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EXHIBIT 1



---------- Forwarded message ---------
From: OPR - ADC <OPR@azadc.gov>
Date: Thu, Apr 8, 2021 at 5:14 PM
Subject: Exclusion Notice
To: <letters@thenation.com>

To Whom It May Concern:
 
The Arizona Department of Corrections, Rehabilitation & Reentry has determined that
your publication described below contains Unauthorized Content as defined in
Department Order 914.07 and, as a result, may be released in part or excluded in
whole for the specific reason(s) given below.
 
Publication Title:             The Nation
               
ISBN:                                  Volume/Number:        312/7                 Publication Date:   April
5, 2021
 
Reason:                             DO 914 - 7.2.8 Promotes Superiority of One Group Over
Another, Racism, Degredation
                                           DO 914 - 7.2.16 Promote Acts of Violence
                                               
You and/or the inmate subscriber may appeal the decision by notifying us via email or
U.S. Mail within 30 calendar days after you receive this notice.  By appealing, you
consent to allowing OPR to redact any Unauthorized Content within the parameters set
forth in Department Order 914.06 § 6.13.  Your consent is strictly limited to authorizing
ADCRR to alter by redaction your publication.  It does not constitute consent to the
substance of the actual redaction(s) subject to this Notice.
 

By email to OPR@azadc.gov
Include “Request Appeal of” and the publication title in the
subject line.

 

By U.S. Mail to OPR
Arizona Department of Corrections, Rehabilitation & Reentry
1601 West Jefferson Street
Mail Code 481
Phoenix, AZ 85007

 
The Department will notify you of the final decision within 60 days of receiving your
request. The appeal decision is final.
 
Sincerely,



 
Arizona Department of Corrections, Rehabilitation & Reentry
Office of Publication Review

This email contains information that is intended only for the person(s) to 
whom it is addressed. If you received this communication in error, please 
do not retain it or distribute it and notify the sender immediately.

-- 
Haesun Kim | Assistant Copy Editor, The Nation
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p
resident joe biden has signed his first big legislative package, and to 
quote him in the past, it’s a “big fucking deal.” Not only does it send desper-
ately needed aid to those suffering the most from the pandemic, but it also 
marks a sharp departure from how the Democratic Party—and the nation—
has approached persistent poverty in the wealthiest country on the globe. 

The tax-related provisions alone are hugely progressive. After the dispersal of the $1,400 stimulus 
checks, the enhanced monthly child tax credit payments, and the increases to the earned-income tax credit and the child 

promising to make the child allowance a per-
manent feature of the American social safety 
net. Under Biden’s relief plan, families making 
$150,000 or less will get monthly payments of 
$300 for every child age 5 and under and $250 
for older kids—even families with little to no 
income. This has the potential to cut the number 
of children living in deep poverty in half.

The allowance sunsets within a year, but the 
gamble is that once Americans get a taste of 
what most other developed countries long ago 
instituted—regular cash payments to ease the fi-
nancial stress of parenting with too little income—
it’ll be all but impossible to stand in the way of 
making it permanent, even for conservatives and 

moderates. Who will want 
to vote in favor of dramat-
ically reducing most fami-
lies’ incomes? Democrats 
have already said they’ll start 
fighting to ensure it lives on 
indefinitely as soon as the 
ink on the relief bill dries.

If they succeed, it will 
mark a complete reversal 
of how this country has ap-

proached alleviating poverty. Even as wages have 
stagnated and basic costs like health care and 
housing have skyrocketed, we’ve pretended that 
poverty is a personal failing. This allowed us to 
turn a blind eye to the highest level of relative 
poverty in the developed world while offering the 
least in taxes and benefits to reduce it. Now the 
Democrats are unabashedly championing a new 
approach: giving poor people money so they can 
afford the things their children need to thrive, so 
they can escape the Catch-22 of being so finan-
cially burdened it’s impossible to climb out of the 
hole—so, in short, they’re no longer poor. N

and dependent care tax credit, the poorest fifth of Americans will 
experience a more than 20 percent increase in their incomes. The 
richest fifth, on the other hand, will receive less than a 1 percent 
boost, while the top 1 percent will get nothing at all.

And those are not the only provisions in the package. Con-
gress has also increased unemployment benefits by $300 a month 
through September, while offering $30 billion in rental assistance 
and $5 billion for schoolchildren to get emergency food benefits. 
It has offered free health insurance plans through the Affordable 
Care Act to people on unemployment and expanded subsidies for 
everyone so that no one has to pay more than 8.5 percent of their 
income on insurance premiums. Many of those benefits will flow to 
people who are unemployed or working for low pay.

All told, these measures are projected to reduce poverty by more 
than a third, bringing the number of people living below the federal 
poverty line from 44 million to 28 million. 

Yes, these are emergency provisions in 
response to a crisis we haven’t experienced 
in a century, and many of them are set to 
expire. But it still shows how much our 
approach to helping the poor has changed, 
especially among Democrats. It was only 
25 years ago that President Bill Clinton 
triumphantly declared that he was ending 
welfare as we knew it. Rather than offering 
the poor money to help them climb out of 
a financial hole, the bill he signed required 
them to start climbing out of it on their own, by logging hours 
at work, before the government tossed them a ladder. It was 
emblematic of the party’s overall stance on poverty. Some of the 
very tax credits being offered to all poor American families in the 
Democrats’ relief plan, such as the child tax credit, have until now 
been withheld from families with little to no income, under the 
assumption that if they’re not working and earning money, they 
don’t deserve our help.

Biden voted for welfare reform in 1996 as a senator from Dela-
ware. And yet in 2020 he made a child tax credit expansion to all low- 
and moderate-income parents part of his presidential campaign 
platform for responding to the pandemic.

Democrats have shifted so dramatically that they are already 

E D I T O R I A L / B R Y C E  C O V E R T  F O R  T H E  N A T I O N

A New Beginning

The American Rescue 

Plan marks a sharp 

departure in how the 

world’s wealthiest 

nation has approached 

persistent poverty.
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His first policy choice was disastrous, but it was 
the cover-up—half a year of continuously lying to 
the public—that requires Cuomo’s resignation. 

What’s more, his office initially claimed he was 
hiding the numbers out of fear the White House 
would weaponize them against him. Reporting by 
The New York Times and The Wall Street Journal re-
vealed that was a lie, too. Meanwhile, over 15,000 
New Yorkers in nursing homes have died of Covid.

Cuomo has a long history of bullying and terror-
izing people. But he now faces several credible allega-
tions of sexual assault and harassment of employees. 

Many of the interactions are undisputed and 
backed up by independent reporting. For instance, 
it is undisputed, even by Cuomo, that he asked a 
25-year-old entry-level employee if she was open 
to sex with older men. That constitutes sexual ha-
rassment under New York state law. Reports that 
Cuomo’s office leaked personnel files about another 
accuser, Lindsey Boylan, have not been disputed by 
the governor, nor have reports that Cuomo’s staff 
(paid by New York taxpayers) made calls to state 
employees encouraging them to discredit Boylan.

This kind of vicious retaliation is part of a pat-
tern. When Cuomo told Assemblyman Ron Kim 
that he would “destroy” him for talking to the press 
about the nursing home cover-up, that was not an 
empty threat. When the New York State Public Em-
ployees Federation endorsed me in 2014, Cuomo 
retaliated by reclassifying 2,500 employees of that 
union as management. The message is clear: If you 
dare cross me, you will be destroyed.

In a recent press conference, Cuomo implicitly 
threatened to leak confidential files from the Joint 
Commission on Public Ethics, a body that is sup-
posed to provide independent oversight but acts 
instead as an extension of the governor.

This is the same governor who shut down an anti-
corruption commission when it got too close to his 
crew. His signature upstate jobs plan, Buffalo Billion, 
ended with his right-hand man in prison for bribery.

With so many Cuomo revelations coming out, it 
can be hard to keep them straight—and he’d like it to 
stay that way—but there is a single, devastating theme 
throughout them all: his abuse of the extraordinary 
power given him by the people of New York. 

The investigation by James must go 
forward, as must the criminal investiga-
tions. But there is no investigative result 
that leaves us with a governor we can 
trust not to abuse power and lie. 

For the sake of the state, Andrew 
Cuomo must resign and let 
Lieutenant Governor Kathy 
Hochul replace him. N

Cuomo is petty,
controlling, and 

grandiose. Even 

worse, he’s 
incompetent.

He is petty, controlling, and grandiose. Even worse, he equates 
bullying with competence.

To be effective, a governor must have the trust of the lawmakers he 
works with. Cuomo has lost that trust. More than 120 New York law-
makers have demanded his resignation, along with most of the state’s 
congressional delegation, including the head of the House Judiciary 
Committee, Jerry Nadler. The head of the state senate’s Finance Com-
mittee has said she will not speak to Cuomo or his top aides because 
they are untrustworthy. At a critical time for the state, he keeps bleeding 
key public health staffers who can’t bear his disrespect for science. 

Right now he is trying to use the fact that he is being investigated 
by several different entities—including the New York attorney gener-
al, the FBI, and the Department of Justice—to stall for time. If there 
were questions of fact that could somehow render Cuomo trustworthy 
and nonabusive, his argument might make sense. But what we already 
know is more than enough to disqualify him from office. 

In March 2020, weeks after the World Health Organization de-
clared a global pandemic, Cuomo issued a health directive requiring 
nursing homes to take Covid-19 patients. This ended up being a 
death sentence for many people. At the same time, he pushed an 
industry-sponsored bill through the legislature shielding nursing 
home executives and hospital lobbyists—many of them donors to his 
campaign—from legal liability for dangerous decisions. 

In June, the state Health Department reported 9,250 nursing home 
deaths to the governor’s office. Cuomo’s staff panicked—not because 
so many people were dying, but because the total was the highest in 
the country and would make him look bad just as he was riding high 
in the polls and on the verge of closing a major book deal touting his 
success handling Covid. 

Instead of releasing the Health Department num-
bers, his office rewrote the report, claiming that fewer 
than 6,500 nursing home patients had died. Lawmakers 
who needed that data to make policy questioned the fig-
ures, but the governor insisted on their accuracy. 

Only six months later, after New York Attorney 
General Letitia James released a report showing deaths 
had been undercounted by as much as 50 percent, did 
Cuomo correct the numbers. 

E D I T O R I A L / Z E P H Y R  T E A C H O U T  F O R  T H E  N AT I O N

Why Andrew Cuomo 
Must Resign

g
overnor andrew cuomo has abused his power 
and must resign. He has lied to the people of 
New York and to the lawmakers who depend 
on his reports to make policy. Then, when 
he was caught, he lied about when, how, and 

why he lied. Cuomo and his staff have used state resources 
to threaten and retaliate against political enemies—as well 
as the women who have accused him of sexual harassment. 
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f
or those of us who’ve been lucky enough to work 
with him, Roane Carey, who is leaving The Nation af-
ter 32 years, is not simply an editor of rare sensitivity 
and intelligence. He is also a person of extraordinary 
integrity, kindness, and humility. To write for Roane 

is to feel protected—not just from your enemies but from your own 
errors, which he corrects in the gentlest fashion, since he never takes

pleasure in correcting you (another rare quality). To write with Roane, as I did 
on a few occasions when I was the magazine’s literary editor, is to experience 
the true meaning of solidarity, where the assertion of ego is a distraction from 
the cause on which you’ve embarked together: speaking truth to power. Has 
another editor in American journalism demonstrated his level of commitment 
to racial justice, or to Palestinian freedom, or to exposing the injustices of US 
foreign policy? If so, I’m not aware of one. 

In the offices of The Nation, that claim would seem uncontroversial. No one 
who has spent time at the magazine is unaware of Roane’s moral passion, 

his informed and humane 
radicalism, his dedication 
to stories that most of the 
media has overlooked, 
either through indiffer-
ence or—as in the case 
of Palestine, on which he 
also edited two important 
anthologies, The Other 
Israel and The New Inti-
fada—with deliberate dis-
regard. But outside The 
Nation, Roane—a mod-
est, soft-spoken South-

erner who studied history at Swarthmore College—is less well-known, for 
the simple reason that he has never drawn attention to himself. 

I don’t mean to make him sound like a saint. A dear and close friend, Roane 
is as complex as they come, with a salty sense of humor and a love of life and 
its pleasures that is anything but monastic. I think of him, rather, as a brilliant 
ensemble musician—a bassist in a jazz rhythm section, say, or a violist in a 
string quartet. All too easily overlooked by the audience, he is indispensable to 
the music’s power, its binding force, such that when he leaves the group, it will 
never sound quite the same again. After more than three decades of devoted 
work behind the scenes at The Nation, Roane has left not only the magazine 
but the country, for a new life in Barcelona. We will miss the music he helped 
make at The Nation, but we’re also excited to hear him solo, as an American 
expatriate in Spain. Adam Shatz

Adam Shatz is a contributing editor at the London Review of Books and a former 
literary editor of The Nation.
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issue of my feelings. It’s an issue of his actions.”
That’s exactly right, but it’s worth noting whose 

feelings matter in this equation and why. Cuomo 
dismissed the claims of Lindsey Boylan, the first 
woman to come forward, as false but disputed the 
facts of Bennett’s account. A third woman, Anna 
Ruch, has impossible-to-deny photographic evi-
dence of an incident that Cuomo has tried to explain 
away as merely a customary greeting. He hasn’t 
bothered to respond individually to the others.

It’s clear that the governor views Bennett as the 
most serious threat. So what’s the difference be-
tween Bennett and the other women? 

While the perfect victim doesn’t exist, an im-
age of who we think she is most certainly does, 
and Bennett fits the bill: young, feminine, and 
vulnerable. The prototype, unpacked in a January 
study in the Journal of Personality and Social Psy-
chology, corresponds directly to traditional ideas 
about women as gentle, caring, and nurturing of 
others. And it influences how the courts evaluate 
harm, which depends heavily on the perception that 
the defendant’s behavior was unwanted. Few can 
imagine the 25-year-old Bennett enjoying a prob-
ing conversation with her 62-year-old boss about 
her history as a survivor of sexual violence, being 
asked if she’s open to sleeping with older men and 
then told that he’s OK with dating kids fresh out 
of college. Bennett herself presents a compelling 
image in the interview—wrapped in the protection 
of bulky sweaters—as she describes the governor’s 
gross abuse of power with bracing clarity. Crucially, 
she has nothing obvious to gain by becoming a focal 
point. That’s what makes her so potentially devas-
tating. Also, it doesn’t help that the question “How 
do you feel about the governor soliciting sex from 
a girl young enough to be his daughter?” probably 
won’t poll well with the boomer women who make 
up Cuomo’s base. 

Boylan, on the other hand, is the perfect foil. 
Although she was only in her early 30s when she 
says she was harassed by Cuomo, she’s disqualified 
from the same level of sympathy because she’s 
running for office. And as the former chief of staff 
for the Empire State Development Corporation, 
she had more seniority than an entry-level em-
ployee and is therefore viewed as more capable 

of managing a man’s advances. 
Moreover, she’s attractive and 
ambitious, which may lead some 
people to erroneously suppose 
that she can’t be harmed. That 
assumption can even be 
internalized by victims 
themselves—as Boylan 

“It’s not an issue of 

my feelings. It’s an 

issue of his actions.”
—Charlotte Bennett

him. “I feel awful about it and, frankly, I’m embarrassed by it, and that’s 
not easy to say but that’s the truth…. I never knew at the time that I was 
making anyone feel uncomfortable…. I certainly never, ever meant to 
offend anyone or hurt anyone or cause anyone any pain.”

To hear him tell it, you’d think the legal definition of sexual ha-
rassment was based on how the perpetrator—or the victim—feels. 
But here’s Cuomo’s own model definition, which applies to all busi-
nesses in New York: “A sexually harassing hostile work environment 
consists of words, signs, jokes, pranks, intimidation or physical 
violence which are of a sexual nature, or which are directed at an 
individual because of that individual’s sex.” The word “feel” appears 
just once in the seven-page document, which otherwise focuses on 
conduct, including “subtle or obvious pressure for unwelcome sexual 
activities.” An internal investigation is supposed to follow an alle-
gation, on top of whatever civil actions the accused individual and 
employer may face.

For those not keeping score, the governor has been accused of a 
range of harassment by seven women and counting, including forcible 
touching. Yet in his various nonapologies, Cuomo has ignored the law, 
offering up a dinosaur defense of his own purported ignorance while 
also implying that it’s his victims who are being overly sensitive. “At 
work sometimes I think I am being playful,” he said, “and make jokes 
that I think are funny…. I now understand that 
my interactions may have been insensitive or too 
personal and that some of my comments, given my 
position, made others feel in ways I never intended. 
I acknowledge some of the things I have said have 
been misinterpreted as an unwanted flirtation.”

As Charlotte Bennett, one of Cuomo’s accusers, 
put it in a CBS Evening News interview, “It’s not an 

Back Talk
Alexis Grenell

Governor 
Cuomo’s Feelings 
Aren’t the Issue
The issue is accountability.

n
ew york governor andrew cuomo doesn’t like 
to talk about feelings, but these days he can’t seem 
to shut up about them. “I now understand that I 
acted in a way that made people feel uncomfort-
able. It was unintentional, and I truly and deeply 

apologize for it,” he said at a press conference in early March, 
addressing the exploding sexual harassment allegations against 
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acknowledged in a recent interview, de-
scribing how a young survivor reached 
out to her after she went public about the 
harassment in December. “I had more 
sympathy for myself after I heard this 
young woman’s story,” Boylan said.

Ruch falls somewhere in the middle. 
She’s young, but most important, there’s 
a photo of Cuomo seizing her horror-
stricken face as a prelude to an unwanted 
kiss. They’re strangers at a wedding, and 
here’s the most powerful man in the state 
locked onto her like a tractor beam. Ruch 
said that minutes earlier she’d removed 
Cuomo’s hand from her lower back, after 
which he called her “aggressive.” Without 

that photo, Ruch’s 
story is more easily 
muddied.

But it’s the 
“imperfect” vic-
tims who make it 
possible for the 
“perfect” ones to 
come forward. As 
Boylan acknowl-
edges, the reason 
she can speak out 
safely is because 
she has the privi-

lege of being older and more established 
in her career. It’s precisely the factors that 
make her “imperfect” that enable her to 
act as an on-ramp for others. She’s the 
match that lights the fuse for Bennett, 
Ruch, and anyone else who wishes to come 
forward. As this issue was going to press, 
another woman, Ana Liss, had already 
spoken out, describing how Cuomo kissed 
her hand at work, called her “sweetheart,” 
and commented on her appearance. Pre-
dictably, Cuomo’s spokesman claimed that 
the governor treats everyone like a cocktail 
waitress, but notably Liss’s current (and 
very male) employer, Monroe County Ex-
ecutive Adam Bello, has taken her side. 

Despite the familiar talking point that 
every woman has a right to come forward 
and be heard—now popular among peo-
ple eager to avoid taking a position—the 
women who’ve spoken out aren’t actually 
trying to lead a national conversation about 
their feelings. What they do want is the 
one thing Cuomo is desperate to avoid: 
accountability. N

has served her well in her capacity as president and CEO of the Center for 
American Progress, where a large chunk of her job consists of drumming up 
money from corporations, business tycoons, and foreign autocrats.

Tanden’s mother, Maya, admitted to The New York Times that her daugh-
ter “can be very aggressive.” But it’s perhaps more accurate to say Tanden 
can be both aggressive and ingratiating, depending on the situation. She 
can be two-fisted when going after her political foes—especially on Twitter. 
As an unreconstructed Clintonian neoliberal, Tanden’s foes include Bernie 
Sanders–style social democrats as well as Trumpist Republicans. But there’s 
ample evidence that when she needs to turn on the charm to shake loose 
some donor money or win over a political ally, she can.

Tanden’s undoing as Joe Biden’s nominee to head the Office of Manage-
ment and Budget came from the simple fact that the two sides of her persona 
are mismatched. The punchy tweeter is hard to reconcile with the tactful 
insider. It’s a striking fact that the decisive turn against her came not from 
the Democratic left (Sanders, who grilled Tanden about both her tweets and 
the corporate donations during her confirmation hearings, seemed willing 
to support her) but from the moderate Democratic Senator Joe Manchin 
and Republicans like Mitt Romney and Susan Collins, who are known for 
welcoming Biden’s rhetoric of national unity. 

These pillars of the status quo used Biden’s unity language against his own 
nominee. A spokesperson for Romney said that the Utah senator “believes 
it’s hard to return to comity and respect with a nominee who has issued a 
thousand mean tweets.”

As a ritual scapegoat offered up to expatiate the sins of partisanship, 
Tanden was in a real sense a victim of her own politics. Over the past four 
years, while abrasively critical of Trumpist Republicans, she also evoked the 
language of comity and civility. She’s very much been the voice—and face—of 
the ancien régime “resistance” that dreamed of returning the country to a state 
of bipartisan cooperation between never-Trump Republicans and moderate 

It’s the 

“imperfect”
victims who 

make it 

possible for 

the “perfect”
ones to come 

forward.

Neera, My 
Tweets, to Thee
Biden’s defeated nominee showcases the addictive dangers of social media. 

Morbid Symptoms
Jeet Heer

n
eera tanden, the first american forced to with-
draw from a cabinet-level nomination because of bad 
tweeting, has a winning scrappiness. The child of im-
migrants from India, Tanden experienced the vast so-
cial chasm of American life after her parents’ divorce 

when she was 5. She ended up splitting her childhood between
her struggling mother, who on occasion relied on food stamps, and her well-to-do 
father, who lived in the suburbs. 

From her mother, Tanden inherited a fighting spirit. She also possesses an ability, 
surely honed in her father’s house, to nimbly navigate the world of the affluent. That 
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Democrats. The Center for American Progress 
often touts its ability to work with the right-wing 
American Enterprise Institute.

Tanden is a compulsive, incessant, unstoppa-
ble tweeter. Over the past decade, she’s posted 
more than 88,000 times on Twitter, which even 
at the old limit of 140 characters is enough to 
fill several Tolstoyan tomes. A Times profile re-
counted an evening in March 2019 when “Ms. 
Tanden feuded on Twitter with liberals over 
whether [Hillary] Clinton condemned far-right 
hate-mongers strongly enough more than two 
years ago. The online bickering raged for an 
hour…when the woman originally targeted by 
Ms. Tanden’s tweets delivered a wake-up call: ‘neera, you’re 
responding to a graduate student on Twitter at 1:40 am.’”

Even as it alienates establishment stalwarts like Manchin, 
Romney, and Collins, Tanden’s ferocious tweeting earned her 
the respect of some of her political foes on the left, whose 
grudging admiration for a talented enemy recalls that of 
Ulysses S. Grant for Robert E. Lee. Before she officially 
withdrew her nomination, Jacobin editor Bhaskar Sunkara 

tweeted, “A small part of every true veteran of 
the posting wars wanted to see Neera make it.”

Like many online left-leaning journalists, 
I’ve had my share of Twitter tussles with Tan-
den. While I vehemently disagree with her 
on much, I don’t think any of her posts were 
disqualifying—certainly not when compared 
with the truly vile tweets by Donald Trump, 
which Republican lawmakers so assiduously 
ignored throughout his administration. Tweet-
ing, as Tanden did, that “vampires have more 
heart than Ted Cruz” is both funny and accu-
rate. It shouldn’t cost anyone a job. 

More problematic is the small brigade of 
online minions and digital attack dogs that Tanden has culti-
vated and encouraged, sharp-fanged creatures I like to call the 
Tanden Trolls. They often do overstep the bounds of decency. 
One Tanden Troll, described by her as “my friend,” called 
Sanders a “fucking fake Jew.” And after Tanden’s nomination 
was withdrawn, another troubled individual posted tweets 
insulting and threatening the children of New York Times
writer Elizabeth Bruenig and her husband Matt, a think tank 

head, both of whom have tangled with 
Tanden in the past. While Tanden isn’t 
responsible for those threats, it’s un-
deniable that the drama she generates 
excites and unsettles lost souls. 

Tanden’s Twitter habit is more than 
a hobby or a form of political branding 
gone awry. It’s a true addiction. Several 
in her circle have tried to stage an inter-
vention. A Tanden friend told me that 
when he urged her to give up tweeting, 
she responded that this would only hand 
her foes a victory.

In his excellent polemic The Twittering 
Machine, the British journalist Richard 
Seymour lays out exactly how social me-
dia can take over a person’s life. “The 
Twittering Machine invites users to con-
stitute new, inventive identities for them-
selves, but it does so on a competitive, 
entrepreneurial basis,” he writes. “It can 
be empowering for those who have been 
traditionally marginalized and oppressed, 
but it also makes the production and 
maintenance of these identities impera-
tive, exhausting and time-consuming.”

Twitter allows us to play a role on a 
stage watched by millions, to become a 
hero in the drama of global debate. But 
there’s no worse fate for an actor than to 
confuse a performance for reality—and 
to let the role they play consume their 
real life. N

Tweeting, as 

Tanden did,
that “vampires 

have more heart 

than Ted Cruz”
is both funny 

and accurate. It 

shouldn’t cost 

anyone a job. 
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E L  S A L V A D O R /
R O B I N  B R O A D  A N D  J O H N  C A V A N A G H

Learning How to Win
What Salvadoran activists can teach us about building coalitions.

i
n march 2017, people from poorer communi-
ties across El Salvador stood up to corporate 
power and convinced their legislature to make 
their country the first in the world to ban 
mining to save its precious rivers. Their battle 

cries: “Water, not gold” and “Water for life.” In the process 
of their 13-year fight, these water defenders organized a 
national coalition that came to be known as La Mesa. 

During those years, Marcelo Rivera and three other defenders 
were brutally assassinated. But Marcelo’s brother Miguel, their friend 
Vidalina Morales, and the members of La Mesa never gave up. They 
also linked up with international allies to defeat a lawsuit by Oceana-
Gold, a multinational firm that argued the Salvadoran government 
did not have the right to prohibit mining.  

How Salvadorans achieved 
these two major wins has a great 
deal to teach people around the 
world struggling to save their 
communities from corporate 
predators. Undoubtedly, the 
most vital component was the 
determination and organizing 
acumen of the Riveras, Mo-
rales, and their allies in the 
community groups that an-
chored La Mesa.

Yet other community-based 
movements have lost similar battles all over the world, so what else was 
critical to their achievement? One factor was La Mesa’s education cam-
paigns, which creatively spread the word on the science of mining and 
water through radio and TV programs, community forums, church ser-
mons, university-based events, fact sheets, and flyers at mass marches. 
The success of these efforts was demonstrated in polls conducted by 
the University of Central America in 2007 and 2015, which revealed 
overwhelming disapproval for mining.

Another factor was La Mesa’s framing of the issue. The water de-
fenders did not see their fight as simply one against mining; instead, 
they were “pro-water, pro-life.” This suggests that similar campaigns 
should champion a positive goal, expressing what the movements are 
for—particularly if it’s something as vital and popular as ensuring clean 
and affordable water for all. The terms “water defenders” and “water 
protectors” resonate broadly and effectively around the world.

Among the most intriguing lessons comes from La Mesa’s pursuit 
of seemingly unlikely allies. The water defenders recognized this to be 
less a contest of right versus left than right versus wrong—an idea that’s 
also central to the Reverend William J. Barber II and the Poor People’s 
Campaign in this country. Yes, the left-wing FMLN party—especially its 
female leaders—proved instrumental. But notable heroes also emerged 

in the right-wing ARENA party. This is especially 
significant if you remember that from 1980 to 1992, 
roughly 75,000 people were killed in El Salvador’s 
civil war. It thus took a great deal of courage for the 
water defenders to reach out to ARENA, as well as to 
the ultraconservative archbishop of San Salvador, the 
nation’s capital, and to a leading government attorney 
who had served in the military during the war. The 
water defenders also demonstrated remarkable per-
severance when some likely allies in the FMLN were 
tempted by the inducements of Big Gold.

What the two of us have learned from the water 
defenders has transformed the way we think about 
unlikely allies in our US work, expanding our sense of 
who might join us in a fight. A corollary of this lesson: 
Some in the private sector can emerge as comrades 
in a struggle that many perceive as anti-corporate. 
Granted, the water defenders in El Salvador had 
an advantage over their counterparts in Guatemala, 
Peru, and the Philippines, where mining projects 
created webs of local corporate leaders who were 

intertwined with and enriched by 
the extractive industry. But after 
the Salvadoran civil war, there were 
few influential families linked to 
the sector. Since domestic elites in 
tourism and agriculture depended 
heavily on water, many supported 
the defenders or at least refrained 
from actively assisting Big Gold. 

La Mesa’s international alli-
ances played a role as well. To the 
extent this network, which came to 
be known as International Allies, 

was successful, it was because its members under-
stood that OceanaGold’s lawsuit against El Salvador 
was their fight too, not just something done in soli-
darity with Salvadoran groups. The global coalition 
respected La Mesa’s lead on the domestic mining 
ban and used its own creative media work to turn the 
struggle into a global story. 

According to one of La Mesa’s unlikely allies—
José Luis Escobar, the archbishop of San Salva-
dor—there was one final X factor in their victories: 
a miracle from God. Whether you agree with this 
or not, any such miracle would not have occurred 
without the blood, sweat, tears, and doggedness of 
so many who had so much to lose. N

Robin Broad, a professor at American University, and John 
Cavanagh, the director of the Washington, D.C.–based 
Institute for Policy Studies, are the coauthors of The Water 
Defenders: How Ordinary People Saved a 
Country From Corporate Greed, from which 
this essay is adapted.
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a 
remarkable thing has happened: The Democrats have re-
acted to our economic problems on a scale that actually 
matches them. Liberal economic commentators pointed to 
$3 trillion as the minimum amount necessary to ensure a 
swift recovery from the Covid-19 pandemic and the result-

ing recession. And now President Joe Biden’s administration has passed a 
$1.9 trillion stimulus plan, on the back of a $900 billion package approved in 
December. Senator Bernie Sanders wasn’t exaggerating when he called the 
American Rescue Plan “the most significant piece of legislation to benefit 
working families in the modern history of this country.” It’s extraordinary 
how different the political reality is from 12 years 
ago, when Barack Obama struggled to get an 
$800 billion stimulus through Congress. Even at 
the time, most economists knew that his recovery 
bill was insufficient.

Today, unlike in 2009, the Federal Reserve 
Board is in vocal support of the need for new 
spending and has pledged not to undercut the 
recovery by prematurely raising interest rates. 
Conservatives, for whatever reason, aren’t fo-
cusing on these stimulus packages. Perhaps the 
nature of the pandemic shows us how we all 
need government support—as opposed to the 
2008 financial crisis, when many policy-makers 
thought that federal spending was just about 
bailing out the banks.

Yet for all the things that are different, a few 
remain the same. There’s a continuing threat that 
Republicans and conservative Democrats will try 
to steer the economy away from full employment, 
which could sabotage the recovery just as it’s tak-
ing off. For this reason, it’s essential for the White 
House to think in terms of a very specific number: 
9.5 million new jobs. That’s the number needed 
to return to where we were on the eve of the pan-
demic. The goal should be full employment, but 
getting back to the labor market that existed in 
late 2019 is a crucial first step. Anything less will 
be a missed opportunity.

There are many reasons to aim for full em-
ployment, but the economic benefits of a tight 
labor market alone justify the target. Prior to 
Covid-19, unemployment had been below 4 per-
cent for nearly two years and hovered around 
3.5 percent for last six months of 2019. Through-

out the Great Recession, economic policy-makers in 
both parties assumed that getting unemployment so 
low for such an extended period would be impossible 
without causing inflation and other problems. This led 
to a misguided focus on how workers weren’t ready 
for the available jobs—too busy playing video games 
to be employable, as conservative economists would 
later complain. Yet by the end of 2019, there was clear 
evidence of sustained wage growth across the lower 
end of the income distribution and of rising employ-
ment among people who had been incarcerated or 
otherwise isolated from the labor market. Tight labor 
markets give workers power and help to make sure 
that they are better compensated. 

But even before the coronavirus outbreak, the 
recovery wasn’t complete. The Black unemployment 
rate, for instance, remained elevated at 6 percent. 
And this highlights a second reason to stay focused 
on the 9.5 million jobs number: There will be many 
attempts to shut down getting to full employment 

before we are there. This fall, we’ll 
probably see a few impressive month-
ly reports for job numbers, which will 
prompt a strong urge among some 
policy-makers to declare “Mission 
accomplished.” There are even those 
who believe the economy was too 
hot in 2019, and they’ll want to slow 
down the long-term trajectory. At that 
point, the administration could turn 
too quickly to other priorities, aban-
doning the emphasis on maintaining 
the recovery.

The last reason to shoot for 9.5 mil-
lion new jobs is political. Getting to full 
employment—or at least close to it—
shows the essential role that govern-
ment plays in providing for economic 
well-being. The economy doesn’t 
naturally heal itself. The government 
must take action to bring down unem-
ployment. We saw this over the past 
decade. Even though Donald Trump 
was broadly unpopular, he polled 
more favorably at handling the econ-
omy than the Democrats. Despite his 
economic policy failures, which made 
conditions worse for workers and bet-
ter for corporations, the experience of 
continuing low unemployment made 
a big difference for voters. And it is 
precisely these voters whom the Dem-
ocrats will need to build an enduring 
base in the coming decade.

Mike Konczal

B R Y C E  C O V E R T  + 
     M I K E  K O N C Z A L

A Numbers Game

Let’s Get All 
the Jobs Back
Recovering the 
labor market that 
existed in late 2019 
is a first step toward 
economic recovery.

Sources: Bureau of Labor Statistics; Council of Economic Advisers

Don’t be fooled 

by reports of a 

6.2% jobless 

rate.

After one year, 9.5 million 

jobs are missing.

4 million have dropped out of 
the labor force and are hidden 
from official jobless numbers.

9.5 million
Feb. 2020–Feb. 2021

Stimulus plans 
should aim for 
prepandemic 
employment 
levels.

All 
workers 

9.5%

14.6%

Feb. 2020

Black
workers 

That doesn’t include the underemployed or 
those who have given up looking. 

The true rates 
as of Feb. 2021:

12.4%

Latino
workers 
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Mourning 
in Japan

S N A P S H O T / Y u i c h i  Y a m a z a k i Buddhist monks pray for the victims of the 2011 Tohoku earthquake, 
tsunami, and nuclear meltdown at a beach in Iwaki, Japan, on March 11. 
The triple disaster killed almost 16,000 people and left hundreds of 
thousands homeless. The 9.0-magnitude earthquake was one of the 
most powerful ever recorded, triggering tsunami waves over 120 feet 
high that reached more than six miles inland and destroyed entire towns.

By the 
Numbers

85
Number of coun-
tries where the 
US government 
has carried out 
counterterrorism 
operations since 
2018

800
Estimated number 
of US military bases 
around the world 

7
Number of coun-
tries where the US 
has conducted an 
air or drone strike 
since 2018

$1.7T
Projected cost of 
the F-35 fighter jet 
program during its 
69-year lifetime

$6.4T
Total cost of the US 
War on Terrorism

37M
Minimum number 
of people who have 
been internally dis-
placed or become 
refugees as a result 
of the War on 
Terrorism

800K
Number of people 
who have been 
killed as a direct 
result of violence 
in the War on 
Terrorism

—Jared Olson

Stephen Miller Watching 
the TV News

Will he notice while watching the nurses 
and docs

Who still fight the pandemic—our 
heroes, no doubt—

Just how many of them have the colors 
of skin

Of the people that he was so keen to 
keep out?
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but also, to put it plainly, where they 
were coming from. They needed a kon-
patriyòt. However, as Jozef’s advocacy 
expanded, she realized that Black im-
migrants, wherever they came from, 
faced particularly dire difficulties in 
navigating the US immigration system. 
Soon, Jozef was talking with Eritreans, 
Ethiopians, Mauritanians, Cameroo-
nians, Congolese, Afro-Hondurans, 
Jamaicans, Afro-Mexicans, Ghanaians, 
and other Black people from around 
the world who had sought asylum in the 
United States, or who had been living 
in the country without papers, or who 
had committed some crime that priori-
tized them for deportation. 

From her home in Southern Cali-
fornia, Jozef mobilized a national re-
sponse to stop the May 26 flight and 
others like it. Her public awareness 
campaign, waged with a group of other 
activists, gained some significant trac-
tion: Writing from Boston, a city with a 
large Haitian population, Senators Eliz-
abeth Warren and Edward Markey and 

tention centers across the United 
States, Jozef’s call was the first time 
they had heard their native Creole 
in weeks. Jozef’s voice offered more 
than just a comfort for the Haitians 
in detention—it offered a way for 
them to find a lawyer, to raise the 
tens of thousands of dollars they 
needed to make bond, to under-
stand how they could apply for asy-
lum, and to access critical medical 
care, including Covid-19 tests. 

Since cofounding the Haitian Bridge Alliance in 2016, Jozef 
has received numerous calls, often dozens a day, from Black 
immigrants in ICE detention. At first, she received calls only 
from Haitians—men, women, and even children who were 
waiting for their asylum claims to be processed. Most immigrant 
advocacy organizations only have the staffing to accommodate 
Spanish speakers from Latin America, so Jozef, a Haitian im-
migrant herself, saw a clear need for detained Haitians to speak 
with advocates who understood them—not just their language 

Black migrants face 
rates of arrest, deten-
tion, and deportation
disproportionate to their 
numbers in this country. 

T he day after a minneapolis police officer killed george floyd, 
Guerline Jozef’s mind was in the skies above the Gulf of Mexico. 
That morning, Immigration and Customs Enforcement agents had 
forced 30 Haitians—almost all of them Black—to board a deporta-
tion flight from Alexandria, La. 

Jozef knew many of the people on the plane. In the weeks and months before 
that day, May 26, she spoke with many of the detained Haitians on the phone, 
introducing herself as an immigrant advocate. For many of them, locked in de-

Jack Herrera is 
an independent 
reporter covering 
immigration, 
refugee issues, and 
human rights.

Black

Immigrants

Matter

ILLUSTRATION BY ADRIÀ FRUITÓS

B Y  J A C K H E R R E R A

In immigration, as in policing, every arm of the 

US incarceration and deportation machine 

brings down a hefty amount of its
 weight onto 

the backs of Black people. 
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Minneapolis, the plane carrying 30 Haitians left Alexandria, flew 
south over the Mississippi Delta, curved a path along the edge 
of the Gulf of Mexico, and touched down in Port-au-Prince, the 
capital of Haiti. 

Jozef felt exhausted and defeated, and she thought about 
how the difficulties she faced in advocating for Black immi-
grants were connected to the violence and aggression that Black 
Americans face at the hands of the criminal justice system. 
When, a week after the flight, she finally watched the video 
of Floyd being killed—the video that shows Officer Derek 
Chauvin keeping his knee on Floyd’s neck for eight minutes 
and 46 seconds as Floyd cries out that he can’t breathe—she felt 

physically ill. For two weeks after 
seeing the video, she felt nauseated 
and deeply tired. She had trouble 
concentrating, trouble sleeping. “I 
asked myself: How could someone 
do this?” Jozef told me this past 
summer. “How could you do this to 
a human being?”

That was the same question she 
asked me when we spoke in July, 
a day when yet another ICE flight 
carrying dozens of asylum seek-
ers—some of them infants on their 
mothers’ laps—took off for Haiti. 
The answer is one Jozef says she 

has learned, painfully and persistently, over her 
30 years in the United States. Though the ma-
jority of people who have been deported from 
this country have been Latinx migrants from 
Mexico and Central America, Black migrants 
face rates of arrest, detention, and deportation 
disproportionate to their numbers in this coun-
try. The lesson Jozef learned: Every arm of our 
country’s incarceration and deportation ma-
chine brings down a hefty amount of its weight 
onto the backs of Black people.

Now, Black immigrants and their advocates 
are fighting to change that. In the midst of the 
uprisings after Floyd’s murder and the growth 
of Black Lives Matter into perhaps the largest 
protest movement in US history, activists hope 
that the time is right for the broader public 
to finally recognize the impact the country’s 
immigration system has on Black migrants. 
Organizations like the UndocuBlack Network 
and the Black Alliance for Just Immigration 
(BAJI), alongside smaller groups like Jozef’s, 
are working to amplify their long-term central 
organizing thesis: that in immigration, as in 
policing, Black lives matter. 

F
or decades, black immigrants 
have faced excessively high rates of 
detention and deportation. Accord-
ing to a report from BAJI, while 
Black immigrants make up less than 

5.4 percent of the undocumented population 
in the United States, they made up 10.6 per-
cent of all deportation proceedings from 2003 

Black immigrants made 
up just 5.4 percent of the 
undocumented popula-
tion but 10.6 percent of 
all deportation proceed-
ings from 2003 to 2015.

Nonstop  

deportations:  

Roland Jean kneels 

on the tarmac after 

arriving at the  

Toussaint Louverture 

airport in Port-au-

Prince, Haiti,  

June 23, 2020.

Representative Ayanna Pressley published letters to the Department of Homeland 
Security throughout the pandemic demanding it halt the deportations to Haiti. 
Legal representatives told Jozef that multiple people set to board the flight had re-
cently tested positive for Covid-19. Some of them had only been given Tylenol. At 
the airport, half of the detainees took a notoriously unreliable rapid test, and those 
who tested negative for the coronavirus boarded the plane. Then the flight took off. 
As the first wave of protests over Floyd’s murder were beginning to break out in 
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“I can see how judges 
treat my Black clients 
with more suspicion…. 
I can tell they just see 
some ‘criminal.’” 

—  Lisa Knox,  
senior attorney, Centro Legal de la Raza

to 2015—almost double their share of the 
undocumented population.

Under the Obama administration, billions 
of dollars flowed to immigration enforcement, 
and more people were removed, and at a faster 
rate, than under any other president in history. 
(Even Donald Trump failed to break Barack 
Obama’s records.) In speeches, Obama often 
noted that he’d instructed ICE to pursue only 
undocumented people with criminal records—a 
perverse way of indicating his compassion on 
the issue. However, according to Human Rights 
Watch, that policy likely caused the number 
of Black people caught in ICE’s dragnet to in-
crease: Decades of overcriminalization of Black 
communities had resulted in higher rates of 
conviction for Black people, which, when paired 
with Obama’s emphasis on people with criminal 
records, led in turn to higher rates of deporta-
tion for Black migrants. By 2015, more than one 
out of every five people facing deportation due 
to a criminal conviction was Black, despite mak-
ing up just 7.2 percent of the total noncitizen 
population, documented or not. 

The threats to Black immigrants only in-
creased under Trump. In 2017, Trump ended 
temporary protected status—a designation that 
shields immigrants from deportation if their 
home country is undergoing a crisis—for Hai-
tian immigrants. The move put 60,000 Haitians 
living in the United States in danger of depor-
tation. That same year, a deportation flight to 
Somalia caused a scandal after immigrants on 
the flight told reporters about their horrific 
treatment: Passengers remained shackled on 
the plane for over 40 hours as the flight faced 
logistical issues and was forced to return to the 
United States. In interviews with The Inter-
cept, advocates also said that 
passengers were forced to 
urinate in bottles or on them-
selves and faced beatings and 
threats by ICE officers.

Trump’s policies on the 
border also endangered Black 
immigrants. Many Black ref-
ugees fleeing countries out-
side of the Americas fly first 
to Latin America before mak-
ing the deadly trek north to 
the US border. But once they 
reached the border, hundreds 
of Black asylum seekers—
from Haiti, Ghana, Cameroon, the Democratic 
Republic of the Congo, and other countries—
were turned away by Border Patrol agents and 
forced to remain in refugee camps in Mexico, as 
part of Trump’s Migrant Protection Protocols. 
In February 2020, Trump closed the door com-
pletely to many of these migrants when he ex-
panded his racially driven travel ban to include 

people from Nigeria, Eritrea, Sudan, and Tanzania. 
The situation has reached a crisis during the pandemic. 

Since Covid-19 hit the United States, the share of Black immi-
grants in detention has gone up, especially in family detention 
centers. According to data collected by RAICES, a refugee and 
immigrant rights organization, more than 44 percent of all 
families locked in ICE detention this past summer were Hai-
tian. RAICES also found that on any 
given day in the past year, Haitians 
were the single largest nationality 
group in family detention. Many of 
these families, fleeing widespread 
political violence in Haiti, have 
since been deported.  

W
h e n  i t  c o m e s 
to seeking asylum, 
advocates say that 
Black migrants also 
face an uphill bat-

tle in having their cases fairly heard. 
In the United States, asylum seekers 
do not have a right to lawyers or a trial by jury; this gives im-
mense power to the subjective opinions of the individual judges 
who decide their cases. If a judge decides that an asylum seeker 
seems dishonest, that refugee could get deported back to a 
country where they face persecution or death. The fickleness of 
this process seems to have led to demonstrably worse outcomes 
for Black immigrants at deportation hearings: In the last two 
decades, people from Haiti, Jamaica, and Somalia have had some 
of the highest rates of asylum denial of any nationality. Each of 
these countries has experienced violent political unrest for much 
of the 21st century, but because they also have dire poverty rates, 
judges often determine that asylum seekers from these nations are economic migrants 
rather than refugees. From 2012 to 2017, 87 percent of Haitian asylum seekers were 
denied asylum—the highest denial rate of any nationality besides Mexicans, whose 
applications are denied at a rate of 88 percent. In the early 2000s, Jamaicans topped 
the list of asylum denials, with a 92 percent denial rate. According to the American 

Bar Association, Somali immigrants had the high-
est arrest rate of all nationalities under Trump and 
the highest removal rate in 2017. (ICE deported 
521 Somalis that year, up from 65 three years pri-
or.) Judges also have unilateral power to determine 
bail for asylum seekers locked in detention, based 
on how much of a flight risk or public danger they 
think the applicant might be. Many attorneys say 
that, in their own experience, bonds tend to be set 
much higher for Black immigrants—tens of thou-
sands of dollars higher. And there’s data to back 
that up. According to RAICES, between 2018 
and 2020, the average bond that immigrant rights 
organizations paid for their clients was $10,500,  
but for Haitians, it was $16,700. 

“Bail is very often set significantly higher for my Black clients than my other cli-
ents,” says Lisa Knox, a senior attorney with the immigration legal aid organization 
Centro Legal de la Raza. “I can see how judges treat my Black clients with more 
suspicion; judges are more likely to assume they’re lying.” Knox, who is Black, 
adds, “I can tell they just see some ‘criminal’ in front of them.” 

The bond rates for Caribbean and African migrants—often above $50,000, 
according to the bond requests I reviewed—are astronomically higher than many 
immigrants could possibly afford. It can lead to years-long detentions. Indeed, 

17



 T H E  N A T I O N  4 . 5 – 1 2 . 2 0 2 1

H
A

IT
IA

N
 B

R
ID

G
E

 A
LL

IA
N

C
E

the person who spent the longest 
period of time in immigration  
detention—10 years—was a Rwan-
dan national. The second longest 
detention was endured by a Kenyan, 
who spent about nine years in im-
migration lockup. (For comparison, 
the average stay is 55 days.)

While in detention, the condi-
tions that Black people face can also 
be particularly harsh. According to 
a study published last year, people 
from Africa and the Caribbean rep-
resented 24 percent of the people 

placed in solitary confinement in ICE custody from 2012 to 
2017, even though they made up only 4 percent of ICE detain-
ees. In 2018, the immigrant advocacy organization Freedom for 
Immigrants released a report documenting hundreds of allega-
tions of racism and xenophobia in immigrant detention centers. 
One detained immigrant in Texas said a warden told her, “Shut 
your black ass up. You don’t deserve nothing. You belong at the 
back of that cage.” In Massachusetts, another detained Black 
immigrant recounted an officer telling them, “No one will be-
lieve baboon complaints.”

The unpayable bonds often result in family separations. In 
2019, Marie, an asylum seeker from Haiti who was unable to 
pay bail, watched as her 18-year-old daughter was forcibly re-
moved from the rest of her family because, she was told, she was 
too old to remain in the same detention center as them. When 
Marie was eventually released, her daughter remained in deten-
tion, with a bond set at $10,000. “I had no money,” Marie said 
at a press event RAICES hosted in 2020 to 
raise awareness about the experiences of 
Black immigrants. 

Marie felt hopeless. “But then God 
really changed my life,” she said. “He 
put me in touch with Guerline Jozef.” As 
she has done for countless detained Black 

“That’s just the narrative they tell them-
selves and that they carry throughout their 
career,” Morgan says. 

T
he fight for black immigrant 
lives isn’t restricted to the country’s 
asylum system. Bigotry and bias 
permeate the regular immigration 
system as well.

Donovan Grant, who emigrated from Jamai-
ca as a child, says that “as a Black man growing 
up in the States,” he learned quickly how racism 
works in this country. Grant says he remembers 
one experience in particular. He was 19. He had 
saved up and bought a new car, a gold coupe. 
“I can remember it like it was yesterday,” he 
says. He was dropping a friend off at home in 
Compton, Calif., when the cops appeared. “I 
wasn’t even moving, but he forced me to get out 
of the car. They began searching the car,” Grant 
recalls. “You get profiled. Just being a Black 
man in a nice car—it doesn’t matter if you’re 
a football player or a congressman or driving a 
Rolls Royce. Rolling while Black, automatically 
you’re a target.” 

That persistent targeting meant that Grant, 
like many other Black people in the United 
States, has significantly more experience with 
law enforcement than other people. “I have a 
different kind of scrutiny when it comes to my 
skin color,” he says. It also meant that some-

thing that wouldn’t have 
led to a criminal record in 
a rich white suburb (how 
many frat boys get busted 
for marijuana possession?) 
left Grant with a criminal 
conspiracy conviction. And 
having a criminal record, 
when you’re an immigrant, 
can destroy your life. 

The day George Floyd 
died, Grant was in the Mesa 
Verde ICE detention cen-
ter in Southern California. 
In 2019, he had finished a 
three-year prison sentence 
for the conspiracy con-
viction. But as soon as he 

was released, ICE rearrested him; his criminal 
conviction had endangered his immigration 
status, thanks to a Clinton-era act that greatly 
expanded the types of criminal conviction that 
can be grounds for removal. He again found 
himself behind bars, in what some advocates 
call the “double punishment” experienced  
by immigrants. 

When immigrants with green cards and le-
gal status take plea deals in criminal cases, they 
often don’t realize that even a minor conviction 
or short jail sentence can lead to their eventual 

immigrants, Jozef raised the money to free Marie’s daughter. 
On Mother’s Day, Jozef called Marie to let her know that her 
daughter was going to come home. “She made things change 
for me and gave me hope again,” Marie said. 

Jozef, who worked in the entertainment industry before 
turning to immigrant rights, says she felt moved to do this 
work—to raise money and aid Black immigrants—because 
of a simple fact: Few other people were going to do it. As 
Black immigrant advocates explained to me, even in the 
immigration justice world, implicit bias makes it difficult for 
Black migrants to get the aid, lawyers, and support they need. 
“There are ways in which the nonprofit industrial complex can replicate a lot of 
the harm that exists outside of these social justice spaces,” says Tsion Gurmu, 
BAJI’s legal director. 

As Nicole Morgan, an attorney at RAICES, points out, many well-meaning 
white attorneys don’t recognize their prejudice as bigotry. “I’ve heard attorneys 
say, ‘Oh, I don’t take clients from Benin, because those people are difficult to 
work with.’” Other Black lawyers say they’ve heard white colleagues use that same 
word—“difficult”—to describe other predominantly Black nationalities. In other 
situations, Morgan says, asylum attorneys tend to understand that their clients are 
dealing with serious trauma and that it can manifest as anger or frustration, but this 
patience tends to wear away when it comes to Black clients. Thus, white attorneys 
are more likely to use “difficult” to describe African and Caribbean clients.

“It doesn’t matter if 
you’re a football player 
or a congressman…. 
Rolling while Black,  
automatically you’re  
a target.”

— Donovan Grant

Fighting for hope:  

Guerline Jozef, the co-

founder of the Haitian 

Bridge Alliance, has 

become a powerful 

advocate for Black 

immigrants.
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“It’s almost as if  
we become numb  
to this reality.” 

— Patricia Okoumou

Do not turn away: 

Patricia Okoumou 

climbed the Statue 

of Liberty in 2018 

to protest the plight 

of children stuck in 

detention.

deportation. For Grant, it was devas-
tating to leave jail only to get locked 
up again. This prison-to-deportation 
pipeline is so severe for Black people 
in this country that it has sucked up 
not just immigrants but native-born 
Americans as well. In 2018, Peter 
Sean Brown ended up in a Florida 
sheriff’s office for violating the terms 
of his probation (he had tested pos-
itive for smoking pot). The sheriff’s 
office told him he wasn’t getting out 
after his detention—they were going 
to hold him so that ICE could pick 
him up and deport him to Jamaica. 

Brown panicked and immediately 
protested, saying that he had been to 
Jamaica just once in his life, for less 
than a day on a cruise, and knew no 
one in that country. He’d been born 
and raised in Philadelphia. The depu-
ties just laughed at him. One of them 
sang the Fresh Prince of Bel-Air theme song: “In 
West Philadelphia, born and raised….” 

“It was so sad and sickening to me, because 
there is nothing about me that even hints that 
I might be from somewhere other than the 
United States,” Brown says. “Besides the fact 
that I’m Black. Nothing besides the color of my 
skin connects me to Jamaica.” 

It came down to a case of mistaken identity: 
Brown allegedly shared biometric information 
with a Jamaican immigrant ICE had on its 
radar. But there was nothing he could do to 
convince the deputies he was telling the truth, 
even after he managed to have a friend bring 
them his birth certificate. Eventually, he was 
placed in an ICE transport bus. As Brown left 
the jail, one of the deputies did a bad Bobby  
McFerrin impression, saying, in a Jamaican 
accent, “Don’t worry, man.” 

Fortunately, Brown spent only a day in ICE 
detention before the agency realized its mis-
take. Davino Watson was not so lucky. Another 
Black, male, native-born US citizen, Watson 
spent three years in ICE detention fighting the 
agency’s own clerical mistake. When I spoke 
with Watson in 2018 about his experience, the 
impact was clear: “It broke my life into pieces,” 
he told me. 

O
n july 4, 2018, patricia okoumou 
climbed the Statue of Liberty 
about 100 feet from its pedestal 
in what became one of the most 
iconic moments of protest in the 

Trump era. She stood for hours on this country’s 
symbol of tolerance and welcome, demanding an 
end to family separation and child detention. 

In the weeks afterward, many people referred 
to Okoumou as an ally to immigrants—a label 

that perturbed her. Okoumou is also an immigrant; she’s a 
naturalized US citizen, born in the Republic of Congo. 

Okoumou says she felt she had to do whatever she could to raise awareness 
about the Black children she felt had been rendered invisible in the media’s cover-
age of the crisis. “Systemic racism is embedded in our culture so badly, going back 
to slavery and the way Black children are treated,” she says. “It’s almost as if we 
become numb to this reality.”

Even though Okoumou’s protest dominated the front pages, and the image 
of her on the statue is still widely shared, she feels as if she herself—her life, her 
continued activism, her one-room apartment—has been made 
invisible. She feels ignored and erased, even as her image is 
everywhere. “I feel like my story gets used,” she says. 

For Jozef, this all makes sense. She understands the forces at 
play that make Black immigrants, wherever they are, invisible. 
“Who is climbing the Statue of Liberty to say immigrant chil-
dren need to be freed? It was a Black woman,” she says. “It is 
Black immigrants putting their lives on the line, and still we 
are erased.” 

For Jozef, the deep roots of bigotry and bias against Black 
people in the immigration system 
can explain so much of the suffering 
we see today inflicted on immi-
grants of any race. 

During her teenage years in the 
New York City borough of Queens, 
Jozef learned from her family and 
the community around her about  
the tens of thousands of Haitian  
refugees held by the United States  
in a massive refugee camp in 
Guantánamo Bay, Cuba. In the ear-
ly 1990s, thousands of Haitians fled a brutal military coup and 
subsequent dictatorship, and many went north in flimsy boats. 
In response, the United States sent the Coast Guard to form a 
cordon around the island and pick up any Haitians before they 
could land in the US. In 1991, President George H.W. Bush 
established the Guantánamo refugee camp for the same reason 
his son would later make “Gitmo” the center of his torture 

(continued on page 30)
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The Night TheyCame to

A s world war I
decimated a generation, a young Berlin 
artist born Helmut Herzfeld changed 
his name to John Heartfield to protest 
out-of-control German nationalism. In 
1916, he was a founding member of 
Berlin Club Dada—a group of artistic 
rebels whose influence in all areas of 
culture continues to this day. Heart-
field revolutionized the look of German 
book jackets and set design. He was a 
lifelong pacifist whose political beliefs 
were a constant in his art; his stunning 
collages, known as “photomontages,” 
exposed the growing threat of fascism 

1
2

.
2

0
2

1

Serial killer: This portrait of Hermann Göring standing before a 

burning Reichstag is titled The Executioner of the Third Reich.

The beast within: Heartfield’s devastating portrait of 

Hitler made him one of the Gestapo’s most-wanted men.

The face of fascism: John

Heartfield’s 1928 portrait of 

Benito Mussolini.

Razor-sharp: Heartfield depicts himself cutting into the neck of Berlin Police Commissioner Karl Zörgiebel.
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Murder My Grandfather
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in Europe. Using just scissors and paste, Heartfield em-
ployed an extensive visual memory and a searing wit to 
expose the horrors hidden under fascism’s shiny surface. 
One month after becoming the undisputed leader of 
Germany, Adolf Hitler ordered Heartfield’s arrest. The 
artist narrowly avoided an SS squad, escaping to Czecho-
slovakia, where he continued to attack the Third Reich 
with his “art as a weapon.” When the German Army 
entered Czechoslovakia in 1938, Heartfield was high 
on the Gestapo’s most-wanted list. Once again, he nar-
rowly escaped—this time to London, where for 12 years 
he enjoyed a measure of peace. However, the Czech 
Refugee Fund denied his written request to remain 
in England for “his health and his work.” In 1950 his 
brother Wieland brought him to East Germany, where 
Heartfield’s years in England again placed him under 
suspicion. However Heartfield had powerful allies there, 
including his lifelong friend and theater collaborator 

Bertolt Brecht. After Heartfield’s death in 1968, the East 
German government gathered his original montages, 
models, and sketches into an archive of his pioneering 
stage design work, which remained closed for many 
years—making it almost impossible for academics or the 
public to view his original work. In 2008, I decided to 
reintroduce the world to the life and work of my grand-
father, a man Brecht called “one of the most important 
European artists.” 

I first met artist Lance Hansen after The Nation 
published Lance’s graphic biography of George Grosz, 
who had been Heartfield’s close friend and collaborator. 
Lance originally asked me to work with him on a comic 
strip about my grandfather. But I thought Lance’s initial 
drawings captured my grandfather’s character so well 
that I suggested we collaborate on a graphic novel telling 
John Heartfield’s extraordinary life story. Please visit 
JohnHeartfieldExhibition.com to learn more. N

John J. Heartfield 
gives live interac-
tive presentations 
around the world 
that focus on his 
grandfather’s life 
and work and 
modern political 
art. 

Lance Hansen is  
a writer and  
cartoonist living 
in Philadelphia. 
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workers over Wall Street. Admirers 
say that, in her instantly recognizable 
sensible white bob and jewel-toned 
jackets, she could inspire the kind of 
feminist fandom that the late Supreme 
Court justice Ruth Bader Ginsburg did 
in her later years. When Biden nom-
inated Yellen, he suggested that she 
deserved a tribute on the order of the 
musical Hamilton—and the Hamilton
Twitter account morphed a portrait of 
Alexander Hamilton into Yellen. Then 
came “Who’s Yellen Now?” by Dessa, 
a member of the hip-hop collective 
Doomtree. Here’s the bridge, to the 
tune of Mary J. Blige’s “Family Affair”:

Don’t want no tax evasion 
Forgers faking 
In her Treasury
Trying for higher wages
For the nation
Less disparity.

B
ut yellen will need more 
than a stellar résumé, pop 
culture adulation, and even 
bipartisan admiration to do 
her job well. The treasury 

secretary’s role is crucial, if poorly un-
derstood. She (or he) is the top salesper-
son for the president’s overall approach 
to the economy. Under Republicans, 
over the last half century at least, that has 
meant liberating the so-called free mar-
ket by pushing tax cuts and corporate 
deregulation. Under Democrats—but 
especially, it seems, under Biden, at least 
so far—it has meant a robust defense of 
government spending (or investment, as 
Yellen likes to call it) to heal an econo-
my cratered by Covid and tilted even 
more toward the white and wealthy by 
Trump’s financial deregulation spree. 

Trump’s treasury secretary, Steven 
Mnuchin, either ignored or helped dis-
mantle many of the 2010 Dodd-Frank 
guardrails Congress enacted after the 
2008 financial crash, most notably by 
lowering the capital requirements on 
banks intended to prevent taxpayers 
from having to bail them out again, 
deregulating nonbank lending institu-
tions (such as the insurance giants AIG 

At her Senate Finance Committee confirmation hearing in 
mid-January, she got repeated praise from Republicans. The 
Senate confirmed her appointment 84-15. Yet progressive eco-
nomic and racial justice advocates also praise Yellen, in superla-
tives. I had the odd experience of having several people ask to talk 
to me off the record because they will have to work with the new 
Treasury head—not to criticize her but to praise her, without 

appearing to curry favor. “She is the 
most progressive treasury secretary 
in history,” says someone who ex-
pects to work closely with her.

“Janet sees the world in terms of 
people living paycheck to paycheck, 
and how economic policy influences 
their lives and their ability to build 
a secure future,” says Massachusetts 
Senator Elizabeth Warren, who 
some on the left preferred to see in 
Yellen’s job.

“Biden could not have made a 
better pick, given that we are operat-
ing within the realm of mainstream 

D.C. politics,” agrees Robert Pollin, a founding codirector of the 
Political Economy Research Institute at the University of Massa-
chusetts, Amherst. Yellen, a career-long Keynesian economist, is 
“firmly left of center,” Pollin adds. “She actually cares about the 
well-being of working people and the poor.”

Her pop culture star is rising. Early in her term as Fed chair, 
the progressive activist group Fed Up, which agitates for the 
central bank to focus on problems of unemployment and racial 
and economic inequality, hailed Yellen’s tenure by depicting 
her in iconic Rosie the Riveter garb, symbolizing her focus on 

“She has long demon-
strated a willingness to 
listen to the voices of 
people left behind, which 
is the first step towards 
fixing the problems.”

—Ady Barkan, 
formerly of Fed Up

In 2018, donald trump considered reappointing janet yellen, now the 
nation’s treasury secretary, as Federal Reserve chair. But according to The
Wall Street Journal, he worried that the 5-foot-3 economist “might be too 
short to convey stature” at the Fed, though she’d been running it ably for 
four years. 

Speaking of stature, Trump is the first twice-impeached former president, and 
Yellen is the first female treasury secretary. 

Throughout her life, Yellen has been known as a collector—of rocks, stamps, 
and also firsts. She is the first person to hold the nation’s top three economic jobs 
(in addition to being treasury secretary and running the Fed, she chaired President 
Bill Clinton’s Council of Economic Advisers). In 1971, she was the only woman to 
graduate with a doctorate in economics from Yale University. A leader over the last 
quarter-century in economic policy-making, Yellen will need all that experience in 
a role that makes her the captain of efforts to right the Covid-19-battered economy 
while also addressing the underlying inequities the pandemic exposed.

Yellen did not speak to me for this profile. But we persevered, because she rep-
resents a new day at the Treasury—not just because of her gender, but also because 
of her career-long focus on how markets fail, especially the way they fail the unem-
ployed and people on the lower rungs of the economic ladder. She will be central 
to keeping Biden’s promises about “building back better,” in his words, and pushing 
the country toward the kind of innovations “better” will require. 

Yellen is also something of a throwback to an earlier age of bipartisan comity. 
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After the ravages of the pandemic, the American 

economy needs more than stabilizing—it needs to be rebuilt 

from the ground up. Is Yellen up to the task?

Faces the Moment
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the chair of the Senate banking committee and a longtime Yel-
len admirer. He thinks she and other Biden appointees will be 
able to rein in the financial industry. 

Yellen can also reshape the Internal Revenue Service, which 
the Treasury runs, to do the same, Brown believes. Depleted 
over several administrations and thoroughly debased by Trump 
appointees, the IRS is now an accelerant of income inequality 
and racial disparities more than an engine of equity, far more 
likely to audit low-income Americans—especially those of 
color—than the rich, while creating a booming tax avoidance 
industry for individuals and corporations. 

“We’ve heard a lot of talk about ‘I just want things to go back 
to normal, before Covid,’” notes Representative Katie Porter. 

But “normal” wasn’t good for every-
one, maybe even most Americans, 
the whiteboard-wielding California 
progressive observes. “We have to 
acknowledge there were problems 
in our economy before Covid—the 
gender pay gap, the racial wealth 
gap,” among others. “We have to ask: 
What fundamentals of our economy 
do we need to reorder as we rebuild?” 
As Yellen presides over Covid relief, 
financial reregulation, and IRS re-
form, Porter sees her as “the perfect 
person to raise those issues.”

In her first two months in office, Yellen 
has largely met her progressive admirers’ ex-
pectations. She fought aggressively for Biden’s 
$1.9 trillion Covid-relief package, which passed 
Congress with zero GOP support. It marked a 
dramatic expansion of the social infrastructure 
that Yellen and the new president—perhaps 
nudged by the Democratic Party’s rising left—
have pledged to enact.  

“A key job for a Treasury Secretary is to 
make sure the country is on a sound fiscal 
course,” Yellen told The New York Times’ Deal-
Book conference in late February. “If you don’t 
spend what is necessary to get the economy 
back on track, that has a fiscal cost as well.” 
She actually has a better version of that pitch: 
“I think the price of doing too little is much 
higher than the price of doing something big,” 
she told CNBC the same month. But she’s not 
really given to sloganeering. She tends to speak 
in paragraphs, not sound bites.

Yellen has committed to appointing a top 
Treasury official to oversee climate change ef-
forts, which might include everything from 
imposing a tax on carbon pollution and regulat-
ing investors’ climate risk to directing Treasury 
bonds, tax incentives, and other funding to 
green energy priorities. 

And in an early demonstration of her com-
mitment to racial equity, in March Yellen di-
rected $9 billion in Treasury-controlled funds 
to lending institutions in low-income commu-
nities, especially those of color. One of Yellen’s 
very first meetings after she was nominated 
included civil rights advocates, observes attend-
ee Dorian Warren, president of Community 

“Biden could not have 
made a better pick, giv-
en that we are operating 
within the realm of main-
stream D.C. politics.”

—Robert Pollin, 
economist at UMass Amherst

Trifecta: Yellen is 

the first person to 

have served, over 

the course of her 

career, as head of the 

Treasury, the Federal 

Reserve, and the 

Council of Economic 

Advisers.

and Prudential), and gutting other consumer, investor, and taxpayer protections. 
When Yellen assumed her role in January, she immediately confronted the scandal 
over the wild inflation of the stock of GameStop, a declining retail chain, by Reddit 
users and uber-wealthy investment sharks, often via the controversial Robinhood 
trading app. But the problem went way beyond GameStop or Robinhood. The 
role of established casino-capitalist institutions like hedge funds highlighted the 
accelerating “gamification of Wall Street,” says Ohio Senator Sherrod Brown. 

“This is not a game for people who have money in pension funds, for people try-
ing to save for their kids’ college, for people trying to get a mortgage,” says Brown, 
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“We’ve heard a lot of talk 
about ‘I just want things 
to go back to normal.’ We 
have to ask: What funda-
mentals do we need to 

reorder as we rebuild?”
—Representative Katie Porter

Pop culture cachet: 

A still from the video 

for Dessa’s “Who’s 

Yellen Now?,” released 

the same day that 

Yellen was confirmed 

as treasury secretary.

Change, a progressive organizing group for 
low-income people. “It was really good—she 
listened and took copious notes,” he recalls. 
Ultimately, though, Warren cautions, progress 
will require “continuing outside pressure and 
movement work.”

T
he pride of middle-class, mid- 
20th-century Brooklyn, Yellen paid 
tribute to her roots at her con-
firmation hearing. The economist 
praised her father, a doctor who had 

an office in the family’s Bay Ridge home, where 
patients from the nearby factories and docks 
came to wait for appointments on their stoop. 
“Those remain some of the clearest moments in 
my childhood,” she told the committee.

“He was the kind of doctor who treated the 
whole patient. He knew about their lives, about 
when they had been fired or couldn’t pay,” Yel-
len said. “Economics is sometimes considered a 
dry subject, but I’ve always tried to approach my 
science the same way my father approached his: 
as a means to help people.”

A friend and classmate at Fort Hamilton 
High School in the 1950s wrote a piece about 
her headlined “Janet Yellen: Brainy, Brave and 
Brooklyn Strong.” Writing in The Fiscal Times
when Yellen was appointed Fed chair, Jac-
queline Leo reminisced about the high ex-
pectations at their public school, where many 
teachers were World War II refugees, and 
about a culture remarkably free of sexist ste-
reotyping. “The editors of all three high school 
publications—the newspaper, the literary mag-
azine and the yearbook—were all girls.” So was 
the valedictorian: Janet Yellen, who also edited 
the school newspaper, The Pilot, in her senior 
year. (She interviewed herself for it and gave 
herself a tough time.) 

“We were expected to take 
charge, just as our mothers 
and grandmothers did when 
men went off to war,” Leo 
wrote. Yellen’s mother had 
been a public school teacher 
during the war years; in the 
post–World War II recovery 
period, she stayed home to 
raise her children.

If her upbringing in post–
Great Depression Brooklyn 
was formative, so was Yellen’s 
decision to seek a doctorate in economics from 
Yale, which she received in 1971. Her key 
advisers were the late James Tobin and Nobel 
laureate Joseph Stiglitz, two legendary left-
liberal economists. A half century later, Stiglitz, 
now at Columbia, recalls Yellen as “engaged, 
amiable, organized, and self-composed.” That 
last quality was particularly important, he says, 

because Yale College didn’t admit female undergraduates until 
1969, and there were few women in its graduate schools when 
Yellen arrived in 1967.

Academics aside, Yellen’s Yale experience was formative in 
two ways. As she had in Brooklyn, 
she absorbed the post-Depression, 
post–World War II values of the 
economics department of the time. 
“Many people there, including Jim 
Tobin, had been very affected by the 
Great Depression,” Stiglitz recalls. 
“They were much more concerned 
about equality” than economics de-
partments tend to be now. 

And they were having those dis-
cussions situated adjacent to the 
struggling, majority-Black neigh-
borhoods of New Haven, just as 
the so-called War on Poverty’s pro-
grams were winding down, leaving poverty victorious despite 
the millions spent to combat it. “Yale was located right at the 
boundary where the wealth gap was very clear,” Stiglitz notes. 
“And we were sensitive to all of those issues.”

Yellen confirmed that the first time I met her, at the 2006 
National Community Reinvestment Conference, which she 
convened as president of the San Francisco Federal Reserve 
Bank. “I was drawn to economics, not, as you might think, as a 
result of an early fascination with interest rates,” she said wryly 
in her opening welcome, “but because I wanted to understand 
the underlying causes of the Great Depression.” In the same 
speech, she discussed what she’d learned on the ground in 
New Haven about the Great Society initiatives that left the city 
blighted by urban renewal projects in the 1960s, with its African 
American population more isolated and practically as poor as before. 

I’d been invited to that convention to share lessons from the community 
development initiatives I’d written about over the previous decade. Yellen had 
already studied them. The conclusions she’d drawn from her time in late-1960s 
New Haven meshed with what many anti-poverty activists found in their research 
almost four decades later: that revival efforts had to go beyond “bricks and mortar” 

to weave together the health care, edu-
cation, employment support, and access 
to credit that low-income communities 
need. Another neglected element, she 
added: “Resident participation is vital 
to the success of any redevelopment ef-
fort.” The community revitalizers in her 
audience rarely heard such words from 
central bankers. The same could be said 
of the bankers who were there.

Yellen became one of the most power-
ful advocates of the Community Reinvest-
ment Act, passed in 1977 to direct more 
credit into poor and minority communi-

ties neglected or redlined by mainstream banking. As Stiglitz recalls, “She and I 
supported the CRA when we were in the Clinton administration, but the rest of the 
financial community was very hesitant about it.” Yellen stood up to the analysts and 
pundits, especially on the right, who blamed CRA-supported loans to low-income 
home buyers for the banking and mortgage crash in 2008. 

“Most of the loans made by depository institutions examined under the CRA 
have not been higher-priced loans, and studies have shown that the CRA has 
increased the volume of responsible lending to low- and moderate-income 
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households,” Yellen told the 2008 
Community Reinvestment Con-
ference. She warned against using 
foreclosure trends “as justification 
to abandon the goal of expanding 
access to credit among low-income 
households.” 

These and other positions won 
her overwhelming progressive 
support to succeed Ben Bernanke 
as Federal Reserve chair in 2014 
over former treasury secretary Lar-
ry Summers, widely considered to 

have been President Barack Obama’s top choice. One of the 
advocates’ best arguments for Yellen was empirical, not ideolog-
ical: She had been remarkably prescient about future economic 
troubles as both San Francisco Fed president and Fed vice chair. 
In 2006, she warned about the housing bubble; by 2007, she 
predicted that troubled housing and mortgage markets would 
shake the overall economy; and in late 2008, she became the 
first Fed official to declare that the economy was in recession.

That streak continued. Examining nearly 700 predictions 
by the 14 top Fed officials between 2009 and 2012, The Wall 
Street Journal ranked Yellen number one in terms of accuracy. 
Other Fed low-interest-rate doves also deserved high marks, 
the business broadsheet found; inflation-obsessed hawks were 
the least accurate.

Meanwhile, Obama’s oddly vocal support for Summers also 
helped Yellen. Ezra Klein wrote about a “subtle, sexist whis-
pering campaign” against Yellen by Obama allies and financial 
analysts, who told him on background that the Fed vice chair 

Activist Ady Barkan, best known for his ad-
vocacy in defense of the Affordable Care Act in 
the Trump years, was back then a leader of Fed 
Up. “She has long demonstrated a willingness to 
listen to the voices and experiences of people left 
behind, which is the first step towards fixing the 
problems,” Barkan tells me via e-mail. “She un-
derstands the racial and economic inequities that 
are plaguing us. She also seems ready to invest 
huge sums of Federal dollars into the economy.” 

Yellen also made the right enemies. At a 2015 
congressional hearing, then-Representative Mick 
Mulvaney, the South Carolina Tea Partier who 
would become one of Trump’s many hapless 
chiefs of staff, blasted the popular Fed chair for 
her focus on inequality. “You’re sticking your 
nose in places that you have no business to be,” 
he fulminated.

G
iven her unparalleled experi-
ence, a track record of correctly 
reading economic trends, a com-
mitment to racial and economic 
equity, and admiration from pro-

gressives and even some centrist Republicans, 
does anyone apart from has-been wing nuts 
like Mulvaney have worries about Yellen’s 
coming tenure?

Progressives have raised some concerns, in-
cluding her public support for deficit cutting in 
2018 and her acceptance of millions of dollars 
in speaking fees from corporate giants and Wall 
Street titans after leaving the Fed the same year. 
Yellen also disappointed many left-leaning activ-
ists when she began to raise interest rates, albeit 

slightly, starting in 2016, when 
unemployment was still com-
paratively high. “The economy 
was still kind of soft,” recalls 
the economist Robert Kuttner, 
a Yellen admirer, and progres-
sive economists especially saw 
a need for the Fed to keep its 
focus on unemployment and 
its lending rates low. Yellen’s 
move drove Fed Up leaders 
to criticize their former Rosie 
the Riveter. (Stiglitz attended 
a Fed Up demonstration out-
side a 2016 Fed symposium in 
Jackson Hole, Wyo., accord-

ing to The Washington Post.) Kuttner terms her 
interest-rate hawkishness “an asterisk” in an oth-
erwise progressive career, while adding that her 
position was widely shared at the time by the 
central bank’s board of governors. 

A bigger asterisk, to some, is her relatively 
recent embrace of cutting the federal defi-
cit and “reforming” entitlements. At Charles 
Schwab’s 2018 Impact conference, Yellen called 
the federal debt “unsustainable,” adding, with 

lacked “toughness” or “gravitas.” (As I wrote at the time, gravitas “is a well known 
Beltway code word for ‘penis.’”) One-third of Senate Democrats signed a letter 
sponsored by Brown backing her nomination. They ranged from progressives like 
Brown, Warren, and Oregon’s Jeff Merkley to centrists like Maine’s Angus King and 
California’s Dianne Feinstein.

Whether because of the empirical, ideo-
logical, or feminist arguments, Summers took 
himself out of contention, and Yellen got 
the job. Immediately, she began advancing 
policies to lower unemployment and spread 
resources in low-income communities of color 
by keeping interest rates low, using Fed funds 
to promote employment, and nudging private 
bankers toward public responsibility. “She was 
the very first Fed chair to really take on in-
equality,” says Stiglitz. Early in her tenure, Yel-
len visited a manufacturing program at a South 
Side Chicago community college; soon after, 
Brown recalls, she toured an Alcoa aluminum 
plant in Cleveland. “These aren’t places Fed 
chairs usually go,” says UMass Amherst’s Pollin, adding that she also came to his 
own public university “and spent hours talking to our grad students.”

Angela Glover Blackwell, the founder and former CEO of PolicyLink, a group 
promoting racially equitable growth policies (disclosure: I’m on its board), found 
herself invited to join Yellen’s 15-member Community Advisory Committee, one of 
only two such bodies connected to the Fed. After their first meeting, Blackwell says, 
“I was so impressed with how she immediately took to the data we presented [on] 
poverty and unemployment.” Yellen asked them, “What are the jobs in the future 
going to be? How many people of color? And how were they doing?” Blackwell 
remembers that Yellen wove the data and analysis into future speeches. 

“Her whole life has been 
about understanding 
this moment, where 
government can play 
a big, important role.”

—Joseph Stiglitz, 
economist at Columbia University

A rising star: In 2013, 

Barack Obama nom-

inated Yellen to chair 

the Federal Reserve, 

making her the first 

woman in the role.
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Yellen will be central to 
the fight over whether 
and how government 
spending can achieve 
greater racial and 
economic equality.

Lingering damage: 

The pandemic has 

increased demand 

on food pantries, 

and “spending is the 

fiscally responsible 

path” to recovery, 

says Representative 

Katie Porter.

a memorable flourish,“If I had a magic wand, 
I would raise taxes and cut retirement spend-
ing.” The next year, she suggested Social Secu-
rity and Medicare might need cuts. 

Elizabeth Warren, for one, says that doesn’t 
worry her. “Janet gets that we’re in a completely 
different world now,” she tells me. “While we 
may have differed in years past about the effect 
of the deficit, today her focus is entirely on 
an economy that has left millions of families 
behind and threatens to destroy economic op-
portunity and widen the racial wealth gap.” Kut-
tner agrees, noting that Yellen’s 2018 comments 
“came in the context of Trump’s tax-cutting 
spree” and that, at the same time, she recom-
mended tax hikes—which will ultimately be 
necessary to pay for Biden’s priorities, including 
the American Rescue Plan Act and his massive 
infrastructure investment. 

“Caring a little about the deficit is not nec-
essarily a bad thing, especially when it comes 
to reining in rich people on taxes,” adds Jeff 
Hauser of the Revolving Door Project. The 
Economic Policy Institute’s Josh Bivens adds, 
“I think her deficit concerns actually help her in 
building support for the [American Rescue Plan] 
proposal,” he says. “Nobody thinks she’s always 
soft on deficits.”

Still, after winning admiration from progres-
sives for avoiding the revolving door between 
top government jobs and Wall Street for her en-
tire career—Yellen left the Fed for a perch at the 
Brookings Institution in 2018—she nonetheless 
disappointed some when her financial disclosure 
forms, filed after her nomination in late 2020, 
revealed she’d received over $7 million from 
corporate behemoths, among them big banks, 
investment firms, and hedge funds. Barkan, who 
says he remains optimistic that Yellen will “be an 
excellent Treasury Secretary,” was disappointed 

by that news. “We need her to be a really tough regulator,” he says in an e-mail. “I 
hope that in the coming years, she proves that she is on the side of poor and working 
class Americans, not the financiers.” 

Sherrod Brown, when asked if the news of Yellen’s financial disclosure forms 
worries him, answers immediately: “It really doesn’t. She told me about that when 
I first talked to her [about her nomination]. I know her integrity and record and 
character well enough to know she’ll do a good job.” 

S
o what, exactly, do yellen’s left-liberal admir-
ers believe, or at least hope, she can accomplish?

