
momentum, and the cause was soon 

How to kill a river: 
William Mulholland, 
left, surveys land for 
the LA Aqueduct; the 
Los Angeles River, 
below, becomes a 
“water freeway.”
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to speculate and exert influence without adequate public oversight, the very 
people who fought for open spaces in their neighborhoods along the river—
among the least wealthy and least healthy in LA, and with the fewest public 
parks—may not be able to afford to stick around long enough to enjoy them. 

In the Chinatown offices of the Southeast Asian Community Alliance 
(SEACA)—just above a trendy Thai restaurant that was about to be opened—
I met a local activist named Daniel Paredes, a Frogtown resident who was 
studying urban planning at the University of California, Berkeley, a few years 
ago when he learned that his family had been illegally evicted from their 
apartment. Eventually, he said, the building’s four low-income Latino families 
were replaced by middle-class whites.
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adopted not just by his fellow environmentalists but by ac-
tivists concerned with the unjust distribution of open space 
across the city. A unifying moment came in the late 1990s, 
when one of the largest developers in LA announced plans 
to build a large warehouse complex at the Cornfield, a 
heavily polluted former industrial site near the river. Both 
river advocates and neighborhood activists had long as-
sumed that the land would eventually be cleaned up and 
included in a larger network of badly needed open spaces 
along the river. After hearing of the company’s plans, a 
group of environmental and social-justice activists united 
to fight the development on the grounds that it violated 
the civil rights of the area’s predominantly poor and Latino 
residents. They ultimately convinced the state to purchase 
the parcel, which will finally open as the Los Angeles State 
Historic Park later this year.

“This is considered one of the great environmental- 
justice victories of the last century,” said Sean Woods, 
superintendent of state parks in Los Angeles and a self-
described “bureaucratic activist,” speaking to me in his 
office at the Cornfield. “We really need to use state parks 
to alert people to social changes that impact communi-
ties. Environmentalists have always focused on preserv-
ing the land out there,” he added, gesturing to the San 
Gabriel Mountains, which can be seen towering over LA 
when not they’re obscured by smog. “The people were 
left out. We’re trying to change that.” 

Woods said he likes to call the Cornfield “the front 
porch of Los Angeles.” The question now is: Who gets 
to live in the newly renovated house?

L
ast summer, shortly after an army corps 

of Engineers panel gave its preliminary 
approval to the city’s 11-mile restoration 
plan, the Los Angeles Times reported that for 
almost a year, the renowned architect Frank 

Gehry had been secretly working for the Los Angeles 
River Revitalization Corporation, the nonprofit created 
to spur development along the river, preparing what 
Mayor Garcetti proudly called “a master plan, in the tru-

But activists aren’t ready to hand the Los Angeles Riv-
er over to the city’s elite just yet. After the Gehry news 
broke, the community-elected neighborhood council in 
Atwater Village, just upriver from Frogtown, sent a let-
ter to Garcetti saying they were “shocked and dismayed” 
by the LA River Corp.’s “abject lack of openness and 
transparency.” Though the organization “is not account-
able to the public, has to date achieved nothing tangible 
and remains shrouded in secrecy,” the council charged, 
the mayor has allowed it to usurp the “core government 
function of directing the public expense for, and develop-
ment of, such a treasured public asset as the L.A. River.”

Several people I met with spoke about the striking align-

“
There’s 

tons of 

public 

money 

coming into 

this project. 

Who is going 

to hold who 

accountable 

for what?

”

est sense of the word,” for the river’s entire 51-mile run. 
The criticism prompted by the revelation was harsh 

and swift. “Last time there was a single vision for the 
L.A. River it involved 3 million barrels of concrete,” 
MacAdams told the Los Angeles Times. “It’s the epitome 
of wrong-ended planning. It’s not coming from the bot-
tom up. It’s coming from the top down.” Others argued 
that Gehry’s recruitment proved that the “greening” of 
the river, as the intention has long been described, had 
acquired a new, more financially inflected meaning: As 
Los Angeles Times architecture critic Christopher Haw-
thorne noted, Gehry would bring his “celebrity, con-
nections and force of personality to consolidate political 
support and fundraising efforts.” Garcetti himself said 
that Gehry’s involvement would “elevate this so the civic 
elite of L.A. realizes this is not a hobby of the activists 
but one of the grand projects of our time.”

Walking me through their work at the Gehry Part-
ners office in Marina del Rey, the company’s designated 
river architects, Anand Devarajan and Tensho Takemori, 
played down their role, explaining that they had spent al-
most a year merely “getting up to speed,” studying “what 
the opportunities are” and “what an identity for the river 
might be,” with a focus on water reclamation and flood 
control. But the firm’s ambitions are obviously larger. “If 
the mayor sticks with us, he’s going to make it a beautiful 
thing,” Gehry told a journalist late last year.

From a trickle to 
a stream: The LA 
River’s sad remains 
flow through 
downtown Los 
Angeles.

River whisperer: 
Lewis MacAdams, 
speaking for the river 
in the human realm.
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ments of interest among the mayor, the River Corp., and 
the city’s power elite with regard to the project. Consider 
the activities of Morton La Kretz, the wealthy developer 
who pledged nearly $5 million for what the River Corp. 
calls on its website “the first philanthropically-funded 
bridge in Los Angeles,” a pedestrian/equestrian span from 
Atwater to Griffith Park. When it became clear that an-
other $4 million would be needed to complete the bridge, 
the city, county, and state agreed to fund the rest. At the 
time, Garcetti praised La Kretz Crossing as “the kind of 
public-private partnership we need to continue bringing 
new life to the river and the neighborhoods around it.” 
Only later was it revealed that the La Kretz family owns 
land along the river near the bridge, which they hoped to 
have rezoned and developed into a 60-unit subdivision.

Then, last summer, the city sought to rezone for com-
mercial use a parcel that La Kretz owns in Frogtown 
abutting a new riverfront park; the original designation 
of open space, La Kretz’s attorney suggested, “likely was 
the result of a clerical mapping error.” Environmentalists 
cried foul, but Garcetti submitted a comment in support 
of the change. (A message that I left for La Kretz, who 
is now on the board of the River Corp., wasn’t returned; 
Daniel Tellalian, an economic-development consultant 
who advises La Kretz and is also on the River Corp. 
board, declined to comment on the record as well.)

“There’s tons of public money coming into this proj-
ect,” one member of the Atwater Neighborhood Council 
pointed out. “Who is going to hold who accountable for 
what?”

At a café in the Arts District, a newly hip river neigh-
borhood, I met with MacAdams and the celebrated land-
scape architect Mia Lehrer, a member of the Friends of 
the Los Angeles River board, whose firm was largely re-
sponsible for the 2007 revitalization plan now put in jeop-
ardy by Gehry’s work. Lehrer told me that she’d been the 
person who introduced La Kretz to the River Corp., but 
that she hadn’t known he owned property along the river.

“I thought he just wanted to do something for the 
citizens of the world,” Lehrer said, noting that La Kretz 
is almost 90 years old. “Does he need more millions?”

“It’s like that scene in Chinatown,” MacAdams ob-

served, “when Jack Nicholson asks John Huston, who’s 
like 85, ‘What matters so much?’ And Huston goes, ‘The 
future, Mr. Gittes! The future!’”

O
mar brownson, executive director of 

the LA River Corp., describes himself 
on LinkedIn as an “entrepreneur” who 
wants to “push the envelope of combining 
causes and capital.” A former chairman 

of the Liberty Hill Foundation, an influential progres-
sive nonprofit in LA, Brownson studied urban planning 
at Harvard, where he was part of a team that won a 
prestigious national award for designing a plan—“City 
Beautiful + City Real”—for Washington, DC. It proposed 
a “‘fulcrum’ around which a transit-oriented mixed-use 
neighborhood can develop, serving as a live-work com-
munity of a ‘creative class’ of residents.” More than a 
decade later and 3,000 miles to the west, Brownson is 
well-positioned to implement those plans.

The River Corp. was “created to be an entrepreneurial 
organization that can work across the public, private, and 
philanthropic sectors,” Brownson told me in the group’s 
office. Nominally independent from the city, the nonprof-
it represents what Brownson sees as a “new generation of 
leadership” in LA, dedicated to the shared “recognition 
that government alone can’t do the work” to redevelop 
the river. Its donors include banks, aerospace companies, 
and utilities, as well as philanthropic foundations and Los 
Angeles County. Its board, led by a former corps official, 
boasts several real-estate developers, lawyers, executives at 
film studios with lots abutting the river (including Warner 
Bros.’ Dee Dee Myers, a former White House press sec-
retary under Bill Clinton), and Harry B. Chandler, great-
grandson of the notorious Los Angeles Times publisher.

These are the people who knew almost a year before 
the public that one of the most famous architects in the 
world was working on a “master plan” for the LA River.

“It’s one thing to generate an idea; it’s another to actu-
ally figure out how to implement it,” Brownson said, in an 
implicit reference to MacAdams. The River Corp. has the 
“freedom to ask questions and make recommendations 
that no single agency has the authority to do.” The point, 

he added, is to “break through the red tape 
and the political jurisdictions along the river.”

When I asked Brownson whether he was 
concerned about potential conflicts of inter-
est on his board, the steward for key aspects 
of Garcetti’s legacy initiative seemed to take 
a deep dive into a dark and quiet internal sea. 
When he resurfaced, he spoke about the river 
as “an opportunity for LA to invest in itself,” 
“something we can leave to our children,” 
and “a space where we can discover our bet-
ter selves.” When I asked the question again, 
Brownson said only that the River Corp. re-
quires its board members to submit conflict-
of-interest statements—to the board itself.

Shortly after we spoke, the River Corp. 
hired 270 Strategies, a consulting firm 
founded by Obama-campaign veterans, to 
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”— the Olmsted-
Bartholomew Plan

LA’s sweetheart? In 
the 1920s, silent-film 
star Mary Pickford 
pushed for a Citizens’ 
Committee to study 
the lack of public 
parks in the city.
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River Reborn: 

A map from the 2007 Los Angeles River 

Revitalization Plan proposed a “continuous 

River Greenway” through the city.
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“give local communities a sense of ownership both in the 
planning and in the ongoing use of the project.” That 
“sense of ownership” is very different, of course, from 
ownership itself. 

I
n the late 1920s, the los angeles chamber 
of Commerce, prompted by a plea from Mary 
Pickford, the silent-film star known as “America’s 
Sweetheart,” convened a Citizens’ Committee to 
study the city’s appalling lack of public parks. In a 

decade marked by political conservatism, when there was 
scant government support for civic improvements, the 
city’s private citizens were the primary source for funds. 
They were often inspired by noblesse oblige: parks, 
explained one Chamber of Commerce board member, 
would offer “breathing space for those unfortunate in 
not having estates.”

The Citizens’ Committee sought out the “best brains 
in the United States” to produce a plan for the creation or 
preservation of open public space. They chose two leading 
firms for the job: Olmsted Brothers of Brookline, Massa-
chusetts, led by the sons of Frederick Law Olmsted Sr., 
the designer of Central Park and the founder of American 
landscape architecture (and of The Nation), and Harland 
Bartholomew & Associates, city planners from St. Louis.

Early in 1930, the firms returned with an ambitious 
study in which they recommended spending $230.1 mil-
lion to expand public access to nature throughout the 
region. Their proposals included the construction of a 
440-mile network of lush, landscaped parkways, at the 
center of which was the stretch of the LA River that the 
Army Corps of Engineers will restore. Most impressively, 
the plan’s authors were not oblivious to the importance of 
parks for the poor. “Those of lower incomes,” the report 
said, “should be given first consideration, not only for 
their own good but for the welfare of the community.”

But the Chamber of Commerce swiftly suppressed the 
plan it had solicited, with one member denouncing it as “a 
radical measure.” Business leaders didn’t want to raise taxes 
to pay for it, or take valuable real estate out of circulation, 
or allow the establishment of a regional parks authority, as 
had been suggested in the report—all of which would have 
diminished their power and profits.