The advocates and economists fighting to re-
verse the huge advantages that the federal gov-
ernment has bestowed on the financial industry 

over the last 30 years—a bipartisan problem going back 
to Clinton—say she must revitalize the Financial Securi-
ty Oversight Council, a Dodd-Frank reform that pulled 
together agencies like the Securities and Exchange Com-
mission and the Federal Deposit Insurance Corporation to 
protect Americans from known abuses and look out for new 
threats. Just holding regular meetings would be a start, says 
one Senate source, who adds that 
the Trump administration left the 
FSOC “decrepit and abandoned.” 
The point isn’t meetings for the 
sake of meetings; Yellen needs to 
reinvigorate the entire roster of 
federal regulators charged with po-
licing the field.

Meanwhile, there’s the fight, even 
after passage of the American Res-
cue Plan Act, over continued gov-
ernment spending to achieve greater 
racial and economic equity. Porter 
thinks Yellen is the right person to 
make the case that underspending, which typifies the GOP’s 
approach, “is fiscally irresponsible. Spending is the fiscally re-
sponsible path.” Brown wants to see the act’s expanded child tax 
credit—which he says would lower child poverty by 40 percent 
and the poverty rate of children of color by an astonishing 
50 percent—made payable monthly, instead of once a year. (An 
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expanded earned-income tax credit could be delivered that way too.) Yellen prob-
ably can’t make all of that happen by herself; other congressional or White House 
regulatory tweaks may be necessary. But her support, especially in her role as IRS 
boss, will be crucial. 

Brown, Warren, and other progressives also hope that, as the government directs 
more money into American homes via those reforms, Yellen and others in the ad-
ministration will get behind establishing forms of no-fee banking so that low-income 
people without bank accounts can use those funds without paying sky-high fees. The 

initiative has been characterized as 
“postal banking,” Brown says, but “it 
can also include community banks, 
credit unions,” and other institutions.

Perhaps most radical, Yellen 
is committed to tackling climate 
change as the economic threat that 
it is. Part of what she’s pledged to do 
involves regulation: Big banks and 
investment firms fund the carbon-
producing industries that cause cli-
mate change, and they don’t accu-
rately account for the coming risks, 

like financing mortgages in areas threatened by floods or wildfires. New financial rules 
could require lenders and investors to price in those risks, Yellen says. She also favors 
a tax on carbon emissions—weak tea to a lot of progressives, but a proposal that could 
make a difference as part of a broader agenda. Pollin, an expert on the Green New 
Deal, supports some of the same reforms and adds that Yellen could be instrumental 
in setting up a $50 billion green-bond-funding program, in which the Treasury issues 
bonds that are then purchased by the Fed and invested in clean energy development. 

Porter, the deputy chair of the Congressional Progressive Caucus, and Repre-
sentative Pramila Jayapal, the caucus chair, are equally hopeful that Yellen’s leader-
ship could prove transformative. She’s been close to the economic traumas of the 
past 70 years, from the lingering aftermath of the Great Depression in Brooklyn 

through the unfinished business of the Great Society in New 
Haven to the Democrats’ inadequate approach to the 2008 
financial crash. All of that, they believe, will help her chart a 
future that requires a multiracial 21st-century New Deal and 
an even greater Great Society. 

Stiglitz agrees. “Her whole life has been about understand-
ing this moment, where government can play a big, important 

role,” he says.
Porter says Yellen (and Biden) will have to deal 

with the fact that government moratoriums on 
rent and mortgage payments don’t permanently 
waive those bills for people who still can’t afford to 
pay them. Like Porter, Jayapal believes Yellen sees 
those people. Last year, Yellen helped Jayapal de-
velop her Paycheck Guarantee Act, which would 
provide grants to employers of all sizes to enable 
them to keep paying and offering benefits to em-
ployees during the crisis (though the measure is 
not part of the Biden administration’s rescue plan). 

“She was so thoughtful about the proposal, about where we 
were in the economy, the challenges to minority communities,” 
Jayapal recalls. “She made it stronger.” 

“That’s not to say we’ll have no disagreements—I’m sure 
we will,” Jayapal adds. Indeed, not long after we spoke, Yellen 
expressed reservations about Jayapal’s and Warren’s proposed 
“ultra-millionaires’ tax,” a wealth tax that the new treasury sec-
retary warned “has very difficult implementation problems.”  
Nevertheless, Jayapal says, “I have a tremendous amount of 
hope.” N

campaign during the War on Terrorism: The 
military base existed outside of constitutional 
jurisdiction. The United States’ obligation to 
legal refugees did not kick in until they set foot 
on US soil. 

The conditions at the refugee center were 
horrific, with as many as 34,000 people living 
in flimsy tents surrounded by rows of razor 
wire. Most were ultimately sent back to Haiti, 
though some were allowed to pursue asylum 
claims. But even among those who qualified 
for asylum, 250 were held in legal limbo in a 
separate camp because they had tested posi-
tive for HIV or were related to someone who 
had—a discriminatory and medically unsound 
1987 law had forbidden those with HIV from 
entering the country. It wasn’t until a federal 
judge ruled against what he called the “H.I.V. 
prison camp” that the Clinton administration 
was forced to shut it down and bring the 
asylees to the United States. 

For Jozef, this moment is critical to un-
derstand. This is the beginning of the mass 
incarceration of immigrants in the United 
States, she says. Though the government had 
detained immigrants and even US citizens 
it had deemed undesirable before—Eastern 
Europeans at Ellis Island, Chinese and other 
Asians at Angel Island, Japanese in intern-
ment camps during World War II—the tactics 
tested out on the Haitians at Guantánamo set 
the modern detention machine in motion. “It 
began with the mass detention of Black peo-
ple,” Jozef says, adding that a new landmark 
in this dark history was reached in 2016, when 
Haitian families began to be separated, laying 
the groundwork for the family separation crisis 
under Trump. (Starting as early as 2007, Hai-
tian children were often separated from their 
fathers but not their mothers, while under 
Trump children were separated from both.)  

Jozef says that when she heard that Trump 
had been defeated in November, she was ex-
hausted: For the entire previous month, a de-
portation flight had taken off for Haiti almost 
every other day. She says that Biden’s victory 
was a light at the end of the tunnel—albeit a 
very dim one.

“When I saw the news that Biden had won, 
it was a feeling that the fight would change,” 
she says. “Now we must fight to hold him ac-
countable. It’s time to retie our boots and keep 
pushing forward.”  

On his first day in office, Biden signed a host 
of executive orders. One struck down Trump’s 
travel ban on people from several African and 
Muslim countries; another offered Liberians 
in the United States protection from deporta-
tion. The same week that Biden was sworn in, 
Guerline learned that the members of a Haitian 

(continued from page 19)

“Janet sees the world 
in terms of people
living paycheck to
paycheck.”

—Senator Elizabeth Warren
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family who’d spent the entire pandemic in a detention center 
had finally been paroled to await the results of their asylum 
case. And in February, Biden reversed Trump’s “Remain in 
Mexico” asylum policy. But Jozef’s sense of hope soon turned 
to despair: Since taking office, Biden has left some of Trump’s 
harshest measures in place, including a complete ban on 
asylum that Trump issued in March 2020, with Covid-19 as 
the justification. Under Biden, thousands of Haitian asylum 
seekers have been expelled before they even had the chance 
to ask for asylum. In the first two weeks of February, over 900 
Haitians were deported, and Jozef says that there are now days 
when three different deportation flights have taken off for 
Haiti, which descended into a major political crisis in February 
when multiple politicians claimed the presidency. 

Jozef dreams of a day when the archipelago of detention 
centers that jails immigrants and their families across the 
United States will fall. As president, Biden has the broad dis-
cretion to release almost everyone currently in ICE detention. 
Alternatives to detention exist, and Biden has no obligation 
to continue detaining asylum seekers, families, and children 
beyond a short processing period. For Jozef, fighting for this 
future is how she fights for Black lives. She’s seen so much 
suffering inside immigration jails. 

But for now, the struggle continues. According to Jozef, on 
February 1, the first day of Black History Month, ICE forced 
102 Haitians onto a plane. Parents held children on their laps;  
many of the passengers were less than 2 years old. The flight 
took off from San Antonio, winged its way over the Gulf, and 
landed in Port-au-Prince. The next flight would take off just 
days later.  N
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Liberty’s 
Discontents
The contested history of freedom
B Y  T Y L E R  S T O V A L L

o
ne of the more contentious issues 
to emerge during America’s Covid-19 
crisis concerns the wearing of face 
masks. Heralded by public health ex-
perts as a vital way to halt the spread 
of the disease, masks have also been 

attacked by conservatives as unwarranted restrictions 
on personal freedom. Donald Trump, who was briefly 
hospitalized with Covid in the final months of his pres-
idency, defiantly refused to wear a mask in public, and 
he wasn’t alone: Thousands of similarly barefaced sup-
porters attended his rallies, public health consequences 
be damned. Many Americans have challenged the call to 
wear masks, and the public health research behind it, as 
an attack on their rights as citizens of a free country. Last 
June, protesters stormed a hearing in Palm Beach, Fla., 
at which public officials were considering whether to 
require the wearing of masks in public buildings. During 
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the fiery session, one woman claimed, “You’re removing our freedoms and stomping on 
our constitutional rights by these communist dictatorship orders or laws you want to 
mandate.” As Philadelphia Inquirer columnist Will Bunch noted after the meeting:  

It was another great day for liberty—and yet a horrible one for tens of thousands 
of Americans who now may die needlessly because so many cling to a warped idea 
of freedom that apparently means not caring whether others in your community 
get sick. The reality is that those devil-worshipping elected officials and their mad 
scientists are trying to mandate masks in public for the same reasons they don’t let 
12-year-olds drive and they close bars at 2 a.m.: They actually want to keep their 
constituents alive.

Give me liberty or give me death, indeed.  
Ah, freedom! Few ideals in human history have been so cherished—or so controversial. 

The United States, in particular, has built its identity around the idea of freedom, from the 

of human history, people thought of free-
dom not as protecting individual rights but 
as ensuring self-rule and the just treatment 
of all. In short, they equated freedom with 
democracy. “For centuries Western think-
ers and political actors identified freedom 
not with being left alone by the state but 
with exercising control over the way one is 
governed,” she writes. Liberty in its classic 
formulation was thus not individual but 
collective. Freedom did not entail escaping 
from government rule but rather making 
it democratic.  

By opening up freedom to its multiple 
meanings, de Dijn explores an alternate 
history of the concept from the ancient 
world to the Age of Revolution to the Cold 
War, charting those moments when new 
notions of freedom—such as freedom from 
government supervision or repression—
deviated from its more classical and long-
standing definition as self-government. De 
Dijn thus shows how the rise of modernity 
brought about the triumph of a new idea of 
liberty. At the same time, her book invites 
us to consider the relationship between 
these two notions of freedom. For de Dijn, 
this relationship functions as a fundamental 
opposition, but one can also find in her 
history enough points in common between 
them to realize that individual liberty also 
requires collective freedom. For many, one 

Bill of Rights, enshrining various freedoms 
in the law of the land, to the giant statue 
of Lady Liberty in New York Harbor. And 
yet—interestingly, for such a foundation-
al ideal—freedom has throughout history 
represented both the means to an end and 
the end itself. We wish to be free to pursue 
our most cherished goals in life, to make 
money as we will, to share our lives with 
whom we will, to live where we choose. 
Freedom empowers our individual desires, 
but at the same time it structures how we 
live with other individuals in large, complex 
societies. As the saying goes, my freedom 
to swing my fist ends just where someone 
else’s nose begins; in the words of Isaiah 
Berlin, “Total liberty for wolves is death to 
the lambs.” The tension between individual 
and collective notions of freedom high-
lights but by no means exhausts the many 
different approaches to the idea, helping 
to explain how it has motivated so many 
struggles throughout human history.

In her ambitious and impressive new 
book, Freedom: An Unruly History, the polit-
ical historian Annelien de Dijn approaches 
this massive subject from the standpoint of 
two conflicting interpretations of freedom 
and their interactions over 2,500 years of 
Western history. She starts her study by 
noting that most people think of freedom 
as a matter of individual liberties and, in 
particular, of protection from the intru-
sions of big government and the state. This 
is the vision of liberty outlined in the open-
ing paragraph of this essay, one that drives 
conservative ideologues throughout the 
West. De Dijn argues, however, that this 
is not the only conception of freedom and 
that it is a relatively recent one. For much 

cannot be truly free if one’s community or 
nation isn’t; freedom must belong to one 
and to all.

D
e Dijn divides Freedom into 
three roughly equal parts. 
In the first, she tracks the 
rise of the idea of freedom 
in the ancient world, with a 

focus on the Greek city-states and the Ro-
man Republic; in the second, she examines 
the revival of this idea in the Renaissance 
and the Age of Revolution; and in the third, 
she considers libertarian challenges to the 
classical notion of freedom and the rise 
of a new conception focused primarily on 
individual rights.  

For most of this long history, de Dijn is 
quick to note, the classical idea of freedom 
as democratic empowerment held sway. 
The turning point, she contends, came 
with the reaction against the revolutionary 
movements of the late 18th century in 
North America, France, and elsewhere. 
Conservative intellectuals like Edmund 
Burke in Britain and liberals like Benja-
min Constant in France not only rejected 
the era’s revolutionary ideology; they also 
developed a new conception of freedom 
that viewed the  state as its enemy rather 
than as a tool for its triumph. Eventually, in 
the modern era, this counterrevolutionary 
conception of freedom became dominant.  

The heart of Freedom thus consists of an 
in-depth exploration of how the demands 
of democracy gave birth to the original 
idea of freedom and how, in the face of the 
democratic revolutions of the late 18th cen-
tury, the concept was once again remade. 
In tackling this rather unwieldy subject, 
de Dijn uses the approach of intellectual 
history to tell her story, centering her anal-
ysis around a series of foundational texts by 
famous and obscure writers and thinkers 
alike, ranging from classical scholars like 
Plato and Cicero through Petrarch and 
Niccolò Machiavelli to Jean-Jacques Rous-
seau, Burke, John Stuart Mill, and Ber-
lin. She skillfully interweaves this textual 
analysis with the flow of historical events, 
vividly illustrating the relationship between 
the theory and practice of freedom and 
reminding us that no concept is immune to 
change over time.

For de Dijn, the story of freedom begins 
with the Greek city-state, which marked 
not only the birthplace of democracy but 
also the origin of the democratic 
conception of liberty—the ideal 
of the self-ruling city-state. She 
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notes that a major part of the originality of Greek thinkers was not just to contrast their 
freedom with slavery (specifically the slavery of the Persian Empire) but also to recon-
ceptualize freedom as liberation from political rather than personal bondage. By 500 bce, 
several Greek city-states, most notably Athens, had begun to develop democratic systems 
of self-rule in which all male citizens took part in decision-making through general as-
semblies. De Dijn argues that ancient Greek ideas of freedom developed in this context, 
emphasizing that freedom came with the ability of people to rule themselves as free men. 
I use the words “free men” deliberately because women and, of course, enslaved persons 
had no right to participate in democratic self-government. That inconsistency in fact 
reinforces de Dijn’s general point: that participation in democracy was the essence of 
freedom in the ancient world.  

In her discussion of freedom in classical 
Greece and Rome, de Dijn does not fail to 
note the many objections to this idea of lib-
erty, some from leading philosophers like 
Plato and Aristotle. For example, in a pas-
sage that, by raising the key issue of prop-
erty rights, seems all too modern, Aristotle 
noted, “If justice is what the numerical 
majority decide, they will commit injustice 
by confiscating the property of the wealthy 
few.” Gradually, many in Greece turned to 
another conception of freedom, one that 
emphasized personal inner strength and 
self-control over democratic rights. Yet the 
idea of democratic freedom did not die, 
even as these notions of personal rights 
took shape—and this was especially true 
with the formation of the Roman Republic.  

Similar to the city-states of Greece, 
the Roman Republic thrived for a while as 
the embodiment of freedom for its male 
citizens, grounding liberty in the practice 
of civic democracy. Overthrown by Julius 
Caesar and Mark Antony, the republic gave 
way to the Roman Empire, yet historians 
and philosophers like Livy, Plutarch, and 
Lucan continued to praise the virtues of the 
republican freedom fighters. In contrast, 
the empire—and even more so its succes-
sor (at least in terms of the moral imag-
ination), Christianity—divorced freedom 
from democracy and instead conceived it 
as personal autonomy and the choice to 
accept authority. Out of the collapse of the 
classical city-states and republics came a 
new ideal of liberty, one no longer centered 
on collective life and political activity but 
instead on individual spirituality and a sub-
mission to power. 

T
he defeat of democratic 
freedom by imperial ab-
solutism would play a key 
role in shaping the reviv-
al of the ideal in the city-

states of Renaissance Italy, underscoring 
the link between artistic liberty 
and self-government. The second 
part of Freedom considers this re-

vival in Europe from the Renaissance to the 
Age of Revolution. De Dijn notes, for ex-
ample, that Renaissance thinkers embraced 
the ancient ideal of democratic liberty as a 
reaction against the aristocratic royalism of 
the Middle Ages; the rebirth of knowledge 
was equally a rebirth of freedom.  

Like the Renaissance in general, this 
renewed idea of democratic freedom arose 
first in 14th-century Italy, where cities 
like Venice and especially Florence bore 
a certain resemblance to the city-states of 
ancient Greece. Humanists like Petrarch 
and Michelangelo embraced the idea; even 
Machiavelli, best known to posterity for 
advising would-be rulers in The Prince, 
argued in The Discourses for a return to the 
ancient model of freedom. In Northern 
Europe, writers and thinkers adopted the 
idea of democratic freedom in opposition 
to monarchical rule, frequently characteriz-
ing the latter as freedom’s opposite, slavery. 
This was especially true in England, where 
the Puritan insurgents who executed King 
Charles I in 1649, at the height of the 
English Revolution, referred to ancient 
models of liberty to justify their unprece-
dented action.  

In de Dijn’s analysis, the revival of dem-
ocratic freedom laid the ground for the 
Atlantic Revolutions of the late 18th cen-
tury, which she refers to as the “crowning 
achievement” of the movement. Her anal-
ysis focuses primarily on the American and 
French revolutions, especially the former. 
Although she does mention the Haitian 
Revolution, it would be interesting to see 
how a fuller consideration of that event, 
and of the issue of slave revolt in general, 
might have shaped her analysis.  

De Dijn’s consideration of the Ameri-
can and French revolutions continues her 
emphasis on two themes: the indebtedness 
of theoreticians and freedom fighters to 
the classical tradition, and the link between 
freedom and democracy. John Adams, for 
example, compared the American revolu-
tionaries with the Greek armies that stood 
against Persia. A 1790 Paris revival of Vol-

taire’s play Brutus, about the most prom-
inent of Caesar’s assassins, won acclaim 
from the Jacobin public. De Dijn notes how 
revolutionaries in both countries viewed 
submission to monarchy as slavery and in-
sisted not just on its abolition but also on the 
creation of systems of government answer-
able to the people. She extensively discusses 
the importance of ideas of natural rights 
during this era, focusing on key documents 
like the US Bill of Rights and the French 
Declaration of the Rights of Man, and she 
disputes the idea that these constituted in-
dividualistic rejections of government inter-
ference, arguing instead that they reflect the 
conviction that civil liberties can exist only 
in a democratic polity.  

Yet if the Atlantic Revolutions marked 
the apogee of the Renaissance’s call for 
democratic freedom, they also constitut-
ed its grand finale, its swan song. In the 
final section of Freedom, de Dijn explores 
the historical reaction against democratic 
freedom that produced the currently dom-
inant idea of liberty as freedom from state 
interference. This new interpretation arose 
out of the struggle against the American 
and French revolutions; as she notes in her 
introduction, “Ideas about freedom com-
monplace today…were invented not by the 
revolutionaries of the eighteenth and nine-
teenth centuries but rather by their critics.” 

This is the heart of de Dijn’s argument 
in this section of Freedom, and she bases it 
on several themes. One is the idea, pro-
moted by the German philosopher Johann 
August Eberhard, that political and civil 
liberty oppose rather than reinforce each 
other, that one could enjoy more individ-
ual rights and freedoms in an enlightened 
monarchy than in a democracy. The vi-
olence of the Reign of Terror during the 
French Revolution gave this abstract argu-
ment concrete weight, enabling democracy 
to be portrayed as the bloody rule of the 
mob and turning many intellectuals against 
it. Burke was perhaps the best known of 
these conservative critics, but he was cer-
tainly not the only one. Others challenged 
the idea of majority rule, seeing in it not 
freedom but a tyranny of the many over the 
few that was inimical to individual rights. 
Constant rejected the revolutionaries’ at-
tempts to return to the democratic freedom 
of the ancient world, arguing instead that, 
in the modern age, protecting individuals 
from government was the essence of liberty.  

This conflict over the legacy of the At-
lantic Revolutions gave rise, de Dijn argues, 
to modern liberalism, which during much 
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of the 19th century championed liberty and 
rejected mass democracy as the source of 
violent revolution and tyranny. Through-
out Europe, liberals supported govern-
ments based on suffrage limited to men of 
property; as the French minister François 
Guizot famously proclaimed, if people 
wanted the vote, they should become rich. 
The upheavals of 1848 reaffirmed the dan-
gers of revolutionary democracy for liberal 
intellectuals. Ultimately, liberalism merged 
with movements for popular representation 
to create that strangest of political hybrids, 
liberal democracy. As suggested by one 
of its foundational texts, Mill’s great 1859 
essay “On Liberty,” a system of limited 
democracy would allow the masses some 
stake in government while at the same 
time protecting individual freedoms and 
property rights.  

T
he 19th century brought 
new challenges to the indi-
vidualist idea of freedom, 
however. In Europe, liberals 
viewed the rise of social-

ism as a threat to personal freedom, above 
all because it threatened the right to own 
property. In the United States, the Civil 
War challenged liberal ideas of democracy 
and property rights by freeing and enfran-
chising enslaved Black people. Indeed, we 
might say that the Civil War was framed 
around contested notions of freedom: In 
the South, much more than in the North, 
the war was initially portrayed as a struggle 
for freedom—not just the freedom to own 
slaves but more generally the ability of free 
men to determine their own fate. Likewise, 
in the North, “free men, free labor, free 
soil” become a central mantra of the Repub-
lican Party, and the war was also understood 
eventually as a struggle for emancipation.  

As de Dijn argues, these challenges 
would only continue and increase during 
the early 20th century, leading to the de-
cline of liberalism in the face of new col-
lectivist ideologies like communism and 
fascism. The era of the two world wars 
seemed to many the death knell of indi-
vidual liberty, perhaps even of the individ-
ual himself. Even the attempts to preserve 
freedom, such as the New Deal in the 
United States, seemed more inspired by 
the traditions of democratic freedom than 
by its liberal individualist renderings. It is 
therefore all the more remarkable that the 
victory of these forces in World War II 
would bring about a powerful revival of 
individualist liberalism.  

In the decade after the collapse of Nazi 
Germany, intellectuals like Berlin and Frie-
drich Hayek would reemphasize the impor-
tance of individual freedom—what Berlin 
termed “negative liberty”—and their ideas 
would land on fertile soil in Europe and 
America. Much of this perspective arose 
out of the Cold War, with the Soviet Union 
representing the same kind of threat to 
conservative ideas of liberty that the Jaco-
bin Republic had 150 years earlier. Cold 
War liberals reemphasized the principle 
of liberal democracy as, in effect, limited 
democracy with protections for individual 
rights against the passions of the mob.  

De Dijn largely concludes her analysis 
of freedom’s history with the aftermath of 
World War II, but it is worth extending her 
story to explore the success of this vision of 
liberty since the 1950s. 
In the United States, in 
particular, the rise of the 
welfare state that began 
with the New Deal and 
culminated with the 
Great Society prompted 
a sharp counterreaction, 
one that framed its pol-
itics around the idea of 
individual liberty and 
resistance to big gov-
ernment. Traditional 
conservatives in the Re-
publican Party as well 
as a growing number of 
neoconservatives linked their Cold War 
politics to their opposition to the welfare 
state, insisting that the Soviet Union’s and 
the United States’ experiments in social 
democracy had eroded freedom in both 
countries, and they were joined by those 
resisting the achievements of the civil rights 
movement, reinforcing the relationship be-
tween whiteness and freedom. Triumphing 
with the election of Ronald Reagan as pres-
ident in 1980, this anti-egalitarian notion 
of freedom has dominated the Republican 
Party and much of American political life 
ever since. The House Freedom Caucus, 
to take one current example, owes its ex-
istence to thinkers like Burke and Berlin.  

F
reedom is a challenging and 
compelling analysis of one 
of the greatest intellectual 
and popular movements in 
the history of humankind. 

De Dijn writes well, making a powerful 
argument that is both unusual and hard 
to resist. She shows how the very nature 

of freedom can be interpreted in different 
ways by different people at different times. 
More specifically, she challenges conserva-
tives who wrap their ideology in the glori-
ous banner of freedom, revealing the long 
history of a very different vision of human 
liberation, one that emphasizes collective 
self-government over individual privilege. 
In doing so, she shows how philosophers, 
kings, and ordinary folk have used (and 
sometimes misused) the past to build the 
present and imagine the future.  

This is a very rich and complex tale, 
one that raises interesting questions and 
suggests further exploration of some of its 
key themes. Following the lead of one of 
the great scholars of freedom, Orlando Pat-
terson, de Dijn notes how many in the 
ancient world and at other periods in his-

tory conceived freedom 
as the opposite of slavery 
and yet also built osten-
sibly free societies that 
depended on the work of 
slaves. The denial of vot-
ing rights and thus free-
dom to women during 
most of history also 
speaks to this paradox. 
De Dijn underscores the 
importance of this con-
tradiction, but it would 
be useful to know more 
about how people at the 
time addressed it. Slavery 

has existed throughout much of human 
history, of course, but it is interesting to 
note that the new antidemocratic vision of 
freedom emerged most powerfully during 
a time characterized not only by the height 
of the slave trade but also by the thorough 
racialization of slavery. Could it be that it 
was easier to divorce freedom and democ-
racy when slavery was no longer an issue 
for white men and when the vision of re-
belling against slavery was upheld not only 
by ancient Greek fighters but also by Black 
insurgents in the Haitian Revolution?  

In her analysis, de Dijn stresses the tri-
umph of the individualist narrative of free-
dom in the years after World War II, but 
it bears remembering that those years also 
witnessed the unprecedented success of so-
cial democratic states, which offered an al-
ternate vision of freedom centered on social 
rights, redistribution, and working-class 
power. The success of these states came 
directly out of the wartime experi-
ence; millions who took part in the 
struggle against fascism fought not 

Few ideals have been 

so cherished—or so 

contested—as freedom.
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just against the Axis but for a more just and 
democratic world.  

Moreover, the postwar era witnessed 
two of the greatest freedom campaigns in 
history: the struggles for the decolonization 
of European empires and the American civ-
il rights movement. Both overwhelmingly 
cast themselves as crusades for a demo-
cratic vision of freedom. Julius K. Nyere-
re, the founding father of an independent 
Tanzania, wrote no fewer than six books 
with the word “freedom” in the title. The 
Reverend Martin Luther King Jr.’s “I Have 
a Dream” speech, arguably the greatest 
oration in 20th-century America, ended 
with the ringing words “Free at last! Free 
at last! Thank God Almighty, we are free 
at last!” One should note that resistance to 
racial equality played a central role in the 
formation of contemporary conservative 
ideology, so that to an important extent, 
the movement for individual freedom was a 
movement for white freedom.  

Finally, one should consider the possi-
bility that, at times, de Dijn’s two ideas of 
freedom may have points in common. In 
2009, at the dawn of the Tea Party move-
ment, a right-wing protester reportedly 
shouted, “Keep your government hands off 
my Medicare!” This statement, grounded 
in ignorance of the fact that Medicare is 
a government program, prompted much 
derision. But we should take a second look 
at what this suggests about the relation-
ship between these two contrasting ideas 
of freedom. The civil rights movement, 
to take one example, was a struggle for 
individual rights not based on skin color 
and, at the same time, for the protection 
of those rights by a more democratic gov-
ernment. To take another example, in June 
2015, the movement for LGBTQ rights 
achieved one of its greatest victories in the 
United States with the Supreme Court’s 
legalization of same-sex marriage. But did 
this represent the triumph of a democratic 
movement for freedom or the destruction 
of government restrictions on the rights of 
individuals to marry? In other words, isn’t 
protecting individual freedom precisely a 
key point of modern democracy?  

It is to de Dijn’s credit that Freedom: 
An Unruly History forces us to think about 
such important questions. At a time when 
the very survival of both freedom and de-
mocracy seems uncertain, books like this 
are more important than ever, as our so-

cieties contemplate both the heri-
tage of the past and the prospects 
for the future.  N

More Than Love
Kazuo Ishiguro’s futuristic inquiries into the present 
B Y  K A T I E  F I T Z P A T R I C K

w
hen i was young, i kept a large basket of stuffed 
animals, Beanie Babies, and Cabbage Patch Kids in 
the corner of my room. The Cabbage Patch Kids 
were hand-me-downs from my older sisters, and they 
had little outfits knitted, in an unusually sentimental 
gesture, by my grandma. There were too many for 

me to play with regularly, and I would sometimes lie awake looking 
at the basket and feeling guilty about their neglect. Once or twice, I 
assuaged this guilt by dragging the basket 
to the center of my room, sitting down 
next to it, and taking out one doll at a time. 
“I love you,” I would tell each in turn. “I’m 
sorry I can’t play with you more often.” 
Then I would put it back and take out 
the next, knowing that this would never 
be enough to make up for the weeks and 
months of abandonment.

Klara and the Sun—British novelist Ka-
zuo Ishiguro’s latest novel, and his first 
since winning the Nobel Prize in 2017—is 
narrated by a robot named Klara, created 

to serve as an AF, or Artificial Friend, to 
lonely children. The novel begins in an 
AF store, where Klara spends her days 
observing the passersby outside, trying to 
understand the human world she will one 
day join. While she is hopeful about her 
future, readers glimpse what might await 
AFs like her: Josie, who eventually buys 
Klara, promises her that she will live in her 
bedroom, “not in some cupboard or any-
thing.” Later, at a party, two teenage boys 
threaten to throw Klara across the room, 
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saying that their own Artificial Friend “lands on her feet every time” and hinting at the 
abuse many AFs may experience.

Although the early chapters focus on the exploitation of AFs, the novel gradually redi-
rects our attention from Klara to Josie. Why is she lonely enough to want an AF in the first 
place? Ishiguro reveals that Josie too has been the subject of scientific experimentation. 
Along with other children from her social class, she has been mysteriously altered in order 
to become smarter, so as to be more competitive in the college admissions process. This 
“lifting,” as it is called, seems to have been directed by her mother, Chrissie, who hopes 
to secure Josie’s future in a world populated by the swelling ranks of the “post-employed.” 

Despite its futuristic premise, Klara and the Sun is aimed at our present. It explores 
many of the subjects that fill our news feeds, from artificial intelligence to meritocracy. 
Yet its real political power lies not in these topical references but in its quietly eviscerating 
treatment of love. Through Klara, Josie, and Chrissie, Ishiguro shows how care is often 

Klara and the Sun
A Novel
By Kazuo Ishiguro
Knopf. 320 pp. $28
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intertwined with exploitation, how love is 
often grounded in selfishness. And this dy-
namic is not only interpersonal but central 
to today’s politics as well. Love, Ishiguro 
reminds us, is not always an antidote to 
exploitation and repression; it may even be 
the thing that makes us complicit in large-
scale violence. 

I
shiguro’s fiction has often 
explored the subject of 
complicity, but he has usu-
ally set these stories in a real 
or counterhistorical past. 

An Artist of the Floating World, published in 
1986, features an aging artist reflecting on 
his participation in the Japanese imperialist 
movement. The Remains of the Day, which 
came out three years later, tells the story 
of a British butler who realizes that he has 
spent his life in the loyal service of a Nazi 
sympathizer. More recent works have also 
explored the forms of self-delusion that al-
low violence to flourish, but they’ve shifted 
from historical Britain or Japan to worlds of 
Ishiguro’s own invention. In his 2005 book, 
Never Let Me Go, he imagines a counter-
factual 1990s England that triumphs over 
disease by producing a subordinate class of 
human clones whose organs are harvested. 
The novel is set at a boarding school where 
clones are raised by reformist liberal care-
takers who give their young lives a veneer 
of normalcy but do nothing to challenge 
the organ-harvesting program that will 
eventually kill them.

Of all of Ishiguro’s previous novels, 
Never Let Me Go is the one readers are 
likeliest to connect with Klara and the Sun. 
The narrator of Never Let Me Go, a clone 
named Kathy H., can be seen as the tem-
plate for Klara. Both have been taught to 
please the people who exploit them, and 

both are keen to perform well at such a 
task. In both novels, readers are presented 
with a similar narrative structure: Ishiguro 
unspools his plot gradually by using narra-
tors who themselves are only just coming 
to understand the worlds in which they 
live. In a particularly nice touch, the latter 
novel restricts its metaphors to Klara’s own 
restricted range of experience. While still 
living in the AF store, she reflects that her 
shifting emotions are “like the shadows 
made across the floor by the ceiling lamps 
after the grid went down.” Once she moves 
to Josie’s house, the sky is described as “the 
color of the lemons in the fruit bowl” or 
“the gray of the slate chopping boards.” 

The differences between Never Let Me 
Go and this novel are as revealing as the 
similarities. Klara is almost immediately 
established as inhuman, but Ishiguro spends 
the rest of the novel humanizing her, help-
ing us chart the development of her own 
complex inner life. In Never Let Me Go, we 
follow the opposite trajectory: When we 
meet Kathy and the other clones at the start 
of that book, we have little reason to believe 
they are anything other than normal human 
children; it is only as the story unfolds that 
we learn that they are clones and, as such, 
are viewed as inhuman by their society.

Ishiguro’s study of the way we dehuman-
ize others—even those who are essential to 
our survival—has led critics to explore the 
radical underpinnings of his work. Writing 

in the New Left Review, Nancy Fraser notes 
that the novel should remind us of “those 
whom our social order…treats as spare 
parts—as sweatshop labour, as breeders, as 
disposable workers.” Mimi Wong adds that 
Never Let Me Go is a “masterpiece of racial 
metaphor.” While the race of Kathy and 
the other clones is never mentioned (and 
the film version casts them as white), Wong 
argues that their subordination mirrors 
both historical and contemporary forms 
of racism. 

Klara and the Sun also allows us to draw 
similar parallels between Ishiguro’s science 
fiction and real-world exploitation. But 
there is one striking difference in the way 
these books depict oppression: In Never Let 
Me Go, the clones’ exploitation by humans 
hinges on people’s ability to dehumanize 
and forget them. Their lives are invisible to 
those who will one day use their organs. But 
in Klara and the Sun, the AFs’ exploitation 
hinges on people’s ability to humanize and 
know them. The AFs are harvested pre-
cisely for the kinds of human interactions 
they provide their human owners. While 
both novels consider the exploitation of so-
called disposable workers, this book focuses 
on those we exploit primarily for emotional 
labor and care work—a timely commentary 
during a pandemic in which the essential 
workers who care for us are too often treat-
ed as disposable.

Anne Whitehead notes that in Never 
Let Me Go, empathy produces cruelty as 
much as care; empathizing with those close 
to us may be our justification for harming 
others. In Klara and the Sun, Ishiguro makes 
a related argument: When our affection for 
others emerges from our own loneliness 
and desire for connection, it may never 
shed itself of selfishness and violence. Josie 
empathizes with Klara enough to solicit her 
consent (“I don’t want you coming against 
your will,” she tells her at the store) and to 
treat her as a confidante and friend, but this 
kind of empathy is not enough to undo the 
uneven basis of their relationship. If Never 
Let Me Go demonstrates how easily we can 
exploit those we never have to see, Klara 
and the Sun shows how easily we can exploit 
even those we claim to love.

A
t the end of the book, Klara 
reflects back on a mad sci-
entist character named Mr. 
Capaldi, who had “searched 
and searched” to 

discover any special essence that 
could distinguish human beings 
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from AFs. Klara concludes that he was 
“searching in the wrong place.” There 
is “something very special,” she realizes, 
but it isn’t something inside us—a soul, a 
spirit, a consciousness. Instead, it is inside 
those who love us. Klara delivers this 
moral with full, nauseating sincerity, but 
it is in fact doubly tragic. First, this moral 
reminds us that Klara herself has been 
excluded from acts and feelings of genuine 
love, and second, it signals that she has not 
really understood the other characters in 
the novel, whose expressions of love are 
deeply flawed.

The limitations of human love are per-
haps most visible in the relationship be-
tween Josie and her mother. Klara often 
tries to side with Josie, helping to steer 
their tense Sunday breakfasts away from 
“danger topics” like schoolwork. But Klara 
also becomes complicit in Chrissie’s cruelty 
toward Josie—a dynamic that first becomes 
apparent during a day trip to a waterfall.

Josie’s lifting has left her mysteriously ill 
and often bedridden. For this reason, she 
is thrilled when Chrissie promises to take 
her and Klara to a favorite hiking spot. But 
shortly before the much-anticipated trip, 
Chrissie tells Josie that she is too sick to 
go and takes Klara alone instead. Then, at 
the waterfall, Chrissie asks Klara if she will 
imitate Josie. In Josie’s voice, Klara tells 
Chrissie, “It’s okay, Mom, don’t worry. I’ll 
get well soon.” Klara is not only an artifi-
cial friend to Josie, then, but a substitute 
for her. To Chrissie, Josie herself proves to 
be a kind of doll, cherished but easily left 
behind or replaced.

The one meaningful relationship in 
Klara and the Sun—the one hopeful bea-
con of love—is found between Josie and a 
boy named Rick. They are neighbors who 
have grown up together and vowed to love 
each other forever, even though Josie is 
lifted and Rick is not. In a beautiful set of 
scenes, the two communicate their feelings 
to each other through what they call the 
“bubble game.” Josie, lying ill in her bed, 
draws figures—of herself, him, others—
and passes them down to Rick, who sits 
on the floor at her bedside, adding speech 
bubbles to the drawings. Through this 
game, they discover the places where their 
interpretations of the world align and talk 
about the places where they do not. They 
discover a love that is defined not by one 
person impressing their desires onto anoth-

er but by mutual understanding. 
One of Josie’s drawings is cov-

ered with a tangled mesh of sharp-

looking objects, with a “tranquil space” in 
a bottom corner where “the figures of two 
small people could be seen, their backs to 
passers-by, walking away hand in hand.” 
Klara is moved by this image, and she even-
tually comes to believe that Josie will be 
healed, if only Rick’s love is strong enough. 
She’s right, in one way. In the end, Josie 
does get better, but she and Rick drift apart. 
Unable to attend the same college after 
Josie’s lifting, they “show kindness to each 
other” but are “now preparing such differ-
ent futures.” Even love cannot transcend 
the dynamics of class. 

Rick’s final conver-
sation with Klara may 
also lead us to wonder 
how real their love 
ever was. “Josie and I 
will always be together 
at some level,” he ex-
plains. “I know I’ll al-
ways keep searching for 
someone just like her.” 
One might, at first, 
read this as a romantic 
sentiment. But it also 
suggests that, for Rick, 
Josie is substitutable. 
Like Chrissie, who has 
Klara act as Josie when her daughter is sick, 
Rick will find someone else who can play 
the role of Josie in his life. If Klara con-
cludes that the love of others makes human 
beings special, then it is disturbing to see 
that those who love Josie see little unique 
about her. 

O
ne of the most startling mo-
ments in Klara and the Sun
comes when Rick’s moth-
er, Helen, accuses Josie’s 
father—casually, over su-

shi—of having “fascistic leanings.” Typi-
cally, fascism in an Ishiguro novel is a bit 
like sex in a Henry James novel: a pervasive 
presence, but one that can only be hinted 
at or circled around. Indeed, the characters 
gathered at the table react to this damning 
charge much as one might react to an unex-
pected sexual joke. “Mum, for God’s sake,” 
Rick sighs, while Josie’s father reminds 
Helen that they cannot have such a conver-
sation “in front of the kids.” 

In earlier works like An Artist of the 
Floating World and The Remains of the 
Day, Ishiguro treated fascist violence as a 
half-repressed, unspeakable memory. Sit-
uated at what Francis Fukuyama called 
“the end of history,” these novels view the 

violent clash of ideologies as a thing of the 
past. As Ishiguro explained in his Nobel 
lecture, his generation “grew up against 
the backdrop of the great clash…between 
capitalism and communism and witnessed 
what many of us believed to be a happy 
conclusion. But now, looking back, the era 
since the fall of the Berlin Wall seems like 
one of complacency,” one in which war, 
inequality, austerity, far-right ideologies, 
and “racism, in its traditional forms and in 
its modernized, better-marketed versions,” 
have been left to fester and grow. Klara 

and the Sun is Ishiguro’s 
first post-Brexit, post-
Trump novel, and it 
tackles rising far-right 
ideologies head-on; 
fascism, he suggests, is 
no longer unspeakable. 

Indeed, it is only 
barely disavowed by 
the novel’s liberal char-
acters. While Josie and 
Rick eat sushi with 
their parents, Rick’s 
mother explains that 
she once loved, and 
perhaps still loves, a 
man with similar fascis-

tic leanings. “He always has done though I 
always tried not to notice…,” she trails off. 
For his part, Josie’s father defends his fas-
cist allegiances by explaining that they give 
him a sense of belonging and community: 
“I’m sharing my life with some very fine 
people,” he explains. This may or may not 
be a reference to the supposedly “very fine 
people” Donald Trump saw marching for 
white supremacy in Charlottesville, Va., 
but either way, the exchange between these 
two characters demonstrates how our own 
loneliness may draw us toward violence or 
cause us not to notice it.

Ultimately, Klara and the Sun warns 
us against any naive faith in the power 
of love. We cannot trust that Rick’s love 
for Josie or Josie’s love for Klara will 
undo—or even challenge—the social hi-
erarchies and the structures of power that 
define the modern world. Instead, we 
must do the harder work of recognizing 
the places where affection and violence 
produce each other, where love distracts 
us from fascism, where care shades into 
exploitation. Klara and the Sun is a story 
as much about our own world as about 
any imagined future, and it reminds us 
that violence and dehumanization can also 
come wrapped in the guise of love.  N

Klara and the Sun is 

a story as much about 

our own world as about 

any imagined future.
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The Two Narratives
Ami Ayalon’s political evolution 
B Y  R A J A  S H E H A D E H 

a
mi ayalon’s FRIENDLY FIRE is a book that sits uneasily 
between two narratives. In one, Ayalon, a former direc-
tor of the Israeli security service Shin Bet, repeats the 
story that Israel tells the world: that the failure to achieve 
peace in the region is due to Palestinian terrorism and 
the refusal to accept Israel’s existence. In the other, 

he offers a personal account of how his understanding of that story—
and of the Palestinians themselves—has changed drastically over time.

In telling the first story, Ayalon gives 
the impression that all would have been 
well if only the Palestinians hadn’t refused 
to come to terms with the Jewish state. But 
what makes Friendly Fire a unique con-
tribution to understanding what is taking 
place in contemporary Israel, and what 
needs to be done to achieve peace, is its 
author’s audacity and readiness to confront 
the myopia of this narrative and consider 
its shortcomings. 

Who is Ami Ayalon? For a long 
time, he was a loyal member of the 
Israeli military and security ser-

vices, someone who had eagerly bought 
into the assumptions on which the state is 
based and its history narrated. For 20 years, 
Ayalon served in Flotilla 13, the Israeli ver-
sion of the Navy SEALs, and he describes 
himself during this period as a person for 
whom “the Palestinian militants were mere 
targets which [he] took without flinching.” 
He then served as a commander of the Is-
raeli Navy before being appointed chief of 
the Shabak, also known as Shin Bet.

Born in Tiberias in 1945, Ayalon cur-
rently lives in the northern moshav, or set-

tlement, of Kerem Maharal. The moshav, 
he tells us, was once the prosperous Pales-
tinian village of Ijzim, and he in fact lives in 
a house that belonged to a Palestinian. Yet 
even though the Galilee has a large Pales-
tinian population, he admits that he rarely 
sees any Palestinians on a daily basis. 

For Ayalon, the fact that his moshav was 
built on the ruins of a Palestinian village 
is merely one episode in a long history of 
displacement. Throughout the region, he 
writes, “you can’t dig a hole without turning 
up some trace from eight strata of time. 
Canaanites, Israelites from the First and 
Second Temple periods, Persians, Greeks, 
Byzantines, Arabs, and Ottomans all estab-
lished settlements in our area.” He tells us 
this so that we won’t worry too much about 
this pattern of displacement—and yet, of 
course, the Palestinians of Ijzim lived there 
only 72 years ago, not thousands of years 
earlier. Their displacement is not ancient 
news but part of an immediate reality. They, 
along with their entire nation, are deprived 
of not only their homes but also a future. 

To Ayalon’s credit, part of the story of 
Friendly Fire is the way in which he even-
tually comes to terms with this fact. By 
the end of the book, he acknowledges that 
Israel’s salvation will only be achieved when 
it confronts this past. But before doing so, 
he gives us a history of why his myopia 
persisted for as long as it did. 

Fighting in the War of 1967, Ayalon and 
his comrades subscribed to the Jabotinsky 
doctrine of the “iron wall”: They had to 
continue fighting until their strength forced 
their enemies to accept Israel’s existence as 
a fait accompli. This sense of righteousness 
persisted after the war: Traveling through 
the occupied West Bank, Ayalon failed to 
see the Palestinians living there, just as he 
had failed to see the Palestinians living in 
the Galilee. Instead, all he saw were rocks, 
trees, and empty land to settle. In fact, he 
admits that the only thing that kept him 
from becoming a settler himself was his mil-
itary service. “Someone,” he explains, “had 
to defend all that liberated land.” 

For Ayalon, the new settlements repre-
sented a continuation of the idealism that 
he’d been raised with. Israel’s occupation 
of Palestinian land was part of a larger 
historical project of settlement, not unlike 
the earlier kibbutz movement. One of the 
common assumptions that his book dispels 
is that the settlement of the West Bank was 
primarily a Likud party project. As Ayalon 
tells us, while it was true that Israeli Prime 
Minister Menachem Begin couldn’t say 
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through a camp. Later that night, he 
reflected on what had happened. He re-
membered a boy not older than 15 gazing 
at him with hatred: “His look which felt 
like a declaration of war struck me hard-
er than the shrapnel.” It was then that 
he saw himself through the eyes of this 
youngster. “On the kibbutz I was raised 
to hate the oppressor and to value human 
dignity and freedom above all else, and 
according to those values I had to agree 
with the boy in the camp: I was a hateful 
occupier and oppressor of millions of 
Palestinians who aspired to political in-
dependence,” he writes.

Later, his experiences “in and out of 
the Shabak interrogation room” shat-
tered his “lifelong preconceptions about 
the Palestinians.” His time in the Shabak 
forced him to realize that for peace to 
be truly achieved, Israel needed to stop 
dehumanizing the Palestinians. His reck-
oning with this fact was so total that he 
insisted to his peers that the Palestinian 
militants he’d once described as “mere 
targets” must be seen as human beings, 
even if he still situated their humanity 
within the context of Israel’s struggle 
“to end terrorism.” As Ayalon observes, 
if Israel wanted to end terrorism, “we 
couldn’t continue regarding them as eter-
nal enemies, and we needed to stop dehu-
manizing them as animals on the prowl. 

to hand back the land of our forefathers to 
our enemies like Eisenhower had done in 
1956 with the Sinai Peninsula.” But even 
so, he reminds us that his own involvement 
in the settlement movement would not 
have been motivated by “Zionist-socialist 
New Man ideology nor the post-Holocaust 
ethos of Never Again.” Rather, “it all came 
down to the thrill of adventure and danger, 
the intoxicating adrenaline of the fight—
the desire to push our limits. Swimming 
faster, diving deeper, running farther, and 
shooting less out of careful deliberation 
than instinct and intuition constituted the 
formula for survival. In our line of work, if 
you hesitated, your target would drop you.”

O
ne exceptional feature of 
Friendly Fire is that Ayalon, 
by charting his own trans-
formation, articulates the 
range of attitudes many 

Israelis have toward their Palestinian 
neighbors. For example, before the first 
intifada, the author, like many Israelis, 
only saw satisfied, contented people in 
Gaza and thought that the occupation 
was benefiting them. “Unlike the French 
in Algeria, we weren’t colonists; we were 
liberating land that had belonged to us 
since antiquity. As for the Palestinians, 
we were ‘enlightened conquerors.’ We 
built them universities and roads and 
introduced modern agriculture.” Only 
later did he come to realize how mis-
taken he was, how his prior view of the 
occupation was an example of colonial 
wishful thinking.

So, with time, Ayalon’s position began 
to change. In Gaza during the first inti-
fada, he was riding in a military jeep that 
came under a hail of stones as it drove 

They are people who desire, and deserve, 
the same national rights we have.”

Specific incidents during his time 
in the Shabak only deepened this view. 
When Ayalon visits the Jewish settle-
ments in the West Bank and talks to 
their leaders, what he hears worries him. 
“Reading about the settlers and their 
mindset was one thing,” he discovers; 
sitting across the table from the likes of 
Noam Livnat, “who truly believed that 
God had given him power over Arabs,” 
was something entirely different. It was 
the first time, Ayalon writes, that he had 
ever heard anyone defend what can only 
be described as apartheid: two sets of 
laws, rules, and standards and two sep-
arate infrastructures. “If Arabs behaved 
themselves and acquiesced to our do-
minion, we’d allow them access to water 
and a bit of electricity,” he recalls Livnat 
saying. “The fact that we hadn’t yet driv-
en them over the Jordanian border was, 
to his mind, a sign of our benevolence.”

Yehuda Etzion, another settler, tells 
Ayalon that he wants to destroy the Dome 
of the Rock, Islam’s third most holy site, 
and replace it with the Third Temple. But 
it was Rabbi Yitzhak Shapira’s theocratic 
plot to change the laws of Israel that left 
the strongest impression. Shapira hoped 
to “turn an Arab living in the Land of 
Israel into a ger, or resident alien,” a 
plan that Ayalon feared would undermine 
Israel’s legal system. After hearing from 
these settlers, he could only conclude that 
“these are the people we should be really 
afraid of.” 

As shocking as their pronouncements 
were, what finally led to Ayalon’s change 
of heart was the Oslo Accords and their 
aftermath. He came to agree with for-
mer Israel Defense Forces chief of staff 
Dan Shomron, who, at the beginning of 
the first intifada, told Israeli politicians 
that “Palestinian terrorism wasn’t a mil-
itary phenomenon and as such the army 
couldn’t defeat it. All the army could do 
was fight back the flames to create breath-
ing room for the politicians to launch a 
political process.”

After Oslo, Ayalon repeated Shom-
ron’s message whenever his advice was 
sought: “Ultimately, ending terrorism 
depends on politics.” In his view, the 
accords had made Al Fatah, the old ene-
my, into a partner. Now Israel’s enemies 
were the Islamist groups, primar-
ily Hamas. And yet even here, 
despite Israel’s military might, it 

Friendly Fire
How Israel Became Its 
Own Worst Enemy and 
the Hope for Its Future
By Ami Ayalon, with 
Anthony David 
Steerforth Press. 
320 pp. $27

enough about Judea and Samaria, the biblical names for the West Bank, the establish-
ment of settlements in the region was not a project of the Israeli right but rather of the 
Labor government that preceded Likud’s rise to power. The first settlements were inau-
gurated by Labor immediately after the occupation in 1967. Under the administration 
of Levi Eshkol, with the secular Moshe Dayan as defense minister, Israel “quietly created 
the space for settlements in direct violation of international law explicitly forbidding an 
occupying power from building on conquered territory,” Ayalon writes. 

The settlements drew support from the left as well as from the right. Early settlements, 
such as Ofra, received guidance from members of the Labor kibbutz Merom Golan, peo-
ple who knew “how to create facts on the ground.” Ofra, which is not far from Ramallah, 
where I live, was built mainly on privately owned Palestinian land, not only in violation of 
international law but also of many Israeli rules.

Ayalon admits that had he been in the government then, he would have done the same 
thing: “The more settlements, the less likely a future American president would force us 

Raja Shehadeh is a founder of Al-Haq and the 
author of Strangers in the House, When the 
Bulbul Stopped Singing, and Going Home.

41



theB&AB O O K S

A R T S

would become clear that politics, not force, was the only thing 
that could lead to a peaceful resolution of the conflict. In the 
end, Ayalon believed, only the leadership of Yasir Arafat could 
defeat Hamas. Moreover, if the Palestinian Authority worked 
with Israel to fight Hamas, then Israel would have to follow 
through on the terms of the Oslo Accords and withdraw from 
over 90 percent of the occupied territories. While the Shabak 
was stuck in the past, the rest of Israel was ready for a new era 
of politics—perhaps even peace.

In the course of his awakening, Ayalon began to wonder 
why it had taken so long. “Why hadn’t we officers been handed 
translations of [the Palestinian declaration of independence] in 
1988?” he writes. And what if Israel had “recognized Arafat’s 
strategic shift ten years earlier?” Might the country “not be 
facing Hamas’s suicide bombers”? 

One answer is telling. Writing about the uncertain years 
of the late 1980s and early ’90s, Ayalon discusses how then–
Defense Minister Yitzhak Rabin, through the military govern-
ment in the occupied territories, secretly supported Hamas in 
the hope that the religious group would undercut the nation-
alists in the Palestine Liberation Organization. The Israeli 
establishment was not ready for the politics of peace, including 
its members who later claimed such a mantle.

O
nce Ayalon left the Shabak, he became outspo-
ken about the failure of Israel’s establishment 
to understand the conflict and provide Israelis 
with security. Often making himself unpopular, 
particularly in interviews conducted during the 
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second intifada, he told the Israeli public what it did not like 
to hear. 

In one interview with TV news host Shelly Yachimovich, 
Ayalon insisted that “our instinctive resort to disproportionate 
force...has created the opposite of what we want to achieve. We 
jeopardize our own security each time, in the name of security, 
our soldiers gun down Palestinian stone-throwers, and our ac-
tions fuel calls for revenge.” He added that “when Palestinians 
felt that preventing terrorism would lead to the end of our occu-
pation and the establishment of their own state, they cooperated 
with us. What most Palestinians sought, more than anything, 
wasn’t our blood—they just wanted to trust that the Israeli gov-
ernment would end the occupation and allow them to be free. 
And we’ve given them little reason to trust us.”

Yet despite all his efforts, Ayalon admits, his advice “had 
little long-term institutional effect on the Shabak and none on 
the army.” The killings continued. This led Ayalon to venture 
into politics himself. Once he became convinced that the Israeli 
government, and in particular the Shabak, would continue as 
before, he joined up with the Palestinian academic Sari Nus-
seibeh to launch a new initiative: a pair of organizations, the 
Palestinian People’s Campaign for Peace and Democracy and 
its Israeli counterpart, the People’s Voice. 

The twin groups’ strategy was to change the direction of the 
conflict by taking diplomacy out of the smoky back rooms and 
into the streets. Their platform included the following princi-
ples: There would be two states, for two nations, based on the 
June 4, 1967, borders, with selective acre-to-acre land swaps to 
benefit both peoples. Palestinian refugees would mainly return 
to the demilitarized state of Palestine, while the Jewish settle-
ments that remained in Palestinian territory would be evacuat-
ed. Israel would explicitly acknowledge its role in the suffering 
of the Palestinian people and participate in an international 
fund to compensate Palestinian refugees for their 1948 losses. 
Once a peace deal was signed, both sides would renounce all 
other claims. Jerusalem would be the open capital of both states, 
with the Arab neighborhoods under Palestinian control and the 
Jewish neighborhoods under Israeli control. 

Reading Ayalon’s revealing book, one can see that he has 
come a long way. Perhaps his most commendable conclusion is 
that Israel will never achieve peace until “we change the narra-
tive about the past and admit to ourselves that the Palestinians 
have a right to their own country alongside Israel, and on land 
we claim as ours.” And yet while Ayalon has revised his beliefs, 
he also remains unwilling to take responsibility for his role in 
the conflict between the two peoples in the first place, whether 
through his work in the Shabak or his participation in the mur-
der of Abu Jihad, a cofounder of Al Fatah, in 1988. 

At one point in the book, Ayalon shrugs at the possibility that 
the International Criminal Court in The Hague will try people like 
him for the crime of torture—a practice often used by the Shabak, 
even though Ayalon personally believed “that torture produced 
bad intelligence [and] dehumanized the torturer.” This makes 
me wonder whether a man who has made such a huge shift in his 
perspective toward Palestinians and their history is really willing to 
take responsibility for his past in an organization that he calls “the 
sewer.” On one matter, Ayalon is certainly right: For peace to be 
achieved, we need politics. But for politics to be achieved, we also 
need contrition from those, like Ayalon, whose crimes still haunt 
the Palestinian people.  N
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A Collective Experience
Can a new film capture the revolutionary energies of the Black Panthers?
B Y  S T E P H E N  K E A R S E

i
n the summer of 1967, fbi director j. edgar hoover 
issued the first in a series of memos outlining how 
the bureau would deal with what it deemed “black 
nationalist hate groups.” The memos, sent to the 
FBI offices participating in Cointelpro, the bureau’s 
covert (and illegal) counterintelligence program, are 

as infuriating and terrifying as they are outlandish. They claimed 
that the Southern Christian Leadership Conference and the Student 
Nonviolent Coordinating Committee 
were “violence-prone.” They declared that 
the FBI must prevent “a true black revolu-
tion” and likened a potential coalition of 
domestic Black political groups to Kenya’s 
Mau Mau rebellion. They even posited 
that Martin Luther King Jr. and Elijah 
Muhammad were peers, as if there were 
no substantial differences in their outlooks 
and tactics. The memos were more a racist 
projection than a work of intelligence.

Judas and the Black Messiah takes its title 
from these memos, in which Hoover warns 
of a “messiah who could unify, and electrify 
the militant black nationalist movement.” 
The film, directed by Shaka King, focuses 
on the FBI infiltration of the Illinois chapter 
of the Black Panther Party. Plotted like a 
thriller, the biopic uses the operation to ex-

plore the Black Power era and condemn the 
government apparatus that snuffed it out.

The titular messiah is Fred Hampton 
(Daniel Kaluuya), the charismatic chairman 
of the chapter, who was the group’s spokes-
person and one of its key organizers until 
his assassination by Chicago police working 
with the FBI. Judas is William O’Neal 
(LaKeith Stanfield), an informant who pro-
vided the information that led to Hampton’s 
death. The juxtaposition of these oppos-
ing visions of Blackness—radicalism ver-
sus complicity—powers the film, staging 
Hampton’s death and O’Neal’s deceit as a 
showdown between a Black revolutionary 
and a Black saboteur. When the filmmaker 
Terence Nance was shown an early cut of 
the film, he reportedly responded by say-

ing, “It kind of makes you question, which 
ancestor are you?”

T
he stark binary of savior and 
traitor has mixed results. In 
some ways, it makes the 
story juicier and more pro-
pulsive. King structures the 

story as a gritty thriller, introducing us to 
O’Neal on the night he stages a carjacking 
and following him as he’s recruited by the 
FBI, welcomed by the Panthers, and later 
swept up by the consequences of his ac-
tions. Stanfield’s performance is delicious-
ly squirrelly, swinging between comedy, 
bluster, and confusion. He imbues O’Neal 
with an intense longing, treating the mole’s 
dueling allegiances like unrequited loves. 
Though the FBI uses O’Neal’s criminal 
record as a cudgel, the scenes where he 
interacts with his handler (Jesse Plemons), 
mostly in a swanky restaurant, feel like il-
licit rendezvous. And when O’Neal is with 
Hampton, he’s conspicuously in awe of the 
man’s words.

Hampton, whom Kaluuya brings to life 
with fiery confidence, leads a steadier life—
but he too flirts with major change. As he 
educates new recruits, gives speeches, and 
traverses Chicago to form alliances with 
other political groups like the Young Lords 
and the Young Patriots Organization, he’s 
pursued by Deborah Johnson (Dominique 
Fishback), who is drawn to the Panthers 
after one of his outreach efforts. In one 
especially magical scene, they bond over a 
Malcolm X speech playing on vinyl, quot-
ing the recording to each other with wide, 
conspiratorial grins. As they grow clos-
er, Johnson questions the constant men-
tions of death and violence in Hampton’s 
speeches. Her conviction that he choose 
life over martyrdom is directed at the audi-
ence as well as Hampton. These competing 
threads of subterfuge, tenderness, and cre-
ative license help Judas and the Black Messiah
escape the usual staidness of biopics, which 
tend to exalt historical figures and traffic in 
hagiography rather than storytelling. 

But the film is curiously circumspect 
about the experience of Black Power. In 
its fixation on the FBI’s efforts to ensnare 
Hampton, it presents the Panthers more 
as a target than a party, never quite in-
habiting their perspective. Beyond Hamp-
ton’s arresting lectures and prescient 
coalition-building, scant attention is paid to 
the inner workings of the Chicago 
chapter or the national organiza-
tion. Allusions to Panthers in exile 
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(Eldridge Cleaver), incarcerated leaders (Huey P. Newton), and dead comrades (Bunchy 
Carter) are so fleeting they feel like minor details.

And then there’s the film’s uneven interest in the experiences of the members who 
flank Hampton as he moves about the city. While one real-life Panther, Jake Winters, 
is mourned in a touching conversation between Hampton and Winters’s mother after 
he is killed in a police shootout, another Panther, the fictional Judy Harmon, is never 
mentioned again after surviving another intense gun battle with Chicago police. Mean-
while, a leader of the Illinois chapter, Bobby Rush, appears throughout the movie but 
says little. At one point, as Hampton contemplates his return to prison, he asks, “Is the 
party about me or is it about the people?” The film tacitly chooses Hampton.

Historical dramas, by their nature, are filled with omissions. But it’s striking that the 
film has so little interest in Black Power as a collective experience—how it empowered 
groups and communities that were otherwise ignored, how it competed with other 
political ideologies, how it was pursued 
differently by the Panthers’ many con-
temporaries, some of whom the Panthers 
disparaged. The film rejects the notion of 
Hampton as a messiah, but it declines to 
advance or explore another framework. 

Betrayal is a constant theme in films 
about the Panthers and other Black 
militants, from Mario Van Peebles’s 
ham-fisted Panther to Tanya Hamilton’s 
haunted Night Catches Us to Spike Lee’s 
clumsy BlacKkKlansman, which begins with 
the infiltration by law enforcement of a 
Black radical group. Even the Afrofuturist 
superhero fantasy Black Panther is fueled 
by this theme: The rakish villain Erik Kill-
monger is motivated by the death of his 
father, who was killed for betraying the 
Wakandan state. While there’s clearly prec-
edent for this motif—the informants the 
FBI hired to infiltrate the Panthers were 
largely Black—Judas and the Black Messiah
highlights how reductive the theme can be. 
In focusing on O’Neal’s betrayal, the film 
narrows the FBI’s gross abuse of power into 
a character study.

For all of the movie’s nods to the full-
ness of the Chicago Panthers, it’s O’Neal 
who drives the narrative, tonally and the-
matically. Alongside the standard beats 
of an undercover-cop story—planting 
evidence, wearing a wire, nearly being 
outed—sequences from O’Neal’s real-life 
appearance in the civil rights documen-
tary series Eyes on the Prize are reenacted 
and used as interludes throughout. Shot 
with stark, bright lighting that contrasts 
with the rich, dark hues of the rest of the 
film, these moments emphasize O’Neal’s 
duplicity, reminding us that he will survive 
all the chaos he’s helping to foment. This 
all makes for gripping psychodrama and 
riveting plotting, but too often it places 
O’Neal alone in the center of the turmoil.

The film nods at the other 
Panthers’ struggles, and flashes of 
personality emerge in asides and 

deviations from the plot, from one Pan-
ther antagonizing a cop by reading Claude 
McKay’s poem “If We Must Die” to anoth-
er heroically confronting two officers con-
ducting an unwarranted pat-down of some 
Black men. But only O’Neal and Hampton 
feel whole. The rest of the Panthers—with 
the exception of Johnson, who visibly hard-
ens over the course of the film thanks to 
sterling acting by Fish-
back—seem like props 
rather than characters. 
They’re often filmed 
surrounding Hampton 
rather than interacting 
with him, as though 
they were his vassals, 
not his comrades.

In an interview, King argued that 
O’Neal’s waffling makes for a more com-
pelling story. “Fred Hampton came into 
this world fully realized,” he said. “He 
knew what he was doing at a very young 
age. Whereas William O’Neal is in a con-
flict; he’s confused. And that’s always going 
to make for a more interesting protago-
nist.” But while the tension and intrigue of 
O’Neal’s changing loyalties propel the sto-
ry, the singularity of his experience grows 
contrived and narrows the political scope 
of the narrative being told. Centering on 
O’Neal, the film overvalues the weight of 
his particular betrayal and ignores the larg-
er story of the Panthers and the structures 
that were devoted to their failure.

T
he film’s main mode is re-
straint, a style that occasion-
ally suits its depiction of the 
government’s leering gaze. 
A movie about the Black 

Panthers would seemingly lend itself to 
spectacle and provocation, but King insists 
on vérité and immersion. Every galvanizing 
Hampton speech is a spatial experience as 
well as a rhetorical one, the camera roving 

the rooms and crowds the chairman ad-
dresses. As he deplores fascism and advo-
cates for community power, we see faces 
scrunching and lighting up and grimacing, 
bodies moving, fists raised. Hampton was 
a phenomenal public speaker, so this is 
to be expected. But King gets something 
else too: In the scene in which Hampton 
returns to Chicago from prison and gives 
a riveting homecoming speech, the editing 
highlights the feedback between speaker 
and audience. Switching between tableaux 
and profiles, the room shrinks and expands 
in cadence with Hampton’s inflections, 
accenting the communal and individual 
impacts of his words. The sequence feels 
designed to insist that Hampton was not 
the center of gravity, not the messiah.

Violence, too, is used cautiously. When 
cops assault the Panther headquarters, 
the shootout is punctuated by reaction 
shots from a crowd of enraged onlookers. 
King clearly casts the cops as encroach-

ers but doesn’t revel 
in the Panthers’ hold-
ing their ground, in-
stead emphasizing the 
one-sidedness of the 
exchange. When the 
Panthers give up and 
are brutalized while 
being handcuffed, the 

camera cuts away from the blows and 
lingers on the concerned faces of the wit-
nesses. Compared with a film like Kathryn 
Bigelow’s Detroit, in which police brutality 
is gratuitously at its center, King makes 
clear that the purpose of the scene is state 
power rather than Black affliction. The 
move tacitly anticipates a viewer already 
inundated with images of Black death.  

The movie’s climax, a nighttime police 
raid that leaves Hampton and another Pan-
ther dead, is just as controlled. There’s no 
dwelling on the beliefs of the perpetrators, 
who are obscured in darkness as they sweep 
through Hampton’s apartment, guns blaz-
ing. There’s no lingering on the bullet 
holes that pock the walls. The victims, who 
have every reason to be outraged, don’t cry. 
We don’t even see Hampton die; instead, 
we see Johnson experience his death, Fish-
back’s face a stoic visage as gunfire flashes 
behind her. The film’s even keel can render 
it inert, especially when it depicts the FBI, 
which King resists embellishing despite 
the outrageous nature of Cointelpro. But 
in moments like this, King’s austerity is 
pure clarity. Fred Hampton was assassinat-
ed by his government.  N

The stark juxtaposition 

between radicalism 

and complicity powers 

the film.

44



 T H E N A T I O N 4 . 5 – 1 2 . 2 0 2 1

Along the Texas Border 

The last sentence in Jaime 
Garcia and Rick Treviño’s ar-
ticle “The Trump Meridian” 
[Feb. 22/March 1] reads, “As 
to what lessons we can learn 
from it… we’re still trying to 
figure that out.” But they had 
figured it out—it’s right there 
in their article (and in the 
articles about the not-so-poor 
people who had just attacked 
the Capitol). All the bottom 
half of the country wants is 
to be sure they can have a job 
that pays above the minimum 
wage, enough money to put 
food on the table and a roof 
over their heads, an afford-
able health care plan, and a 
chance for their children to 
make it in this country. This 
was borne out throughout the 
article. What else is there to 
say? Frank L. Friedman

Adjunct and Emeritus Professor,
Computer & Information Sciences

Temple University
philadelphia

Thanks for publishing “The 
Trump Meridian” and noting 
my hometown of Brownsville, 
Tex. But the article omits a 
vital point. Yes, there was a 
shift toward Donald Trump 
in the 2020 election along 
the border. But hundreds of 
thousands of Texas border 
residents, all registered to 
vote, did not do so. And in the 
entire state, less than 67 per-
cent of the registered voters 
voted. What’s more, there are 
millions of citizens in Texas 
who are eligible to register 
to vote. They didn’t. Get the 
picture? The rest of the states 
also have millions of people 
who are registered and do 
not vote, and millions more 
who could register and don’t. 
That is the much bigger story: 
discovering the answer to why 

there are so many nonvoters 
in the United States. Write 
it—before 2022 and 2024.

Eugene Novogrodsky
brownsville, tex.

Leveling Up

Re “Back Talk” [Feb. 22/
March 1]: Alexis Grenell’s 
column rang a bell for me, as 
someone who taught college 
students the value of compar-
ative politics for 35 years. She 
needs to be applauded for her 
persuasive case that “we need 
to level up to a parliamentary 
system.” Compared with our 
current system, a conversion to 
a parliamentary system would 
ensure more democracy, less 
factionalism, more account-
ability, and the kinds of public 
policy that reflect the wishes 
of a majority of Americans. 
A simple vote of no confi-
dence would have avoided the 
two failed efforts to impeach 
Donald Trump and erased the 
myth of checks and balances. 
Many who have lived under 
the parliamentary design rarely 
covet life under a presidential 
system such as ours. No system 
is perfect, but we can do much 
better with a new one.

David W. Dent
Professor Emeritus, 
Towson University

broomfield, colo.

Correction

“Amid the Wildfires,” by Micah 
Uetricht [Feb. 22/March 1], 
incorrectly stated that Mike 
Davis burned his draft card in 
1963 and drove a meat truck 
to a New Mexican restaurant 
called the Chicken Shack. He 
burned his draft card in 1965, 
and the Chicken Shack was 
located in California.
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dent has discretion, but if it’s a large attack, then the 
president has to come to Congress—because small 
attacks often escalate into large attacks.

JN: It was notable that several Senate Democrats 

raised concerns. Do you think there is a greater un-

derstanding among Democrats that it’s important to 

speak up when there’s a Democratic president?

RK: I do! We saw Tim Kaine, who I think carries a lot 
of weight because he’s a very respected voice across 
the ideological spectrum on matters of foreign policy, 
come out and be critical. We saw Chris Murphy do 
that, and Bernie Sanders did that.

I believe the White House took notice. It was no 
coincidence that a few days later they’re openly 
talking about how we need to have a new conver-
sation about the authorization of military force in 
Congress, and that the president supports that and 
supports Congress asserting its role. From reporting 
I read—and obviously I don’t have any information 
on this—but the reports I’ve read [indicate] that it 
has given the White House pause in terms of further 
strikes against the Iranian militia or in Syria. So I think 
that speaking out early was very important, because 
it set a tone that the Congress will not be rolled over 
by the executive branch on matters of war and peace, 
and that these issues are bigger than party loyalty.

JN: Drawing up a new AUMF is perilous. Real effort 

has to go into defining what is authorized, right?

RK: Well, John, you hit the nail on the head on what 
the challenge has been. Every time [US Representa-
tive] Barbara Lee builds a stronger coalition to repeal 
the AUMF, the debate gets caught up in “Well, what’s 
going to replace it?” One point that should be con-
sistent in whatever replaces it is a sunset provision—
that these authorizations shouldn’t last more than, 
ideally, a term of Congress. N

US Representative Ro Khanna is consistent. The 
California Democrat was an outspoken critic of 
former president Donald Trump’s unauthorized 
use of military force in the Middle East, and he
immediately objected when President Joe Biden ordered air strikes 
targeting Iranian-backed militias in Syria on February 25. I spoke with 
Khanna, a member of the House Armed Services Committee and 
the Peace and Security Task Force of the Congressional Progressive 
Caucus, on how Democratic members of Congress should respond to 
military actions by a Democratic president. —John Nichols

JN: Why was it necessary to speak up so quickly and so boldly about 

Biden’s decision to bomb Syria?

RK: I had told myself that I would try not to criticize the president in the 
first 100 days. I so desperately want the president to succeed. It’s im-
portant for our party. It’s important for our country. But I didn’t expect 
the president to engage in bombing the Middle East in the first 100 
days, either.

I thought it was so important that, early on, Congress take a stand and 
lay a claim, lay down a clear marker, that we cannot continue the cycle 
of escalation and bombing in the Middle East that has been counterpro-
ductive. Certainly we can’t continue it without [the president] coming 
to Congress for the authorization of military force and trying to seek to 
work in coalition with the United Nations under international law.

JN: Beyond the broader principles, there were specific concerns with 

this mission, correct?

RK: This was not an imminent threat. It was not that our troops were 
stationed there and there was intelligence that, if the president didn’t 
act, the troops would be in harm’s way in 24 hours or 48 hours or even 
in a week. I mean, this was a retaliatory threat, and it was clearly not 
authorized under even a tortured reading of the AUMF [Authorization 
for Use of Military Force of 2001].

I mean, [this strike] was against Iranian militias in Syria. If anything, 
in Syria, President Obama had tried to seek an authorization and had 
failed, and so the congressional record was actually opposed to any 
escalation in the Middle East.

We can’t have a view that, OK, if it’s a small attack, then the presi-

Ro Khanna

Q&A   

“I thought it was so 

important that, early on,
Congress take a stand.”
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3, after authorities 
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i
t’s been a while since supporters of abortion rights have had anything 
to celebrate. States have enacted a staggering 69 anti-abortion bills this year 
alone, including nine bans. The Supreme Court has agreed to hear a case 
on Mississippi’s 15-week ban that is likely to upend Roe v. Wade entirely. But 
on the eve of Memorial Day weekend came a victory that was decades in the 
making: President Biden struck from his budget the 45-year-old ban on 

federal funding of abortion known as the Hyde Amendment. 
The ban forces Medicaid patients in most states to raise money to pay for their abortions 

money to fund abortions themselves, while suc-
cessfully persuading the mainstream movement to 
make the issues of access and affordability central. 

The victory is all the more remarkable given its 
target. Biden has long been among the more con-
servative Democrats on abortion. He supported 
the Hyde Amendment until 2019, when it became 
clear that he was fast becoming an outlier among 
Democratic primary candidates. That Biden has 
shifted his position says less about him than it does 
about the power of the movement that forced him 
to do so. Since its launch in 2013, the reproductive 
justice group All* Above All has built a coalition of 
130 organizations that oppose the ban as an issue 

of racial and economic jus-
tice. The Black Lives Mat-
ter and reproductive justice 
movements have combined 
to make support for Hyde 
a political liability for Dem-
ocrats. Representative Rosa 
DeLauro, who convened a 
hearing on Hyde within days 
of becoming the Appropria-

tions Committee chair, has promised to omit 
it from the House spending bill. In the Senate, 
pro-Hyde Democrats will likely ensure that it re-
mains in place. But even there, All* Above All has 
been gaining support for the EACH Act, which 
would lift federal abortion coverage restrictions.

“We started where we thought we’d be lucky 
if we had 40 people on a bill at introduction,” said 
Destiny Lopez, copresident of All* Above All. 
“We now have 155 people in the House, 27 in the 
Senate. So it’s a marathon, not a sprint.” N

Amy Littlefield is an investigative reporter who focuses on 
the intersection of religion and health care.

or—as happens in one out of four cases—to stay pregnant because 
they can’t. Biden is the first president since Bill Clinton to issue a 
budget without the ban. In the years after Roe, right-wing forces 
moved quickly to make abortion as inaccessible as possible, even as it 
remained legal. The Hyde Amendment was part of that strategy. As 
restrictions mounted, the mainstream pro-choice movement went 
on the defensive, focusing on preserving the legal right to abortion, 
although Black women noted that, because of Hyde, that right could 
never be fully realized. Tensions surrounding the ban came to a head 
in 1978, when Faye Wattleton became the first Black president of 
Planned Parenthood. She took aim at Hyde as part of a sweeping vi-
sion that she hoped would put the organization on the offensive. But 
Wattleton soon faced an uprising from within the group’s affiliates. 
“The concerns were that we were going to lose our federal funding if 
somebody didn’t get me under control,” she told The Nation in 2019. 
Wattleton weathered the storm and remained 
in her position for 14 years. But in the 1980s, 
with attacks on reproductive health care prolif-
erating, the abortion rights movement focused 
on “choice” rather than access. “These were 
strategic decisions, taken with the belief that 
this approach would appeal to the broadest 
constituency of voters,” Marlene Gerber Fried 
wrote in the book Radical Reproductive Justice. 
Black women organizers, meanwhile, mobi-
lized around a broad range of issues related to their health, forming 
the National Black Women’s Health Project, which would go on, 
in the early ’90s, to launch a nationwide campaign to repeal Hyde. 
In 1993, President Clinton omitted Hyde from his budget, but the 
anti-abortion Democrat in charge of the House Appropriations 
Committee, Representative William Natcher, soon reinstituted the 
ban. The campaign against Hyde did succeed, however, in restoring 
the ban’s exception for victims of rape and incest. “Black women 
insisted that Hyde would provide a slippery slope to undermine 
abortion rights and healthcare,” Loretta J. Ross stated in Radical 
Reproductive Justice. “History has proven our point.” 

It has taken almost 30 years for the movement to succeed in 
pressing another Democratic president to remove Hyde from his 
budget. During those years, reproductive justice activists have raised 
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The Sea Change

President Biden’s budget 

does not include the 

ban on Medicaid funding

for abortion, the first in 

30 years to omit it.
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legal restrictions. Inevitably, though, some knowl-
edge “leaks” to the competitor. Incumbents eager 
to guard their first-mover advantage in the market-
place may refuse the trade-off. Indeed, Moderna and 
BioNTech have told investors that they are applying 
their mRNA technology to develop a wide range of 
new vaccines and treatments for cancer, influenza, 
HIV, and other diseases, which could become global 
blockbusters—unless their global competitors beat 
them to the punch. Meanwhile, according to the Fi-
nancial Times, some companies have privately warned 
“US trade and White House officials that giving up 
intellectual property rights could allow China and 
Russia to exploit platforms such as mRNA.” 

Second, incumbent vaccine makers might choose 
not to make enough Covid-19 vaccines to vaccinate 
the world. To put the point bluntly: Perpetuating 
the pandemic is better for business than ending it. 
This isn’t a conspiracy theory; the companies have 

acknowledged that profits will be se-
cured over the long term should the vi-
rus endure. Pfizer’s CFO announced a 
few months ago that the company sees 
“significant opportunity” in Covid-19 
becoming endemic, which could make 
the vaccines a durable “franchise.” 
Particularly devastating from a pub-
lic health perspective but particularly 
appealing from a franchise-building 
one are so-called variants of concern, 
which may evade existing immunity. 
The Pfizer executive pointed to these 

variants in response to a Wall Street analyst’s ques-
tion about “the need to revaccinate annually.” Mod-
erna’s CEO has similarly stated that the company 
expects to sell annual booster shots for the foresee-
able future, as the virus is “not leaving the planet.” 

In other words, demand for lucrative booster 
shots depends in part on the emergence of new 
variants, which, in turn, requires the virus to 
continue to spread. This simple logic gives the in-
cumbent vaccine makers strong incentives to leave 
people unvaccinated. 

We have no proof that drug makers in wealthy 
countries are stretching the truth when they say that 
only they are capable of making Covid-19 vaccines. 
But we’ve heard such claims before—and they have 
been proven wrong. 

In the 1990s and 2000s, HIV drug makers based 
in the United States and Europe claimed that man-
ufacturers in other countries lacked the technical 
sophistication to make the medications safely and 
reliably. In reality, manufacturers in India 
and other Global South countries succeed-
ed in making these drugs, in high quality 

To put the 

point bluntly: 

Perpetuating 

the pandemic 

is better for 

business than 

ending it.

quo—vaccine scarcity for all except those who live in a few dozen rich 
countries—is inevitable and unfixable. Their premise is plain: They are 
the only ones that can make these vaccines, and they are making them as 
fast as they can. Moderna, Pfizer-BioNTech, AstraZeneca, and Johnson 
& Johnson are on track to ship enough doses to vaccinate 
a majority of adults in the rich countries and to donate or 
sell a significantly smaller number to less wealthy coun-
tries, at least until next year. These companies insist they 
would make more doses and reach more people if they 
could—but, alas, they cannot. 