In the report, the Olmsteds and Bar-
tholomew had issued a prescient warn-
ing concerning the consequences of 
inaction. “With the growth of a great 
metropolis here, the absence of parks 
will make living conditions less and less 
attractive, less and less wholesome,” the 
planners said. “In so far, therefore, as 
the people fail to show the understand-
ing, courage, and organizing ability 
necessary at this crisis, the growth of 
the Region will tend to strangle itself.”

“A window into a lost future,” as 
historian Mike Davis has called it, the 
Olmsted plan would have created a 
very different LA. “A dramatically en-
larged commons, not the private sub-

division, might have become the commanding element 
in the Southern California landscape,” Davis wrote in his 
1995 essay “How Eden Lost Its Garden.” “The specula-
tive real estate market might have been counterbalanced 
by a vigorous social democracy.”

Instead, the city’s elite killed the Olmsted plan be-
cause it served their interests to do so. These days, their 
successors are reviving it for the very same reason. 

L
a is america—only worse,” andrew  
Kopkind wrote in these pages after the 
Rodney King riots of 1992, quoting activist 
and Mother Jones cofounder Paul Jacobs. 
That’s true not only of the city’s social ten-

sions, but also of its relationship to the natural environ-
ment. Smog-befouled Los Angeles, the Eden that paved 
over its garden, is a symbol of the patterns of develop-
ment that have led to rising seas, intense droughts, and 
furious storms. The late-1930s decision to euthanize the 
river rather than revive it represents the more general 
choice that the United States took in the 20th century: 
growth over sustainability, industry over ecology. This 
explains the allure of the plan to restore the Los Angeles 
River: If you can green it there, you can green it any-
where. The lost future may yet be regained.

The risk, however, is that attempts to correct the mis-
takes of the last century may only compound the defining 
problems of this one: the privatization of the public sphere, 
the worsening disparities of wealth and power between the 
many and the few. “If we do it right,” Gehry said at an 
event in September, “we can really make the High Line 
look like a little pishy thing.” Given that Manhattan’s el-
evated park, at merely 1/35th the length of the river, has 
helped transform the surrounding neighborhood into a 
playground for the rich, residents of LA’s river-adjacent 
communities are right to be concerned. 

In Laudato Si’: On Care for Our Common Home, his 
encyclical about climate change, Pope Francis writes 
about how “we find beautiful and carefully manicured 
green spaces in so-called ‘safer’ areas of cities, but not in 
the more hidden areas where the disposable of society 
live.” Haughty detachment from the poor often “exists 

side by side with ‘green’ rhetoric,” the 
encyclical notes. 

Eight hundred years ago, the pope’s 
predecessor offered absolution for pil-
grims to St. Francis’s “little portion” of 
land outside Assisi. “We are faced not 
with two separate crises, one environ-
mental and the other social, but rather 
with one complex crisis which is both 
social and environmental,” the saint’s 
namesake observes. Only if the plan to 
revive the Los Angeles River is truly 
designed to address that “complex cri-
sis” will the city founded as El Pueblo 
de Nuestra Señora la Reina de los 
Ángeles del Río de Porciúncula finally 
earn its name as a place where ruins are 
repaired and sins redeemed. 

Mayor of the river: 
Eric Garcetti.
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him out of a six-pack photo array. At the trial, she couldn’t 
identify Atkins, who was in the courtroom sitting at the 
defense table. “I know he is here because he behaved very 
badly,” she said when asked to point out her husband’s 
killer. During a break, she spoke with the prosecutor, after 
which she seemed to be able to identify the defendant.

Another woman in the neighborhood, Denise Pow-
ell, claimed to have heard Atkins and his friend Ricky 
Evans bragging about the crime. Picked up by the police, 
Powell claimed that Atkins had said, “We offed him”—a 
recollection that would later turn out to be fabricated. 
She then picked their photos out of a “gang book.” At-
kins knew Powell and had seen her that night; she was 
usually high and was in and out of jail. They had gone 
out looking for drugs together. The car ride was the only 
part of her story that was true. Powell later said that 
she was threatened by the interrogating officer with ar-
rest and jail time unless she could provide some useful 
information. She never thought that Atkins would get 
convicted based on her word alone. When asked about 
Powell, Atkins shrugs; he feels sorry for her because her 
life hasn’t changed much during his 23 years in prison.

Atkins and Evans were arrested and held in the county 
jail, where some gang members who were also inmates 
forced them to fight. But the friends went too easy on each 
other, so the gang members decided to administer a beat-
ing themselves. A few of them jumped from a top bunk 
onto Evans, who died from the internal injuries sustained 
during the attack. It’s the one thing Atkins doesn’t like to 
talk about. “It’s difficult for me,” he says quietly. 

Atkins was beaten as well and spent months in the 
hospital recovering from a broken sternum and broken 
ribs. (He credits his survival to his larger size.) Upon his 
release from the hospital, he began serving his sentence: 
32 years to life. 

In prison, Atkins avoided confrontations and gang ac-
tivity; he had a remarkably clean record. “Even in prison, 
I had a counselor who said, ‘You don’t do the stuff that 
everybody else do,’” Atkins recalled. “This was some-
thing I had nothing to do with. I never did nothing like 
that.” The hardest part of prison, he added, was “endur-
ing the people.” 

Atkins was exonerated in 2007, when a law student 
working for the California Innocence Project tracked 

Denise Powell down. Once she recanted her testimony, 
the prosecution’s case crumbled, because there was never 
any physical evidence linking Atkins to the crime. 

I
n 2000, california passed legislation offer- 

ing compensation to people exonerated of their 
alleged crimes. Atkins’s case seems like one  
tailor-made for compensation: He was wrong-
fully convicted, with no known perpetrator to 

claim compensation from, no real evidence of police 
or prosecutorial misconduct, and no assets owned 
by the person most at fault, the so-called witness. 
Compensation from the state is all that Atkins can hope 
for to pay him back for the loss of all those years. But the 
Victim Compensation and Government Claims Board 
has denied Atkins twice.

“To not compensate me is to say that you think I had 
something to do with this,” Atkins says. What his case 
reveals is a system that seems designed to punish former 
inmates a second time for crimes they did not commit. 

When Atkins left prison, he filed a claim of $713,100 
for spending more than half of his life locked up. He 
moved in with his father and began looking for a job with 
the GED he’d earned in prison. Across the nation, ex-
onerees are being released without the benefits that the 
parole system affords to convicted felons: no addiction 
counseling, job placement, housing placement, or “gate 
money” (about $200 in most places). While convicted fel-
ons grapple with the stigma and a dearth of job experience 
while attempting to find employment, exonerees face the 
same challenges—with the added difficulty that they don’t 
qualify for the programs designed to served ex-felons.

Atkins told me that one of the hardest parts about 
returning home was the psychological challenge of ad-
justing. In prison, he explained, all relationships are gov-
erned by a hierarchy of respect. But when he got out, 
he recalled attending his own welcome-home party and 
having trouble enjoying the company of his family and 
close friends: Everyone seemed to be standing too close 
and talking too loudly. 

Shortly after leaving prison, Atkins was at a CVS with a 
friend when a man bumped into him. Atkins instinctively 
wanted to grab the man. His friend was surprised at this 
reaction, and Atkins began to worry that he scared people. 
“I think differently now,” he adds.  

Atkins went to therapy, which he says helped. And 
he refused to be idle: Immediately upon his release, he 

began working as a 
gang-intervention 
specialist in Venice, 
California, counsel-
ing at-risk youth and 
teaching them the 
importance of avoid-
ing gangs. He also 
received a certificate 
from Cal State in 
gang intervention. 
Even working at 
this job, Atkins says, 
he was stopped and 

Free at last: Atkins and 
his mother (right) upon 
his release from prison.

Exonerees 

like Atkins 

are being 

punished a 

second time 

for crimes 

they did not 

commit.
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ILLUSTRATION BY KARL RAPHAEL BLANCHARD

W
hen tim atkins walked out of soledad prison, 

about an hour south of Monterey, California, on 
Highway 101, he’d spent more of his life behind 
bars than outside them. He’d never seen a cell 
phone—in fact, he says that he was confused when 
he saw an iPhone with “music coming out”—and 
had never had a credit card. He’d barely driven a 

car. Now an imposing but soft-spoken 48-year-old man, Atkins was 17 when 
he was arrested for a shooting in his neighborhood back in 1985. He’d been 
involved in some illegal activities—mostly stealing car radios to support a 
drug habit—but he was innocent of the shooting. In fact, he had sold a stolen 
car stereo that very night in order to get high.

Atkins was accused of robbing Vincente and Maria Gonzalez at gunpoint 
on New Year’s Eve and fatally shooting Vincente in the chest. Shortly after the 
murder, Maria said that the man who’d shot her husband and held a gun to 
the back of her head was short, with bulging eyes. At the time, Atkins was well 
over six feet tall and weighed 175 pounds. It was only later that Maria picked 
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exonerations.
States also often add hurdles for those seeking re-

dress. In Tennessee, for example, a man was released af-
ter 30 years, proven innocent by the DNA evidence, and 
still awaits his official “exoneration” from the governor. 
Various other administrative delays are common: Most 
exonerees don’t receive the required compensation until 
several years after they’re free.

California’s law allows exonerees to collect $136.98 
from the state for each day spent in prison. (This was 
just raised in September 2015 from $100 per day.) 
These claims are determined by the Victim Compensa-

tion and Government Claims Board, which also hears 
matters concerning compensation claims by crime vic-
tims and claims against state workers. It’s a cumbersome 
process, and while new laws have recently streamlined it 
somewhat, all claims for exoneree compensation require 
the passage of legislation—indeed, from beginning to 
end, the process takes no less than year, and often much 
more than that. According to Wayne Strumpfer, the 
compensation board’s chief counsel, the board has ap-
proved 22 claims out of 81 since the year 2000. And 10 
of those were in the last two years, after the law was 
changed to make the process slightly more streamlined. 
And these numbers don’t include the petitions that were 
rejected because they didn’t fulfill the requirements of 
the statutes.

In addition, California’s standard for obtaining com-
pensation is the most onerous in the nation, according to 
lawyers at the California Innocence Project. It requires 
proof “by a preponderance of the evidence” that the 
claimant is innocent. Also, claimants cannot have done 
anything that might be considered as having contributed 
to their arrest or conviction, such as evading arrest. The 
law was amended in 2013 to provide that exonerees like 
Atkins, who have factual findings of innocence from a 
judge, are automatically entitled to compensation. (A 
finding of factual innocence means that a judge has de-
termined as a matter of fact that someone has been prov-
en innocent of the crime—a higher standard of proof 
than being wrongfully convicted and released.)

Yet, like everything else in the justice system, this law 
has its vagaries and exceptions. Take Atkins, who filed his 
first compensation claim before this bill was passed. He 
appeared before a hearing officer and presented his case, 
but the officer issued a recommendation to deny his claim.

Based on the new law, Atkins appealed that decision. 
He was now armed with a finding of innocence and a 
new law on his side. But the board ruled that the law still 
didn’t apply and again decided in a 2-to-1 vote to reject 
his claim, even though the hearing officer this time rec-
ommended that Atkins be compensated.

The board consists of three members. Two are state 
administrators; the third, Michael Ramos, is the cur-
rent district attorney of San Bernardino County, which 
has sent a disproportionately large number of people to 
death row. Ramos had also embraced the cause of restor-
ing California’s death penalty and making it more effi-
cient in order to execute people more quickly. The next 
person on death row up for execution is Kevin Cooper, 
a man who has not only exhausted his appeals but who 
is considered possibly innocent by some judges on the 
Ninth Circuit. Ramos, meanwhile, has begun a cam-
paign to succeed California Attorney General Kamala 
Harris if she is elected to the US Senate, and his push to 
restore the death penalty is a large part of his platform. 
“No one is innocent on death row in California,” Ramos 
has declared. When asked about the state’s newly pro-
posed single-injection method, he replied that he “truly 
believes it’s a humane death” and that arguments to the 
contrary were simply a “tactic to delay.” In support of his 
position, he provided an unsourced quote by a death-row 
inmate saying that he wanted to die.

Father and son:  
Tim Atkins and his 
son, Tim Jr. Behind 
them is a picture 
of Atkins with his 
attorneys.
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searched on the street while talking to kids. Eventually, the program lost its 
funding, and Atkins had to find a new job. To explain his time in prison to po-
tential employers, he would show them the news articles about his exonera-
tion. Most of the time, he said, it wasn’t really a problem: His last employer 
even apologized for the pain that Atkins had been through. Atkins became a 
bus driver in Bakersfield, but he was forced to quit that job after injuring his 
leg in a parking lot and spending some time on disability. Now he lives with 
his mother and sister in Kern County and spends much of his time helping 
other exonerees through the process. The day I saw him, he had been in 
court watching a friend face a hostile jury. Atkins also has a son, Tim Jr., now 
8, whom he hopes to raise right.

And he’s still waiting for his compensation. 

S
tates vary widely in their compensation schemes for the 

wrongfully convicted. Currently, only 30 states—including 
Atkins’s home state of California—offer any kind of compensation 
at all. Some states, like Texas, have created a fairly comprehensive 
compensation statute, including medical care and tuition at a state 

university. Other states permit compensation to be paid only for DNA-based 
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Truth squad:  
Lawyers and staffers 
for the California 
Innocence Project 
pose with Tim Atkins 
after his release.

“
Don’t 

keep making 

me suffer for 

something 

I didn’t do. 

They can 

keep their 

money—just 

give me back 

my years.

”— Tim Atkins

For a compensation 
claim to be approved, two 
of the board’s three mem-
bers must agree. Gener-
ally, they follow the rec-
ommendation of a hearing 
officer, who first reviews 
all of the evidence. (The 
state attorney general’s of-
fice also decides whether 
to support the petition, 
and opposed it in Atkins’s 
case.) I reached out to the 
board’s members to ask about his petition, but was told that 
they couldn’t comment because it was still on appeal.

Usually, the hearings are quick, but not this time. For 
two days, Atkins was grilled by the board on his participa-
tion in gang activity and forced to rehash all of the facts 
of the case, resulting in an unusual 63-page decision that 
ultimately denied him compensation. Ramos expressed 
doubt that Atkins was truly innocent and opined that the 
judge had considered the facts incorrectly. He also ac-
cused Atkins of participating in gang activity, based on 
the fact that he was wearing a blue shirt in his driver’s-
license photo. Atkins told me that when he entered the 
building for the hearing, he was asked to submit to a strip 
search. He described the process as being put on “trial all 
over again.” 

In its decision, the board wrote that it believed that 
the judge who had issued the finding of innocence for 
Atkins was, quite simply, wrong. Although the judge 
ruled that Denise Powell had lied—following her own 
recantation of her testimony against Atkins—Ramos ig-
nored their statements in favor of his own opinion on 
the case. The “overriding factor for me,” he proclaimed 
when denying the petition, “and you saw this throughout 
the transcripts and the witnesses, is…that overall theme 
of fear and intimidation. And you could see this through-
out the trial, prior to the trial, threatening witnesses—
Powell, Moore, others that were called.” Ramos added 
that this was “a constant in gang prosecutions like this.”

After Atkins’s attorneys appealed the decision, a court 
ordered the board to consider his compensation claim 
under the new statute, which requires that a judge’s find-
ing of factual innocence be honored. In June 2015, the 
hearing officer recommended that Atkins receive com-
pensation based on that finding—but the board, in a rare 
move, denied the claim in a 2–1 decision, with Ramos 
once more voting against it. This latest decision is now 
being appealed by Atkins’s attorneys.

As Atkins points out, “I understand that a man lost 
his life—I understand that totally. But I had nothing to 
do with it. Don’t keep making me suffer for something I 
didn’t do. They can keep their money—just give me back 
my years. If you can give me back my years, we don’t need 
to have a conversation about nothing. I believe if I were 
somebody else, I wouldn’t have to go through this.”

For his part, when I asked Ramos about the process of 
compensating exonerees, he told me that the low rate of 
claims approved by the board “tells you that prosecutors 
are doing a good job.”

I
n the meantime, atkins is trying to enjoy 

a normal life—or at least a life as normal as possi-
ble for a wrongly convicted African-American man 
in a world dominated by prejudice. The last time 
that Atkins was stopped by a cop—in Bakersfield, 

where he now lives—he pulled over and stuck his two 
big hands through the open window. The cop, irritated, 
asked him what he was doing. “I don’t want to get shot,” 
Atkins replied. (An investigation by The Guardian recently 
found that Kern County, where this stop happened, had 
the most incidents per capita of people killed by the 
police anywhere in the United States, so his fears were 
certainly legitimate.) The officer proceeded to check his 
ID and registration, and learned via his Livescan system 
that Atkins had served more than 20 years in prison for a 
murder he didn’t commit. Grudgingly, the officer let him 
go with a warning for rolling through a stop sign.

As he talks to me, Atkins fills up the black leath-
er couch he’s sitting on. He looks imposing, like a 
bouncer or linebacker, but his demeanor is gentle. 
He’s wearing sweatpants and a navy-blue “XONR8”  
T-shirt from the California Innocence Project, and he’s 
watching a football game on television. He still walks 
with a slight limp from his workplace injury. His voice 
is low and deep, hard to hear over the game’s announcer. 

Atkins says that he wore this same T-shirt to court last 
week; he was there to provide moral support for a friend 
on trial. The judge asked Atkins to turn the shirt inside 
out lest it send too political a message. Atkins adds that 
the judge looked at him with suspicion the minute he en-
tered the courtroom, and a juror objected to his presence 
because she feared that Atkins would somehow learn her 
address and telephone number (even though the jury’s 
contact information isn’t distributed to anyone).

Instances like this just add insult to injury for Atkins, 
who is still trying to put his life back together. His broth-
er is Larry Atkins, a former linebacker for the Kansas 
City Chiefs and the Oakland Raiders. Larry gave Tim 
a car, a souped-up Lexus SUV that Atkins was driving 
through Hollywood one night after meeting some friends 
out when he was stopped by police. “What are you doing 
here?” he recalls the officer asking. “You don’t live here.” 
Atkins hadn’t broken any laws, and he was sober. Even so, 
he told me that after that incident, he decided to get rid 
of the car because it “attracted too much attention.”

In the end, Atkins’s plight points up the hardships 
endured by those who have been wrongfully imprisoned 
and then released. After the initial celebrations and news 
coverage and welcome-home speeches are over, these 
men and women are left with the daunting task of re-
building their lives from scratch. They’ve had years, even 
decades, stolen from them, and yet they’re simply expect-
ed to reintegrate into society and live like everyone else, 
often with very little assistance or compensation from the 
state that unjustly locked them up in the first place.

“They just need to follow the law,” Atkins says con-
cerning his own appeal, looking glumly into the night 
as we watch some kids playing with their skateboards 
in the street. He’s smoking a cigarette; the smell of a 
neighbor’s barbecue wafts overhead. “It just doesn’t 
stop,” he adds.  

Jessica Pishko 
is a writer in 
San Francisco. 
She has writ-
ten for Rolling 
Stone, Pacific 
Standard, and 
San Francisco 
Magazine.C
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enterprises, as well as having 
founded or been elected to a 
leadership position in some of 
them, I applaud Gar Alpero-
vitz’s “Practically Socialism” 
[Feb. 29] for surveying and 
promoting some of the differ-
ent types of social ownership.

Co-ops and worker-owned 
enterprises can give people 
experience with real demo-
cratic processes. They can 
also provide jobs and services 
unencumbered by a corporate 
owner’s wanton dictatorial con-
trol and skimmed profits. And 
they can be somewhat of a bul-
wark against the offshoring of 
jobs, as this is usually not in the 
interests of their members.

However, localized demo-
cratic ownership within a 
market or monopoly-capitalist 
system doesn’t guarantee so-
cialist ideals like sustainability, 
fairness, and security. We need 
democratic and socialist gov-
ernments, unions, and a vibrant 
array of organizations to com-
pel that.

Overwhelmingly, most busi-
nesses fail—usually within a 
few years—regardless of their 
ownership structure. This leaves 
workers and members without 
jobs, “benefits,” services, or a 
social safety net. Also, within a 
capitalist system, the incentive 
to avoid paying the social costs 
of sustainability, enterprise by 
enterprise, is overwhelming 
despite internal democracy. For 
example, my rural electrical 
co-op and its national organiza-
tion fight against reimbursing 
sustainable member-generated 
electricity at the retail rate 
despite the obvious climate dis-
ruption we’re already experienc-
ing. This makes it uneconomi-
cal to install distributed solar 
or other sustainable generation 
in most areas when competing 
against fracked-gas or coal-
generated power that doesn’t 
pay externalized costs. 

Co-ops may be useful and 
maybe even necessary, but 
they’re only just the beginning.

Michael Kaufman
bovina center, n.y.

The Hateful Pate

The latest disturbing develop-
ment in Donald Trump’s cam-
paign is his lack of concern 
(or feigned ignorance) regard-
ing support from leaders of 
white-supremacist and other 
hate groups, including David 
Duke, Louis Farrakhan, and 
now James Edwards [“Donald 
Trump’s Hate-In,” March 7]. 
Trump’s new campaign slogan 
should be “Yes We Klan.”
 Randy Poplock

seattle

Dark Matter 
(with apologies to  
Calvin Trillin)

Don’t know what it is 
But know that it’s there 
And most of it lies 
Under Donald Trump’s hair.

Terry Toepker
cincinnati

Clarification

Óscar Martínez’s “Our Bot-
tomless Well” [March 21] 
omitted the names of the 
translators of A History of 
Violence, the book from which 
the article was adapted. It was 
translated by Daniela Maria 
Ugaz and John Washington.

Correction

In her March 21 letter to  
The Nation, Rachelle Marshall 
lamented that socialist femi-
nists Suzanna Danuta Walters 
and Liza Featherstone never 
discussed foreign policy in 
their dueling articles about 
Hillary Clinton’s presidential 
campaign [Jan. 25/Feb. 1].  
In fact, Featherstone’s article 
did discuss foreign policy,  
with specific reference to 
Clinton’s legacy in Honduras, 
Iraq, and Libya.
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Books & the Arts.

A
rt was no part of my milieu when I 
was growing up; nor was art criti-
cism. I must have first heard tell of 
that profession in the movies. I dimly 
recall watching a horror film about 

the enmity between an artist who declares “I 
live by my hand!” and a critic whose motto is 
“I live by my eye!” After the critic murders 
the artist, a pair of disembodied hands takes 
revenge by tearing out his eyes.

Yet I remember, too, the grade-school 
art teacher who showed us reproductions 
of works by Matisse and Picasso. When I 
made a crayon drawing of some downhill 
skiers—I’d never seen a ski slope any more 

than I’d met an art critic—she praised my 
decision to have one of the skiers cut off by 
the bottom edge of the paper. She thought 
this very sophisticated. I didn’t understand 
what the big deal was. That was probably my 
first practical experience of art criticism, and 
it made me at least nebulously aware that 
what someone sees in a picture isn’t neces-
sarily just what its maker meant to put there.

Many years later, I learned of Marcel Du-
champ’s view, usually paraphrased as “The 
viewer completes the work.” It’s a dictum I 
repeat regularly. What Duchamp proposed 
was that “the creative act is not performed 
by the artist alone; the spectator brings the 
work in contact with the external world 
by deciphering and interpreting its inner 
qualification and thus adds his contribution 
to the creative act.” I suspect that he did not 
know—nor did I, until after I was already 

familiar with Duchamp’s idea—that Walt 
Whitman had much earlier declared that 
“the reader is to do something for himself, 
must be on the alert, must himself or herself 
construct indeed the poem, argument, his-
tory, metaphysical essay—the text furnishing 
the hints, the clue, the start or frame-work. 
Not the book needs so much to be the com-
plete thing, but the reader of the book does.”

It was thus Duchamp and Whitman who 
gave me a ready answer to an artist friend who 
once challenged me with a piercing question: 
“Why do we need art critics?” After all, she 
continued, “scientists don’t need science crit-
ics. Why is art any different?” And it’s true: 
There are no science critics. Yes, scientists 
doing a peer review are acting as judges of 
their fellow scientists’ work, but only in a 
sense: They are acting as fellow practitioners, 
not as critics. Science is not founded on a 

This essay is adapted from the introduction to The 
Perpetual Guest, a selection of Barry Schwabsky’s 
essays written between 2006 and 2014 for The 
Nation, published by Verso on March 1.