What stops them from making more, they say, are 
material problems hardwired into the world economy: 
a lack of quality-controlled factories and ingredients 
to make vaccines, of freezers, of engineers and other 
professionals, and so on. “The scarcity of vaccines is not 
because of intellectual property but because of regrettable 
production and distribution challenges,” wrote Michelle 
McMurry-Heath, president of one of the leading pharmaceutical trade 
groups. And Moderna’s CEO said last month, “There is no mRNA 
manufacturing capacity in the world.”

But we doubt Big Pharma’s premise. Numerous independent ex-
perts have surveyed supply and distribution chains and concluded that 
additional vaccine manufacturing could be brought on line in a matter 
of months. These estimates are much shorter than the 18 months or 
more that Moderna and other market leaders claim is needed. In fact, 
drug companies in Israel, Canada, Bangladesh, South Africa, and Den-
mark have said they have unused vaccine-manufacturing capacity that 
could be deployed in a matter of months—provided existing manufac-
turers share their knowledge.

Shouldn’t a rational incumbent be “eager to find partners with the 
capabilities to expand production,” as some scholars have written, so 
as to sell more doses of its vaccine? Aren’t “all of the vaccine manufac-
turers…trying to increase supply as quickly as possible,” as another has 
claimed? We are skeptical, for two main reasons. 

First, while it is true that these companies can make more money 
when they partner with competitors to make and sell more doses, such 
partnerships impose a trade-off. They require the incumbent to share 
some of its trade secrets—ingredient lists, instructions for production, 
and so on. Manufacturers like Moderna and Johnson & Johnson have 
done so judiciously, protected by nondisclosure agreements and other 

C O M M E N T / C H R I S T O P H E R  M O R T E N 

A N D  M A T T H E W  H E R D E R

Big Pharma’s Lie
We cannot trust these companies to make enough vaccines.
Global scarcity is a choice, not an inevitability.

t
he world needs more covid-19 vaccines. yet 
debate rages as to why the world is short on 
vaccines, and what barriers need to be over-
come to make and distribute more. Accord-
ing to the large American and European drug 

companies currently making Covid-19 vaccines, the status  
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and on a massive scale, and ultimately did 
so more efficiently than the original man-
ufacturers. 

This time around, Public Citizen, 
PrEP4All, and other NGOs have presented 
detailed proposals to scale up Covid-19 
vaccine production. These groups are call-
ing on governments to waive (temporarily) 
the incumbents’ patents, compel them to 
share manufacturing processes, lift export 
restrictions, and invest billions in publicly 
governed vaccine-manufacturing facilities. 

Given the incumbents’ incentives to, 
in effect, manufacture scarcity, we cannot 
accept their account of what is and what 
is not possible. Prior to the pandemic, 

few thought it 
possible to devel-
op, manufacture, 
and distribute 
even a single vac-
cine within a year. 
Through unprec-
edented funding 
and collaboration 
across the in-
dustry, as well as 
academic re-
searchers, health 

care professionals, government agen-
cies, and multilateral organizations all 
over the globe, the world succeeded in 
generating multiple safe and effective 
Covid-19 vaccines. 

Now, to get vaccines to everyone who 
needs them, we need to do even more. We 
can expand supply significantly by the end 
of 2021, but only with bold government 
action that combines big public investment 
with compulsory transfer of the incum-
bents’ trade secrets. Other vaccines are in 
the pipeline, but in view of the dire need in 
many parts of the world, we should make 
every effort to scale up global production 
of the vaccines that we know already work. 

What we should not do is accept Big 
Pharma’s premise, or trust it to solve the 
pandemic on its own initiative. N

Christopher Morten is the deputy director of the 
Technology Law & Policy Clinic at the New York 
University School of Law. Matthew Herder is 
the director of the Health Law Institute and 
an associate professor at the Medical School and 
Schulich School of Law at Dalhousie University.

We can only 

expand vaccine 

supply with 

compulsory 

transfer of the 

incumbents’  
trade secrets.

i
n 1921, THE NATION sent journalist walter white, 
the future executive secretary of the NAACP, to Tulsa, 
Okla., to report on the May 31–June 1 massacre of 
an estimated 300 Black residents. White came back 
with one of the most important accounts of what 

happened a century ago. This short excerpt, describing the violence 
of the white mob in the city’s thriving Greenwood neighborhood, 
known as “Black Wall Street,” still makes for searing reading:

Around five o’clock Wednesday morning the mob, now numbering more than 
10,000, made a mass attack on Little Africa. Machine-guns were brought into 
use; eight aeroplanes were employed to spy on the movements of the Negroes 
and according to some were used in bombing the colored section. All that was 
lacking to make the scene a replica of modern “Christian” warfare was poison 
gas. The colored men and women fought gamely in defense of their homes, 
but the odds were too great. According to the statements of onlookers, men 
in uniform, either home guards or ex-service men or both, carried cans of oil 
into Little Africa, and, after looting the homes, set fire to them. Many are the 
stories of horror told to me—not by colored people—but by white residents. 
One was that of an aged colored couple, saying their evening prayers before re-
tiring in their little home on Greenwood Avenue. A mob broke into the house, 
shot both of the old people in the backs of their heads, blowing their brains out 
and spattering them over the bed, pillaged the home, and then set fire to it.

Another was that of the death of Dr. A.C. Jackson, a colored physician. 
Dr. Jackson was worth $100,000; had been described by the Mayo brothers as 
“the most able Negro surgeon in America”; was respected by white and colored 
people alike, and was in every sense a good citizen. A mob attacked Dr. Jackson’s 
home. He fought in defense of it, his wife and children and himself. An officer 
of the home guards who knew Dr. Jackson came up at that time and assured 
him that if he would surrender he would be protected. This Dr. Jackson did. 
The officer sent him under guard to Convention Hall, where colored people 
were being placed for protection. En route to the hall, disarmed, Dr. Jackson 
was shot and killed in cold blood. The officer who had assured Dr. Jackson of 
protection stated to me, “Dr. Jackson was an able, clean-cut man. He did only 
what any red-blooded man would have done under similar circumstances in 
defending his home. Dr. Jackson was murdered by white ruffians.” N

You can read Walter White’s article “Tulsa, 1921” in full at thenation.com/tulsa.

B A C K  I S S U E S / 1 9 2 1

Tulsa’s “Stories of Horror”
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educated, and more qualified, which still doesn’t 
amount to the implicit plausibility for the role that 
comes with being someone’s son. Daddy issues 
abound in the field, as Cuomo junior hangs on for 
dear life trying to best Mario’s three terms in office, 
and the Republicans suck up relentlessly to Donald 
Trump, their political and spiritual patriarch now 
banished to Mar-a-Lago like some sort of Florida 
Prospero: the rightful Duke of America. 

A smart, qualified woman who doesn’t owe her 
success to a famous father would be a welcome entry 
against any of these interchangeably absurd men. 
Are things bad enough that we’ve finally arrived 
at the point where voters might actually support a 
female candidate? That’s the “glass cliff” theory of 
gender equity, first proffered by psychology pro-
fessors Michelle K. Ryan and Alexander Haslam in 
a now-famous 2005 paper: that women leaders are 
disproportionately represented during periods of 
downturn or crisis. Put more bluntly: For women 
to secure power, men need to fail spectacularly. The 
theory explains why women are often favored to lead 
companies during moments of turbulence—when 
the chance of failure is higher—and overlooked 
for safe or successful endeavors. The concept has 
been extended to explain female political leader-
ship in moments of political crisis, as well as other 
non-corporate contexts. When an enterprise ap-
points a woman to its helm, it can indicate an in-
tention to change, writes Eziah Hunt-Earle: “The 
more decided preference for a female in a failing 
company may result from a perception that men 
have maneuvered the organization into trouble and 
that appointing a female leader may be a method of 
achieving a desired transformation.”

Cuomo had the same thought when Eric Schnei-
derman resigned as attorney general in response to 
allegations of intimate partner violence: He imme-
diately set about virtue-signaling that it was time for 
women to lead the historically male office. Voters 
are primed to support women in these moments in 
part because of a belief that they’re inherently less 
corrupt, if not more capable—the long tail of the 
temperance movement and “fairer sex” stereotypes. 
The actual evidence for this is scant, and research 

has found that women are 
functionally less corrupt only 
because they’re external to the 
relevant networks of power. 
Regardless, they benefit from a 
purity bias in their favor when 
it comes to following a man 
who’s flamed out. 

Which brings us 
to the current attor-

Women benefit from 

a purity bias in their 

favor when it comes to 

following a man who’s 
flamed out.

to get out of the way, lining up instead like testosterone-addled 
lemmings to compete in the pathetic pissing match that now passes 
for our elections. In this case, I’m talking about the current field of 
candidates for governor of New York. That includes the incumbent, 
Andrew Cuomo, who’s resisted calls to resign while arming himself 
with no fewer than four taxpayer-funded law firms to defend against an 
equal number of investigations. Every week seems to bring some fresh 
outburst. Whether he’s undermining the integrity of the New York 
attorney general’s investigation of a sitting governor despite the fact 
that he did the same when he held that role (“I’m not telling anyone 
to have faith in [the results of the investigation]”); contradicting part 
of the state’s definition of sexual harassment that he himself signed 
into law (“harassment is not making someone feel uncomfortable”); or 
slapping down a reporter’s question about the ethics of profiting off a 
pandemic to the tune of a $5 million book advance (“that’s stupid”), the 
whole thing is one yawning display of entitlement. Former governor 
Eliot Spitzer at least knew when to get off the stage, perhaps because 
he had some sense of shame and a family business that wasn’t politics to 
fall back on. Cuomo, it seems, can’t do anything else, so why not stick 
around even if it’s a raging embarrassment for you and everyone else?

On the Republican side, there’s recent entrant and ex–Golf 
Channel reality contestant Andrew Giuliani. At 35, he’s reasoned that 
he’s got 32 years of experience (“I’m a politician out of the womb”). 
In a press conference, he claimed to have spent 
“parts of five different decades of my life in poli-
tics or public service”—a reference to his father’s 
career, much of which he wasn’t even alive for. 
We’re watching Chris Farley’s epic Saturday 
Night Live parody of the 7-year-old Andrew at 
Rudy’s swearing-in ceremony shouting, “My 
dad’s mayor!” come to life. Biaggi happens to be 
the same age as Giuliani, the difference being 
that she’s about a thousand times smarter, more 

Back Talk
Alexis Grenell

n
ew york state senator alessandra biaggi re-
cently said something that so completely 
encapsulated American patriarchy at this mo-
ment, it should be tattooed on every wom-
an’s exhausted face: “We’ve got to move on 

past talking about the bad behavior of below-average men.”
Doing so is made eminently more difficult when they refuse

Men Are Failing
And, historically, that’s actually a precondition for women 
ascending to power. Can they seize the moment?  
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ney general, Letitia James. Although she 
was Cuomo’s preferred replacement for 
Schneiderman, he’s recently started at-
tacking her as too politically motivated 
to properly investigate him. After the 
comptroller made a referral allowing 
James to investigate whether the gover-
nor had misused public resources to write 
his book, a spokesman bellowed back: 
“This is Albany politics at its worst—both 
the comptroller and the attorney general 
have spoken to people about running 
for governor and it is unethical to wield 
criminal referral authority to further 
political self-interest.”

There’s no indication that James is 
doing anything other than her actual job. 
Indeed, Cuomo himself was an attorney 
general with designs on running for gov-
ernor when he investigated then Governor 
Spitzer. And it’s very hard to imagine a 
Black woman getting away with soliciting 
underlings for sex, lying about Covid nurs-
ing home deaths, cashing in on her crimes, 
and refusing to resign after nearly the entire 
New York congressional delegation, both 
of the state’s US senators, and the majority 
leader of the state Senate called for her to 
do so. Should James decide to run, she’d be 
a serious political threat, considering that 
Cuomo needs her base—the disproportion-
ately Black and female voters in New York 
City—to win another term. 

Below-average men can achieve great 
heights. But the right woman under the 
right circumstances just might bring this 
one down. N

These were uncharacteristically bold words from Biden, but they are 
not hyperbolic. On January 6, a sitting president incited a mob to attack 
Congress in order to sabotage the certification of his successor. Shocking 
as that was, it was only the flash point in a larger war against democracy. 
In truth, Donald Trump’s clown coup had little chance of succeeding. The 
more serious threat lay in the very fact that he was able to do something so 
reckless and yet remain the standard-bearer of his party, someone whom 
most congressional Republicans still wouldn’t vote to impeach.

Though Trump has left the White House, the Trumpification of the GOP 
continues apace. Those few brave but hapless Republicans who stood up to 
Trump, like Congresswoman Liz Cheney, are finding themselves pariahs in 
their own party, stripped of their positions and scorned by party loyalists. 
The GOP has embraced the Trumpian Big Lie that the election was stolen, 
an idea endorsed by 53 percent of Republicans according to a May Reuters/
Ipsos poll. Trump is not so much an ex-president as a pretender to the throne, 
the exiled king of Mar-a-Lago whom elected Republicans cross at their peril.

The Big Lie is behind the efforts of state-level Republicans to roll back 
voting rights. As Geoffrey Skelley reported in FiveThirtyEight, “In the 
aftermath of the 2020 election, Republican lawmakers have pushed new 
voting restrictions in nearly every state. From making it harder to cast 
ballots early to increasing the frequency of voter roll purges, at least 25 
new restrictive voting laws have been enacted, with more potentially on the 
horizon.” The most disturbing innovation in this rollback of democracy 
is the idea that state legislators could be empowered to overturn election 
results and pick their own presidential electors. In that scenario, Biden or 
another Democrat could win the popular count in states that carry over 270 
electoral votes and still be deprived of the presidency. 

According to Washington Post columnist Perry Bacon Jr., “If Republicans 
win the governorships of Michigan, Pennsylvania and Wisconsin next year, 
taking total control in those key swing states, they could impose all kinds 
of electoral barriers for the next presidential election. The Republicans are 

i
n his first address to congress on april 28, joe 
Biden invoked the January 6 insurrection, say-
ing, “The images of a violent mob assaulting this 
Capitol, desecrating our democracy, remain viv-
id in all our minds.” He added, “The insurrec-

tion was an existential crisis—a test of whether our democracy 
could survive. And it did. But the struggle is far from over.”

Are the Democrats Capable 
of Defending Democracy?
Bolstering voting rights is both urgent and popular—but the party 
might not have the unity and fortitude required.
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Here at Nation Travels, while we continue to wait for the time when it is safe to travel, we have been busy working on a full schedule 
of departures for later in the year and early 2022. 

Once we do resume tours, we will follow strict Covid-19 safety protocols on all of our programs and will require vaccination for all of 
our tour participants and tour staff. We are also offering flexible cancellation terms for all tours. Register now and hold your place 
in one of our popular programs, and you can cancel with a 100% refund up to 60 days prior to departure.

We continue to believe in the power of travel to change lives and to enhance dialogue and understanding between people and nations. 

As always, the proceeds from Nation Travels support The Nation’s journalism. We hope to see you on a Nation tour in the coming months!

For more information on these and other destinations, go to TheNation.com/TRAVELS,  
e-mail travels@thenation.com, or call 212-209-5401. 

The Nation purchases carbon offsets for all emissions generated by our tours. 
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laying the groundwork to refuse to certify a 
2024 Democratic presidential victory should 
the GOP hold a House majority.” 

Only the complacent would dismiss this 
as fanciful. Considering all the antics Trump 
pulled to try to overturn the 2020 election—
and the fact that most elected Republicans are 
now going out of their way to grovel in front 
of him—2024 will almost certainly be an even 
bigger test of American democracy.

Democrats have a very narrow window of 
opportunity to shore up our democracy against 
the ongoing GOP threat. The good news is 
that the party has put forward two very strong 
measures—HR 1 and the John Lewis Voting 
Rights Advancement Act—which are the most 
robust pro-democracy reforms in a generation. Taken togeth-
er, they would make it easier to vote, make voting more se-
cure, limit the power of dark money in politics, and push back 
against antidemocratic shenanigans like gerrymandering.

Such measures are all extraordinarily popular with the 
general public. Writing in The New Yorker in March, Jane 
Mayer reported receiving a recording “of a private confer-
ence call on January 8th, between a policy adviser to Senator 
Mitch McConnell and the leaders of several prominent con-
servative groups—including one run by the Koch brothers’ 

network—reveal[ing] the participants’ worry 
that the proposed election reforms garner 
wide support not just from liberals but from 
conservative voters, too. The speakers on the 
call expressed alarm at the broad popularity 
of [HR 1’s] provision calling for more public 
disclosure about secret political donors.”

The two voting rights acts proposed by 
the Democrats are both necessary and pop-
ular. Even with their narrow hold on pow-
er in Congress, it should be a no-brainer to 
push them through. Alas, it’s very hard to 
pass a prodemocratic measure in an antidem-
ocratic system. Joe Manchin, with his cult 
of bipartisanship, is one major stumbling 
block. The West Virginia senator, as Luke 

Savage notes in The Atlantic, “has reiterated his opposition to 
H.R. 1 on the deeply spurious grounds that any prospective 
voting-rights legislation ought to pass with bipartisan sup-
port—a DOA line of reasoning even when it comes to the 
watered-down version of the John Lewis Voting Rights Act 
that Manchin himself is proposing.”

Arizona Senator Kyrsten Sinema supports HR 1 but, like 
Manchin, is also a fetishist of the filibuster. Since neither bill 
can be passed by reconciliation and both lack Republican 
support, the only way for either to get through the Senate 

is by overturning the filibuster. 
The core truth is that Manchin 
and Sinema are committed to 
the old order, even if following 
the established path leads to a 
successful Republican coup. 

Ultimately, this issue is 
a test of how serious Biden 
and the Democrats are about 
their own rhetoric. If Ameri-
can democracy is indeed fac-
ing an “existential” crisis, then 
Biden should pull out all the 
stops to win over Manchin 
and Sinema: offer them any 
inducements that he has avail-
able—and threaten them with 
severe punishments for not 
toeing the party line. This is 
what Republicans are doing 
to recalcitrant members like 
Cheney and Mitt Romney. If 
the GOP can be in deadly ear-
nest trying to undermine de-
mocracy, we have every right 
to expect Democrats to be just 
as organized, just as dedicated, 
and just as ruthless in preserv-
ing democracy. N
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In Postcolonial Astrology: Reading the Planets 
Through Capital, Power, and Labor, Alice Sparkly 
Kat interprets the stars through history, politics, 
and postcolonial theory. Throughout their nuanced
and intricate analysis, astrology is a tool to break political and social 
norms: A look at the relationship of Mars and Venus complicates gen-
dered power dynamics, while a study of the sun becomes a history of 
surveillance culture and the politics of who gets to be seen. Though 
some might be hesitant to view astrology as political, Postcolonial As-
trology encourages readers to study the heavens in order to better un-
derstand their own values, views, identities, and desires for the future. 

—Mary Retta

MR: You write in the book that astrology tends to have a mainstream 

resurgence during times of conservatism or fascism. Do you think the 

Trump era and the last several years of conservative policy help ex-

plain astrology’s current popularity?

ASK: Historically, there’s often a link between right-wing leaders and 
a rise in astrology’s popularity, which is something that I was really 
surprised about. There was a resurgence of astrology between the two 
world wars when fascism was thriving in Europe, and astrology was also 
very popular after the Civil War. I don’t know if Trump had an astrologer 
while he was in office, but Reagan did—and so did Hitler.

It’s hard to spot when it’s talking about emotional stuff so often, but 
there’s a lot of astrological stuff that feels right-wing. The ideas of natu-
ralizing gender and manifesting wealth that I write about in the book are 
conservative. But obviously a lot of people use astrology to break free of 
those kinds of constraints, so it really depends on how you practice it.

MR: Though you write about astrology as a political force, that’s not 

how astrology is often practiced. Do you think there are any limita-

tions to contemporary mainstream astrology?

ASK: Yes, definitely. The most popular type of astrology right now is 
usually horoscope columns, which are usually written by white women, 
though this is starting to change. Horoscopes today can often be very 
limiting—there’s something about horoscopes as a genre that’s like, 
“You’re going to talk about relationships and career,” and that’s it. As a 
form, I think horoscopes can do much more, but we don’t always get to 

see that. I know astrologers who say that horoscopes 
are like a recipe, or your medicine for the month: They 
can be a poem, a collage, a series of questions. I write 
monthly horoscopes, and I usually try to leave my 
readers with questions, a way to introspect, and a way 
to interrogate their relationship to capitalism.

MR: For as much as astrology has grown in popular-

ity, there are still a lot of skeptics. What would you 

say to people who think astrology is fake or believe 

that astrology can never be political?

ASK: I think it’s a personal choice. I’m not an evangeli-
cal—I don’t think everyone has to believe in astrology. 
I don’t “believe” in astrology. I think it’s a social agree-
ment, and I believe there’s something really mystical 
about imagining something together. It’s a consensual 
space too, so if you don’t like astrology, there’s noth-
ing wrong with that.

I want people to talk about astrology in a more 
political way, because it’s already this intimate lan-
guage—it’s already political. So let’s make it explicitly 
political. I want people to be more aware of how as-
trology exists as a political form.

MR: You pose a question in your book: “What would 

you look like if you were able to do the naive act of 

imagining yourself in a world without capitalism?” 

How do you think astrology helps us imagine this?

ASK: Astrology is all about imagination. It gives you 
agency and the ability to share imaginative spaces 
with other people. That takes so much trust and 
time—that’s where the magic really happens.

One of the biggest ways astrology helps us imagine 
a world without capitalism is through forging mean-
ingful relationships. So much of capitalism is about 
creating and maintaining a sense of alienation. So 
if you can find a way to trust someone and share a 
creative space with them really authentically, that’s 
already a huge step forward. N

Alice Sparkly Kat

“Astrology is already this 

intimate language—it’s 
already political.”
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r
epublican governors are done sympathizing with the mil-
lions of unemployed Americans. In March 2020, Congress 
expanded unemployment benefits to offset the steep, 
sudden loss of jobs caused by Covid-19. But as of late 
May, more than three-quarters of GOP-led states said they 

would prematurely end the extra $300 payments, broadened eligibility, and 
longer benefit period.

Lawmakers in these 24 states say they are responding to claims by busi-
ness owners that more generous unemployment benefits make people unwill-
ing to come back to their jobs. But that complaint is more fantasy than fact. 

Economists have pumped out reams of studies on the question of 
whether larger unemployment benefits make 
people hesitant to work. The findings are nearly 
unanimous: They don’t. One paper found that 
increasing unemployment checks in the pan-
demic didn’t cause a drop in employment. In 
fact, people kept looking for jobs at the same 
rate as before, and employers didn’t struggle to 
find employees any more than usual. We also 
have a recent test case: During the Great Reces-
sion, employment in states with more generous 
benefits looked about the same as in states with 
stingier ones. And when extra benefits abruptly 
expired last July, there was no sudden increase 
in the number of people working. 

Why might this be? Even if an unemployment 
check is higher than what someone used to earn 
at work, we all know it’s temporary. A job, on the 
other hand, offers ongoing income, on which we 
smartly place a higher value. 

What’s also clear is that the significantly 
higher unemployment benefits Congress offered 
during the pandemic have kept people from go-
ing hungry. When Congress finally passed a new 
increase in December after the previous one had 
lapsed, and also added another round of stimulus 
checks and increased food stamp benefits, the 
number of people living below the poverty line 
fell by 13 million. 

Taking that lifeline away won’t goose the 
economy. There are good reasons some Amer-
icans find it difficult to work. For one, many 
families still don’t have child care. Only about 
half of schools have fully resumed in-person 
classes, and many child care providers haven’t 

reopened or returned to normal capacity. 
And while we’re all relieved that the number of Covid 

cases is dipping, only around half of adults are fully 
vaccinated. The very states that are yanking away unem-
ployment benefits are among the most sluggish at vac-
cinations. Meanwhile, mask mandates are disappearing 
even though service workers have no way to tell which 
customers are vaccinated and which aren’t.

Work, therefore, isn’t safe. And yet most employers 
refuse to pay a premium to bring people back. While 
wages in leisure and hospitality jobs have risen recently, 
they’re only just returning to pre-pandemic levels.

Even with these constraints, Americans are, in fact, 
heading back to work, even if it’s not as briskly as some 
would like. New unemployment claims have been steadi-
ly dropping in recent weeks and fell 48 percent between 
January and late May.

But apparently that progress isn’t fast enough for 
Republican governors. Collectively, the states that say 
they will pull out of the enhanced federal benefits are 
expected to kick as many as 4.1 million people off the 

rolls this month.
This should come as no surprise. 

Conservatives have long been hell-
bent on trying to force Americans 
to work by threatening to take away 
lifelines if they don’t. They have, for 
example, touted work requirements in 
cash welfare assistance, a stick meant 
to coerce the poor into taking jobs in 
order to receive financial assistance. 
We’ve learned since they were insti-
tuted that they don’t increase work. 
What they do is leave more people 
impoverished.

Even before Congress passed extra 
unemployment benefits, Republicans 
were warning that they would punish 
people for not working. In April 2020, 
early in the pandemic, then Labor 
Secretary Eugene Scalia said he didn’t 
want workers “to become dependent 
on the unemployment system.”

GOP lawmakers at all levels seem 
determined to create a pool of work-
ers so financially desperate that they’ll 
work for whatever meager pay em-
ployers deign to offer. It’s a barbaric 
way to treat people, and it betrays a 
bleak vision of our fellow Americans. 
There is no crisis of laziness. The only 
real crisis is that we haven’t ensured 
that people can go back to meaning-
ful, remunerative work.

Bryce Covert

The Laziness Myth

Source: The Century Foundation

Nearly 16 million Americans 

are still unable to work.

Yet 1 in 4 could lose pay if 24 states 

end pandemic relief benefits early… 

Recipients of unemployment
benefits as of May 28

15.7 million

4.1 million

…and Black people would be 

disproportionately affected.

South 

Carolina: 

57% of 
recipients 
are Black

Georgia: 

58% of 
recipients 
are Black

Mississippi: 

70% of 
recipients 
are Black

• States opting out of the federal government’s 
expanded benefits as of May 28

The Rush to Cut 
Unemployment 
Benefits
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Nowhere
to Go

S N A P S H O T / F a t i m a  S h b a i r Palestinians shelter on May 24 within the ruins of a building destroyed 
by Israeli air strikes in Gaza. Residents returned to damaged or 
demolished homes, and clean-up operations continued as the cease-
fire appeared to be holding, marking the end of 11 days of fighting that 
killed more than 250 Palestinians, many of them women and children, 
and 13 Israelis.

By the 
Numbers

2.5K
Approximate num-
ber of ransomware 
attacks reported to 
the FBI in 2020, an 
increase of 66 per-
cent since 2019

43%
Increase in the 
average ransom-
ware payment 
since 2020

$350M
Estimated value of 
the cryptocurrency 
payments hackers 
received from ran-
somware victims 
in 2020 

$90M
Value of Bitcoin 
payments the 
cybergang Dark-
Side received from 
47 victims over a 
nine-month period

$4.4M
Value of the Bitcoin 
payment DarkSide 
received from 
Colonial Pipeline 
in May after the 
cybergang hacked 
the company

$4.6M
Average initial 
amount demanded 
in ransomware 
attacks

2.1M
Estimated number 
of health records 
compromised by 
data breaches in 
April 2021

—Jared Olson

Kevin McCarthy Changes 
His Tune Re Trump and 
January 6 

The speakership would be for Kevin

His version of a place in heaven.

He seems to think to reach that level

A pact’s required with the Devil. 
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The 
unsung 

canvassers 
who turned 
the West’s 
biggest red 
state blue.

SASHA 
ABRAMSKY

Flipping   

 Arizona
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airy office, opposite a war-room white 
board detailing the ongoing political 
operations, is a poster urging one and 
all to “Disobey Trump.”

Durazo’s 1989 campaign had cap-
tured the imagination of the Rev. James 
Lawson, one of the icons of the civil 
rights movement, who was instrumen-
tal in guiding Martin Luther King Jr. 
along the path of nonviolent direct 
action. Sixty years old by then, Law-
son was teaching at the University of 
California, Los Angeles, and hosted 
regular sessions at the Holman United 
Methodist Church on training commu-
nity organizers and union personnel in 
nonviolence methods. He took the new 
Unite Here leadership under his wing 
and began strategizing with them on 
how best to push their political and eco-
nomic agenda, to broaden access to the 
franchise, and to expand the movement 
for “equality, liberty, and justice.” 

More than 30 years on, at the age of 
92, his hair a shock of white, Lawson 
still meets regularly with the union 
leadership and holds workshops—
though during the pandemic those 
meetings have largely been reduced 
to Zoom encounters. He is proud of 
how instrumental Local 11 has been 
in helping shift California politics to 
the left. Its organizing efforts, he says, 
“have been contagious and infectious.”

But the local’s reach isn’t confined to 
California. Since 2007, it has also been 
one of the biggest players in the long 
campaign, conducted by an array of ra-
cial justice groups like Somos America 
(“We Are America”) and trade unions, 
to turn deep-red Arizona purple and 
then, ultimately, blue. Its canvassers 
were instrumental in flipping a number 
of city council seats in Phoenix in the 
years after 2007. By 2013, they had 
turned the nine-member council blue, 
and in 2019, they succeeded in getting 
one of their own, a fiery union orga-
nizer and onetime hotel housekeeper 
named Betty Guardado, elected as a 
councilwoman representing the sprawl-
ing Maryvale district. They played a 
key role in unseating Maricopa County 
Sheriff Joe Arpaio in 2016, after nar-
rowly failing to defeat him four years 

where Unite Here’s Phoenix offices were located. 
Minato, whose union represents hotel, restaurant, airport, and 

entertainment venue workers, planned to spend four months liv-
ing there while she coordinated her 
army of canvassers. 

U
nite here local 11, 
which operates in 
Southern California 
and Arizona, has been 
at the forefront of pro-

gressive activism in Los Angeles for 
more than three decades. In 1989, 
an insurgent campaign for presi-
dent by Maria Elena Durazo (now 
a California state senator) wrested 
control of the local from a more 

conservative leadership, setting the stage for it to swing leftward 
in the following decade. The majority of the Unite Here activists 
who subsequently took center stage were women, opposed to the 
anti-immigrant stance of the state’s then governor, Pete Wilson, 
and determined to make their mark on California politics. 

Today, a generation on, the walls of Unite Here’s LA offices—
in a brick-and-glass block shared with several other labor and 
economic justice organizations, on a quiet street just north of 
Downtown’s soaring skyscrapers—are decorated with memora-
bilia from a who’s who of good fights. There are United Farm 
Workers posters, photographs from large May Day union rallies, 
posters showing Cesar Chavez and Robert F. Kennedy together. 
There are other posters calling for boycotts of non-union hotels 
and placards demanding protection for residents with temporary 
protected status. In pride of place on the rear wall of Minato’s 

It was the height of  
the pandemic, and at  
the time Arizona was 
one of the world’s Covid 
hot spots. 

E arly on the morning of july 20, unite here local 11 copresident 
Susan Minato crammed her suitcases, computer, and other necessi-
ties into her gray SUV rental and set off on a 371-mile drive from 
her home in the Mount Washington neighborhood of Los Angeles 
to Sun City West, on the northwestern edge of Phoenix. She was 

on a mission: to knock on as many doors as possible and help flip Arizona blue for 
Joe Biden.

It was the height of the pandemic, and at the time Arizona was one of the world’s 
Covid hot spots; nowhere else in the United States had infection rates as high. But 
Minato, a small, feisty woman who has worked with the union on organizing efforts 
for nearly 30 years, wasn’t one to shy away from potential danger. For months, she 
had taken the lead in pushing sometimes reluctant coalition partners, in Mi AZ 
(Spanish for “My Arizona”) and other networks, to join with Unite Here in develop-
ing a comprehensive ground game for in-person canvassing in the battleground state. 

Minato took only one bathroom break and made one gas stop—just over the 
state line, since Arizona’s gas prices are cheaper than California’s. Five and a half 
hours after setting off, she arrived at a large salmon-pink ranch house, with a brick 
wall surrounding the building and a wrought-iron entry fence. The house, with 
its crushed-rock garden and two-car garage, was in a solidly conservative neigh-
borhood, a quiet area of plush, recently built homes, where large American flags 
proudly fluttered in the desert breeze in many of the front yards. It belonged to 
Minato’s sister and had the added advantage of being not far from where her elderly 
mother was living at the time. It was a 45-minute drive northwest of Downtown, 
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wenty-eight-year-old maria hernández grew up 
with her four younger siblings, her then undocu-
mented parents, and her grandparents in a home 
in the Maryvale neighborhood of Phoenix, before 
moving to Los Angeles to work for Local 11 a 

few years back. Maryvale was a disproportionately Latino, 
working-class neighborhood on Phoenix’s west side, its potholed 
residential streets lined with low-lying bungalows with shingle 
roofs. In spring, the stunning yellow blossoms of the paloverde 
trees added beauty to the neighborhood. But other than that, 
there wasn’t much to soften the hard contours. Its main drags 
were home to auto repair businesses, payday lenders, car-title 
loan companies, fast food outlets, and the other low-end stores 
seen in impoverished communities around the country. It was a 

run-down place where people were 
born poor and too often died poor. 
Working with the Unite Here local, 
however, Hernández suddenly felt a 
sense of possibility.

“Growing up in Arizona, you felt 
the hatred to people like you, like 
your parents,” she remembers, crying 
as she talks. “You grow up really fast. 
You grow up thinking it’s normal to 
be scared of the cops, because you 
have figures like Joe Arpaio.” The 
notorious longtime sheriff of Mar-
icopa County had won election after 

election primarily through immigrant-baiting 
and pulling tough-on-crime stunts like reintro-
ducing the chain gang and forcing male inmates 
to wear pink boxer shorts. “I’d be so scared every 
time my dad would go to work,” Hernández says. 
“I’d wonder if he would come back. Same with 
my mom.”

In 2010, after years of anti-immigrant leg-
islation and voter-passed propositions, Arizo-
na’s Republican governor, Jan Brewer, signed 
the harsh SB 1070 into law. Among its many 
draconian provisions, it mandated that law 
enforcement officers demand residency pa-
pers from anyone they deemed likely to be 
undocumented—a blank check for racial pro-
filers like Arpaio. SB 1070 was a precursor to 
the politics that, six years later, Trump would 
attempt to imprint on the nation. 

In the wake of the bill’s passage, Hernández’s 
mother, tearful and scared, wanted to move the 
family to another state. By contrast, Hernández, 
then in her junior year at Trevor G. Browne 
High School, wanted to fight. “It was a political 
awakening for myself,” she says. 

That year, thousands of high school and col-
lege students around the city took part in walk-
outs to protest the legislation. It was a strategy 
they would continue as Arizona politics heated 
up over the coming years. 

Soon after SB 1070’s passage, Hernández got 
an internship with Unite Here’s Campaign for 
Arizona’s Future, where she worked with doz-
ens of young organizers who were committed 
to taking Arpaio down. “It showed me I had a 
voice, that I could lead people—that someone 
like me, the daughter of immigrants, could make 

They had their sights 
set on the biggest prize 
of all: Arizona’s 11 
Electoral College votes,
which they knew could 
prove pivotal in the race.

earlier. They returned again to help Kyrsten Sinema win her US Senate seat in 
2018. Throughout these campaigns, they established a sterling track record of 
bringing new voters—especially low-income and minority residents, as well as 
young people in high school and college—into the political process. 

In the summer of 2020, when Minato and her colleagues headed east from Cal-
ifornia, they had their sights set on the biggest prize of all: Arizona’s 11 Electoral 
College votes, which they knew could prove pivotal in the presidential race.

few y
work
resid
roofs
trees 
there
were

Disobeying Trump: 

Susan Minato (left)
and Maria Hernández 
at Unite Here’s 
LA offices.
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our years later, 
Unite Here’s ac-
tivists decided to 
do the impossi-
ble once again. 

By the summer of 2020, 
with the election fast ap-
proaching and Covid’s 
spread accelerating, the 
national Democratic Party 
had decided to pull back 
from door-to-door can-
vassing operations. The 
pandemic, Biden’s team 
concluded, simply made it 
too risky. Local 11’s lead-
ership in Los Angeles and 
in Phoenix decided the op-
posite was true: that given 
what was at stake in both 
the presidential and con-
gressional elections, it was too dangerous not to go door- 
to-door. 

They hired a Tucson-based University of Arizona infectious 
disease epidemiologist, Saskia Popescu, to help them devise a 
Covid safety protocol. It would be modeled on protocols the 
union had already implemented for getting its out-of-work 
cooks back into industrial-scale kitchens to prepare food for 
distribution to pandemic-isolated seniors in LA. Now it would 
be used first to deploy canvassers safely to Arizona, then for 
those canvassers to go door-to-door in areas with so-called 
low-propensity voters to talk about the issues and make sure 
they followed up by actually casting their ballots. 

Across generations: 

The Rev. James Law-

son, now a mentor to 

Unite Here’s leader-

ship, being led into 

a police wagon at a 

protest in 1960.

a difference through bottom-up organizing,” she 
recalls, sitting in the LA office in a “Take Back 
the Senate” sweatshirt, her long black hair pulled 
back tightly in a bun, her ears adorned with large 
gold hoops. “I was in the movement. I started to 
see a shift, something I had never seen before: 
people coming together to vote out hate.”

In 2012, Unite Here registered about 35,000 
people to vote in Arizona, most of them from 
the poor, minority neighborhoods of Phoenix. 
They didn’t quite win, but they came pretty 
damn close. 

For Marisela Mares—who at the time was a 
self-proclaimed “flamboyantly gay” 14-year-old 
boy and would subsequently transition to being 
a woman—that 2012 campaign was an epiphany. 
Students at Mares’s Cesar Chavez High School, 
in the new southside development of Laveen 
Village, walked out in protest against Arpaio’s 
policing tactics and then, en masse, began orga-
nizing their community to try to vote him out. 
Mares recalls telling people, “I’m not old enough 
to vote, but I’m here because you are old enough 
to vote.” She would go on to explain what was at 
stake for her personally: how her undocumented 
grandparents had self-deported back to Mex-
ico as the anti-immigrant squeeze intensified; 
how immigration agents had raided her family’s 
home; how Latinos in the city were routinely 
being racially profiled and humiliated.

Shortly after that election, a then 19-year-old 
Hernández encountered Arpaio and State Sena-
tor Russell Pearce, SB 1070’s extremist architect, 
in the halls of the state capitol. She told Arpaio 
that he didn’t represent the will of the majority 
of Arizonans and that, the next time around, 
they would make sure to vote him out. The 
octogenarian Arpaio glared at her and strode 
off. Sure enough, four years later, Unite Here’s 
campaign defeated the self-proclaimed “tough-
est sheriff in America.” “We 
did it,” Hernández says, 
recalling Arpaio’s defeat by 
10 percentage points, her 
voice brimming with emo-
tion. “We got rid of the man 
who, for so many years, in-
stilled fear in our commu-
nity. Housekeepers, cooks, 
dishwashers, folks like me—
young people, a coalition of 
diverse folks, a coalition of 
people he, for so many years, 
had tried to keep down—we 
rose up and said, ‘Bye-bye, 
you don’t serve us.’ This co-
alition, we’re going to do 
the impossible. We don’t ask 
‘Can we do it?,’ we ask ‘How 
do we do it?’ and then we 
do it.”

“We focused on distancing, PPE, hand hygiene, and how to respond if interact-
ing with unmasked individuals,” Popescu remembers.

With the protocols in place, the canvassers hit the ground running. More than 300 
canvassers came in from the LA area; hundreds more were already in Arizona, willing 
to knock on doors from morning to night, for what translated to about $17 per hour 
plus benefits, paid for by the union’s 504(c)(4) wing, CASE (Central Arizonans for a 
Sustainable Economy) Action, and its federal super PAC, the Worker Power PAC. 

Their target was 80 door 
knocks per person per day. They 
exceeded that. By September, 
many canvassers were knocking 
on more than 100 doors a day 
and working six days a week. 
“We were going to very heav-
ily Republican, conservative 
areas,” says 31-year-old Josh 
Wells, one of the campaign’s 
field directors. “We have to talk 
to the folks that may not think 
they’re our people, but they’re 
experiencing the same prob-
lems. Getting them to think 
that things can be different.”

Wells, a tall, skinny man 
with a Che Guevara–style beard 
and a penchant for black be-
rets, whose family originates 
from Trinidad, grew up in 

Arizona Presidential Elections
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Buffalo, N.Y. He had moved out 
to Flagstaff, Ariz., after high school 
to go to college. There, he met the 
woman he would marry, and the 
couple decided to make Phoenix 
their home. But the politics were 
a challenge: He was Black, she was 
brown, and the state’s leadership at 
the time veered perilously close to 
white supremacism. “To raise mul-
tiracial kids in a state where there’s 
so much discrimination, very often 
ingrained in state law, I had to make 

a decision: whether I was going to stay here and fight to make 
things better or go somewhere else. I wanted my kids to see, if 
the fight is difficult, that’s where we should be.” 

In 2020, the fight was about as challenging as any Wells 
could have imagined. Sometimes pro-Trump residents threw 
stones at the canvassers, let dogs out on them, even physically 
assaulted them. 

Marilyn Wilbur, 49, is a retired Air Force veteran with six 
tours in Afghanistan and Iraq, who suffered traumatic brain in-
jury and eye, jaw, and shoulder damage after the vehicle she was 
in was blown up. Having left the military in the wake of these 
injuries, she took a job as a food worker at Arizona State Uni-
versity in Tempe. When the pandemic hit, she was furloughed. 
Now, with the election fast approaching and with rising medical 
bills for the counseling sessions her autistic son needed, she de-
cided to supplement her military retirement and VA payments 
by working as a team leader for Unite Here, in charge of 22 
canvassers. She was, as she puts it, the alpha of her wolf pack. 

apartments and safely space out, each one eating 
in their own bedroom, none of them gathering 
in the shared space to watch TV together. Over 
those five months, Minato avers, not a single 
canvasser got sick with Covid while on the job.

S
usan minato and the other unite 
Here canvassers from the Los An-
geles area—unemployed cooks, 
concession stand workers, bartend-
ers, and the like—would remain in 

Phoenix through the November election. “A 
lot of things inspired me to go out there,” says 
Ana Diaz, who was brought to California from 
El Salvador by her parents as a 9-year-old in 
the early 1980s. Diaz, now a single mom, works 
as a bartender at the Bank of California Center 
and the Los Angeles Convention Center. She 
has heavily tattooed forearms—a green owl on 
her right arm, a fish on her left—wears beaded 
necklaces, and tints her hair purple.

Diaz had first canvassed in Arizona in 2018, 
working on the Sinema campaign. Now, in 
2020, she felt the stakes were even higher. 
Originally slated to head to Phoenix in March, 
she stalled for time because of the pandemic, 
hoping against hope that things would swiftly 
ease up. Then, in August, after she had wet her 
feet by getting out of the house and volunteer-
ing at local food banks, she felt she couldn’t 
wait any longer. “I was tired of Trump, tired 
of his treatment of immigrants, tired of hear-
ing his bullshit. It angered me. He didn’t care 
about our community, about humanity. He 
cared about his rich friends. What about us—

working people?”
Diaz got in her car and 

drove to Phoenix. There, in 
temperatures that regularly 
soared past 115 degrees, she 
donned a mask and a face shield, 
loaded up with hand sanitizer, 
and began knocking on doors. 
“People at first were iffy: ‘What 
are you doing? You guys are 
crazy! Why are you here?’” she 
recalls. But “once we started 
talking to people, they started 
remembering us, respecting us 
from prior campaigns.” At the 
same time, however, “it wasn’t 

all pretty in pink. After dark, we didn’t know 
if somebody would let his pit bull out on you, 
shoot you. It got scary at times, but I didn’t want 
to let the fear get to me. My mind was set on one 
thing: ‘I need to defeat this asshole—he’s done 
too much to working-class people.’”

Over the five months they were in Phoenix, 
the local’s canvassers knocked on hundreds 
of thousands of doors (union officials put the 
number at 800,000, including repeat knocks) 

“My third day, I knock on a door,” Wilbur recalls, sitting in the union’s offices, 
dressed in gray slacks, a red Unite Here T-shirt, and gold hoop earrings, a small 
stud above her upper lip. “This guy comes to the door; he’s tattooed, intimidating, 
bald-headed. He says, ‘What the fuck do you want?’” When she told him that she 
was canvassing for Biden and for Senate candidate 
Mark Kelly, the man came at her and, his hands on 
her chest, pushed her to the ground and spat on her. 
As she lay there, stunned, in a midtown yard not far 
from the Unite Here offices, she continues, “He says, 
‘I don’t want you on my property, you stupid nigger 
bitch.’ All he saw was my color—he didn’t know I’d 
been blown up in Iraq. All he saw was my color.”

The canvassers called the police, but when Phoe-
nix’s Finest came, the man denied having assaulted 
her, and eventually the officers dismissed it as a case 
of he-said, she-said and left without arresting him. 
“It lit a fire under me: ‘You want a fight? You got a 
fight,’” Wilbur says. “After that, I was determined to 
help the union turn Arizona blue.” When she called 
her 93-year-old grandmother, Viola, who was then 
living in the small town of Holdenville, Okla., to tell her about the incident, her 
grandmother—who had marched, been arrested, and been beaten during the civil 
rights years—simply said, “Don’t quit. If you quit, you lose. You’re fighting for 
change, for democracy, for the people.”

Wilbur didn’t quit. And, for the most part, when she knocked on doors that 
summer and fall, decked out in her PPE, always stepping back six feet from the 
door after ringing the bell, she received a sympathetic hearing. If she or the other 
canvassers were invited into the homes of the people they were speaking with to 
break bread, they explained their Covid protocols and politely declined. At the end 
of the day, bone weary, the union members would go back to their homes or rented 

Over the five months 
they were in Phoenix, 
Unite Here’s canvassers 
knocked on hundreds of 
thousands of doors.

Fighting fear:

Unite Here Local 11 

played a key role in 

unseating Maricopa 

County Sheriff Joe 

Arpaio in 2016.
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Up to 28,000 Arizonans 
that Unite Here’s   
canvassers spoke with 
voted in 2020 after  
having sat out the two 
previous election cycles. 

Making change: 

Local 11 canvassers 

at Unite Here  

headquarters.

and talked to 190,000 people, of whom roughly 
150,000 gave positive responses indicating they 
supported Biden for president and Kelly for the 
open US Senate seat. This was after registering 
many thousands of new, often young voters 
earlier that year. These numbers were in addi-
tion to the 40,000 they had already registered 
in Maricopa County in 2018 and the 10,000 in 
2019. No other Arizona door-knocking opera-
tion came close to theirs in terms of scale. Done 
largely out of the spotlight, their work was as 
crucial to turning Arizona blue in 2020 as the 
work of Stacey Abrams and Fair Fight was in 
Georgia. Given how the GOP, in one state after 
another, has worked since the election to make 
it harder for poor and minority residents to 
vote in future contests, the intensive, in-person 
methods that Unite Here perfected in Arizona 
under the most trying of circumstances will be 
vital in upcoming elections if progressives are 
to succeed in the face of the GOP’s increasingly 
antidemocratic machinations.

When people said they were too hot to walk 
or drive to the mailbox to send in their ballots, 
some of the canvassers would offer them bottles 
of water, fans, even hand-held misters. When 
they said their vote wouldn’t make a difference, 
the canvassers explained to them just what was 
at stake. When they couldn’t find their ballots, 
the canvassers helped them contact county elec-
tion officials to request new ones. When they 
wanted to vote in person but feared catching 
Covid, the canvassers offered them face shields. 
As the election neared, a growing number of 
low-propensity voters in Maricopa County cast 
their ballots.

Joseph Silva, the deputy operations director 
of CASE Action, trawling through the election 
data on his laptop, estimates that up to 28,000 
people that Unite Here’s canvassers spoke with 
voted in 2020 after having sat out the two pre-
vious election cycles. Since Biden won the state 
by less than 11,000 votes, these additional votes 

were critical, he says. “If you flip Maricopa County, the rest of the state is going to 
flip,” explains the 32-year-old Silva, who has a BA in history from UCLA and has 
been a Unite Here staffer in Phoenix since 2017. “We were talking to new voters, 
young voters, people of color, newly registered voters, a lot of suburban flip voters 
in more contested areas. But our secret weapon has always been low-turnout voters. 
And there was no other way to get to them than at their doors.”

That urgent message resonated with Unite Here members throughout Arizona 
and California. “I drove out, took the Cadillac. I got there in September,” says Jaime 
Gomez, a 31-year-old cook sitting in the Garden Grove office of the Unite Here local 
in Orange County, a 40-mile drive south of the Downtown LA office, and smiling 
at the memory. Gomez has been the breadwinner for his extended family since his 
father began suffering from congestive heart failure a few years ago. It has made him 
understand the precariousness of many families’ finances, the closeness to poverty 
that so many experience on a daily basis.

In 2018, Gomez drove to Arizona to work as a low-level 
canvasser. In 2020, with more experience under his belt, he was 
a team leader. Every day at 7 am, he and the other leaders would 
caucus via Zoom, going over the canvassing agenda for the day 
and then sending out their teams. 

Two weeks in, he remembers, despite pro-Trumpers at times 
trying to attack the canvassers on the streets, he felt in his gut 
that they were on the cusp of something huge. “‘Oh, man—are 
we really winning right now?’” he remembers thinking. “‘Are 
we doing this?’ It’s a cascading effect, building upon itself,” he 
adds. “Not just talking to people about voting, but about how 
the pandemic is being handled. People were starting to call in, 
reach out to us. They wanted to 
know how they could vote.” 

By Election Day, he felt it was 
a done deal. So did Josh Wells. He 
remembers thinking, “We turned 
Arizona blue. No one else was will-
ing to go out and talk to people. We 
went out there, we talked to people, 
and people changed.”

I
n the days after the novem-
ber election, with most of the 
networks declaring the result 
still too close to call, Minato 
and her team worked on vital vote-curing efforts, follow-

ing up with people whose ballots were at risk of being discarded 
(continued on page 23)
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Take the sudden reappearance of 
concern over socialist indoctrina-
tion. Laats points out that a virtually 
identical panic emerged in the 1950s: 
“There’s no more Soviet Union, no 
more [Fidel] Castro, but once again 
you have this fear of the govern-
ment taking over that’s this high- 
anxiety issue.”

But in at least one respect, the 
current culture war convulsion differs 
from its antecedents, Laats says. “The 
big difference is Trump. He provided a 
center and a symbol for all of these old 
ideas to coalesce around.”

In the waning days of Trump’s 
term, the commission he convened to 
further the cause of “patriotic educa-
tion” released its long-awaited 1776 
Report—a rejoinder to The New York 
Times’ 1619 Project. Though widely 
panned as plagiarized propaganda, the 
report has also proved to be extraordi-

narily influential.
“It’s the idea of the past 

as a refuge,” says Noliwe 
Rooks, a professor at Cor-
nell University and the 
author of Cutting School: 
Privatization, Segregation, 
and the End of Public Educa-
tion. “The message is ‘Let’s 
get rid of the parts and the 
people in public education 
that we don’t like.’” She 
sees parallels between the 
current attacks on critical 
race theory and the col-

lisions that resulted from the rise of 
Black studies in the late 1960s. “Stu-
dents succeeded in forcing changes to 
curricula and on campus. But that little 
bit of progress they made around equity 
and innovative programs resulted in a 
backlash that destroyed all of that little 
bit of progress,” Rooks says.

Divisive Concepts

I
n the past few months, gop law-
makers in one state after another 
have introduced legislation aimed 
at keeping discussions of social 
justice out of the classroom. Bills 

prohibiting the teaching of critical race 
theory and other “divisive topics” have 
already passed in Utah, Texas, Okla-
homa, and Tennessee and are under 
consideration in at least 15 other states. 

Just Schools, a program Crompton is part of, was 
linked to Black Lives Matter. “I know a lot of people 

like Black Lives Mat-
ter. They don’t realize 
it’s a Marxist organiza-
tion,” warned O’Brien, 
who also invoked the 
Cambodian genocide.

This spring, New 
Hampshire has witnessed an ex-
traordinarily acrimonious debate 
about public education. GOP law-
makers, who took control of the 
legislature in 2020, have prioritized 
controversial—and deeply unpopu-

lar—legislation, including a sweeping expansion of a program 
that provides tuition vouchers for private schools and a ban 
on discussing “divisive concepts,” such as racism or sexism, in 
the public schools. Crompton, an outspoken opponent of both 
measures, says, “I became a pawn in the culture war and in the 
scheme to discredit public schools.” 

She isn’t the only one. Fueled by the Trump-era GOP’s insa-
tiable appetite for red-meat issues—and finding fertile ground 
in a public politically polarized by the pandemic—the culture 
wars are raging, upending school board races, reshaping local 
politics, and now threatening public education itself.

Every generation has its “school culture war thing,” says 
Adam Laats, an education historian at SUNY Binghamton and 
the author of The Other School Reformers: Conservative Activism 
in American Education. “You see the same combination of na-
tional issues and local anxieties—these ‘You won’t believe what 
we saw in our son’s textbook’ stories surfacing again and again.” 

“The message is ‘Let’s 
get rid of the parts and 
the people in public  
education that we  
don’t like.’”

— Cornell University professor Noliwe Rooks

W hen new hampshire teacher misty crompton learned 
that she had become campaign fodder for a local school 
board race, she says, “I immediately thought of the Cal-
ifornia privilege teacher.” Crompton is referring to a 
third-grade teacher in Cupertino, Calif., who became a 

right-wing-media punching bag after a lesson she’d taught about white privilege 
went public. “I thought, ‘They’re going to try to tar me with that same brush.’”

Crompton, who has taught middle school social studies in Derry for 21 years, 
would seem an unlikely target for culture warriors. She hasn’t even taught since Au-
gust 2020, when she was awarded a paid sabbatical by the New Hampshire Charitable 
Foundation, a prize granted annually to an exceptional teacher in the state. But what 
Crompton saw as a once-in-a-career opportunity to study success stories from school 
districts around the country and help New Hampshire become an “equity leader,” 
conservatives viewed as a nefarious plot.

“Right now, a Derry teacher is training to change our social studies 
curriculum to teach Critical Race Theory (Marxist ideology) in our 
schools with no community input,” warned campaign postcards sent 
to voters in this southern New Hampshire mill town. Then a Republi-
can state representative from Derry, Katherine Prud homme O’Brien, 
weighed in, complaining to school board members that Leaders for 

B Y  J E N N I F E R  B E R K S H I R E 

The Trump-era GOP’s insatiable 
appetite for red-meat issues has led to 
a wholesale attack on public education.

Jennifer Berkshire 
hosts the education 
podcast Have You 
Heard and is 
the author, with 
Jack Schneider, 
of A Wolf at the 
Schoolhouse 
Door: The  
Dismantling of 
Public Education 
and the Future  
of School.

ILLUSTRATION BY SONIA PULIDO

Misty Crompton, a New Hamp-

shire middle school teacher.
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who, when he last faced an opponent, won by 80 points.
In Iowa, as in Missouri, lawmakers have made 

the culture wars the centerpiece of their legislative 
agenda. So far this session, legislators have sought 
to ban transgender student athletes, implement an 
ideological test for state-funded faculty, and pro-
hibit the teaching of “divisive concepts” at public 
schools and universities.

“They went with the Trump 1776 agenda,” 
says Nick Covington, a high school social studies 
teacher in Ankeny, a city north of Des Moines. 
“They’re carrying that banner, and it has a chilling 
effect on everything.”

The bitter aftermath of the presidential elec-
tion has also roiled the city. Two 
Ankeny residents were among the 
participants in the January 6 Cap-
itol attack. And voting on a school 
funding question in March was dis-
rupted for hours after police found 
a live pipe bomb at one of the facil-
ities being used as a polling station. 

Covington says the deep divi-
sions outside his classroom are in-
creasingly affecting what happens 
within it. This year he has been the 
target of repeated complaints from 

a small group of parents. The trouble started 
in January, when Covington streamed live news 
reports of the Capitol riot in his European his-
tory and economics classes. A parent called the 
school and claimed that Covington had directed 
students to his personal social media account, 
where he’d called Trump supporters Nazis, all 
of which Covington vehemently denies.

This spring, after Covington showed a Vice 
News report on the “Unite the Right” rally in 
Charlottesville, Va., as part of an AP history 
unit on nationalism in Europe, parents con-
tacted the school board and the superintendent 
and demanded that he be sanctioned. Though 
he’d taught the same lesson for three previous 
years without incident, Covington was ordered 
by school administrators to stop talking about 
current events. 

“I’m basically waiting for the other shoe to 
drop,” he says.

Deep Divide

T
he pandemic’s profound disrup-
tion of public education was already 
upending state and local politics, as 
Republicans eagerly capitalized on 
parents’ frustration over shuttered 

classrooms. Now the culture wars are further 
exacerbating this tense climate. 

Jessica Piper’s small Missouri town recent-
ly saw the emergence of its first-ever PAC: 
Northern Missouri Citizens for Reflective 
Government. The group, which backed con-
servative candidates for local offices, put most 
of its energy into attacking an education pro-

fessor who was running for a seat 
on the school board in Maryville. 
Ominous campaign ads depicted 
Jill Baker, a former schoolteacher, 
posed between cutouts of Joe Biden 
and Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez, 
spouting anti-Trump sentiments 
and stressing the importance of 
teaching social justice in elementa-
ry schools. She lost in a landslide. 

In Elmbrook, Wis., the Wauke-
sha County Republican Party re-
cently threw its weight behind 

James Gunsalus, a first-time school board 
candidate who claimed that Covid was no 
more serious than the flu. According to Gun-
salus, Elmbrook’s schools, long among the  
highest-ranked in Wisconsin, were in free fall as 
teachers embraced “leftist indoctrination” over 
academic content, teaching students that “all 
white people are racist” and that “some people 
must be censored or canceled.” He lost by only 
5 percent of the vote against an incumbent, 
coming within 600 votes of victory.

In the North Texas community of Southlake, 
a fast-growing and rapidly diversifying city near 

“Lawmakers went with 
the Trump 1776 agenda. 
They’re carrying that 
banner, and it has a chill-
ing effect on everything.”

— Nick Covington

BLM blacklash:  

Nationwide protests 

and calls for a racial 

justice reckoning have 

some legislators and 

school districts  

on high alert.

Nick Covington, an Iowa high 

school social studies teacher.

In Missouri, a proposed amendment sought to outlaw what its author describes as 
the “erroneous and hate-filled 1619 Project.” 

“It said ‘1619 Project,’ but the aim was much broader. It would affect every part 
of history and literature,” says Jessica Piper, who teaches 11th-grade American lit-
erature in Maryville, Mo., a town of 12,000 on the Iowa border. 

Piper would seem to be exactly the sort of teacher that legislators around the 
country are targeting. Her students read Clint Smith’s poem “How to Make a 
Cardboard Box Disappear in 10 Steps,” with its stark imagery of lives lost to police 
brutality, as part of a history lesson on racial violence. In 1931, a mob of more than 
2,000 Maryville residents lynched a man named Raymond Gunn, burning him to 
death on top of the local schoolhouse. “There’s no historical marker, so the students 
didn’t know anything about it,” Piper says. This year, for the first time since she 
began using the poem in class, a parent complained.

Piper recently decided that this will be her last year in the classroom. She’s run-
ning for the state legislature as a Democrat in a long-shot bid to unseat a Republican 
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Dallas, candidates for the school board, the city council, and 
mayor, backed by a PAC opposing the school district’s efforts 
to incorporate more cultural awareness into the curriculum, all 
captured around 70 percent of the vote. “Southlake Says No to 
Woke Education,” proclaimed a Wall Street Journal headline.

“Every single right-wing person that ran won,” says Megan 
Walsh, who graduated from a local high school in 2017 and is 
a leader in the Southlake Anti-Racism Coalition, a community 
group whose advocacy inspired the adoption of the Cultural 
Competency Action Plan, which the winning candidates have 
pledged to eliminate. “We’re back to square one.”

Pandemic Fallout

M
unicipal races that once turned on hyper-
local issues have been politicized and nation-
alized by right-wing culture warriors. But the 
long reach of the pandemic is at work here too. 
Debates over diversity plans and critical race 

theory are further dividing communities that were already split 
over the response to Covid. 

“It’s all morphing into the same thing,” says Lindsay Love, 
a school board member in Chandler, Ariz. The first Black 
board member elected there, Love has been a frequent target 
of conservative activists and received death threats for her 
position that schools should remain closed until Covid levels 

dropped. “You hear people compar-
ing children being masked to slavery 
and referring to mask supporters as 
Marxists,” Love says.

“You have lost [the] trust of par-
ents,” declared a furious father at a 
recent board meeting. “Mask man-
dates, forcing vaccines, canceling 
prom, limiting graduation, critical 
race theory. The list goes on. When 
is enough enough?” 

The school culture wars came ear-
ly to this part of Arizona. After the 
district adopted a new program that 

included training teachers on race and equity issues, con-
servative parents revolted, charging that the equity training 
“marginalizes white people.” Tucker Carlson has devoted two 
segments to Chandler.

“Chandler is getting more diverse, and they don’t like that,” 
Love says. 

Love worries that the culture wars could end up under-
mining Arizona’s public schools. The state’s GOP lawmak-
ers are attempting to enact a massive expansion of the state’s 
school voucher program—even though voters overwhelm-
ingly rejected a similar effort just two years ago. Under the 
proposed measure, two-thirds of students in Arizona would 
be eligible to use state funding to pay to attend private 
and religious schools. “There’s this constant refrain that 
our schools are broken, that they’re liberal indoctrination 
camps. It feeds into this push to get parents to opt out of the 
public schools,” Love says.

Arizona lawmakers recently approved their own ban on 
teaching controversial issues. The Unbiased Teaching Act 
prohibits teachers in the state’s public and charter schools from 
talking about racism or sexism in the classroom. Teachers who 
disregard the ban can be fined up to $5,000.  N

because they had filled out a line incorrectly or had a signature on 
the form that didn’t quite match the one in the county’s files. Go-
mez says that he helped 10 voters cure their ballots. With hundreds 
of Unite Here canvassers helping to cure several ballots each, a 
whole heap of votes ended up being counted that would have been 
discarded otherwise, in a state ultimately decided by 10,457 votes.

On November 10, when it became clear that her work in 
Arizona was done, Minato, along with hundreds of other LA 
organizers, left. Largely under the radar, courting a minimum of 
publicity, they had helped craft one of 2020’s most extraordinary 
political stories. They had developed a template for how, with the 
right kind of organizing and outreach, solidly red states around 
the country—even those with a long history of voter suppression 
efforts—could be turned blue.

After a brief spell back in Los 
Angeles, many of these canvass-
ers headed east again, this time 
to Georgia. As the Senate run-
off races there intensified, the 
canvasser-activists once again 
played a crucial, albeit out-of-
the-spotlight, role.

“I feel honored I was able 
to do that,” says Chris Smith, 
a 52-year-old African American 
man with a shaved head and a 
baritone voice. Born in Virginia 
and raised in New York, Smith, 
who works a series of unionized 
bartender jobs at stadiums around the LA area, spent nearly eight 
weeks between November and January canvassing in Georgia, with 
15 of his family members and friends, as part of the Unite Here 
team. “I feel like I got away with something,” he says. “I wasn’t sup-
posed to have a voice. And I did it. It’s amazing to have that voice.” 

On the Sunday after the November election, a triumphant Ana 
Diaz got into her Toyota Venta and made her way from Arizona back 
to Los Angeles. As she drove through the desert, she cried with hap-
piness. “I was so proud of myself. We had made a change. My kids 
called to congratulate me: ‘We won! I’m so proud of you!’” Shortly 
after returning to LA, she packed her bags again, hopped a flight 
east, and, like Smith, settled into work in Georgia. Unite Here’s  
skills at canvassing in a pandemic, combined with Stacey Abrams 
and Fair Fight’s extraordinary ability to register and activate new 
voters, were instrumental in tipping the balance toward Raphael  
Warnock and Jon Ossoff in the Peach State’s Senate contests. 

“It’s been one of the best experiences of my life,” Diaz says. 
“It’s a chapter I want to keep adding to, a chapter I hope never 
ends. You’re out there for a purpose, out there for a reason. You’re 
changing the world.”

Marilyn Wilbur, who also headed to Georgia for two months 
after her work in Arizona was done, agrees. And, she says, so does 
her son, whose autism was once thought by doctors to be so severe 
that he would never speak. Now, she says, he tells people that “my 
mom goes around from place to place, state to state, and she saves 
the world.” For Wilbur, there’s no greater validation. “It makes 
my heart feel elated. To him, I’m a superhero. We’ve shown what 
the power of coming together can do. We helped people show 
they wanted a change, helped people realize they have a voice, 
that they count. Wow, we did it. I was part of it. We just helped 
make history.”  N

(continued from page 19)

Lindsay Love, the first Black 

school board member in  

Chandler, Ariz.

Unite Here’s skills 
at canvassing in 
a pandemic were 
crucial to tipping 
the balance in 
Georgia’s Senate 
contests.
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A t 3:30 am on a warm fall morning in 2009, glenn d. 
Capel, a stockbroker at Merrill Lynch, was speeding 
down the Interstate in his Lexus LS 400 from his home in 
Greensboro, N.C., toward Candor, 75 miles away. A half-
hour earlier, his 84-year-old mother had called from her 

home in the rural town and said that her heart felt “heavy” and that she had pain 
going down her left arm. “I’m on my way,” he had told her.

In the cardiologist’s office hours later, Capel stepped outside the room where 
his mother was being monitored to check his voice mail before the 9:30 am open-
ing of the stock market. It was then that he was dealt the day’s second blow.

“Your services will no longer be required,” said his boss, Darby Henley Jr., in 
a message that had landed around 8:30 am. The personal items in his office would 
be boxed and sent to his home, the boss said. 

“I went through a number of feelings, from shock, sadness, disappointment, 
and anger, and finally I cried,” remembers Capel, who was one of only two Black 
brokers at Merrill in North Carolina.

Three years earlier, Capel had added his name to a class-action racial discrim-
ination lawsuit against Merrill, which he now believes put a target on his back. 
At the time, only 2 percent of Merrill’s brokers nationwide were Black. With the  
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firing of Capel, a onetime star broker 
who boasted two master’s degrees 
and a pristine regulatory record with 
no customer complaints, Merrill’s 
already meager tally of Black bro-
kers was further reduced. 

Capel says the company fired 
him because he allowed a client to 
pay a $262 hotel bill in violation 
of a rule that limited gifts from 
clients to a value of $100, though 
he tried to pay the difference. 
Henley did not respond to requests 

for comment on the firing.
A month after Capel was dismissed, Merrill sent a document 

to securities regulators that said he had been terminated for—in 
all caps—“DISHONESTY.” 

And, just like that, his career in financial services was
extinguished.

More than a decade later, Capel is still out of work, but Wall 
Street is vowing to change. In the wake of last summer’s unrest, 
Merrill parent Bank of America and other giant financial insti-
tutions rushed to make commitments to racial justice and in 
several cases broke an industry-wide silence, releasing statistics 
that exposed the paucity of Black people and other minorities 
in their workforces. Merrill, for instance, revealed in August 
that 780 of its 17,500 brokers are Black, a figure of 4.5 percent. 
That’s a 125 percent increase since 1994, when 2 percent of its 
brokerage force was Black. But in an industry with sparse Black 
representation, it is easy to double or even triple a minority 
group’s numbers. More illuminating is that the Black segment 

chose to focus specifically on the treatment of 
Black workers. In every complaint or lawsuit 
we investigated, we also sought employers’ 
responses, though in some cases they declined 
to comment. 

We scoured court records looking for pat-
terns in how firms handled grievances; spoke 
with academics, employment lawyers, and oth-
er experts; and mined a public database kept by 
a securities regulator to see how Black people 
fared in closed-door arbitration—forced on 
many Wall Street workers to protect their em-
ployers from public exposure in court.

What we found is that financial firms go 
to great lengths to keep complaints of racial 
discrimination quiet and push complainers out 
the door. Instead of responding openly and po-
tentially nipping racism in the bud, companies 
often play hardball with those who complain. 
Black people who are forced to use Wall Street’s 
arbitration system face bleak prospects: Our 
analysis of 32 years of data shows that among 31 
Black people who filed racism complaints, one 
settled and only two prevailed. 

N
ew court cases keep coming. in 
one, filed in New Hampshire Su-
perior Court in December, Eliz-
abeth S. Evans, a Black Latinx 
woman who worked at Fidelity 

Investments, depicted an atmosphere of ram-
pant racism and sexism at the firm’s complex 
in Merrimack, N.H. Her suit described white 
male colleagues who said that slavery was great 
for the US economy, that Black people “give 

of the firm’s brokers—also known as financial advisers—grew only 2.5 percentage 
points over those 26 years. 

The most meaningful industry changes over the past year have come on the heels 
of intense public pressure. In April, the giant asset manager BlackRock caved to the 
demands of the Service Employees International Union and agreed to begin a “racial 
equity audit” in 2022 that would ana-
lyze the company’s “impacts on non-
white stakeholders and communities 
of color.” It already had been under a 
thick cloud of bad press over how it 
treated its Black employees.  

Whether sincere or motivated by 
image concerns, Wall Street’s height-
ened passion for addressing the racism 
in its midst has opened an important 
conversation about recruitment, pro-
motion, and pay policies in one of the 
nation’s most lucrative businesses. Miss-
ing from the dialogue so far, though, are 
some key questions: When racism does 
occur, how do firms treat Black employ-
ees who complain? And what happens to 
Black people when they take their com-
plaints to arbitration or to court? 

There’s no doubt other people of col-
or face racism and mistreatment in finan-
cial firms, but in light of the industry’s 
public pronouncements supporting the 
values of the Black Lives Matter move-
ment, The Nation and Type Investigations 

national Union and agreed to begin a racial 
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Instead of responding 
openly and potentially 
nipping racism in the 
bud, companies often 
play hardball with those 
who complain.

Race and reprisal: A 

Black Deutsche Bank 

employee’s attempt to 

complain about racist 

treatment resulted in 

a written warning—

to the employee. 

This story was report-

ed in partnership with 

Type Investigations 

with support from the 

Puffin Foundation.
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Morgan Stanley revealed 
under pressure that 
only 2.2 percent of 
its executives, senior 
officials, and managers 
were Black.

Edifice of exclusion: 

Merrill Lynch’s offices 

in Greensboro, N.C., 

where a onetime star 

broker was uncer-

emoniously ousted 

under dubious terms.

cops a reason to get shot,” and that women were 
“gold diggers” and “bitches.” She quit in 2018. 
The case was settled earlier this year.

Fidelity senior vice president Vincent Lopor-
chio said the firm investigates and takes “prompt 
and appropriate action” when complaints like 
Evans’s are raised. 

But Evans, who in her first year on the job 
was praised as “very quick to learn and master 
her work,” said she had complained of her col-
leagues’ disrespect and mistreatment repeatedly 
before she resigned in exasperation. Despite 
her complaints about one colleague’s behavior, 
Fidelity promoted him in 2017, and he became 
her boss. Loporchio said that, after an investiga-
tion, Fidelity found Evans’s internal complaint 
to be “without merit.”

At Morgan Stanley, just days after CEO James 
P. Gorman garnered praise last June for making 
a public commitment to diversity, the firm’s for-
mer global chief diversity officer, a Black woman 
named Marilyn Booker, filed a lawsuit in Brook-
lyn federal court saying the firm had fired her in 
late 2019 after she pushed to establish a program 
to help Black brokers. Booker, who graduated 
magna cum laude from Spelman College, has 
a law degree and received 17 awards for her 
diversity leadership over the years. Among the 
bleak statistics she cited in her complaint was that 
no one on the firm’s then 16-member operating 
committee was Black until Gorman added a Black 
woman in the wake of George Floyd’s murder. 

Under pressure from New York City Comp-
troller Scott Stringer to release previously con-
fidential diversity statistics, Morgan Stanley 
revealed in November that 2.2 percent of its 
executives, senior officials, and managers and 
2.4 percent of its sales workers were Black 
in 2018.  

In response to our inqui-
ry, Morgan Stanley man-
aging director Mary Claire 
Delaney cited a company 
statement from June 2020: 
It would “vigorously defend” 
itself and “strongly” rejected 
Booker’s allegations. 

“We are steadfast in our 
commitment to improve 
the diversity of our employ-
ees and have made steady 
progress—while recognizing 
that we have further prog-
ress to make,” the statement 
reads, and adds that Mor-
gan Stanley would continue 
its “high priority efforts to 
achieve a more diverse and 
inclusive firm.”

In March, Morgan Stan-
ley filed court papers saying 

that Booker had filed sensationalized allegations that had nothing to do with the 
way she was treated during her “26 years of success” at the firm. In May, the two 
sides agreed to dismiss the lawsuit, which typically means there was a settlement. 
Through her lawyer, Booker declined to comment. 

Apart from resending Morgan Stanley’s June statement, Delaney declined to 
comment on four pages of questions about the Booker case; the firm’s arbitra-
tion policies; its handling of internal complaints of racial discrimination; and a 
class-action racial discrimination case that it had settled with its former brokers.

When Black people speak up, the blowback can be brutal. Joan Reid-
Williams, a Black woman who worked in the New York City 
control room at Deutsche Bank, said in documents filed in 
New York State Supreme Court that she’d complained to 
management that two coworkers were making racist and 
disparaging comments to her. But the ensuing investigation 
resulted in a written warning to Williams rather than to the 
colleagues allegedly making the racist comments. The firm 
wrote her up for violations that included setting her cell 
phone ring volume too high and being rude. She settled with 
the bank in 2014. Her attorney, Derek Sells, declined to com-
ment on the case, as did Deutsche 
Bank spokesman Dan Watson.

As Reid-Williams learned, in-
ternal investigations can easily 
harm a complainant. But it’s impos-
sible to say how often that happens, 
because these probes are typically 
performed confidentially. Our re-
search revealed only one example 
of public data on the outcome of an 
internal racism complaint at a bro-
kerage firm—in the court docket of 
the class-action suit in which Capel 
was a named plaintiff. During the 
exchange of documents between 
Merrill and the brokers in that case, Merrill revealed that em-
ployees had filed 60 formal racism complaints between 2001 
and 2008. Only three were found to have merit.

Frank Paré, a Black financial planner of 16 years and former 
president of the Financial Planning Association, didn’t hesitate 
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and social isolation that is both painful and distracting. The 
financial industry is a sharp-elbowed business that requires a 
thick skin to survive, but the brutality aimed at Black people 
exacts a different kind of toll. Capel and his colleagues gave an 
example of the day-to-day degradation in their complaint: A 
Merrill Lynch manager was photographing his brokers for a 
bulletin board display and suggested to a Black broker that he 
needn’t have his photo taken. “I can find your picture down at 
the precinct,” the manager quipped.

O
n his desk at merrill lynch’s office in greens-
boro, Capel once displayed a treasured award: a 
foot-long pewter statue of a charging bull sport-
ing a brass Merrill Lynch nameplate. “You know 
the big Merrill Lynch bull?” he asks. “Well, I 

won the bull.” Capel says he racked up the most assets un-
der management in the firm’s 1999 
training program, which earned 
him the pewter prize.   

Prior to the falling-out with 
Merrill, Capel’s had been a clas-
sic American success story. He was 
raised on a tobacco and hog farm 
in rural North Carolina, where his 
father was a steelworker at an Alcoa 
aluminum plant.

Capel says he was an honor roll 
student at East Montgomery High 
School in Biscoe, N.C., where he 
was cocaptain of the football team. 
He landed a sports scholarship at 

North Carolina State and had aspirations to 
be an NFL linebacker, but when his father 
had a massive heart attack in his sophomore 
year, Capel took a year off to go home and 
take care of his family. He later earned a bach-
elor’s degree in business communications and 
master’s degrees in business and health care 
administration.

As much as he loved football, for years he’d 
dreamed of becoming a stockbroker. In his 
teens, he read Bottom Line, a business magazine 
his father subscribed to, and became intrigued 
with the idea of working on Wall Street.

But when Capel got his big break as a bro-
ker at Merrill Lynch’s Greensboro location, he 
quickly got a taste of the bosses’ seeming dis-
dain for Black people’s success. “When I’d get 
a sizable account, management was always ask-
ing, ‘How did you get that account?’” he says. 

He said he made Merrill’s President’s Club 
in his second year on the job, and he and 75 oth-
er brokers in his region got a free trip to a posh 
hotel in Quebec. It was not the celebratory time 
he’d expected. Capel knew some of the other 
brokers, but he was the only Black person in the 
crowd, and no one socialized with him. To pass 
the time while others partied, he escaped to the 
hotel’s workout room and lifted weights. It all 
takes a toll, he says. “The suffering, the social 
distancing, the isolation, is very hurtful.”

C
apel and the other plaintiffs 
in McReynolds v. Merrill Lynch
wound up settling in 2013, with 
Merrill paying $160 million to 
end the litigation. But the public 

relations hit was just as damaging. Fearful of 
that type of fallout, Wall Street has long fought 
for the right to force arbitration on customers 
and employees. Financial firms won key Su-
preme Court battles in the 1980s and ’90s that 
the industry has relied on to keep most of its 
civil rights disputes under wraps.

Today, most major investment banks require 
employees to agree to arbitration—a policy 
that the rest of corporate America has admired 
and copied. Goldman Sachs, UBS, and Edward 
D. Jones are among those who have fought 
and won when employees tried to pursue civil 
rights claims in court.

But few have gone to the extremes of Mor-
gan Stanley, which has faced multiple racism 
complaints by Black former employees. In 
2015, the firm sent e-mails to 36,000 workers 
that required them to respond to the company 
and opt out of a new mandatory arbitration 
policy if they wanted to retain the right to sue 
in court. The message included no hint of time 
sensitivity or importance in its subject line, 
and many employees said they didn’t recall 
receiving it. In the end, more than 30,000 

The financial industry 
requires a thick skin 
to survive, but the 
brutality aimed at 
Black people exacts 
a different kind of toll.

Shades of Kafka: 

Glenn D. Capel’s 

finance career 

evaporated following 

inscrutable allegations 

of impropriety.

when asked how he would advise a Black broker who was thinking about lodging an 
internal complaint. “I’d tell them to start looking for another job,” he said.

Racism exists in every industry, of course. But on Wall Street, where the po-
tential earning power is vast, Black people face formidable barriers. They make 
up 13 percent of the US workforce, but they occupy only 2.9 percent of the in-
dustry’s financial adviser jobs, according to a January report by Cerulli Associates. 
Those who manage to get jobs can wind up losing them after enduring racist 
remarks, managers who deny them privileges enjoyed by their white colleagues, 

28



 T H E  N A T I O N  6 . 2 8 – 7 . 5 . 2 0 2 1

A JPMorgan manager 
told a Black broker he 
wouldn’t be a good “fit” 
for several desirable  
locations because of  
his ethnicity.

employees failed to opt out, including several 
Black brokers who would later be forced into 
private arbitration. 

B
rokers use several arbitration 
forums for employee disputes, in-
cluding the commercial operations 
at the American Arbitration Asso-
ciation and JAMS. The two forums 

release only bare-bones information about their 
awards, but the public can get a fuller picture of 
how Black people fare in arbitration from the 
Wall Street–funded Financial Industry Regu-
latory Authority. Along with its role as a regu-
lator, FINRA also runs an arbitration program 
for its members and offers an online database 
where the public can use keywords to search 
records of final awards dating back to 1988. 

We searched that database using a number of 
terms, including “race,” “racism,” “racist,” “Af-
rican American,” and “Black.” We got hundreds 
of results, many of which had nothing to do with 
a racism claim and some of which were racism 
claims by other minority groups. We wound up 
with a list of 31 cases in which 
we were certain that the com-
plainants were Black. 

Only two of those Black 
complainants, or 6.4 percent, 
won their claims. Another 
complainant settled. In two 
other cases, the arbitrators 
denied the racism claims but 
awarded damages on other 
grounds, including retaliation. 

I did a similar search of 
that database looking for sex-
ual harassment and hostile en-
vironment cases in 2018 and 
unearthed what I then consid-
ered extreme results: Among 
97 cases brought by women 
and decided by FINRA arbi-
trators, only 17 complainants 
won, or 18 percent. (Men who 
brought sexual harassment 
cases won 29 percent of the 
time.) I’ve reported on Wall 
Street civil rights cases since the mid-1990s 
and wrote a book about sexual harassment in 
finance, Tales From the Boom-Boom Room. Gender 
discrimination was and remains a serious issue in 
the industry, but when it comes to arbitration, 
Black people fare much worse by comparison.