The Complete Thing, Unfinished
by BARRY SCHWABSKY
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The Little Cavaliers (1861–62), by Édouard Manet. The print is based on a painting that Manet thought was by Velázquez. 
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compact between maker and receiver. The art 
critic, however, formalizes and deliberately 
exemplifies the role of the spectator who real-
izes the artist’s work—not by leaving it just as 
it is, but by adding something to it, making a 
personal contribution.

If the art critic is, as I say, the self- 
appointed representative of the spectator 
whose existence is essential to art’s own, then 
the validity of the critic’s role ought to be as-
sured. But that doesn’t seem to be the case. 
It is not, as might have been true at times 
in the past, that the critic is too powerful, 
figuratively murdering with his eye the poor 
artist trying to live by his hand. Instead—or 
so one gathers from all the recent articles and 
symposia on the crisis of art criticism—the 
critic seems to be losing all influence. The 
overheated, ever-expanding art market on 
the one hand, and the explosive growth 
in the number of big international public 
exhibitions on the other, have rendered the 
critic’s aesthetic judgment superfluous. The 
critic no longer has the power to participate 
in forming a consensus of value; somewhere 
above his or her head, the collectors and 
curators are doing that. The critic can either 
tag along or get left behind.

There’s some truth to this story of the 
critic being superseded by collectors and 
curators. While the latter two have differ-
ent roles and motivations, what they share 
is the command of material resources (pri-
vate in one case, often public in the other) 
that can help chosen artists produce their 
work, make a living, and gain exposure and 
reputation. Critics have only words at their 
disposal— literally so, more and more, as the 
transformation of publishing by the Inter-
net has made it ever harder for writers and 
journalists of any description to earn a living. 
And in the global economy of recent decades, 
with its relentless upward redistribution of 
wealth, money talks louder than ever, drown-
ing out other forms of exchange.

I 
have to admit that the critic’s loss of power 
doesn’t worry me much. I don’t see my 
job as mainly that of making or break-
ing artists’ reputations, or of informing 
collectors or curators what they ought to 

buy or exhibit. If they don’t listen to me, fine; 
I have other responsibilities toward art. The 
meaning of a work is finally independent of 
its price and its exhibition history, because 
its meaning is made and remade by anyone 
prepared to formulate a contribution to the 
creative act already embodied in it.

If there is a crisis in art criticism, it has to 
do instead with an inner transformation in 
the nature of art itself. What if art no longer 

requires a public—that is, someone like the 
active spectator Duchamp spoke about? That 
would be a conundrum, for the critic would 
no longer have a position from which to 
evaluate art. It’s not impossible, and it’s not 
even a new idea: Back in 1966, for example, 
Allan Kaprow called for “the elimination of 
the audience”—for participation rather than a 
merely “empathic response.” In recent years, 
in great part as a result of their revulsion 
toward the financialization and globalization 
of art, more and more artists have been tak-
ing this idea seriously, avoiding the audience 
and instead working only with participants, 
with collaborators and communities. Nicolas 
Bourriaud, in his landmark book Relational 
Aesthetics, quoted Félix Guattari’s question: 
“How can you bring a classroom to life as 
though it were an artwork?” As it turns out, 
the question for many artists is a bit different: 
How can you turn an artwork into a class-
room? Whether this would be worth doing 
isn’t my concern; but to succeed in so doing, 
which would eliminate the disinterested pub-
lic, would also eliminate any role for the 
critic. A subjective response from a participant 
would lack the sense of spectatorial distance 
essential to criticism, while an objective ac-
count would not be criticism but reportage.

As for me, I still prefer Duchamp’s model 
of the spectator who, through his or her 
distance from the artist’s creative act, none-
theless makes an independent contribution 
to it. I don’t think the idea is original to Du-
champ or even to Whitman; it was implicit 
in the practice of great critics like Diderot 
and Baudelaire. It’s not just that I like my job 
and want to keep it; I also think the critical 
distance of the spectator is in itself worth 
preserving and developing. And my experi-
ence tells me that a great deal of art is still 
being made with this kind of viewer in mind.

I tend to think of the critic as a perpetual 
guest, to recall the title of an essay I pub-
lished in these pages several years ago. If ours 
is the age of an art world dominated as never 
before by market forces, of biennials that are 
ostensibly immune to the vagaries of the art 
market but in fact are promoted as part of the 
global tourism industry, then the critic seems 
to be in the art world but not of it—a guest at 
the party who is there on sufferance, contrib-
uting much less to the art world’s functioning 
than once was the case. Really, I sometimes 
think the critic is welcome just because he’s 
been on the scene for so long that, even if 
few can quite remember how he got there, 
it seems more trouble than it’s worth to eject 
him. Besides, his occasional malicious com-
ments can be witty and entertaining.

My sense of being a perpetual guest also 

reflects my role as the art critic for a publica-
tion whose focus is on political and social as 
well as cultural issues. Bhaskar Sunkara, the 
editor and publisher of the lively magazine 
Jacobin, recently told an interviewer:

We generally try to avoid cultural 
content. To the extent we do cover 
culture, it’s mass culture. So we’ll run 
something about the latest Planet of 
the Apes movie or the latest Super-
man movie, covering mass culture in 
a way that’s reminiscent of Michael 
Gold—my favorite Stalinist writer of 
the 1930s. Our cultural content is in-
tentionally very directly political, very 
polemical. But we’d never cover an 
opera or a play, or avant-garde culture.

If I were editing a political magazine, I might 
do as Sunkara does, wanting (as he says) to 
“make sure there’s a political take-away for 
people who aren’t particularly interested in 
culture for its own sake.” But this is exactly 
the opposite of what I try to do for The Na-
tion. I want readers who are not primar-
ily interested in art to understand, among 
other things, why an art made submissive 
to politics is no better than what Walter 
Benjamin called an “aestheticized politics.” 
The relative autonomy of the two domains 
is conducive to the health of both.

So, instead of trying to find a political 
angle from which to write about art, I let the 
critical distance between art and politics—or 
between my writing and its context—display 
itself. The writing reflects, and sometimes 
reflects on, its not-quite-at-homeness. I 
work from within—within the particular 
artwork, within the history and conventions 
of art as a whole—to find the edges where 
art, as Duchamp said, comes “in contact with 
the external world.”

Perhaps the profound connection be-
tween art and politics rests in each being 
essentially unfinished and unfinishable. To 
say “The viewer completes the work” is to 
believe that the work can never be completed 
because, as long as it still has life in it, others 
will always be making their own contribu-
tion to its ideal future. There are those who 
plausibly maintain that in our second Gilded 
Age, in which art has become one more 
“asset class” in a portfolio of investments, one 
more lifestyle ornament for the latest cohort 
of robber barons (now the titans of finance 
rather than industry), the only conscionable 
position is a withdrawal of one’s labor—to 
renounce art and the art world. But I’m not 
ready to give up on art. The obscure needs it 
fulfills, the imaginative doors it opens, are not 
entirely at the disposal of the objects’ owners.
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by K. BISWAS

B
ritain’s ruling class handled the 20th 
century poorly. Following an era of 
unbroken political control stretching 
back to the English Civil War—and, 
in contrast to its European counter-

parts, never experiencing external invasion 
or revolution from below—power was visibly 
slipping from its grasp. Unable to quell un-
rest from Southern Ireland to the Indian sub-
continent and the African colonies, British 
administrators were forced to abandon the 
Empire. At home, the nation’s governance 
would cease to be the preserve of the landed 
aristocracy, which, while surviving the parlia-
mentary reforms and estate taxes of the pre-
vious century, had its domination threatened 
by the growth of a labor movement in the 
advent of universal suffrage. Political stabil-
ity was paramount, but overseeing victories 
in the two world wars came at a cost. Britain 
would be supplanted as a global superpower 
by its allies (the United States, the Soviet 
Union) and find itself lagging behind the 
vanquished (Germany, France, Italy, Japan) 
in industrial dynamism. 

The postwar years, though disorienting, 
saw a wave of nationalizations and commit-
ments by the government to achieve full em-
ployment and provide universalized welfare, 
raising hopes among the enfranchised masses 
of an overthrow of old orthodoxies. The es-
tablishment, demoralized by its loss of pres-
tige, saw even its friends swept along with the 
prevailing mood. By the late 1950s, the Con-

servative Party, traditionally a reliable parlia-
mentary vehicle for the ruling class, was led 
by Harold Macmillan, who as prime minister 
unequivocally stated, “This country has got 
to be prepared for change.” Macmillan—  
a Keynesian, “One Nation” Tory, who ad-
vocated “Middle Way” politics—oversaw 
the highest level of council-house building 
in history and introduced “life peers” (in-
cluding the first female members) into the 
House of Lords, where landowning barons, 
dukes, earls, marquesses, and viscounts had 
been accustomed to passing seats down the 
male line. In a speech in 1962, Macmillan 
argued that Britain had become “a nation 
too set in our ways, too apt to cling to old 
privileges, too apt to fear new methods, 
often too unwilling to abandon old practices 
that have outlived their usefulness.” That 
same year, Ian Gilmour, the proprietor and 
former editor of The Spectator (the irreverent 
and patrician conservative magazine beloved 
of the higher orders, and founded in 1828 
simply “to convey intelligence”), was elected 
as a Conservative member of Parliament, 
where he would agitate to abolish the death 
penalty, caution against market-led govern-
ment policy, and espouse closer ties with the 
European Economic Community.

These positions were anathema to one of 
his successors in the editor’s chair, Gilmour’s 

Fogeyism

It might be true that Duchamp changed 
everything, and that we have to understand 
the philosophical status of the art object dif-
ferently having come to know his work. But 
as I suggested in an essay on Velázquez as “a 
painter of our time,” Duchamp’s peregrina-
tions around the idea of the object are not 
alien to those of the 17th-century painter. 
Those who see Duchamp—or Warhol, or 
whoever—as marking an absolute break 
with the art of the past represent the lat-
est way of betraying the past, which, as 
Benjamin wrote, has a secret appointment 
with the present. This betrayal doesn’t try 
to freeze history in place by formulating its 
dictates as a set of rules, as the old academies 
did, but by imagining that it’s possible to cut 
loose from the past—a misinterpretation of 

the modernist avant-gardes that would con-
demn us to a kind of historical provincialism, 
denying us any perspective on the present. 
It’s not for nothing that Manet’s favorite 
painter was Velázquez, whom he reimagined 
as his contemporary.

I try to open up such perspectives with-
out, I hope, belaboring them. Although 
each of my essays is a separate undertaking, 
the recurrent themes that thread their way 
through them and add up to a single devel-
oping project are probably only discernible 
when they’re read together. But this is not 
to say that gathering them in one place ties 
up all the threads and knots them into a 
conclusion. My writing aims to keep art 
unfinished, and for that reason has to stay 
somewhat fragmentary in its turn.  

M
uch of today’s art, in appearance, is 
entirely unlike that of centuries past, 
or even that of 50 years ago. Where 
once “art” meant pictures and stat-
ues, usually with edifying religious 

or mythological stories attached, now, after 
abstraction, the ready-made, and conceptu-
alism, it seems that art can be embodied by 
almost anything—or next to nothing. For 
some, the lesson would be that a clean break 
has been made: that art has reinvented itself 
from scratch, and that criticism should do 
the same. I would argue otherwise. Art as we 
see it today is the outcome of a cultural shift 
that’s been a long time in the making, and 
slow to reveal all its implications. Around 
the middle of the 19th century—not acci-
dentally, in the wake of the failed revolutions 
of 1848— various European artists, mostly 
French, among them Édouard Manet, began 
to believe that the self-proclaimed guard-
ians and continuers of tradition were, in 
fact, its gravediggers. The tradition had to 
be rescued—and in the process, reinvented. 
Church and court, the institutions that had 
sustained art for centuries, were no longer 
relevant; art had been thrown upon the ten-
der mercies of the market. How would it 
manage to thrive in this unfamiliar situation? 
Art could no longer address its public from a 
position of borrowed authority. Its only au-
thority would be its own aesthetic validity, of 
which there could be no final judge. Art and 
its public—perhaps, now, its consumers—
would have to meet on a plane of equality. 
And neither its subjects nor its forms could 
be specified (or excluded) in advance.