Another striking takeaway is how little the 
nature of racism allegations by Black people on 
Wall Street has changed over the years. 

In the past decade, Black brokers at Edward 
D. Jones, Wells Fargo, and JPMorgan accused 
their bosses of assigning them to the least lu-
crative locations. (In March, Edward D. Jones 

reached a $34 million settlement with Black brokers who had 
sued the firm.) Black brokers at Morgan Stanley alleged in a 
2015 lawsuit that they were left out when management dis-
tributed the accounts of departing salespeople. A Black broker 
at JPMorgan said in a 2018 filing 
that he was interested in working 
at several desirable locations, but 
a manager said they wouldn’t be a 
good “fit” for him because of his 
ethnicity. (Harlem would be a better 
fit, he says they told him.)  

Those cases don’t sound much 
different from the racism complaints 
filed at FINRA a quarter-century 
ago. Back in 1993, Stephen Collins, 
a broker at Great Northern Insur-
ance Annuity Corp., complained 
that his bosses told him he didn’t 
project an image that clients could accept and assigned him to 
a mostly Black area of Pittsburgh. Great Northern said Collins 
was terminated because he failed a securities licensing exam by a 
significant margin. He lost his case in 1994.

Merrill Lynch broker Anthony H. Hoskins said he was 
told in the early 1990s that he didn’t “fit the typical Merrill 

Lynch broker profile” and “wasn’t what Merrill 
Lynch was looking for.” He lost his case. FINRA 
arbitration is “controlled by the industry for the 
industry,” he said in an interview with The Nation. 
“How are you gonna win?”   

FINRA keeps the legal papers filed in arbi-
tration cases under lock and key, but every so 
often the details become public, either because a 
claimant files in court despite an arbitration agree-

ment or because a firm strikes back in the courts  
after losing. 

Both of those factors were at work in the racial 
and gender discrimination case that broker Cindy 
R. Davis brought in 1994 against Shearson Leh-
man Brothers. Davis, one of the two Black people 
we found who won their FINRA cases, filed a 
complaint in federal court, but Shearson success-
fully fought to have it moved to arbitration. After 
Davis won, Shearson went to court to ask that 
part of the award be vacated. 

That opened the door for Davis to file a public 
response that exposed damning arbitration testi-
mony. Davis’s branch manager, Glenn Dropkin, 
was a defendant in the case, and Davis’s lawyer 

asked Dropkin’s boss whether there could be any evidence strong enough to bring 
him around to believing Davis over Dropkin. “If you received information that 
Mr. Dropkin had called Ms. Davis a n***** and there were witnesses present who 
confirmed it, would you believe it?” her lawyer asked. The boss’s answer was no.

O
n july 14, 2006, glenn capel awoke at 6 am and did what he does 
every morning: He prayed, took a shower, and got dressed to go to 
the Merrill Lynch office five miles away. He was feeling a bit anxious 
as he pulled into a parking space. He stopped at the newsstand in the 
lobby, picked up a half-dozen copies of that day’s New York Times, 

and took the elevator to the fourth floor, where he had a prized office overlooking 
a pond that drew flocks of swans and ducks.

Capel had agreed to speak with the Times about the historic racial discrimination 

Racism
Wallin

Ranks
Street’s

29



 T H E  N A T I O N  6 . 2 8 – 7 . 5 . 2 0 2 1

lawsuit that had been filed the previous November—one he 
would soon join as a named plaintiff. In the story, he was quoted 
saying that it had been “a lonely struggle” being the only Black 
person among 40 brokers at the branch. His photo was in the 
business section. 

He closed the door to his office to read the paper. Soon there 
was a knock on his door. His boss, 
Henley, and a compliance manager 
entered the room. He recalls Henley 
asking, “How could you do this to 
us?” and adding that the entire of-
fice was on pins and needles because 
Capel had complained publicly. 

For over an hour they were en-
camped in Capel’s office, haranguing 
him with questions and comments. 
When they finally left, Capel made his 
way out to his car, figuring he’d have a 
late lunch after an emotional morning. 

That’s when he saw the shattered 
glass of his car windows scattered all 

over the parking lot. He called the police and his insurance com-
pany and then decided to call it a day at 2 pm.  

He was at home with his wife and two kids a few days later 
when the phone rang. He didn’t recognize the voice, but he will 
never forget what he heard. “You and your family need to be 
careful,” the man said, and then hung up

William P. Halldin, a spokesman for Bank of America, 
which purchased Merrill in 2008, said the firm takes complaints 
of discrimination or inappropriate behavior very seriously and 
has a comprehensive process for filing and investigating such 

profile class-action suit lingers as a threat to his 
career. Capel says he’s sent out well over 100 
job applications since his firing. When we met 
in February near his Maryland home, I asked 
whether he’d thought about pursuing a job out-
side of the brokerage industry. He paused for a 
moment, Googled his name on his iPhone, and 
leaned over to show me the results: The third 
entry under his name was the New York Times ar-
ticle about the class-action racial discrimination 
case that had featured his photo and remarks. 
“Employers look and they say, ‘This guy’s very 
talented on paper, but is he a troublemaker?’”

C
apel’s story didn’t have to end 
that way. But multiple obstacles 
would have to be overcome to 
change the system that has ruined 
his Wall Street career and those of 

many of his Black peers.
Regulators would need to play a more ag-

gressive role. To some degree, that is already 
in the works at the Securities and Exchange 
Commission, where President Joe Biden has 
appointed a new chair, Gary Gensler, who took 
office in April and is sympathetic to so-called 
ESG (environmental, social, and corporate gov-
ernance) matters. His predecessor, acting chair 
Allison Herren Lee, had made clear in a public 
statement as commissioner last year that she 
thought that more rigorous disclosures on cli-
mate change and diversity issues were warranted. 
So far, though, the agency has focused mostly 
on climate change. If the SEC wanted to take a 
stronger stance on racism, it could require that 
companies disclose a tally of their internal racism 

complaints each year and reveal 
whether investigations found 
for or against the employee.

At the Equal Employment 
Opportunity Commission, 
Biden’s new chair, Charlotte 
Burrows, is seeking to undo 
some of the damage caused 
by her Trump-appointed pre-
decessor, filling open jobs 
and putting a renewed focus 
on systemic discrimination 
cases. Even so, the agency has 
brought few big cases against 
Wall Street firms. In an in-
terview in the fall, before she 
was named EEOC chair, then 
Commissioner Burrows told 
me that cases filed against fi-
nancial companies compete 
with those brought by em-
ployees in less lucrative indus-
tries who can’t afford a lawyer. 
In late April, USA Today re-
vealed that the EEOC itself 

reports. He added that the firm was “not in a position to comment on things that 
allegedly were said 11 years ago or more and haven’t previously been reported to 
us.” Henley, who is now an executive at Truist Investment Services in Charlotte, 
did not respond to e-mails and voice mails seeking comment.

Capel began keeping the upsetting details from his wife because he didn’t want 
to add to her stress. But the pressure eventually undermined their 
marriage. Choking back tears, he says that his wife told him, “I don’t 
have the thick skin you have. I don’t think I can go through this.” 

They got a divorce. He gave his keys to his mortgage compa-
ny “and walked away from the house” in Greensboro because he 
couldn’t make the payments. Today he splits the rent on an Annapolis 
townhouse with a fellow church member. 

Making up for some of his pain was the $250,000 award for being 
a named plaintiff in the lawsuit, plus the “more than a million” dollars 
for his individual claim. That’s a substantial 
amount of money by most standards, and 
Capel was grateful for it. But to a man who 
grew up on a tobacco farm in North Carolina 
and then worked his way to success on Wall 
Street, the journey has been particularly pain-
ful, and the settlement money he received at 
50 doesn’t match the revenue he’s lost over 
the past 11 years. “My best earning years have 
been taken away from me,” he says.      

In 2019, he managed to get Merrill to delete 
the reference to “dishonesty” in his industry re-
cords, arguing successfully to a panel of FINRA 
arbitrators that Merrill had defamed him. 

Even with the damning reference removed, 
he fears that his role as a leader in a high- 

If the SEC wanted to 
take a stronger stance 
on racism, it could 
require employers 
to disclose a tally of 
their internal racism 
complaints.
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was being accused of racism by its Black employees in Dallas, 
prompting Burrows to order a review of the allegation.

As a self-regulatory organization for the financial industry, 
FINRA has been mute about its members’ settlements of 
alleged egregious civil rights violations over the years—and 
remains so. A spokesperson did not respond to specific ques-
tions as to whether FINRA might have the authority to pursue 
discrimination cases, but noted that its focus is on “investor 
protection and market integrity.” 

FINRA’s own officials, however, have made comments in 
adjudicatory documents that suggest racism cases would be 
well within its reach. In cases heard by its Office of Hearing 
Officers and National Adjudicatory Council during the past 
five years, FINRA officials have said that its rules provide broad 
authority over members “even against unethical conduct that 
may not be unlawful,” including “unethical, business-related 
conduct,” regardless of whether it involves a security. 

Bill Singer, a veteran Wall Street lawyer in New York, says 
FINRA thus far has not prosecuted racism cases despite its 
broad authority. “I would argue that by not prosecuting it, 
FINRA is condoning it,” he says.  

On April 29, FINRA published a notice seeking comment 
on any aspects of its rules and processes that might create “un-
intended barriers” to greater diversity in the industry.   

The positive efforts are a start, but they are not game-
changers for Black people who are subject to unresponsive or 
punitive complaint systems at work. 

In February, two former BlackRock employees—Essma 
Bengabsia, an Arab American woman, and Mugi Nguyai, a 
Black man—published an open letter to the firm’s CEO asking 
BlackRock to fix its internal investigations process and publicly 
disclose a tally of employee complaints in its diversity, equity, 
and inclusion report. BlackRock sent a memo to employees on 
March 2 saying that it would set up a separate team to improve 
its investigations process. It is the only reform we could find 
that attempts to address the flaws of a complaint system.

A sign of real change would be if the failures of industry 
leaders to reckon with racism in their ranks took a meaningful 
toll on their reputations. That has yet to happen.   

Morgan Stanley, for example, has been the target of multi-
ple lawsuits—including the one by Marilyn Booker—and has 
employed strong-arm tactics to force arbitration on its em-
ployees. Yet, even with racial justice at the front of the public’s 
mind, this history has not tarnished the company’s image as an 
industry leader.

In December, CEO Gorman landed on a Bloomberg Busi-
nessweek list of the 50 people who defined 2020, a rarefied 
roster that included Supreme Court Chief Justice John Rob-
erts, racial justice activist Colin Kaepernick, and infectious 
disease official Anthony Fauci. A full magazine page devoted 
to Gorman lauded him for his takeover prowess and Morgan 
Stanley’s high stock price. A member of the firm’s board called 
him “one of the great CEOs, not just in banking but one of the 
great CEOs, period.” 

Even in the year of George Floyd’s murder, the firm’s civil 
rights failings didn’t get so much as a mention.  N
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Alpha Barry • Jeremy M. Barth • Charlotte Bartlett • James H. Barton • Jed Barton • Alan Batten • Richard Beck • Stephen Bellaire • Tina Bennett-Kastor • Rebecca Bennett • Susan Bentson • Richard 
Bergeon • Julie Bergman • Keith Bernhard • Gerry Bernstein • Annie Berry • Joseph Bertz • Mary Frances Best • Anna Betker • Glee Biery • Mary R. Bischoff • Judy and Bob Bjorke • Lyle E. Black • 
Richard Black • David Blackledge • Shirley Blackwell • Anne Bladstrom • Michael Blasnik • Robert L. Blau • Lewis Bloom • James Bode • Paul Boggs • Pamela Boll • Steve Bornaman • Mary Bostwick • 
Lisa Botwinick • Alexandra Bowditch • Yvonne Bowe • Katherine Boyd • Norman P. Boyer • Russell Brant • Janet Brassart • John Braxton • Gail Breakey • John Britzke • Malcolm Brodrick • Lester 
Bromley • Kate Bronfenbrenner • Jeffrey Bronfman • Karen Browne-Courage • Wilma Brucker • Judith and Clifford Brunk • Lawrence and Betty Bryan • Rebecca Buchanan • Guy Buford • Paul Bundy • 
Steve Burghardt • Alexander Burke • Lee Burkholder • Kathryn Burlingham • Madeleine Burnside • Joe and Linda Burton • Allan Bushbaum • Beau Butler • Kathleen Butler • Linton Byington • Harley S. 
Cahen • Timothy Cahill • Chandos Caldwell • Kay Callison • Katherine Calvo • Patricia Cambron • Mary Ann Camosy • Warren Campbell • Carlo Cantave • Brett D. Carey • Joseph Carione • Frank 
Carmona • Marco Carpio • Karen Carroll • Mary and Chris Carter • Bill Cary • Jim Case • Mary Cato • Janna Caughron • Horace Chamberlain • Rodrigue Thomas Charles • Stanley R. Chassagne • Marta 
and Alberto Chavira • David Chin • Omar Chowdhury • Charles Christensen and Beth Welch • Dana Chyung • Nancy Cirillo Ruggiero • Robert Clerihew • Claudia Cline • Jay Coakley • Lillian L. 
Coakley • Deonisa Coates • Martin Cobern • Mark Cody • Mark Cohen • Naomi Cohen • Patricia Cohen • Richard Cohen • Jeffrey A. Cohlberg • Alison and Chris Collins • Nathan Collyer • Margaret M. 
Conrow • William Coomber • Larry and Diane Cooper • Ray Cornbill • James Corrigan • Colin M. Cortes • David Costa • Suzanne Costanza • Beverly Cotton • Francis Coyle • Susan Craft • Margaret 
Crane • Patricia Croop • Steve Crosbie • Margaret Crowley • Charlene Cruz-Cerdas • Pamela Culp • Donna Cummings • Elizabeth E. Cuprak • Lynda Dahl • Stanislaw Damas • Amira Dan • Forrest 
Darby • Errol Dargin • Michael Daveiga • Pamela J. Davidson • Harry Davis • John Davis • Lloyd De Armond • Miriam Defant • David Deleon • Margaret and James Delfraisse • Ardon Denlinger • 
Amparo Dereymundo-Hinson • Ken Deschere • Melanie Dewberry • Rita di Leo • Barbara DiBernard • Margaret Diekemper and David Harris • Susan Dietz • Berry Dilley • Elaine Distasi • Tina 
Dobsevage • Paul Donahue • Susan K. Donaldson • Alton Donatto • Dennis Dore • Steve E. Dorris • William H. Dorsey • Richard Dougherty • Cheryl Dove • Patricia Downing • Aletta Dreller • Nance 
Duffy • Penelope Dugan • Deborah Duke • Glenn Eastep • Judy and Mark Eckart • Dan Edwards • Pamela Edwards • Howard Egerman • Lloyd A. Eggan • Jerome Ehrhardt • Eightytwodegrees Design 
Studio • Carolyn Eisenberg • Helen Elden • Joann F. Elder • Nancy E. Elgin • Thomas L. Ellis • Joni Ellsworth • Joseph Engelman • Ed Epping • Bob Epstein • Shirley Erikson • Elizabeth Estes • Antony 
Esuk • Bill Etnyre • Maryjane Evans • Peter Evans • Sheldon Evans and Martha McMaster • Sidney Evans • William Everdell • Neil Fagerhaugh • Robert Fagone • Ramin Farjad • James Farmin • Andrea 
Felsovanyi • Alan F. Ferguson • Elizabeth Ferris • Barbara and Daniel Fetonte • William Fickinger • Rosalind Fielder-Giscombe • Sigmund Finman • Kean Finnegan • Glenna Finnicum • Randal Fird • 
Dennis and Rona Fischman • Richard Fish • Richard Flacks • Elizabeth W. Fleming • Terry Foldenauer • Edward Ford • Michael Foreman • Robert Foster • Christophe Fournier • Wayne Franks • Robert 
Frankum • Susan and Hugo Franzen • Judith A. Frey • Michael Friedman • Chris Frost • Julia Fujioka • Arthur Fuldauer • Mary Ann Furda • Jessica Gabriele • Joanne Gainen • Martha Gallagher • Trish 
Gallagher • Peter Gann • Rex Gantenbein and Judith Powers • Jan E. Garrett • Lucy Geever-Conroy • Linda Gillison • Mary Ginnebaugh • Louis Gipp • Lynn M. Glasscock • James Gleeson • Bruce 
Gluckman • Zack Goetz • David Gold • Albert and Linda Goldberg • Neil J. Goldberg • Bruce Golden • Steven Goldstein • Donna Goodrich • Kay Gordon • Mary A. Gordon • Michael Gorman • Nancy 
Gossett • Monica Goubaud • David Gourdoux • Roger Govier • Peggy Grant • Linda Irene Greene • Matthew Greene • Lumina Greenway • Lynn Greiner • Laurence Gross • Joy Ann Grune • Stephen O. 
Gunderson • James and Andrea Gutman • G. H. • Gwen Handelman • Mary Ann Handley • Julie Hanks • Fred Hanselmann • Audrey Hanson • Walter Hanson • Sarah Harder • Shawn Hargan • Donald 
A. Harland • Benjamin Harris and Rebecca Mitchell • Guy Harris • Ladonna Harris • Thomas Harris • Eric Hartman • Andrea Hasara • Rebecca Hatton • Annie Hawkins • David L. Hawla • Helen and 
Scott Hays • Gail Heaberg • Merry Headman • Janis Heim • Suzanne Helburn • Lori Henes • Linda Henriques • Elizabeth Henry • Richard L. Hester • Michael and Jennifer Higham • Mark Hill • Van 
Hillard • Diana Hinatsu • Joseph Hoagbin • David Hodgen • Charles Hodges • Dena Hoff • David Hoffman • Donna Hoffman • Deborah S. Holloway • William Honaman • Claude Hopkins • Jackie 
Horne • Jennifer Hosek • William Hudspeth • Jan Hull • Marilee Hume • Bruce Hunt • Susan I. Hunt • Philip Inglesant • Claudia B. Isaac • Helen and Joel Isaacson • Matthew Isaacson • Claudette Isayo • 
Brenda A. Priestly Jackson • Christopher H. Jacobs • Phyllis A. Jacobson • Gale Jaffe • Christine Janis • Robert T. Jantzen • Russell Jauregui • Anita G. Jennings • Stephen Jervey • Mark Jester • Barbara 
Joachim • Georgeann Johnson • Hal Johnson • Melinda Johnson • Anne C. Jones • Benjamin Jones • Herbert Jones Jr. • Michael D. Jozwiak • Julian Kalkstein • Michelle Karell • Danny Katch • Pete Keay • 
Oliver Keels • C. David Keith • Kathryn Kemp • Howard Kempffer • Catherine Kennedy • Peter Kenney • David M. Kerns • Kenneth King • Michele King • Patricia N. King • William F. King • Frank and 
Jo Anne Knell • John Knowlton • Diana Koch • David Koehler • Gail Koelker • Sybil Kolon • Sean Kosofsky • Michael Kretzler • Petr Krysl • Jean Kulemin • Katy Kurtz • Barbara Laffan • Ann Lamb • 
James Lamb • Taylor Lamborn • Kathryn Landes • David Landy • Peggy Laplante • Emily Lardner • Thomas Larkin • Aleyne Larner • Laurence LaRose • Rodolfo Lauritto • Jennifer Lauro • Serena Lavine 
• Tom Law • David Lazarus • Wallace Leake • Susan Lee • Christoph Leemann • Susan Leifer • Sally Lelong • Robert G. Lerner • David Leshtz • Nikos Leverenz • Joseph Levine • Emma Lewis • Lawrence 
Lewis • Susan Lewis • Eric Lind • Trudy Lindaman • Mary Louise Linn • Arthur Lipkin and Robert Ellsworth • Ira Liss • John and Ann Liu • Jorge Lizarraga • Robin Lloyd • Brian Lomax • Fredric R. 
London • Kylie Loynd • Thomas Lutgens • Steve Mabley • Jason Macario • Walter Mack • Nancy Maclaine • Joel MacLean • Gerald Mahoney • Kathleen Malecki • William Malette • Gillies Malnarich • 
Jonathan March • Helenka Marcinek • Michael Margulis • Joann Mariner • Lizabeth Maris • Ita Markus • Maria Marotti • Ann Martin • Rebecca Martin • Peter Martinazzi • Leslie Mason • Carl Masterson 
• Milton Masur • Nancy Mattice • Stephen Maxwell • Stephen Mayes • Marytheresa Mazzuca • Harold McCann • Joseph B McCarthy • Genevieve McClaskey • Grace McConomy • David McFall • 
Timothy McGarry • Jo Ann McGreevy • Margaret McIlmoyl • Barbara McKay • Charles McKnight • Patrick McLaughlin • Karen McLennan • Mary McMorris • Louise McNerney • James McNulty • 
Robert W. Meek • David Melchior • Vikas Menon • Tressa Merriman • Paul Meyer-Strom • John Michalchuk • Michael S. Michelz • Joseph L. Miessner • Barbara Miller • Bill Miller • Donald Miller • 
Dorothy W. and Harlan B. Miller • Susan Minato • David Minkler • Sara-Ellen Minor • Merrilee Mitchell • Elizabeth Mole Daren • Thomas Molinaro • Leah Monterrosa • Mel Mooers • David R. Morgan • 
Eugene Morris • Eugene Mosca • Leta Mullen • Bernard Mulligan • Mark and Mary Lou Munn • Doreen and Michael Murphy • John Mutrux • Steve J. Nadel • Victoria Neumeier • Nancy Ninnis • Neda 
Nobari • Mary Norcross • Wade Norman • Grady J. Norris • Betty O’Connor • Mitra O’Malley • Kate O’Neill • Frances F. O’Reilly • Michael K. O’Sullivan • Julie Ohrenberg • Lauren Okayama • Richard 
Olson • Reed Oppenheimer • Sara Oswald • William K. Ota • William Owen • Marjorie Owens • Ellen Oxfeld • Connie and Kerry Ozer • Nicholas Pace • James Pacetti • Martha Palmer • Michael 
Panopoulos • Cheryl Parker • Lori Parker • Orlando Patterson • Deborah Pearse • Jeffrey Pekrul • David Penick • Sherry Pennell • Christine Peredney • Letty Perez • Robert Perrone • Robert Petersen • 
William Petz • Karen Phillips • Margaret B. Phillips • John P. Piety • Patricia Pinckney • Dorothy Piranian • John Pitsios • Lena Plamondon • Douglas Plante • Sallie M. Planty • Lewis Plate • Chrystin 
Pleasants • Delma Presley • Lee Price • Philip M. Prince • Donald J. Proud • Barbara Pulis • Beth Purrinson • Robert Quartell • Robin Ragland • Stephen Rahko • Debra Keefer Ramage • Paul Ramsey • 
Carol Rard • Betty Ratley • William Rawson • John Ray • Margaret Ray • Thomas Raycroft • Vince Reddy • Martha Redsecker • Casey Reed • Robert Reese • Winfried Reinsch • Joseph Richardson • 
Michele Richman • Saul Rigberg • Cheryl Ritenbaugh • Stephanie A. Ritger • Carol A. Roberts • Maria Roberts • Stacy Rodgers • Lawrence Rogers • Kay Rollison • Juan Romero-Corral • Martin Rosenthal 
• Robin D. Rothman • Julia Routson • Lemuel D. Rudd • Timothy Rush • Sheila Ruth • Elizabeth Rutzick • Mary Ryan • Ernest Rylander • Matthew Sakai • Jean Salvatore • Margarita Sanabria • Antonio 
Sanchez • Steve Sandeen • Ken Sandin • Soumen Sanyal • Tommy M. Savage • Emmett Schaefer • Henry Schekter • Tom Schloegel • Meryl and Murray Schrantz • Stephen Schroeder • Bernard W. Scott • 
Paul Seamons • Jeanne Sears • Pamela Sebastian • Willard Seehorn • Seymour and Amy Shaye • Sayre P. Sheldon • Roberta Shinaberry • David Shomar • Deborah Shomsky • Marguerite Shore • Peter 
Shoun • John Shuler • Edward Sichterman • Peter A. Siedlecki • Mark Siemers • Elaine Silverstrim • Jack Simel • Debra Simmons • Steve Simmons • John Sinnigen • Anexora Skvirsky • Elizabeth G. 
Slappey • William Smaldone and Jennifer Jopp • Ellen Smiley • Anne Smith • C. Harvey Smith • Chris Smith • JoAnn Smith • Kate Smith • Kenneth L. Smith • Mary Smith • Michael Smith • Philip Smith 
• John Sniezyk • Marie-Dolores Solano • Susan E. Sommer-Wagner • Stephen Spaulding • Donald G. Speer Jr. • Edda Spielmann • John Spilner • Robert Spottswood • Richard Staggenborg • Debra Staggs 
• Patrisa Stahl • P. Scott Stanfield • Michael Starks • Susan Stevens • Howard Stewart • Lynn Stewart • John Stodder • Katie Stokes • Steva Stowell-Hardcastle • Miriam Struck and Scott Schneider • Fritz J. 
Stumpges • Thomas Sullivan • Daphne Summers-Torres • Peggy Supple • Carole Sustak • Norma Sutcliffe • David Swissa • Carlyn Syvanen and Stephen Vause • Ritchie Tabachnick • Cynthia Talmadge • 
Gary and Carlie Tartakov • Sarie Teichman • Judith M. Telingator • Joanne Temcov • Joseph and Donna Terdiman • Kathleen Thomas • Kathleen Thompson • Rueben B. Thompson • Willie Thompson • 
Eric Thor • Alice and John Tiano • Ingrid Tillman • Kathryn M. Tominey • Steven Topik • George Towner • Peter Tracy • Peter Trafton • Robert Trask • Edwin R. Tripp • Jane L. Troy • Elizabeth Truesdell 
• Julie Uejio • Ron Unger • Derek Van Der Tak • Charles Van Ark • Amy Vandersall • Rudy Veve • Scott B. Vickers • Shawna Virago • Kenneth Vogel • Larry Von Kuster • Andre Voumard • Dana Wallock 
• Leila A. Walsh • Alex Walter • Lois Walton • Jamie Ward • Laura Ware • Tom Warhol • Robin Warner • Raymond and Carolyn Waters • Bonnie Webber • Ward Webber • Diana Wege • Carol Weidel • 
Rick and Andrea Weidman • Jackie Weisberg • Teresa Welborn • Linda Wellner • Alex Welsh • Katherine Werner • Mary Elaine Westberg • Winthrop Wetherbee • Wilma Wheeler • Evan White • Katie 
White • Kevin White • Michael G. White • Nancy White • Thomas Wilber • Kathy Wilkowski • Fabian Williams • Marvin D. Williams • Linda Wilson • H. Leabah Winter • Martin Wolf • Ailsa Wong • 
Tammy Wood • William Woods • Roland Yampolsky • Alan Young • Charles and Nancy Young • Peder Yurista • Martin Zatsick • Marilyn Zeitlin • Steven Zerby • Cindy Zucker

$1,000+
Anonymous (4) • Kendall and Sonia Baker • Susan C. Blandy • Alice Brasfield • Eric Capogrosso • James C. Causey • Stephen C. Claassen • Leroy 

Close • Frederic Cosandey • Linda Deany and James Martin • Richard Delay • Tim Drescher • Elizabeth Earle • Larry Finch • Cary Franklin • Mohsen 
and Lisa Gamshad • Valentin Garcia • James W. Giddens • Douglas Gullickson • Stephen Hagerdon • Lee Halprin and Abby Rockefeller • Collier M. 

Hands • John Haworth • Kent Healy • Barbarina and Aaron Heyerdahl • Dwayne Huebner • Bruce Jones • Helmut Jungschaffer and Lori Taylor • 
Martin and Carolyn Karcher • James and Paula Kemler • John Kloswick • Jack Knight • Ilene Kramer • Carol Kurtz • Lucien Lacour and Carol Howe • 

Catherine and Fred Lauritsen • Jean C. Lave • Glen Lawrence • Harriet Lord and Bernard Banks • Brinton Lykes • Tom W. Lyons • Suzanne McDaniel •  
Charles Minton • Kathy Mitchell • Robert A. Moeser • Karen Moffat • Albert L. Moore • Elaine Nonneman • Joan Novick • Michael W. Perri • Nancy 

Pierce • Edward D. Pillar • Elaine E. Pratt • Sue B. Reamer • Robert Richards • David Richardson • Lynn Ritchie • Frank Roosevelt III and Grace 
Roosevelt • Larry E. Rosenberg • Juliet Sabit • Melinda Samuelson • Gordon Schiff and Mardge Cohen • Adreana M. Scussel • Marc Silberman •  

Jack D. Simpson • David Smiley and Lauren Kogod • Paul J. Smoke • David Snider • Claudia Sole • Jean C. Stanfield • Shirley and Harold Strom •  
Jack and Gayle Thompson • William Van Buren • Jonathan Wallach and Linda Hanson • Diana Wear • Jordan and Ronna Weltman • Isaac J. Winograd •  

Nancy Worcester and Mariamne Whatley • Gary H. Wright • Anthony Zaragoza • Robert Zuvich

$500–$999
Anonymous (2) • William Aaronson • Joseph T. Anderer • Frank Andersen • Vanessa Anderson • Donald Andreini • Kenneth Armstrong and Marilyn Sander • Rosemary 
E. Armstrong • Jesse Arnold • Andrew D. Augustine • Don Barber • William H. Becker • Jerry Bernhard • Jeanne E. Berwick • Ellen T. Briggs • Jean-Claude Buffle • Susan 
Burchenal • Joan Burgin • Kristin Cabral • Phyllis Cairns • Charles Carlson • Cindy Carter • Katharine G. Chaiklin • James H. Chappel • Wayne Chauncey • John Collins • 
Patricia Collins • George Conklin • Gerard Conn • Julie and Roger Cooper • Thomas H. Crawford • Lloyd Davidson • Hannah Dennison • Larry Donoghue • Gary Doran •  
Earl Dorsey • Benjamin P. Duke • Cameron Duncan • Ann and Don Eberle • Susan Eleuterio • Margaret E. Elliot • Dennis Engel • Marianne Estournes • Cynthia K. Evans •  
Pat Fair • Ed Fassiotto • Rosemary Faulkner • Carla Feinkind • Kenneth A. Fischer • Brigitte L. Fisher • Margaret Foege • Laura E. Fox • Woodman Franklin • Nora Gallaher • 



$100–$249 
Anonymous (19) • David Aaron • Mark and Leslie Aaron • Roy Abraham • Jerome H. Abrams • Virginia 
and Stephen Abrams • Murray Abramsky • Ruth Adamowicz • Carol Adams • Daniel Adams • Rhea 
Adams • Steven D. Adams • Stephen Adelson • Leonard Adonis • Charles Agler • Alan Agnelli • Dona 
Ahern • Kamal Ahmad • Suzanne Akers • Stephen Alberg • Shelley R. Albers • Forbes and Jenna Alcott • 
Arthur Aleman • Joan Aleshire • Charles Alexander • Christa Alexander • Gregory Alexander • James P. 
Alexander • Ralph Alexander • Giovanni Aliberti • Kelly Allan and Barbara Haeger • Jack Allen • Joanne 
Allen • Lois Allum • Stan Altan • Dean Alterman • Anita Altman • Deborah Alvarez • Deborah Ambers • 
Marta Ames • Gary Amundson • Judith S. Ancel • Rudolf Anders • C. J. Anderson • Dennis Anderson • 
Ellen Anderson • James Anderson • Kristin Anderson • Suzanne Anderson • Harry Anduze • Donald Angell 
• Stephen Angell • Robert Annandale • Dennis Antenore • Kendall Anthony • Sandra Antonelli • 
Constance Antonucci • Brian Anziska • John Apostolos • Richard Appelbaum • Chris Apple • James 
Appleton • Randy Apsel • Rafael Aragunde • Andrea Arai • Barry and Janice Arbuckle • Elliott Sclar and 
Nancy Aries • Dee and Marshall Arisman • Michel and Eliane Armand • David Arms • James Armstrong • 
Kay Armstrong • Robert Arneson • Catherine Arp • Anne Arredondo • Joan Arsenault • Linda Artiaga • 
John Ascenzi • Arlene S. Ash • James Ashe • Jody Ashenhurst • Louis Asher • Michael B. Ashkenes • 
Charles Ashman • Afrouz Assadian • Canon H. Atkins • Wayne L. Attwood • Maria Augusto • Mary R. Aull 
• Pam Austin • Teresa Austin • Dave Avolio • Alan Axelrod • Frank and Betsy Babb • Bruce Babcock • 
Austin Babrow • John Bach • Barbara Badore • Richard Bagby • Mr. Bagley • Mary Bailey • Dick Baka • 
Elizabeth A. Baker • Stanley Baker • Stuart E. Baker • Keith Ball • Stan Ball • Edward L. Ballantyne • 
Joanne A. Balzer • Charlene Bangs Pedersen • Steven Banilower • Hannah Banks • Barbara Barbieri • 
David A. Bard • Gloria Barello • Clarence E. Barker • John Barker • Pete and Jeanie Barkett • Ed J. Barlow 
• Lawrence Barmann • Sam and Anita Barnes • Kenneth Barnes • Leila Baroody • Paul Barras • Claudia 
Barrett • Barry Barringer • Morris A. Barron • Brian Barry • Elizabeth J. Barry • Dan Barski • Michael 
Barth • Robert Bartholomew • Rudolph B. Bartie • Bruce Bartlett • John Bartolozzi • Susan Bartovics • 
Ronald Basich • Sinan Baskan • La Verne Bass • Peter L. Batchelder • Bennett Battaile • Ellen T. Bauder 
• Diane Bauer • Dick Bauer • Norma Baum • David Baur • Gordon Baxter • Walter Bayer • Paul Beach • 
Nancy Beals • Bradford Bearce • Becky Beasley • Lawrence A. Beck • Roger Beck • Elizabeth and John 
Bednarski • Katharine Beffa • M. Dorothy Behr • Richard Behrman • Ann Bein • Steve Beitler • Curtis 
Bell and Linda Gretsch • David F. Bell • E. Bell • John Bell • O. L. Bell • Thomas Bell • James Belmore • 
Carolyn Benbow • Paul Bendix • Medea Benjamin • David Benjamins • Larry Bennett • Alan Bentz-Letts 
• John Bentz • Peter Benvenutti • Milo Beran • Jeff Berg • Mary Bergan • Doris Bergen • Jack S. Berger • 
Jane Berger • Lisa Berger • Ellen Bergeron • Rachel Berman • Schorr Berman • Ann Bermingham • 
Marty Jo Berner • Joanne and Alan Bernstein • Damon Bernstein • Perry Bernstein • Marcia Bernsten • 

Henry T. Berry • Maryann Berry • Ann Bertino • Justine Bertram • Roxanne Beseman • Thomas Besser • 
Morsal Betts • Dale Beutler • Anthony Beyer • Gregory Bezkorovainy • Leslie Bhutani • Ira Bibbero • Paul 
Bickart • Patricia E. Biddinger • Henry and Kathleen Biddle • Eric Bierce • Wolfgang Biermann • Wallace 
Bigbee • Eduardo Bigornia • Andrew Biles • Sophie and John Bilezikian • Cathie Bird • Carol J. 
Birkenhead • Ken Birman • Jonathan Birnbaum • Diana Bishop • Flores Bishop • William Bishop • 
Donald Bisson • Christine Bitonti • Diane Bjornseth • Alice C. Blachly • Carol Black • Clarence Black • 
Deborah Black and Michel Kabay • Albert Blackwell • Joy Blackwood • Helen P. Blagden • Melinda 
Blakesley • Bruce Blaney • E. Blassingham • Susan Blaustein • Sam Bledsoe • Maxine Bleich • Bert 
Blikslager • Nancy Bliss • Diane Bloch • Gay Block • David Bloom • Ruth Bloomer • Suzanne Blue • 
Jacques Blumer • Rosalee Blumer • Theresa Blumfelder • Michelle Blundell • Lloyd Blunden • Birgit 
Blyth • Charles R. Blyth • Diana Bodtker • Theodora Boehm • Nancy Bogen • Harry and Mary Bognich • 
Bruce Bohannan • Michael Boisvert • Dick Bolan • Robert Boland • Susan and John Boland • Lois E. 
Boles • Carol Bolin-Abrahamson • Gerald Bombassaro • Margaret Bond • Louisa Bonnie • Debra 
Bonseigneur • Ashley Boothby • Karen Bopp • Charles A. Bordner • Laura Borgione • Katherine Borland • 
Linda Bormuth • Amy Boscov • Richard E. Boswell • Helen Bourne • Roger E. Bove • Carolyn Bowden • 
Bob Bowen • Wayne Bower • Meg Bowerman • Phoebe H. Bowers • Tom Bowler • Kathryn M. Bownass • 
Spencer Boyd • Eric R. Boyer • Sherry Boyer • Ellen Boylan • Jeffrey Boyle • David D. Braach • W.Z. 
Bradford • Michael Bradie • James Bradley • Charles and Susanna Bradley • Clifford Bradt • Sheila A. 
Brady • Peter Braham • Ed Brandstetter • Patrick Brantlinger • Alfred Brassel • Charles S. Bratton • 
Bernard Breen • Gloria Bremermann • Alexander Brennen • Carol Bretz • James L. Brewer • Russel P. 
Breyfogle • Helen Brink • Pedro E. Brito • Ralph Britton and Barbara Christiani • Stanley Brockway • 
Janet Brof • Gay Brookes • James Brooks • Marjory Brooks • Terry Brooks • Carl Brosten • Roxanna 
Brothers • Jean Brousseau • Bruce Brower • Anne Brown • David P. Brown • Denice Brown • Diane Brown 
• G. M. Brown • Garry M. Brown Jr. • Hamilton B. Brown • Keith Brown • Margaret Scanlan Brown • Mike 
Brown • Myra M. Brown • Robert Brown • Robert Brown • Winfield Brown • Wolstan W. Brown • 
Jacqueline Brownell • Ronald Bruce • Sharon Bruestle • Daniel Bruetman • Joyce Brundage • Daniel J. 
Brustein • William Bryan • Elizabeth Bryant • Deborah K. Bublitz • Sharon and John Buch • David Buck • 
Orval and Ernestina Buck • Thomas Budlong • William Buie • Dale A. Buralli • Suzanne Burger • Donald 
Burke • Timothy C. Burke • Ross Burkhardt • Martha A. Burkholder • Carl Burns • Martha Burns • 
Sandra Burrows • Michael Bussell • Steve Butcher • Ginny Butler • M. Butterworth • Gerald Butts • 
Mitchell Byrd • Dale A. Cable • Erin Caddell • Sunny Caine • Susan Caldwell • Janet and Robert Calhoun 
• Sharon Call • Dawn Callahan • Nina Callahan • Patrick Callaway • Larry E. Campbell • Michael J. 
Campbell • Ray Campbell • Ronald Campbell • Anthony J. Campiere • Donna Canali • Lawrence Canyock 

• Michael P. Capeless • Hugh B. Carey • Nada Carey • Peter Carey • William E. Carey • Andre Carlson • 
Elaine Carlson • Harold and Theresa Carlson • Jane Carlson • Sigi Carlton • Stanley Carnarius • William 
Carr • Patrick Carri • Joanne Carroll • Cindy Carter • Susan Carter • Michael Carvell • Lewis J. Carver • 
Virginia Carwell • James Cary • Dennis J. Casper • Dennis and Debbie Cassettari • Allan Castellane • 
Elvira Castillo • Craig Cattaneo • Alfred Cavallo and Mary Harper • John Cavanagh • Claude Cazzulino • 
Colleen Cebulla • Walter Ceglowski • Darlene Ceremello • Annie Chachich • Ouahib Chalbi • Bill Chaleff 
• Pierre Chambellan • Linda Champion • Joel Chapa • Helen Chapell • David Chapin • Christine 
Chapline • Douglas Charles • Howard Chasnoff • Philip Chassler • Ching Chen • Louis Chiero • Linda 
Chiles • Barbara Chinitz • Robert Chittenden • Carol Chock • Harold C. Choitz • Lynn Chong • Robert 
Chute • Anthony Ciano • Joseph Ciliberto • William Clamurro • Blake Clark • Bruce Clark • Donald B. 
Clark • George Clark • Robert Clark • Robert M. Clatanoff • Janice Claussen • Mary Cleveland and 
Thomas Haines • Patricia Cloud • Franzen Clough • John Clymer • Steven Cobble • Peter Coccoluto • 
Brent Cochran • Lendell Cocke • Robert Coe • Wim Coekaerts • Rosemary Coffey • Pam Coffin • Larry 
Coffman • Lester Cohen and Stacey Schlau • Lorraine Cohen • Mark Cohen • Nika Cohen • Sandra Cohen 
• Steven H. Cohen • Joanne Cohn • Gary Colangelo and Gerald Duvall • George Colbert • Jud Cole • 
Walter Coleman • Rose Coler • Katharine Collie • Neil Collier • Joseph and Linda Collins • Martha Collins 
• Terence M. Collins • Zipporah W. Collins • Richard Colwell • Bernice Comstock • Joel Conarroe • Philip 
W. Conaway • John P. Connolly • Peter Connolly • Craig and Jean Conover • Terry Conrad • Brenda Conry 
• Heles Contreras • Diana Conway • Helen Conway • Carol Cook • David and Anne Cook • Daniel R. 
Cooley • John Coomer • Penny Cooper-Francisco • Emanuel Cooper • Jonathan D. Cooper • Tina Coplan • 
Marti Copleman and Oliver Rosengart • Kathy Corella • Neil A. Corkery • Derek B. Cornish • Jorge 
Corralejo • Theresa M. Corrigan • Catherine Corwin • Nancy Cott • Douglas E. Coulter • Christina Cowger 
• Jane Cox • Karen Cox • Joseph Coyle • Laurie Coyle • Portia Coyne • Julie Crandall • Anatole Crane • 
Elizabeth Crane • Richie Cravens • James Crawford • Crawford Hatcher • Fred Crecca • Daniel Cremin • 
Jessica Cress • Katharine Crockford • Jeff Croll • Mary Cronk • Myra Crowell • Michael Crowley • Carolyn 
E. Crump • Cheryl Cruse • Joseph B. Cullum • J. Shelby Cunningham • John Cunningham • Peggy 
Curchack • Larry Curlee • Harry S. Curlin • David L. Curry • Denise Curry • Peter Curry • Stephen Curry • 
Steve Curry • Daniel Curtis • Alenore and James Cusick • Harry Cylinder • John Czajkowski • Donna 
D’Ottavio • Aram Dakarian • Michael Daley • Tad Daley • Janet A. Dalquist • Kenny Dalsheimer • Barbara 
Damashek • Mary Danhauer • Evan M. Daniels • Ellen Danish and Bob Sloan • Norman Daoust • James 
W. Davenport • Terri David • Candice Davies • Don Davis • Esther Davis • Jennifer Davis • Joanie Davis • 
Judy L. Davis • Robert Davis • Roy and Andrea Davis • Stuart Davis • Victor M. Davis • Kenneth Dawe • 
Michael Dawson • Patrick Dawson • Claude De Lucia • Charles De Merritt • Darilyn Dealy • Linda K. Dean 

Daniel K. Gillmor • Sydna Gordon • Marjorie Greville • Louis Grieco • Marjorie Harrison • Maria N. Hernandez • Ellen Hertzmark • F. Higgins • Ann Hill • Janet Hillier • Neil 
and Tony Holtzman • Lisa Honig • Benita Howell • Jennifer Humiston • Gwenyth Jackaway • Stephen T. Jackson • Elaine Jacobson • Philip Jensen • Elizabeth B. Johns • S. P. 
Joyaux • Brewster Kahle • Ronald L. Kaiserman • Jordan Katz • Robert P. Kegley • Sally Ketcham • Seema Khan • Brian Kluever • Kathleen Knepper • James Kollros • Catherine 
Kord • Ursula Korneitchouk • Michael Kulik • Barbara Lee • Shari Leinwand • Dolores Leonard • Hanna Lessinger • Susan Levenstein and Alvin Curran • Jerry Levine • Julia 
A. Lindsey • George P. Link • Matt London • Dinah Lovitch • Wilmer MacNair • Andrea Maneschi • Marc Mauer • Daniel N. McMullen • David McGraw Schuchman • Nancy 
McPherson • Richard and Judith Merbaum • Michael Nissman • Evelyn Mickevicius • Fred Mittleman • Karen E. Mock • Alfred P. Moore • John S. Morris • Amy Morton and 
Rob Milburn • Barbara E. Moschner • Amy Mower • Bob and Beverly Murdock • Lynn Myers • Franklin and D. Joan Neff • Carl Nelson • Tsighe Nemariam • Ulla Neuburger • 
Michael O. Nimkoff • Brett O’Sullivan • Frank O’Mara • Gerard Oorthuys • Richard Orridge • Barbara Pampalone • G. Parks and S. Smith • Stanley And Bonnie Paulson • Phyllis 
Pedersen • Udo and Rosmari Pernisz • Bonnie Phillips • Robert A. Phinney • Sandy Polishuk • Anders Pytte • Mercedes and Walter Quevedo • Emily G. Reed • Judith B. Reed 
• John Repp • James Reuter • Patricia Roberts-Miller • John and Mary Robertson • James G. Roth • Raymond Rust • Marjorie Sable • Michele D. Schindler • Mary E. Schlegel 
• Carol J. Schmidt • Jean Schulz • Frances Sears • Peter M. Shaffer • Marlene Share • George Shaw • Saurin Shine • William Sierichs Jr. • Erik Skamser • Jonathan B. Skinner • 
Richard and Cheri Skurdall • M. Edward Spaulding • Stuart Spence and Judith Vida-Spence • Stephen Stansbury • Kenneth Starcevic • Mary Ann E. Steger • Richard Stephenson 
and Susan Rogers • Elizabeth G. Stevens • Gregory W. Swift • Rita Taggart • Zephyr Teachout • Martin and Elizabeth Terplan • The Harmon Family Foundation • Norma 
Thomason • Herbert Tucker • Martha Vicinus • Douglas Wagner • Jerrold Walton • Kenneth M. Weare • Dale Weaver • J. Soffietti and Judith Wolfe • Alan Zaslavsky

$250–$499
Robert Adams • Deborah Aiona • Myron Allen • Paul Alper • Rita Altomara • Kathryn Anastos • Clifford Anderson • Myron Anderson • Holly Andrews • Rufus Ansley • K. Anthony • Michael and Rima Apple 
• Helen A. Archerd • Petros and Nita Argyres • Peter Athearn • Annette Ayres • Christine Bailey and Wesley Glebe • Jim Bailey • William Baker • Richard E. Baldwin • Donald K. Ballard • A. W. Banker • 
Harriet Lord and Bernard Banks • Bill Barkume • Lois and Ronald Barliant • Tom Barnard • Cornel Barnett • Eileen Barrett • Mary Lou Battley • David Beckman • David Bell • Leon Bell • Nancy H. Bergey • 
Marioin Berghahn • Debra Bergquist • Lynne Bernatowicz • Monika Bjorkman • Lewis Black • William Blair • Norman Y. Blaz • Jonathan Bloom and Sheila Blair • Sandra Blum • Gary Bohn • Geoffrey Bond • 
James M. Bonito • Leon Bonner • Roger Borgen • Kent Borges • Robert Borosage • Eric Botts • Bill Bower • Susan Bradley • Andrea Brecker • Jacki N. Breger • Joseph Brehler • Nathan Brennan • Frank Briggs • 
Bill and Sue Briney • Ernest J. Brod • Charlotte Brooker • Michael Brown • William Brown • Rinaldo Severio Brutoco • Joseph Buckley • Guy Buford • Volker Burkert • Robert Burns • Laura Bush • Sherri Buss • 
Jane Bussey • Sydna J. Byrne • Tom Byrnes • Jean Cahouet • Doris Campbell • James T. Campen • Robert Cantor • Rob Carrick • John W. Carroll • Stephen Carroll • D. Lamar Cason • Jean K. Cassill • Elizabeth 
Cate • Daniel Cedarbaum • Carol and Dwayne Chesnut • Inge Chilman • Joan and Joel Chinitz • Michael Chlystun • Carol Christian • Kang R. Chun • Norm and Shelley Cimon • Naoma D. Clague • Donna 
Clark • Rosalee and Robert Clarke • Jean-Baptiste Clavaud • F. Lee Clayton • Ira Cohen • Louise S. Coleman • Claude Colleyacme • Howard Conant • Veronika Conant • Roy Coop • Douglas Cooper • Lila 
Cornell • Charles Cornwell • Herbert Cowern • Bernard Crain • Carter Cramer • T. H. Crawford • Gary M. Crump • Edward Z. Dager • Mohammed Dar • John Dashmans • Arnold Davis • Deborah Davis • 
Robert Davis • Barbara De Leeuw • Joanne De Phillips • Ronald B. Dear • Lindsay Dearborn • Larry Dee • Ann Deinnocentiis • Maxine Del Gallo • Sarah Delaney • William Der • Diane and Joseph Dettmore • 
Alice and Julian Dewell • James Didrickson • Ellen and Manfred Diflo • T P. Dirkx • James B. Donahue • Fred Donner • Ariel Dorfman • Veronica Douglas • John Downing • Harold M. Draper • Dorothy and 
the late Jacob Dumelle • David B. Dunning • David J. Eck • Bobbie Edwards • Marjan Eicher • Michael Eidsness • Sarah E. Emerson • Alan Essner • James C. Faris • Scott Farris • David Faulkner • Heidi 
Feldman • Celia A. Felsher • Lowell Fey • Berenice Fisher • John S. Fitzsimmons • Nancy Fleischer • Martha Fleischman • Patricia Fluhrer • William J. Forrest • Karen Fouad • Ernest Fountain • Anna Foutes • 
Mary Frahm • Raymond Fredette • Phyllis Freyer • Ralph Friedly • Frank Friedman • Lainie Friedman • David Fryberger • Bernard Fuller • John Fuller • Glenn Furnier • Jane Gaines • Ruth Gallagher • William 
and Vella Garrison • Catherine Gay • Kathleen Geissler • A. Gelburd • George Gibson • Paul Gilbert • Mark Ginsburg • Dorothy Givens • Howard S. Glick • Randall Goetzl • Edwin Goldstein • Janet Goldwasser 
• Jonathan Goss • Laura Gottsman • Michael E. Green • Leo Greenbaum • Katherine Greene • Richard Greenspan • Erica Greer • Brian Gregg • James Greslin • Ed Griffen • Richard Grigsby • Helen Grubbs • 
Erich S. Gruen • Steven Gruntfest • Randy Gudvangen • Catherine A. Gutmann • Richard and Carmela Guza • Heda and Gregory Hahn • Theodore Hajjar and Carol Wells • Bea Halfen • William Hall • Lydia 
Hamnquist • Kenneth Hannsgen • James Hansen • Timothy Hanser • Logan Hardison • David S. Harmon-Esquivel • David Harris • Larry G. Harris • Margaret Hart • M. K. Hawkes • Lisa Hawkins • Mary 
Hayden • Anthony Heilbut • Holly L. Heim • Dennis Heller • Jean Helm • Anne Herrmann • Darrel Hieber • Dean Hiser • Kathie Hoekstra • Donald E Holmes • Mathilde Holtrop • Willy Holtzman • Andrew 
Horstman • William Hubbard • Consuelo Hudgins • Sally S. Hudson • Shirley Hune • Ruth Hunter • Edward Hurwitz • Ted D. Huters • Robert Isaacson • Ray Jackendoff • Linda Jackson • Ben Jacobs • Charles 
Johnson • George Johnson • Karen Johnson • Peter D. Johnson • Peter J. Johnstone • Helen E. Jones • J. P. Jones • Warren and Janet Jones • Pauline Jue • Mary S. Julien • Wael Kabbani • Alan Kadrofske • Henry 
Kahn and Mickey Gilmor • Yezdyar Kaoosji • Jeffrey R. Kaplan • Franz J. Kasler • Zuade Kaufman • Jennifer L. Keller • John Kenley • John Kennison • Rebecca Kervin • Markus Kessler • Elizabeth King • W.L. 
King • Wilma and Friedrich Kirk • Lynn Kirsling • Leonard Klippen • John W. Kluge • Janet Kolodner • A. Korenberg • Willem Koulman • Felix Kramer • Jacqueline E. Krch • Mary Kriegshauser • Lewis 
Krinsky • Susan Kupfer • Diana Lager • Peter A. Lamal • Louise Lamphere • Steven Landau • Christopher Landee • R. Landgraf • William Langdon • Thomas Larkin • Jean Larson • Edith R. Lauderdale • Julie 
Lawell • Ramona E. Lawson • Laura A. Leavitt • Arthur Levy • Diana Lewis • Kevin Lewis • Herbert Lilleberg • Robert E. Lindquist • Dennis Liso • Alice Littlefield • Daniel Littman • Douglas Koehler Lodge • 
Carroll Long • Diane Long • Jerry Lounsbury • Kenneth Love • Gordon and Karen Luetjen • Barbara A. Lund • Linda Lutz • Margaret Lyons • William Macanka • Robert W. Maddin • Robin Mann • Glenda 
Marshall • Wayne Marshall • William G. Marshall • Marsha Mason • Marita Mayer • Jeffrey R. Mays • Georgianna McGuire • Elizabeth McPherson • Kathleen McAdoo • J. H. McCoy • Andrew McCrady • Mark 
McDermott • Michael McDonald • Vincent McGee • Neil W. McIntosh • Mary L. McIntyre • John A. McKinney • Jenny McNaughton • Phillip Meade • John Medcalf • Krishen Mehta • Victoria H. Meller • Carl 
A. Mellor • Cathy M. Malkin • Kathleen Mendez • Darlyne Menscer and Farnum Gray • Jon C. Merkle • John Merriam • Nancie L. Merritt • David N. Mesner • Gerald Meyer • Raymond and Phoebe Meyer • 
John Midgley • Gary Milgrom • Barbara Miller • David Miller • Eileen A. Miller • Moylan and Barbara Mills • Rick Montague • John E. Moren • Ed Moritz • Barbara Morkill • Barbara Morland • Mary Morse • 
Charles Mott • Lani L. Mulholland • John D. Murphey • Kathleen Murphey • Ann Murray • Constance Murray • Jeremiah Nelson • Amy R. Newell • Michael and Rhoda Newell • John Newman • James Newton 
• Michael T. Noga • Ethan Norris • James O’Barr • Hal Opperman • David Oran • Laurence Orbach • Kenneth Osgood • Jacqueline Ottinger • Denis J. Overturf • Jane E. Pak • Eugene Papa • Barbara Parsons • 
Susan S. Pastin • Laurence D. Pearl • Bruce Pearson • Jane Pedersen and Dominick Lacapra • Gerald Pemberton • Stephen A. Pennell • Don Perl • James V. Peters • Kirk Peters • Linda Peters • Carla Peterson • 
Leon Peterson • Richard Peterson and Carolyn Loeb • Jeffrey Petrucelly • Donald R. Pfost • Henri Picciotto • Sarah K. Pillsbury • Christopher Policano • Arlene H. Pollack • Wendy Pollock • Nyna B. 
Polumbaum • Lois Porfiri • Susanna Porte • James Porter • Barry Preisler • John and Sally Radka • Robert Railey • Eleanor Rasnow • Sue Ravenscroft • Jim Rayment • Bonnie Reagan • Earl Redding • Mark 
Reppert • Vernon E. Rettig • Harry E. Rice • Dick Ringler • David Ritchie • Erik Ritman • Joan Roache • Richard Robbins • Ervin Robinson • Kathleen Robson • Sylvia Rodriguez Case • Eberhard Roeder • 
Melessa Rogers • Douglas Rosene • Robert Rottenberg • Norman Rudman • Gina Rusch • Lisa J. Russell • Marlene Ryan • Harvey Sadis and Harriett Cody • Joshua Saffren • Mariam C. Said • Melissa Salame • 
Jean Sampson • Rosaura Sanchez • Richard Saunders • Carl Scala • Janet Kane K. Scapin • J. M. Schell • Rebecca Schenk • Ellen Schleifer • Marjorie and Dave Schlitt • Carol Schneebaum • David Schonfeld • 
David and Ann Schramm • Lois Schreur • Sally and Steven Schroeder • Elizabeth Schueth • Harold L. Schwartz • Burkhard K. Schwillinski • Jim Scofield • Bernice Sederberg • Carole Anne Seidelman • Julie A. 
Setnosky • Velit and Jeannette Seyfettin • Margaret Shaffer • Robin Share • Daniel Shaw • George C. and Helen Shaw • Ruth Sheldon • Robert and Cindy Shields • Sunny Shine • Hoch Shitama • Frederick Shortz 
• Bonnie Shoultz • Robert D. Shumate • Ruth Siegler • Bette H. Sikes • Carol L. Silva • Michael Simon • Mark A. Sims • Katherine and Donald Sinclair • Frank Siwiec • Linda Sleffel • Dallas Smith • Donald F. 
Smith • Nancy Snapp • Jeff Snow • Lloyd B. Snyder • Ruth A. Solie • Walter Soroka • David Speedie • Gordon Spivey • Tyrone L. Steen • Gerald H. Stein • Stephen Steinberg • Mary Lou Stensland • Erica Stepan 
• Elizabeth Stidham • Richard Stockton • Peter Stoughton • David and Yvonne Straley • John E. Struthers • Dorian Stull • Barry Swan • Anthony Swann • Cheryl Sweeney • Vincent Swiech • Janet Swinburne • 
Deborah Szeredy • Nancy Tamarisk • Paul A. Tarabek • David Taylor • Kenneth Teitelbaum • P. Teltser • Elizabeth Tenpas • Audrey A. Terras • John Tharakan • Brian A. Thomson • Jeremy Thorner • Marian 
Thornton • Kathleen Tierney • Stanley R. Tinkle • Melanie Tobin • Mike W. Tobin • James Togeas • Socrates J. Triantafillou • Phyllis Trible • Mario Trubiano • Joel Truman • Margaret Truman • Nancy Turnbull 
• J. Russell Tyldesley • Richard Ulmer • John and Deborah Urban • Cornelia Van Der Ziel • Freda Van Houten • William and Melinda vanden Heuvel • Wendy vanden Heuvel • Barbara Vanenk • Delfina V. 
Velasco • Hubert Verrier • Sandra Villavicencio • Tom Viola • Paul and Christine Vogel • Peter Von Christierson • David Wahler • Warren Waldron • Richard F. Wall • Cheryl Walsh • Jay Walsh • Richard L. 
Walthart • Patricia and Robert Waterston • Liz Watson • Carol Weale • Ruth Weizenbaum • Heidi Wenrick • Al White • Robert White • Richard Wilkof • J M. Williams • Allan Willinger • Hazel G. and John 
Willmarth • Denise G. Willner • Ken Winkes • Martha K. Winnacker • Barbara Winslow • Loren Wipf • Peter Wollenberg • Allen Wood • Sharleen Worsfold • Richard Wunderlich • David Yamamoto • David 
G. Youmans • Allison Young • Ms. Denise Young • Lorraine H. Yuccas • Terry and Judy Zaccone • Andrew Zbikowski • David Ziegler • Randall Zielinski • J. Ziemer • Helene Zinberg



• Michael Dean • David L. Deardorff • Mary Deaton • Anne Decarli • Peter Deccy • Nancy Decou • Dorothy 
Dedeian • Charles Defanti • William DeGroot • Felicitas Dela Cruz • Peter Delacorte • Jerry Delaney • 
Thomas Delate • Alfred Delissio • Susan DeLuca • Marian Demcisak • Dennis L. Demmel • Roseann 
DeMoro • Mark Demory • Mary Lou Deneau • Clarence Denne • Janice Denney • Steve Dennis • William 
Depriest • William Derman • Martha and Doug Derry • Frank DeStefano • James Destefano • Gordon 
Detzel • Judith Deutsch • Stefan Devocht • Kathleen DeWitt • Ken Diamondstone • Mary Jane Dickerson • 
William Dickey • Paul Dickson • Rob Dickson • Fredric Diener • Harley Dietz • Richard Dilbeck • Meredith 
and Michael Dillon • Mahmoud M. Dillsi • Mary Ann Dimand • Roland Dion • Jim Disilvestro • E. 
Dispenzieri • Walter Ditman • Paul Dix • Ed Doehne • Stephanie Doetsch • Michael Dolber • Ross Dolloff 
• Paul B. Dolph • Julia Dominian • Janine Domlesky • Debra Donaldson • Constance Dondore • Marjory 
Donn • John and Sara Donnelly • William K. Dooley • Alvin Dorfman • Peter P. Dorgan • Alessandro Doria 
• Daniel M. Dorman • Harvey Dorman • Maynard Dorow • John Doscher • Michael Doudoroff • Eugene 
Dougherty • Herbert Douglas • Elizabeth M. Downie • Anita Doyle • David and Jennie Drasin • Howard B. 
Dratch • Barbara Drazin • Susan Dreghorn • Darlene Dreisbach • Cathy Dreyfuss • Helen Droitsch • 
Brian J. Drumm • Stephen Duarte • Judith Dubin • Steven Dubnoff • Ann I. Duerr • Don Dumond • Allen 
Dumont • J. L. Duncanson • David Dunham • Thomas Dunken • Carolyn Dunlap • Dan Dunn • Dennis 
Dunn • Dorothy Dunnam • David Duree • Robert Durham • L. Dutton • George Dyer • Jerry Dyer • Stephen 
Dyson • Norman Eade • Carolyn Eady • Maj-Britt Eagle • Nancy Eales • Sara Early • Joyce East • Frank 
Eastburn • John Eaton • Denton S. Ebel • James P. Eberhardt • Richard Eckberg • Virginia Ecker • 
Nathan Eckstrand • David Eddy • Amy Edelman • William Edelman • Steve Edlefsen • Andrew Edmonson 
• Gerald Edson • David L. Edwards • Gary Edwards • Albert and Marilyn Eelman • Richard Egelhof • Ann 
Eggen • Alan Ehrlich • Ruth E. Eisenberg • James Eisenstein • Alan Eisner • Dean Elias • Philippe Elie • 
Doug Ell • Stephen and Judith Ellenburg • Anne Elliott • Marc Elliott • Donna Ellis • Anne Elperin • Paul 
Elsener • Richard Elwell • Dick Embs • Arlene Encell • Cornelia Enders • Justin Enderton • Frank and 
Loretta Endres • Valerie Endres • Daniel Hellinger • Douglas and Debrah Engen • Gerald Epstein • 
Sallyanne Ericksen • Judith Erickson • Rita Erickson • Lori Erlendsson • Elizabeth Erlich • Stephen Ernst 
• Alvin Eshe • Saul Eskin • Thomas Esper • Amparo Espinosa • Mark Estes • Larry Etscovitz • Bonnie J. 
Ettinger • Jacqueline Evangelista • James Evans • Jodie Evans • Marta Evans • Ronald R. Evans • Davis 
Everett and Debra Loomis • Mary Evergreen • Benjamin Everitt • George Ewert • Cleopatra Mello Ewing • 
Linda Fadem • Molly Fairbanks • Lori Falco • Theodore Fallon • Kathleen M. Farago • Nikola Farats • 
Paul Farquhar • Susan Farrell • Phillip Farrington • James R. Farris • James R. Farris • Gale Farthing • 
Joseph Fashing • Robert J. Fassbender • Griffis Fassett • Neal Fedarko • Jane Feigenbaum • Peter 
Feigenbaum • Dins Fein • Mary A. Feitler • Judith Feldman and Doug Hitchcock • Susan Feldman • Arthur 
Fellows • Timothy C. Fellows • Alan Ferber • Michael and Susan Ferber • Marilyn Ferguson • Dana Ferris 
• Charles Ferrucci • Mary Ferrucci • Charles Fetrow • Jon and Julie Feuerbach • Elliot Figman • Gaylord 
Fines • Monte Finkelstein • Jeannie Finlay-Kochanowski • Susanna and Richard Finnell • Marianne C. 
Finrow • Fred Fischer • Hamilton Fish • Michael Fishbein • Aleta B. Fisher • Arthur Fisher • Jimmy Fisher 
• Elizabeth Fisher • Michael Fisher • John J. Fitzgerald • M. Fitzhugh • Henry W. Fitzpatrick • Raymond 
Fix • Nancy Fjortoft • Arnold D. Fleischer • Anthony Fleming • Lynn Fleming • Mary Fleming • Barbara 
Fletcher • Jim Flock • Barbara Flores • Herbert Floyd • Susan Berke Fogel • John Foley • Ross Folino • Gil 
Follini • John K. Folmar • Noel W. Folsom • Thomas Forbes • John Ford • William N. Fordes • Mary 
Forlenza • William Fossati • Eric Foster-Johnson • Florence W. Foster • Matthew Fox • Paul R. Fox • 
Richard Fox • Andrew Francis • Mary W. Franck • Michael Frankenstein • Lynn A. Franks • Gabriel Frayne 
• Stephanie Frazier • Leigh Fredrickson • Russell Freedman • Tracy Freedman • William Freeman • Olive 
Freud • June Freyer • Richard Friedberg • Elizabeth Friedland • Alan and Anne Friedman • Raymond J. 
Friedman • Chandra Friese • Robert Frisch • Diana and Andrew Frost • Bette Frundt • Robert Fry • 
Chantal Fujiwara • John Fulton • Mary Furner • Dennis Furst • Robert Gabel • Monica Gaddis • Marianne 
Gagen • Mary D. Galbraith • Michael Gallagher • Patricia Gallimore • Melanie A. Galloway • Fran Galt • 
Philippe Galy • Frank Gambetty • Raymond Gambino • Javier Gamboa • Betty E. Gandel • Francisco O. 
Garcia • Gillett and Delores Garcia • Marshall Garcia • Mary Gardinier • Paul Garrett • Dave Garrison • 
Diane Garrity • David C. Garron • Susan Garruto • Mary Gates • John Gay • Peter Gazzerro • Charles A. 
Gebert • Charles Gee • Edward I. Geffner • Katharine W. Geiger • Mary J. Geissman • Janet Gelfan • 
Thomas P. Gengler • Barbara and Wilbur Gentry • Paul Gepts • Barry Gerber • Jessica Germany • James 
Gertis • Pearl Gervais • Arch Getty • Judith Gex • Tirthankar Ghosh • Pamela J. Gibbons • Gordon and 
Judy Gibson • John Gibson • Margaret Gibson • Dale Giddings • Thomas Giegerich • David Gifford • 
Walter Giger Jr. • Caroline Gilbert • Jay Gilbert • Lisbeth Gilbert • John Giles • Don Gillespie • Gary Gillett 
• Richard M. Gillette • Michael Gillgannon • Sally Gilson • Max Gilstrap • Albert P. Ginouves • Marc 
Ginsberg • Elizabeth Gioumousis • David Glass • Rose Glass • Robert Glassman • Erik Gleibermann • 
Jeffrey Glen • Elizabeth and Bob Glesne • Harold Glick • Michele Gloor • Richard G. Glosenger • Audrey 
Gluck • Patrick Glynn • David A. Goble • Lawrence Goerke, Sr. • Martha Goetsch • Susan Goland • David 
Gold • David Goldberg • Peter D. Goldberg • Paul Goldberger • Lawrence Golden • David Goldfarb • 
Nancy Goldfarb • Richard Goldman • Steve Goldrich • Gary Goldstein • Mimi and Howard Goldstein • Jeff 
Golliher • Frank Gomez • Teri Gonzales-Lowry • James Gonzales • Gilbert Gonzalez • Thomas Goodfellow 
• Enrique and Marie Goodliffe • Mary C. Goodman • Jim Goodwin • Kathy Goos • Robert and Patricia M. 
Gorchov • Ann D. Gordon • Frances Gordon • Lee Gordon • Marc Gordon • Carolyn Gorman • Fred Gosnell 
• Fancher Gotesky • Hilda Gould • Roger P. Grafious • J. Patrick Graham • Patricia and Fredric Grannis • 
Geraldine S. Grant-Hansen • Carl Grant • Catherine Grant • Lynn Grant • Francine Gray • John Gray • 
Green Century Funds • Patricia Green • Phillip Green • Susan Green • William Green • Roy Greenbaum • 
Charles Greenberg • Anne Greene • Kenneth Greening • Nancy Greep and Jerry Tobis • Helen Greer • Nina 
Gregg • John and Michelle Gregor • Vartan Gregorian • John Greiner • Michael Grele • Mark Gretzinger • 
Gerald J. Griffin • Harry Griffith • Peter Griffiths • Michael S. Grigsby • David Grimes • Kathryn Grody • 
Norman J. Groetzinger • Fredrick Gross • Paul Gross • Cindy Grossman • Marilyn Grosteffon • Jane H. 
Gruen • Joseph Gubernick • Harry Guelzow • Joaquin Guerra • Marilyn Gulotta • Theodore Gurney • Joan 
D. Gussow • Marina Gutierrez • Irwin Guttman • Earl Guyton • V. Guze • Mark Gyure • Rolf Habersang • 
Betty A. Hadidian • Brian Hadley • Ruby Hafeman • John Hagopian • Joseph Hajdu • Barry Halkin • 
Anthony Hall • Robert Hall • Robert W. Hall • Jennifer Halm-Perazone and Stephen Perazone • Gerry 
Halpern • Dolores Hamady • Mary Sue Hamann • Jill Hamberg • David Hamilton • John Hamilton • Albert 
Hamm • Peter G. Hammar • Nancy Hammond • Jeffrey Hampton • Marian Hampton • Peter Hanauer • 
Catherine E. Hancock • Rollo Handy • Michael Hanna • David Hansard • Earl Hansen • Ginger Hansen • 
Kathryn Hansen • Richard Hansen • Carol L. Hanson • William H. Hanson • Marc Hapke • Azra S. Haque 
• Ellen Hardebeck • Tom Hardenbergh • James and Anne Harding • Catherine Hardy • Edward Harkins • 
Alexandra Harmon • Brian Harmon • Dick Harmon • Laura Harmon • Andy Harold • Ann Sutherland 
Harris • David Harris • Jacci Harris • Jonathan Harris • Graham Harrison • Michael Harrison • Jennifer 
Hart • Joy Hart • Laura Hart • Bennett Harte • H. Bernard Hartman • William Hartung • Charles Harvell • 
Judith Haskell • Martin Hatch • Dolores Hauser • Hugh Havlik • Sheila Hawkins • Ralph A. Hawley • 
Carol Hayman • Deborah Haynes • Hugh Hazelton • James Heaton • Malgorzata Hedderick • Philip Heim 
• Chris Heinz • April Hejka-Ekins • Michael Helling • Betty Hellman • Charles Helm • Harold Henderson • 
Mary Kay Henderson • Debra Hendler • Barbara Hendrickson • Carol Henkle • J. Henricks • Rosanne 
Henry • Robert J. Henschen • Robert Hentschel • Elizabeth Herbert and David Demnitz • Patricia A. 
Herminghouse • Mary Jo Hernandez • Margaret Herring • Aundre Herron • Miles Herter • Karen Herwig • 
Matt W. Herzberger • Sara S. Hess • Karen Hessl • Susanne Hewitt • Arthur Heyman • Cheryl Hickey • 
Anna Lee Hicks • Harry Hicks • James A. Hijiya • Raymond Hilal • Jennifer Hileman-Keep • Jayne Hileman 
• Doris A. Hill • Kevin Hill • Peter I. Hill • Mark Hillery • Marcia Hilliard • Diane I. Hillmann • William 
Himwich • James Hinchliff • Ricardo Hinkle • George Hinman • Michael Hinojos • Carol Hirsch • John 
Hitz • Paul Hobart • Thomas Hobbs • Harry Hochheiser and Judith Yanowitz • Paula Hock • Grace Hodges 
• Michael Hodgman • Richard Hodgman • Norman Hodgson • Charles A. Hoefel • Carl Hoffman and 
Elizabeth Naumburg • Judith Hoffman • Robert Hoffman • Warren Hoffman • Nancy Hogshead-Makar • 
Tom J. Hohn • Betty Holbrook • G. Holl • Sally Hollemon • Larry Holman • Barbara Holmberg • Nan and 
Peter Holmes • Neil Holmgren • Kirsten Holmquist • Cindy Holtz • Jeff Holtz • Marcia Homiak • Michael 
R. Homyak • Al Honick • Thomas Hood • Mark Hoose • Susan Hoover • Karen A. Hopkins • Trang Hopkins 
• Nancy Horie • Margaret Hornick • Lee S. Hornstein • Valerie Horst • Larry Hothem • Jack Houk • Walter 
R. Howard • Charles Howey • Steve Hoyle • Alan White • Carol Hubenthal • Jeanne Huber • Janet R. 
Huebner • Robert Huebsch • Ruth Huehn • Stanford Huff • Vicki Huff and E. Boerwinkle • Keith Huffman 
• David Huggins • Fenton Hughes • Jim Hughes • Mary Hughes • David Hull • Thomas Hulse • John 
Humphrey • Walter Hunner • Gerald Hunt • James F. Hunt • Steve Hunt • Andrew Hunter • John 
Huntington • Janis Huntoon • M. G. Hupf • Wilba Hussey • Patrick Huston • Michael Hux • Patricia K. 
Hymson • Randy Ihara • Leah Ilan • Flaurie Imberman • Thomas Imboden • Jon Haukur Ingimundarson • 
Judith Ingram • William Ingram • Jerome Irsfeld • John S. Irvin • Pickens Irvine • Tom Irving and Kathryn 
Claire Purnell Wright • William Irving • Harry Irwin and Pam Haltom • Dorene Isenberg • Sara Ishikawa • 
Karin Isles • Pauline Ivens • George E. Jacklin • Gail Jackson • Jack Jackson • James Jackson • Jeff 
Jackson • Maureen Jackson • Harry and Lila Jacob • David Jacobosky • James Jacobs • Nancy C. 
Jacobson • Karen Jacques • David James • Sandra Janin • Barbara Janusiak • Gloria Jarecki • Robert 
Jarvis • Zina Jasper • Francoise Jeanpierre • T. J. Jefferys • Ian Jelinek • Ray Jenkins • Ralph Jenne • 
Alison Jennings • Kathryn Jennings • Greg Jensen • John Jensen • Steen Jensen • Gregory Jeresek • 
Miguel Jimenez • Evelyn Jimerson • Matthew Jochum • Kevin V. John • Alan Johnson • Clark Johnson • 
Gary P. Johnson • Gary Johnson • James Johnson • Kent and Rita Johnson • Leonard Johnson • Robert C. 
Johnson • Robert A. Johnson • W. L. Johnson • Joel Johnston • Maureen Johnston • Ann R. Jones • Charla 
Jones • Glenda Jones and Richard Clark • Gloria T. Jones • Ola Jones • Patricia G. Jones • Robert Jones • 
Robert Jones • Michael Jordan • Spike Jorgensen • Jon Jorstad • Carol Silva Judd • Kevin Judge • William 
Julian • Michael Jung • Arnold Kaestner • Alfred Kagan • Kenneth Kagan • Ernest Kahn • Paul H. Kahn • 
Ravi Kakarala • J. Kalb • Jim Kalberer • Norty Kalishman • Summer Kalishman • John Kaminsky • Robert 
Kanafani • Frances Kandl • David Kane • Thomas Kane • Donald Kanicki • Steven Kanig and Barbara 
McAneny • Arvind Kannan • David Kannerstein • Harvey Kantor • Gordon Kaplan • Tobey Kaplan • Peter 
Kardas • S. Karlstrom • Robin Kash • Sid Kaskey • Bob Kass • Peter Katsoulas • Franklin Kavaler • 
Ralph Kaywin and Lisa Buchberg • Lauren Keefe • Kevin Keeler • Nancy Keenan • Jane Keene • John E. 
Keevert Jr • James Kehl • Warren Kehn • Jesse W. Kehres • Jared Keil • Lisa Keipert • Susan Keith • Roger 
Keizerstein • Michael Kellison • Constance and Seth Kellogg • Darlene Kelly • Helen Kelly • Mary E. Kelly 
• Kathy Kelman • Lita Kelmenson • Freddie and Sharon Kemp • Jack Kennedy • Michael J. Kennedy • 
Scott Kennedy • Mary Kenney • Nancy Kent • Roberta T. Kerkam • Ben Kerkvliet • James Kerler • Nathan 
Kern • John C. Kerr • Brian E. Kerss • Richard Kessler • Hoyt L. Kesterson II • Eric Key • Walter H. Kiel • 
Davida Kiernan • Robert Handelman and Mary Jo Kilroy • Myung Jin Kim • Kenneth Kimerling • Harriss 
King • Jim King • Melanie King • Thomas King • Edward and Lynne Kinkema • Richard Kinsey • George 
R. Kirk • Paul Kirk • Darnell Kirksey • John R. Kirkwood • David Kiser • Sandra Kish • Raoul Kister • Uriel 