Although new institutions like museums 
and schools of contemporary art now claim 
to anchor art in a secure consensus, they’ve 
hardly attained the authority once enjoyed 
by church and court. And it’s hard not to 
hear a different institution—the art market, 
which has flourished so fearsomely in recent 
decades—ventriloquizing as they make their 
pronouncements. No more today than in 
Manet’s time can aesthetic judgments be any-
thing but contentious. And no more today 
than in Manet’s time can we hope to under-
stand the art of the present by forgetting, as 
Zola wrongly imagined, everything learned in 
the museum in order to somehow see things 
as they really are. What Manet knew is that in 
order to represent the present, the art of the 
past could not be forgotten; instead, it would 
have to be reimagined. And it would have to 
be reimagined as not finished, not complete, 
and therefore not sealed away in the past; 
rather, it would have to be reimagined as 
radically unfinished, and for that very reason 
operative in the present.

Margaret Thatcher
The Authorized Biography, Volume Two.
By Charles Moore.
Random House. 880 pp. $35.

K. Biswas is a writer in London.
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fellow old Etonian, Charles Moore. Like 
Margaret Thatcher, who took the Conserva-
tive Party’s reins in 1975, Moore was unmoved 
by progressive enthusiasms; he and Thatcher 
shared the belief that their country had be-
come weak and complacent following World 
War II. Britain’s defects were more than oper-
ational: Its institutions (including Thatcher’s 
own party) were crumbling, its international 
standing was on a managed decline, and eco-
nomic stagnation was setting in. As Thatcher 
recalled in her memoirs, “I had been worried 
to death that this country had taken so much 
socialism that I wondered if the spirit of en-
terprise had left us.” After her first term as 
prime minister, Moore joined The Spectator, 
the move coinciding with Thatcher’s success-
ful campaign to recapture the Falkland Islands 
from the Argentine dictatorship. “The pig-
headedness of General Galtieri has saved the 
Conservative Party,” Moore wrote under his 
first byline in 1982, since the British troops’ 
sojourn to the South Atlantic had become 
“the first really popular issue of [Thatcher’s] 
administration.” Fifteen years later, Thatcher 
asked him to be her official biographer.

Moore’s second volume of the authorized 
biography begins amid the wave of patriotic 
triumphalism following the Falklands victory 
in June of 1982, with Thatcher swiftly gaining 
in popularity and winning reelection the fol-
lowing year—the “first Conservative Prime 
Minister to win two elections in a row” in 
the 20th century. Having in the first volume 

covered Thatcher’s early life and career—the 
daughter of a middle-class Methodist shop-
keeper from the East Midlands who became 
president of the Oxford University Conser-
vative Association and, ultimately, Britain’s 
first female prime minister—Moore is able to 
devote more time to understanding “Thatch-
erism” (more of “a vision than a doctrine” in 
his view) and how it came to flourish after the 
frustrations of her first term. Greater than 
the work of one woman, Thatcherism was 
a “radical and transformative political phe-
nomenon,” unleashing private initiative in 
order to “roll back public spending” and the 
labor movement’s gains. Instead of advocat-
ing progressive, consensus-seeking politics, 
Thatcherites preached moral populism and 
“popular capitalism” at home, and freedom 
and the free market abroad. Britain was to be 
a principled, entrepreneurial nation, a low-
tax economy of shareholders and homeown-
ers acting as a beacon to the rest of the world. 

This vision was certainly attractive to 
those gathered around Moore’s Spectator. 
“Hayek was the high priest,” according to 
the writer Ian Buruma, newly arrived in 
London to write about foreign affairs for the 
magazine in 1990, the year both Moore and 
Thatcher stepped down from their positions. 
What struck Buruma most was the “resil-
ience of the British class system,” which mar-
ried “new money and old style,” subsuming 
Thatcher’s “go-for-it spirit” into the “fogey-
ish world of the Spectator…all about privi-

lege, old money, old schools, old families, old 
silver and old gentlemanly wit.” “The British 
upper class,” Buruma concluded, “acts as a 
sponge for talent and ambition,” and dur-
ing the Thatcher years the magazine loaned 
“aristocratic airs to middle-class striving.”

Moore certainly exhibits the mannerisms 
of a fogey, reminding the reader at regular 
intervals that his book is about an “era before 
mobiles and emails,” when one need not 
have worried about “being hacked or going 
viral.” His subject much preferred “serious 
government business to be done on paper,” 
and Moore has been given unprecedented 
access to her personal archives, from which 
he quotes generously—everything from the 
minutes of high-level international negotia-
tions to personally “scribbled” notes replete 
with “cross wiggly lines” and “squiggly lines” 
(“I have made a firm decision”; “This paper is 
pathetic”). Official and unofficial documents 
from the period are intercut with snippets 
from hundreds of the author’s interviewees, 
the vast majority of whom, like Moore him-
self, are the products of Britain’s elite schools 
and universities, and have spent their adult 
lives hobnobbing in the higher echelons of 
power. The senior Thatcher-era civil ser-
vants whose contributions were, Moore says, 
“vital for this book,” all now sit in the House 
of Lords and have preserved certain born-to-
rule airs and graces. As the narrative moves 
from quotation to quotation at a bewildering 
pace, it’s hard to know whether the words on 
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the page emanate from a footnoted apparat-
chik or are the author’s subjective opinions.

M
oore believes the successes of the 
Thatcher project to be self-evident, 
and he frequently lets his biases 
show. Discussing the widespread 
“denationalization” of industry that 

took place in the Thatcher years, he finds it 
impossible to remain objective: “Privatisa-
tion became, and remains, the greatest policy 
export ever invented in Britain.” (The prime 
minister herself did not care for the term, call-
ing it “a dreadful bit of jargon to inflict on the 
language of Shakespeare.”) Moore employs 
euphemisms to describe the sell-offs: Either 
the “government gave up control” of a public 
utility or it was “brought to market”; proposed 
pit closures were “designed to put the coal 
industry on an economic footing”; council-
house sales spread “popular ownership” and 
removed “the state out of a large area of life.” 
To Moore, the process of privatization that 
Macmillan (by then safely ensconced in the 
Upper House as Lord Stockton) described as 
“selling the family silver” is more akin to “sell-
ing the family silver back to the family,” only 
“better polished and better used.”

The privateers of the Conservative Par-
ty’s Thatcherite tendency, emboldened by a 
second general-election victory, entrenched 
themselves in the British cabinet as “custodi-
ans of a general strategy” rather than “22 mis-
cellaneous heads of department.” Dissenting 
opinions would no longer be tolerated, lead-
ing to the marginalization of “the wets”—a 
strain of compassionate conservative who, in 
the words of a previous Thatcher biographer, 
Hugo Young, espoused “moderation, caution 
and a middle-minded approach to politics.” 
As ideological naysayers toward the Thatcher 
project and a reminder of conservatism’s 
postwar centrist delusions, leading wets re-
ceive little coverage in Moore’s account of 
the era: The author includes only brusque 
dismissals of the “left-leaning” Chris Patten, 
who thought the party went “completely off 
the rails under Margaret”; Jim Prior, “clearly 
in the autumn of his career”; and Francis Pym 
(Thatcher had “a low opinion of Pym, and 
made little effort to conceal it”). Moore seems 
pleased with himself for valiantly fighting old 
battles on behalf of the prime minister, subtly 
undermining former rivals whose leader-
ship hopes were dashed decades ago: Cecil 
Parkinson could not be promoted “owing to 
the expected birth of his extramarital baby”; 
Michael Heseltine, who had a “flair for the 
dramatic,” was said “to dislike working for a 
woman” and is shown going to the lavatory to 
“comb his hair” before informing a “solitary 

waiting cameraman” that he had resigned. 
Moore takes us behind the closed doors of 

Thatcher’s court, where grown men “terribly 
keen to curry favor with the Prime Minister” 
jostled for attention and formed cliques with 
names like the “Magnificent Seven,” the “Dis-
ciples,” and the “A-Team.” (Norman Tebbit, 
once mooted as Thatcher’s possible succes-
sor, says that during this period, he “began to 
understand Tudor history better.”) Thatcher 
was occasionally shrewd as an individual—she 
did not want to call an election during Royal 
Ascot Week because it wouldn’t reflect well 
on her administration to have “people in grey 
suits and toppers heading the news pages at a 
time when three million were unemployed”—
but she was never one to consult her cabinet, 
increasingly relying on unelected advisers like 
the “bright young brains” of her Policy Unit, 
working “flat out” to “help Thatcherize the 
government.” Theirs was a “world in which 
clever people bathed difficult problems in the 
light of reason and ate good lunches,” which 
caused considerable envy among cabinet col-
leagues constrained by their departmental 
briefs. The unit’s erudite head, Ferdinand 
Mount, another Eton-Oxbridge-Spectator 
alumnus who once wrote that a “strong the-
atrical element” runs through “all political 
activity,” recalls discussing policy matters with 
the prime minister, after which she would 
“haul in the relevant minister and carpet him. 
He would glare at us.”

Summoning assorted wise men to make 
decisions about the country’s future is a dis-
tinctly predemocratic style of conducting 
politics, and yet across the Thatcher years, 
advice was proffered by everyone from snuff-
chewing novelists to cocaine-snorting ad 
men, even on occasion her husband, Denis. 
(“I’d sometimes see Denis’s writing on a sub-
mission,” reports one aide. “She would have 
rubbed it out inadequately.”) Whereas Moore 
is desperate to depict Thatcher as an outsider 
taking on the establishment—a radical new-
comer “kicking against the pricks of bureau-
cracy and inertia”—it’s clear that rather than 
challenging the ruling class, she recalibrated 
and revived it. Under Thatcher, “vested in-
terests” still had a key role to play in Britain’s 
governance. As John Redwood, Mount’s suc-
cessor at the Policy Unit, suggests, in many 
cases these were Thatcherism’s “essential 
supporters.” The continuing vagaries of the 
Westminster system are laid out for all to see. 
Unelected lords were placed in charge of vast 
government departments. There was even 
an attempt to fix the House of Commons’ 
speakership for a former foreign secretary, in 
part because a long-dead ancestor had once 
“resisted the power of King Charles I.”

M
oore writes wistfully of “those less 
rule-governed days” when the chair-
man of British Airways could in-
fluence members of Parliament by 
giving them “free flights,” or the 

prime minister, by implying that a knighthood 
was on the way, might secure “a large sum of 
money to the National Gallery” from oil heir 
Paul Getty—described here by Thatcher’s 
arts minister, Lord Gowrie, as “an A-grade 
smack addict” who drank “eighteen cans of 
lager a day.” Whether it was “staying with 
the Queen at Balmoral” or enjoying a pri-
vate family lunch at the sultan of Oman’s 
“perfume-filled Salalah summer palace on the 
beach,” Thatcher, it becomes clear—what-
ever her intentions to take on the establish-
ment—was successfully incorporated into it.

Nevertheless, her successive election vic-
tories were enough to convince Moore that 
Thatcherite values could stand in for popular 
attitudes. While he concedes that she was 
“highly unpopular in some areas,” the motives 
and views of her extra-parliamentary opposi-
tion, which provided Thatcher’s tenure with 
many of its flash points, are considered un-
intelligible by Moore, who does little to dis-
tinguish among those dismayed at her ascen-
dancy. The “enemy within”—striking miners, 
left-wing local councils, the Campaign for 
Nuclear Disarmament—suffers guilt by asso-
ciation, all depicted as unwitting agents of the 
Soviet Union, while everyone from students 
to “left-wing police authorities,” the BBC, 
and even the Church of England comes under 
Moore’s suspicious eye.