Kitron • Peter Kivisto • David Klafter • Michael T. Klare • Barry Klein • Jonathan A. Klein • Lyn Klein • 
Margaret B. Klein • Sue E. Klein • Kenneth Kline • Nancy Klipfel • Frederick Klitz • Paul Kloberdanz • 
David Klonsky • Gerry Knasiak • Barbara Knecht • Thomas B. Knoedler • Roger Koch • Terry Koch • Evelyn 
M. Koehnline • Carl J. Kogler • Lynn Kohn • Cindy and George Kokis • Bruce Koloseike • Elliott Korb • 
Martin Kornbluh • Katherine Kornfeld • Ross and Laura Kory • Julien Koschmann • James Kotas • David 
and Ronda Kotelchuck • Julia Koths • Steve Koughan • Joanne Kovach • Kurt Kovacs • Jay Koval • Jeanne 
Kowalski • Raymond Koza • Karl F. Kraber • Albert Kramer • Carol Kramer • Janet Kramer • Ronald 
Kramer • William Kramer • Janice Krane • Milton Krieger • Josef Kriegl • Frederick Krisch • Nancy E. 
Krody • Erik Krogh • Phil Kromer • David E. Kromm • Gordon Kruse • Scott Kubik • Sue Kubota • Edward 
Kudla • Faith Kuehn • Barbara Kuennecke • Sara Kuether • Jerry Kuhl • Richard Kuklenski • Aline 
Kultgen • Laurie Kuna • Joan Kuriansky • Dennis Kurtz • Thomas Kurtz • Gregory Kuzbida • Grace Kvam 
• Alan La Briere • Russell La Claire • Stephan La Veaux • Hunter Labovitz • Robert A. Lacy • Betty 
Laduke • Maria Lagos • John Lahti • James Lakehomer • Kiran Lalloo • Marie G. Lambe • John Lambert • 
Eric Lampard • R. Lampman • Jane Lancour • David Landis • Peter Landon • John Landrum • Nancy 
Lane • Patricia Lane • Donna Langdon • T. Langevin • Peter Lansing • Joseph Lantz • Jean LaPaze • 
Mike Lapham • Nancy Lapp • Nancy Larsen • Georgia Larson • Jeffrey Larson • Gary Laskey • Jodi 
Lasseter • John Latourette • Michael Laughlin • Colin Frost • Windford P. Lawless • Judiana Lawerence • 
David Lay • Lynne Layton • Betty Jane Lazo • Jon Leach • Paul LeBlanc • Mark M. Lecklider • Bonnie and 
William Ledbetter • Diana Ledonne • David P. Lee • Dennis Lee • Loren Lee • Richard B. Lee • Tom Lee • 
Roger Leed • Angela Lefevre • Sarah Leger • Cary Leher • David Leiby • Robin Leigh • Taigen Leighton • 
Jacob Lemann • Peggy Lemanski • Charles Lemmen • Arthur S. Leonard • Lida Leonarduzzi • Michelle 
LePaule • David Lerner • James Leschke • David Leshtz • James Leslie • Michael Lester • Daniel Levine • 
Karen Levine • Lawrence Levine • Rebecca Levine • Jonathan Levitt • Joann Levy-Rehm • Richard H. Levy 
• Rose Lew • Charles Lewis • Geoff Lewis • Rodger and Marilyn Lewis • Edward R. Leydon • Alex Liazos • 
Joel Lichty • John Liebau • Peter Liebert • Fred Lief • Carole Light • Judith Lightsey • Jane Lighty • Marie 
Lilly • Albert Limson • Margaret Lincourt • Eric N. Lindquist • Bruce Lindsay • Robert Lindstrom • Anthea 
and Richard Lingeman • Eleanor Linn • John Lippitt • Raina Lipsitz • Lester Lipsky • Tom Lis • 
Christopher Lish • Mini Liu • James Livingston • Noyes Livingston • Nancy Lo • Norberto Lobato • Kathy 
Loesch • David F. Logan • Matthew Logan • Kevin Logue • Cindy Lommasson • Fantasia London • 
Marianne Loner • John R. Long • Ada Nivia Lopez • Sonia Lopez • Michael Lottman • David Loutzenhiser 
• Jean K. Lowden • Tom Lowin • Michelle Lucio • Joanne Luczka • Gail Ludwig • Gerhard Luetschwager • 
Peter Lukacs • Jan Lund • Torborg Lundell • James Lundquist • Bruce Lurie • Jack Lustgarten • Theodore 
and Amy Lynn • John Lyons • Mary Lyons • Richard M. Lyons • Bert Lysen • Daniel MacArthur • Charles 
MacCabe • Marilyn MacCaughey • Bernice MacDonald • Jordan MacLay • Peter MacLeish • Alan 
MacRobert • Lisa Madden • Amy Madigan • Sammi Madison and Rupert Garcia • Jon and Virginia 
Madsen • James Magenheimer • James Magestro • Bill and Larie Magorian • Laura Magzis • Phillip 
Mahaffey • Mark Maher • Badi Mahmood • Marianne Mahoney • Gerry Maine • Renee Major • Daniel 
Mallmann • Anne-Marie Mallon • Diane Malmgren • Paul W. Mamula • Bill Manahan • Stephen 
Manchester • Jerry Mander • Joseph Manfredi • Michael Mangan • Alicja Mann • Robert Mannaberg • 
Katherine Manning • Kathleen Manning • Patricia Manning • Juliet Manny • Janet Manzi • Eugenia 
Marcus • Robert Marcus • Susan Marek • Bel-Ami Margoles • Judy Marin and Marin Glenn • Stewart 
Marin • Carl Mariz • Ruth and Lenny Markovitz • William H. Marmion • Willie Marquart • Nancy P. Marr • 
Greg Marsh • Julia P. Marshall • Bill Martin • Bruce Martin • Casper Martin • David Martin • Don Martin 
• Frank L. Martin • Larry Martin • Michael Martin • Neil Martin • Patricia Martin • Steve Milligan and 
Christina Martinez • C. Maske • R. Mason • Robert Mason • William Massidda • Robert Master • David 
Mastronarde • Diane Matesic • John Matheny • Don Matheson • Keith W. Mathews • P. Melissa Mathis • 
Patrick Matsui • John G. Mattarazzo Jr. • Karl Mattox • Marlin Mattson • Richard Maurer • Ross Maxwell 
• Tatiana Maxwell • Felicia B. May • David Maynard • Fred Maynard • David R. Mayner • Mary E. Mayo • 
Vivian Mazur • Richard McCulley • David McCurdy • James McMurrer • Jackson McAfee • Donald 
McAninch • Kevin McBride • Dennis McCall • Penny McCall • Barbara McCann • Sue McCanne • 
Margaret McCartney • Robert B. McCauley • Raymond McClean • Lynn McClintock • Evelyn McClure • 
Harry McConnell • Terrance McConnell • Michael McCord • Locke McCorkle • Gary McCormick • Betty and 
John McCoubrey • Carolyn McCoy • Peg McCoy • Thomas J. McDermott • Adrienne McDonald • Bruce 
McDonald • Karen McDonell • Robert McDowell • Laurie McEachern • Gregory McFarland • Patricia 
McFarlane • Elizabeth McGee and Mark S. Pecker • Molly McGee • Amy McGill • Richard McGinnis • Jim 
McGowan • Randall McGowen • Peggy McGrath • Shirley McGreal • David McHenry • Sam McKeeman • 
Jane McKeever • Jim McKelvey • David McKenzie • Irmingard McKinney • Stephen McKnight • David 
McLaren • Phyllis McLaughin • Jeff McMahon • Allen McNeal • Andrew McNerney • Donald M. McPherson 
• Mark McRiley • Jonathan Mead • Teresa Meade • Beverly Meadows • Fay Mealey • Phillippe Meany • 
Gerrit Meddeler • Eugene Medlin • Sheila Meehan • Robert Mehlman • Susan Meiselas • Isa-Kae Meksin 
• Patricia Meldrum • Clara R. Melman • Ellen Melnick • Roberto Meloni • Ramona Memmer • Jere and 
Mary Mendelsohn • Andrea Mensch • Toni Mercadante • Paul Mercurio • Cathleen Merenda • Fran Merker 
• Mark Merrill • Robert Metcalf • Bonnie Mettler • Violet Metzler • David Meyer • Mary Meyer • Peter B. 
Meyer • Hildy B. Meyers • Frank Meyskens • Christian U. Michaels • Laurie Michaels • Donald Michaelsen 
• Sue Michalson • Dominic Michel • Nathan Michelson • James Mickle and Cynthia Baughman • Tom 
Midgley • Jean Miewald • Nichole Mihara and Gregory Harrison • Eiji Miki • Ollie Mikse • Bill Mikulak • 
William Mikulak • Frances Milberg • Gerald Miles • Sherman James Miles • Billie Miller and William Long 
• Calvin F. Miller • Daryl Miller • Elva W. Miller • Gregory Miller • Joseph Miller • Katrina Miller • Naomi 
Miller • Stephanie Miller • William Miller • Lewis Mills • Emily E. Milner • Maxwell P. Milton • Mary C. 
Mingus • Mark Minnick • Nell Minow • Gary Mion • Geraldine Misiewicz • Theodore Mita • Kirk Mitchel • 
Emily Mitchell • Kent Mitchell • Rita Mitchell • Sarah Mitchell • Joe Mitz • Yukari Miyamae • Roy 
Miyamoto • Victor Mlotok • Gregory H. Moehl • Timothy C. Moermond • Evan Mogan • Carol Moller • Nick 
Mombleau • Maria Monras-Sender • Lew Montemaggi • Ellen Moody • Mattie B. Moon • Susan Moon • 
Charles Mooney • Carole Moore • Grace Moore • Hal Moore • Robert Moreines • Nancy Morgan • Sheron 
Morgan • Stephen Morganstern • Jacquelyn Moriarty • Catherine B. Morris • Daniel Morris • Joan Morris • 
Marc Morris • Diane Morrison • Sue Morrissey • Dean Morse • Dale H. Morse • Marta Morse • Penney 
Morse • Kenneth Mort • Ella C. Mose • Ruth Moser • Raymond C. Moulton • Janice Mouton • Robert Moyer 
• Tom Muchmore • W. Mudget • Christian Mueller • Helen Mueller • Carolyn Mugar • James J. Mullins • 
Susan Multer • Francis Mulvey • Gabrielle Mulvihill • Jerrie Murguia • Debra Murphy • John Murphy • 
Kevin R. Murphy • Neil Murphy • Rena and Michael Murphy • Wayne Murra • Nelson Murray • Chrystyna 
Mursky • Lucia Murtaugh • Andreas Muschinski • Bette Myerson • Ned Mynatt • Charles Naef • Richard 
Nagle • C. Naim • Elliott Naishtat • Tom Nakanishi • Alison Nakashima • Ed Nakawatase • Allison 
Narver • Carol A. Nash • Jeff Nash • Margaret Nash • Kenneth Nassau • Marvin Natowicz and Sherri 
Broder • Victor Navasky • Natalia A. Nebel • A. K. Neeland • Paula Neils • Michael Nelson • Vivian Nelson 
• Marion M. Nesterenko • Marion Nestle • Catharine and David Newbury • Paul Newlin • Dara Newman 
and Scott Samuels • Linda L. Newman • Nancy Newman • Roy C. Newman • Fred Nicholas • Hugh 
Nichols • Cynthia Nicolaysen • Steven Niems • John Niles • Lynne Nittler • Cynthia Nixon • Forrest Nixon 
• Don Noel • Michael Nolte • David Nord • Vera Nordal • Margie A. Noren • Andrew Norrell • Judith 
Norsigian • Joan D. Norton • Nonna Noto • Catherine Nugent • Richard O’Toole • Dennis O’Briant • David 
O’Brien • Mary O’Callaghan • Kenneth O’Connor • James O’Donnell • John O’Keefe • Kathleen O’Keeffe • 
John O’Loughlin • Marjorie and Frank O’Mara • Ciaran O’Sullivan • Austin O’Toole • Anne Oakes • Joseph 
O’Connor • Ray O’Connor • Norma Odell • Tom Oetinger • Carl Offner • Edith Ogella • Phyllis M. 
Ohlemacher • Beatrice Ohms • Robert Okeefe • Gregory Oldmixon • Stephen T. Olender • Patricia 
Oliansky • Thomas W. Ollenburg • Betty Olsen • Dick Olsen • Pamela Olsen • Eric Olson • John Olson • 
Madeline M. Olson • Marjorie Olson • Kathleen Oneil • Stephen Oren • Michael Orend • Harvey Organek • 
Kevin Orme • Gabe Ormsby • Robert Orton • Cassie Osborne • James S. Osbourn • Jenna Osiason • 
Marshal Osman • Sally and James Osman • Stefan Ostrach • Maria Otero-Boisvert • Kenneth Ottavi • 
William Overland • Richard Owens • Richard and Becky Owens • Connie and Kerry Ozer • Roger Packard 
• Mary Padgett • Isabelle Paez • Raleigh A. Page-Russell • Janet L. Page • Charles Paine • Sarah 
Pappenheimer • Donald F. Park • Nancy Park • Helen Parker • Ed Parks • Peter Parlett • Beth Parmenter 
• Vincent Parmesano • Beatriz Parra • William H. Parry • Robert Parsh • Ronald Parsons • Ann Pasley • 
Jeffrey Passel • Gertrud Patri • Deborah Pattin • Kristin Paul • Tim Paulson • R. Payne • Heather Payson 
• Denis Paz • Alice Peacock • Burt Pearlstone • Glenda Pearson • Janet Pearson • Mark Pearson • John 
Peavoy • David Peck • Scott Peer • Roy Pekarske • Winston Pekrul • Kurt Pelton • Kathleen Pelton • 
Lynne Pendleton • William Pengelly • Constance Penley • Robert Pennel • Stephen A. Pennell • Robert 
Pennoyer • Albert M. Pennybacker • Linda Penzur • Charles and Marthe Perdrisat • Rohan Perera • Joy 
Pereths • Carlos Perez • Rafael Perez • Charles Perkins • Daniel Perlstein • Elizabeth Pernotto • Anne 
Perrino • Monica Perrotti • Deborah Person • Sreca and Senja Perunovic • Karen Peter • Christopher B. 
Peters • Jurgen Peters • Ann J. Peterson • Don Peterson • Richard A. Peterson • Frank Petito • Norman 
Petrik • Willa and G. Pettygrove • G. Peysson • Jean Pfeiffer • K. Pfeifle • Don Phalp • Bill Dexheimer 
Pharris • James Phillips • Stephen L. Phillips • Bernadette Piccolomini • Irene M. Piccone • Christy Pichel 
• Jane Picker • Nancy Piercy • Robert Pierzynski • Jeff Pietan • Mark Pietroski • Tom Pillar • James 
Pinder • Louise Pinkow • June Pinnell-Stephens • Paul Pinsky • John Pitt • Lisa Plank • Jane A. Plastino 
• Robert Plate • Caroline Plemmons • Helen E. Plevich • Philip Pochoda • Alexander and Harriet Pollatsek 
• Miriam Pollet • Bruce Pollock • Richard Pontone • Mark Ponzo • Blaise Pope • Douglas Porter • Jeffrey 
I. Porter • Jenise Porter • Jeanne S. Posner • Joseph M. Potomis • Thomas Potterfield • Marc Potvin • John 
Powell • Thomas Powers • Betzabe Praeger • Beverly Pranzatelli • Joy Pratt • Lynn Pratt • Mary Pratt • 
Ronald A. Prechel • Thomas P. Prehoditch • Renee Prescan • Diane Preston • Karen Preuss • Barry Price 
• Philip Prim • Preston Prince • Michael Pringle • William Prinsket • Marietta Pritchard • Robert L. 
Pritchard • Thomas Pryor • John R. Pugh • Eric Pumroy • Dean C. Quick • Rosemary Quigley • Joanne 
Quirk • David Quist • Janet Rabinowitch • Richard Radde • Robert Radke • Laura L. Raedeke • David 
Raese • Charles Raff • Harvey and Carol Raff • Joann Ragni • Andrew Rakowski • Richard Rambo • 
Frank Ramirez • Herschel Ramsey • T. A. Ramsey • Ronald and Jane Randall • Wilson Randolph • Kay 
Ransdell • Joni Ransom • Alison Raphael • Catherine Raphael • Ralph Raphelson • Allen Rashada • 
Paul Rasmussen • Alain Ratheau • Patricia Rathmann • Buddy Ratner • Marian Rauch • Timothy N. 
Raupp • S. Rawlins and S. Kramer • Charles Read • L. Read • Steve Read • Melissa Reading • Segwald 
and Martha Reckdahl • James Redditt • Stuart Redshaw • Roy Regozin • Cynthia Reich • Karl Reiche • 
Norman Reid • Sarah Reid • Wallis Reid • Wm. Ferguson Reid • Richard Reidy • Karen Reilly • Regina 
Reilly • Lynn Reiman • Debra Reineke • Anthony Reiner • Diane Reinhardt • Philip Reiss • James Reitz • 
Robert Remez • Don Resio • Elaine Reuben • Tamara Reus • Stephen Reuys • Pedro Reyes • Emily 
Reynolds • Robert Reynolds • Vivian Reynolds • Lynn Rhinehart • Margaret Rhodes • Judy R. Rice • 
Robert Rich • Brent Richards • David L. Richardson • Gregg Richardson • Valerie Richter • Eleanor N. 
Richwine • Craig I. Ricketts • Lynne Riddle • Stuart Riddle • Kathleen F. Ridge • Steven Riedhauser • 

Robert Rigdon • Michael Righi • Carol Rigmark • Thomas Riley • J. M. Rimert • William Ring • Dan Rink 
• Rachel Rion • Jacquelyn Rivas • Donald L. and Barbara Rivenes • Jack Roach • John Roberson • Alvin 
Roberts • Charles Roberts • John Roberts • Kenneth Roberts • Michael Roberts • Stephen Roberts • 
William Roberts • George Robertson • Patricia Robertson and Curry First • Jean Robinson • Joseph 
Robinson • Lewis Robinson • Marietta Robinson • Martha Robinson • Anita Rocha • John Roche • Ronald 
Rochin • Morton Rochman • David Rockwell • Allan Rodgers • Chuck Rodgers • David Kelly • Julio 
Rodriguez-Luis • Catherine Rodriguez • Lynne Rodriguez • Phyllis Rodriguez • John E. Rogers • Paul 
Rogers • Carl and Karen Rogge • Thomas and Nancy Rohde • John S. Rolland • Bill Romberg • Elizabeth 
Romero • Vernon Rood • Alison Root • Nancy Root • Colleen Rose • Roger F. Rose • T. Roselle • Arthur 
Rosen • Barbara A. Rosen • Howard I. Rosenberg • Joel W. Rosenberg • Oliver Rosenbladt • Murray 
Rosenblith • Judith Rosenmeier • Douglas Rosenthal • Isadore Rosenthal • Mel Rosenthal • Ruth 
Rosenthal • Sue and Harold Rosenthal • Lawrence Rosenwald • Sanford Rosenzweig • Gilbert Rosoff • 
Henry Rosoff • Deborah Ross • Phillip Ross • Joann Rossovich • June Rostan • M. Rotenberg • David R. 
Roth • John A. Rowe • Jean Roy • Stephen and Jeanne Rozman • Ana C. Rubio • Dale Rudesill • John 
Rudolph and Sheryn Holinsworth • Bill Ruehr • Grant Ruesch • Peter Ruggiero • Anthony Ruiz • Meredith 
Ruland • John Rupp • Cline H. Russell • Roberta Russell • Timothy Russell • Gina Rutenberg • David 
Rutschman • Itala T. Rutter • Nancy Lee Ruyter • Barbara Ryan • Patricia Ryan • Richard Ryan • 
Elizabeth J. Sacca • Dorrice Sacco • DeAnn A. Sack • Lynn Saddleton • Ruth Saff • Robert Sahr • 
Christopher Sales • Katherine Salverda • Brian M. Salzberg • Dave Samuelson • H. Sanchez • Patricia F. 
Sanders • Wes Sanders • C. Sandy Watts • Frank Sansevero • Antonio Santoro • Marcelino Sarabia • 
Hedi Saraf • David C. Sargent • Paul Sarvasy • Pamela Sass • Joachim Sassmann • Erin Satterthwaite • 
Paul Savoie • Charles Saxe • Mary Saxton • Charles Saydah • Ed Scalzo • C. Scanlan • Anthony Sceau • 
Susan Schacher • Alvin Schachter • Randy Schaeffer • Susan Schaffer • Jay and Judith Schaffner • Kay 
Schaller • Susan Schapiro • Connie Scharlau • Joe Scheetz • Charles Scheidt • Clifford Schell • John 
Schendel • Carla Schick • Barbara Schiffer • Steven Schildcrout • Heather M. Schlaff • R. J. Schless • 
Laura Schleyer • Emily Schmalzer • Paul Schmidt • Susan Schmidt • Damaris Schmitt • Richard Schmitt 
• Marian Schnecker • Camilla Schneider • Elizabeth Schneider • George Schneider • Jerry Schneider • 
Mark Schneider • Barbara Schock • Elizabeth Scholze • Josephus J. Schoorl • David Schrader • Donald 
Schrader • Chris Schraw • William and Jean Schrode • John Schroeder • Harold Schroer • Matthias 
Schueth • Judy Schuler • Philip Schulman • Arleen Schultz • David P. Schultz • Thomas Schulz • Michael 
and Diana Schumacher • William L. Schuster • Steven Schwager • Irving Schwartz and Linda Larson • 
Mary Ann Schwartz • Robert Schwartz • Steven Schwartz • Barry Schweickert • A. Schwendiman • Peter 
Schwiebert • Louis Schwitzer • Lorna Scott Fox • Dennis Scott • Earl Scott • Peter Scotto • Rupert Seals 
• Judith D. Seaman • Teri Searcy • Mike Seczney • Margaret Sedenquist • Dorothy Sedley • James Seegert 
• Judy O. Segal • William M. Seggeling • Wendy Selene • Rinku Sen • Michael and Barbara Sentovich • 
Rosemary Senyk • Kenneth Serafin • Drorah Setel • Marcia Settel • Jackie D. Sewell • Paul Sexton • Peter 
M. Shane • Betsy Shank • Thomas Shannon • Judith Shapiro • Myra Shapiro • Philip Shashko • Milton 
Shatto • Theodore Shattuck • Raymond Shaw • Ruth Shaw • Howard Shelf • Christopher Shera • Clare 
Sherwood • Walter Sherwood • Xiaojing Shi • Robert Shimabukuro • Stephen Shipe • Manucher Shir • 
Beverly Shlapak • Mary Shook • Thomas Shores • Joel Shulman • Anne Shumway • Nicholas Shumway • 
Robert Shunate • Patricia Shure • William Siavelis • James Sibbring • Janet Sibley • Stephen Sidney • 
Don Siefkes • Anyce Siegel • Franklin Siegel • Nancy and Mark Siegel • Peter Sigmann • Sandra A. Silver 
• Richard Silverberg • Ann Silverman • Gary Silverman • Jay Silverman • Joann Silverstein and Nevis 
Cook Jr. • Linda Simkin • Elizabeth Simmonds • Gregor and Jeanne Simon-MacDonald • Carole Simon • 
Justin Simon • Nina Simonds • H. Simonowitz • David J. Simons • Peter Simons • Eva Simonsen • Margot 
Sims • Alan Singer • Carla Singer • Harriet Singer • Marsha Singh • Ruth Singleton • Ann McNally Sink 
• Cecilia Sinnott • Timothy Sistrunk • Gordon M. Sites • Johanna Sizick • Christi Slavenas • William 
Slavick • Clifford Slayman • Nancy Slenger • James Small • Mary Smalls • Charles L. Smith • Dagmar 
Smith • Idiot Smith • Judith E. Smith • Julie Smith • Marilynn Smith • MaryLou Smith • Morton E. Smith 
• Nancy M. Smith • Patsy M. Smith • Paul R. Smith • Regan G. Smith • Alix Smullin • Donna Smyth • 
Emerald Sneed • Carolyn Snively • Joshua Socolar • Elena Sokol • Doug Solberg • Eleanor Soler • 
Rochelle Solomon • Linda Somes • Jeffrey Sorensen • J. Soule • Barbara Southard • Nancy Spannbauer • 
Joan Sparkman • Patricia Spear • Thomas C. Spear • Matthew Specter and Marjan Mashhadi • Harvey 
Speinhaus • Elizabeth Spelman • Art Sperry • Andrew Spiegel • Bonnie S. Spinazze • Helen Spinner • 
John Spitzberg • Peter Spitzer • Frederick St. John • Judith Stacey • Rich Stafford • Pearl F. Staller • 
Ronna Stamm • Mary Standifer • Michael C. Stanley • Susan Stanton • Helena K. Starcevic • Barbara 
Stark • Dee Starkey • Robert N. Stearns • Pat Steck • Marianne Stefancic • Karen Stefanski • Carol Stein 
• Janet Stein • Robert A. Steinberg • Alexandra Steinert-Evoy • Harvey Steinhaus • Patricia Stelzner • 
Nancy Stephens • Gary M. Stephenson • Mary G. Stephenson • Paul D. Stevens • Phil Stevens • William T. 
Stevens • Sandra Stevenson • John Stewart • Kitty Stewart • Robert Stewart • Roy J. Stewart • William 
Stewart • Keith Stickford • Christine Stidley • John Stirton • Samuel Stitman • Russell Stockard • Peter 
Stoel • Deborah Stoker • Paul and Laura Stokes • Stephen L. Stokes • Mark Stommel • Daniel Stone • 
Gregory Stoner • Lizabeth Stopher • Sarah Stott • Herbert Stout • Evan Stover • Alice Stowell • Richard 
Stratton • Barbara Straub • Nina Straus • Carole Straw • Mark Strecker • Herb Strentz • Olga Strickland 
• J. Stringer • Larry Strong • Charles Stuart • Lochlan Stuart • Nicholas and Joanne Sturgeon • Joan 
Sturgis • Michael Subit • Timothy Sulak • Jack Sullivan • Laura Sullivan • Lawrence Bennett Sullivan • 
Robert Desmarais Sullivan • Rita Summers • Lea Sund • Stewart C. Sutherland • Stewart Sutherland • 
Roy Sutton • Donald Suzenski • Lisa Svensson • Joseph P. Swallow • Mark Swartz • Thomas Sweda • 
Edna M. Swets • Jeffrey L. Swiggum • Sue Swilley • Stanley Sydenham • Katie and John Syrett • Anna 
Szabolcsi • Daniel B. Szyld • Ritchie Tabachnick • Margery Tabankin • Elizabeth Tabony • Sherman 
Taishoff • Sam Takahashi • Pamela Talese • Dolores Taller • Ann Tanner • Marietta J. Tanner • David 
Tansey • David P. Tapscott • Susanna Tarjan • Edith Darknell Taylor • Kim Taylor • Margaret A. Taylor • 
Sandra Taylor • Chartis Tebbetts • F. Tennican • Beth TenPas • Bill Termes • James D. Teske • Judith L. 
Tharp • Jeffrey Theinert • Athan Theoharis • Matthew Theroux • Richard J. Thibeau • Joyce Thibodeaux • 
John and Karen Thielke • Charles Thomas • Glen Thomas • Norman Thomas • Patrick Thomas • George 
W. Thompson • H. W. Thompson • Roger Thompson • Ronald Thompson • Stacy Thompson • Cynthia J. 
Thomsen • Devin Thor • Dorothy Thorman • Gil Thornally • Norman A. Thornburg • Patricia M. Thornton • 
Alba N. Thorpe • Douglas Thunder • Lori Thwaite • Bette Tiago • Joan Tierney • Martin S. Tiersten • Steve 
Tillery • Jeff Tillett • David C. Tinling • Micheal Tirabass • Anne C. Tiracchia • Emily Tobisch • Willis C. 
Todd • Said Tofighi and Shahla Ameli • John Tolle • Joanne K. Tollison • Ellen Tolmie • John Tone • Bill 
Topper • William Topper • Beverly Toppin • Albertha S. Toppins • Maureen Torcivia • Eric Torgerson • 
Denise Torras • Louis Toth • Rick Trachsel • James Traub • Paul Trautman • Lynne Treat • Rose M. Tresp 
• Tim Trickel • Marjorie Trifon • Camilla Trinchieri • Elizabeth Trinidad • John Tritten • Doris Trojcak • Bill 
Trollinger • Alice M. Trost • Pat Trotter • Linda Troy • Andi Truitt • Sox Tsetse • Merry Tucker • Joseph Tully 
• Akemi Turner • Katharine Turner • Lisa Turner • Robert Turner • Steve Turpin • Bill Tuttle • Joseph Tyler 
• Kay Tyson • Kyoko Uchida • Letitia W. Ufford • Judith and Ugalde • W. D. Uhl • Marie Underwood • Amy 
Unthank • Stephen Urciuoli • Ernest Urvater • Joseph Valko • Anneke Van Doorn and Wolter Van Doorninck 
• Fern Van Gieson • Jacqueline H. Van Gorkom • Carol Van Houten • Robin Van Liew • James Van Pelt • 
Jason Van Zwol • Charlene E. Vanacker • Ivan Vance • Nicholas Vanderborgh • Larry Vanderplas • 
Eugene Varell • Edward Vaughan • Darrell Veile • Norma Veile • Gerald Veiluva • Joan Velasquez • 
Belisario Ventura • Russell Viebrooks • Steven Viggiani • Santiago Villafane • Audrey W. Vincent • 
Martha Vinick • Jane S. Vinson • Margo Viscusi • Robert Vogel • Sarah Vogel • Susan Volman • Richard 
Von Glahn • Roland Von Huene • Alison von Klemperer • Will Von Klemperer • H.F. Von Ulmer and B.A. 
Grennan • John Voorhees • Paul Vos • Thomas G. Vournas • James Wade • Marsha Wade • K.A. Wagner • 
Lee Wagner • Randall S. Wagner • D. B. Wake • Donna Lee Walcott • Steven H. Waldbaum • Janet Walden 
• Rosmarie Waldrop • Steven Waldusky • Steven and Suzanne Waldusky • Ruth H. Walker • Thomas 
Walker • Thomas Wallace • Susan Walsh • Harry and Linda Walters • David Ward • Francis Ward • 
Steven Warheit • Tom Warms • Sheila Warner • Barbara H. Warren • James Warren • Cheryl Washington • 
Robert Wasserman • Ronald Wasson • Carol Watchler • Penny Weaver • Charles Webb • Jonathan Webb • 
Betty R. Weber • David Weber • Steven J. Weber • Frederic Webster • Garlan Webster • Cheryl Wecksler • 
Marvin M. Wedeen • John R. Weed • Wendy Weidman • Carolyn Weinbaum • Debbie Weingardt • Diann 
Weinman • Nancy Weinrich • Elissa Weinstein • Michael Weinstein • Steven Weintraub • Charles 
Weisenfeld • Jordan Glaser and Hazel Weiser • Alan Weiss • Jeffrey Weiss • Robert Weiss • Margaret N. 
Weitzmann • Matthew Welch • William H. Wellman • Norman Wengert • Nancy Weninger • Charles Werner 
• Mark S. Wernick • Gwenna Weshinskey • Maureen S. Wesolowski • Frank West • Norman West • Ron 
Wetzell • Dianne Weyna • Richard S. Wheeler • Marianne Whelchel • Chris and Patrick White • Elcenia 
White • Gary White • John V. White • Mary F. White • Mary Ann White • Penelope White • Phyllis E. 
Whitesell • William Whitesell • Douglas Whitley • Linda Whitley • John Whitman • Carol Whitson • Linda 
Wickes • Elaine Wickstrom • Arnold Widen • Benjamin Widiss • Paul H. Wiechman • Charles Wightman • 
Nancy M. Wilbert • Mary C. Wilheit • Winifred Wilhelm • Rillastine Wilkins • Conrad Wilkinson • Marc G. 
Williams-Young • Douglas Williams • Gilbert Williams • Lane Williams • Laron Williams • Leonard 
Williams • Mary B. Williams • Rick Williams • Robert Williams • Arthur Williamson • Susan B. Willis • 
Denise Willner • Emily Ann Willoughby • Augustus Wills • Dennis Wills • Bob and Dawn Wilson • Dane 
Wilson • James Wilson • Joanne Wilson • Patricia Wilson • Reginald Wilson • Robert P. Wilson • Samuel 
Wilson • Marshall Windmiller • Angela Winn • Arnold and Judith Wishnia • Karen Wisniewski • Ruth 
Witchey • Gilbert Witte • Sally Wittler • Paul Wittman • James Wohlgemuth • Laura Wolf-Powers • 
Eleanor Wolf • George E. Wolf • Edward Wolfe • Linda D. Wolfe • Edith Wolff • Ken Wolter • Maylene 
Wong • Elsa Wood • Mary Woodman • Mary Woodrow • Nathan V. Woodruff • Woody J. Woodruff • Darryl 
Woods • Medora Woods • Mike Woods • Brian K. Woodson • George Woodwell • Ian Woolven • Roger 
Wootton • Laura D. Worby • Edwin Worrell • Rochelle Henry Wortis • Dale Wright • Janet Wright • J. T. 
Wyatt • Joy Wyatt • Lewis Wyatt • Margaret Wykes • Milford G. Wyman • Christopher Wyndham • 
Richard Yagami • Edward Yaker • Judith Yale • Joe Yasek • MaryAnn Yeats • Richard Yelovich • Patricia 
Yenawine • Susan Yessne • Caroline Young • Craig Young • James Young • Lynn Young • N. Young • 
George Yourke • James Yuen • Salih V. Yumlu • John Zaffle • Charles Zahn • Mahmoud Zandieh • 
Joanna S. Zangrando • Zohreh Zarnegar • Annette M. Zavareei • Pam Zedak • Leslie Zeigen • Charles 
Zeller • Stephen Zeller • Jim Zieba • Maxine Ziebarth • Nora Zielinski • William D. Zimmer • Betty 
Zimmerberg and Dale Fink • Jayne Zimmerman • Mara Zimmerman • Eleonore Zimmermann • Helo I. 
Zink • Gary Zinn • Linda Zipp • Barbara Zmich and Celeste McClellan • William Zuercher • Catherine V. 
Zukowski • Nancy Zumoff • Dave Zweifel 



$10–$99

A
Anonymous (42) • 34 Prospect LLC • Francine A’ness • Karen Aaker • Becky Aamot • Elizabeth Aaronsohn • Lawrence 
Aaronson • Joseph Abbenda • Lawrence Abbott • Bill Abbuehl • Beckry Abdel-Magid • Sara Abdel • Shakira Abdul-Ali 
• Numan Abdul-Latif • Sabur Abdul-Salaam • Patrick Abel • Graciela Abelin • Robert L. Abell • Leila Abelow • Asad 
Abidi • Abby Abinanti • Daniel Abood • Lois W. Abraham • Lynda Abrahamson • Tanya Abramsky • Allan S. Abramson 
• Nicholas Abramson • James Abts • Javier Aceves • Sharon Achinstein • Emily Achtenberg • Maribeth L. Ackerman 
• Marilyn Ackerman • Marvin Ackley • David Acosta • Daniel Adamek • Ann Adams • Barbara Adams • Carol Adams 
• Cathy Adams • Elizabeth Adams • Evert Adams • Garrett and Lane Adams • Gary Adams • James Adams • Joshua 
Adams • Larry Adams • Lee Adams • Mark Adams • Otis Adams • Patricia Adams • Robert Adams • Royce Adams 
• Ruth Adams • Sheri Adams • Sue Adams • David Addison • Jarvis L. Addison • Scott Addison • Deborah Adelman 
• E. Aderman • Arnold Adicoff • Daniel C. Adkins • Marcie Adkins • Deborah B. Adler • Ellen Adler • Harriet Adler 
• Richard Adler • Sy Adler • Jane Affonso • Karen Agee • Charlene Agen • Lene Agerskov • Naomi Ages • Chris 
Agin • Rosemary Agonito • Ronna Agree • Lois B. Agronick • Gabriel Aguilar • Tamara Agvanian • William Aher • 
Patricia Ahern • Marcia G. Ahlin • Richard Ahlman • Margaret Ahlness • Byongjin Ahn • Paul Ahrens • Kersti Ahven 
• Paula Aiello • Brett Ainsworth • Dona Aitken • Marie Akers • Kathleen Aki • William D. Akins • Mohammad Alam 
• Kazem Alamdari • Lorne Albaum • Sydney Alberg • Janice Albert • Marilyn Albert • Lori Albertazzi • Beth Alberty 
• Carlton Alcorn • Danny Alder • Keith Alder • James F. Alderman • James M. Alderman • James Alderman • Nina 
Alderson • Ann Aldrich • Eva Aldrich • Sharon Aldrich • Thoraya A. Alessahki • Bruce Alexander • Claire Alexander 
• Claude Alexander • Denisei Alexander • Gerald Alexander • John Alexander • Lawrence Alexander • Maitland B. 
Alexander • Michael Alexander • Robert Alexander • Vince O. Alexander • Darcy Alexandra • Francisco Alfaro • Gini 
Alhadeff • Guillermo D. Aliaga • Gary Alinder • Jean Alkire • Christopher Allan • Anne Allen-Wyman • Andrea K. Allen 
• Anita Allen • Barbara Allen • Charles Allen • Douglas M. Allen • Ed Allen • Edward L. Allen • Janet Brevoort Allen 
• Kathleen Allen • Michael A. Allen • Richard Allen • Thomas E. Allen • Wendy Allen • Uta Allers • Joseph Allgaier • 
Allen Allgeier • Ann Allison • Susan Allman • Irmin Allner • Robin Allory • Janice Allred • Eddie S. Allsopp • Henry 
Almaraz • Dennis A. Almeida • George Almendinger and Sally Chou • Mindy Aloff • Claudis Alongi • Pamela Alsum • 
Peter Altenbach • Jennifer Altenhofen • Sue Althouse • John Altieri • Ann Alton • Maite Altonaga • Elfrida Alvarado • 
Donna Alvarez • Richard and Susan Alvord • Nina Amabile • Stephen Amberg • Jeffrey Ambers • Anne Ambler • Lois 
Ambrose • Jo N. Amburgey • John Amendola • Betsy Ames • Julia P. Ames • Michael Ames • Rosalind Amigo • James 
Amin • Karima Amin • Susan Aminoff • Denise Amitrani • Beth Ammerman • James Amory • Jean Amos • Mary E. 
Amsler • Bruce Amweismeier • Carol J. Anagnostopoulos • Shantia Anderheggen • Robin Andersen • Vikke Andersen 
• Emily Anderson-Sanchez • Lauren Anderson-Sanchez • Alexis Hughes Anderson • Alicia Anderson • April Anderson • 
Bonnie L. Anderson • Chris Anderson • Daun M. Anderson • Elizabeth Anderson • Esther Anderson • Gerald Anderson 
• Hans Anderson • Izida Anderson • Jackie Anderson • James Anderson • Jan Anderson • Jeff and Jane Anderson • 
Jill Anderson • John C. Anderson • Kathryn Anderson • Katie Anderson • Larry Anderson • Lynn Anderson • Marcelene 
Anderson • Marcia Anderson • Matt Anderson • Richard E. Anderson • Robert M. Anderson • Sandra Anderson • 
Santi Anderson • Sara Anderson • Sheryl Anderson • Shirley Anderson • Thomas Anderson • Tom Anderson • William 
Anderson • Beverly Jorjani Andersson • Olle Andersson • Paul Andesen • Mary Andis • James Andreano • Norine 
Andreassen • Edward Andresen • Don Andress • T. Andrew • Barbara Andrews • Edson Andrews • John A. Andrews • 
Milton Andrews • Patricia Andrews • Therson Andrews • Ingrid D. Angelo • Athena Angelus • Mary T. Anglim • Robert 
Angone • Burton Angrist • John Angueira • Silvio Anichini • David Anick • Deborah Anne • Samuel Annear • Adelbert 
J. Annonson • Emmanuel Annor • Michelle Antenesse • Frank Anthes • Loretta Antoine • Mildred Antonelli • Debbie 
Antoon • Lois Appel • Larry L. Apple • Joel Applegate • Corina Aragon • Mary Garza Aragon • Louis Aragona • Dennis 
Arata • Demetrio Araujo • Allen Archambault • George Archambault • Carla and Bruce Ardinger • Robert Ardinger • 
Amy Ardington • Fay Ardon • Steve Arechiga • Charles Areford • Paul Arell • Henriette Arenson • J. M. Arfield • Louis 
Arguello • Phyllis Arist • Carroll E. Arkema • J. M. Arkin • Rene Arlain • Beverly Amelin • Jeanette Armentano • Rona 
Armillas • Bruce Armour • Pamela C. Armstrong-Manchester • Bernard Armstrong • Bradford Armstrong • Christina 
Armstrong • Dave Armstrong • Debbie Armstrong • Warwick Armstrong • Willie Armstrong • Philip Arnberger • 
Charles Arndt • Rekha Arness • Lynn Arney • Bernadine Arnold • David Arnold • Fred Arnold • Gregory Arnold • John 
Arnold • Karen Arnold • Marianne Arnold • Marilynn Arnold • Scott Arnopol • Robert Aro • Susan Aron • Eva Aronoff 
• Nina Aronoff • Alisa Aronson • Harvey Aronson • Suzanne Arpante • Jeffrey Arps • Richard Arrambide • Michael 
Arrington • Anthony T. Arroyo • David Arseneault • Steven Arthur • Carole Artigiani • Zoraida Artiles • Janick Artiola 
• Elizabeth Artis • Awo Okaikor Aryee-Price • Alex Asare • Anna Ashcraft • Laurel Ashcraft • Carole Ashley • Robert 
Ashman • Lori Ashyk • Cecelia Askegard • Susan Askevold • R. V. Asmundson • Amy Aspell • Thomas Asprey • Gary 
Assarian • J. Assayag • Maia Krahl Astley • Roger Athey • Carolyn Atkin • Roger Atkin • Linda Atkinson • Luisa 
Attivissimo • Stephen Atwood • Ted Auerbach • Augie Augenstein • A. J. Augustine • Sydney Augustine • William K. 
Aungst • Richard Aurili • Elizabeth Aurilia • Christine Austin • Hassett Austin • Leslie Austin • Marianne Austin • 
Constance Autumn • Christian Avard • Frank Avella • Bernadette Averi • Erin Averill • Burton Avery • Caryl Avery • 
Elisabeth Avery • Sarah J. Avery • Bernadette Avila • Alex Avitabile • Dale Axelrod • Amy Axler • Alec Axt • Lucinda 
Ayers • Dianne Ayres • Rachel Maldonado Aziminia • Shahram Azmoudeh 

B
Brad Baang • K. Kevyne Baar • James Babcock • Martha M. Babcock • Ted Baca • Barbara Bach • Don Bachman • 
S.A. Bachman • Bruce Bachmann • Polly Bacich • Phyllis Backhaus • Dennis Backlund • Jeanette Badal • Michael 
Badar • Keely Badger • Anthony Badillo • Jill Baer • Kenneth Baer • Susan Baer • Brian Bagnall • Paul Baicich • 
Cleta S. Bailey • Edwin Bailey • Forrest R. Bailey • Martha Bailey • Michael Bailey • Nancy Bailey • Stephen Bailey • 
Tamar Bailey • Terry Bailey • Virginia Bailey • Kathryn Baillif • Dave Baine • Susan Baird • Peter Baiter • Judy 
Bakenhus • Allan Baker • Don H. Baker • Elizabeth Baker • Gail Baker • Gary Baker • Holden Baker • James Baker • 
Jane Baker • Jennie Beth Baker • Judith Baker • Judy Baker • Lois Baker • Lowell Baker • Lynne Baker • Margaret 
Baker • Natalie J. Baker • Natasha Baker • Pamela Baker • Rachel Baker • Robert Bakken • Maggie Balazs • Bill 
Balderston • Vincenza Baldino • Alan Baldwin • Christina Baldwin • Virko Baley • Robert Ball • Carol Ballantyne • 
Marv Ballantyne • Fielding Ballard • Mary Ballard • Rick Ballard • Sharon Ballen • Betty Ballew • Beth Ballmann • 
David Ballon • Raymond Ballweg • Bruce Balter • Lawrence H. Balthasar • Andy Baltins • Dawn Banasiak • Paula 
Bandt • Margaret Bandy • Deb Banerjee • Catherine Banghart • Somnath Banik • Mirra Bank • Thomas Banks • Tom 
Banks • Sandra Bannikoff • Dave Bannister • Fletcher Baragar • Gregg Barak • Robert S. Baranofsky • Ulana 
Baransky • Judith Barba • Steven Barbash • Bevin Barber-Campbell • Jean P. Barber • Richard Barber • Richard 
Barber • Nancy Bardoff • William Bardsley • Teri Barendse • Ralph Barhydt • Diane Barker • Edward Barker • Ken 
Barker • Mimi Barker • Rebecca Barker • Peter Barland • Dorothy Barlow • Jesse Barlow • John Barlow • Norm 
Barnard • Barbara Barnes • Bonnie Barnes • Bradley Barnes • Chrys Barnes • Jonathan Barnes • Ken Barnes • 
Naomi Barnes • Peter Barnes • Theodore Barnes • Elizabeth B. Barnett • Michael Barnett • Sharon G. Barnett • Jamal 
Barone • Maryann Barone • Norm Barone • Rita Barouch • John Barr Jr. • Blanche Barr • Jill H. Barr • Michael C. Barr 
• Remo Barr • W. Barr • Chuck Barracato • Deborah Barragan-White • Donna Barras • Rick Barrelier • Nellie Barrera 
• Anthony J. Barrett • J. T. Barrett • Judith M. Barrett • Lisa Barrett • Macarena Gomez Barris • Elizabeth Barron • 
Diane Barrows • Beverly Barry • Hillary Barry • Steven Barry • David Barsamian • Donald Barshis • Mary Bart • Scott 
Bartchy • D. Barthelemy • Roger Barthelson • Patricia Bartholomew • Mary Bartkowiak • Mark Bartle • Catalina 
Bartlett • Edmund S. Bartlett • Maria Bartlett • Stephen P. Bartlett • James Bartley • Richard Bartley • Mike Barto • 
Cathy Bartolotti • Bill Barton • James W. Barton • Karen Barton • Paull Barton • Robert Barton • Becky Bartovics • 
Amelia Barwise • Rashid and Naziha Bashshur • Toby Basil • Camille Basile • Suad Basili • Harriet Baskin • Bernice 
M. Bass • Ben Bassett • Priscilla T. Bassett • William Bassin • Ann Bastian • Bette Bates • Regina Bates • Tannis 
Bator • Anne Battani • Peter Batzell • Vickie Batzka • Vicki Baucom • Liliane Bauduy • Alex Bauer • Alwen Bauer • 
Lynn Bauer • Richard J. Bauer • Judith Bauerlein • Kim Baughman • Jan Baulsir • Dale Baum • Ward Bauman • 
Gloria Baumgardner • Arthur Baur • Debra Baxter • Diane Baxter • Faith Baxter • Rosemary Bay • William Bay • 
Margaret Bayer • Nina Bayer • Kathi Bayne • Colleen Beagan • Lenore Beaky • Greg Beale • John Bealle • Carol Bean 
• Ramona Beard • Diehl Beasley • Howard Beatty • Royal Beauchamp • Santa Beauchamp • Janet Beazie • Amy 
Bechelli • Ingrid Becher • David Beck • Doug Beck • Wendy Beck • Beverly Becker • Paul Becker • William L. Beckes • 
Sue Beckham • William Beckham • Carol Beckowitz • Priscilla Becroft • Cathleen Becskehazy • Peter Becskehazy • 
Marilyn H. Bedford • John P. Bedndar • Michael Beebe • Norman Beede • Dennis Beedy • A. George Beeler • William 
Beeman • Peter Beemer • Kitty Beer • Joan Beerman • Relinda Beesemyer • Rebecca Behar • John Behling • Eloise 
Behrends • Ann Behrmann • Robert Beidler • Greg Beilstein • Katie Beiter • Frank Belcastro • Jacquelyn Belcher • 
Anita Bell • Barbara Bell • Bruce Bell • Charles Bell • Frank Bell • John Bell • Martha Bell • Paul Bell • Richard Bell 
• Susan Bell • Tracie R. Bell • Claude Beller • Jane Bellezza-Dziurda • Theodore Belsky • Nancy Belton • Pat Belyeu • 
Deborah Bender • Douglas Bender • Kathryn Bender • Lester Bender • Norman Bender • Sidney Bender • Catherine 
and Joseph Benedict • B. Benham • Sheila Benintendi • Jessica Benjamin • Joanne and Bert Benkendorf • Harvey 
Benn • Anne Bennett • Brenda Bennett • Bryan Bennett • David Bennett • Elaine Bennett • Herbert Bennett • Jean H. 
Bennett • Joseph Bennett • Sheldon W. Bennett • Douglas M. Benoit • Alta Benson • Christina Benson • Duane 
Benson • Janis H. Benson • Margaret M. Benson • Victor Benson • Libby Bent • Donald Benton • Lori Benton • Martha 
Benton • Mary I. Benton • R. Benz • Nole Beran • William Berberet • Mary Bercovitz • Jane Berenbeim and Ronald 
Bereenbeim • Todd I. Berens • Elayne Berg-Wilion • M. Patricia Berg • Therese Berg • James R. Bergan • Jeffrey Berge 
• Ann M. Bergenfeld • Dennis Berger • Julia Berger • Kenneth Berger • Mary Ellen Berger • Roger A. Berger • Roger 
Berger • Terry Bergeron • Nancy Berges • Richard Berggren • James Bergh • Charles Berhain • Martin Berinbaum • 
Hope Berk • Muirel Berkeley • Isabel Berkelhammer • Andrew Berkman • Geraldine Berkman • Terry Berkowitz • Nova 
Berkshires • Meg Berlin • Ben Berman • Erin Berman • Harriet Berman • Judy and Dennis Berman • Keith Berman • 
Linda Bermas • John and Artis Bernard • Betsy Berne • Bill and Nancy Berneking • Ernest Bernhardt-Kabisch • Alfred 
S. Bernheim • Charles Bernstein • Elizabeth Bernstein • Howard B. and Deborah Bernstein • Katherine Bernstein • 
Morris Bernstein • Nancy Bernstein • Ocie Bernstein • Teri Bernstein • Bruce Beron • Laetitia Berrier-Saarbach • 
Gloria Berry • Lee Berry • Linda Berry • Rosalie Berry • Ray Bertram • Ann C. Bertucci • Norm Berzon • Gerald 
Beshears • Bill Best • Robert Bestwick • Charles Bethea • Dick Betlem • Gayle Bettega • Carol Bettencourt • Jesse 
Betts • Clyde Beutien • Holly Bevan-Bumford • Maryanne Bevilacqua • Nancy Beyda • Barbara A. Beynon • Ohannes 
Bezazian • Deepa Bharath • Narendra Bhat • Silvio Biasci • Reed Bible • Barbara Bice • Jacobo Bielak • Deborah 
Bieleck • Louis Bieler • Frank Bielicki • Raina Bien • Courtney Bierman • Paul Bigman • Ray Bilderback • John Bilello 
• Matthew Biljanic • William Bill Clarke • Elena Billing • Harvey E. Billing • Susan Billmeyer • Jim Bilsborrow • Lisa 
Binder • Scott Bindon • Mary-Helen Binger • C. Binning • Amancai Biraben • Robert Birch • Alice Bird • JinJa 
Birkenbeuel • Rick Birkett • Sam Biscoe • Diana Bishop • Judith Bishop • Margaret Bishop and Geoffrey King • Nancy 
Bishop • Ron Bishop • Alan and Barbara Bisno • Kathleen Bissell • John Bito • Phillip V. Bittle Sr. • David Biviano • 
Jerrold Bivins • Stephanie Biziewski • Virginia Bjorgum • Axsel Bjorklund • Leonard and Judy Bjorkman • James L. 
Bjorum • Wayne and Carol Bjournrud • Lawrence Blacik • David F. Black • Harold W. Black • Karen Black • Katherine 
J. Black • Randy Black • Sandra Black • Carol Blackburn • Del Blackburn • Theodore D. Blackey • Beth Blackledge • 
Dennis Blackmore • Sylva Blackstone • Maylei Blackwell • Mildred P. Blackwell • Frances Blair • Robert B. Blair • 
Robert and Teresa Blair • Charles A. Blaisdell • James Blake • Denise Blakely • Arvin Blakeney • Margit Blalock • Kym 
Blanchard • Judy Blanco • Douglas Blandy • Susan Blankman • Nicole Blanton • Barbara A. Blase Sayr • Brian Blatz 
• Evelyn Blau • Judith R. Blau • Edgar Blaustein • Janet Blaustein • William and Ada Bleecker • M. Blegen • 
Jacqueline Blesso • Janet Blevins • Johnny Blevins • David Blewett • Barton Blinder • Maryann Blinkhorn • Leslie 
Bliss • Enid Bloch • Alison Block • Randi and Ben Blom • Carol Bloom • David Bloom • Joanne Bloom • Judy Bloom • 
Phyllis Bloom • Steven Bloomfield • Deanne Blose • Jamie Blosser • James Bloyd • June Bluespruce • H. Thomas Blum 
• Sandra Blum • Paul Blumberg and Diane Bjorklund • Louise Blume • William Blume • Diane Blumson • Judith L. Bly 
• John Blyth • Nathan Board • Robert Bobb • Clifford Bober • Joe Bobrow • Sharon Bock • Louise Bockall • Mike 
Bockenstette • Philippe Bocquier • Glynden Bode • Lou Ann Bode • Peter Bodlaender • Shane Boeder • Arifa Boehler • 
Kurt Boehner • Fred Boenig • Fred Boest • Kathryn Boettcher • David Boger • Theresa Boggis • Deborah Boggs • 
Bonnie Bogin • Todd Bohannon • James Boharski • Cate Bohn • Joseph Bohr • Paola Boi • Myra Boime • Chris Boivin 
• Gary Boivin • Jean-Roch Boivin • Kim Bojkovsky • Judith Bojorquez • Drew Boles • John Boling • Micki Boling • 
Victoria Bollman • Barbara Boltz • Kurt Bomke Ret • Lynn Bommer • Audrey Bomse • Stephen Bona • Emma Bonacich 
• Julia Bondi • Dorothea Bone • Elizabeth Bonecher-Brenaman • Julia Bonham • Nicholas Bonnell • Judith Bonner • 
Mitchell Bonner • Sephanie Bonnivier • Laurence Bonsack • Antoinette Bonsignore • Sander Bonvell • Nancy 

Bonvillain • Robert Book • C. Booker • Steve Books • C. Boomgaard • David Boone • Dennis Boone • John B. Boone • 
Judy Boone • W. Daniel Boone • Gary Borders • Sonja Borders • Bob Borella • Jose Boria • Mary Ann Borkowski • 
Barbara Borosage • Darlene L. Boroviak • Marcia Borowski • Edward Borrego • James Borthwick • Paul Borucki • John 
Bos • Hara Bosch • Arcaceli M. Bose • Sidney Bosen • Gail Boshell • Nancy Boss • Anne Bossange • Leslie Boston • 
Sandra B. Boston • Shawn Bostrom • Kenneth Botham • Samuel Botsford • Marla Bottesch • Jack Botts • Annette J. 
Boucher • Eric R. Boucher • Patricia Bouffard • Sharon Bourke • Richard Bourland • Kathleen M. Bourneuf • David 
Bourns • John Bouton • Leslie Bouwman • Sheila Bouwman • William Bowden • Rebecca Bowe • James R. Bowen • 
Jerilyn Bowen • Lawrence A. Bowen • Walt Bowen • Louise Bowens-Brown • Rachel Bower • Barbara Bowers • Joan E. 
Bowers • Mildred Bowers • Robert Bowers • Stephen Bowie • John Bowler • W. Bowles • Claudia Bowman • Gary 
Bowman • Larry Bown • Frank Box • Jeffrey Boy • Daniel Boyarin • Jenifer Boyce • Rancy Boyd-Snee • Andrew Boyd • 
Charles Boyd • Marilyn Boyd • Walter Boyd • William Boyd • Lucy Boyden • Anthony Boyer • Jefferson C. Boyer • John 
Boyer • Mary E. Boyle • Sara Boys • Sara Boys • Mallory Bozeman • Mary Braccio • Michele Bracco • Susan Brace • 
Brian Brackney • Charles Bradbury • Elizabeth Braden • Don Bradford • Pam Bradford • Allen Bradley • DeeAnn 
Bradley • Larry Bradley • Mary Bradley • Michael G. Bradley • William Bradley • Jack Bradshaw • Clinton Bradt • 
Gene Brady • Kat Brady • Michael I. Brailove • Frank Braio • Susan Bram • Stuart Braman • Louise Brami • Jan 
Bramlett • Donna Branch-Gilby • Robert Branch • Ronald K. Branch • Jerry D. Brand • Mark Brandariz • David 
Brandmark • Linda Brandt • Philip Brandt • Stuart Brann • Michele Branner-Spencer • Mary Brannin • Jan Brassil • 
Michael Bratcher • Warren Bratter • Corbett Brattin • Pamela Bratz • John Brauker • Anne Marie Braun • Gordon 
Braun • Charles Brauner • Robert Braunwarth • Carol Brave • Sidney Bravmann • Ellen Bravo and Larry Miller • 
Shirley Brazda • Melvin Braziel • Valerie Brazzell • John Breasted • Frank Brechtlein • Pamela Breckenridge • David 
Breeden • Dawn Brehl • Caroline Brehm • Craig Breighner • Angelika Breinlich • Jeffrey Breitbart • Myrna Breitbart • 
Vicki Breitbarth • Steve Bremner • Miles Breneman • Jeanne M. Brennan • Joseph Brennan • Mary Bresnan • Mark 
Brett • Rita Brettschneider • Linda Brewer • Mary Brewerton • Annabel Brewster • Maria Brewster • Walter Brewster • 
Daniel Brickley • Renate Bridenthal • Deirdre Bridewell • George Bridgers • Marie O. Brien • Alvin Brier • Laurel Brier 
• Cherri Briggs • Marjorie Brigham-Kardos • Kitty Brigham • Teresa Brightman • Elizabeth Brill • Sally Brillon • 
Robert Brindza • D. Brine • Robert Brischetto • Joel Briscoe • William Brisolara • Sally Bristol • Mary S. Britt • E. 
Broadbent • Frank W. Broadbent • James Broadway • Marla Brock • Catherine Brockington • Craig Brod • Lionel 
Broderick • Rene Brodeur • Merrick Brodsky • Tina Brodsky • Alice Brody • S. Brody • Mark Broendel • Kate Brogan • 
Jimmy Brogdon • John P. Brokaw • Stephen Broll • Ray Bromley • William Bronson • Phil and Carolyn Bronz • Robin 
Brooke • David Brooks • Dorothy Lynn Brooks • Emilie Brooks • Gail Brooks • Hannah Brooks • James Brooks • James 
Brooks • Pam Brooks • Robert Brooks • Robin Brooks • Steve Brooks • Claire Broome • Erin Brophy • Robert Brosius • 
Helen Brosnan • William Broughton • Dale Brounstein • Jennifer Brower • The Brown Family Trust • Carlene Brown • 
Catherine Brown • Chuck Brown • Colin Brown • David Brown • David Brown • David Brown • Elizabeth Brown • 
Elizabeth Brown • Eric Brown • Erin Brown • Eva Brown • Fred D. Brown • Frederick Brown • Garrett Brown • Hunt 
Brown • J. Brown • Jan Brown • Jody Brown • Karen Brown • Kathleen Brown • Kathy Brown • Khary Brown • Kimberly 
Brown • Laurene Brown • Leon Brown • Linda Brown • Martin Brown • Nancy Brown • Nedda Brown • Nelson A. Brown 
• Pamela M. Brown • Paul J. Brown • Robert Brown • Robert Brown • Robert Brown • Sara Brown • Stephen L. Brown 
• Steven Brown • Terri L. Brown • Theodore Brown • Thomas Brown • Wendell Brown • Susan Browne • Pamela 
Brownfield • Robert Bruccoleri • Chad Bruce • Christopher Bruce • Richard Bruce • Sara Bruckmeier • Walter 
Bruckner • Wendy Brudevold • Sigrid Brudie • Robert Brueckner • Austin Brummund • Willam Brundage • Kimberly 
Brundidge • Joseph Brundige • Caitlin Brune • Stanley J. Brunette • John Bruno • Larry Brunton • Morton Brussel • 
James Brutger • Philip Brutsche • Alan Bruyneel • Mark Bruzonsky • Adriana Bryan • Michael Bryan • Robert Bryan • 
Bonita Bryant • Nancy Bryant • P. and Renee Bryant • Elizabeth Brydolf • Robin Bryson • Cynthia Brzak • Patricia 
Bubenik • Erin Bucci • Charles Buchanan and Carole Edelsky • Ellen Buchanan • Bernadette Bucher-Glasse • Kent 
Buchholz • Stephanie Buchler • Douglas Buck • Patricia Buck • Geralde Buckley • James Buckley • Tim Buckley • 
Stephanie Buckner • Dan Bucsescu • Deborah Budd-Levine • Joan Budd • Peggy Budd and Michael McQuary • 
Evangeline Buell • Carol R. Buelow • Ramon Bueno • Carla Buffington • Alice M. Bufford • James Bugenstein • Ralph 
Buglass • Carolyn Buhl • James E. Buhn • Ed Buhrman • Fatima Bujosa • Steven Bulger • Ashley Bull • Stan Buller • 
Bette Bullert • Michael Bullock • Ronnie Bullock • Richard Bunce • William Bunderson • A’Lelia Bundles • Rosemarie 
Bundy • M. Catherine Buntin • Michael Burawoy • Ellen Burcroff • Henry Burczak • Betsey Burdett • Amrita Burdick • 
Angela Burdick • Natalie Burdick • Julia Burgess • Lynn Burgess • Peggy Burgess • Richard Burgess • Albert Burget 
• Peter Burian • Kathe Burick • Charles Burkam • Bonnie Burke • Gene M. Burke • John Burke • Megan Burke • 
Patricia V. Burke • Rose Burke • Sarah M. Burke • Sharon Burke • Stephanie Burke • Laura Burkhardt • Herb 
Burkman • Wanda Burleson • David Burlington • Murray Burn • Glenn Burnett • William Burnett • John Burnham • 
Mary E. Burnham • R. Burnham • Rebecca Burnham • David Burns • James A. Burns • Joseph Burns • L. Burns • 
Priscilla Burns • Richard Burns • Paul Burola • Maggie Burrall • Kenneth Burres • Janet Burroway • Angelica Burrows 
Alman • Jacqueline Burrows • Andy Burt • John Burt • Patricia Burt • Duane Burtner • Bowman Burton • Frank 
Burton • James Burton • Jessie Burton • Joan Burton • Harry J. Bury • Gregory Busch • John Busch • Phoebe Busch • 
Arthur Bush • Douglas Bush • Peggy Bush • Edward Buss • Juliana and William Bussiere • Ernest Bustilllos • 
Alexandra Butler • Cassandra Butler • Deborah Butler • Gary Butler • Gary Butler • James Butler • Joan Butler • John 
B. Butler • Maggy Butler • Marion Butler • Mary Butler • Metle Butler • Sharon Butler • Susan E. Butler • Terence 
Butler • Emma Butterbaugh • Jerry Butterbaugh • Deanne Butterfield • Jeanne Butterfield • James Buttry • Dorothy 
Buzawa • Alvin Byer • Shirley Drake Byers • Michael Bylon • James Byrne • Kate Byrne 

C
Alice Cabe • Alfonso Cabrera • Adrienne Cachelin • William Cadogan • Claudia Cadwallader • Judy and Jon Cady • 
Carolyn Cain • Margaret L. Cain • Robert Cain • Flora Calabrese • Anni Callaghan • Amalie Callahan • Raymond 
Callahan • David Callaway • Sam Callaway • Toni Callaway • Milton Callender • Ann Calnan • Catherine Calve • 
Maxine Calvert • Robert Calvillo • Barbara Camacho • Linda Camarasana • Don Cameron • Lee Cameron • Lynne 
Cameron • Martha Cameron • Scott Camil • Claudette Camp • Janice Camp • Brenda Campbell • Bruce Campbell • 
Dan B. Campbell • Dudley Campbell • F. Campbell • Hugh Campbell Jr. • Jack Campbell • John Campbell • Judith 
Campbell • Kay Campbell • Leroy A. Campbell • Lloyd Campbell • Marion Campbell • Phyllis and Edward Campbell • 
Purcell Campbell • Tom Campbell • Natalie Camper-Brahms • Ronald Campopiano • Joan Canevari • Catherine L. 
Canham • Eric Canin • Michael Cannarella • Christine Canning-Peterson • Becky Canning • Peter C. Canning • John 
Cannon • Judith Cannon • Laura Cannon • Loretta Cannon • Ellen Cantarow • Alvin Canton • Margery Cantor • Milton 
Cantor • Mary Cantoral • Amanda Carol Cantrell • Rebecca Cantrell • Theodore F. Canty • Maura Canzano • Betty 
Capehart • Jerry Caplinger • Keitha Capouya • Virginia Cappeller • Birch Cappetta • Catherine Cappetta • Marie 
Cappuccio • Richard Capron • Virgilio Carballo • Joseph Carbo • David Carboni • Suzanne Carbonneau • David Carel 
• Catherine Carey • Edward Carey • Gregory Carey • James L. Carey • Matthew Carey • Carla Carleton • Bruce Carlile 
• David Carlin • Louise Carlisle • Sheryl Carlsen • Barbara Carlson • Edward Carlson • Elaine Carlson • Joanne 
Carlson • Lois E. Carlson • Normajean Carlson • Priscilla Carlson • Clara Jean Carmean • Stephen Carmean • Ellen 
Carmody • George Carnes • Deborah C. Carney • Eileen Carney • Gina Carola • Donna Carolan • J. Caron • Julia 
Carosella • Bob Carothers • Dell Carpenter • Doug Carpenter • John Carpenter • Len Carpenter • Renee Carpenter • 
Jean Carper • Harold Carr • James Carr • Claire Carren • John Carricato • Acil Carroll • Douglas Carroll • Robbin 
Carroll • Roy Carroll • Steve Carroll • Michael Carson • Courtney Carter • John Carter and Anontoinette Tummillo • 
Larry Carter • Laura Carter • Robert Carter • Steven Carter • George Cartter • Wayne Cartwright • Jennifer Caruth • 
Robin Caruthers • Joseph Carvalho • Roy Carver • William Carver • Michael D. Cary • Iolanda Casarin • Erin Case • 
Karan Case • Regula Case • Donna Casey-Aira • John Casey • Joyce Casey • Ken Casey • Mary Casey • Patricia Casey 
• William Cash • Richard Casmier • Richard Caso • William R. Caspary • John Casseday • Anna Cassell • Kay 
Cassell • Ruth Cassell • Rosanne Cassidy • Rose Cassidy • Leonard Cassuto • Luis Castaing • Manuela Castaneda • 
Jennifer Castellani • John Castellini • George Castillo • Rachel Castle • John Castor • Alfonso Castro • Eduardo 
Castro • Miguel Castro • Mike Cate • Alan Catlin • Keith Catone • William Catus • Colleen Caughlin • Les Caulford • 
David Cavagnaro • Frank Cavallaro • Frank Cavallaro • Charles Cavanaugh • Jeffrey Caygill • Margaret Caylor • Mark 
S. Cebulski • Deborah Anne Cecere • William Celis • Mary Celmo • Jane Celwyn • Chorel Centers • Charlene Cerridwen 
• Lila B. Cestone • John P. Cevasco • Frances Cey • Joel Chaban • Joel Chadabe • Elizabeth Chadis • Chet Chaffee • 
Cynthia Chaillie Marchant • Anne Chaka • Betty R. Chaka • James Challender • Philip Chamberlain • Holly E. 
Chambers • Kevin Chambers • Susan Chambless • Blake Chambliss • Jeffery Chambliss • Charles Champlin • Ben 
Chan • Patricia Chance • Margaret Chanda • Bill Chandler • Colleen Chandler • Susan Chandler • Sanjay 
Chandragiri • Andrew Chang • Renee Chanon • Martha Chantiny • Bonnie Chapin • Cathy Chapman • Cheryl 
Chapman • Leon Chapman • Holmes Chappell • Timothy Charlan • Margo Charles • Marie-Cecile C. Charlier • John 
Charlton • Craig Charron • Maynard Charron • Jacob Charts • Doree and Devi Chase • Edward Chase • Sarah Chase 
• Steve Chase • Barbara Chasin • Alan Chastain • Joann Chateau • Janiece Chatman • Nila Chatterjee • Marlene 
Chatterton • Eva Chavarria Hunter • Jamilla Chaves • Laura Chavey • Sarah Cheek • Stephen Cheever • John Cherry 
• Earl and Sharon Chesnik • Gail Chester • Kirk Cheyfitz • Laura Chiara • Donald Chiariello • Andrey Chichagov • 
Victor and Eileen Chieco • Jim Chikos • Barbara Child • Mauree Childress • Davis Childs • Steven Childs • Suzanne 
Chimovitz • Clara Chin • Wilson Chin and Christine Young • Daphne Ching-Jackson • Kabembo Chinku • 
Massimiliano Chiodo • James Chiplis • Mary M. Chipps • Sally Chisholm • Wendy Chmielewski • Seung Choo • 
Elizabeth Chopp • Neal Christ • Ann L. Christensen • B. Christensen • Kate Christensen • Larry A. Christensen • Carol 
Christie • Bruce Christoffersen • Jennifer Chun • Gay Chung • Patricia Chunn • Victor Church • Peter Churton • Gwen 
Chute • Andrea Ciannavei • William Cibes • Barbara Cicalese • David Cicchese • Margaret Cieslak Etlicher • Linda R. 
Cihlar • Valerie Cihylik • Jared Cilley • Colin Cina • Alma Cirino • Cornelius Claassen • Lorraine Claggett • Jill Clancy 
• Patrick Clancy • Cecelia Clark • Claudia A. Clark • Colleen J. Clark • Corine Clark • Dave Clark • Harriet Clark • 
Hugh Clark • Jeffrey L. Clark • Joy Clark • Judith Clark • Kenneth Clark • Kevin Clark • Les Clark • Lloyd Clark • Lori 
Clark • Marc Clark • Marsha Clark • Nalani Clark • Peter Clark • Richard Clark • Robert Clark • Sheila Clark • 
Sushma H. Clark • Suzanne Clark • Sylvia Clark • Terry Clark • Ulysses Clark • Christine Clarke • Mary Clarke • Steve 
Clarke • Mark Clarkson • Sheri Clarry • Gene Clasen • John Classen • Barbara Clausen • Per Clausen • Dennis 
Claussen • Joseph Claussen • Joyce Clavenna • Arn Clawson • Robert Clawson • Jeff Clay • Patty Clay • Joan 
Claybrook • Bruce Clayton • Penelope Jane Clayton • David Cleary • Michael E. Cleary • Helen Cleereman • Ronald 
Clemens • Scott Clemens • Thomas Clemens • Mitchell Clements • Darley Y. Clevenger • Herbert Clifford • Ruth 
Clifford • Stuart Clift • Alfred Cline • Charlotte Cline • Kate Clinton • Patricia Cloutier • Debbie Clovis • Mona Coates 
• Marie Cobbs • Russell W. Coberly • Gerald Cocchiaro • Aida Cochran • Michel Coconis • Julie F. Codell • Bernard 
Cody • Jacqualyne Cody • Theodore Coe • Larry Cofer • Margaret Coffey • Donald Coffin • Raymond Coffin • Douglas 
Coffman • Scott Coffman • Helene Cogen • Adam Cohen • Andrea Cohen • Barbara Cohen • Barry Cohen • Barry and 
Joan Cohen • Claire M. Cohen • Claudia Cohen • David Cohen • Diane Cohen • Kenneth Cohen • Lisa Cohen • Marc 
Cohen • Marcie Cohen • Nicola Cohen • Rochelle Cohen • Stefan Cohen • David Cohn • William H. Cohn • Carolyn 
Coker • Jo Coker • John and Margot Coker • Mary Coker • Conrad Colahan-Sederstrom • Paul Colaizy • Annapoorne 
Colangelo • Jen Colby • Geoff Cole • Henry Cole • Jackie Cole • James Cole • Katherine Cole • Margaret Cole • Nancy 
Cole • P. J. Cole • Carol J. Coleman • Deborah Coleman • Graeme Coleman • James Coleman • Peter Coleman • Cleo 
P. Coles • Lemuel Coley • Joseph Colgan • Lucia Colizoli • Cindy Colkitt • Judith Collas • Peter Colledge • John Collet 
• Janet Collett • Kate Collie • Peter and Alfred Collier • Eileen Colligan • Bernard C. Collins • Bill Collins • 
Christopher Collins • Chuck Collins • Douglas Collins • Gary S. Collins • James Collins • Jennifer Collins • Melinda 
Collins • Richard J. Collins • Robert L. Collins • Steve Collins • McGuire Colliver • Michela Colosimo • Clare Colquitt • 
Irene Colthurst • Jean Colvin • Marcia Colvin • Kevin Coman • Gene Combs • Greg Combs • Sandra and David Combs 
• Thomas Comeau • Eleanor Compton • Robert Compton • Richard Comstock • Steve Confer • Lizzie Congdon • 
George Conillo • Dave Conine • Wilson D. Conine • Kristin Conklin • Howard Conkling • Fritz Conle • Patricia Conley • 
John Conlon • Sarah Conn • Jay Conner • Jeffrey Conner • Karen Conner • Elizabeth Connolly • Gary Connor • Maureen 
Connor • Robert Conover • Glen Conrad • Laurel Conroy • Liza Conroy • Thomas Conroy • Maggie Constan • Joseph 
Contardo • Micheline T. Contiguglia • Tuck Contreras • Kieran Conway • Linda Conway • Carol Cook • Craig Cook • 
Daniel Cook • Jacquie Cook • Janet Cook • Janet Cook • Roy B. Cook • Stacey Cook • Leslie Cooley • Marva 
Cooper-Westfield • Amy Cooper • Cathy Cooper • Charlie and Joan Cooper • Debra Cooper • Holly Cooper • James 
Cooper • Jane B. Cooper • Jeffrey Cooper • Jill Cooper • Kat Cooper • Lisette Cooper • Maureen Cooper • Sally H. 
Cooper • Sandra Cooper • Susan Cooper • Trudy Cooper • Wayne P. Cooper • Jack Coots • Patricia Coots • Leah 
Copass • Edward and Andrea Cope • Julie Copeland • Lynda Copeland • Roger Copeland • Sharon Copeland • Walter 
Coppinger • David Corbin • Jan Corderman • Salvatore Cordo • Rita Coriell • Frank Corigliano • Sharon Corkin • Alan 

Cormack • Terry Cornbleth • Bruce L. Corneau • Margie Cornehl • Don Cornelius • Valerie Cornelius • James Cornell • 
Kevin Cornell • Steven Cornwell • Michael Corr • Richard Correia • Valerie Corrigan • Eve Corrin • John Corstvet • 
Carrie Coselman • Catherine Cosman • Linda Marie Cossa • Jennifer Cossyleon • Peter Costantini • Anthony 
Costantino • Annie Costello • Darby Costello • Sean Costello • Steven Costion • Charles Coston • Susan Cotsirilos • 
Colleen Cotter • Felice Cottle • Lynn Cottrill • Robert Couch • Paula Coughlin • James Coulter • Debi Council • Larry 
Coupal • Elaine Courcoumelis • David Couret • Dean Couris • Yvette Coursey • Marcus Courtney • Steven Cousins • 
Vera Cousins • Daryl Coutant • Marilyn and Edward Couture • Simon Couvier • Joseph Cova • Nancy Covington • 
Rakim Covington • James and Suzanne Cowan • Susan Cowan • Anne Cowden • Lorin J. Cowell • Robert Cowen • 
Sandra Cowen • Nancy L. Cowger • Caryn Cowin • Marilyn Cowthran • Carol Cox • Judy Cox • Mary Cox • Mary J. Cox • 
Nell Cox • William M. Cox • Timothy Coyle • Kathy Coyne • Joan C. Coyote • Jill Cozzi • Judith Craddock • Patricia R. 
Crahan • Alex Craig • Jackie Craig • Maxine Craig • Virginia Craig • James Cramblett • Margaret Cramer • Martha 
Crampton • Barbara Crandall • Ann Crane • Betsy Crane • James Crane • Jim and Mary Crane • Lou Craner • Judy 
Cranford • Grace Crary-Kearney • Jay Craven • Jessica Craven • Mary Cravens • Agustin Crawford • Andrea Crawford 
• Cynthia Crawford • James Crawford • Jan Crawford • Susan Crawford • Troy Creane • Kenneth Creary • Lewis 
Creary • William Creed • Eileen Creeth • Emily Creigh • John R. Creighton • Michael A. Crews • Carl Crider • Edwin 
Crim • Carol Crisp • Marquiette Criswell • Filomena Critelli • Ben Crittenden • Randall Croce • Gordon Crock • David 
Crocker • David Crocker • Liz Crockett • Mark Crockett • Monica B. Croghan • John Crompton • Cora Cronemeyer • 
Robert Cronin • Thomas P. Cronin • Deborah Cronkhite • Paula Crook • Charles Crooks • Jennie Crooks • Sandra 
Crooks • Jack Crosby • Brian Cross • Rene Croteau • John Crotty • Melinda Crow • D. Crowe • Mary Ellen Crowe • 
Areta Crowell • Suzanne Crowell • Don Crozier • Randal Cruikshanks • Gail Cruise-Roberson • Kathryn Cruise • Eric 
Crump • Gail B. Crump • Eduardo Santa Cruz • Nancy Cruz • Ethan Cruze • John Csapo • Mark Csuti • Susan Cuddy 
• Jaael Cudjoe • Janet Cuenca • Jon Culbertson • Mandy Culbertson • Theresa Cull • Mary Cullen • Lessie 
Culmer-Nier • Beauregard Cummings • Gary Cummings • Johanna Cummings • Leslie A. Cummings • Dave Cundiff • 
Robert J. Cuneo • Ann Marie Cunningham • Catherine Cunningham • Donald Cunningham • Joanne Cunningham • 
Mark Curchack • Donald Curie • Eileen Curran • George Curran • Kevin Currie • Tara Currie • Arthur Curry • Carla 
Curry • Cynthia M. Curry • Eugene Curry • Richard Curry • Robert Curry • Nancy Curtin • Ahmed Nat Curtis • Allan 
Curtis • Robert Curtis • Ailene Cusack • Bonnie Cushing • Alenore Cusick • Susan Custer • Sidney Cutbill • Virginia 
Cutchin • William Cutforth • Ula Cutten • John Cvejanovich • Renata F. Czajkowski • Jeffery Czarnecki • Virginia 
Czarnecki • Berta Czeczyk • Mary-Jane Czelen • Steven Czitrom • Howard Czoschke

D
Linda D’Amico • Maggie D’Aversa • Edmund D’Inzillo • Karen D’Orazio • Gladwyn d’Souza • Sarah Dabney • Keki 
Dadachanji • Shelby Dagis • Gerald Dagostino • Diana Dahl • Beverly Dahlen • Mary Dahlen • Dennis Dahler • Barb 
Dahlgren • David Dahlkie • M. A. Dahlstrom • Joan Daidone • Shahrokh Daijavad • Carolyn Dailey • Hazel Dailey • 
Lauren Daily • Mimi S. Daitz • Diana Dakey • Barbara and Jim Dale • Edward Dale • Tom Dale • Phyllis G. Daleske • 
Elinor Daley • Eve Daley • Linda Dallam • Amelia Dallenbach • Larry Daloz • Lawrence Dalton • Mary Daly • Kimberly 
Dambrov • Donald Dame • Mariana Damon • Richard Dana • MaryAnn Dancisin • Michael Dandrea • Paul Dandrea • 
Thom and Diane Danfield • Binh Dang • Allan Daniel • David Daniel • Eda Daniel • Sean Daniel • Wayne Daniel • 
Edward Danielewicz • Brielle Daniels • Eric Daniels • Gerald Daniels • James H. Daniels • Jane Daniels • Joseph A. 
Daniels • Steven Daniels • Brenda Danilowitz • Karl Dannhauser • Lawrence Danos • Mia Danticat • Donald Danyko • 
Bernard Dare • Cindi Darling • Anne Darnell • Steven G. Darnley • Andy Darragh • Siba K. Das • May Dasch • 
Bhaskar Dasgupta • Thea Datema • Michael and Elizabeth Dater • Carol Dauda • Tim Daulton • Louis M. Dauner • 
Cynthia Davenport • Ann Davey • Ronald J. Davey • Yvonne Davey • Marilyn David • Robert Davidson • Catherine 
Davies • Margaret Davino • James Davis-Ford • Allen Davis • Barbara Davis • Charles Davis • Dix Davis • Donna 
Davis • Donna Davis • Elaine Davis • Gary Davis • Gillian Davis • Joe Davis • John P. Davis • Kathleen Davis • Kathy 
Davis • Keith Davis • L. Davis • Larry Davis • Leighton Davis • Margaret Davis • Marsha Davis • Molly Davis • Rachel 
D. Davis • Richard Davis • Robert L. Davis • Roger Davis • Sam Davis • Nancy Davlantes • Gary Dawson • James 
Dawson • Richard C. Dawson • Peter Day • Lewis Dazzara • Arran De Armond • Shonnie De Armond • Nina B. De Fels 
• Marjolijn De Jager and David Vita • Barry De Jasu • Peter De Jesus • Jean De Jong • Paul de Jong • Maria De Kock • 
Consejo De La Federal • Maria De La Luz • Paul de Leenheer • Lola De Longoria • John Van De Paer • Laura De Palma 
• Alice de Sturler • Meredith K. De Witt-Griffin • Gerard Deagle • Sheri Deal-Tyne • Barbara Dean • Dorothy Dean • 
Robert Dean • Arran Dearmond • Lloyd DeArmond • Steven Deatherage • E. M. Debaudringhie • Carol 
Deboer-Langworthy • Albert Decarlo • Dean DeChaine • Barbara Dechateauvoeix • Dennis and Louise Dechert • Jeffrey 
Dechristopher • Barbara Decker • Shulamit Decktor • Bonnie Declark • Keith DeConde • Charlie Dee • Kenneth R. 
Deed • Dian Deevey • Ada Defilippo • Stevie Ray Defoe • John Deforest • Nancy Deforge • Michael Degenhart • Linda 
Dehart • Norma Dehart • Tom Dehaven • Richard Dehlinger • Robert Dehmer • Donna Deitch • Eduardo Del Castillo • 
Joseph Del Ferro • Lillian Del Monte • C. Del Portillo • Claire Delaney • Thomas Delaney • Tim M. Delaney • Gilbert 
Delanoy • Robin Delany-Shabazz • James T. Delany • Victor Delclos • Cary Deleon • Joseph Delferro • Robyn Delfin • 
John Delfs • Carmen Delgado • Thomas Delgado • Chad Dell • James Deller • George Dellinger • Philip Dello Stritto • 
Laurent Delly • Barbara Delmastro • Maria Deluce • Ida Delvecchio • Laurie DeMarco • Harry Demarest • Bruce 
DeMartini • Arthur Dembling • Iris DeMent • Helen Demers • Barbara L. Demeter-Meader • Barbara Deming • Vinton 
Deming • Barbara Deml • James Dempsey • Anne Demuth • Anne Demuth • Jane DeNeefe • Carol Denney • Emily 
Denny • L.J. Denny • James Denson • David Dent • Wendy Denton • Antonia Depalma • Jeffrey Depew • Shirley Depies 
• David Depp • Bill Der • Judy C. Der • Cecil Deramus • Glenna Derby • Arlene R. Derhammer • John Deriso • Carrie A. 
Derkowski • Lisbeth Dermody • Joseph Deroller • Robert Derrico • James Deruyter • John M. Dervan • Robert Desbien • 
Ian Descamps • Thomas Deshazo • Louise Desmond • Thomas Detorrice • Vera Detour • Richard Detwiler • Ruthmary 
K. Deuel • M. A. Deuth • Vivian Deutsch • James Deveney • Dan Deveny • Judy Dever • Andrea Devine • Kathleen 
Devine • Elayne Devito • Jan Devries • William and Marsha Dewey • Louis Di Paolo • Jasmine Diab • Gregory Diamant 
• Martin Diamond • Mitchell Diamond • Philip Diamond • Dennis Dias • John Diaz • Maria Elena Diaz • Sarah Dibert 
• Alex DiBranco • Jennifer DiBrienza • Dennis Dick • Dale Dickerson • Dale Dickerson • Helen Dickey • Robert Dickey • 
Adrienne and Robert Dickinson • Gerald Dickinson • Sarah Faith Dickinson • Ann Dickson • Glenn Dickson • Helen 
Dickson • Joy Dickson • Kathleen Dickson • Lynda Dickson • Dennis Didonato • Dennis Diestler • Alison Dieter • 
Charles W. Dietrich • David Dietrich • Marianne Dietrich • Alia Dietsch • Dori Dietz • Robert Dietz • Lon Diffenderfer • 
David Dilcher • Jessica Dill • Marshall Dill • Bonita Dillard • Charlotte Dillard • David Dillman • Marc Diminno • Sue 
DiMoia • Eva Diner • Helena Dinerman • Susan Dingle • Lynn Dingman • William R. Dinneen • Beverly Dirnberger • 
Allen W. Dirrim • Estelle Disch • Corinne Distephan • Curt Dittman • Darlene Dittus • Paul Dix • Daniel B. Dixon • 
Dorothy Dixon • Nghia Do • Julia Doan • Mark Doane • Jamey Dobbs • Abby Dobson • Sue Docherty • Edward Dodd • 
Nancy Dodd • Patricia M. Dodd • Diane Dodge • Wesley Dodge • Carol Dodson • Bruce Doenecke • Robert Doepp • 
Jean A. Doering • Gernot Doetsch • Carol Doherty • Katherine Doi • Elizabeth Dokken • Cate Dolan • Daniel Dolan • 
Michael Dolber • Jerry Dolcini • Marie Dolcini • Corey Dolgon • Katherine Dollaske • Stanley Domanowski • Missy 
Dominguez • Arthur Don • Joseph T. Donahue • Ed Donaldson • Art Donart • ActBlue Donations • Nicolette Donen • 
Sebastian Doniach • Hannah Donigan • Martin Donougho • Deborah Donovan • Jack Donovan • James Donovan • Ann 
Doolen • Ronald Dooley • Sarah Jane Dooley • Bill Doolittle • Jeanette Doolittle • James Doores • José Dorado • Janet 
Doran • Priva Dorfman • Robert Dorkin • Arthur Dorman • Jessica Dorman • Judy Dorn • Ross Dornan • Kimberly 
Dornberger • James Dorrough • Gloria Dorsey • Mary Dosch • Kimberly Doscher • Frederick G. Dosher • Roberta Doster 
• Ara Dostourian • Carol Dotson • Norma Dotson • Stephen Doty • Susan Doubler • Wayne Doucette • Eric L. Doud • 
Robert Doud • Michael B. Dougan • J. Dougherty • George O. Doughty • Minnie Douglas • Jillian Douglass • Richard 
Douglass • Angelo Douvos • Lula Dovi • Kathy Dowd • Linda Dowell • Ron Dowell • Joan E. Dowling • Thomas Downes 
• Audrey Downing • Betsey Downing • Sarah C. Downs • Virginia Downs • David Dowrick • Stuart Dowty • Sally 
Doxtater • Ashley Doyle • Michael Doyle • Robert Doyle • David Draheim Lois Drake • Anne Draznin • Lydia Drescher • 
David Dresser • William Dreu • Judith Drew • Robert Drinan • Corinne Driscoll • Maureen Driscoll • Richard Driscoll • 
Darce Driskel • Helen Drivas • Erna Drucker • Ann Drumm • James Du Mez • Dianne Du • Thomas Dublin • Dina 
DuBois • Ellen Dubois • Julia Dubois • Helen Duchon • Nicholas Duchon • Karen E. Duda • Laura Dudgeon • Margaret 
Dudley • Norman Dudziak and Damaris Rohsenow • Susan Duerksen • Jacquolyn Duerr • Frances Duff • Lucy Duff • 
David Duffey • Robert Duffey • Kevin M. Duffy • Susan Duffy • Charles Dugan • F. Timothy Dugan Jr. • Christine Dugas 
• Lynn Duggan • Ronnie Dugger • Janine Dulac • Don Dulany • Ronald Dulle • John Dullea • Jo Ann Duman • Lance 
Dumont • John Dumoulin • Mary Dunant • Jeanne Dunay • L. B. Duncan • Sally Duncan • George Dunham • Craig 
Dunkerley • James Dunlap • Sam Dunlap • Davi Dunlop • Jeffrey S. Dunn • Larry Dunn • Leigh Dunn • Thomas Dunn 
• Joann Dunne • Susan Dunnigan • Abigail Dunning-Newbury • Cheryl Dunseath • Dana Duppler • David Dupree • 
Roland Dupree • Cristina Duran • Mary and Dan Duran • Rebecca Durant • Robert Durden • Mitch Durell • Janet 
Durham • Patricia Durham • Peter Durkin • Tana Durnbaugh • John Durso • Luanne Durst • Geoffrey Dutton • 
Margaret Duzinski • Jay Dwight • Douglas Dworkin • Susan Dwyer • John Dyble • Emile Dyer • Leisha Dyer • Nancy C. 
Dyer • Ruth Dyke • James Dykehouse • Carrol Dymott • Philip A. Dynia • Thadeus Dziekonski • Claire Dzvis

E
Doug and Mary Eamon • Stephen Earl • Brendan Earley • Jerry Earll • Barbara Earnest • Shinann Earnshaw • Kenneth 
East • Donald Easter • John Easterling • Merle Easton • Carolyn Eaton • Karin and Robin Eaton • R. Douglas Eaton 
• Sheryl Eaton • Jim Ebersole • Sara Eccleston • Russell Eck • Lynn Eckleben • Sabrina Eckles • Wendy Eckstein • 
William Eddy • Ralph Edelbach • Renee Edelman • Jacqueline Edfors • Howard Edinger • Michele Edmondson-Parrott 
• Amy Edmondson • Marty J. Edmonson • Nancy Edmonson • Frederick Edmunds • Susan Edmunds • Carlos Eduarte 
• John D. Edwards • Jon Edwards • June Edwards • Karen Edwards • Kelly Edwards • Miller Edwards • William 
Edwards • Ryan Egan • Noel Egensperger • James Eger • Daryl Egerstrom • Randall Eggen • Ruth Egger • Al 
Eggleston • Carolyn Eggleston • Sarah Eggleston • David Egler • Jim Egler • Jane Eglinton • Daniel Egolf • Sara 
Egorin-Hooper • Michael J. Ehinger • Hermeine Ehlers • Albert D. Ehrenfried • Nancy Ehrenreich • Katie Ehrlich • 
Frances Ehrmann • Susan E. Eichhorn • Robin Eichleay • R. Eichler • Katherine Eickenberg • Janice Eiden • Francie 
Einenkel • Maxine Einhorn • David Eisbach • Mark Eisenberg • Patricia A. Eisenman • Steven Eisenpreis • John Eisner 
• Lauren Ekroth • Theresa El-Amin • Salah El-Sheikh • Maya Elashi • Margaret Elcock • Dave Elder • David Elder • 
Mannon Eldreth • Maurice G. Eldridge • Kenneth Elias and Sarah Shena • Ramon Elias • Pehr Eliasson • Mary Elieisar 
• Eva Elkin • Sidney Elkin • Lee Elkins • Junghie Elky • George Ellenbogen • Marie Ellicker • Nancy Ellingham • Linda 
Ellinor • Michelle Elliot • Arlene D. Elliott • Bruce Elliott • Kristin Elliott • Robin Elliott • Roco Elliott • Caroline Ellis • 
Dwight Ellis • Jacquita Ellis • Janet Ellis • Akilah Ellison • Linda Ellman • William Ellwin • Cheryl Elman • Deborah 
Elsas • Landon Elswick • Howard Elterman • Alex Elvin • Brad Ely • Donald Ely • Linda Elzvik • John D. Emanuelson 
• Scotty Embree • Bruce Emerick • Ralph W. Emerson • Patricia P. Emery • Eve Emshwiller • Patricia Enciso • Walter 
Enfield • Baba Eng • Michael Eng • Sharon Enga • Al Engel • Deena Engel • Ken and Carol Engelhart • Edward 
Engle • Robert English • Myra Enloe • James M. Ennes • Becky Eno • Mary Ensroth • Jean Entine • Deborah Entwistle 
• Susanna Epp • Evelyn Epperson • Joel Epps • Rebecca Epstein Gaeta • Andrew Epstein • Lois Epstein • Phyllis 
Epstein • Robin Epstein • Susan Epstein • Tessa Epstein • Giuseppe Erba • Mary Ann Erger • Carole Erickson • 
Dawn Erickson • F. M. Erickson • Jeanne Erickson • Nancy N. Erickson • Richard A. Erickson • Rita Erickson • Thomas 
Erickson • Anne B. Erikson • Margery Eriksson • John Erjavec • Kurt Erlanson • Richard D. Erlich • Marla Erlien • 
Michelle Ernst • Charles Erven • Marja Erwin • Tom Eschen • Thomas Esender • Robert Esguerra • Babs and Saul 
Eskin • Peter S. Espiefs • Sara Espinosa • Analuisa Espinoza • Mark Espinoza • Justin Esquivel-Ferguson • Emilio 
Estela • Flora Esterly • Douglas Estes • Victoria Estrella • Janice Etchison • Erica Etelson • John Etter • Ronald Ettus 
• Emily Etzel • Chenia Eubanks • Claryce L. Evans • Evan Evans • Janet O. Evans • Jonathan Evans • Kenneth Evans 
• Phoebe Evans • Regina Evans • Richard Evans • Surry Everett • Raymond Evers • Thomas Eveslage • Lois Ewald • 
John Ewing • Leslie Ewy • Toni Eyestone

F
Kyle F. • Ronald Faas • Melissa Fadim • Theodore Fagan • Marilyn Fagles • Patrick Fahey • Thomas Fahey • J. 
Fahnestock • Robin Faine • David Fair • Benjamin Fairbank • Priscilla Fairbank • Bennett Fairorth • Terri Falbo 
• Scott Falcone • Jake Faleschini • James Falk • Jonathan Falk • Steven Faller • Ann Fallon • Dennis Fallon • 
Frank Fallon • Kelly Fallon • Jill Fankhauser • Norman Faramelli • Mohsen Faravardeh • Joan L. Farb • Artur Faria 
• Ray Faria • Adriana Farkouh • Helen Farmer • Samuel Farmer • Scott Farnsworth • Dudley Farquhar • Susan 



Farquhar • Jesse Farr • Patrick Farrell • Betty Farris • Cedric Farrow • Ahmad Farzad • Ibrahim Fasihuddin • 
Robert Faske • Robin Fast • Keith A. Faulconer • Ian Faulkner • Ron Faust • Jacques B. Fauteux • Reginald Fears • 
Doris Featherston • Barbara and Fred Featherstone • Dudley Fechner • Karen Fedderly • Kris Feder • Sally Fedus • 
Hildy B. Feen • Brian Feeney • Dianne Feeney • Marian Feider • Ken Fein • Joe Feinblatt • Fran Feinerman • David 
Feinman • Barry Feinstein • Lorraine Felber • Dale Felder • Cassi Feldman • Fredda Feldman • Joanne Feldman • 
Mary-Ann Feldman • Rick Feldman • Antonia Felix • Cynthia Fellez • Len Fellman • Kim Fellner • Lucy Fellowes • 
Lucy Fellowes • Nora Femenia • Gene Fenderson • Mary Lou Fenili • Judith Fenley • Deirdre Fennessy • Kristopher P. 
Fennie • Don Fenstermaker • Robert Fenwick • Laura Ferejohn • Becky Ferguson • Bob Ferguson • James Ferguson 
• Justin Ferguson • Kathy Ferguson • Richard Ferguson • Daniel Ferioli • William Ferleman • Lyn Ferlo • Alejandra 
Fernández • Marco Fernandez • Roberto Fernandez • Roger Fernandez • Annette Fernholz • Byron Ferrell • William 
Ferrell • Jessica Ferren • Sean Ferrier • Louis Ferriolo • Patricia Ferris • Joyce Ferry • David Ferson • Ted Fertik • 
Lawrence Festenstein • Holly Fetter • Ross Fetters • Regina Feuchtbaum • Richard Feuer • Frederick Feuerbach • 
Gary Feuerberg • Eleanor Feuille • Nancy Fey • Earl Feys • Patrick Feys • Lee Fich • Lee Fich • Robert and Marsha 
Fidoten • Walter Fiedler • Barbara Field • Julie Field • Beatrice Anne Fields • Max Fiest • Dale Fife • Joanna C. Fife 
• Gary C. Fifield • Emily Filardo • Gloria Filax • Lisa Filipy • Bruce Fillipi • F. Fillman • John Filor • David Fincher • 
Sally E. Findley • Marsha Fine • Michelle Fine • Morton Fine • Thomas Fine • Myron and Elka Fink • Thomas Fink • 
Bruria Finkel • David B. Finkel • Norma Finkelstein • Kathleen Finley • Mary Lou Finley • Joseph M. Finn • Joe L. Finn 
• Mary Finn • Patrick Finnegan • Joseph Finneral • Dennis and Connie Finseth • Liza Fiol-Matta • Stephen M. Fiore 
• Susan Fiore • Melba Fiorentino • Burt Fischer • Dale Fischer • John Fischer • Michael J. Fischer • Roger Fischer 
• Sharon Fischer • Arnie Fischman • Julia Fish • Kathy Fish • Linda Fish • Sheilah Fish • Paul E. Fishburn • Alvin 
Fisher • Amanda Fisher • Douglas Fisher • Edward Fisher • Eric Fisher • Hal Fisher • Patricia Fisher • Robert Fisher 
• Steve Fisher • Dan Fishman • Jeffrey Fishman • Leon Fishman • Josiah Fisk • Ann Fiske • Theresa Fitler • Dennis 
Fitzgerald • Gloria E. Fitzgerald • Rita Ann Fitzgerald • C.J. Fitzhenry • Karen Fitzner • Kathryn H. Fitzpatrick • Steve 
Fjellman • Jessica Flagg • Brian Flaherty • Leo Flaherty • Mary Flaherty • Virginia Flaherty • Laura Flanders • Mary 
Lou Flannery • Hermann Flaschka • Irmgard Flaschka • Mary Fleege • Eric Fleegler • Keith Fleeman • A. Fleishman 
• Alarie O. Fleming • Arlene K. Fleming • Dean Fleming • Duane Fleming • James E. Fleming • James Fleming • 
Viviannia Fleming • Paul Flesher • Gail Fletcher • John Fletcher • Valery Fletcher • Brian Fleury • Milton Flick • Allan 
Flickstein • Leslie Flinn • Aili Flint • Bert Flora • Robert Flora • Alberto Florentin • Edward A. Flores • Fernando Flores 
• Joe Flores • Juan Flores • Lucinda Flores • Max Flores • Sergio Flores • Thomas Flores • Ellen Florey • Patricia Florio 
• Robert Flower • Elizabeth Flowers • John Floyd • Charles Flucas • Elaine Fluck • Phillip Flusche • Michael Flynn • 
Patrick Flynn • Robert Fobes • Iris Fodor • Jan Fogel • Gerard Foley • Joanna Foley • Melanie Foley • Susan Follett • 
Rosemarie Foltz • Sarah Foltz • Sandra Fonda • Laura Foner • Patricia Fontes • James Foor • Howard Foote • Neil 
Foote • Scott Forbes • Conny Ford • Don Ford • Graham Ford • Loren Ford • Sharon Ford • Sylverna Ford • Carol 
Fordonski • Joel Foreman • James D. Foresman • Stuart Forman • Joanne Fornes • Robin Fornino • Thomas Forno • 
Joe Forrester • Lawrence Forrester • Christine Forry • T. R. and Jean Forseth • Josephine Forsrerg • Frank Forsyth • 
Judith Forsythe • Sydney Forte • Norman Fortin • John Fortuin • Angela Fortunas • Thomas M. Fortunato • Heather 
Forward • Rinaldo Forzani • Bliinzia Foshko • Chris Foster • Donald Foster • Eva Foster • Jacqueline J. Foster • 
Kimberly Foster • Linda Foster • Lynn Foster • Matt Foster • Reed M. Foster • Theresa Foster • Anne Fournier • Marcia 
Foutch • Deborah Fowler • James Fowler • Patricia Fowler • Douglas Fowley • Shelley Fox-Loken • Brett Fox • Carol Fox 
• Debbie Fox • Diana Fox • Jeanne Fox • Julia Fox • Kim Fox • Lorrie Fox • Madelyn Fox • Patricia Fox • Robert Fox • 
Virginia G. Fox • Wendy Fox • Gladys Foxe • Nancy Frahm • L. Frakes • Albert Francis • Alvin Francis • Bob Francis • 
Emily Francis • James Francis • Leigh-Anne Francis • Martha Francis • Roberta Francis • Roy Francis • Ursula Franck 
• Christiaan Francke • Bruce Francy • David Francy • Michael Franek • Elizabeth Frank • Norman Frank • C. Franke 
• Delance Franklin • Douglas Franklin • Jimmy R. Franklin • John M. Franklin • Deborah Franks • Urmas Franosch 
• Theresa Franz • George and Lisa Franzen • Michael A. Frasca • Allan Fraser • Cecil Frassrand • Dennis Frawley • 
Marivee Frayer • Catherine Frazee • Louis Frazier • Robert Frazier • Hedley Freake • Marian Fredal • Jessica Frederick 
• Kathy Frederick • Linda Frederick • Vernard W. Frederick • Norma Fredricks • Shirley J. Fredricks • Bobbie Fredsall 
• Bernice Freeble • Alfred Freeburg • Ellen Freed • Michal Freedman • Arnold Scott Freeman • David Freeman • Doug 
Freeman • Joshua Freeman • Katharine Freeman • Nora Freeman • Pamela Freeman • Susan Freeman • William 
Freeman • William Freeman • Dixie Frei • Charles Freiberger • Julia Freiburger • Susan H. Freireich • Robin Freisem 
• Barbara C. French • Barbara French • Lester French • Nicholas French • Karen Frerichs • Neil F. Freson • Richard 
Freund • Dennis Frey • Dale Freye • Susan Freytes • Daria Frezza • Eric Fricker • Michael Fried • John Friedeborn • 
Doris Friedensohn • Gerald Friedland • Alice Friedman • Annette Friedman • Ellen Friedman • Jo Friedman • Laurie 
Friedman • Malcolm Friedman • Robert Friedman • Roberta Friedman • Sara Friedman • Mary Friedrichs • Joanna 
Friend • Dena Frierson • Paula Fries • Harry Friese • Ingmar Fris • Deborah Frisby • Bruce and Karen Frishkoff • 
Teresa Frison • Alan Fritsche • J. A. Fritz • Theresa Fritz • Tony Froeschle • Muriel Froias • Dana Froiland • Monica 
Frolander-Ulf • Alan I. Frolich • Carol Front • Jess Frost • Jen Fry • Pat Fry • Robert E. Frye • William Frye • Larry 
Fuchs • Greg Fuentes • Zoraida Fuentes • Henry Fuhrmann • Kenneth Fujimoto • Wallace Fujimura • Kai Fujita • 
Steven J. Fullenkamp • Anne Fuller • Frankie Fuller • Gayle Fuller • Mike Fuller • Sieglinde K. Fuller • W. Fuller • 
David Fullerton • Molly Fullerton • Dorothy J. Fulton • Laura Fulton • Sandra Fulton • Virginia Fulton • Barbara Fultz 
Martinez • John Fulwil • Lois Fundis • M. Fung • Jack Funk • Boris Furman

G
Draeleen Gabalac • Melvin L. Gabel • Dale V. Gaberson • Virginia Gable • John Gabosch • Roger Gadway • David A. 
Gaeddert • Leo Gafinowitz • Gerald Gagnon • Cassandra Gaines • Nicole Gaines • Sanford Gaines • Deirdre Gainor • 
D. Gaisford • Natalie Gajduko • Alysia Galanter-Quinn • Alex Galbraith • Anne Gale • Maya Gale • Elisa Galeno • Don 
Gallagher • Edward Gallagher • Emily Gallagher • Patricia Gallagher • Carrie Gallaher • Miriam Gallahue • Juan 
Gallardo • Juan Gallardo • Joe Gallegos • Naomi Gallegos • Susan Gallegos • Clara B. Galligan • Mary Galligher • 
Dan Gallin • Tanya Gallo • Gerald Galloway • Jean Galloway • Louie Galloway • Kathleen Galt • Rosemary Galten • 
Martin Galvan-Castillo • Bernie T. Galvin • Michael A. Gambale • Keith Gambill • Grace L. Gambino • Denise Gamble 
• Juan Gamboa • Roger Gambs • Cynthia Gamcsik • Janice Gams • Peter Ganapes • Kenneth Ganes • Rosemary 
Gange • David Gangsei • Paul A. Gangsei • Ross Gannon • John Ganshirt • Gloria Taylor Gant • Joan Gantz • Robert 
Garafola • Philip Garbe • Sue Garber • Sharon and J.C. Garbutt • Laurence Garces • Henry Garcia-Alvarez • Gilbert 
Garcia • Gloria Garcia • Isabel Garcia • Isidro Garcia • Janice Garcia • Judith Garcia • Lorenzo Garcia • Mark Garcia 
• Miguel Garcia • Mollie M. Garcia • Octavio Garcia • Ofelia Garcia • Rita Garcia • Sixto Garcia • Mozart Garcy • 
Jennifer Gardner • Nancy Gardner • Nicholas Gardner • Miriam Garey • Anne Garfield • Robert Garlick • Kathleen 
Garlock • William Garlow • Jon Garman • Lance W. Garmer • Cheryl Garnant • Kathleen Garner • Dennis Garoutte • 
Susy Garoutte • Henry Garrett • Jeff Garrett • Robert Garrett • Coleen Garrity • William Garrity • Jessie Gartner • Marc 
Gärtner • Margaret Garvey • Kate M. Gaskill • Edmond Gassen • Cecilia Gaston • Frank Gatchell • Edwina Gateley • 
James Gates • Judith Gates • Peter Gates • Dean Gatherum • Paolo Gaudiano • Robert Gayden • Judy Gayer • 
Elizabeth Gaynes • Alan Gaynor • Mary Gazay • Louise Gazzola • Richard Geduldig • Nan Gefen • Robert Gehret • 
Mary Gehrke • Kyle Geib • Steve Gelband • Donald Gelfand • E. Gelfman • Hillary Geller • Karl Gelston • J. Gendler • 
Kim Genelle • W. Generous • Dorothy Genevich • Cindy Gentile • Jill Gentillon • Theodora Geokezas • Barry George • 
Susan George • Chris Georges • Ana Gerena • George Geres • Mary Gerken • Peter Gerler • Kenneth Germanson • 
Christine Gernant • Rose Gernon • Gordon and Marion Gerrish • Stephen Gerritson • Mindy Gershon • Phyllis Gerstein 
• Philip Gerstle • Vel Gerth • Fred W. Gervasoni • Charles Gessert • Barbara Gessler • Michael Gessner • Doug Geyer 
• Hannah Geyik • LaVonne Ghanavati • Barbara Gholz • Sandra J. Giammona • Edward Giannattasio • J. Gibbens • 
Fred O. Gibson • Linda Gibson • Mary A. Gibson • Paul Gibson • Rachel Gibson • Tom Gibson • Paula Giddings • Teri 
Gidwitz • John Gierke • Paul Gierlach • Barbara Gies • Mona Gieschen • Bob Giesing • Brian Gifford • Darrell Gifford 
• David Gilbert • Lana and James Gilbert • Robert Gilbert • Susan Gilbert • Valerie Gilbert • Andrew Gilboy • Anita 
Gilbride-Read • Barbara Gilby • Cynthia Giler • James Giles • Hubert Gilgenbach • Jim Gilinsky • Buckley Gilk • Jane 
Gill-Shaler • Larry R. Gill • Michael J. Gill • Norma Gillam • Marsha Gille • Stacey Gillen • Vincent Gillen • Agnes 
Gillespie • Georgia Gillespie • Mary Gilletti • John Gillham • David Gilligan • Lydia Gilligan • John S. Gillis • Royce 
Gillis • Sandra Gilson • June R. Gilstad • Antonieta Gimeno • Anthony Gini • Angela Ginorio • Edward Ginsberg • 
Susan Ginsburg • Peter Giono • Emojean Girard • Peter Girard • Garrett Girouard • Concepcion Girvent • Nancy Gist • 
Brian Gister • Mitchell Gitin • Roz Gitt • Ricardo Gittings • Peter Giuliano • Peter Giurato • Gerard Givnish • M. E. 
Gladis • Neil Gladstein • Jim Glaser • Jordan Glaser • R. David Glasgow • Amy Glass • Larissa Glasser • Mary W. 
Glazer • Karen Gleason • Sara Gleicher • Linda Glendenning • Carol Glenn • Brian Glick • Barry Glickman • Rusty 
Glicksman • Fred Glienna • Joseph Glinka • Frank Glinn • Roger Gloss • Brett C. Glymph • Ginger Gmahling • Eric 
Gnezda • Gil and Tanya Gockley • Bette Godfrey • Sima Godfrey • Nathan Godfried • Richard Godsey • Roger Godt • 
William Goebel • Daniel Goebl • A. Goell • Gregory Goellner • Jean Goetinck • Robert Goff and Patricia Raub • Edward 
M. Gogol • Geoff Going • Paul Golab • Frank Gold • N. Gold • Stanley Gold • Warren M. Gold • Beryl Goldberg • Carol 
Goldberg • Polly and Elliot Goldberg • Fred Goldberg • Marilyn P. Goldberg • Mary Goldberg • Michael Goldberg • 
Pamela Goldberg • Polly Goldberg • Robert Goldberg • Marcia Goldberger • Ellen Goldblatt • Faye Golden • Joseph J. 
Goldenberg • Loretta Goldenberg • Stanley Goldich • Suzi Goldmacher • Barry Goldman • Carol Goldman • Ira and 
Elise Goldman • Iris J. Goldman • Lawrence Goldman • Ron Goldman • Kay Lynn Goldner • William Goldsborough • 
Arthur Goldsmith • David Goldsmith • Phil Goldsmith • Richard Goldsmith • John Goldstein • Laurence Goldstein • 
Richard Goldstein • Roy J. Goldstein • Ruth Goldstein • Thomas Goldstein • Marla Goldwasser • Richard Goldwater • 
Allison Golightly • Bob Goligoski • Bette Gollrad • Wilbur Goltermann • Carlos Gomariz • Louise Gomer Bangel • 
Adelaide Gomer • Carlee Gomes • Lawrence Gomes • Sandra Gomes • Daniel Gomez • Julio Gomez • Manny Gomez • 
Bing Gong • Ruth Gonsky • Mark Gonthier • Rafael J. González • Cesar Gonzales • Cynthia Gonzales • Peter Gonzales 
• Jose González-Irizarry • Gordon G. Gonzalez • Jose Gonzalez • Jose Gonzalez • Kimberly Gonzalez • Louis Gonzalez • 
Daniel Good • Karen Good • Penny Good • Laura Goode • Peter Goodfellow • Patrice Goodkind • Michael Goodlow • 
Sylvia Goodman • Lawrence Goodrow • Dale Goodson • Charles Goodwin • Dorothy Googins • Nadathur Gopalan • Eric 
Goplerud • Jean Goprdon • Nancy S. Gorden • H. Gordinier • Ben Gordon • Bruce Gordon • Carolyn Gordon • Christine 
Gordon • J. Gordon • Janice Gordon • Jean Gordon • Judith Gordon • M. S. Gordon • Shirley Gordon • Suzon Gordon • 
Walter Gordon • Jean Gore • Laurie Gore • Sherry Gorelick • Edith Goren • Jonathan Gorham • Laura Gorin • Michael 
D. Gorin • Tom Gorka • Laurie Goshorn • Jennifer Gosselin • Lisa Gossels • Gregory Gossmeyer • Nora Gottlieb • Paul 
Gottlieb • Steven Gottlieb and Ricki Abramson • Dian Gottlob • Joan Gough • David Gould • Michael Gould • Peggy 
Gould • Robert Gould • Sandipa Gould • Schuyler Gould • Joseph Gowaskie • Charles Gowen • Jack Graber • Elizabeth 
Grace • Pamela Grace • Tom Graczyk • Mary Ann and James Graeve • Luise A. Graff • Felicia Graham • Karl Graham • 
Kenneth Graham • Pamela Graham • Patrick Graham • Susan Graham • Teri Graham • Jeremy Grainger • Richard 
Granat • Joseph and Jody Granatir • Sallye Granberry • Edward Grannell • Dorith Grant-Wisdom • Cheryl Grant • 
Diana Grant • Erica Grant • Michael Graser • Ruth Graves • Martina H. Gray Bear • Ali Gray • Anne Gray • David B. 
Gray • Gloria M. Gray • Harold Gray • Marianne Gray • Ralph Gray • Richard Gray • Robin Gray • Selma Gray • Shelly 
Gray • Gary Graybeal • Vicki Grayland • Patrick Grayson • Gabrielle Graziano • Harold Greblo • Bernice Green • 
Florence Green • Geoffrey D. Green • Janice Green • Judith Green • Karen Green • Lea Green • Linda Green • Marietta 
Green • Marisol Green • Steve Green • Jonathan Greenberg • Kathleen A. Greenberg • Lee Greenberg • Marcia 
Greenberg • Rima Greenberg • Arthur Greene • Brian Greene • Danielle L. Greene • Karen Greene • Laurel Greene • 
Nakia Greene • Nonie Greene • Thayer Greene • Maggie Greenfield • Steven Greenhouse • Naomi A. Greenleaf • Nan 
Greenough • Martin Greenstein • Gerry Greenstone • Deborah Greenwald • Jim Greenwald • Nancy Greep • Jack Greer 
• Melissa Gregerson • Jeffrey Gregg • Francis Gregoire • Bruce Gregory • C. Gregory • Charles B. Gregory • David 
Gregory • Peter Gregory • Kay S. Greisen • Christine J. Grewell • Daniel Greycloud-Jacob • Suzanne Grieb • Barbara 
Grieco • John Griffin • Margaret Griffin • S.A. Griffin • Wes Griffin • Kerri Griffis • Barbara Griffith • Douglas Griffith • 
Jim D. Griffith • Donald Griffith • George Griffiths • Jim Griffiths • Albert Griggs • Linda Grimes • Nancy Grimes • 
Carol Grimm • Julie Grimme • Mary Grindeland • Pamela Griner • Katharine Gring • Karl M. Grisso • Edward Grissom 
• James Grissom • Mel Grizer • Bruce Grobman • Christa Groeschel • Sue Gronewold • Melinda Groom • Carol Gross • 
Doug Gross • Perry Gross • Phil Gross • Larry Grossman • Mark Grossman • David Grotell • Sheila Grother • Linda 
Grove • Billy A. Grover • Michele Groves • Ray and Ann Groves • Mark Grozde • Katherine Gruber • M. Grutzmacher • 
Gail Gualdoni • Kenneth Guay • Genevieve Guenther • Richard Guenther • Mary Guentner • Carol Guerrero • Diana 
Guerrero • Rhonda Guess • Mona Guilfoil • Robert Guillaud • Kasia Gullang • Allen Gulledge • Lois E. Gullerud • Alan 
J. Guma • Stanley E. Gumm • Elizabeth Gump • George Gundersen • Emily Gunn • Rebecca Gunn • Jon and Karin 
Gunnemann • Isabelle Gunning • Billy Gunter • Chat Gunter • Stanley Guralnick • David Guran • M. Gurmen • Carrie 
Guss • George Gust • Judy Gustafson • Martin Gustafson • James Gustin • Carol Guthrie • Kenneth Gutman • Wilma 
Guttridge • Susan Gutwill • Patricia Guy • Gary Guymon • Karen W. Guzak • Guzman Family Trust • Henry Gyllenblad 
• Gabor Gyulafia

H
Barbara and Peter Haack • Mary Haake • Charles E. Haas • Jeffrey Haas • Aaron Haase • Shirley Haberfeld • Ernest 
Haberkern • Miriam and Stanley Habib • Patricia A. Habraken • Richard Hackel • Lawrence Hackett • Annanelle Had • 
John Hadeler • Barbara Hadenfeldt • Mohamed Hadidi • Alice Hadley • Virginia Hadley • Simin and K. Haery • Alfons 
Haffmans • Christopher Haffner • Barrie Hafler • Arthur Hagar • Heather Hagen • Paul Leslie Haggard • Thomas 
Hagler • Roger Haglund • Connie Haham • D. Hahn • J. Hahn • Reynolds Hahn • Kenneth Haidet • Sandra Haikio • 
James Hailey • Abebe Hailye • W. S. Haine • Steve Haines • Richard Haire • Vicki Halal • Ken Haldenstein • Ana Hale 
• Bruce Hale • Denise Hale • Raymond S. Hale • John Haley • Walli Haley • Adrienne Hall • Andrew Hall • Eleanor Hall 
• Gary R. Hall • George Hall • Jacqueline Hall • Jacquelyn Hall • Joe Hall • K. Hall • Anne Halley • Murphy Halliburton 
• Samuel Halliday • Albert Hallinan • Margaret Hallock • Tom Hallock • Jo Hally • Katherine Halmi • Mark Halonen • 
Donna Halper • Patricia Halper • Mark Halpern • Robert Halsey • Woodruff Halsey • Tom Halstead • Bill Halton • Gene 
Halus • Robert Haluska • Deborah Halvorson • Ronald Halvorson • Eugene Ham • Basel Hamdan • Kathleen Hamill • 
Allan R. Hamilton • Bruce Hamilton • Debra Hamilton • James L. Hamilton • Joyce Hamilton • Mary Beth Hamilton • 
Norma Hamilton • Ted Hamilton • Victoria Hamilton • Detlef Hammann • Donna Hammar • Doug Hammerich • 
Virginia Hammon • Betty A. Hammond • Debra Hammond • Dosier Hammond • Jackie Hammond • Emma Hampton • 
Patricia Hancher • Suzanne Hanchett • David Hancock • James Hancock • Joyce Hancock • Juliet Hancock • Lynnell 
Hancock • Bill Handel • Paul Handover • Steve Handy • Roy Haney • Carl Hanken • Glen Hanket • David Hankin and 
Nancy Diamond • Rap Hankins • Patricia Hanley and Dennis Loger • Margaret Hanlon-Gradie • Paul Hanna • Sherri 
Hanna • William Hanna • Joe Hannabach • Reginald L. Hannaford • Diana Hansen • Donald Hansen • Gary Hansen • 
John O. Hansen • Keith Hansen • Marilyn Hansen • Tim Hansen • Carol Hanshaw • Susan Hanshaw • Eloise V. Hanson 
• Robert Hanson • Roger Hanson • N. Hanspal • Peter Hantos • Elisa Hara • James Harasymiw • Burcu Harbert • 
Thomas Hardecker • Joe Hardesty • Carol Hardin • Chino Hardin • Chris Harding • Jim Hardman • Annanelle Hardt • 
Kenneth Hardy • Martha Hardy • Melvin Hardy • William Hardy • Alfred Hare • Patricia Hare • Sally Z. Hare • Kathy 
Harget • Virginia Hargett • Veronica Harkins • Bruce Harkness • Bobbie Harkrider • Jon Harman • James Harmon • 
Janet Harmon • Garry Harned • Nancy Harnish • Stefan Harpe • Cheryl Harper • Gary Harper • Marie-Denise Harper • 
Misti Harper • Rosalind Harper • Ted Harper • Michael Harriman • Patricia Harriman • Lesley Harrington • Lynn 
Harrington • Lynn Harrington • Michael A. Harrington • Norman Harrington • Pamela Harrington • Peter Harrington • 
Mary Lou Harris-Manske • Al Harris • Carol Harris • Chipley Harris • Craig Harris • David Harris • Edwin Harris • 
Franklin S. Harris • Jane Harris • Jeff Harris • John Harris • Lauren Harris • Mac Harris • Mary R. Harris • Patricia 
Harris • Paul Harris • Quinn Harris • Richard Harris • Robert Harris • Robert Harris • Ron D. Harris • Ruth Harris • 
Sharon Harris • Sheila Harris • Stephanie Harris • Stephen Harris • Virginia L. Harris • Wanda Harris • William K. 
Harris • Betsy Harrison • Dan Harrison • Faye Harrison • Katherine Harrison • William Harrison • Kenneth Harrow • 
Rod Harschlip • Sue Harshe • Mary Harshfield • David Hart • David Hart • Linda Hart • Sharon A. Hart • Noreen 
Harten • Marilyn L. Hartig • Paul M. Hartke • Deborah Hartley • Diane Hartley • Stuart Hartley • Barbara Hartman • 
Steven Hartman • Eleanor Hartmann • Joseph Hartmann • Jack Hartog • Marianna Hartsong • Terrence Hartsox • 
Sherry Hartwell • Peggy Hartzell • William Hartzog • Anne Charlotte Harvey • Carol Harvey • James Harvey • Jean 
Harvey • Larry Harvey • Neil W. Harvey • Robert Harvey • Sheila Harvey • William Harvey • William Harvey • Lynne 
Harwood • Barbara Hasan • Harry Haskell • M. Stratton Haskell • Jack Hassard • Alan Hasselwander • Reba Hassett 
• Howard Hassman • Elizabeth A. Hastings • Elsie Hathaway • Mary Hathaway • Michael L. Hathaway • Teresa 
Hathaway • Otto and Karen Hatlestad • Emily Hatt • Mary Hatt • Trish Hattan • Dale Hattis • Richard Hattwick • Alice 
Hauan • William Haugse • Hans Haumberger • Henry Hauptman • Frank Haurwitz and Meg Swanson • Carol V. Hause 
• Martha Hause • James Hauser • Marylyn Hauser • Michael Hauser • Alan M. Hausman • Erwin Haussler • Cathy 
Haustein • Bill Havedank • Timothy Havel • David Havens • Leroy Haverlah • Carol Haverly • Julia Haverty • John 
Havron • Charles Hawker • David Hawkins • Deborah Hawkins • Miki Hawkins • Lewis Hawley • Robert Hawley • 
Marianne Hawson • David Hayden • Kelley Hayden • Valerie Hayden • Glenna Hayes • Michael Hayes • Michael Hayes 
• Patricia Hayes • Penny Hayes • Richard Hayes • Bryan Haynes • Charles Haynes • David Haynes • Margaret Haynes 
• Barbara Hays • William Hays • Maryann Haytmanek • Margaret Haywood • Laura Hazeltine • Evelyn Hazen • Louis 
Head • Monroe Head • Patty Healey • Ray Healey • John Healy • Robert Heaney • Clarice Hearne • Marion Heath • 
Rennie Heath • Zolika Heath • Louis Heaton • Bonnie Heaven • Richard Hebble • Kipp Hebert • Sandi Hebley • 
Stanley Hecht • Patricia Heckart • Linda Hecker • Nancy Ann Hedberg • Nancy Hedinger • Charles Hedrick • Elisabeth 
Heefner • Carole Heffernan • Lynn Heffron • Linda Hegenbarth • Karen Heggie • Maria Heide • Anele Heiges • Marilyn 
Heiken • Ismo Heikkila • Rosemary Heilemann • Thomas Heilman • Donna M. Heim • Nancy Heims • Geoff Heinecken 
• M. K. Heineking • Lois Heintz • Mary Heironimus • Dave Heise • Teressa Heiser • Helen Heitz • Donald Helberg • 
Miriam Helbok • Timothy Held • Janet Helgeson • Olof Hellen • Richard Hellenbrecht • Lorraine Heller • Marc Heller • 
Margaret Heller • Daniel M. Hellerstein • Carol Hellman • Mark Hellums • Ron Helmers • Daniel Helpingstine • Benita 
Helseth • Deanna Helseth • Patricia Helsing • James Helton • Lois D. Hely • David Hempel • Tom Hempenstall • 
Lester Hemphill • William Hemphill • Laurel Henderson • Philip Henderson • Rogene Henderson • Scott Henderson • 
Timothy Henderson • David Hendon • Charles Hendrick • Robert Hendrickson • Linda Hendrix • Wendy Hendry • 
Michael Henegar • Gail Henigman • Barbara Henke • Marsha Henkin • Michelle Henkin • James T. Henley • Ralph W. 
Henn • Terence Hennessey • E. Joan Hennessy • Martha Hennessy • Carol Henning-Franczyk • Mary Henning • James 
Henriksen • Ellen Henry • Heather Henry • Don Henschel • Alan Hensher • Janice Hensiek • Terrill Henthorne • Jerry 
Hentzler • Richard and Petra Hepburn • Mari Herbert • Monica Herbert • Thomas Heredia • R. Herink • Barry Herman 
• Dianne Herman • Gerald Herman • Joyce Herman • Joyce Herman • Mark N. Herman • Marsha Herman • Birgit 
Hermann • Dean Hermann • Carl Hermanns • Donald Hermanns • Martha Hermanson • Gerald R. Herms • Andres 
Hernandez • Carmelle Hernandez • Miriam Hernandez • Pedro Hernandez • Tony Hernandez • Christie Herndon • 
Laurel Herndon • Harry Herrick • Scott Herrick • Gary Herrington • Diane Herrmann • John Herrmann • Judy 
Hershberger • Howard J. Herskovitz • Margaret Herstine • Ellen Hertz • Sylvia Hertz • Jonathan D. Hertzog • Fred R. 
Heryer • Judith Herz • Jim Herzberg • Andre Herzegovitch • Brian Herzog • Adrianne Hess • George Hess • Joanna 
Hess • Samantha Hess • Art Hessburg • Carole Hesse • Dorothy Hesselman • Jeff Hester • Jeffry Hester • Melissa 
Heston • Elmo Heter • Mary Jo Hetzel • Claudia Hevel • Christopher Hexter • Laurene Heybach • Eric Heyer • Alice 
Heyman • Pattie Heyman • Don Heyn • James Hiatt • Nance Hiatt • Robert Hibbard • Edna B. Hibbitts • Barbara and 
Gary Hickernell • Doreen Hickey • Roger Hickey • Thomas Hickok • Charles William Hicks • Ernest Hicks • Paul R. 
Hicks • Randy Hicks • Raymond Hicks • Albert A. Hideshima • Cheryl Hiers • John P. Hiestand • William Higa • Mark 
Higbee • Carol Higgins • Darlene Higgins • Frances Higgins • Patrick Higgins • Russell Higgins • Thomas Higgins • 
Timothy Higgins • Jennifer R. Higham • Stephen Highcock • Hilda Highfill • Maureen Hightower • Charles Higley • 
Judy Hildebrand • Vivian Hildebrandt • Andrew Hildreth • Barbara Hill • Barbara Hill • Brenda Hill • Brian Hill • 
Donald Hill • Janet M. Hill • Janet Hill • Jean Hill • Julia Hill • Monica Hill • Renata Hill • Wallac Hill • Thomas 
Hillesland • Edward J. Hilliard • David Hillier • Donald R. Hillier • Dorothy Hillman • David Hills • Stanley and Susan 
Hills • James Hilsinger • Bill Himelhoch • William Hindie • S. A. Hinds • Gerri Hines • Susan Hinkins • Joseph Hinkley 
• Rose Hinkson • Allan Hinman • Parker Hinman • Christopher Hinshaw • Anne Hinton • Georgia Hinton • Julius 
Hinton • Leland Hinton • Marianne Hinton • Milton Hinton • Mary M. Hinz • Ann-Nora Hirami • Akio Hirano • Emiko 
Hirano • Bruce Hirsch • Terry Hirshorn • Sherrick Hiscock • Rick Hiser • A. Hitchcock • Martyn Hitchcock • Barbara 
Hitchings • Wendy Hitt • Roslyn Hjermstad • Mary Hladky • Jerry Hlass • Kendra K. Ho • Phyllis Hoag • Thomas Hoar • 
Bonnie Hobbs • Laurel Hobden • Eliza Hobson • Mary Hobson • Sandra F. Hoch • Marilyn A. Hochfield • Rob 
Hochschild • Jonathan Hock • Dale Hockersmith • Farid Hodai-Malayeri • Catherine Hodge • Cullen Hodges • Jo 
Hodges • James J. Hodl • Sharon Hodor • Judith A. Hoefer • Paul Hoekstra • Ed Hoel • Charles Hofer • John Hofer • 
Robert Hofer • Barry Hoffman • Dale Hoffman • Elissa Hoffman • Everett Hoffman • Gloria Hoffman • Henry Hoffman 
• Kathleen Hoffman • Kim Hoffman • Meredith A. Hoffman • Rudy Hoffman • Tom Hoffman • Vicki Hoffman • John 
Hoffmann • Lynda Hoffmann • Viva Hoffmann • Michelle Hofmann • Laura Hogan • Dennis Hohman • Helen Lee 
Holcomb • Viki Holcomb • Alvin K. Holden • David and Marcia Holden • Ginger Holguin • John Holing • Ted W. Hollan • 
Darcy Holland • Lovice Holland • Lynn Holland • Merrily Holland • Sherry Holland • Sheryl Holland • Solomon Holland 
• Vincent Holland • Nancy Hollander • Rob Hollander • Edith Holleman • David Hollenback • Jerry Hollin • James 
Hollinger • Eddie Hollingsworth • Sheila Holloman • Catherine Holloway • Rendon Holloway • Marjorie Holman • 
Thomas Holman • Vernie A. Holmberg • Charles Holmes • Janice Holmes • Joan Holmes • Kathleen Holmes • Leah 
Holmes • Sarah Holmes • Jack Holmgren • Mary Holmquist • David Holt • Sherrell Holtshouser • Joseph C. Holub • 
Mark Holzband • Michael Homan-Gray • Carolyn A. Homan • Fred Homer • Russell Homme • John Hondulas • Monica 
Honegger • Michael Honey • John Honkanen • Thomas Honnick • Rita Honnold • Glenn A. Hood • James Hook • Kristin 
Hook • Jules Hooper • Charles and Sara Hoot • Andrew Hoover • Ariel Hoover • George Hoover • Karen Hoover • James 
F. Hopgood • Charles Hopkins • Eugene Hopkins • Kae Hopkins • Mary Hopkins • Muriel Hopkins • Nita Hopkins • 
Arius Hopman • Christine Horihan • Colette Horn • Elizabeth Horn • Frances Horn • Marianne Horn • Sally Horner • 
Mary Hornickel • Stephen Hornik • Lynn Hornsby • Carole Horowitz • Mitchell Horowitz • Timothy Horrigan • Jeffrey 
Horton • Kathryn Horvat • Joseph Horvath • Lynda Horvath • Richard Horvitz • Carol Horwitz • Chris Horwitz • Martin 
Horwitz • Dorothy Hoskins • Gregory Hoskins • Marjorie Hoskinson • Edward Hosley • Harriet S. Hostetler • Wayne 
Hostetler • R. Hostetter • Susan Houdek-Hazen • Jutta Houle • Keith Houlihan • Charles House • John House • James 
Houser • Kelly Houston • Charles Housum • Rita Hovakimian • Alan Howard • Celeste M. Howard • Christine Howard 
• Lee Howard • Maidee J. Howard • Michael Howard • Wanda Howard • Irma Howarth • Carmen Howe • Catherine P. 
Howe • Jana Howe • John B. Howe • Linda Howe • Duff Howell • Gareth Howell • K. Babe Howell • Pamela Howell • 
Ruth Howell • Polly Howells • Amanda Howerton-Fox • Beverly Howerton • Lawrence Howerton • Naomi Howitt • Pearl 
Hoy • Nancy Hoyt • Susan Hoyt • Terry Hrdlicka • Cheri Hron • Andrew Hsiao • Fern Huband • Gary Hubbard • Leigh 
Hubbard • Monica Hubbard • Deborah Hubenthal • Ivan Huber • Ralph Huber • Robert Huber • Joel and Anne 
Huberman • Kara Huberman • Martha Hubert • Terry Hubka • Roger Hubregtse • Donald Huck • Donald Hucker • 
Frank Hudgik • Dorothy C. Hudson • Louis Hudson • Allen Huemer • Burnard Huey • Joy Huffine • Marvin Huggins • 
Susan Hughes-Smith • Alexis Hughes • Bonita Hughes • Bonnie Hughes • David and Elizabeth Hughes • Douglas 
Hughes • Evan Hughes • Franklin I. Hughes • Gail Hughes • Jean Hughes • Louis Hughes • Lynn G. Hughes • Mary 
Hughes • Pamela Hughes • Rachel Hughes • Rebecca Hughes • Jane Hughson • Laura Hulbert • Flora Hulette • Chris 
Hull • Peter Hulm • Elaine Hultengren • Suzanne Hume • Floyd Hummel • John Humphrey • Karen Humphrey • Steve 
Humphrey • Sally Humphreys • Kenneth Hundzinski • Edward Hunt • Gale Hunt • Chuck Hunt • Roger Hunt • Russell 
Hunt • Simret Hunt • Timothy Hunt • Kim Hunter • Michael Hunter • Richard Hunter • Stephanie Hunter • Marilyn 
Huntley • Phyllis Huntley • Ann Huntsman • Geoffrey Huntting • Susan Huntting • Susan Hurd • Riet Hurdlik • 
Thomas Hurja • Anil Hurkadli • Roy Hurlburt • Edmund Hurlbut • Charles Hurley • John Hurley • Randall Hurst • Ruth 
Hurst • Sandra Husband • Don Huseby • Janice Huseby • J.Keith Huston • Lucy Hutchens • Eboe Hutchful • Gov 
Hutchinson • Boyd A. Hutchison • Janet Hutter • Laurie Hutton • Lianne Hutton • Thomas Hutton • Leslie Hyatt • 
David Hyde • Birgit Hylton • Bruce Hyman • Marshall Hyman 

I
Barbara Iacovelli • Cecilia Ice-Mays • Trisha Ickes • Charles Idelson • Mary Idso • Cynthia Idyle • Carol Iglauer • 
Charles Ihlenfeld • Susan Ihrman • Albert Ilg • Karen Ilkka • Robert Illyes • Michael Iltis • Robert Imagawa • Marc 
Imbillicieri • Laurie Imhauser • William Imhof • Lorna Immel • Susan Immel • Martha Indacochea • Richard Inden • 
Herndon Inge • Debra S. Inglefield • Robert Inglis • Robina I. Ingram-Rich • Charlotte Innes • Moise Innocent • Arnold 
Insel • Antonio Inserni • Ralph H. Insinger • Samuel Invocato • Leon Irby • Sheila Ireland • Frank Irish • Alberto 
Irizarry • James Irvin • Buddy Irvine • Gail Irving • Judy Irving • David Irwin • Jon Isaacs • Helen and Joel Isaacson 
• Miguel Isaza • William Isecke • Patricia Isham • Karole Ishida • Zia Islam • Faye L. Ison • Tordis Ilg Isselhardt • 
Karen Ito • Lennox Iton • Erica Itzkowitz • Steve Itzkowitz • Edgar Iwamoto • Kailasam Iyer

J
Alfredo Jaar • Jean H. Jack • Laurence Jackman • Aimee Jackson • Althea Jackson • Brice Jackson • Carolyn Jackson 
• Charles L. Jackson • Denna Jackson • Elnore Jackson • Fern Jackson • Geoffrey Jackson • Glen Jackson • Harriet 
Jackson • Isabel Jackson • John Jackson • Lillian Jackson • Louis and Diane Jackson • Lewis Jackson • Michael Jackson 
• Nancy Jackson • William Jackson • Y’lonn Jackson • John Jacobi • Lisa Jacobs-Pontecorvo • Ann Jacobs • Barbara 
J. Jacobs • Christine Jacobs • Faye Jacobs • Lynne Jacobs • Michael Jacobs • Randa Jacobs • Ross Jacobs • David 
Jacobson • Dean T. Jacobson • Denise Jacobson • Eric Jacobson • Paul Jacobson • Lynn Jacobsson • Roger Jaeckel 
• Michelle C. Jaffe • Mark Jagner • George Jahn • Adrienne B. James • Alan James • Birdie James • George James • 
Jeffrey James • Jerold James • Lenel James • Suzanne James • Carolyn Jameson • Pamela Jameson • Roman Jamieson 
• Taryn Janati • Bernadette Janet • Bruce Janet • Peter Janik • Joan Janshego • Rex Jantze • Sue Jaques • Jolynn 
Jarboe • Tracey Jardine • Roy Jarl • David Jaroch • Kaysa Jarrard • Katherine Jarvis • Ronald Jarvis • Paul Jaskot • 

Henry Jasper • Juris Jauntirans • Gary Jaworski • Mathew Jaworski • Kathy Jeanetta • Floy Jeffares • Brenda D. Jeffers 
• Penelope Jeffrey • Tim Jeffrey • Laura Jeffries • Thomas L. Jeffries • Gerald Jehle • Dianne Jenett • Linda Jenewein • 
Adelbert and Chris Jenkins • Barbara Jenkins • Craig Jenkins • Judith Jenkins • Kareem Jenkins • Melvin Jenkins • Cary 
Jennings • Janna Jennings • Donald and Diana Jensen • Gordon H. Jensen • Marilee Jensen • Susan Jensen • Matthew 
Jenson • Jane Jepson • Carl Jeranek • Hilde S. Jerius • Phyllis Jeroslow • Susie Kaeser and Jerry Blake • Steven A. Jervis 
• Wayne Jessup • Bruce Jewell • Josip Jež • Thomas Jike • Evelyne Joan • Susan Joanis • John Joanou • Peter M. Joffe • 
Rachel Joffe • Allan Johannesen • Marie Johansen • Mark Johansen • Leslie Johanson • Eva Johansson • Darrell Johns 
• Karen Johnson-Foster • Arlene Johnson • Axel Johnson • Belden Johnson • Beth Johnson • Brandon Johnson • Carol 
Johnson • Christophe Johnson • Christopher Johnson • Clarence Johnson • Danielle Johnson • Darrell Johnson • Dave 
Johnson • Dennis C. Johnson • Donald Johnson • Dorothy-Anne Johnson • Earl Johnson • Erik Johnson • G. R. Johnson 
• Gary Johnson • Gary Johnson • Gertrude Johnson • Godlind Johnson • J.J. Johnson • Jacqueline Johnson • James 
Johnson • James Johnson • Jaylene Johnson • Jewyl Johnson • Jimmie Johnson • Jo H. Johnson • John Johnson • Joyce 
Johnson • Kathryn Johnson • Kelley Johnson • Kenneth Johnson • Kenneth Johnson • Krista Johnson • Kristine Johnson 
• Larry Johnson • Lawrence Johnson • Lee Johnson • Leonard Johnson • Leslie Johnson • Linda Johnson • Lola Johnson 
• Margaret Ann Johnson • Marjorie Johnson • Martin Johnson • Mary L. Johnson • Mary Ann Johnson • Maxwell Johnson 
• Michael P. Johnson • Michael Johnson and Karen Briggs • Nathaniel Johnson Jr. • Norman M. Johnson • Peg Johnson • 
Peter E. Johnson • Phil Johnson • Robert K. Johnson • Shirley Johnson • Steve Johnson • Steven Johnson • Terry Johnson 
• Thomas Johnson • Virginia Johnson • William Johnson • Mary Johnston • Peter Johnston • Virginia Johnstone • Steven 
Jolly • Michael Jonak • Shirley Jones-Sewell • Cedrella Jones-Taylor • Bronwyn Jones-Vandermeulen • Alan Jones • Ann 
Jones • Bertram Jones • Brent Jones • Carol Jones • Charlotte Jones • Chung Jones • Dale Jones • Dallas Jones • David 
Jones • David A. Jones • Dawn Jones • Denise Jones • Don M. Jones • Donald Jones • Duane Jones • Duncan Jones • 
Ellen Jones • Eric Jones • Jack Jones • Jacqueline Jones • James Jones • Jane Jones • John Jones • Lawrence Jones • 
Lois Jones • Luella Carol Jones • Maryneal Jones • Mitchell Jones • Pamela Jones • Preston N. Jones • Raymond Jones • 
Richard Jones • Robert Jones • Rosalie N. Jones • Ruby Jones • Sally Jones • Sandra Jones • Suzanne Jones • Thomas 
Jones • Will Jones • William Jones • Peter Jongewaard • Marius Jora • Archer Jordan • Christina Jordan • David Jordan 
• Gilbert Jordan • James Jordan • John Jordan • Ronald and Trixie Jordan • Ellen Jori • Craig Joscelyn • Bernadine 
Joselyn • Karen Joseph • Paula Joseph • Stephen Joseph • Janice Josephson • Joe Josephson • Lisa Joslen • Jean Jost 
• Henry Joyce • Mary D. Joyce • Renee Jubrey • David Juchau • Lynch Julie • Julie Jumonville • Lida Junghans • Janet 
Jungkuntz • Carol Juntunen • Jeffrey Juran • Kristina Jurecic • Debra Jurey • Rachel Juris • Michael Jurkovic • Paul E. 
Jursa • Elaine Jurumbo • Felix Justice • E. Justiniano • Seth Justman • Thane Juterbock

K
Joseph Kaba • Julie Kabat • Aref Kabbara • Steve Kadivar • Alan Kagan • Susan Kagan • Charles Kahler • Clarke Kahlo 
• Janet Kahn • Jeffrey Kahn • Thomas Kahney • Darko Kajfez • Isobel Kalal • Lucy Kalanithi • Hossein Kalantari • John 
Kalell • George Kalif • Dorothy J. Kalin • Chuck Kalina • Carol Kalinoski • Wally Kalinowski • Warren Kallenbach • 
Carolyn Kameya • Douglas Kamholz and Sheila Walk • Carol Kaminsky • Chris Kamlet • Kenneth Kanagaki • Janice 
Kando • Mark Kandutsch • Bob Kane • Christopher Kane • Herald Kane • Phillip Kanehl • Sylvia Kaneko • Simi Kang • 
Sylvia Kannapel • Janet L. Kannard • Susan Kanor • Ann Kanter • Martha Kanter • Michael Kanter • Lisa Kantor • 
Urmila Kanwal • R. F. Kapela • Sergio Kapfer • Jerald Kaphers • Nancy Kapitanoff • Arlene Kaplan • Helene Kaplan • 
Howard Kaplan • Jean Kaplan • Judy Kaplan • Karen Kaplan • Betty Kaplowitz • Veena Kapur • Michael Karagozian • 
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Lee Reynis • Brook Reynolds • Donna Reynolds • Kathy Reynolds • Rosalyne Reynolds • Juan Reynoso • Alex Reza • Kirk 
Rheaume • Kate Kyung-Ji Rhee • Barbara Rhine • Kevin Rhines • C. Kenton Rhoades • Linda Rhoades • Peter Rhoades 
• D. Rhoads • Kieran Rhodes • George Ribar • Terri Ribley • Brian Ribner • Dianne Ricci • Micheline Rice-Maximin • 
Billy B. Rice • Burton Rice • Kenneth Rice • Bradley Rich • Diane Rich • Rebecca Rich • Adrienne G. Richard • Jerry 
Richard • Mikena Richards • Tom R. Richards • Bob Richardson • Craig Richardson • Cynthia Richardson • Deborah 
Richardson • F. Richardson • Kathleen Richardson • Trisha Richardson • Sharon Richey • Thomas Richmond • William 
Rickard • George Ricker • Paul Rickey • J. Rickly • Michael Rico • Miguel Rico • John Riddle • Doris F. Ridenour • 
Barbara Rider • Shari Ridge • Elizabeth Riechers • Jeannette Riedmuller • Kurt Rieke • Patricia Rieker • Franklin 
Rieske • Ninette Riesman • Marilyn Rietzel • Bernard Riff • Mathew Righetti • Bobby Righi • Brian Rigney • Joe Rihn • 
Esther Riley • Joseph Riley • Robert Riley • Robert Riley • Walt Rimple • Hadas Rin • David J. Rinaldi • Glen Ring • 
Michael Ring • Samantha Rini • Deborah Rinzler • Susan Riordan • Harry Ripley • William Ripley • Tom Rippner • 
Melinda G. Riser • Glenn Risse • William Ritchey • Heather Ritchie • Pamela Rittenhouse • Nancy Ritter • Caroline 
Rivard • Kathleen Rivard • Christine Rivera • Tom and Lily Rivera • Virginia Rivers • Barbara Riverwoman • James 
Riviello • Carolyn Rizzetta • Michael Roach • Michael Roach • Paula Roark • Maureen Robak • Douglas Robb • Ruth 
Robben • Christie Robbins • Coy Robbins • Peter Robbins • Ann Roberts • Catherine Roberts • David Roberts • Harold 
Roberts • Joe Roberts • Karen Roberts • Philip Roberts • Susan Roberts • Thomas Robertsen • Anne Robertson • Jane 
Robertson • Juan Robertson • Steve Robertson • Elizabeth Robeson • Craig Robieson • McLouis Robinet • Alice 
Robinson • Cynthia Robinson • David Robinson • Guy Robinson • Harry Robinson • James M. Robinson • Joanne 
Robinson • Lilian I. Robinson • Margaret Robinson • Molly Robinson • Penny Robinson • Ronald Robinson • Ruth 
Robinson • Sheila Robinson • Shelley Robinson • Virginia Robinson • Wendy Robinson • I. Robson • Philip Robyn • 
Silvia Rocciolo • Guillermo Rocha • Jean Lewis Roche • John Roche • Howard Rock • Terry Rockefeller • Jenny S. K. 
Rockwell • John Rockwell • Solveiga Rockwood • Leonard Rodberg • Leslie Rodd • Phyllis Roden • Dave Rodenhuis • 
Beverly D. Rodgers • Jane Rodgers • John Rodgers • Pat Rodgers and Geraldine Jensen • Ronald Rodgers • Wilbur L. 
Rodgers • Hector Rodriguez • Jacques Rodriguez • Julia E. Rodriguez • Robert and Linda Rodriguez • Luis Rodriguez • 
Rene Rodriguez • Siomara Rodriguez • Katherine Roeder • William Roffman • Michael A. Rogal • Christopher Rogalin • 
Stephanie Rogall • Anna Rogers • Donald Rogers • Gerhild Rogers • Michael Rogers • Timothy Rogers • Cliff Roginic • 
Gordon Rogoff • Philip R. Rogosheske • Judy Rohde • Donald Rohmer • Klaus S. Rohr • John Rohrbaugh • Judith C. 
Rohrer • Lewis and Cheryl Roht • Irene Rokaw and John Reese • Audrey Rolando • Dan Roley • James L. Rolleston • 
Dieter Rollfinke • Bruce and Sharon Rollier • R. Rollo • Estella Rolo • Kenneth Rolston • Alan Jay Rom • Sigourney 
Romaine • Linda Roman • Joyce Romano • Susan Romans • Katie Romero • Tony Romero • Constancia Romilly • Emily 
Romney • Larry Romsted • Hassan Ronaghy • Patricia Ronald • John Roney • Margaret E. Roney • David Ronkko • 
Bernt Ronnberg • Paul Roobol • Judy Rooks • Karen Roorda • Eric Roos • David Root • Douglas Root • Ted Roper • 
Bridget Rorem • Margarita Rosa • Trudi Rosazza • Ned Rosch • Mary Jane Roscoe • Carolyn Rose • Ingrid Rose • Irma 
G. Rose • Leslie Rose • Nancy Rose • Quentin Rose • Steve Rose • Liane Roseman • Michael Rosen • Rachel E. 
Rosenbaum • Arthur Rosenberg • Marc Rosenberg • Paul Rosenberg • Susan Rosenberg • Henry Rosenberger • Bettina 
Rosenbladt • Peter Rosenbladt • Bob Rosenblatt • Jon Rosenblatt • Leah Rosenblum • Ronald Rosenblum • Robert 
Rosenfeld • John Rosenfelder • Lon Rosenfield • Gary Rosenshield • Leon M. Rosenson • Carolyn N. Rosenstein • 
Miriam Rosenstein • McCall Rosenthal • Melvin Rosenthal • Peggy Rosenthal • Alan Rosenus • John Rosenwald • 
Penny Rosenwasser • Roberta Rosheim • R. T. Rosin • Marian Roskos • Conrad Ross • Josephine Ross • Kathy Ross • 
Lawrence Ross • Margaret E. Ross • Michael Ross • Patrick C. Ross • Stephen Ross • Virginia Ross • Alina Rossano • 
Judith Rosselli • Catherine Z. Rossi • Pietro Rossi • Brian Rossini • Ann Rossman • Dorothy Rossow • Ellen Rosten • 
Stuart Rotenberg • Phyllis Roth • Richard Roth • Donald Rothberg • William Rothberg • Barbara Rothenberger • Jane 
Rothfuss • Diana Rothman • Cynthia Rothschild • Stuart A. Rothstein • Joyleen S. Rottenstein • Mary Rouleau-Belden • 
Clark Roundy • Daniel Rous • David Rouse • Kendall Rouse • Bonnie Rousseau • Linda Rousseau • Richard Routman • 
Barbara Rowe • Paul Rowe • Joanne E. Rowell • Peter D. Rowley • Bette Roy • Mary Jo Rozumalski • Amy Rubin • 
Charlotte Rubin • David Rubin • Lynn Rubin • Toby Rubin • Donald Rubinstein • Bernis Rubright • Kristine Ruckert • 
Linda Rude • James Rudicil • Jack M. Rudman • Janet Rudolph • Lawrence Rudolph • Martin Rudow • Preston Rudy • 
Seth Rue • Donald P. Ruehl • Nancy Rugani • Laurie Rugenstein • Peter Ruggiero • David Ruggles • Annette Rugolo • 
Michael Ruhlig • Sandra Ruliffson • Kirk Rummel • Regina Rummel • Michael Ruocco • Lucille Rupp • Charles 
Rusciano • Abraham Rush • Thomas Rush • Diane W. Rushing • Sara Rusk • Kathryn Ruskin • Cebron Russ • Alice 
Russell • Elizabeth Russell • Evan Russell • Kyle Russell • Marilyn Russell • Mary E. Russell • Mike Russell • John 
Russo • Laurence Russo • Peter Russo • Sue Rutherford • Don Rutledge • Gerald Rutt • Delana Ruud • William Ryall • 
Ruth Ryals • Ann Ryan • Carey A. Ryan • Ellen and Allan Ryan • J. Ryan • James V. Ryan • John Ryan • William Ryan • 
Edward Ryder • Andre Ryland • Carol Rywick
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Ann L. Saad • Katherine Sabatino • Joyce Sabel • Luta Sabo • Madelyn M. Saccone • Beth Sachs • Carol G. Sacks • 
Stephen Sacks • Dave Sacrisen • Hooshang Sadeghi • John Sadler • Elizabeth B. Saenger • Homa Safaii • Daniel 
Safer • Agnes C. Saffoury • Pavittar Safir • Linda Sage • Allan H. Sager • Laura Sager • Rose Saghy • Ed 
Sahagian-Allsopp • Valerie Saidman • Quaid Saifee • Ruthie Sakheim • Paul Sakol • Mohamad Sakr • Yoshihide 
Sakuragi • Raymond Sala • Grace Salazar • Leslie Salgado • Stephen Salgaller • La Rue Salinger • Robert Salinger • 
Robert Salley • Barrington Salmon • Nedra Salmon • Rosemary Salomone • Steven Saltzman • Kristen Salvatore • 
John Salwei • Mahmood Sam • Michael Samachson • Charlene Sammis • Susan Sammis • Jordan Sampietro • 
Barbara Sample • Beulah Sample • Tex Sample • Judith Samter • Barry Samuels • Michael Samuels • Jose E. 
Sanchez-Bernat • Elisa Sanchez • Graciela Sanchez • Jose Luis Sanchez • Elizabeth Sandager • Stephen Sander • 
Annie H. Sanders • Candis Sanders • Frances Sanders • Harry Sanders • Marvin Sanders • Rickie Sanders • Todd 
Sanders • Carol Sandiford • Gretchen Sandler • David Sands • Rilma Sands • Jimmy Sanford • Mary Sanford • 
Kamala Sankaram • Michael Sanow • Salvador Santiago-Negron • Astrid Santiago • John Santomasso • Marlena 
Santoyo • Peter Sanzen • Lawrence Sapadin • Dennis Sapire • Neil Sapper • K. Sue Sappington • Giovanni Saraceni • 
Barbara Sarah • Helen M. Sargeant • Frank D. Sargent • John Sarley • John Sartin • Charlotte Saslowsky • Andrea 
Sass • Howard Sass • Eric Sasso • Alice Sather • Simeen Sattar • Sophia Sattar • Gaye Sauer • Joel Sauer • Paul 



Sauers • Edward Saugstad • Fae E. Saulenas • Jean Saulsberry • John Saunders • Norm Sauser • Terry Sauve • J. 
Savage • Benjamin Savagian • John C. Savagian • Karla Savina • Herman Savoy • Svetlana Savranskaya • Mitziko 
Sawada • Peter Sawaya • Florence Sawyer • Jack Sawyer • Craig Sax • Anne Saxon • David Saxon • Diana Saxon • 
Dustin Saxton • Ellen Scalettar • Brian Scanlon • Denise Scannell • Ethan Scarl • Jennifer Scarlott • Mark Scarp • 
Frank Scarpa • Vera Schabicki • Michael Schachter • Debra Schaefer • Gary Schaefer • Mark Schaefer • Donna 
Schaeffer • Kathy Schaeffer • Mark Schaeffer • Ann Schaetzel • Kristin Schafer • Mary Schaffold • Will Schaleben • 
Phyllis Schalet • Richard E. Schallert • Ingo Schamber • Janet Schanzer • David Scharf • Marsie Scharlatt • Willie 
Schatz • Mary Schebeck • Joel Schechter • Philip A. Schechter • Martin Scheckner • Boyd Scheff • Alice Scheffey • 
Barbara Scheibel • Ron Scheiblauer • James E. Scheidt • Daniel Scheinhaus • Dan Schellenberg • Linda Scheller • 
Naomi Scheman • Dan Schember • David Scheps • Gerry Scher • Raymond Scher • Shari Scher • Marshal Scherba • 
Robert and Gail Schermer • Mary Scherrer • Howard Scherzer • Linda Scheuerman • Warren Scheunemann • Steve 
Schewel • Annette Schickman • Skip Schiel • R. William Schier • Mark Schiffer • Glenn Schiffman • Lee Schilling • 
Nancy Schimmel • Erich F. Schimps • Julie Schlack • Abigail Schlaff • Bradley Schlaggar • Raymond Schlather • 
Robin Schlegel • Lisemarie Schleicher • Michael E. Schleifer • Carmen Schleiger • Elfriede Schlesinger • Stephen 
Schlesinger • Judy Schlub • Suzanne Schluter • Sandra Schmaier • Bruce Schmeiser • Kay Schmerber • Calvin Schmid 
• Alan Schmidt • Bill Schmidt • Charlie Schmidt • Hartland Schmidt • Terry Schmidt • Thomas Schmidt • Gerard 
Schmit • Alice Schmitt • Gail Schmitz • Carl Schnedeker • Lynda Schneekloth • Alan Schneider • Betsy Schneider • 
Fred Schneider • Jeffray Schneider • Jerry Schneider • Joyce Schneider • Michael Schneider • Peter and Jane Schneider 
• Teresa Schneider • Teresa M. Schneider • Anne Schnetzler • Robert Schnieber • Gordon Schochet • Mikel Schoelen • 
Betty Schoen-Rene • Althea Schoen • Anne Schoen • Fred and Phyllis Schoen • Sara Schoenberg • Susan Schoenberg 
• William Schoene • Donald Schoenhals • Frederick Schoff • Janice Scholl • Kathleen Schonmeyer • Patricia and David 
Schoon • Ann Schoonover • James Schott • Pamela Schott • Edith R. Schraml • Jodi Schreiber • Tatiana Schreiber • 
Elaine Schroeder • Gregory Schroeder • Helen Schroeder • Joseph Schroeder • Mary Schroeder • Hubertus Schubert • 
Anne Schuette • Seran Schug • Paul Schuh • Jeanne A. Schuler • Stephen E. Schulte • Yvette Schultenover • Jeanne 
Marie Schultz • Marian Schultz • Phillip Schultz • Ward Schultz • Phyllis Schultze • Marv Schulz • Richard Schulze • 
Rainer Schumann • Norma Schupp • John S. Schuster • Barry Schutz • Mary Jane E. Schutzius • James Schwab • 
David and Kathryn Schwar • Deborah Schwarte • Anne Schwartz • Charlotte Schwartz • Cheryl Schwartz • Herman 
Schwartz • J. Schwartz • James Schwartz • Jared Schwartz • Joseph Schwartz • Richard Schwartz • Sam Schwartz • 
Terry Schwartz • Joan Schwarz • Robert Schwarz • John Schwarzenbach • David Schweickart • Barbara Schweisheimer 
• Rita Schweitz • Edith Schweitzer • Elizabeth Schwenk • Laura Schwingel • Joseph Sciarillo • Alexander Scott • 
Anthony Scott • Barbara Scott • Irene Scott • Joseph Scott • Kate Scott • Kenneth J. Scott • Malcolm Scott • Norman 
Scott • Peter Scott • Rose Scott • Sally Scott • Shirlee Scott • Tom Scott • Wayne Scott • Carol Myers Scotton • Linda 
Scourtis • Russell Scovill • Bernard Scoville • Nathan M. Scoville • Constance Scudder • Patrick Scullion • Nicola 
Scutt • Nancy Seager • Suzanne Seals • Richard Seaman • Jim Searcy • Michael Searles • Warren Searls • Linda 
Seaton • Harley Sebastian-Lewis • Philip Sebastian • Kathy Seeburger • Julie Seeger • William Seekamp • Victoria 
Seewaldt • Alexander Segal • Louis Segal • Susan Segal • Nellie M. Segawa • Lesley Segedy • Brenda Segel • Ann 
Segura • Harry Seher • Dennis A. Seibel • Nancy R. Seifert • Priscilla Seimer • Chris Sekaer • Clifford Selbert • Edwin 
Selby • Ina Selden • Nanci Self • A.J. Selfa • Miles Seligman • Wendy Seligson • Anna Selle • Carol Sellevold • Peter 
Sellitto • Linda Sellman • Steven E. Selman • Robert Semon • Joseph W. Semonian • Julie Semp • Jane Senico • David 
Senita • Steve Senn • Josie Sentner • Melissa Sepe Chepuru • Michael Serdy • Patricia Sereno • Jerry Serfling • Monika 
Sergo • Karen Serio • George Serkian • Richard Seroff • Richard Servidio • Larry S. Severson • Roald Severtson • 
Michele Seville • Murphy Sewall • Steve Seward • Nancy Seymour • Wayne Seymour • Willie Shack • Charles Shadday 
• Susan Shaddick • Beatrice Shafer • Edward Shafer • Eugene Shaffer • Frank Shaffer • John Shaffer • Nathan 
Shaffer • Robert Shaffer • Zarin Shaghaghi • Chand Shah • Rupa Shah • Julia Shaida • Rashid Shaikh • Cindy 
Shamban • Claudia Shambaugh • Joel Shames • Laurence Shandler • David Shane • Calliope Shank • Rebecca 
Shankland • Elizabeth Shanklin • Robert Shanklin • Tom Shanks • Maria Shanle • Jerald Shannon • John Shannon • 
Lee Shannon • George Shanoian • Sandy Shanzer • Ruth Shapin • Toni Shapiro-Phim • Alan E. Shapiro • Carrie 
Shapiro • Don Shapiro • Eve Shapiro • Joyce Shapiro • Justine Shapiro • Marjorie Shapiro • Donna Sharer • Gerald Ben 
Shargel • Rod Sharka • Richard Sharpless • M. Shattuck • Mike Shatzkin • Maya Shaw Gale • Cynthia Shaw • Lance 
Shaw • Mattie Shaw • Nancy Shaw • Louise Shawkat • Lynda Shay • James Shea • Mary Shea • Robert J. Sheak • 
Henry Shebitz • Sally Sheck • Keenan Sheedy • James Sheehan • Malcolm Sheehan • Brian Sheehy • Patricia Sheely • 
Grace Sheenan • Louis Sheets • Paulann H. Sheets • Carole Sheffield • Sondra K. Shehab • William Sheidley • Masood 
A. Sheikh • Susan Sheinfeld • Afra Shekarloo • James Shelby • William R. Shelby • Debby Sheldon • Heidi Sheldon • 
Paul Sheldon • Katherine Shelton • Kamal Shemisa • Carolyn A. Shepard • Karen Shepard • Martha Shepard • Norman 
Shepard • Rita Shepherd • Francine Sheppard • Kathy Sher • Gretchen Sheridan • John Sheridan • Bob Sherman • 
Joseph Sherman • Mark J. Sherman • Robert Sherman • Shelley Sherman • Tracy Sherman • David Sherr • Michele 
Sherriton • Robert Sherwin • Shessa Shessa • Parth Sheth • Norma Shettle • David Shevach • Sanford Shevack • 
Margaret Shields • Michael Shields • Randall Shields • Stephen Shields • Molly Shiffler • Karen Shimakawa • Kathy 
Shimata • Preston Shimer • Marty Shinder • D. Shinn • Nadine Shiroma • William Shively • Mark Shmueli • Frank 
Shober • Lynn Shoemaker • Helen Shoenfeld • Moisy Shopper • Kathryn Shore • Marjorie Shore • J. R. Short • Peggy 
Shott • James L. Shotts • Scott Shoup • Kristin and Maurice Shrader-Frechette • Mike Shriber • Ann Shrieve • Robert 
Shub • Carol Shufelt • Joel Shufro • Joe and Barbara Shulman • Merrill Shulman • Alan Shuman • Nancy Shumate • 
John Shutt • Emily Shwake • Carol Sibley • Frank Siciliano • Regina Siciliano • Yasmeen Siddiqui • Robert Sideleau • 
Gerald Sider • Tim Sieber • Claudia Siefer • David Siegel • Dorothy Siegel • Jay Siegel • Karen Siegel • Lewis 
Siegelbaum • Manfred Siekmann • Dennis Siemer • Hernan W. Sierra • Nancy Sierra • Linda Siganoc • Elizabeth 
Siggins • Gerald M. Sigmon • Stan Sikorski • Sandra Silberstein • Trudy Silva • Anne Silver • Barbara Silver • Marjorie 
Silver • Burton P. Silverman • Paul Silverman • Paula Silverman • Charles Silverstein • Gerald Silverstein • Barbara 
Silverstone • Naomi Silverstone • Efty Simakis • Anita Simansky • Art Simburg • Peggy A. Simi • Rudi Simko • Toni 
Simmers • Christina Simmons • Kimberly Simmons • Lynn Simmons • Paul Simmons • R. O. Simmons • Barbara 
Simon • Debbie Simon • Kathleen Simon • Kerby Simon • Leslie Simon • Shannon Simon • Sue Simon • Patrick 
Simonich • Rudy Simons • Bickley Simpson • Joel Simpson • Lynda Simpson • Miriam Simpson • William Simpson • 
Donald Sims • James S. Sims • Janet Sims • Kent Sims • Edward Simsarian • Meg A. Sinclair • Michael Singer • Joy 
Singleton • Lori Sinsley • Cheryl Siporin • Beverly Sitz • Gareth Sitz • Marion Siu • Jo Siva • Robert Sivulich • David M. 
Skeels • Brian Skillin • Glenn Skillin • G. Gage Skinner • Ruthi Q. Skinner • Sharye Skinner • Alice Skirtz • Rachel 
Sklar • Henry Skorupski • Andor Skotnes • Lonni Skrentner • Michael Skversky • Michael J. Skweir • Ellen Slack • John 
B. Slade • Anna Slager • Helen Slater • Jasper Slater • Robert Slater • Sandra Slater • Sheila Slater • Donna Slepack 
• Stephen Slepetz • William Slivka • Lindley Sloan • Hilary Sloane • Glenn Slocum • Ann Slonecker • Janet Smarr • 
Donald C. Smart • William Smedley • Tiana T. Smilow • Arthur Smit • Jennifer Smith-Camejo • Terri Smith-Caronia • 
Alexia Smith • Amanda Smith • Anne K. Smith • Ashanta Smith • Beverly and Lawrence Smith • Bill Smith • Bill Smith 
• Boyd Smith • Bradley Smith • Brittany Smith • Carol Smith • Carroll D. Smith • Catherine Smith • Cathy Smith • 
Christopher Smith • Clifford Smith • Daniel B. Smith • Daniel Smith and Linda Turner • David Smith • David Smith • 
David Smith • David Smith • Diana Smith • Diana Smith • Diane Smith • Don Smith • Elizabeth Smith • Eric N. Smith 
• Eugene Smith • Gary Smith • George Smith • Gloria Smith • Greg Smith • Greg Smith • Gretel Smith • Henry Smith 
• James S. H. Smith • Jane B. Smith • Janice Smith • Joan Smith • Joan Smith • Joann Smith • Kathleen Smith • Kay 
Smith • Kenneth Smith • Kenneth Smith • Kristin Smith • Linda G. Smith • Loren H. Smith • Margot Smith • Marie P. 
Smith • Marshall Smith • Melinda Smith • Melvin Smith • Michael and Margaret M. Smith • Nancy Smith • Neal Smith 
• Neil Smith • Pamela Reese Smith • Penny Smith • Philip Smith • Prudence Smith • Ray Smith • Raymond Smith • 
Richard B. Smith • Richard Smith • Richard Smith • Rolland Smith • Ronald Smith • Samuel Smith • Sondra Smith • 
Susan D. Smith • Thomas A. Smith • Timothy Smith • Vera Smith • Virginia Smith • Wallace Smith • William Smith • 
William Smith • Elaine Smitham • Donna Smithey • Thomas Smucker • Douglas Smyth • Glenn Smyth • William 
Snavely • Karen Snelson • Phyllis Snider • Karin Snodgrass • Susan Snortland • Richard and Anne Snow • Robert 
Snow • Barbara Snowadzky • Arlen Dean Snyder • Carole A. Snyder • David Snyder • Ellen Snyder • Margaret Snyder • 
Robert Snyder • Sharon Snyder • T. Richard Snyder • Patricia Snyderman • James P. Sobel • Mark Sobel • Anthony 
Sobieski • Mitchel Soble • Paul Socolar • Margaret Soderberg • B. W. Soderstrom • Deborah Sohr • R. G. Solbert • 
Ellen S. Soles • Herschel L. Soles • Elizabeth Solet • Kambiz Soleymani • Martha Solinger • Jeniffer Solis • Andrea 
Solomon • Dorothy Solomon • Michael Solomon • Tandy Solomon • Emanuel Solon • Isaac Solotaroff • Barry Solow • 
Fred J. Solowey • Judith W. Solsken • Kathy Soltis • Janey Solwold • Margaret Somers • Jean M. Sommer • Sally 
Sommer • Jeff Sommers • Sandra Sommers • Sharon Sommers • Angel F. Somoano • John Sondheim • Betty Songer • 
John Sonin • Juhan Sonin • David Sonneborn • Gail Sonnemann • Mary Sonnichsen • Barbara Sopjes • Linda Sorensen 
• Barbara Sorgeler • Diana Sosa • Guadalupe Sosa • Edward Sostek • Noel A. Sotirake • Gessner Soto • Claude 
Soudah • Dennis Soukup • Veronica Sousa • Clyde South • Kristine Sowa • Gene Spagnoli • Sue Spaid • Sharon 
Spaight • Stewart Spar • Brenda Sparks • Kenneth Sparks • Morgan Sparks • Steven Sparks • Yvonne Sparks • Sheila 
Spear • August Spector • C. Spence • Jeanette Spence • John M. Spence • Michael Spence • Bruce Spencer • David T. 
Spencer • Mary Jo Spencer • Paula Spencer • Virginia Spencer • Susan C. Spengler • Don Sperber • Scott Sperling • 
Frederick Sperounis • Sox Sperry • Janice and John Speth • Benjamin Spier • Martha Spiess • Edward Spilsbury • 
Kenneth and Nancy Spindler • Marianne Spinnett • Caroline Spiotto • Beverly Spiro • Joel Spiro • Harriet Spitzer • Paul 
Spivack • William Spizzirri • William Spock • Stephen Spofford • Warren Sponable • Leslie Sponsel • Eileen Sponzo • 
Peter Spool • Kathryn L. Spore • Lisa Spradley • Bill Sprague • David Sprague • Michael Sprague • Leon Spreyer • 
Kent Spring • Richard Squadron and Theodosia Price • Cynthia Squires • Linda Sroa • Linda St Clair • James Stack • 
Beverly Stadick • Dee Staerker • Norman E. Stafford • Barbara Stahler-Sholk • Harold and Paula Stahmer • Jane 
Stallman • Mary Ellen Stamm • Kirsten Stanberry • Chris Stanfield • John Stanko • Josephine R. Stanley • Kendyll 
Stansbury • Dixie Stanton • Kirk Stapp • Elizabeth Starcevic • Adele La Barre Starensier • Barbara Stark • Erik Stark • 
Leslie Sieveke Starkman • Stuart Starr • Frederick Starrett • John S. Starsiak Jr. • Judy Startari • Bobbie Stasey • Ron 
Stattner • Sylvia Staub • Donna Stauffer • Robert Stayton • Amadna Stebbins • Wallace Stebbins • Don Stechschulte 
• Bruce Stedman • Eric Steele • Karen Steele • Stefanie Steele • Shannon Steen • Brian Steffen • Richard L. Steffen • 
Martha Stefin • Richard Steiger • Adrienne Stein • Barbara Stein • David Stein • Debbie Stein • Eleanor Stein • Elena 
Stein • Hannah Stein • Judith Stein • Margie Stein • Michael Stein • Sandra Stein • Sari Stein • Sondra Stein • Janet 
Steinberg • Ron Steiner • Greg A. Steinke • Eric Steinmetz • Carol Steinsapir • Barry Stendig • Larry Stentzel • Dwaine 
Stenz • Yvonne Stephan • Alice L. Stephens • Ed Stephens • Floyd Stephens • James Stephens • Joseph V. Stephens • 