An entire chapter is devoted to the “unique 
scorn and vitriol” that Moore says was meted 
out by “British writers and intellectuals” 
against this “snubbed woman, so suburban, 
harsh and philistine in many literary and 
academic minds.” His repository of negative 
comments includes the director Jonathan 
Miller calling Thatcher “loathsome, repul-
sive in almost every way,” and the writer 
Dennis Potter saying that she was “the most 
obviously repellent manifestation of the most 
obviously arrogant, dishonest, divisive, and 
dangerous government since the war.” Moore 
prefers to focus his attention on the myriad 
attacks on Thatcher the individual, rather 
than on diligent criticisms of her policy ini-
tiatives. His predecessor at The Spectator, Ian 
Gilmour—by far the most enlightened wet, 
whose Dancing With Dogma provides a devas-
tating Conservative critique of the Thatcher 
years—gets a solitary mention in the book. 
Far easier instead for Moore to, say, recall 
a play, partly subsidized by the government, 
that depicted the prime minster forcing her 
employment secretary “to drink the sperm of 
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the free-market economist Milton Friedman 
from a Coca-Cola bottle.” (The production 
subsequently garnered a parliamentary apol-
ogy for its use of public funding.) Although 
Thatcher paid “little attention to her cultural 
depictions,” her biographer feels the need to 
quote lyrics from Billy Bragg, Billy Elliot, the 
punk band the Exploited (“Maggie, Maggie, 
you cunt / Maggie, Maggie, Maggie, Mag-
gie, you fucking cunt”), and a No. 1 single by 
Renaud—“the French Bob Dylan,” appar-
ently—that concludes: “I will change into a 
dog so that I can use Madame Thatcher daily 
as a lamp-post.”

During the last years of the Cold War, 
Thatcher emerges as the “doyenne” of inter-
national politics, the “senior elected leader in 
the Western world.” An effective intermedi-
ary in East-West relations, she embarks on 
frenetic shuttle diplomacy, “circling the earth” 
in a single week to meet Deng Xiaoping in 
Beijing, Mikhail Gorbachev at Chequers, and 
Reagan at Camp David. Her Atlanticism was 
no secret, and by continuing Britain’s pivot 
toward the richest and most powerful nation 
on earth—“generous with its bounty, will-
ing to share its strength, seeking to protect 
the weak”—she helped carry out its strategic 
policy objectives, such as allowing American 
cruise missiles to be deployed on British soil 
and offering up UK air bases for US missions 
to bomb Libya. Moore reports that Thatcher’s 
White House counterpart and fellow free-
marketeer gave her presidential pep talks 
(“Go get ’em. Eat ’em alive”) and offered to do 
“everything he could to be helpful politically” 
in the run-up to the 1983 general election.

Moore reduces the Reagan-Thatcher dy-
namic to an “old fashioned view of the rela-
tions between the sexes”—his “gentlemanly 
charm” and “courtesy to her as a woman”; her 
susceptibility “to charming, well-dressed men 
who flattered her.” This unreconstructed view 
of Thatcher’s femininity pervades the entire 
book. We are told that Thatcher showed “a 
thoughtfulness and attention to detail which 
is hard to imagine in a male prime minister.” 
In her discussions with Gorbachev, people be-
lieved she had developed “a schoolgirl crush 
on The Russian With A Smile.” Add to this 
her discomfort with Deng “expectorating into 
a spittoon” (“It threw her”), or her reaction to 
Helmut Kohl and François Mitterrand stand-
ing together in a field at Verdun “to symbolize 
the reconciliation of France and Germany” 
(“Two grown men holding hands!”), and the 
impression is of a prime minister resolutely 
unfit for international diplomacy. 

Postimperial prestige marked the nation’s 
foreign policy during the Thatcher years, 
when its “global influence rivalled anything 

Britain had enjoyed in the post-Suez era.” 
But the Empire had a habit of striking back. 
Britain was strong-armed into signing Hong 
Kong over to the Chinese. British hostages 
were murdered in Libya. The IRA came 
close to wiping out Thatcher’s entire cabinet 
in a terrorist attack as Conservative Party 
delegates gathered in Brighton. (“Today we 
were unlucky,” the IRA statement read, “but 
remember we only have to be lucky once. 
You will have to be lucky always.”) 

The Commonwealth, a uniquely Brit-
ish arrangement whereby once-subjugated 
countries join a cross-national members’ club 
over which the queen remains in charge, 
overwhelmingly supported economic sanc-
tions against South Africa’s apartheid regime. 
But Thatcher belligerently stood her ground 
in opposing them: Britain was “the largest 
single investor” in South Africa (“God’s own 
country,” as her husband Denis called it); yet 
Moore believes she was “perfectly genuine 
in her principled opposition to sanctions” in 
the face of Commonwealth anger. Though 
admitting that Thatcher “had personal sym-
pathies with the tribe who dominated South 
Africa: the whites,” Moore suggests that her 
wish “to assert Britain’s right to its own trade” 
and a belief that sanctions “would impoverish 
blacks” ultimately led her hand.

Her commitment to economic freedom 
extended to the Middle East states, which 
were “often good customers for British de-
fence equipment.” Thatcher took the view 
that “if countries wanted to be armed, better 
that they should be armed by the British.” The 
customers included Iran, Iraq, and Syria, but 
her “preferred interlocutors” were “moderate 
Arab leaders,” including “the rulers of Saudi 
Arabia, the Gulf States and Oman, and above 
all King Hussein.” Thatcher was “impressed 
by the energetic and handsome young prince” 
Bandar, the Saudi Arabian defense minister, 
who had “perfected his flying skills at RAF 
Cranwell.” So great were Bandar’s “abili-
ties and drive” that he helped secure Britain 
its largest-ever trade contract, signed in the 
Saudi capital in 1985. Moore is astounded 
that Thatcher’s memoirs are “silent about her 
visit to Riyadh,” for she was “the most tireless 
saleswoman for British companies,” and the 
deal named “Al Yamamah,” or “Arabic for 
the dove (of peace),” resulted in £42 billion 
worth of “defence equipment”—including 
RAF fighter jets—being delivered to the re-
gime over two decades. Whether saleswoman 
or stateswoman, Thatcher proved to be Saudi 
Arabia’s “loyal ally,” penning “personal letters 
to King Fahd, often more than once a month, 
commenting on world events,” even “report-
ing to him her conversations with world lead-
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by GAVIN JACOBSON

I
n December 1930, Stefan Zweig began 
writing a biography of Marie Antoinette. 
He was living in Salzburg, Austria, having 
moved there from Vienna in 1919 after 
World War I. He was almost 50 and at the 

height of his literary fame, living comfort-
ably on the Kapuzinerberg in a large yellow 
villa crowned with turrets and ringed by high 
walls. When he wasn’t writing, he was travel-
ing to Berlin or Paris, calling on the artistic 
celebrities of the day like a modern Boswell. 
When in Vienna, he went to the opera or 
lounged in cafés with Sigmund Freud and 
Arthur Schnitzler. It was a good life lived in 
the gloaming of interwar Europe.

“With diabolical cunning,” Zweig wrote 
of the French queen, 

history began making a spoiled dar-
ling of Marie Antoinette, who had 
the Kaiserhof as a home in childhood, 
wore a crown before she was out of 
her teens, had charm and grace and 
wealth in liberal measure…. But des-
tiny, having raised her to the pinnacle 
of good fortune, dragged her down 

again with the utmost refinements of 
cruelty…. Unaccustomed to suffering, 
she resisted and sought to escape. But 
with the ruthlessness of an artist who 
will not desist from his travail until he 
has wrung the last possibilities from 
the stubborn clay he is fashioning, the 
deliberate hand of misfortune contin-
ued to mould, to knead, to chisel, and 
to hammer Marie Antoinette. 

Behind this portrayal of individual apoca-
lypse lay self-description and prophetic vision. 
Like Marie Antoinette, Zweig was charming 
and graceful. Klaus Mann described him as 
the embodiment of Vienna’s cultural kalei-
doscope, fusing “French suavity with a touch 
of German pensiveness and a faint tinge of 
Oriental eccentricity.” 

He was also rich. His father was a business-
man who turned a weaving mill in northern 
Bohemia into a booming industrial success. 
His mother had strong banking connections 
in Italy, and Zweig inherited a large portion 
of the family pile in his late teens. His apart-

The Good European

of capital punishment (“the rope”) as being 
“suspended,” not abolished; his dismissal 
of “black alienation” and his denigration of 
the Irish peace process; and his efforts to 
rehabilitate the poll tax, the vastly unpopular 
policy that ultimately caused Thatcher to fall 
on her sword (in Moore’s view, a “serious, 
long-considered attempt to get to grips with 
several genuine problems,” including “lack 
of local accountability, left-wing profligacy 
and extremism”). 

Moore understands that Thatcherism is 
an unfinished project, and that a new genera-
tion of Conservative politicians, headed by a 
fellow Old Etonian, is in place to address the 
issues left unresolved. (Cameron proclaimed 
on the morning of Baroness Thatcher’s fu-
neral that “in a way we are all Thatcher-
ites now.”) In Britain, governments have 
managed to continue the privatization drive 
(including denationalizing the railways and 
the postal service), but the National Health 
Service and the BBC remain in public hands, 
and “popular capitalism” has never fully taken 

root. The Conservative Party has been able 
to stabilize its support base with a new class 
of homeowners and shareholders, though all 
that most citizens have experienced is a con-
sumer boom fueled by the rapid expansion 
of credit. The views of the general public are 
barely given any credence in Moore’s book, 
with the author instead choosing to shine the 
spotlight on establishment insiders dining 
out on stories of past prime-ministerial asso-
ciations. Conservatism has always argued that 
hard work should be rewarded, and just as 
members of the so-called Cambridge Mafia 
of the early 1960s served as cabinet ministers 
in the 1980s before finally receiving their 
peerages, so too have former Thatcher-era 
underlings become “big beasts” under a suc-
cessor government tasked with maintaining 
order, stability, and tradition. All understand 
that their political legacies depend on the 
continuous championing of Mrs. Thatcher 
and her program, lest they be left—like the 
wets or those advocating “Middle Way” 
politics— on the scrap heap of history. 

ers” should he ever have felt left out of the 
diplomatic rounds.

H
istory is constantly being written; 
therefore, the battle for historical 
memory is ongoing. The Thatcher 
era sparked a political polarization be-
tween those who benefited from its 

opportunities and those who lost out. Some 
people will remember, in the wake of Thatch-
er’s death in April 2013, mourning the loss 
of the greatest British prime minister since 
Winston Churchill, the towering figure who 
oversaw a return to Victorian values. Oth-
ers will recall the impromptu street parties 
and the campaign to propel the song “Ding 
Dong! The Witch Is Dead” to No. 1 on the 
UK singles chart. Thatcher either reversed 
the state capture of industry or unraveled the 
postwar settlement; created new millionaires 
or the newly unemployed; unleashed private 
enterprise or neoliberal economics.

A positive public image was paramount to 
the Thatcher project. According to Moore, 
the prime minister always sought “to be 
seen in a good light” or “photographed from 
favourable angles in pleasant places.” As she 
gained momentum, full-throated support 
was granted by the right-wing press: Ian 
Gilmour believed that it “could scarcely have 
been more fawning if it had been state-
controlled.” Moore would rightly think of 
himself as more independently minded than 
many of his journalistic contemporaries, even 
though he spent the Thatcher years and 
beyond preaching her virtues in print. He 
didn’t compromise himself, as certain media 
men had for former Tory premiers (news-
paper barons Beaverbrook and Bracken ran 
wartime ministries for their friend Winston 
Churchill) or future ones (former News of the 
World editor Andy Coulson served as direc-
tor of communications for David Cameron). 
Nevertheless, rather than choosing to write 
an objective survey of the mid-Thatcher pe-
riod, Moore has produced a sentimentalized 
and partisan hagiography, chiseling down his 
subject’s rougher edges. The economic and 
social consequences of her policies are left 
unexplored in favor of occasionally acknowl-
edging Thatcher’s personal foibles—and 
even then her irritations or lack of humor are 
shown in the best possible light. (She had a 
“congenital anxiety to understand the detail 
of everything”; “she was as tough as anyone 
in politics, but not a good Machiavellian.”) 

Moore’s refusal to update his more con-
tentious positions from the Spectator days 
may jar with 21st-century readers: his sym-
pathy for de Klerk over Mandela during the 
struggle against apartheid; his description 

Messages From a Lost World
By Stefan Zweig.
Translated from the German by  
Will Stone.
Pushkin Press. 224 pp. $25.