Mary Stephens • Raymond Stephens • Ronald Stephens • Ty Stephens • Joyce Stephenson • Sally Stephenson • Karen 
Sterling • Marcia Sterling • D. Serrie Stern • Daniel Stern • Elissa Stern • George Stern • William H. Sterner • Sam 
Stetson • Edith Stevens • Richard Stevens • James R. Stevenson • Danny Stewart • Luther Stewart • Mark G. Stewart 
• Matlida Stewart • Mia Stewart • Michael Stewart • Patrick Stewart • Renata Stewart • Russell Stewart • Michael 
Stickler • Ross Stickley • Carl Stiefbold • William Stigile • Anya Stiglitz • Deborah Stiles • K.C. Still • Kathleen Still • 
Diana S. Stillman • Lisa Stillwell • Jenny Stimac • Paul Stimson • Richard and Carol Stock • Sharon Stockey • Lynn 
Stockhamer • Deborah Stoddard • Sherri Stoddard • Barbara Stoeffler • Richard Stoeppler • Miriam Stohs • Ernestine 
Stokes • Judith Stokes and Howard Boksenbaum • Susan Stokey • Karen Stoll • David Stoller • Jeff Stolow • Robert 
Stoltz • Susanna Stoltzfus • Richard Stonberg • Carl Stone • Carolyn B. Stone • James Stone • Kip Stone • Lee Stone • 
Mary L. Stone • Nat Stone • Robert Stone • Terri Stone • James Stoner • Patrick Stoner • Angela Stones • Joe Stork • 
Francesca Story • Diana Stovall • Ed Stover • Jean Straatmeyer • David Strain • Tara Strand • Lee Strandberg • 
Donald Strandburg • Steven Strang • Harriet Strasberg • Arnold A. Strassenburo • Diane A. Strasser • Leona Strating 
• Julie Stratton • Linda M. Stratton • Gabriele Strauch • Dafnah Strauss-Doron • Lawrence Strauss • Monica Strauss 
• Terry Strauss • Carol F. Straw • David Streatfield • Jeremy Street • Carol Streiff • Fay Strigler • Lloyd Strine • Dana 
Striplin • Patricia Striplin • William Strohl • William Strom • Jerome Stromberg • Denise Strong • Gretchen Strong • 
Marjorie J. Strong • Melvin Strong • Joseph Stroud • Glenn Stroup • Allen Strous • Daniel H. Struble • Miriam Struck 
and Scott Schneider • W. Struss • Zbigniew Stryjecki • Jean Stryker • Joseph Strzalka • Andrew Stuart • Todd Stuart • 
Linda Stubbers • Leona Stucky-Abbott • Galen Stucky • John A. Study • Catherine Stupak • Ronald E. Sturdivant • 
Mary Ann Sturek • Mark Stutman • Kathleen Styc • John and Sheila Suarez • Joseph Sudbay • Terri Suess • Lois Sugar 
• Anne Sullivan • C. W. Sullivan • Carol D. Sullivan • Elizabeth A. Sullivan, In Memory of Elizabeth Strachan • Gene 
Sullivan • Linda Sullivan • Mary Sullivan • Michael Sullivan • Neva M. Sullivan • Robert Sullivan • Robert Sullivan • 
Sylvia C. Sullivan • Tim Sullivan • Tim Sullivan • Tom Sullivan • James Sulton Jr. • Shannon Sumner • Carolyn Sumrall 
• Harry Sundberg • Sue Sunderland • J.T. Sung • Christina Sunley • Evamarie Suntum • K. Suppiah • Irene Surmik • 
Lynn Susoeff • Linda Sussman • Jean Sutherland • Doris Sutliff • Christi Sutphin • Henry Sutter • Douglas Sutton • 
Deborah Svanoe • David Svendsen • John Svenson • Vesta Svenson • Ronald Sverdlove • Janette Swadley • Betsy 
Swain • Elizabeth Swain • Beth Conte Swan • Susan Swan • William Swanback • Thomas O. Swangin • Chales 
Swanson • Mark Swanson • Michael Swanson • William Swanson • Bengt Sward • Jonathan Swartz • Mak Swartz • 
Sonia Swartz • John Swartzendruber • Grace Sweeney and Peter Murdock • John Sweeney • Patrick Sweeney • Taylor 
Sweeney • David Sweet • Leighton Sweet • Lisa Sweet • Winton Sweum • Carl Swidorski • Allene Swienckowski • 
Colette Swietnicki • Elizabeth Swift • Bill Swigert • Elizabeth Swindler • Myron Switzer • Darlene Swope • Mushtaq 
Syed • Karen Sylvester • William Syme • Rhonda Syphax • Gregorio Syquia • Nancy Syverson • John Szabo • Frank 
Szam • Csaba Szerenyi • Kathleen Waters and Joy Szopinski • Gerri Szuter
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Amir Tabassi • Curtis Taber • David Taber • Marie J. Taber • William Taevs • Louis Taffera • Deborah Taggart 
• John Taggart • Robin Tail • Edna Talbot • David Talbott • Eduardo Talero • Jeanie Talton • Gillian Talwar • 
Setsuko Tanaka • Shiro Tanaka • Bernard Tandler • Mark G. Tanenbaum • Brian Tanguay • Donald Tannenbaum 
• Joseph Tannenbaum • Liz Tanner • Regina Tanner • Nancy F. Taono • Anders Taranger • Christina K. Tarbox 
• Suzanne Tarica • Mark A. Tarr • Louise Tarrant • Clifford J. Tasner • Suzanne Tassche • Ranjeet Tate • Ann 
Tattersall • Andrew Tauscher • Deborah Taylor-Pearce • Andrea Taylor • Carla Taylor • Carole Taylor • Charles 
Taylor • Clark Taylor • George Taylor • Hugh Taylor • Jack D. Taylor • James Taylor • Jay Taylor • Jordan Taylor • 
Katie Taylor • Leslie Taylor • Linda Taylor • Lowry Taylor • Lynda Taylor • Marilyn Taylor • Patricia Taylor • Patricia 
Taylor • Phillipa Taylor • Rebecca Taylor • Richard Taylor • Ruth Taylor • Stanley Taylor • Susan Taylor • Tina 
Taylor • Vanita Taylor • William Taylor • Glen Taysom • Mary Teague • Lawrence Tedesco • Courtney Tedrowe • 
Mary Teel • Elizabeth Tegroen • Saul Teichberg • Seth Teige • Harriet Harper Tejada • Claude Tellier • William 
Tembrock • Raymond Templeman • Lynn Tennican • Jeff Tenpas • Joan Tenser • Dona Teplitz • Raymond Terek 
• Greg Terrell • Diane Terry • Marilyn J. Teske • Lenore Tetkowski • Kenneth Tetreault • Thomas P. Tetterton • 
Thomas Tewey • Marilyn Thacker • June Thaden • Lawrence Tharnish • John Thatcher • April Thayer • Gary 
Thayer • John Thayer • Marilyn Thayer • Roger A. Theis • Stan Theis • Caroline Theiss-Aird • Paul Therrien • 
Richard Thesken • Audrey Thiault • Greg Thibodeau • Seymour Thickman • Walter Thode • Kathy Tholin • Carol 
Thom • Alan Thomas • Betsy Thomas • Brooks Thomas • Charles Thomas • Damon T. Thomas • David Thomas 
• David Thomas • H. and Margaret Conner Thomas • Jeannine Thomas • Joan M. Thomas • Joan Thomas • John 
Thomas • Leslie Thomas • Lynnette Thomas • Michael Thomas • Ralph B. Thomas • Ray Thomas • Sally Thomas 
• Scott Thomas • Sue Thomas • William Thomas • William P. Thomas • Joseph R. Thome • Alfred Thompson • 
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The Past 
Has a Future
Raoul Peck’s world
B Y  E D  M O R A L E S

o
ver the past 20 years, raoul peck 
has emerged as one of his genera-
tion’s leading filmmakers and intellec-
tuals. Beginning with Lumumba and 
Sometimes in April, his unflinching 
examinations of the assassination of 

Patrice Lumumba in 1961 and the Rwandan genocide 
in 1994, Peck has shown us the horrors of late-stage 
decolonization and postcolonialism. With his last two 
feature films, I Am Not Your Negro, about James Bald-
win, and The Young Karl Marx, he produced startlingly 
original and moving portraits of two of his main mus-
es, setting the stage for his latest work, an epic four-
part docuseries for HBO, Exterminate All the Brutes.40
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cus on themes as use them as jumping-off 
points that allow Peck and his characters 
to riff on the jagged edges of colonial-
ism, slavery, the mass displacement and 
destruction of Native Americans, and the 
normalization of genocide. While this 
might seem an impossibly broad task, Peck 
makes his nonlinear lament work, the co-
herent force residing in its investigation of 
memory and a precise distillation of visual 
and aural affect. 

B
y turns deeply disturbing, 
engagingly personal, and 
darkly amusing, Exter-
minate All the Brutes is a 
sweeping journey across 

time and continents. The series takes its 
title from a book by Sven Lindqvist, who 
used the famous line—scrawled at the bot-
tom of a report to an ivory trading com-
pany by an increasingly deranged Kurtz 
in Joseph Conrad’s Heart of Darkness—to 
launch his own ruminations on the colo-
nial mindset. In his preface, Lindqvist tells 
his readers that these words were intended 
by Conrad to describe what was really be-
hind the “civilizing task of the white man 
in Africa”—that is, identifying “inferior 
races” for destruction. For Lindqvist, this 
horror show of genocidal violence was car-
ried out on four continents before coming 
home to roost with “Hitler’s destruction of 
six million Jews in Europe.” Peck’s project 
embraces the grand scope of this past, but 
he also keeps his viewers focused on its 
legacy today.

Peck establishes this line of inquiry ear-
ly in the first episode, when he directs the 
viewer’s attention to three themes that he 

For Peck, each of his films is as much a vehicle for political argument and posing 
philosophical questions as it is a way to offer alternative historical narratives. Even as he 
attempts to reinvent the documentary genre through innovative storytelling, employing 
a kind of dreamlike melancholy akin to jazz improvisation, as he did in Negro, he is a 
formalist committed to inventing new cinematographic modes. Although he built his 
career by assuming the role of journalistic or directorial objectivity and prefers to show 
rather than tell, he’s unafraid to step out from behind the camera and challenge the un-
derpinnings of those Western myths that shaped his education and continue to define so 
much of contemporary political life. 

With Exterminate All the Brutes, a hybrid documentary that combines rare archival 
footage, stunning still photography, first-person narration, and scripted, harrowing 
set-pieces, Peck embraces formalistic play and experiment in a way he hasn’t in the past, 
successfully merging feature-film-style vignettes with documentarian flourishes of text, 
image, and collage. The series’ four hour-long episodes—“The Disturbing Confidence 
of Ignorance”; “Who the F*** Is Columbus?”; “Killing at a Distance or… How I Thor-
oughly Enjoyed the Outing”; and “The Bright Colors of Fascism”—do not so much fo-

who resisted their extermination. A book 
that seeks to reveal how historians often 
erased the Haitian Revolution, “the only 
revolution that materialized the idea of 
enlightenment, freedom, fraternity and 
equality for all,” Silencing the Past also 
gives Peck a rallying catchphrase: “His-
tory is the fruit of power; whoever wins 
in the end gets to frame the story.” Peck 
embraces Trouillot’s assertion that erasing 
the Haitian Revolution was essential to 
the modern Western historical narrative, 
even if many historians denied that fact. 
The revolution “created the possible,” 
Peck notes, by playing an important role 
in the collapse of the system of slavery. “It 
was the ultimate test of the universalist 
pretensions of both the French and Amer-
ican revolutions.”

E
xterminate All the Brutes
begins by exploring the 
mindless brutality of the 
colonial project. We are 
introduced to a leader of 

the Seminole Nation (played by Caisa 
Ankarsparre) and Gen. Sidney Jessup, one 
of Andrew Jackson’s henchmen (played 
by Josh Hartnett), and follow them as the 
Seminole leader seeks to hold on to terri-
tory she shares with Maroons. When Jes-
sup stops her in the middle of a field, she 
confronts him bluntly: “You call human 
beings property? You steal land, you steal 
life, you steal humans? What kind of spe-
cies are you?” Jessup replies, “This kind,” 
and then pulls out a gun and shoots her. 

The camera pulls away from her in 
silence, and Peck later explains why: “Our 
job as filmmakers is to deconstruct these 
silences.” At the end of the second epi-
sode, he embellishes a graphic rendering 
of Choctaw people dying in snowdrifts 
with a quote from Tocqueville, who wit-
nessed the Trail of Tears: “No crying. All 
were silent.” A cringe-worthy sequence 
focusing on a photo shoot of the journalist 
and explorer Henry Morton Stanley and 
his enslaved adopted child Kalulu uses 
silence to reveal a kind of terror. In fact, 
the continuing silence of those who have 
benefited from colonialism in the face of 
such violence and exploitation is the series’ 
most chilling silence of all.

Peck himself, however, is noticeably 
not silent. Early on, he acknowledges the 
necessity of putting himself into the story, 
his gravelly citizen-of-the-world 
voiceover replacing Samuel Jack-
son’s sonorous gravity in I Am Not 

Ed Morales is the author of Fantasy Island: 
Colonialism, Exploitation, and the Betrayal 
of Puerto Rico.

will return to again and again: civilization, 
colonization, and extermination. These 
are central parts, he argues, of the world’s 
Westernization. The essence of colonial-
ism is a belief in a civilizing project that 
celebrates the beneficence of a superior 
race in its subjugation of inferiors, which 
often entails mass murder and displace-
ment. For this reason, Conrad—before 
introducing Kurtz’s unambiguous call for 
extermination—has Marlow recall the text 
of report that Kurtz was writing: “We 
whites, from the point of development we 
had arrived at, ‘must necessarily appear to 
them [savages] in the nature of supernatural 
beings—we approach them with the might 
of a deity,’ and so on, and so on.”

For the typical HBO viewer, Peck’s 
frankness about violence and colonial-
ism might be difficult to comprehend, 
though the increasing recognition of the 
structural nature of racism gives it a kind 
of inevitable logic. Peck offers us three 
authors as his guides: Lindqvist, Roxanne 
Dunbar-Ortiz, and Michel-Rolph Trouil-
lot. In Lindqvist, a longtime friend and 
collaborator and the rare “European who 
dares see the beast for what it is,” Peck 
finds a world traveler doggedly uncover-
ing the excesses of genocidal violence. In 
Dunbar-Ortiz, the author of An Indigenous 
Peoples’ History of the United States, he finds 
a scholar of Native American history who 
has focused much of her work—especially 
Loaded: A Disarming History of the Second 
Amendment—on the use of guns and slave 
patrols to displace and discipline Native 
and African Americans. 

As a fellow Haitian, Peck finds in 
Trouillot’s classic work of historiography, 
Silencing the Past, a reflection of his own 
frustration with Haiti’s marginalization 
and the more general silencing of those 
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Your Negro. Using home-movie footage of 
his family’s trip to the 1964 World’s Fair 
in New York City, Peck begins to tell us 
his own story. “It’s not about you, unless 
the story is bigger than you,” he intones, 
adding, “Neutrality is not an option.”

A
s the series develops, we 
come to realize how far 
from neutrality Extermi-
nate All the Brutes is—and 
with good reason, given 

its subject. The show is a relentless at-
tack on racism, genocide, colonialism, and 
the extractive nature of imperialist and 
post-imperialist forms of capitalism. It 
tells the story in longue durée to remind 
us of the immensity and depravity of this 
history, from the dawn of African slav-
ery to the marketing of displaced Native 
Americans’ land to the rubber plantations 
of the Belgian Congo that helped sate the 
growing European thirst for bicycling. It’s 
about what Walter Mignolo called “the 
darker side of Western modernity.” Like 
I Am Not Your Negro, the style is fluid, 
nonlinear, fond of using Barbara Kruger/
Jenny Holzer–inspired text slogans, at 
times zanily posted, as on an egregiously 
racist clip from the Hollywood staging of 
On the Town, or paired with Anita Ward’s 
post-disco classic “Ring My Bell.” 

In some ways, Peck’s style resonates 
with Adam Curtis’s story-driven hybrid 
docs, in which he uses BBC-footage col-
lages and flashing title cards layered with 
an ironic musical soundtrack to frame big 
ideas and dark truths about empire. Curtis’s 
latest, Can’t Get You Out of My Head, tries to 
explain the current apocalyptic overhang 
by juxtaposing historical figures like Mao’s 
wife Jiang Qing, New York Black Pan-
ther Afeni Shakur, Soviet dissident Eduard 
Limonov, and conspiracy theorist Kerry 
Thornley. Curtis incorporates more Black 
characters than usual, and the ending of 
episode two concludes with a fiery Stokely 
Carmichael speech punctuated by the Me-
kons’ “Where Were You?” But Peck’s style 
embodies a Black historical materialism—
one that charts the passage of time through 
the lens of Baldwin and Marx rather than 
Freud. Like Curtis, he knows the Western 
world prefers a fantasy to reality, but he is 
also interested in how this fantasy is real-
ized in hyperreality. “I know this story is 
painful, but we need to know it,” he says 

with sober recognition at the end 
of episode one, after flashing clips 
from Apocalypse Now and Werner 

Herzog’s Aguirre, the Wrath of God, and he 
isn’t kidding. 

Exterminate All the Brutes is not an 
easy series to watch: Much of what we 
see is disturbing, from a montage of pho-
tographs listing various genocides to the 
uncomfortable staging of Hartnett as an 
enforcer on a Congo rubber plantation 
cutting off a rebellious worker’s hands, 
to the more psychological revelations of 
the way this sort of violence is embedded 
in quotidian culture. In one sequence, 
Peck moves from home movies of Adolf 
Hitler kicking it in the countryside with 
Eva Braun to an ex-
planation of how 
settler colonialism 
“requires violence 
and the elimination 
of natives,” before 
reaching a climax of 
sorts with a quote 
from William Car-
los Williams: “The 
land, don’t you feel 
it? Doesn’t it make 
you want to go out 
and lift dead Indi-
ans tenderly from 
their graves to steal 
from them some au-
thenticity as it must 
be clinging even to 
their corpses?”

When Peck comes across a reference 
—“kill the brutes”—to Kurtz’s dictum in 
H.G. Wells’s The Time Machine, he lingers 
on the idea that Wells’s protagonist found 
a kind of titillating terror in smashing and 
killing the subhuman Morlocks. Moving 
on to Wells’s The Island of Dr. Moreau, he 
muses about the scientist “civilizing the 
animals with torture.” “The nightmare 
is buried deep within our consciousness,” 
Peck adds. “It says who you are and what 
you have become.”

As we come to the series’ end, Ex-
terminate All the Brutes forces us to con-
sider how American mythology accepts 
the westward expansion as a tragicomic 
struggle between cowboys and Indians, 
when in reality it was soaked through with 
bloody carnage. It suggests that behind the 
manufacture and distribution of benign 
household products lies the figurative or 
literal dismemberment of slave labor. Peck 
argues that buried in the Western mindset 
is the notion that the burden of privilege 
and of imposing civilization requires the 
frequent spilling of blood.

T
he hybrid aspect of Exter-
minate All the Brutes works 
well, for the most part, from 
a scene set in the Congo 
in 1895, where Hartnett is 

bathed by an expressionless Black female 
slave as Ella Fitzgerald croons “The Man 
I Love” in the background, to a scene in 
London where people of color dressed in 
21st-century fashions walk out of an 1866 
lecture on racial categorization by the 
Darwinist philologist Frederick Farrar, 
to a scene in which a Black priest watches 
while young white slaves are whipped. 

The vignettes serve 
as a way of increas-
ing the viewer’s un-
easiness, as a rote 
recounting of atroc-
ities gives way to a 
gnawing uncertain-
ty about how they 
might be depicted 
in one of Peck’s fic-
tional set-pieces.

The richly tex-
tured layers of the 
series also reflect 
the auteur himself, 
whose detached 
analytical narrative 
slips at times into 
a personal, con-
fessional style, and 

whose earlier films were already a cross 
between genres. In the third episode, he 
wrestles with a Du Boisian “double con-
sciousness,” even a triple or quadruple 
one—as a Brooklyn Black man taught nev-
er to go on the wrong side of the tracks; a 
“good soldier, a perfectly well-educated 
student of Western humanistic civiliza-
tion”; a Haitian who has traveled exten-
sively in Africa; and a precocious student 
who learned about Marx while studying 
film in Berlin, where he lived for 15 years. 
Peck is aware of his relative privilege, but 
he also remains wedded to an internation-
alism that allows him to see the tentacles 
of slavery, colonialism, and domination in 
the Americas, Europe, and Africa rather 
than a project confined to just one area of 
the world. 

Among the many themes developed 
here, Peck is particularly effective in 
weaving a narrative thread between the 
construction of race and racism and the 
current state of endless worldwide war. 
He begins with the “originators of the 
project,” the late medieval Spanish, and 

Each of Peck’s films is 

an essay and historical 

argument as well as a study 

in narrative and form. 
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their classification of Black and Indige-
nous people as “other.” He visually quotes 
Jean-Daniel Verhaeghe’s film Dispute in 
Valladolid, about the 16th-century de las 
Casas–Sepulveda debate that found In-
digenous people worthy of religious con-
version, shifting enslavement practices 
toward Africans. 

Later, Peck offers a reading of how 
“the West” distinguished itself from “the 
rest” through the development of weap-

ons: first cannons, then automatic rifles 
that “killed long before the weapons of 
their opponents could reach them.” In 
another extended passage, he explores 
the genealogy of the US arms industry, 
beginning with America’s first corpora-
tion, the Arsenal of Springfield, found-
ed at the Springfield (Mass.) Armory 
in 1777, where the assembly line and 
interchangeable parts became the essence 
of America’s industrial revolution. The 

military-industrial complex, a term 
coined by Eisenhower almost two cen-
turies later, is nicely illustrated by a 
montage of revolving-door figures like 
Norman Augustine of Lockheed, John C. 
Rood of Raytheon, and former vice pres-
ident Dick Cheney, among others.

Peck also follows the story of how, in 
the 19th century, scientific racism became 
the law of the Western land. After Dar-
win’s theory of evolution proved useful 
to race scientists like Herbert Spencer 
and Georges Cuvier, “genocide became 
the inevitable by-product of progress,” 
Peck argues. The idea of “killing at a 
distance” emerged out of the easy Dutch 
and British victories against the Spanish 
Armada; continued in the late 19th centu-
ry with Winston Churchill reporting for 
the Morning Post on the lack of excitement 
in the British subjugation of Sudan in the 
bloody Battle of Omdurman in 1898; and 
had its climactic moment, of course, with 
the atomic bombing of Hiroshima and 
Nagasaki, which Peck punctuates with 
Elmore James’s plaintive guitar riffing on 
“The Sky Is Crying.” “The only language 
they seem to understand is the one we use 
when we bomb them,” President Truman’s 
recorded voice says over the music.

For Peck, the horrifying mass slaughter 
at the end of World War II comes out of the 
horrifying evolution of weapons and impe-
rial tactics that allowed the West to domi-
nate in the first place. Now we are back at 
the beginning—at Lindqvist’s insistence 
that the Nazis’ atrocities against Europe’s 
Jews, Romani, Slavs, and homosexuals 
stemmed from the centuries of genocide 
and racialized violence in the Americas 
and Africa that preceded them, and that 
they represent, as Aimé Césaire observed 
in Discourse on Colonialism, how fascism was 
colonialism turned inward on Europe. 

What comes next? Exterminate All the 
Brutes does not say, other than that “the 
past has a future we never expect.” The 
key, for Peck, is that we must refuse to 
forget what happened. We cannot let that 
past fade from our memories in the future, 
either. As Baldwin said to Dick Cavett on 
a late-night talk show excerpted in I Am 
Not Your Negro, “All your buried corpses 
now begin to speak.” I think of George 
Floyd and the other Black Americans 
killed by the police over the past year, 
and how throughout this film, Peck also 
allows us a way of hearing them speak, 
too—and how this speech may help us 
construct a better future. N

DISCOURSE ON WHY 
INMATES EXIT PRISON 
WORSE THAN WHEN 
THEY WENT IN

Bet you thought there was no such thing
as too kind. I can’t write it into this poem
without admitting kindness is a synonym
for “too close” when its nectared syllables
sap these prison walls. O Kindness,

lotus flowering muddy waters, I can’t
call on your greening nature, your bloom
that fruits into song, into breath, in
a place rotting under unnatural light,

where a staff member who’s friendly
toward inmates is slurred a “murder groupie,”
asked if they’ve hugged their thug today,

where they are disciplined for embracing
the blues out of an inmate, compassioning the self
back into the self. I remember
when humanness lived inside
me like a community garden, every visitor
welcome & nourished in their coming & going,
all those bright hues—
but my body has become a border.

I’ve let knapweed root
& wrangle what no longer will grow.

B.  BATCHELOR
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The Demand of Freedom
The United States’ first civil rights movement
B Y  K E L L I E  C A R T E R  J A C K S O N

r
acism is not regional. i often hear people refer to 
it as though it were trapped in the South. White 
Northerners who are appalled by the blatant racism 
around them will say things like “This isn’t Mis-
sissippi” or “Take that attitude back to Alabama.” 
But whether white Northerners like to recognize 

it or not, slavery was in every colony in the United States for more 
than a century and a half. It was part of the fabric of America—all of 
America. After South Carolina, New York 
had the largest enslaved population; by 
the mid-18th century, one in five people 
in New York was Black. It is import-
ant to note that the North was not the 
utopian refuge that public memory likes 
to romanticize it as. Prosperous Black 
communities in places like Philadelphia 
during the antebellum period were more 
the exception than the rule. And even 
the City of Brotherly Love experienced 

several major anti-Black riots in the 1830s 
and ’40s. 

Another frequent misconception when 
it comes to antebellum Northern politics is 
the myth that most Northerners were abo-
litionists. There is an important distinction 
between those in the North who were an-
tislavery and those who were abolitionist. 
Many in the North hated slavery for how 
it undermined the value of free labor, and 

some also detested it for its brutal practic-
es, but being antislavery did not make one 
an abolitionist committed to the immedi-
ate end of the institution of slavery. And 
even among abolitionists, not all believed 
in the fullness of Black humanity or the 
equality of the races. It was entirely possi-
ble during the antebellum period to hold 
both antislavery and anti-Black sentiments. 
As Frederick Douglass noted, “Opposing 
slavery and hating its victims has become a 
very common form of abolitionism.” 

Throughout the 19th century (and 
even now), racist ideas about Black pov-
erty and Black criminality guided the laws 
of the day—and this was true in the North 
as well as the South. States like Ohio and 
Illinois did not want to be held 
responsible for the well-being of 
African Americans, who they be-
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lieved would drain their resources or compete with white people for labor and wealth. 
Northern state constitutions were often ambiguous about defining citizenship and civil 
rights. Free Black Americans had to continually contest anti-Black laws and norms that 
left Black people with no guarantees as to how they might obtain and maintain equal 
protection under the law.  

Just as the long history of racism in the North tends to be forgotten, so too does the 
long history of those who sought to dismantle its racist and anti-Black laws. While it 
is common to cite the civil rights movement or perhaps the Reconstruction period as 
the first attempt at securing an egalitarian United States, these struggles began much 
earlier. Historian Kate Masur’s Until Justice Be Done: America’s First Civil Rights Move-
ment, From the Revolution to Reconstruction helps exhume the often neglected history 
of both Northern racism and slavery and those Black freedom struggles in the 19th 
century that sought to abolish them. A clear and compelling account, Masur’s book 
pushes us to rethink our understanding of anti-Blackness in the North and the activism 

living outside the South remained com-
plicated. Few Northerners wanted Black 
people around them, let alone to give 
them the equal rights of citizens. Ohio, 
a state that initially was only 1 percent 
Black, became the first in the North-
west Territory to adopt “Black laws,” and 
many more soon followed. These dis-
criminatory practices kept Black people 
from voting, testifying in legal cases that 
involved white people, or freely living 
their lives without the sanction of one 
or two white landowners vouching for 
them. In the North, Black people were 
treated as a burden. For many African 
Americans, therefore, freedom did not 
equate to belonging; as Masur notes, 
with the exception of “a tiny handful of 
visionary radicals…northern whites were 
monolithically antiblack.”  

During the early years of the Amer-
ican republic, anti-Black laws spread in 
the North and came to shape the coun-
try’s politics and culture. State after state, 
such as Illinois, Indiana, and Michigan, 
adopted various restrictions intended to 
limit Black freedom and require docu-
mentation for Black settlement. These 
restrictions made Black people vulnerable 
to loss, theft, and damage. Free Black 
people who hoped to shape the legisla-
tive process were often denied the right 

that helped free Black people through 
the constitutional amendments that abol-
ished slavery and granted them citizen-
ship and equal protection under the law. 
Despite legal setbacks, unfavorable court 
decisions, and white supremacy, Black 
and white activists and advocates in the 
19th century managed to make their be-
lief in fairness and inclusion concerning 
Black civil rights the mainstream view. 

Many have written about the 13th and 
14th amendments, but the origins of their 
underlying principles can be found, Masur 
argues, in the 18th century and in an often 
ignored history of Black activism that goes 
back as far as the early days of the Ameri-
can republic. Her earlier book, An Exam-
ple for All the Land: Emancipation and the 
Struggle Over Equality in Washington, D.C., 
focused on this history in the context of 
the District of Columbia—both in terms 
of its local government and as the seat of 
the national government. In Until Justice 
Be Done, Masur widens her geograph-
ic scope and considers how the struggle 
for equality manifested itself all over the 
country, particularly in the Midwestern 
states. By doing so, she reminds us that 
Black activism and the fight for civil rights 
were found not only in New England and 
the Mid-Atlantic states. She also reminds 
us that until the North recognized the 
need to dismantle its own racist and ex-
clusionary practices, it held no moral high 
ground over the Southern slaveocracy. 

U
ntil Justice Be Done begins 
with the American Rev-
olution, when the rheto-
ric around freedom and 
equality forced its partici-

pants to consider what these values might 
mean for Black Americans. Between 1774 

and 1804, all of the Northern 
states came to abolish slavery, but 
the position of free Black people 

to vote or participate in political life 
and thus found themselves dependent on 
white Northerners to vote for their inter-
ests and further the principle that all men 
deserved universal rights. Historians have 
neglected or glossed over these barriers 
and the details of how Black people and 
their allies fought to change them prior to 
the Civil War and Reconstruction. 

One aspect of Masur’s book that is par-
ticularly welcome is her decision to center 
her narrative on the efforts of Black Amer-
icans to achieve a national consensus sur-
rounding citizenship and civil rights. As 
much as we love Frederick Douglass, there 
were many other, unsung Black activists 
operating outside of New York, Boston, 
and Philadelphia who were as determined 
to speak out and act up and as vital to the 
struggle for emancipation. Writing about 
the mostly unknown Black activists in 
Ohio and Illinois, Masur describes how 
they worked tirelessly to repeal racist laws 
and create enclaves of Black achievement. 
She reveals how they not only changed 
laws but won over white allies, who took 
up these causes as their own. The repeal 
of the Black laws in Ohio, for example, 
was a victory that many hoped would be 
repeated in other Midwestern states, such 
as Illinois and Indiana. 

T
he stories of these Black 
activists are central to Ma-
sur’s narrative. Men like 
John Mercer Langston, an 
attorney and one of the 

first African Americans elected to public 
office, as a town clerk in Ohio; Wil-
liam Howard Day, an Oberlin graduate, 
newspaper editor, and secretary of the 
National Negro Convention; and Da-
vid Jenkins, a leading Black activist and 
editor of a weekly newspaper, all played 
essential roles in repealing the Black laws 
and fighting for Black freedom. One of 
the most interesting people in Masur’s 
book is Gilbert Horton. In 1826, he was 
a 26-year-old free Black man who was 
part of the crew on a ship called The
Macedonian. Horton’s father had worked 
for years to purchase his son’s freedom, 
which happened when Horton was just 
5 years old. As he traveled as a seaman, 
however, Horton’s freedom was always 
at risk when he entered the slave states. 

Until Justice 
Be Done
America’s First Civil 
Rights Movement, 
From the Revolution 
to Reconstruction
By Kate Masur
W. W. Norton & 
Company. 
480 pp. $32

Kellie Carter Jackson teaches at Wellesley College 
and is the author of Force and Freedom: Black 
Abolitionists and the Politics of Violence.
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After The Macedonian docked in Norfolk, 
Va., he traveled to Georgetown in Wash-
ington, D.C., where he was arrested on 
suspicion of being a runaway and held in 
the local jail until an investigation could 
be completed. 

Horton repeatedly insisted that he 
was a freeman, but without “evidences 
of freedom,” he was certain to be sold 
into slavery if his “owner” did not come 
forward. Advertisements were sent out 
nearly every day with his description in 
an attempt to find this person. Thankful-
ly, the advertisements reached Horton’s 
family in New York, who immediately 
began to advocate for his release. The 
country’s first Black newspaper, Freedom’s
Journal, founded by 
Samuel Cornish and 
John Russwurm in 
New York City, was a 
voice for free people 
of color who had been 
wrongly imprisoned 
and sold into slavery, 
and Horton’s case became a cause célèbre 
in their campaign to urge Black readers to 
stand up for their status as citizens.  

The case brought larger issues to the 
fore, such as abolishing slavery and the 
slave trade in the nation’s capital. It also 
raised the question of whether free Black 
people were indeed citizens, entitled to 
the same “privileges and immunities” 
under the Constitution as white people. 
While one might expect the nation’s cap-
ital to be a beacon to free Black people, it 
was instead a place where the defenders of 
slavery had ramped up laws that targeted 
them. The district, like the various slave 
states, put the onus on free Black people 
to prove that they were free. The Black 
press and its allies protested such laws 
in Washington, which, they contended, 
violated the US Constitution. 

Horton’s case became a national con-
troversy. Masur is astute at taking epi-
sodes like this and weaving them into her 
discussion of the country’s larger political 
history. During the same period, for ex-
ample, the Missouri debates of 1820–21 
that eventually led to a ban on “free 
negroes and mulattos” entering the state 
called into question the notion of citi-
zenship as a nationally recognized status, 
and Horton’s story allows Masur to show 
the people behind these arguments as 
well as their constant struggle to achieve 
citizenship—a struggle that was rife with 
stalemates, denials, and delays. 

I
n Until Justice Be Done, Ma-
sur illustrates how citizen-
ship and civil rights were 
the key to Black mobility. 
Who gets to move and who 

must stay, who has access to land or titles 
and who is refused, are all intricately tied 
to race. Aspects of this book recall Eliz-
abeth Stordeur Pryor’s Colored Travelers: 
Mobility and the Fight for Citizenship Before 
the Civil War, in which the author contends 
that long before Rosa Parks refused to give 
up her seat and Homer Plessy brought 
his case before the Supreme Court, Afri-
can Americans understood the connection 
between citizenship and mobility, which 
was and remains an inalienable right. Free 

African Americans in 
the North spoke out 
against their unjust 
treatment by refusing 
to be banished from 
public spaces, trains, 
steamships, and virtu-
ally any other mode of 

transportation that would have required 
their segregation and subordination. Free-
dom from discriminatory practices while 
traveling became a part of the civil rights 
movement. In other words, as both Stor-
deur Pryor and Masur argue, among a 
long list of challenges that Black Amer-
icans faced in the 19th century and well 
into contemporary times has been the 
ability to travel unobstructed and free 
from anxiety.

Moreover, mobility was also tied to 
criminality. As Masur shows, Joseph 
Thompson, a veteran ship steward and 
free Black man, learned this hard lesson 
while traveling as a sailor from Bordeaux, 
France, to New Orleans. Upon arriving, 
he requested that he be paid a portion 
of his wages. Insulted, the ship’s mate 
accused him of stealing. Thompson was 
promptly arrested and detained until he 
could secure friends to aid him. Questions 
like “Who are you?,” “Who do you belong 
to?,” “Where are you going?,” and “What 
are you doing here?” were all intended to 
remind Black people that they were under 
constant surveillance. 

Masur dedicates an entire chapter to the 
experiences of Black sailors in Southern 
ports. In South Carolina, for example, the 
law required that all free Black people who 
arrived in the state by water be detained 
and confined in a jail until their vessel was 
ready to depart. Free Black sailors had 
to be savvy in their travels. Masur shows 

us African Americans, often assisted by 
white allies, employing direct and subver-
sive tactics to invoke their citizenship and 
challenge a system upheld by the absurdity 
of race. As a result of such tactics, a bill 
was passed in Massachusetts to safeguard 
the rights of Black sailors, while new legal 
challenges would test the constitutionality 
of laws in other states and further the idea 
of seeking an act of Congress to create 
changes on the federal level.

By detailing these legal cases and state 
statutes, Masur’s book is also in conver-
sation with the ideas of Chris Bonner’s 
Remaking the Republic: Black Politics and
the Creation of American Citizenship, which 
argues that until the states and the federal 
government found a consensus on the 
terms of citizenship, “black people suf-
fered under this ambiguity.” Black people 
in America knew they were human beings, 
and they knew they were citizens of the 
United States—or, at the very least, were 
entitled to such citizenship. This history 
details the various efforts Black leaders 
had employed to transform the country’s 
practices and policies. Activism in the 
North was not just about abolishing slav-
ery; it was also about repealing state-level 
Black laws that prevented African Amer-
icans from experiencing true liberation.

T
hough her book is deeply 
researched, Masur miss-
es some opportunities to 
highlight the role and con-
tributions of Black women 

in this struggle. She mentions Mary Jones, 
the wife of John Jones, a community lead-
er in Alton, Ill., whose home was a safe ha-
ven for fugitives. Mary helped raise money 
to purchase runaways, but not much else 
is revealed about her. Mary Ann Shadd 
Cary, a leading abolitionist and activist for 
civil and women’s rights, isn’t mentioned 
until the epilogue. Had Masur chosen to 
look west, she could also have included 
Mary Ellen Pleasant, an abolitionist and 
activist whose work earned her the mon-
iker “the mother of human rights in Cal-
ifornia.” Several of Pleasant’s high-profile 
cases ended in major victories for civil 
rights, including her suit against railroad 
companies in San Francisco, Pleasant v.
North Beach & Mission Railroad Company, 
which went all the way to the California 
Supreme Court. After almost two years 
of litigation, San Francisco out-
lawed segregation on the city’s 
public transportation. Yet despite 

“Our warfare ought 

not to be against 

slavery alone.”
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the contributions of such women, Masur’s 
book is largely a story of men: The neglect 
of Black or other women is an unfortunate 
but all too typical feature of the field. 
Scholars often blame the lack of sources, 
but how sources are read also plays a major 
role in the way women—and Black women 
in particular—are silenced. 

Nevertheless, Until Justice Be Done re-
minds us that, despite the popular con-
ception of American history, change and 

progress are not inevitable in the United 
States. We are not marching confidently 
toward a more egalitarian and democratic 
society. Without constant activism and 
radical pressure from the bottom up, even 
the advances that have been won are not 
secure. 

Today, Black people face many of the 
same legal barriers they did in the 19th  
century: segregated schools, limited relief 
for the poor, unfair trials, and voter sup-

pression. Although the Black laws have 
been repealed, anti-Black sentiments have 
remained—in the North as well as the 
South. In fact, most of the recent police 
killings and shootings of Black people 
that have captured national attention have 
taken place in the North and particularly 
the Midwest: Tamir Rice in Ohio, George 
Floyd in Minnesota, Laquan McDonald 
in Illinois, Jacob Blake in Wisconsin. Re-
cently, a study found that the top 15 cities 
ranked as the worst for African Americans 
were nearly all in the North and primarily 
in the Midwest (Fresno, Calif., was the 
sole exception). In my own state of Mas-
sachusetts, a state labeled as progressive, 
Black people are only 7 percent of the 
population and yet make up 27 percent of 
the prison population. The Boston Globe’s 
Spotlight team revealed several years ago 
that the average net worth of white fam-
ilies in Boston is over $247,000, whereas 
for Black people that figure is just $8. 

Such appalling statistics have a deep 
history, but so does Black activism. I think 
it’s fair to view the social and political mass 
organizing in Missouri, Wisconsin, and 
Illinois as ongoing and necessary because 
Black laws were repealed but anti-Black 
sentiment has persisted. The fight for 
fair treatment within the criminal justice 
system, as well as access to certain neigh-
borhoods and even health care, are rooted 
in the long, hard fights that Black activists 
and their white allies took on over 200 
years ago.

Until Justice Be Done does not offer a 
recipe for obtaining equal recognition 
and treatment for Black people, but it 
does illustrate how they and their allies 
envisioned a path toward building a bet-
ter world. By examining how free Black 
people living in the North had to navigate 
hostile terrains and discriminatory laws 
while simultaneously pushing for the end 
of slavery, it also reminds us that eman-
cipation and equality are not the same 
thing. This book is not about abolition-
ism; much like being antislavery, being in 
favor of abolition wasn’t enough. Free-
dom requires civil rights, political rights, 
and economic rights. As the Black abo-
litionist Joshua Easton declared in 1837, 
“Abolitionists may attack slaveholding, 
but there is a danger still that the spirit of 
slavery will survive, in the form of preju-
dice, after the system is overturned. Our 
warfare ought not to be against slavery 
alone, but against the spirit which makes 
color a mark of degradation.” N

Saying I Am a Survivor 
in Another Language

We are in the moment before we decide, 
for the first time, to have sex. 

We fill our mouths with salami and wine. 
I am careful, peeling wax paper off glazed sponge cake

baked by nuns who live down the street.  
One nun, this morning, took my hand in hers    

while she told me that the most important ingredient 
is the silence of prayer. 

I cannot tell you this, but I held onto her
while she walked me through a village 

made of thick paper. A train with a real light
and human figurines hot-glued to look 

like they were heading somewhere. 
I was terrified. I didn’t touch a man for seven years. 

Asleep. Your eyelashes open against my chest. 
You are the first person to not know this. 

TANEUM BAMBRICK
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It’s All in the Angles
Joan Didion’s long view
B Y  H A L E Y  M L O T E K

n
ancy reagan once claimed that she couldn’t get 
fair press coverage from the women sent to write 
about her. Perhaps, she speculated, these journalists 
were jealous of her, “a woman who wears size four” 
and who has “no trouble staying slim.” Her theory 
was put to the test when The Saturday Evening Post

sent Joan Didion to profile her in 1968, the year that Ronald Reagan, 
then the governor of California, would lose the Republican presidential 
primary to Richard Nixon. If not a com-
petition of looks or a comparison of waist-
bands, then what could have accounted 
for the resulting article? “Pretty Nancy” 
followed the style that was then becoming 
distinctive of Didion’s journalistic prose: 
a blunt, self-assured series of descriptions 
and observations that lead the reader to 
believe she was just writing down what she 
saw. Here is Nancy pretending to pluck 
a rhododendron blossom. Here is Nancy 
finding her light. Here is Nancy wearing 
“the smile of a woman who seems to be 

playing out some middle-class American 
woman’s daydream, circa 1948.”

Nancy, of course, did not like Did-
ion’s profile. She found it sardonic and 
judgmental and accused Didion of having 
written the piece before they even met. She 
couldn’t understand it, she said later. She 
thought they were having a nice time. 

What is it about Joan Didion that 
seduces and then betrays? In her writing 
she promises little, and in her public life 
she offers even less. The title of Didion’s 

ILLUSTRATION BY ANDREA VENTURA

new essay collection, Let Me Tell You What 
I Mean, almost seems like the kind of cruel 
joke one might find in one of her pieces. 
Has a writer ever been less likely to say just 
what she means? Across the 12 works in-
cluded—which span Didion’s entire career 
from her column in The Saturday Evening 
Post in the late 1960s and ’70s to one-off 
essays and reports for The New Yorker to 
speeches given at her alma mater, as well 
as introductions to other people’s books—
the impression one gets is that of reading a 
magazine made up of all ledes and kickers. 
This is the case with “Pretty Nancy,” too.  
It contains many of Didion’s trademarks. 
Her sentences often exist as aphorisms, all 
the more brutal for being brief; her choice 
of weapon tends to be the direct quote. 
These tendencies capture something true 
about her writing in general: Her 
essays show a writer who attempts 
a close reading of the powerful 
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people and strange circumstances she encounters but then, when understanding proves 
difficult, draws back to look at them from a great, flat distance.  

I
n Blue Nights, her 2011 memoir about grief, family, and work, Didion 
said that when she and her husband, John Gregory Dunne, worked on 
dialogue for their screenplays, they would mark the time a character 
spent speaking before coming up with the words themselves: What was 
said was not as important as the rhythm and length of the speech. Her 

essays also have this novelistic approach. As Hilton Als notes in his foreword to Let Me 
Tell You What I Mean, “a peculiar aspect of Joan Didion’s nonfiction is that a significant 
portion of it reads like fiction.” This appears to be the case, however, not because Did-
ion is too imaginative in her journalistic renderings but rather because of her sense of 

approach; she writes about them as if she is 
sharing their secret. In “Alicia and the Un-
derground Press,” the subject is alternative 
newspapers, but the essay is really about 
the purportedly objective mainstream press 
and Didion’s fatigue in the face of it—she 
much prefers a journalistic tone that mim-
ics a conversation between friends. “These 
papers ignore the conventional newspaper 
code,” she explains in what, for her, can be 
read as praise, and instead “say what they 
mean.” When a writer at an underground 
newspaper has a thought, Didion adds, they 
say so, and best of all “quite often in lieu of 
who, what, where, when, how.”

But as the reader continues through 
the essays in this collection, her writing 
can also take on the feeling of being alone 
in someone else’s living room: She is 
going through their homes in search of 
a secret. In her article about the Hearst 
castle, she critiques the childishness of 
grown men, and in “On Being Unchosen 
by the College of One’s Choice,” she 
critiques the overgrown precociousness 
in children. As with a face in profile, the 
angles are everything.

D
idion loves other people’s 
words, to turn them over 
and examine them from all 
sides. This does not nec-
essarily mean that she is 

faithful to what they said: “Why I Write,” 
a speech she gave at UC Berkeley and 

control over the material and her certainty 
of its meaning, as though nothing happens 
without her permission. 

One finds echoes of this approach in the 
way Didion circles around the California 
governor’s wife, the tension hovering in the 
sharp point she holds back from making. 
There are inferences into what kind of 
person Nancy is, what kind of mother her 
teenage son might see her as, what kind of 
sycophantic circle a political family might 
live within. In many ways, Didion casts 
Nancy in a film of her own making. The 
writing could serve as cues for a character 
in a screenplay rather than as descriptions 
of a real-life woman in a magazine profile. 

Let Me Tell You What I Mean includes 
a kind of corollary to “Pretty Nancy,” 
Didion’s 2000 profile of Martha Stewart 
(or, more to the point, of Martha Stewart 
Living Omnimedia LLC), another story 
of a woman in the business of promising 
domestic harmony. “This is getting out of 
the house with a vengeance, and on your 
own terms,” Didion writes, “the secret 
dream of any woman who has ever made 
a success of a PTA cake sale.” Didion’s 
sentences have a way of taking a person at 
face value and seeing the way subtle truths 
lie under glossy surfaces. 

Other profiles are of groups, like her 
essay on a meeting of Gamblers Anony-
mous, in which she writes that she had to 
leave as soon as she heard the people there 
speak of “serenity,” because it is a word she 
associates with death. There is a profile of 
a building, too—San Simeon, the castle 
William Randolph Hearst built with his 
newspaper fortune. Here, Didion’s classic 
cruelties are put to good use, showing her 
disdain for the wealthy who never had 
to learn how to use their money wisely: 
“San Simeon was…exactly the castle a child 
would build, if a child had $220 million and 
could spend $40 million of it on a castle.” 

When writing about what she 
likes, Didion finds herself drawn 
to her subjects with an intimate 

included here, is now frequently quoted 
in essays about Didion for its unrelenting 
admission that she considers writing a 
hostile act. She also returns in the speech 
to the cinematographer’s lens: 

Many people know about camera 
angles now, but not so many know 
about sentences. The arrangement 
of the words matters, and the ar-
rangement you want can be found 
in the picture in your mind.… The 
picture tells you how to arrange the 
words and the arrangement of the 
words tells you, or tells me, what’s 
going on in the picture.

The questions such a collection of 
essays demands—for example, why these 
pieces, and why now?—invite a cynical 
answer that is then attached, inextricably 
so, to the thought itself: Because these 
are the pieces that haven’t been recently 
collected; because these are the pieces 
that can be sold either to the completist 
or to the casual reader. If this book does 
have a theme, it is one indistinguishable 
from what many readers already know 
about Didion: that all of this writing 
is less about the topic than about how 
Didion feels about it. This unanswerable 
approach can almost lead the reader to 
the point of hypnosis—no matter the 
subject, her preferred subtext is what 
she won’t tell and we can’t know. Nancy 
Reagan probably had many reasons to 
feel betrayed by Didion’s article, but the 
reason she was insulted had nothing to do 
with Didion’s insincerity: She evades, but 
she does not lie. In her writing, she may 
not tell us what she means, but we can 
certainly sense how she feels.

Betrayal, of course, is possible only 
when a loyalty has been broken. Who, 
readers might ask, does Didion stand 
with? What is she for or against? In a 
1972 essay, “Seduction and Betrayal,” 
Elizabeth Hardwick said that these two 
illicit actions have become a question 
more of psychology than of ethics. “We 
ask ourselves how the delinquent ones 
feel about their seductions, adulteries, 
betrayals, and it is by the quality of their 
feelings that our moral judgments are 
formed.… In novelistic relations, where 
the pain inflicted is only upon the feelings 
of another person, everything is blurred.” 

h h i b h

Let Me Tell You 
What I Mean
By Joan Didion
Knopf. 
192 pp. $23

Haley Mlotek is a writer, editor, and organizer 
who is writing a book about divorce.
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Shortly after I came from Europe 
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—Claudia Sole, Calif.
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Didion may not tell 

us what she means,
but we certainly know 

how she feels.

When New York Review Books reis-
sued this essay along with some of Hard-
wick’s other essays in 2001, Didion made 
the following observation in her intro-
duction:

At the time Seduction and Betrayal
was first published, a reviewer in 
The New York Times complained 
that if the book had a fault, it 
was that its author failed to “make 
sufficient distinctions between 
the real and the literary.” That 
there are no such distinctions to be 
made, that the women we invent 
have changed the course of our 
lives as surely as the women we are, 
is in many ways the point of this 
passionate book.

This fuzziness that both Hardwick 
and Didion describe—of novels that seem 
like biographies, of news reports that read 
like fiction—is perhaps the only way to 
read Didion’s work. Every profile is of a 
character; every article invents a story. As 
she told a student reporter for Berkeley’s 
Daily Californian in 2001: 

The whole way I think about pol-
itics came out of the English De-
partment. They taught a form of 
literary criticism which was based 
on analyzing texts in a very close 
way. If you start analyzing the text 
of a newspaper or a political com-
mentator on CNN using the same 
approach of close textual analysis, 
you come to understand it in a 
different way. It’s not any different 
from reading Henry James.

For Didion, politics, like a novel, pulls 
from life but also can exists as fantasy, and 
can therefore be read like literature. 

With this, a key is handed to those in-
clined to read Didion like code. A woman 
can accept her fate or she cannot, Didion 
seems to say again and again; she can 
play heroine, or she can escape the nar-
rative altogether. The future awaits us 
either way. A woman with no loyalties is 
a Madame Bovary. A woman who cannot 
help her loyalties is an Anna Karenina. 
A woman who is the last to discover her 
own loyalties is an Isabel Archer. And a 
woman who will write book after book 

and essay upon essay without ever 
claiming her own loyalties is a 
Joan Didion.

I
n novels by Henry James 
and his contemporaries, 
being a journalist is some-
thing of a punishment to 
the journalist and to those 

around the journalist: Reporters, editors, 
and critics are a necessary burden on the 
social circles of much more interesting 
characters and a quiet threat to good man-
ners. Like Henrietta Stackpole, the femi-
nist journalist who acts as a comic foil for 
Isabel Archer in The Portrait of a Lady, their 
presence signals someone who knows a se-
cret is currency. We wait in suspense to see 
if they try to cash it in.  

The curious thing about reading Did-
ion is finding her agree with this literary 
assessment. In “Alicia 
and the Underground 
Press,” and in other 
essay collections like 
Political Fictions and 
nonfiction books like
Miami, we often find 
Didion describing a 
certain kind of journal-
ist as a marginal figure, at the boundaries of 
an event. Their access—and their determi-
nation to keep it—often is a central theme 
in her descriptions of her peers. 

Perhaps that’s why Didion has also so 
frequently become a subject for other writ-
ers, and a subject of such strong critiques. 
The many roles she occupies—journalist, 
novelist, and screenwriter—has made her 
an idol of publishing, and with that vaunt-
ed status comes an ever-rotating inquiry 
into who she is and what she believes. I’m 
sure some people read Didion and think 
she’s just fine, but given her style, fame, 
and other forms of capital and cachet, it is 
also hard not to notice the extremes of love 
and hate. Readers and subjects alike often 
report the same mistaken expectations, 
the same hurt feelings, as they periodically 
look to excavate some meaning or matter 
from the extensive collection of writing 
that exists by or about Didion.

When critics go looking for signs or 
theories about Didion, they often turn 
to her politics. Writing for Popula, Maria 
Bustillos argued that she was “the First 
Lady of Neoliberalism” and that the fan-
dom around Didion misses the politics 
at the center of so much of her writing. 
“The weirdest thing about it,” Bustillos 
writes, “is this dyed-in-the-wool conser-
vative woman…somehow became the ir-
reproachable darling of New York media 
and stayed that way for decades, all on the 

strength of a dry, self-regarding prose style 
and a ‘glamor shot’ with a Corvette.” 

Reading Didion’s latest collection is 
enough to convince anyone that her writ-
ing is often more evocative than empa-
thetic, more interested in style than in 
meaning. For some this might be primar-
ily a literary feature of her writing, but 
for Bustillos this has made her journalism 
often read like “an unrelenting exercise in 
class superiority.” And it is true that Did-
ion’s politics, while often contradictory 
and strange, were not all that inscrutable 
or indiscernible. She was a woman who 
loved Barry Goldwater, who told her 
friends that Nixon was too liberal, who 
unironically embraced a gently nostal-

gic interpretation of 
Americana and never 
missed an opportunity 
to cite a Hemingway 
sentence or a John 
Wayne scene. Her ide-
ology is right there for 
the reader—laid out 
on the page, waiting 

for your interpretation. 
But a reader is not a voyeur, and an 

audience has its own autonomy. Didion’s 
calculated vanity turns other people into a 
reflection that somehow manages to show 
nothing; this does indeed look, to a certain 
type of romantic, like seduction. She puts 
herself in view and then shuts the blinds. 
This may frustrate some readers, but it is 
hardly an act of “betrayal.” I often think 
about a line in Robert McKee’s popular and 
frequently skewered screenwriting manual, 
Story, in which he says that he is always sur-
prised to see audiences who want to know 
everything possible about a character over 
the span of one film. You couldn’t know 
everything about a person in an entire life-
time, he reminds us. What makes you think 
you can get it all in a 90-minute movie? 

There was a time when reading Didion 
made me feel like I had swallowed some-
thing that burned—that I could taste what 
it might be like to make someone sick with 
desire—and she retains that sense of being 
both divisive and adored; she will remain a 
powerful observer of our times and some-
one whose style people are quick to turn 
into metaphor. You could read every Joan 
Didion book ever released, study every 
sentence, look for her name in the margins 
of other biographies and in the bylines of 
archived clippings, in the credits rolling 
past on the screen, and still, you might 
know nothing. N
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Magical Realism

The stunning dismissal of 
the climate emergency and 
ecological breakdown in 
Capitalism, Alone: The Future 
of the System That Rules the 
World, as Alyssa Battistoni 
points out in her excellent 
review of Branko Milanovic’s 
new book [“Diminishing Re-
turns,” May 17/24], is typical 
of the economics profession, 
especially in the United 
States. Milanovic recently 
blogged that proponents of 
degrowth are engaged in 
“magical thinking” because 
they allegedly advocate 
measures that have no polit-
ical chance. It may be so to 
propose policies that violate 
political realities, yet it is 
magical thinking an order of 
magnitude greater to pro-
pose policies that violate 
physical, chemical, and bio-
logical realities. 

Alan Richards

Past as Prologue

Re “Free Dr. Seuss!” by 
Jeet Heer and “Clearing the 
Shelves” by Katha Pollitt 
[April 19/26]: Trying to see 
how and why earlier gener-
ations came to what we now 
consider unfortunate judg-
ments is a valuable exercise. 
For one, it guides us toward 
the humble recognition that 
our current assured and 
confident views will in turn 
face reconsideration.

Jamie Spencer
st. louis

As Pollitt correctly points 
out, obsessions with judging 
the past by today’s values 
distract us from the real is-
sues. Keep the focus on the 
infrastructure bill. Focus on 

the voting rights bills. Take 
on immigration reform. Don’t 
get hooked into false culture 
war issues that the right just 
loves to focus on.

Manny Barbara

It is a false dichotomy that 
we have to choose between 
inclusive children’s literature 
and what Pollitt writes are 
“social and economic chang-
es.” Rather than swallowing 
the sins of the past with a 
wink and shrug, we might 
make better choices about 
the texts we teach. There 
is no excuse for fostering a 
questionable nostalgia for Dr. 
Seuss when there are so many 
talented authors of color writ-
ing nuanced, beautiful, and 
authentic stories from a wide 
variety of perspectives, open-
ing windows onto new worlds 
or allowing students to be re-
flected in what they read.

Tina De La Fe
lansing, mich.

If we ban offending books, 
we erode the most important 
skill we can teach: reading 
critically. Adults should be 
commenting and questioning 
as they read to children, not 
just to point out the flaws in a 
particular book, but to teach 
them how to question and an-
alyze what they read.

Susan Abraham

Correction

“A Solitary Trade,” by Jen-
nifer Wilson [May 17/24], 
incorrectly stated that Jhumpa 
Lahiri’s first book published 
in Italian was titled Il Altre 
Parole. The title of the book is 
In Altre Parole.
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Tulsa Massacre

O
ne hundred years ago, on May 31 and June 1, 1921, 

a mob of white people killed an estimated 300 Black 

residents of the Greenwood district of Tulsa, Okla., 

and torched the area. For years, the massacre was 

hardly taught in schools, but that is finally changing. A longer 
version of the comic by illustrator and artist Lynn Bernstein is 
available at thenation.com/tulsamassacre.

1. The Mob: On May 31, The Tulsa Tribune reported the arrest of a Black 

teenager for the “attempted assault” of a white girl, code for attempted 

rape. Within hours, thousands of outraged whites gathered at the 

courthouse, as did Blacks, who came to protect the accused teen. Men 

on both sides were armed. 

A white man took it upon himself to disarm a Black man, and the gun 

went off. As one witness said, “All hell broke loose.”

2. The Invasion: At 5 PM on June 1, a white horde, including law enforcers, 

descended on Greenwood, Tulsa’s Black neighborhood. Airplanes dropped 

explosives on buildings. Men armed with rifles forced Black residents into 

internment centers and then looted their homes before burning them to 

the ground. When martial law was finally declared at 11:30 AM the next day, 

Greenwood had been obliterated. About 300 Black Tulsans were dead, and 

10,000 were made homeless. 

3. The Aftermath: The June 1921 grand jury report determined that 

the crowd of white Oklahomans at the courthouse were merely 

curious spectators who were “quiet until the arrival of armed 

negroes, which precipitated and was the direct cause of the affair.” 

Greenwood had been a mecca where Black laborers could find 

employment and Black professionals could prosper. It had modern 

homes and excellent schools. Its downtown rivaled any white 

downtown with its banks, restaurants, theaters, and shops. This 

rankled many whites, especially those less prosperous.

4. Epilogue: Eventually Greenwood was rebuilt, but it was never 

the same. 

2001. An Oklahoma commission report acknowledged that 

government agents both contributed to the violence and failed 

to punish the perpetrators. It also found that Blacks had ample 

reason to believe the accused teen would have been lynched. 

2007. Indictments against the alleged Black participants 

were dismissed. 

2008. Tulsa’s mayor, Kathy Taylor, apologized to the 

remaining survivors. 

2019. A state bill approved $1.5 million for the centennial of 

the massacre, less than the $1.8 million in damages filed in 1921 

(about $27 million in today’s dollars). 

2020. The US Senate failed to pass an anti-lynching bill. There 

are still no federal anti-lynching laws, despite 120 years of trying. 

—Lynn Bernstein
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t
he democratic party likes to think of itself as the party of labor, one 
that represents minimum-wage workers, the so-called white working class, 
unionized labor, and employees from vulnerable communities attempting 
to overcome structural hurdles. But the party has done little to stop one of 
the most persistent anti-labor forces in American society and politics: the 
current Supreme Court. The Roberts Court—this era of jurisprudence pre-

sided over by Chief Justice John Roberts—has been the most anti-labor court since the New 
Deal, and every term it gets a little bit worse. 

bad. But what makes it even worse is that it is un-
likely to stop with strawberry growers. The notion 
that property owners have a “right to exclude” 
that cannot be violated without compensation is 
pulled directly from old-school segregationists 
who argued that they could not be forced to serve 
customers of color at their lunch counters. By res-
urrecting that argument, rejected by the Supreme 
Court in 1964, Roberts has given shape, form, and 
breath to a beastly new legal logic. 

Harvard Law professor Niko Bowie tweeted 
a few examples of where this could lead: “Anti-
discrimination laws ‘take’ employers’ ‘right to 
exclude’ workers of color, pregnant workers, and 

LGBTQ+ workers…. Fair 
housing laws ‘take’ land-
lords’ ‘right to exclude’ rent-
ers of color, families, and 
renters with vouchers.… 
Endangered species laws 
‘take’ landowners’ ‘right to 
exclude’ conservationists.” 

This brings me back to 
the Democrats, who could 

intervene by, say, working to expand the Supreme 
Court but haven’t so far. If they won’t stand up 
for labor’s right to organize, will they bother to 
reject the argument that business owners can 
exclude people of color from their property, or 
LGBTQ+ workers from their office park? How 
many bipartisan commissions need to be erected 
before Democrats use their power to dilute the 
worst instincts of the conservatives on the court? 

Cedar Point shows that the court’s conserva-
tives are willing to step into a time machine to 
take away the rights of constituencies Democrats 
claim to care about. But I’m not even sure our 
elected officials noticed. N

This term saw a particularly devastating attack on labor rights 
in the case Cedar Point Nursery v. Hassid. Not only did Roberts and 
his conservative brethren and sister justices use the case to vitiate 
the ability of labor to organize workers; they did it by reviving an 
old argument made by segregationists. In the process, their ruling 
undermined a raft of regulations meant to prevent businesses from 
discriminating against workers or customers. It’s a five-alarm-fire 
bell for those concerned about the rights of people as opposed to 
corporations—or it would be, if only there was anybody to hear it.

Cedar Point was decided at the end of June. At issue was a Cali-
fornia regulation that required corporate farmers like Cedar Point 
(a 300-acre strawberry farm in Northern California) to allow union 
organizers onto their premises to talk to the laborers. The orga-
nizers’ access was limited to three times a day (early morning, late 
evening, and during the lunch break) so as not to interrupt the farm-
work, and to no more than 120 days a year. 

In a 6-3 ruling, Roberts, joined by the other 
justices appointed by Republican presidents, 
struck down the California regulation. The 
court ruled that the regulation was an exercise 
of the government’s power of eminent domain 
and amounted to a “taking” of private property 
by the government. Specifically, it argued that 
the regulation was a form of per se taking, or a 
government “seizure” of land instead of a mere 
regulatory restriction on land use. Roberts said that Cedar Point was 
thus entitled to compensation for the government’s violation of its 
property rights under the Fifth Amendment of the Constitution. 

Roberts’s ruling was unnecessarily extreme. Instead of the wrong-
but-narrow ruling he could have written, which would have framed 
the California regulation in less sweeping terms, he went for the 
jugular. He wrote that the “right to exclude” was “one of the most 
treasured” property rights and that property could not be “invaded” 
without compensation to the owner. What that means in practice is 
that even if the government wanted to compensate Cedar Point and 
all other factory farms, the cost to the taxpayers would be prohibi-
tive. The decision thus effectively nullifies the government’s ability 
to enable union organizers’ access to labor at its place of work. 

The effect of this decision on labor rights in California will be 

E D I T O R I A L / E L I E  M Y S T A L  F O R  T H E  N A T I O N
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organized a letter of February 19, 2020, signed by 27 
public health scientists, which affirmed the pandem-
ic’s natural origin. (In a February 6 e-mail, Daszak 
had coordinated with Baric to keep his name off 
the public letter, so as not to arouse a well-founded 
suspicion of a conflict of interest.) This gave Fauci a 
breathing space of several months, during which his 
reputation rose steadily.  

Early on, Fauci declared that masks were unnec-
essary. He later confessed that he had shaded the 
truth to avert a run on vital equipment. When he 
gradually revised upward the percentage of vaccinat-
ed Americans required for herd immunity, what was 
really changing was his estimate of how much truth 
we could take, and when.  

Further into his exchange with Paul, Fauci of-
fered some reassuring words: “Dr. Baric is not doing 
gain-of-function research, and if it is, it is according 
to the guidelines, and it is being conducted in North 
Carolina.” Well, is he or isn’t he? Because if he is 
doing that research, who would know better than 
Fauci? In this testimony, as in much of his conduct 
over the past two years, Dr. Fauci was speaking 
“nothing but the truth.” Yet he was mindful of what 
Jesuits used to call a reservation.  

A reservation, in this sense, is an unspoken qual-
ification. The speaker telegraphs a public meaning, 
confident it will be misunderstood. He holds in re-
serve a private meaning whose release might damage 
a higher cause (a cause known to the speaker and God, 
of which God approves). For God, in this context, we 
should read: “US government institutions of scientific 
research.” Yet American support of catastrophically 
hazardous experimentation was by no means the only 
pertinent fact withheld from American citizens.  

Several Wuhan lab researchers had been sudden-
ly hospitalized in November 2019 with an illness 
reported to be influenza. A comprehensive June 3 
Vanity Fair article by Katherine Eban—following 
trenchant investigative pieces arguing against the 
came-from-nature hypothesis by Nicholson Baker 
and Nicholas Wade—revealed that officials at the Bu-
reau of Arms Control, Verification and Compliance 
were advised not to look into the “Pandora’s box” of 
the Wuhan lab. After the outbreak, the Chinese gov-

ernment incidentally removed 
from the online record 22,000 
virus samples and sequences, 
to hamper any inquiry into 
the source of Covid-19. Fau-
ci hardly registered a demur at 
these irregularities.  

His advocacy of 
gain-of-function re-
search may have begun 

Fauci confirmed that impression when, in a June 9, 2021, interview 
with NBC’s Chuck Todd, he said, “A lot of what you’re seeing as attacks 
on me, quite frankly, are attacks on science.” The reason his critics resent 
him, Fauci added, is that, throughout the Covid siege, he has been a 
source of “inconvenient truths.” Just how inconvenient have his state-
ments been, and how truthful?  

Testifying before the Senate on May 11, Fauci was asked by Rand 
Paul: “Do you still support [National Institutes of Health] funding of 
the lab in Wuhan?” “Senator Paul,” replied Fauci, “with all due respect, 
you are entirely and completely incorrect.” Few in the audience would 
have known that Fauci’s NIAID did funnel money, through a grant to a 
North Carolina virologist, Dr. Ralph Baric, to support gain-of-function 
research on bat viruses at the Wuhan Institute of Virology.   

Gain-of-function research—which can make a disease more lethal or 
infectious—had been shut down by a US moratorium that lasted from 
2014 to 2017. The link to China was cut by a presidential order in April 
2020. So, Fauci’s testimony was not literally false: NIAID wasn’t still
supporting the bat virus research in the Wuhan lab; and the support had 
been at one remove. 

The avowed purpose of gain-of-function research is to combat a 
future pandemic that nature hasn’t yet found the ingenuity to launch. 
But the investment also has a potential military use—to sicken and 
kill enemies in large numbers. And criticism of this experimental 
subculture has come largely from scientists 
themselves. Richard Ebright, a professor of chem-
ical biology at Rutgers, said that the Fauci-Baric 
model—using gain-of-function techniques in an 
urban center, in a lab known for its failure to main-
tain the highest level of safety—was like “looking 
for a gas leak with a lighted match.”  

Fauci’s early and insistent claim that Covid-19 
came from nature was abetted by a friendly sub-
terfuge. Dr. Peter Daszak, an associate of Baric, 

No Offense
David Bromwich

d
r. anthony fauci has served as director of the 
National Institute of Allergy and Infectious Dis-
eases (NIAID) since 1984. His salient qualities 
would seem to be a genial concern for our well-
being and a fund of practical wisdom informed 

by expertise. Still, 37 years in a position of enormous power is 
probably too long not to nurture delusions of infallibility.   

Secret Science
Did Anthony Fauci tell the whole truth 
about gain-of-function research? 

“A lot of what 

you’re seeing 

as attacks on me,
quite frankly,”
said Fauci, “are 

attacks on science.” 5
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with his support for alleviation of the AIDS 
epidemic, but it got a considerable boost 
from his service as George W. Bush’s bio-
terror czar. He showed a keen interest in 
strengthening the human immune response 
to pathogens such as those that cause anthrax 
and plague. A few years into the Obama 
administration, one could still encounter 
Fauci—in a 2011 Washington Post op-ed, 
cosigned by Francis Collins, director of the 
NIH, and the virologist Gary Nabel—argu-
ing that the benefits of “engineered viruses” 
made it a “risk worth taking.” Nor did he let 
up under Trump. At an NIAID conference 
in 2018, Fauci celebrated the lifting of the 
“pause” on such research. With govern-

ment in “upstream” 
control of fund-
ing, guidance, and 
publications, what 
could go wrong?  

Many in the sci-
entific community 
now suggest that 
a lab-leak origin 
of Covid-19 is 
likelier than a nat-
ural one. The virus 
seems too perfect, 
it drills into human 

tissues so neatly, and no intervening ad-
aptations have been found in nature. An-
thony Fauci may be remembered, in the 
end, as a warning more than an exemplar: 
an adventurous bureaucrat in the field of 
scientific research who became a hero in 
his own eyes. The trouble begins when 
such a person asks for our implicit trust in 
return for his good intentions.  N

oning” turns out to be a white lie. Black demands for full citizenship and 
equality are being treated as entitlement, calls for white racial account-
ability redefined as white persecution, and anti-racism falsely construed as 
anti-whiteness. To reestablish unchallenged white dominance, a movement 
of white resistance, or anti-anti-racism, is working tirelessly to blot out 
what it sees as a problematic presence—purging Black folks from democ-
racy by stripping voting rights, erasing Black struggle from history by 
banning the teaching of slavery and its legacy, and prohibiting protest that 
threatens the white supremacist status quo. 

We can be shocked, but certainly not surprised. This nation has a long 
history of counterbalancing any move toward Black liberation with the 
insistence that Black existence is better wholly removed or more tightly 
controlled. In an 1814 missive addressing the prospect of African American 
emancipation, Thomas Jefferson advocated for Black expatriation to anoth-
er country, contending that without the yoke of slavery around their necks, 
African Americans were “pests in society.” Abraham Lincoln, even as he 
drafted the Emancipation Proclamation in 1862, told a delegation of Black 
leaders invited to the White House that “your race suffer very greatly…
by living among us, while ours suffer from your presence,” and placed the 
blame for “white men cutting one another’s throats” on Black folks request-
ing equality, claiming “but for your race among us there could not be war.” 
Lincoln suggested the solution was for Black people to “sacrifice something 
of your present comfort” by picking up stakes and relocating abroad, an idea 
the president would support until days before his assassination.

Many would assert that Jefferson and Lincoln were just white “men of their 
time,” but even as the times have changed, this pervasive white American at-
titude has not. The Republican Party has gone all-in on attacking critical race 
theory, labeling it a “dangerous ideology,” “anti-American,” and “a blatant 
attempt to change the foundational principles of our nation,” despite the fact 
that no GOP lawmaker seems to know what CRT is. Conservative legislatures 
are seeking to ban the teaching of structural racism in 22 states, though CRT 
itself is already not being taught outside of graduate and law schools. The 
party has taken a similar approach to the 1619 Project, introducing federal 

Anthony 

Fauci may be 

remembered 

as a warning 

more than an 
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w
ith inevitable regularity, racial injustice and vio-
lence lead to moments of national conflict when even 
white Americans can no longer ignore the issue. And 
just as inevitably, instead of addressing this country’s 
pervasive racism and anti-Blackness, white Americans 

locate the problem somewhere within Black people themselves. 
We’re in yet another of those moments, as last summer’s promised “racial reck-

To Be a Problem
The country’s promised “racial reckoning” is turning out to be 
another white lie.
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bills to defund the teaching of the curriculum to 
students in grades K-12. Under the guise of an-
ti-riot measures—and to push the idea that pro-
test for Black lives is inherently violent—over 70 
bills that criminalize protest have been proposed 
around the country, including multiple “hit and 
kill” laws that would effectively make it legal to 
run over protesters with a car. 

Some of this is cynical political calculation. 
Conservative propagandist Christopher Rufo 
admitted in March that his “goal is to have the 
public read something crazy in the newspaper 
and immediately think ‘critical race theory.’ We 
have decodified the term and will recodify it to annex the entire 
range of cultural constructions that are unpopular with Amer-
icans.” But that strategy works only because it is easy to stoke 
white fears of status loss in the face of even the most minor Black 
progress, an outlook that views Black appeals for equality as a 
kind of racial overreach. The more Black liberation movements 
are viewed by conservatives as potentially successful, the more 
vigorous the reactionary effort to shut them down, to demean 
them as a threat to the country and, more importantly, white 

feelings. (Note how many of the right-wingers 
opposing CRT claim it makes children feel bad.) 
It’s not us, it’s you, in other words. 

In 1961, as white parents raged against inte-
gration, James Baldwin addressed what motivat-
ed their anger: “They do not really know what 
it is they are afraid of, but they know they are 
afraid of something, and they are so frightened 
that they are nearly out of their minds.... We 
would never, never allow Negroes to starve, to 
grow bitter, and to die in ghettos all over the 
country if we were not driven by some nameless 
fear that has nothing to do with Negroes.”

And here we are again. I noted last September that white 
support for Black Lives Matter, which surged immediately af-
ter George Floyd’s murder, had already fallen precipitously less 
than two months later. A recent New York Times investigation 
finds that a year later, “Republicans and white people have ac-
tually become less supportive of Black Lives Matter than they 
were before the death of George Floyd—a trend that seems 
unlikely to reverse anytime soon.” In tandem with that drop-off 
in support, there’s been a rise in “tough on crime” sentiment, a 

reaction to the defund-the-police messaging 
that gained traction last summer. Never 
mind that crime is down overall and that the 
2020 increases in homicides occurred not 
only in cities that trimmed police funds—al-
ways by tiny amounts that fall far from actual 
defunding—but also in those that made no 
cuts to police budgets or poured yet more 
money into law enforcement.

Jennifer Chudy, an assistant professor of 
political science at Wellesley College who 
contributed to the Times study, expressed 
skepticism last year that white support for 
BLM would hold. Recently, noting that 
white support for Black civil rights cor-
relates with racial sympathy, Chudy said 
that “less than 20 percent [of white peo-
ple] feel sympathy towards…every flavor 
of Black suffering, from microaggression to 
physical altercations akin to what George 
Floyd faced.”