Gavin Jacobson is a writer and book critic. He has 
written for the Times Literary Supplement, 
The Guardian, and the Literary Review, 
among other publications.
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ment in Vienna was an epicurean 
domain of rare books set against 
walls of burning scarlet, of gold 
leaf dusted into goblets of heady 
liquor; the rooms were stuffed 
with the relics of genius, such as 
one of Beethoven’s desks, as well 
as cavernous, crimson leather 
armchairs. Whereas many of his 
Central European contemporaries 
sat down to write after spending 
a long day at the office (Kafka 
famously worked at an insurance 
firm), Zweig was able to devote 
himself to his writing full time. 

His success as a writer came 
early. By 1901, while a philoso-
phy student at the University of 
Vienna (he defended a doctoral 
thesis on Hippolyte Taine), Zweig 
became a frequent contributor 
to Theodor Herzl’s Neue Freie 
Presse, the capital’s most respected 
newspaper. Zweig recalled that 
his first commission felt “like Na-
poleon presenting a young ser-
geant with the cross of the Légion 
d’Honneur.” He enjoyed Herzl’s 
company and respected his sin-
gular commitment to the Zionist 
cause, but Zweig never subscribed 
to a doctrine that he thought re-
purposed the creeds of European 
nationalism. 

Zweig was proof that Jews 
could thrive under the liberal au-
tocracies of late 19th- and early 
20th-century Europe. Between 
1848 and 1916, there was, according to the 
historian Tony Judt, “an era of political con-
straint but cultural and economic liberation.” 
Jews were excluded from the business of gov-
ernment, but they shared and shaped the high 
culture of their societies. Joseph Roth’s Ra-
detzky March was a mournful tribute to a dying 
monarchy that had allowed Jews to flourish. 
And while Zweig ignored the inner decay of 
the Habsburg Empire and was tone-deaf to 
the politics and prejudices of mass society, 
he too saw Vienna as the tolerant capital of 
Mitteleuropa’s republic of letters, where uni-
versal affinity trumped national distinction. 
A separate Jewish homeland, with its future 
“cannons, flags, [and] medals,” was not the 
answer to Europe’s “Jewish Question”; the city 
of Freud was. 

Zionism was at odds with what Zweig 
called the “supranational feeling of freedom.” 
He thought that if there was any common 
ground among Jews, it was in the timeless 
epic of their wandering, a symbol of “Jewry’s 

cosmopolitan human mission.” This argu-
ment was partly informed by his wanderlust. 
In a letter to Martin Buber, Zweig claimed 
that foreign travel had borne out “the value 
of absolute freedom to choose among na-
tions, to feel oneself a guest everywhere, to be 
both participant and mediator…. I feel with 
gratitude that it is Judaism that has made this 
supranational feeling possible for me.”

Jews were a fugitive people without a na-
tion, “homeless in the highest sense of the 
word.” But Zweig thought that the absence 
of rootedness and the eternal reality of the 
diaspora were central to the Jewish sense 
of identity. Doubtful that they could secure 
their “well-being” through a distinct home-
land—one that would lock them into rivalries 
with other nations—Zweig privileged the 
“destiny” of Jewish cosmopolitanism. The ar-
gument bore a striking resemblance to many 
Enlightenment theories of Judaism, especially 
Rousseau’s discussion of Moses and the Exo-
dus in his Considerations on the Government of 

Poland (1772).
The universal character of 

Jewish existence reflected an 
overarching internationalism 
that took shape in Zweig during 
World War I. In 1914, he volun-
teered for military service and was 
sent to work in the War Archive in 
Vienna. In August of that year, he 
wrote that Germany must “strike 
with both fists, to the right and 
to the left, to extricate itself from 
the double pincer movement of 
its enemies. Every muscle of the 
nations’s magnificent strength is 
stretched to the full, every nerve 
of its will quivers with courage and 
confidence.” (His memoirs pass 
over this early support of the war.) 
He became a pacifist in 1914, 
after he realized not only how 
violent the war had become—he 
described it in Hobbesian terms 
as “the war of everyone against 
everyone”—but also how long it 
would keep him from his work. 

M
essages From a Lost World, 
a collection of Zweig’s 
nonfiction work, starts at 
the point of his pacifist 
turn. The 10 essays cover 

the years 1914 to 1941, and they’re 
linked by themes as relevant now as 
they were in Zweig’s own day: the 
divisions between open and closed 
borders, between nationalism 
and internationalism, barbarism  

and civilization, tolerance and prejudice, ego 
and amity, intelligence and ignorance, war 
and peace. Together, they amount to a mani-
festo of fraternity in an age of catastrophe. 

In “The Tower of Babel” (1916), Zweig 
uses the biblical legend to symbolize Euro-
pean brotherhood: Building a tower to the 
heavens, humankind proves that by working 
toward a common ambition, it possessed an 
“indefatigable” spirit stronger than God’s 
own (since God chose to rest on the seventh 
day). Bound in linguistic harmony, human 
beings continued to build the tower of broth-
erhood toward the celestial realm, forcing 
God to impose different languages on them, 
turning linguistic harmony into discordant 
melody, division, mistrust, and war. 

Zweig hoped that fraternity would define 
the postwar order, where out of the “fiery de-
lirium” would emerge a peaceful world united 
in a collective endeavor against individual will 
and rival communities. Differences in lan-
guage would be overcome by education and 

Stefan Zweig, standing, with his brother, Alfred. Vienna, circa 1900.



The Nation.36  March 28/April 4, 2016

the mutual translation and exchange of ideas 
and intellectual traditions. At the same time, 
his antiwar play about the prophet Jeremiah 
was described by Richard Friedenthal as “the 
first drama written by a German playwright 
that rejected unequivocally the idea of vio-
lence.” Though a new peace seemed distant 
between 1914 and 1918, Zweig held that it 
would one day return and “reconstruct the 
old order of life.” 

But Europe had changed forever. In 1943, 
Hannah Arendt noted how wealth had insu-
lated Zweig from Europe’s postwar miseries. 
After 1918, below the gilded peaks where 
Zweig and his voluptuaries lived in highbrow 
saturnalia, was the human rubble of decline 
and fall—the mass unemployed, the beaten 
warhorses, the bankrupt financiers, the wrath-
ful painters, the alienated youth. Arendt’s 
scathing review of Zweig’s memoir The World 
of Yesterday accused him of not living in the 
world, “only on its rim.” Zweig lacked all po-
litical conviction and was stirred only by “his 
hypersensitivity to social humiliation.” Fore-
shadowing an argument in Eichmann in Jeru-
salem (1963), Arendt proclaimed that “had the 
Jews of western and central European coun-
tries displayed even a modicum of concern for 
the political realities of their times, they would 
have had reason enough not to feel secure.” 

The charge that Zweig was oblivious to 
the social injustices of his day is unfair. As 
George Prochnik notes in his biography of 
Zweig, unemployment is mentioned in The 
World of Yesterday as a cause of Hitler’s rise 
to power, while the novel The Post-Office 
Girl tells the story of Christine Hoflehner, a 
postal clerk in a small Austrian village, who 
in 1926 confronts poverty “creeping back 
out, hollow-eyed, broad-muzzled, hungry 
and bold.” Zweig also toured the working-
class neighborhoods in Vienna, recounting to 
his friend Romain Rolland after one trip: “I 
clenched my fists at the sight of the immense 
misery. Children with skinny little faces were 
running around in rags. And while I looked 
into their miserable hovels, I heard the honk-
ing of luxury cars travelling with lightning 
speed through this hell.” 

But Arendt was right when she accused 
him of lacking political conviction. Along 
with thousands of other intellectuals, artists, 
and writers, Zweig experienced the harmful 
and unsettling consequences of what Jules 
Romains called the “new fanaticisms.” But 
there was no “Zweigian” take on communism 
or fascism, no sustained thoughts on the New 
Deal or on the decay of liberal power and the 
rise of mass politics. There was, instead, a kind 
of Olympian detachment from the political 
sources of discontent. 

Few artists in Europe showed much in-
sight into the bestial soul of Nazism. Brecht 
admitted that it was “precisely the vileness 
and fearsome character of this regime, and 
the mediocrity of its personnel, that pre-
vented many of us from taking the measure 
of this evil in all its profundity and shattering 
significance.” The response to Nazism from 
liberals, republicans, pacifists, the uncommit-
ted, and even some communists was a fatal 
mixture of pessimism and retreat on the one 
hand, optimism and negligence on the other. 
The first led people to avoid politics alto-
gether and withdraw into the cultural life of 
their city; the second tempted them to believe 
that the Weimar Republic could stomach a 
temporary poison like Hitler. Others, like 
Klaus Mann, simply laughed at this strange, 
Chaplin-like figure. 

Zweig admitted that he was unable to 
remember when he first heard Hitler’s name 
(though he did buy a 13-page manuscript of a 
speech by him in 1933). In the “confused Ger-
many of that day,” where putschists and par-
liamentarians rose and fell in daily succession, 
he gave no thought to one more name among 
many. And as a product of Bildung, he found 
it impossible to take seriously a man who had 
never attended university. How could this 
beer-hall agitator “aspire to the kind of posi-
tion that had been held by Freiherr Von Stein, 
Bismarck and Prince Bülow”? 

But when Thomas Mann and other intel-
lectuals eventually denounced Nazism, Zweig 
stayed quiet. So he remained even when his 
books were publicly burned in 1933, or when 
the police raided his home in February 1934, 
prompting him to go into exile in London. 
After the Nuremberg Laws, Zweig continued 
to collaborate with Richard Strauss, presi-
dent of the Nazi Reichsmusikkammer, on the 
libretto for The Silent Woman. As Will Stone 
notes in his superb translator’s introduction, 
“Zweig wore his pacifist cosmopolitanism, 
his right to ‘not get sucked in,’ like cerebral 
body armour.”

M
ichael Hofmann has argued that 
Zweig was not so much a pacifist as 
a “passivist.” There are at least three 
intellectual sources that explain this. 
The first was Zweig’s admiration for 

Erasmus, whom he discussed in a “thinly veiled 
self-portrait” in 1934 that depicted a wise 
humanist who, in “terrible moments of mass 
intoxication”—and in contrast to Luther’s co-
lossal energies—withdrew into passive con-
templation. The second was the formative role 
of Romain Rolland, a central figure of the Eu-
ropean antiwar movement, whose novel Jean-
Christophe celebrated the idea of a united states 

of Europe through a recognition of its shared 
intellectual heritage. In “European Thought 
in Its Historical Development” (1932), Zweig 
called the novel a “catechism of mutual un-
derstanding, of reciprocal education in the 
recognition that each nation owes an intel-
lectual debt to another.” And the final source 
of his intellectual quietism was the modified 
Stoicism of Montaigne, who, like Erasmus, 
believed that by removing oneself from the 
political chaos, it was possible to achieve an 
inner freedom and constancy in the face of 
barbarism. Whoever can “raise his thinking 
above the naked reality of the world as it stands 
now,” Zweig wrote, “will have created a state 
of personal freedom for himself that flies in the 
face of our preposterous epoch.”

Zweig had little trouble producing a mass 
of best-selling translations, fiction, essays,  
plays, poems, and travelogues, but he was by 
no means a great stylist. Writer Leopold An-
drian described reading Zweig “reluctantly, a 
spoonful a day, like a nasty-tasting medicine” 
in a letter to Hugo von Hofmannsthal, an-
other contemporary author critical of Zweig. 
But even if Zweig never left us with a master-
work, he belongs to a tradition of exile litera-
ture that includes the prodigies of European 
humanism. 

Exiles of the 1930s saw in the writings of 
Ovid, Dante, Karl Marx, and Victor Hugo 
the same trauma of separation that they were 
experiencing. Hugo was a particular favorite. 
An avid reader of Napoleon’s Le Mémorial 
de Sainte-Hélène, he knew the suffering that 
accompanied the proscrit after his exile in 
1851: “Exile has not only detached me from 
France, it has detached me from the earth; 
and there are moments when I feel as if I 
were dead.” In Les Misérables, he gestured to 
the outcast’s loneliness: “Everyone knows that 
letters addressed to a man in exile rarely reach 
him.” And at the funeral of his fellow émigré 
Félix Bony in Jersey in 1854, he also empha-
sized the recurring death cycle of banishment: 
“People die here and often, and without inter-
ruption. The exile struggles, resists, keeps on, 
sits on the shores of the sea and gazes at those 
of France, and—dies!”

But the intellectuals and writers fleeing 
Nazism also recognized the relationship be-
tween personal catastrophe and artistic tri-
umph. In a speech to the PEN Club in New 
York City in 1941, Zweig said, “Darkness 
must fall before we are aware of the majesty 
of the stars above our heads.” As Edward Said 
observed, efforts to overcome “the crippling 
story of estrangement” have shaped modern 
Western culture. In this rich vein, Zweig’s 
transnational visions in Messages are a product 
of his displacement, and a sharp reminder to 
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citizens about the agony of being state-
less in the present age of the refugee.

Some artists, like Bertolt Brecht, 
cherished formal papers (“The noblest 
part of man is his passport”). Zweig 
considered the endless residency per-
mits, visas, registrations, declarations, 
and questionnaires as a graphic illustra-
tion of “the monstrous relapse the world 
suffered after the First World War.” His 
reveries of international citizenship, a 
life of unfettered peregrination much 
like he imagined existed in Europe be-
fore 1914, became the nightmare of 
Kafka’s Josef K., one determined by the 
arbitrary will of officialdom.

A
fter living in London, Zweig 
moved to Bath, and when France 
fell in July 1940 and a German 
invasion of England seemed im-
minent, he left for New York 

City before finally arriving in Brazil in 
1941. The relationships he cultivated 
with other artists, writers, and musicians 
while in exile honed his sense of what a 
true internationalism might look like. In op-
position to Nazism’s destruction of culture, 
Zweig held it aloft as the pinnacle of human 
endeavor and the agent of Europe’s fraternal 
rebirth: “The European idea is not a primary 
emotion like patriotism or ethnicity; it is not 
born of primitive instinct, but rather of per-
ception; it is not the product of spontaneous 
fervor, but the slow-ripened fruit of a more 
elevated way of thinking.” The tragedy of 
the European idea was that it had no capital 
that could “touch the feelings of the masses.”  
Zweig proposed instead a regular and roaming 
European congress (anticipating the current 
European Capital of Culture) where “all the 
inhabitants of the town” could “feel them-
selves linked to foreign lands,” which would 
render the idea of a supranational entente 
“visually recognizable.”

In his belief in a latent “supranational  
consciousness,” and his conviction that na-
tionalism was the source of Europe’s spiri-
tual decline, Zweig resembled—often  
knowingly—something like Nietzsche’s “good 
European.” As Stefan Elbe has shown in his 
Europe: A Nietzschean Perspective, Nietzsche 
was among the first thinkers to contemplate 
the demise of a universal idea of Europe within 
the secular configuration of modernity. After 
the “death of God,” Nietz sche believed, the 
idea of a common Europe was threatened. 
Nihilism stood “at the door” of a continent 
now devoid of the values required for political 
communion. The “triumph of scientific athe-
ism,” he wrote in The Gay Science, while casting 

irreversible doubt on the redemptive virtues of 
Christianity, offered no alternative for an idea 
of Europe. Theistic decomposition, combined 
with this absence of an alternative ethos, 
would result in rival nationalisms. Nietzsche’s 
notion of “good Europeans” was an attempt 
to revitalize the idea of Europe without re-
turning to Christianity, or to its rationalized 
avatars in technocracy and modern science. It 
was not an identity to be assumed by citizens, 
but a way of describing a spirit that would 
reinvigorate a European polis. 

Zweig wasn’t responding to the clash of 
ideas posed by the “death of God,” but in 
writing about the death of fraternity in the 
firestorm of two world wars, he did shadow 
Nietzsche—both in terms of his awareness of 
the deep trouble that Europe was in spiritually 
and, in particular, in his critique of national-
ism as a response to that dilemma. Nietzsche 
called nationalism a “scurvy egoism” and 
believed that it merely represented a secular 
stand-in for God, “the metamorphosis of the 
cross,” which served only to divide people 
into hostile camps. The problem of endow-
ing Europe with a new spirit had to be con-
fronted on a “supranational” level rather than 
entrusted to nations. The tragedy of Stefan 
Zweig was that he knew that actions alone 
could overcome Nazism, but words were the 
only thing he had.

The terminus of Zweig’s endless retreat 
was suicide: On February 22, 1942, he and 
his wife, Lotte, overdosed on barbiturates. By 
that point, he thought Europe was beyond 

repair, having torn itself “suicidally to pieces 
in fratricidal wars.” After going into exile in 
1934, Zweig found himself pulled by two 
sets of tensions. The first was between his 
love of Vienna and his worldliness. As Carl 
Schorske observed in Fin-de-Siècle Vienna, the 
city was marked by an “unusual combination 
of provincialism and cosmopolitanism,” and 
Zweig lived within that paradox. “I think of 
Vienna as one does of brothers or friends 
who are at the Front,” he said in a speech in 
Paris in 1940. “You spent your childhood in 
their company, you lived many years in their 
midst…. Now they are far from you and you 
know they are in danger. It is precisely in these 
hours of enforced distance that you feel clos-
est to those held most dear.” The second was 
between an enduring optimism about the fate 
of humanity, which shines through in these 
essays, and the pessimism that killed him— 
a life caught between Pangloss and Jeremiah. 

Zweig’s message of fraternity is wel-
come right now. His dream of a united and 
more humane Europe has been realized to 
a degree in the exchanges of culture, goods, 
services, and people under the aegis of the 
European Union. But even this partially 
realized version is now under serious threat. 
At a time of monetary crisis and political 
disorder, of mounting border controls and 
barbed-wire fences, when refugees die on 
the EU’s borders or are subjected to rac-
ism and persecution within them, Zweig’s 
celebration of the brotherhood of peoples 
reminds us that there is another way. 

Wien I, Universitätsplatz, Akademie der Wissenschaften (1905), by Richard Moser.
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ACROSS

 1 Formal speech, skipping the commercial (5)

 4 Mistakenly pry into gothic novel with legal protection (9)

 9 Vicious meanie goes after supporter for mortgage company 
(6,3)

10 Gore does not 31 with 28 (5)

11 Character does not 31 with 25 (6)

12 Attendance change in the UK encompasses most of the 
remainder (8)

14 Spirit of those starting with the end (5)

16 Affection does not 31 with 20 (4)

17 Aromatic plant does not 31 with 19 (4)

19 Measure does not 31 with 17 (4)

20 Shift does not 31 with 16 (4)

21 Without leadership, criminal organizations ultimately get 
existential dread (5)

24 Regular hematological factor beginning to manifest in itchy 
bum (8)

25 Adult does not 31 with 11 (6)

28 Worry does not 31 with 10 (5)

29 Making up end of hymn, often encompassing pitch and 
timbre originally (9)

30 The Spanish make clothes in this location? Not! (9)

31 Frost, we hear, produces a poem (5)

DOWN

 1 Iron is at the core of impenetrable security (7)

 2 Surrealist painter’s seabirds moving head to toe (5)

 3 Belt worn by relatives restricted allergic reaction (4,4)

 4 Approach does not 31 with 27 (4)

 5 Academic process resulting from whimsical reverie in 
shared seat (4,6)

 6 Vigorous nonsense involving a vehicle (6)

 7 Rough nudging (or punishment) for a teenager (9)

 8 Trial to imprison African dictator? That’s extremely neat (7)

13 Mix flour with one fruit, and add chemical to water (10)

15 Sharpen the front of your stall counter to make things 
attractive to 18 (9)

18 One who surprised an intruder: a Pennsylvania bishop in a 
tree (4,4)

19 Bring up obstacle in bloodless story (7)

22 Circulate letters in support (7)

23 Fish that hurts tail (6)

26 Pronounce wood’s purchase date, after which it’s likely to go 
bad (3,2)

27 Dwelling does not 31 with 4 down (4)
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ACROSS 1 self-reference 5 RE(VI)EW 

(we’re anag.) 10 MA + CA + W 11 RE + 

SULTAN + T 12 E.T. + CETERA (create 

anag.) 13 hidden 15 TE(HERA)N 18 anag. 

19 GAL + U + MPH 21 M + AF(I + O)SO 

(sofa anag.) 23 C + ORFU (anag.) 24 TAC I 

TURN (cat rev.) 28 A(NNU)LMENT (nun 

anag., mantle anag.) 29 G + OUD + A (rev.) 

30 HO(EIN)G 31 S(H)EEP + DOG (rev.)

DOWN 1 CO-MA 2 alternate letters 

3 pun 4 rev. hidden 6 anag. 7 hidden 

8 W + A TERM + ELON 9 A(SWAN)

DAM 14 2 defs. 16 [prince] HAL PRINCE 

17 anag. 20 MAU(D)LIN[g] 22 FAT + I + 

GUE[sts] 25 C + AT + CH 26 2 defs. 

27 BAN + G
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CLUELESS~REVIEW
O~N~O~A~A~N~N~A
MACAW~RESULTANT
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~ETCETERA~SCOUR
S~~~A~~~N~T~R~M
TEHERAN~DISEASE
A~A~~~O~A~~~T~L
GALUMPH~MAFIOSO
E~P~A~I~~~A~~~N
CORFU~TACITURN~
O~I~D~T~A~I~O~B
ANNULMENT~GOUDA
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Guaranteed the most  
      comfortable pillow you’ll ever own!™

How Well Did You Sleep Last Night?
Did you toss and turn all night? Did you wake up with a sore  

neck, head ache, or was your arm asleep? Do you feel like you  

need a nap even though you slept for eight hours? Just like you,  

I would wake up in the morning with all of those problems and  

I couldn’t figure out why. Like many people who have trouble  

getting a good night’s sleep, my lack of sleep was afecting the  

quality of my life. I wanted to do something about my sleep  

problems, but nothing that I tried worked.

 
The Pillow Was the Problem
I bought every pillow on the market that promised to give  

me a better night’s sleep. After trying them all, with no success,  

I finally decided to invent one myself. I began asking everyone  

I knew what qualities they’d like to see in their “perfect pillow.”  

Their responses included: “I’d like a pillow that never goes flat”,  

“I’d like my pillow to stay cool” and “I’d like a pillow that adjusts  

to me regardless of my sleep position.” After hearing everyone  

had the same problems that I did, I spent the next two years  

of my life inventing MyPillow..

Unprecedented Guarantee and Warranty
I do all of my own manufacturing in my home state of Minnesota and all materials are 100%  

made in the U.S.A. I’m so confident MyPillow will help you, I’m ofering an unprecedented  

60-day money back guarantee and a 10-year warranty not to go flat! I truly believe MyPillow  

is the best pillow in the world and that if everyone had one, they would  

get better sleep and the world would be a much happier place. God Bless.

Don’t wait—Order MyPillow and get sleep you’ve been dreaming about! 

 Save 50% when you use promo code “nation12”

BUY NOW AT: mypillow.com OR call 800.874.6540

MyPillow® to the Rescue

Flash forward eleven years and MyPillow, Mike Lindell’s 

revolutionary pillow design, has helped 12 million people 

improve the quality of their sleep. MyPillow has received 

thousands of testimonials from customers about how 

MyPillow has changed their lives.

 “Until I was diagnosed with various sleep issues, I had no idea why 

my sleep was so interrupted throughout the night. I watch Imus 

each morning and heard endless testimonials about MyPillow. 

I took his advice and ordered a MyPillow. Now I wake up rested 

and ready to conquer the day ahead. Thank you for helping me 

remember what it’s like to sleep like a baby!” - Jacqueline H.

Lindell has been featured on numerous talk shows,  

including Fox Business News and Imus in the Morning. 

Lindell and MyPillow have also appeared in feature stories 

in major magazines and newspapers across the country. 

MyPillow has received the coveted “Q Star Award”  

for Product Concept of the Year from QVC,  

and has been selected as the O�cial  

Pillow of the National Sleep Foundation.

MyPillow’s patented interlocking fill  

allows you to adjust the pillow to your  

individual needs regardless of sleep position. 

Mike Lindell

Inventor & CEO 

of MyPillow®

In the early days, Mike and his family 

spent countless hours hand-making each 

MyPillow. This hard work and dedication  

to “doing it right” helped MyPillow become 

a classic American success story.