And thus, for an awful lot of white 
Americans, the complications of racism 
would be solved if Black people would stop 
complaining about it. If only we’d all just go 
along to get along, things would feel a lot 
better. Nearly 120 years ago, in The Souls of 
Black Folk, W.E.B. Du Bois addressed the 
query that is almost never overtly posed 
to Black folks but is always embedded in 
the national understanding of race: “How 
does it feel to be a problem?” It remains the 
wrong question. N

O P P A R T / P E T E R  K U P E R

Instead of 

dealing with 

racism, white 

Americans 

locate the 

issue within 

Black people 

themselves. 
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a 
little less than halfway through 
the 1997 film Gattaca, Irene (Uma 
Thurman) steals a strand of hair from 
the desk of a coworker she knows as 
Jerome (Ethan Hawke), and takes 

it to an all-night DNA testing booth, passing a 
woman who is having her lips swabbed just five 
minutes after kissing her date. A few seconds later, the tech-
nician gives Irene her answer: “Nine-point-three—quite a 
catch.” But 9.3 of what? How does her printout of amino 
acids translate to a scale of 1 to 10, a “genetic quotient” that 
leads the technician to think her boyfriend is a catch?

After nearly a quarter century, Gattaca has aged disturb-
ingly well. The New Zealand writer and director Andrew 
Niccol crafted a noir dystopian thriller of a society trapped 
by eugenic ideology and ubiquitous biometric surveillance. 
Those with poor GQ are deemed “in-valid” and condemned 
to a life of poverty, drudgery, and crime. But those with good 
GQ also measure themselves against impossible standards, 
believing that their DNA determines what they should be 
able to do, and they plunge into depression, suicidality, and 
self-sabotage when they’re unable to meet expectations. To-
day, as we charge into an age of biotechnology, the film feels 
especially prescient, providing a benchmark against which 
to compare our trajectory. Our capacity for both genetic 
manipulation and biometric assessment is advancing, but we 
have not improved our ability to hold conversations about 
genetics, disability, or even abstractions like the relationship 
between probability and outcomes. I worry that our Gattaca 
future is nigh. 

The hair fiber may have scored a 9.3 GQ, but it doesn’t 
come from Hawke’s character, whose real name is Vincent. 
Vincent is an in-valid, a child conceived in the back seat of a 
Buick and allowed to develop as nature sees fit. He’s got a 99 
percent chance of developing a heart condition, and his life 
expectancy is 30 years. He’s also brilliant and wants to be an 
astronaut, but he has no chance of passing the genetic screen-
ing for a space gig at the Gattaca Aerospace Corporation. So 
he engages in a criminal conspiracy with the real Jerome (Jude 
Law). Jerome was genetically engineered to near perfection, 
becoming a champion swimmer and a silver medalist in the 
Olympics before suffering a spinal injury in a car crash. (Later 
we find out that Jerome, unable to tolerate being second best, 
had stepped in front of the car. It’s the rare disability-suicide 

Parable   Sower
N I E L A  O R R

t
he events in octavia e. butler’s 
1993 novel Parable of the Sower pres-
age this moment of mass shootings, 
global warming, en masse migra-
tion from California, a pandemic 

that throws into relief rampant structural ineq-
uities, widespread drug abuse, and a presidential
candidate who campaigned on returning the country to a 
sense of so-called normalcy. (In the book’s sequel, 1998’s Par-
able of the Talents, one politician promises to “Make America 
Great Again.”) When the novel was published, it was set 31 
years in the future. The gap between the version of life Butler 
imagined and the one we’re living in is closing.

Parable of the Sower tells the story of activist Lauren Oya 
Olamina, who is 15 when the book begins and lives in an 
increasingly destabilized Southern California with her minis-
ter father, her stepmother, and her four brothers. Like other 
micro-communities in their Los Angeles County town, the 
Olaminas and a handful of other families live behind a wall to 
escape looting, murder, sexual assault, drug abuse, arson, and 
corporate slavery. Responding to her environment, Lauren has 
already started to develop Earthseed, the spiritual philosophy 
she creates based on the notion that “God is change.” She lives 
with a condition called hyperempathy, which causes her to be-
come ill when she vicariously experiences the suffering of others. 
It is perhaps this hyperempathy that makes Lauren so attuned 
to the impending doom around the corner (literally, for her and 
her compound). She seems to be the most worried person in her 
community and suggests that people refine their emergency pre-
paredness for a series of catastrophic events. She reads history 
books to fortify herself; in a conversation with a friend, Lauren 
underscores the significance of the Black Death in the 14th cen-
tury, saying, “It took a plague to make some of the people realize 
that things could change.” Eventually her suspicions come true, 
and Lauren leads a band of travelers to Northern California in 
search of freedom, paying jobs, and affordable water.

In a present-day America that’s reeling from the toll of the 
pandemic, the War on Drugs, the prison-industrial complex, 
reproductive oppression, and weakened labor unions and that 
is constantly threatened by white supremacy, the cowardice of 
career politicians, and the avarice of the wealthy, the lessons 
of Parable of the Sower have practical application. The 
principles of Martine and Bina Aspen Rothblatt’s 
Terasem Movement (founded in 2002), which focuses 

Gattaca
D A V I D  M .  P E R R Y

Which Is the More 
Prescient Dystopia?

of 
the
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on nanotechnology and cyber-consciousness, were inspired 
by the book’s Earthseed philosophy. adrienne maree brown’s 
2017 manual Emergent Strategy: Shaping Change, Changing 
Worlds was also influenced by Earthseed. Since last spring, 
Tananarive Due and Monica Coleman have hosted a series of 
webinars called “Octavia Tried to Tell Us: Parable for Today’s 
Pandemic,” in which Butler scholars explore the context and 
imaginative implications of the book’s predictions. In an Octo-
ber 2020 interview in The Believer, writer and housing attorney 
Rasheedah Phillips advised people interested in envisioning 
survival to start with Butler. “She is the person who prepared 
me, to the extent that I am prepared for this,” Phillips said.

Yet it is not only because of its pragmatism that Parable of 
the Sower should be considered the more prescient dystopia; 
it also ingeniously foresaw movements in today’s culture to 
recenter marginalized groups, including young Black girls 
and women; Indigenous communities, whose botanical and 
nutritional insights are crucial to the survival of Lauren and 
her band; and youth, of which the Earthseed collective is 
mainly composed. Lauren is a fictional forerunner to cou-
rageous young people like Darnella Frazier, X González, 
Greta Thunberg, and the late Erica Garner. 

Perhaps the biggest indication 
of Parable of the Sower’s foresight 
is its understanding that as pow-
erful as empathy is, it’s not enough 
(Namwali Serpell’s New York Re-
view of Books essay “The Banality 
of Empathy” is also useful in artic-
ulating this idea). When Lauren’s 
lover suggests that it might bene-
fit society if most people had her 
hyperempathy, Lauren calls the 
notion a “bad idea.” “You must know how disabling real pain 
can be,” she insists. Just as hyperempathy is not enough to save 
Lauren, it won’t be enough to save us. Empathy takes courage, 
compassion, and an interest in alterity, and many people in her 
world and ours lack those qualities. But art, at least, can prompt 
us to think critically. Like empathy, critical thinking requires 
compassion and a desire to move past pretense toward truth.

Here again, Parable of the Sower is telling. “Use your 
imagination,” Lauren tells a friend. “Any kind of survival 
information from encyclopedias, biographies, anything that 
helps you learn to live off the land and defend ourselves. Even 
some fiction might be useful.” And the novel has been. But 
as Lauren learns, reading is only the first step. Explaining 
her impetus to move beyond studying, Lauren tells someone 
from her old neighborhood, “I thought something would 
happen someday. I didn’t know how bad it would be or when 
it would come. But everything was getting worse: the climate, 
the economy, crime, drugs, you know.” Yeah, I do know—and 
all of that requires thoughtful action now.

Niela Orr is a deputy editor of The Believer and a fellow at the Black 
Mountain Institute.
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plot point that places the blame on society rather than on 
disability.) Jerome makes a deal to provide Vincent with hair, 
blood, urine, and skin samples in exchange for a portion of 
Vincent’s salary. The fraud works. Vincent becomes a naviga-
tor, but before he can launch into space, the mission director 
at Gattaca is murdered. A manhunt ensues, the cops find an 
eyelash from Vincent himself, and the movie rolls forward. 

It’s a pretty good plot. Vincent has a genetically engi-
neered younger brother, Anton, against whom the naturally 
conceived in-valid measures himself, a tension that plays out 
in adulthood. Vincent helps Irene realize that even if she’s not 
perfect according to the charts (she’s “valid,” but no 9.3), she 
can do more than she realizes. But it’s not the plot that’s made 
the story endure; rather, it’s the film’s vision of the world. 

The premises of Gattaca feel real not just because its 
characters espouse long-held eugenic principles in the de-
velopment of prenatal testing and genetic engineering tech-
nologies but because the movie pairs those ideologies with 
surveillance. It’s one thing to have an ableist viewpoint about 
the value of people, another to have the technology for ge-
netic engineering, and yet a third to build a society around 
the routine penetration of the body to extract blood, urine, 

and saliva and measure it against a 
universal database. 

The film isn’t perfect. Aside 
from the presence of a Black ge-
neticist and a few extras, its world is 
extremely white, and I don’t think 
that’s an accident. As we watch 
Vincent embark on his early career 
as a janitor, he provides narration 
about the times, saying, “I belong 
to a new underclass, no longer 

determined by social status or the color of your skin. No, we 
now have discrimination down to a science.” That’s nonsense. 
Ableism and eugenics intersect with racism, classism, and other 
forms of discrimination. Inventing new forms of discrimina-
tion does not erase the old ones. 

Still, a single film, like a single essay, doesn’t have to do 
everything. Make no mistake, our Gattaca future is coming; 
the technology can’t be held back. What we must do now is 
work to undermine the eugenicist ideologies that will lead 
those technologies to cause increasingly greater harm. And 
that’s where this movie comes in. When I talk to people about 
designing babies, I often get assurances that discrimination 
against kids like mine—my son has Down syndrome and is 
autistic—is bad, but where’s the problem in trying to create 
advantages, to alleviate burdens? Gattaca, however, makes 
the case that you cannot design your way to happiness and 
that trying to do so will build a world ever less free—even for 
those who achieve high marks in GQ, IQ, or whatever other 
rubric we use to mismeasure potential.

David M. Perry is a journalist and historian. He is a coauthor of The 
Bright Ages: A New History of Medieval Europe.
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Pride of 
Place

S N A P S H O T / S t e p h a n i e  K e i t h Henry Arango, aka Adrian, in Tompkins Square Park before the 27th 
annual Drag March in New York City on June 25. The 93-year-old 
dancer fled Cuba in 1956 and got a job at the storied Club 82, where 
he performed as the biblical temptress Salome for such stars as 
Elizabeth Taylor and Errol Flynn. He cheered on the Stonewall uprising 
in 1969 and marched in the first Pride parade a year later.

By the 
Numbers

121ºF
Temperature 
reached in the town 
of Lytton, British 
Columbia, on June 
29, the highest ever 
recorded in Canada

90%
Estimated percent-
age of Lytton de-
stroyed by wildfire 
on June 30 

99.8%
Percentage of the 
world that was 
cooler than Port-
land, Ore., on June 
27, when the city hit 
112°F, a record that 
lasted one day 

108ºF
Temperature in 
Seattle on June 28, 
an all-time high 

56%
Percentage of 
homes in Seattle 
without air condi-
tioning, the highest 
of any US city

59M
Number of peo-
ple affected by 
drought in the 
western US

45%
Percentage by 
which greenhouse 
gas emissions must 
be cut from 2010 
levels by 2030 to 
hold temperature 
rise to 1.5°C above 
preindustrial levels 

Kim Jong Un Drops 
Some Weight

So Kim Jong Un is looking rather svelte.

He’s lost at least four notches on his belt.

Has illness or a diet made him trim?

Have shortages of food reached even Kim?

Not yet. But if that threat becomes more credible,

He’ll find in time that missiles are inedible.

11



Caption Bold Leadin 

incilla borrovit, nobist 

ut od quam nobise 

ut volupta spelendrs 

isquias quo cume 

consequod moloried, 

odigendi blant fugia.

UTOPIAUTOPIA
Allows Us to Dream Together

News from nowhere: 

Holbein’s portrait of 

Sir Thomas More, 

currently on view at 

the Frick Collection, 

was commissioned 

in 1527.

12



 T H E N A T I O N 7 . 2 6 – 8 . 2 . 2 0 2 1

LE
FT

: T
H

E
 F

R
IC

K
 C

O
LL

E
C

TI
O

N
; T

O
P

 R
IG

H
T:

 C
C

 B
Y-

S
A

 2
.0

; B
O

TT
O

M
 R

IG
H

T:
 A

P

U topia and dystopia are twins, born at the same moment 
from the shared ancestry of social critique. Although remem-
bered as the first modern attempt to systematically imagine 
an ideal society, Thomas More’s Utopia (1516) began with 
a stark portrait of a Europe torn apart by war and crushing 
poverty, with the shocking prediction that if the enclosure of 

farmland continued, soon sheep would be eating people. This horrifying prospect 
made it urgent to look for an alternative, which More sketches out as an egalitarian, 
communal society of shared property.   

More’s utopian hopes were balanced by his dystopian fears, with a new sense of 
human agency in the making of history leading to possibilities both hopeful and 
dire. In the half-millennium since More wrote, countless others have trodden both 
paths, painting scenarios of either earthly paradises or human-created hells.  

The equipoise More achieved has been lost in our own era, in which our fan-
tasy life is overburdened with dystopian nightmares and the utopian impulse is 
only faintly heard. In his 1994 book The Seeds of Time, the literary theorist Fredric 
Jameson mournfully reflected that “it seems to be easier for us to imagine the thor-
oughgoing deterioration of the earth and of nature than the breakdown of late cap-

“Utopias can be used, 
have been used, as 
justifications for terrible 
wrongs. The last thing 
we really need is still 
more utopian visions.”

—Immanuel Wallerstein

italism; perhaps that is due to some 
weakness of our imagination.”  

Jameson saw this cramped, 
blighted imaginative inability to 
conceive of positive systemic change 
as one of the hallmarks of post-
modernism. The past few decades 
have proven him prophetic, as the 
dystopian imagination becomes 
ever more dominant in our culture. 
Frightening (and all too plausible) 
stories of climate catastrophe, pan-
demics, and rising authoritarianism 
thread their way through newscasts 

and popular fiction. Whether it’s Cormac McCarthy’s The Road, 
Margaret Atwood’s MaddAddam trilogy, Suzanne Collins’s The 
Hunger Games, or countless zombie movies, we have no shortage 
of ways of imagining the end of the world: nuclear war, rising 
oceans, biotech gone mad, totalitarian dictatorship. What’s lack-
ing is any positive road map for building a better world.

T he utopian impulse is controversial across the 
political spectrum. Margaret Thatcher brutal-
ly summed up the conservative ethos by saying, 
“There is no alternative.” If Thatcher was right, 
then utopian speculation is feckless and doomed 

to failure. And some on the left would agree. Karl Marx con-
sistently used “utopian socialism” as a term of abuse, referring 
to airy thinkers like Charles Fourier and Henri de Saint-Simon 
who drew up blueprints for ideal societies without considering, 
as Marx himself tried to do, the actual historical dynamics and 
conjuncture of forces that could realistically bring about change.  

Scientific socialism, 
Marx insisted, was supe-
rior to utopian socialism. 
In that same spirit, the 
radical international re-
lations scholar Immanuel 
Wallerstein, in his 1998 
book Utopistics, warned 
that “utopias are breeders 

of illusions and therefore, inevitably, of disillu-
sions. And utopias can be used, have been used, as 
justifications for terrible wrongs. The last thing 
we really need is still more utopian visions.”

A gainst both marx and waller-
stein, there’s a venerable tradi-
tion of radical thinkers who have 
tried to redeem the idea of utopia 
in Marxist terms by insisting that 

the hope of a better society keeps social agitation 
alive. Jameson is perhaps the greatest living exem-
plar of this tradition. In a 2004 essay in New Left 
Review, Jameson insisted, “It is difficult enough 
to imagine any radical political program today 
without the conception of systemic otherness, of 
an alternate society, which only the idea of utopia 
seems to keep alive, however feebly.”

A utopian imagination isn’t sufficient in and of 
itself to build a better world, but it’s an essential 
prerequisite. Oscar Wilde expressed it best in his 
essay “The Soul of Man Under Socialism” (1891) 
when he declared, “A map of the world that does 

A map of the world without Utopia tells 

us little about where we want to go—

and even less about where we are now. 

JEET HEER

Disputed territory:  

Though Karl Marx 

(bottom right) used 

“utopian” as a term of 

abuse, the literary the-

orist Fredric Jameson 

(top right) argues that 

the utopian imagi-

nation is essential to 

human liberation. 
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not include Utopia is not worth 
even glancing at, for it leaves out 
the one country at which Human-
ity is always landing. And when 
Humanity lands there, it looks 
out, and, seeing a better country, 
sets sail. Progress is the realisation 
of Utopias.”

History bears out Wilde’s con-
ceit. The genre of utopian fiction, 
born of frustration during periods 
of thwarted promise, is a uniquely 
sensitive barometer of historical 
change. People start writing uto-

pias when they feel discontented with the existing order—what 
Jameson identifies as the moment of stillness before the eruption 
of the revolutionary storm.  

Building on Jameson’s work, the historian Perry Anderson, 
also writing in New Left Review, argued: 

There is little doubt that this has indeed been a recur-
rent pattern. More’s own Utopia, in 1516, preceded the 
outbreak of the Reformation that convulsed Europe, 
and consumed More himself, by less than a year. The 
next cluster of significant utopias—Campanella’s City of 
the Sun (1623), Bacon’s New Atlantis (1627) and Robert 
Burton’s idiosyncratic digression in Anatomy of Melancholy
(1621–38)—appeared in the period before the outbreak 
of the English Civil War and the Neapolitan Uprising of 

What do we lose by giving up the utopian 
imagination? The political scientist Lyman 
Tower Sargent describes utopian thinking as 
“social dreaming.” Utopias teach us to dream 
collectively, to sharpen our imagination, to 
demand more, to ask if the injustices of the 
world really need to exist—or if we can figure 

out how to junk them.
One of Jameson’s 

crucial arguments is 
that utopias don’t offer 
simple blueprints to be 
executed but function 
rather as diagnostic 
tools for figuring out 
what is wrong with so-
ciety. Mutually exclusive 
utopian proposals can 

still serve the same end of exposing the insuf-
ficiency of existing society. Jameson’s preferred 
utopia of universal employment might seem at 
odds with Marcuse’s scheme for universal lei-
sure. But both proposals are meant to highlight 
the monstrosity of a system that ties survival to 
employment and maintains a reserve army of 
the jobless. 

The function of utopia, Jameson argued in 
his 2004 essay, “lies not in helping us to imagine 
a better future but rather in demonstrating our 
utter incapacity to imagine such a future—our 
imprisonment in a non-utopian present without 
historicity or futurity—so as to reveal the ideo-
logical closure of the system in which we are 
somehow trapped and confined.”

One of the most hopeful 
signs of the present moment is 
that for the first time since the 
1970s, the utopian imagination 
is reviving. Once-lonely voices 
like Robinson and Jameson are 
now being joined by a younger 
chorus calling for a universal 
basic income, a Green New 
Deal, open borders, a super 
TVA to modernize America’s 
infrastructure, and abolition 
of police and prisons, among 
other utopian schemes. Not all 
will pan out—nor do they need 
to. The utopian impulse exists 
to spark discomfort with the 
status quo and agitation. 

Where it ends no one can 
know, because all social prog-
ress is made from the bottom 
up, with people hammering 
out alternatives amid the con-
flicts of political life. But the 
energy to create those alter-
natives wouldn’t exist without 
utopian dreams.                      N

the 17th century. The greatest utopian reverie of the 18th century, Diderot’s 
Supplément au Voyage de Bougainville (1772), was written a generation before 
the French Revolution. In the 19th century, too, the remarkable set of utopian 
fictions in the last years of the century—Bellamy’s Looking Backward (1888), 
Morris’s reply in News from Nowhere (1890), Hertzka’s Freiland (also 1890), to 
which we might add, as a pendant from the Far 
East, Kang Youwei’s Great Consonance (1888–
1902)—precede the turbulences of 1905–11 
in Russia and China, the outbreak of the First 
World War, and the October Revolution. 

A further example is the utopian speculations of 
Frankfurt School Marxists like T.W. Adorno, Ernst 
Bloch, and Herbert Marcuse during the 1940s and 
’50s, works that were early premonitions of the 
upheavals of the ’60s. Periods of revolution them-
selves, Anderson added, are accompanied by an 
efflorescence of utopian writing. The ’60s and ’70s 
were no exception to this rule, witnessing the last 
great burst of the utopian tradition in the feminist 
and queer speculative writings of Shulamith Fire-
stone, Ursula K. Le Guin, Joanna Russ, Samuel 
R. Delany, and Marge Piercy. We are still living 
through some of what these writers imagined. 

Even after the utopian firestorm of the ’60s 
and ’70s died out, there were a few significant 
embers in the science fiction of Stanley Kim 
Robinson, who imagined an ecologically sustain-
able California in one of the greatest of modern 
utopias, Pacific Edge (1990). Not by accident, 
Robinson had done his doctoral thesis, on the 
fiction of Philip K. Dick, under Jameson. 

Early warning:

Before the Chinese 

or Russian revolu-

tions, Kang Youwei 

(top right) wrote The 

Great Consonance,

foreshadowing both. 

His Irish contemporary 

Oscar Wilde (bottom 

right) imagined “The 

Soul of Man Under 

Socialism.” 

“It is difficult enough to 

imagine any radical political 

program today without the 

conception…of an alternate 

society, which only the idea of 

utopia seems to keep alive.”
—Fredric Jameson
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T o the untrained eye, video games can 
look like violence pornography for frus-
trated youths. Most games revolve around 
killing and gunplay (“combat” in the par-
lance of the industry). You can slay mon-
sters, massacre aliens, or find a game that 

gives you a very big gun and very many cops to mow down if 
they stand in your way. The more cerebral “strategy” games re-
volve around concepts of war and battle. And even “kid-friend-
ly” hits like Minecraft still have modes that give the player lots of 
enemies to kill. To some, video games can look like a dystopian 
mirror that reflects all of the ills of our violent, decaying culture. 

To me, video games are an escapist utopian fantasy. That’s be-
cause they give me something I can’t get nearly enough of in real 
life: control. I get to choose which conflicts I engage in and how 
I resolve them. My choices are limited only by the rules of the 
game, not the inane vagaries of late-republic American life. Take 
a game like the oft-maligned Grand Theft Auto. Yes, the cops 
might hunt me in the game, which is not all that different 
from real life. But in the game, I have control over whether 
they get me. I can escape their attention simply by hiding 

player. The “game” essentially involves acting 
as a deity (a slightly creepy voyeuristic deity) 
who watches them live out their lives. 

When I first played the game (The Sims was 
succeeded by The Sims 2 in 2004, which was a 
megahit and the first version I played), I was 
really into the architectural design aspects of 
the game. I was all about environmental deter-
minism and basically tried to force my Sims to 
behave the way I wanted them to by imposing 
structural limitations on their living spaces. I 
was also, in real life, living in a series of cramped 
Manhattan apartments and working at a job I 
hated, and I didn’t think my Sim-self deserved 
to be any happier than I was. I reacted with glee 
when a Sim based on my best friend tried to 

or maybe by getting a quick new 
paint job on my car. And that is a 
comforting fantasy. In the real world, 
I cannot so easily change my color to 
avoid the ire of law enforcement. 

Still, as utopian control fantasies 
go, I’m not really into the shooters. After 
a long day of fighting Republicans in real life, 
I don’t always feel like fighting with hobgoblins in a game, 
even though the digital versions are at least bound by rules 
and artificial logic. So the game I keep coming back to, for 
well over a decade now, is the one that gives me ultimate 
control over every little detail of my virtual life: The Sims. 

The Sims came out in 2000 and is, at core, a digital doll-
house. You make people—Sims—and dress them up and 
then move them into houses and dress up the houses and 
then watch the Sims do very important things like go to 
work and cook dinner. The player can place hurdles for the 
Sims to overcome (often a deep pool with no ladder) or grant 
them favors (like a working toilet). They get married, have 
children, grow old, and die, all with a little prodding from the 

Elie’s World: Mystal’s 

Sims 4 avatar, up 

close and in his back-

yard. Technically, the 

avatar is the grandson 

of Mystal’s original 

character in the game.

GAMESGAMES
My Own Private Utopia

In my Sims universe, I am a helpful 

genie whose goal is to make 

everybody as happy as possible.

ELIE MYSTAL
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tend to his little Sim garden in the rain and was struck 
by lightning and died. (Sorry, bro.) That’s how my world 
was: cramped, wet, and punishing to those who dared to 
try. I appreciated the game’s accuracy. 

By the time the current version of the game, The Sims 4, 
came out in 2014, my circumstances were much different. 
I had one kid, another on the way, a job I was actually good 
at, and a house outside the city. Oh, life was still nasty, 
brutish, and not nearly short enough. But I wanted to think 
that the world could be a better place than it demonstrably 
was. And so I started construction on my Sims utopia. 

The organizing principle of my world is that everyone 
must be as happy as possible. My new architectural de-
signs are big, airy, and green. I’m no longer an angry god, 
but a helpful genie. The game gives your Sims certain 
desires based on their personalities, and I try to be a wish-
fulfillment machine. No more getting struck by lightning 
for trying to garden. In fact, I’ve turned the rain off com-
pletely. (I kept the snow because the Sim kids like it.) 

I also tightly curate my community. I picked a neigh-
borhood and moved all the prepackaged Sims out. I 
moved my Sim family and Sim friends in. I have to 
be around Sims that I want to be happy, after all. No 
Republicans are allowed in my game. I’ve even deleted 
the files of prepackaged Sims that give me any kind 
of Republican vibe. (There’s a family called the Land-
graabs, and I put them right in the dustbin.) 

The friends I do put in the game are people I really 
like in real life, people I’m happy to be reminded of as 
my Sim-self jogs through town. During Covid-19, The 
Sims is as close as I’ve gotten to “getting the band back 
together.” I even made us a bar. I’d blow my entire en-
tertainment budget for a year if the game got a Rock Band
expansion so we could all play music together.

Which isn’t to say there’s no drama. Utopia would be 
boring if there were no opportunity for conflict. I know 
that because I have one version of the game where aging 
is turned off, nobody gets old, and nobody ever dies. 
What I realized was that version of my town was boring. 
Immortality meant that nothing ever mattered. There 
was no thrill from getting a promotion or learning a new 
skill, because everybody had time to do everything any-
way. Turns out, living forever is the death of fun. 

In my current game, people grow old and die. I’m ac-
tually on the fourth generation of my “family.” My world 
is much browner and, well, gayer than what I started 
with. That’s just what happens when you let Sims flirt 
with whomever they want and marry people who share 
their interests. But I do occasionally have to add a family 
I don’t personally know just to decrease the chances of in-
breeding: So, the Obamas are in my game. Sasha grew up 
and married my grandson. I’m buried in their backyard. 

Frankly, I couldn’t write a better utopian postscript 
for myself: a founding member of a brown, gay, rainless 
world that banished Republicans who is buried under the 
kiddie swing of his progeny. 

It’s a little bit counterintuitive and sneakily authori-
tarian, but having enough control over the system so that 
people can be allowed to do whatever makes them happy 
is my biggest utopian kink. Sometimes, I just need the 
terrible world to leave me alone with my dolls. N

disabdisab
Cripping 

Society can benefit from conjuring 

worlds that model diversity 

and inclusion.

s.e. SMITH

Blind spot: Geordi 
La Forge is one of 
Star Trek’s few 
disabled characters.
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cowardly souls, of all that is mean and ugly and bestial.” 
He also noted that people with impairments and mental 
illnesses should be killed or not permitted to “propa-
gate.” Many feminists of the era were also proponents: 
Charlotte Perkins Gilman’s Herland (1915) envisioned a 
harmonious society without men, where eugenics could 
hone the women of Herland to perfection. 

In the late 19th and early 20th centuries, utopi-
an fiction advertised the idea that it was possible to 
mold better people through the judicious application of 
breeding, sterilization, and euthanasia. Popularized by 
texts like Wells’s The Time Machine (1895), which imag-
ined humans evolving into a twisted and vile race called 
the Morlocks, eugenics took hold in England and the 
United States. But the ideas didn’t stay there. American 
works on eugenics influenced the Nazis, who deployed 
utopian thinking with tragic consequences. 

U topian erasure of disability takes many 
forms beyond crude eugenics. In Star Trek: 
The Next Generation, Starfleet officer Geor-
di La Forge is blind—but his VISOR (an 
acronym for Visual Instrument and Sensory 

Organ Replacement) and later ocular implants negate 
his disability. He, in fact, has better vision than his sight-
ed colleagues. Even then, La Forge is one of the few 
disabled characters in the franchise, a reminder that in 
this longed-for future, disability is no longer a problem, 
whether genetic, the result of an accident, or the cost of 
war. That’s seen to striking effect with Captain Chris-
topher Pike, who first appears in the Star Trek universe 
as a wheelchair user but, in a forthcoming spin-off that 
begins before he is injured, is able-bodied. Star Trek 
has had diverse casts, but it has largely failed to include 
disability within that diversity.

Science fiction also raises the prospect of using tech-
nologies like CRISPR to edit the human genome and 

thereby eliminate genetic disabilities. The 
dystopian film Gattaca (1997)—whose name 
is derived from the four nucleotide bases 
of DNA: guanine, adenine, thymine, and 
cytosine—illustrates the dangers of human-
ity’s hunger for genetic engineering. The 
film is set in a society with widespread 
prenatal gene editing, but Vincent Freeman 
(Ethan Hawke) was conceived naturally 
and faces discrimination. As an “in-valid,” 
he chases his dream of going to the stars. 
Gattaca asks the viewer to consider the costs 
of a eugenic utopia, challenging rhetoric 
about the promise of genetic modification 
by taking it to a logical extreme.

The world of Gattaca isn’t necessarily 
far off. Some advocates fear genetic testing and editing 
may make Down syndrome, dwarfism, autism (which 
hasn’t been decisively linked to any specific genes), and 
numerous other impairments and identities things of the 
past. In a sense, the goal of some nondisabled-led disabil-
ity organizations is ostensibly utopian: building a better 
world by eradicating disability. For example, Autism 
Speaks, an organization that purports to represent the 

I magining better worlds can help us improve 
our own, but literary and cinematic utopias often 
exclude those who don’t fit into what are usually 
racially and culturally homogeneous societies. 
And whether it’s 1516 or 2016, utopian thinkers 

are especially prone to leaving out one group whose ex-
periences and insights should enrich our dreams of the 
future: the disability community.

For centuries, utopias have presented disability as a 
personal shortcoming to be remedied, not as an identity 
to be supported and celebrated. A disability in a utopia is 
socially undesirable—a cause of suffering that does not 
belong in a place where wholeness of body and spirit is 
prized. The disability community, however, has a very dif-
ferent view of itself. And understanding what a more in-
clusive utopia entails shouldn’t just inform attitudes about 
what constitutes an ideal society; it should shape the way 
communities approach disability in the real world. 

The exclusion of disability from utopias reflects 
long-standing social attitudes. Throughout much of 
Western history, disabled people were sequestered, ei-
ther in institutions or at home. Disability wasn’t a topic 
of discussion in polite society, except in the context of 
charitable activities. When characters with a disability 
or an illness do appear in utopian worlds, as in Thomas 
More’s Utopia (1516), they serve as plot 
devices that help develop the nondisabled 
characters around them. More’s denizens 
find pleasure and fulfillment in caring for the 
sick, of whom we learn nothing. Rarely, as in 
a text like Sarah Scott’s A Description of Mil-
lenium Hall and the Country Adjacent (1762), 
the authors deal directly with disability and 
its policy implications. Scott proposes that 
disabled people should be treated with dig-
nity and respect, not exploited and housed in 
workhouses, a sentiment that is unfortunate-
ly still radical. 

The mere nonexistence of disabled people 
wasn’t enough for writers like H.G. Wells and 
Edward Bellamy; for them, that absence was 
a desirable consequence of eugenics, a movement they 
enthusiastically supported. Bellamy’s Looking Backward 
(1888) positioned crime as an illness, at one point stating 
that “all cases of atavism are treated in the hospitals,” 
reflecting the belief that genetics determined criminality. 
Wells revisited eugenic and utopian themes over and over 
in his work, writing in 1901 that society should “check the 
procreation of base and servile types, of fear-driven and 

bilitybility
Utopia to Save It

The visible man: H.G. Wells 

popularized eugenics in his 

utopian-themed science 

fiction books.

s.e. smith is a 
journalist based in 
Northern Califor-
nia who focuses on 
disability, culture, 
gender issues, and 
rural America.
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interests of the autistic communi-
ty, still foregrounds “solutions” for 
autism, despite the fact that most 
autistic people are not interested in 
being cured and view their autism 
as a sociocultural identity and expe-
rience, not a disease. The vision of 
groups like Autism Speaks is argu-
ably dystopic, imagining a world 
where a swath of humanity has been 
eliminated for its own good—an 
argument that we’ve seen play out 
before. In 1927, Supreme Court 

Justice Oliver Wendell Holmes Jr. concluded that the state has 
a compelling interest in forcibly sterilizing disabled people, in-
famously writing in Buck v. Bell that “three generations of idiots 
are enough.” Devaluing disabled lives did not stop there. During 
the coronavirus pandemic, care rationing of ventilators and some 
kinds of treatment targeted disabled people—some of whom, like 
Sarah McSweeney in Oregon, died because of it. Additionally, 
euthanasia continues to be pushed on the disability community 
by some proponents of “right to die” legislation who imply that 
disability alone is grounds for physician-assisted suicide. 

T o conceptualize what disability in utopia 
might look like, it’s critical to understand dis-
ability as an identity rather than an adverse life 
experience, as the noted science fiction author and 
visionary MacArthur Fellowship recipient Octavia 

Butler did with hyper-empathy syndrome in Parable of the Sower
(1993). Sower is the first in a two-book series that presciently 

Black spaces than white ones or needing more 
support in environments that remind her of 
her traumatic experience. It is a fundamental 
element of “cripspace”: spaces curated by and 
for the disability community, with the needs of 
disabled visitors emphasized. 

A utopian cripspace captivated viewers 
of Nicole Newnham and James LeBrecht’s 
Oscar-nominated Crip Camp (Netflix, 2020), 
which provided a lively, intimate, and disability-
centric glimpse into the independent-living 
movement. The film revolves around Camp 
Jened, a summer camp for disabled youth 
where disability is embraced, welcomed, and 
honored rather than simply being accommo-
dated, a revolutionary experience for people 
who may have spent their whole lives feeling 
shut out. Such spaces can be intimidating for 
nondisabled people, who are not accustomed to 
being in environments that do not cater to their 
needs and expectations, let alone those that 
celebrate disability instead of hiding from it. 
This is a striking reversal of the usual narrative, 
and thus, in its own way, is a utopia for disabled 
people who want to be the heroes of their own 
narratives, not plot devices in others’.

A cripspace is an environment that pushes 
back on cultural attitudes about disability; it is 
a room where disability is at the center of the 
conversation, one where all participants strive 
to make sure everyone is included. That may 
involve making way for a wheelchair or en-
suring that someone can see the sign language 
interpreter, but it also includes honoring differ-
ing lived experiences of disability and holding 
space for one another. Cripspaces do not just 

respect disability identity. 
Race, gender, sexuality, class, 
parenting status, adoptee ex-
perience, and more are con-
sidered in a cripspace, and 
their interactions with dis-
ability are acknowledged. 

The cripspace engages 
with difference in a way that 
can and should inform uto-
pias, which typically function 
by eliminating difference. 
The consequences of things 
like “colorblind” ideology are 
both painful and obvious in 
the present moment but are 

ignored in visions of the future. The cripspace 
knows what society struggles to understand: 
Pretending that differences do not exist does 
not eliminate them; it just shuts people out.  

In a culture where disability is unwelcome, 
its presence in utopia may be unsettling to some, 
but society can benefit from conjuring worlds 
that model diversity and inclusion, where differ-
ences are celebrated rather than flattened.      N

takes on climate change and economic inequality, featuring a young woman, Lau-
ren, who feels the emotions of those around her, such as pain or fear. She escapes 
into the world of her mind, developing the beginnings of a religion, Earthseed. 
While her disability is only one element of Lauren’s intense experiences, it’s an 
important part of who she is and how she relates to the world. 

Disabled people can and do lead fulfilling, rewarding lives—
sometimes because of the disability, not in spite of it. Their experi-
ences are diverse: Not all disabled people feel the same way—many 
do want to be cured or do not view disability as something to 
celebrate. It’s a big community: About 26 percent of Americans 
live with an impairment that affects the way they interact with the 
world, and with long Covid and PTSD originating in traumatic 
climate events, those ranks are swelling.

Disability culture is lively, complex, and integral to society. But 
even talented writers and filmmakers struggle to envision how 
disability might manifest itself in a utopian society. Utopia, they 
reason, should have ramps and elevators, way-finding tools for blind 
and low-vision people, and interpreters for the Deaf community. 
This future is much like the present, but with broader doorways. It 
is the kind of policy-centric utopia seen in Adolf Ratzka’s 1998 short 
story “Crip Utopia,” which depicts a world in which everything is 
accessible and no one needs to fight for elevators or file repeated insurance appeals.

Focusing on accommodations, however, leaves out more visionary possibilities. 
In addition to physical access, one might consider emotional access, or what Mia 
Mingus terms “access intimacy,” which she defines as “that elusive, hard to describe 
feeling when someone else ‘gets’ your access needs.” It is a much deeper approach 
than merely adding ramps. It recognizes access as a complicated, evolving need 
that may interact with other aspects of someone’s identity and experience; for ex-
ample, a Black woman who develops PTSD after witnessing police violence may 
experience triggers in ways that vary depending on where she is, feeling safer in 

To conceptualize what 
disability in utopia might 
look like, it’s critical to 
understand disability as 
an identity rather than an 
adverse life experience.

“Are you fit?”: A 

movie poster for the 

1934 film Tomorrow’s 

Children, which criti-

cized the legal eugenic 

practices of the era.
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From the pavement, a man with a British accent 
leads the group through a prayer. “We stand 
here confessing…repenting for our aggression, 
repenting for our pride…for thinking we are 
better, that we are above.”

The captions tell you that the Black people 
are “protesters” and the white people are white 
people, and that this is happening in Cary, N.C., 
which doesn’t mean much to the vast majority of 
the audience watching this minute-long clip on 
their phones. The protests are national, which 
means this scene could happen anywhere, and 
what it shows reflects not on specific cities or 
people but rather on “the movement” as a whole. 
By the time it becomes clear these are church 
people and this ritual is a religious tradition and 
not some inevitable metastasizing of identity 
politics, wokeness, or critical race theory, the 
clip has already projected a vision of the future 

A t first glance, there does seem to be 
something a bit out of touch, even men-
acing, about the scene. A small gath-
ering of white people kneel before a 
Black man and woman seated on a park 

bench. Some of the white people appear to be washing the 
man’s and woman’s feet. A white woman in a red shirt strolls 
around with a megaphone intoning, “Repent on behalf of, 
uh, Caucasian people.” She then pulls over three people 
in what appear to be first-responder and police uniforms, 
who take a knee in what looks like an act of deep penitence. 

CULTSCULTS
The Negative Image

In our flattened historical 

imagination, pictures 

of atrocity and those of 

progress can coincide in 

unsettling ways.

Jay Caspian Kang 
is a writer at large 
for The New 
York Times 
Magazine and 
the author of the 
upcoming book 
The Loneliest 
Americans.

In our flattened historical imagination, 

pictures of atrocity and those of progress 

can coincide in unsettling ways.

JAY CASPIAN KANG

Family portrait: Jim 

Jones, founder of the 

Peoples Temple, with 

his wife, Marceline, 

their adopted children, 

his sister-in-law, and 

her three children, 

California, 1976.
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filled with bizarre rites, inversions of 
the social order, and a multicultural 
coalition of weird people acting out 
an expression of white guilt.

The obvious points of com-
parison here are the icons of the 
burned-out radical ’70s, whether 
the Symbionese Liberation Army, 
the Weather Underground, or, 
most dramatically, Jonestown. In 
these viral fantasies, the foot wash-

ers of Cary become the congregation of Jim Jones’s Peoples 
Temple. The water is always Kool-Aid, even when the meta-
phor doesn’t quite fit.

H istory on the internet gets deliberated in two 
ways: Someone is always telling you that nothing 
like this has ever happened before, while someone 
else says that actually, this thing happens all the 
time. (Right now, I can hear people protesting, 

“But that’s how history has always worked.”) There’s no reason 
to litigate whether this compulsion is a good thing or a bad 
thing—for better or worse, it’s where we are—but we can, at the 
very least, trace the paths these types of argument take. Whether 
it was a bizarre ritual or a perhaps clumsy and too earnestly stated 
commitment to anti-racism, this event has certain symmetries 
with other things that happened in the past.

Those who say “This is how it’s always been” are right about 
one thing: The visual history of dissent in America has always 
been carefully edited. From a young age, we are indoctrinated 
through images that separate the good—the Boston Tea Par-

does not sync up with the edited reel of saints: 
Gandhi in rags, King at the March on Washing-
ton, John Lewis taking his first steps across the 
Edmund Pettus Bridge.

J ust months before they set off for 
the jungles of Guyana, Jim Jones 
and the congregation of the Peoples 
Temple stood in front of the Interna-
tional Hotel in San Francisco, a single-

resident-occupancy building in what was then 
called Manilatown. Stripped of context, the im-
ages from that night could serve as a type of 
nostalgia porn for the radical ’70s. The fight to 
save the hotel and its population of mostly im-
poverished, elderly Filipino men had been taken 
up by a coalition of Asian American, gay, and 
student activists. The Peoples Temple, whose 
congregation was mostly Black, provided foot 
soldiers for a prolonged confrontation. When 
the police finally arrived to evict the tenants, 
they were met by a multiracial, working-class 
coalition who put their bodies on the line to save 
housing for the indigent.

Everyone knows the plot twist at Jonestown. 
The set-up is assumed: A charismatic leader 
entices nearly a thousand impressionable young 
people to follow him into the jungle. The center 
does not hold. Nine hundred bodies are laid out 
for the obligatory helicopter shot. All the other 
gaps are filled in with the assumption that all the 

things Jones preached, wheth-
er apocalyptic gospel, commu-
nism, or equality among the 
races, will go bad when taken 
to extremes. This may well be 
the correct way to think about 
Jones, a mass murderer who led 
a mostly Black congregation to 
its death, including members of 
his own “rainbow family.”

“Jonestown fulfilled the most 
dire warnings of its opponents,” 
write John R. Hall, Philip D. 
Schuyler, and Sylvaine Trinh in 
their book Apocalypse Observed. 
“After the murders and mass 
suicide, Peoples Temple became 
the quintessence of the ‘cult,’ 
stereotypically portrayed as an 
organization that drains both 
property and free will from its 
members and ‘brainwashes’ 

them into a ‘group mind.’” There are certainly 
cults that do these things, but Hall and his co-
authors’ scholarship makes an important dis-
tinction between Jones, the con-man preacher, 
megalomaniac, and murderer, and his congrega-
tion. The latter “sought to participate in an in-
tegrated community that transcended persistent 
racism in the United States. In a society where 

ty, Martin Luther King Jr. at the March on Washington, 
Gandhi sitting cross-legged in the dust—from the bad. 
These categories are under a slow but constant negotiation. 
In my lifetime, Muhammad Ali and Harvey Milk went from 
being lightning rods for controversy to achieving a type of 
American sainthood. Their iconography comes in the form 
of stirring photographs and video clips that gesture toward 
the ideals we say we hold.

These saints serve a dual, seemingly contradictory func-
tion: They personalize political action by showing that you, 
too, can change the world, but they also build boundaries 
around the political imagination. In my high school history 
class, we learned that Harriet Tubman was good and John 
Brown was bad. No explanation was provided, nor was it 
necessary. Tubman always looked serene and determined; 
Brown, wild-haired and seditious. We might not have been 
able to articulate the difference, but we were taught to know 
it when we saw it. All of this, of course, predates the Internet.

Nowadays, those litigations seem to take place in real time 
without any coherence or narrative. Every day, we see some 
image or footage that convinces us that we have entered a new 
era, which then triggers demands to see the unedited version, 
which in turn reveals some truth to someone else. This is not a new phenomenon, but 
the speed of associations and the manic need to separate good dissent from bad dissent 
has paradoxically inspired mass acts of forgetting. When everything is just like some 
other historical thing, nothing is remembered for what it actually was.

Two abstractions battle it out: the world the protesters want, and the equally utopi-
an, thoroughly scrubbed history in which every “good” revolution took place without 
a drop of blood shed or an inelegant phrase uttered. For the latter, history does not 
provide context or clarity. Instead, it works as a polemic that obscures anything that 

The visual history of 
dissent in America 
has always been 
carefully edited.

Preaching his 

gospel: Jim Jones 

speaks at a rally in 

San Francisco, 

April 1976.
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the practice of religion is 
largely segregated from 
everyday socioeconomic 
organization and prac-
tice, the group infused 
its members’ working 
lives and social relation-
ships with new ‘religious’ 
meaning.”

Religious lessons 
about loving one’s 
neighbors and caring 
for the less fortunate, 
in other words, had 
been tangibly expressed 
by the Peoples Tem-
ple. Something similar 
could be said about the 
church’s ideas of social-
ist liberation: Well before Jones ever stood in 
front of a congregation, the left had sought 
what, in modern terms, would be called a 
“multiracial, working-class movement” built 
on solidarity and shared struggle. What that 
actually might look like has been clouded by 
history, in no small part by efforts to cast any 
type of communal living or emancipatory ac-
tion as yet another Jonestown. I am not trying 
to make excuses for Jim Jones here or even to 
entirely separate the flock from its doomsday 
apostle—Jones did not act alone in Jonestown, 
and the killing of children, in particular, had to 
be carried out by loyal followers. Nor do I wish 
to argue that Jonestown’s role as a cautionary 
tale comes entirely from some unfair twisting 
of its intentions—918 dead are 918 dead.

But I first encountered the photos from the 
International Hotel a couple of years ago, while 
doing research for my upcoming book. While I 
recoiled at the sight of Jones with his dark sun-
glasses and bouffy hair, these were exactly the 
types of pictures that work well in the turbine 
of online historical associations: See? There 
have been examples of multiracial, working-class 
solidarity. The association with Jones, of course, 
made them unusable, but I wondered why there 
were so few obvious replacements.

The images of good dissent are frequently 
segregated: Good oppressed people make a good 
peaceful protest, and good white people make 
some good difficult decisions. After a hard night 
of deliberation, Lincoln frees the slaves. The 
utopian visions that fall under the most scrutiny 
are always the ones where people from different 
backgrounds rise up together in the name of a 
radical reimagining of the world. The paradox 
is that while the scrubbed-history utopians call 
for “unity” or “togetherness,” they also quietly 
disqualify every example of solidarity, whether 
Harper’s Ferry, the Rainbow Coalition, or the 
foot washers of Cary.

Would we see a 
resurgence of the 
type of radicalism 
that defined the late 
’60s and early ’70s, with 
a body count to match?

L ast summer, as i watched the police tear-gas 
thousands of protesters, I wondered what might 
happen to all the people who had confronted 
cops in riot gear. There is nothing quite as 
radicalizing as getting tear-gassed by the police. 

Most, I imagined, would go home, post heartfelt missives 
on social media, and return to their lives. But some, I 
knew, would have their lives changed forever. Would we 
see a resurgence of the type of radicalism that defined the 
late ’60s and early ’70s, with a body count to match?

Just before the first anniversary of George Floyd’s 
murder, videos, photos, and tweets began to issue from a 
group calling itself Black Hammer, which claimed to have 
“liberated” a nonarable 200 acres of land in the mountains 
of Colorado. They spoke in the dense, comical jargon of 
academic anti-colonialism, posted video missives in clown 
makeup, denounced Anne Frank as “amerikan propa-
ganda,” and called for burning copies of her diary. They 
seemed so perfectly engineered to evoke Jonestown that 

I wondered, half-seriously, if they might be a deep state operation to freak out the 
squares and elicit comparisons to the Peoples Temple, which, needless to say, soon 
followed. Over the next few days, I looked through everything Black Hammer had 
posted online. While there wasn’t much to like or even understand, I could sense the 
desperation of young people who had no meaningful pathway into politics. If things 
go bad for them—and it seems likely they will—Black Hammer will slide into the 
litany that includes Jonestown, the Branch Davidians, and Heaven’s Gate. Little will 
be said about the conditions that created them, and even less will be written about 
those who felt the same sense of urgency, imagined something that did not turn the 
gears of history, and found some separate peace.

We are already in an era of manifestos, separatist cults, and 
acts of mass violence. But the vast majority of these come from 
the far right. The historical-comparison machine has coded the 
participants as “fascists” or “white supremacists,” which they 
may well be. But for those who lament that the center, once 
again, has lost its hold, the history of dissent teaches only one 
lesson: Stay in your lane or watch the bodies pile up. Given the 
accumulating crises of the past five years, it might seem reason-
able, or at least excusable, to reduce everything to a warning.

Today, history itself has become a front in the culture war. 
Several state legislatures have passed vaguely written laws that 
effectively ban the teaching of this country’s racist past. Videos 
of concerned parents screaming at school boards about critical 
race theory go viral every day. These efforts should be called 
what they are: an attempt to turn 
the narrative of last summer from 
an organic uprising of millions of 
Americans from all racial and class 
backgrounds into a conspiracy run 
by intellectuals, Marxists, and the 
progressive elite. It’s incumbent on 
anyone who cares about emancipa-
tory politics to resist these laws and 
the chaos they will unleash, but if we 
are ever to get out of these endless 
culture wars, we must also rethink 
the space these linear histories take 
up and ensure that we’re not just re-
placing one fully determinative, alluringly symmetrical narrative 
with another. We must stop thinking that the problems of the 
present can only be understood by finding corollaries in the past. 
Not everything is Jonestown, including Jonestown. N

Ceremony: Police 

officers kneel along-

side religious leaders 

at a prayer walk in 

Cary, N.C., to honor 

George Floyd.
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The City
All That’s Utopian Melts Into Asphalt

The City
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Utopia Parkway is both a dream 

and a place, a promise and a farce, 

stretching through time and space.

M O L LY  C R A B A P P L E

U topia parkway. it’s a name that 
sounds like an oxymoron, so im-
possible, so perfect it shouldn’t 
exist. Yet it does, a 5.1-mile 
gash—four lanes of asphalt, 

sometimes two—running through New York 
City’s largest borough, Queens. 

The roadway begins, if a line can be said to 
begin, in Beechhurst in the north. From there 
it runs past the Long Island Expressway, down 
through Clearview, Flushing, and Hillcrest to 
Jamaica Estates in the south, where it fragments 
just before reaching the behemoth of Grand 
Central Parkway. This intersection is one of the 
most dangerous in the city, a place where bodies, 
bikes, and sometimes lives meet the harsh reality 
of the pavement. For much of this route, the 
road is banal, an endless procession of squat brick 
houses broken up by the occasional gas station or 
bagel shop. But as it approaches its southern end, 
it narrows and shifts, becoming something else 
entirely: a quaint, tree-lined street that deposits 
its travelers in a place that may or may not exist. 
The maps call it Utopia, but the residents call it 
Fresh Meadows, which is its own kind of irony.

Most New Yorkers probably haven’t been 
to Utopia Parkway, haven’t traveled its stingy 
curves, but they may have heard of it in passing, 
from local traffic reports or perhaps from a line 
of poetry or song. With a name like Utopia Park-
way, the bards were bound to discover it, mining 
it for meaning. Lawrence Joseph turned it into a 
poem, as did Julio Marzán. Charles Mee turned 
it into a play. In the 1990s, the indie rock band 
Fountains of Wayne spun it into both an album 
and a song. When the lead singer croons, “I’m 
on my way / Down Utopia Parkway,” he means 
that he is on his way to somewhere bigger, some-
where exciting—somewhere else, anywhere else. 
It sounds almost like an anthem—or a dare. Or 
maybe it’s a promise, bound to be broken. 

U topia parkway—both the idea 
and the place—is a deeply New 
York phenomenon: high and low, 
longing and stasis, bravado and ba-
nality, all pulling in the same direc-

tion. While it’s certainly possible it could exist 
somewhere else, it’s also unlikely. 

To understand why, it’s necessary to go back 
in time to another moment of mass movement 
and flux, when utopian dreams seemed to be 
everywhere: in illicitly printed pamphlets, in the 

Utopia Parkway—both 
the idea and the place—
is a deeply New York 
phenomenon: high and 
low, longing and stasis, 
bravado and banality. 

underground safe houses of banned Russian revolutionary movements, and carried 
on the waves by a new mass of immigrants heading to New York City. 

It was the late 19th century. After the assassination of Czar Alexander II in 
1881 and the wave of pogroms that followed, Jewish immigrants began to pour 
into the United States. By 1902, there were 585,000 in New York, making up over  
17 percent of the city, most of them Eastern Europeans packed into the Lower 
East Side, where they sweated in the garment trades and began the now familiar 
story of economic ascent. But thousands of them had grander ambitions. Witness 
to political repression and racist mob violence, inspired by forbidden thinkers like 
Marx, Kropotkin, and the Russian radical Nikolay Chernyshevsky, these socialists 
and anarchists still nourished the dangerous dreams that sent them across the ocean. 

In America, they found a degree of political freedom unthinkable in Russia, as well 
as a legal order that did not target Jews for specific persecution. Relatively free and so-
cially unmoored, these radicals launched a dizzying range of experiments in collective 
living. They tried to stake their claims to utopia in a world they still thought of as new. 

First, there was the Am Olam movement, in which hundreds of young idealists 
attempted to build agricultural communes in the spirit of the utopian socialist Charles 
Fourier. Their lack of farming experience didn’t matter—the earth itself would teach 
them, they thought—and so they bought acres of Arkansas forest and Louisiana swamp-
land, sight unseen. Dozens died. Within a few years, most of the communes went bust.

One Am Olam member had better luck. The 22-year-old Abraham Cahan fled 
Odessa after members of his revolutionary sect shot the czar, but he ditched the 
back-to-the-land fantasies for the dance halls and firetraps of Orchard Street; in 
1897, he founded The Forward, a socialist Yiddish newspaper whose circulation 
soon rivaled that of The New York Times. When my great-grandfather Sam Roth-
bort arrived in New York in 1904, The Forward was his bible. Sam himself tried to 
bridge the difference between New York reality and Am Olam’s bucolic delusions. 
At the height of his artistic success, he flounced out of New York and set up an egg 
farm on Long Island. A romantic vegetarian, Sam refused to 
kill male chicks. My great-grandmother spent her days feeding 
a quarrelsome and rapidly growing army of roosters, until the 
Depression hit and the farm inevitably collapsed.

Between 1890 and 1920, nearly 2,000 Jewish farmers bought 
land in the Catskills, sometimes rent-
ing out cottages on their property 
and combining fresh air with grand 
promises of vegetarianism, pacifism, 
trade unionism, and socialist, secular 
Yiddish. And in the mid-1920s, thou-
sands of Jewish garment workers built 
housing cooperatives in the Bronx, 
each representing a different strand 
of leftist ideology. The Yiddish litera-
ture professor Marv Zuckerman grew 
up in the social-democratic Amal-
gamated Houses, built by the Amal-
gamated Garment Union in which 
his father was an official. The apartments were owned by the 
workers, who elected the management. Zuckerman remembers 
a close-knit, Jewish, working-class immigrant world of unions, 
mutual aid societies, May Day marches, and secular Yiddish night 
schools where portraits of Marx hung next to those of the great 
Yiddish writer Sholem Aleichem. Residents came from “every 
point on the leftist political spectrum…,” he wrote. “Anarchist, 
communism, Lovestone-ite-ism, Trotskyism, Zionism (both left 
and right), Bundism, Social democracy, socialism.”

Unsurprisingly, sectarian battles raged within the co-ops, 
among kids as well as adults. One friend of Zuckerman’s, the 
nuclear physicist Victor Gilinsky, arrived in the Bronx Amalgam-
ated community with his Bundist parents in 1941, the end of a 
harrowing escape from Nazi-occupied Poland and Soviet Russia. 

ILLUSTRATION BY JOSH GOSFIELD
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One of their first visitors was Mrs. 
Stein, a communist neighbor who was 
collecting money for Birobidzhan, a 
Jewish autonomous oblast that Stalin 
had set up near the Russian-Chinese 
border. Gilinsky’s family had stopped 
in Birobidzhan as they made their 
way to Vladivostok on the Trans-
Siberian Railway. A brief conversation 
in the station was all it took for his 
father to learn that the alleged Yiddish 
paradise was a police state. He told 
Mrs. Stein as much. “Fascist dog!” she 

hissed and stormed out. Victor, then 7, still remembers that Mrs. 
Stein’s son jumped him as he was leaving the building while she 
stood behind them screaming, “Hit him again!” 

Utopia is serious business.

W hen simon freeman, samuel resler, and jo-
seph Fried formed the Utopia Land Trust in 
1903, they likely had decidedly less ideological 
baggage. I know nothing more about these 
three men, whose real estate pursuits were their 

sole brush with history, but I imagine them as slangy allrightniks 
in bowler hats, trying to put their unpronounceable hometowns 
behind them. Who cared for Gozsephésa when they had Broad-
way? They meant to seize the Goldene Medine like a pot of gold.

The trio bought 50 acres between still rural Flushing and Ja-
maica, which they planned to divide into lots. In advertisements 
free of leftist rhetoric, they promised a Jewish “colony” that was 
leftist in practice. It would run on a cooperative basis, with indus-

In New York today, there is little room for the 
collective spirit that made the three men try to 
stake out their 50 square miles of Queens mead-
ow. Like every proletariat, American Jews fought 
tooth and nail for their children not to follow in 
their footsteps. When they entered the middle 
class, those children no longer needed to pool 
their finances or their living spaces. The old Yid-
dish socialist New York still exists in fragments 
beneath the shiny, slightly shattered city. The 
Forward Building, Abraham Cahan’s Beaux-Arts 
headquarters, still stands, the Marx and Engels 
busts glowering from the front, but the interior 
was gutted and turned into luxury condos.

At the YIVO Institute for Jewish Research, 
I study Yiddish the way British schoolboys once 
studied Latin: to understand revered, but still 
alien, forebears. No matter how prosaic the 
subject, I cannot help but feel the electricity con-
veyed by the old German-Slavic words encased 
in holy letters; I feel like a medium, staring into a 
mirror to find ghosts.

In that spirit, I took the long subway ride 
over to Utopia. 

B efore the f train even reached 
Queensbridge, a man got on lug-
ging a violin case. He was South 
Asian and wearing a sweat-stained 
red polo. He took out the violin 

and, with great verve, played the unmistakable 
bars of “Hava Nagilah,” the vaguely Zionist 
song that became a stand-in for all Jewish songs 
in the popular imagination. I gave him $2, not-
withstanding the politics of the song’s origins. 

I got off the train at 169th Street, with its 
row of stores offering elaborate henna designs 
and cash transfers to Bangladesh, then walked 38 
minutes through the leafy streets until I reached 
Utopia Parkway. It was exactly the sort of un-
lovely beige with which this country likes to blot 
out its natural wonders, a sprawl of poky big box 
stores—TJ Maxx, Coldstone Creamery—that 
constitute the suburban wasteland of latter-day 
America. I ate an egg and cheese at a small 
Chinese deli and stared through the window at 
Utopia Center, whose square architecture re-
sembled a Midwestern gynecologist’s office. Was 
this the dream of Freeman, Resler, and Fried, I 
wondered: to be just as dull as everyone else?

I walked north from Union Turnpike, where 
the little brick houses sat on little lawns with pick-
et fences. For-sale signs boasted names from ev-
erywhere—Stella Shalamova, Jiangwei (Wayne) 
Zhou. Posters from the Bukharian Chai Center 
offered an ice cream social and a reading of the 
Ten Commandments. Further up sat two-family 
brick homes, bounded by wrought-iron fences 
covered with globby paint. They could have been 
the fence I grew up behind in Far Rockaway. 

tries and stores. They would name the streets Hester, Orchard, Delancey, to recall the 
Lower East Side motherland or maybe to underscore the contrast. For the next year, 
they flogged the project relentlessly in The Forward. “Free yourself!” commanded one 
ad placed in May 1905. “Free yourself from the high rent of New York! Free yourself 
from the cramped, filthy holes that the good-hearted landlord calls ‘rooms,’” from 
the firetraps that offered tenants two choices: jump out the windows or burn alive. 
“Come to our office,” the ad beckoned. “Our agent will pluck you from hell, where 
you cook and roast, and bring you to the Garden of Eden, our lots at the Utopia Land 
Company, where the air smells of perfume, the land is bedecked with nature’s green 
carpet, and the birds sing poetry in magnificent choruses. With a single word…you 
can have a peaceful, happy home, at a low price.” Where do I sign up?

They may have been apolitical, but Freeman, Resler, and Fried shared with Am 
Olam a grandiose rhetoric doomed to remain unfulfilled. In the summer of 1905, they 
promised The New York Times that within months, the first batch of “colonists” would 
arrive in their “Hebrew Utopia.” Funds ran out soon after, and the project collapsed. In 
1909, the company sold its holdings to one Felix Isman of Philadelphia for $350,000. 

From there, the neighborhood grew by dribs and drabs, as real estate speculators 
bought up farmland and cut it into lots for urban escapees to build their dream 
homes. In 1926, the Times first mentions Utopia Parkway as the boundary of the 
just-sold Whittaker Farm, and in 1929, the assemblage artist Joseph Cornell bought 
a wood-framed home at 37-08 from some Russian immigrants. He would remain 
there for the next four decades until his death.

Utopia Parkway makes its first appearance in The Forward in 1935, after Mrs. 
Reizman of 14-37 pulled a revolver from her kimono and shot her husband’s mistress. 
Her husband covered the corpse in kisses, neighbors said, and The Forward covered ev-
ery salacious bit of the trial. This was a far cry from the respectable little burg Utopia’s 
founders envisioned. Still, for all the noisy shim sham of New York real estate, major de-
velopment started only in the 1940s, when the Gross-Morton Park Corporation bought 
the land and plunked it full of Cape Cod–style suburban houses: 24 blocks of American 
nowhere. No trace remains of Freeman, Resler, or Fried, except for the parkway’s name.

“Free yourself from the 
high rent of New York! 
Free yourself from the 
cramped, filthy holes 
that the…landlord calls 
‘rooms.’” —Ad for Utopia Land Trust co-ops 

(continued on page 27)
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LANGUAGELANGUAGE
The Measure of Our Lives

A nyone who grows up multilin-
gual knows that words are more 
than just labels that we apply to 
things. We are funnier in one lan-
guage than another, because the 
wordplay comes faster. We are 

sweeter in one language than another, because we know 
how to wish someone a morning filled with flowers 
and not just a curt “Good morning.” Words shape the 
contours of our sociality and open up our imagination 
to what is possible. They allow us to write and speak 
ourselves into our communities and into the world. 

Nanjala Nyabola 
is the author of 
Digital Democ-
racy, Analogue 
Politics and 
Travelling While 
Black: Essays In-
spired by a Life 
on the Move.
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Language makes it possible for us not only to describe 
the world but to inhabit it. “We do language. That may 
be the measure of our lives,” Toni Morrison said in her 
Nobel Prize acceptance speech.

What will be the language of our digital future? What 
will be the measure of our digital lives? I’ve been thinking 
about this lately, particularly as we digital-rights advo-
cates stumble to translate key developments in a rapidly 
changing space to our audiences—the nonspecialists 
who need to understand the implications quickly and 
completely so they can defend themselves. Most of the 
technology we use is built around English as the default 
language, even if the coding that provides the basis for 
final platforms and applications is in specific computer 
languages. In many countries, even the rules that we 
develop to rein in the worst online behavior are often 
conceived in English. So Kenya has a data protection 

N A N J A L A  N YA B O L A

Without online language diversity, only a handful of 

people will dictate the fate of the world.
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law, but Kiswahili, one of its official 
languages, has no standardized term 
for “data protection.”  

And yet the Internet is taking up 
an ever-increasing portion of our 
public lives. Governments all over 
the world are making “digital first” 
a cornerstone of how they govern. 
In the pandemic, for instance, most 
countries used digital technology 
to administer vaccines but also for 
things like food distribution. India’s 
Covid-19 response hinges on CoWin, 

a platform that manages vaccine scheduling. This platform has 
allowed for third-party app development, which means those who 
can afford to purchase the apps can more easily skip the queues, 
to the detriment of less digitally connected citizens. Surviving the 
pandemic in India increasingly depends on a citizen’s ability to 
navigate technology—skills that are scarce in much of the popula-
tion. Even without a pandemic, the digital future oscillates wildly 
between a utopia of well-connected citizens understanding and 
vocally demanding their rights and a dystopia in which a handful 
of hyper-informed people dictate the life outcomes of the uncon-
nected and deliberately misinformed majority. 

Language will be crucial in determining which version of the 
future we end up with. Most of the tech that we encounter is built 
with an English-speaking user in mind. After all, English is used 
throughout the world, with more than a billion people speaking it 
as a second language. Indeed, most of us who speak English also 
speak another language, often switching to English only in spe-

ficult to build a global, grassroots digital-rights 
moment. Advocates are speaking, but are we 
being understood? Are we using language ef-
fectively as a tool for inclusion or doing enough 
to navigate the histories that underpin how our 
message is received?

In the Commonwealth, English learning has 
a legacy of both structural and physical violence; 
erasing Indigenous languages was part of the ef-
fort to erase Indigenous cultures. In Kenya, even 
decades after independence, African students 
experienced the disc, a circular piece of wood 
that represented the promise of punishment. If 
a teacher caught you speaking a language other 
than English, you would receive the disc, and 
when you returned it at the end of the school 
day, you would get a beating. Years and years 
of beating the Kiswahili, Dholuo, Banyala, and 
Kamba out of impressionable children resulted 
in a post-independence generation that built 
social systems around rewards for mastering 
English. Although these rules have fallen away 
with independence, many people still laugh at 
those who speak “broken” English—a running 
joke about “backwardness.” The generation-
al advantage that learning English delivers is 
locked in. This story repeats itself in colonized 
countries around the world where colonial 
languages are still taught through rote learning 
reinforced by caning, thereby suppressing the 
use of Indigenous languages.

This history raises the 
question of whether English 
should be the language of 
the digital future. African 
digital-rights activists in-
creasingly say no. We are not 
just working with existing 
tech platforms to translate 
their content into languages 
other than English; we are 
also creating software to 
make translation into Af-
rican languages better. But 
even this is not enough.

A digital future in which 
we can only participate in translation is inher-
ently unequal and exclusionary, shaped by the 
paranoias and predilections of places that we may 
never visit. Words take on specific meanings in a 
specific social context. “Cockroach” can be more 
than a harmless gibe in Kinyarwanda, the official 
language of Rwanda; it can be an incitement to 
genocide, because of the way it was used in the 
lead-up to ethnic violence. And the choice to 
translate some words and not others reflects the 
priorities set by those who develop the language 
of technology. A tech future in which financial 
terms are translated but digital-rights terms and 
their implications exist only in English upholds 
the idea that African communities are valuable 

cific formal contexts or when consuming the cultural products of the current global 
hegemon, the United States. The platforms that we rely on to 
remain connected in this digital age are not ready for our multi-
lingual truths: We live in numerous languages, and constraining 
our ability to communicate in them effectively limits our ability 
to participate fully in our digital future.

Consider content moderation on social-networking plat-
forms. In Africa, where some 2,000 languages are spoken, we 
would need content moderation in at least the eight Indigenous 
languages that have more than 10 million speakers, though 
that would cover only a handful of the continent’s 54 countries. 
We would also need effective translation for the five non-
Indigenous languages that are the official languages of the Af-
rican Union and for unofficial languages like sheng’ and pidgin 
in which we conduct our daily lives. The current lack of such 
translation partly explains why hate speech and misinformation 
in languages other than English often go unnoticed until it is too late. A post inciting 
violence based on rumors of ethnic attacks in Oromo or Tigrinya will go viral many 
times over before an English-speaking content moderator in the Philippines or the 
United States realizes what it means. This isn’t a kink that will be sorted out with time: 
It’s a major policy gap that speaks to the systemic neglect of certain parts of the world. 

More important, digital-rights advocacy also increasingly defaults to English. 
This movement—which encompasses debates on everything from privacy and 
data protection to net neutrality and fair business operation—is trying to curb the 
excesses of the early, heady years of the Internet. After one or two decades of near-
universal consensus that the Internet was an unalloyed good, activists are increas-
ingly challenging the way in which it is being shaped by commercial and political 
interests rather than by community values like inclusion and trust. But even in the 
world of advocacy, those of us demanding digital rights still default to English, 
because it is the language of the platforms we organize on and against. 

I believe that this lack of linguistic diversity is partly why it has proved so dif-

The platforms that
we rely on to remain
connected in this
digital age are not
ready for our
multilingual truths.
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only as markets, not as places where people live and love. We must 
make it possible for people to use technology in their chosen languages. 

T his was some of the thinking behind the kiswahili 
Digital Rights Project that I am currently implementing. I 
kept noticing that speakers in grassroots digital-advocacy 
initiatives would awkwardly default to English when 
explaining essential concepts like surveillance or privacy. 

Neither Kiswahili nor any of the 100-plus languages that are spoken 
in Kenya and Tanzania have translations for these words, at least not 
in terms of their full human-rights implications. We were giving peo-
ple the words, but we were not giving them the language.

Kiswahili was a natural choice for the project. It is the most widely 
used language in Africa, spoken by over 150 million people in at 
least eight countries as both an official language and the language 
of commerce. It is the only Indigenous African language that is an 
official language of the African Union. It is a rich language with nu-
merous dialects, because its Indigenous speakers inhabited powerful 
city-states that were connected enough to share a root language but 
disconnected enough for that language to take on local flavors. As an 
official language in Kenya and Tanzania, Standard Kiswahili also has 
the advantage of benefiting from the numerous linguistic institutes 
dedicated to promoting it. And because it is part of the largest lan-
guage group in Africa—the Bantu languages that spread across the 
continent south of the Sahara—Kiswahili provides an excellent base 
on which other languages can build.

We have been working with experts from Kenya and Tanzania to 
translate key digital-rights terms into Standard Kiswahili and with 
cultural producers to popularize them. We have translated not just 
the words but the ideas behind them: for instance, choosing a word 
that doesn’t just define surveillance as the act of being watched but 
also has roots and modification that emphasize that surveillance isn’t 
a good thing. In fact, there was no word for surveillance that conveys 
what it means in a digital-rights context until we started this project. 
We offered udukizi, which isn’t just about watching but watching 
with the intent to influence behavior.

Motivated by the ways in which Africans switch languages on 
social media, I wanted to help make it possible for us to do the same 
when talking about digital rights. We are working to increase the 
space for Kiswahili language communities to use technology on their 
own terms. We are working for a digital future in which people can 
demand privacy rights, the protection of their data, and an end to 
surveillance without having to do so in translation. 

Yes, there are numerous digital efforts to preserve rare and dying 
languages, but most of us are multilingual in a less dramatic way. Our 
languages are not at risk of disappearing per se; they are at risk of be-
ing left behind because of the unspoken principle that technological 
advances must serve the unending quest for efficiency and standard-
ization. We should be able to express that version of ourselves who is 
funnier, wittier, or more direct, even if it is more expensive or less ef-
ficient to enable that, because the point of culture is not efficiency—it 
is color and complexity and depth. 

We need to bring our whole selves into the digital future, and lan-
guage is central to that. In Africa, which has the youngest population 
on the planet—more than half of its inhabitants are under the age of 
30—a majority of us don’t remember life without the Internet. We 
want our languages to be spoken in the digital-first future, and we 
want to be able to shape technology to suit us. And so creating space 
for us to exist online with as much linguistic complexity as we want is 
an act of resistance. We must keep affirming our right to define the 
measure of our lives. N

I kept walking until I hit Utopia Playground, a generous span 
of grass and asphalt that offered every childhood amenity:  
a basketball court and a soccer field, monkey bars and sprin-
klers, and plenty of concrete, where toddlers played and 
chattered in a babble of languages. 

Almost half of Queens is foreign-born, and more lan-
guages are spoken in the borough’s 109 square miles than in 
any other place on earth. Though it was once the home of 
Archie Bunker and Donald Trump, the Queens of today has 
a cosmopolitanism that is working-class and solid—made by 
working people from everywhere who live together in this 
near-impossible city, in defiance of all the pundits who deny 
that people so profoundly dif-
ferent can carve a collective 
life together. If there is any 
utopia in Utopia, it is this. 
It is built by the Sikh, Black, 
and Mexican boys shooting 
hoops, by the Hasidic kids 
and Guatemalan kids battling 
over a soccer ball, by the tiny 
girl writing Chinese charac-
ters along the pavement while 
her brother hollers insults from his bike, by the mom in the 
sheitel who watches everyone’s children run through the 
fountain in this much-needed summer after the plague.

It’s imperfect, sure, and fraught and hard and filled with 
conflict, with hustlers and with bastards. The architecture 
sucks. It’s not how the books tell us a utopia should be. But 
utopia does not exist, by definition; Utopia, on the other hand, 
is as real as the baking asphalt beneath my feet.

I walk north and count the mix of names on the stores. 
Chen’s Cleaners. Bombay—
an old movie theater where 
you can now eat samosas 
while watching Bollywood’s 
latest. The Utopia Jewish 
Center, where half the let-
ters are missing in “Am Yis-
rael Chai.” I walk until my 
legs won’t walk, and then I 
keep on walking.

In his book Naming New 
York, Joshua Jelly-Schapiro 
writes about all the names 
for streets, bays, and alley-
ways whose origins have 
long since been forgotten. 
Where did Fresh Kills come 

from? How about Far Rockaway? Who were Ann and Cath-
erine? The meanings died but the words remain, like the 
impressions of ancient sea creatures left on limestone.

I see Utopia Parkway like this. All the grandiose plans have 
faded into the prosaic present, the small houses inhabited 
by people from everywhere on earth, struggling each day to 
build for themselves and for their families a private sliver of a 
better world. Behind the chrome railings racked with roses, 
their kids grow up into New Yorkers. Like me, they will for-
get the old languages of their old countries but will grow up 
striving for their own utopia, their very own no place.  N

Was this  

the dream of  

Freeman, Resler,  

and Fried,  

I wondered:  

to be just as 

dull as everyone 

else?

(continued from page 24)
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feminismfeminism
Reading Shulamith Firestone in the Pandemic

T eaching an online course about a uto-
pian manifesto from the 1960s is a 
brutally effective way to illuminate the 
dystopianism of the pandemic-stricken 
present, let me tell you. To be sure, great 

surges of love and rage have hit the streets again and 
again over the past few years, disrupting the unlivable, 
carceral, care-poor reality that is, for so many of its den-
izens, the United States. As these waves of abolitionism 
crested, for example in the summer of 2020, one could 
almost catch a glimpse of what it might have felt like in 
1968, when everything seemed on the table; suddenly, 
the restraint of 21st-century radicalism was illuminated. 
It is especially instructive, I feel, to look at the utopias of 
that bygone, almost-revolutionary era right now, during 
the late-stage pandemic. The re-entrenchment of gen-
der cynicism, of nuclear familyism, has lately crept up on 
so many of us, without us fully noticing.

An overwhelming majority of today’s babies are 

Sophie Lewis 
is a feminist 
theorist based 
in Philadelphia 
and the author of 
Full Surrogacy 
Now: Feminism 
Against Family.

being shaped in drastic, 
unheard-of privacy; repro-
ductive laborers are at a 
breaking point; meanwhile, 
trans people—and victims 
of domestic violence gen-
erally—are suffering in si-
lence, staying in the closet, 
unable to flee. Who better, 
then, to pierce the surrep-
titious, mind-numbing nor-
malization of all this, under 
both Trump and Biden, than 
Shulamith Firestone (a mere 
23 years old in ’68), with 
her scalding refusal of every 
“natural” premise of Ameri-
can society and her vision of 
a future in which children 
and adults together (having 
eliminated capitalism, work, 
and the sex distinction itself) 
democratically inhabit large, 
nongenetic households?

“Shulie” (as she was 
known to her friends in her 

youth), a Chicago art-school graduate and subsequent 
New Yorker, deemed the overthrowing of class, work, 
and markets to be a self-evidently necessary task, barely 
worth defending. What really interested her, instead, 
was the abolition of culture and nature, no less—
starting with patriarchal “love” and its “culture of ro-
mance” on the one hand, and pregnancy on the other. 
Besides editing and producing the short-lived, self-
published militant (and millenarian) women’s liberation 
journal Notes, Shulie cofounded several revolutionary 
groups—New York Radical Women, Redstockings, and 
New York Radical Feminists—which sometimes carried 
out direct actions targeting, for instance, a Miss America 
pageant and a Manhattan bridal fair. She then published 
her book-length manifesto, The Dialectic of Sex: The 
Case for Feminist Revolution, through (controversially) a 
mainstream press. In it, she advocates for “the abolition 
of the labor force itself under a cybernetic socialism” and 
“the diffusion of the childbearing and childrearing role 
to the society as a whole, men as well as women.” Ecto-
genesis—the machine uterus—is famously a part of this 
speculative picture. But above all, she contends, women 
must liberate children and themselves from the capitalist 
patriarchy—seizing control over technology, eradicat-

S O P H I E  L E W I S

Revisiting her complicated manifesto.
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ing the tyranny of work, automating labor (yes, 
even reproductive labor, as far as possible), and 
shedding the incest taboo such that play, love, 
and sexuality might “[flow] unimpeded.”

While sharing several of Firestone’s femi-
nist commitments, the philosopher Hortense 
Spillers was devastating in her takedown of The 
Dialectic of Sex’s failure to imagine nonwhite 
women’s liberation, as well as the contempt 
for Black nationalism displayed in Firestone’s 
regrettable Chapter 5. The chapter in question 
is titled “Racism: The Sex-
ism of the Family of Man,” 
and undeniably, it deserves ev-
erything Black feminists have 
said about it. Despite having 
denounced Freudianism as 
“misguided” in Chapter 3,  
Firestone here disregards 
slavery, colonialism, and any 
historical-materialist basis 
for white supremacy, instead 
explaining it as a psychologi-
cal and fundamentally “sexual 
phenomenon” that mimics the 
Oedipus complex. Black men 
are the sons in the American 
national family, she posits  
lazily, hence they are driven to kill the white 
man (Dad) and rape his white wife. In her de-
construction of the “myth of the Black rapist” 
in Women, Race and Class, Angela Davis politely 
summarizes this theoretical clusterfuck thus: 
“Firestone succumbs to the old racist sophistry 
of blaming the victim.” Spillers is less polite: 
“Is this writer doing comedy here, or have we 
misread her text?”

Alas, the presentation of racial stereotypes 
as psychological portraits of individual mem-
bers of the so-called “Family of Man” is not 
intentionally a part of Firestone’s extensive 
(and sometimes excellent) comedy. Blind to 
both queer urban and nonmonogamous In-
digenous lifeways, Firestone misses the funda-
mentally racial character of the production of 
cis-heterosexual gender in post-Reconstruction 
America, and the flaw is fatal to her whole 
project. She was not wrong, of course, that ca-
nonical Marxists and ’60s New Left “politicos” 
failed to attend properly to the spheres of sex/
gender, baby-making, the colonially imposed 
nuclear family, and romance. But the hori-
zon that so motivated her—the “explosion” of 
American culture in its entirety—is ultimately 
unimaginable without the abolition of white-
ness, which she ignores. The twinned insti-
tutions of childhood and motherhood, upon 
which culture rests, according to her, were after 
all forged within white supremacy, as Spillers so 
aptly showed in 1987 in “Mama’s Baby, Papa’s 
Maybe.” In other words, when Firestone talks 

The horizon that so  
motivated Firestone is 
ultimately unimaginable 
without the abolition  
of whiteness, which  
she ignores.

about eliminating “the” sex distinction, she is eliding, under the sign of everywom-
an, what is really a multiplicity of racialized sexes and gender oppressions. Women 
do not all have the same gender. “The” utopia-bound dialectic of sex, if we should 
try to diagram it (as Shulie, believe it or not, did), is probably four-dimensional.

I t is not up to me to excuse or “forgive” chapter 5. on page 1 of the text, 
however, if you do make it that far (knowing what you now know about the 
whole), there is a very compelling idea: namely, that the fundamental cate-
gories we use to think about historical change “are not big enough.” If we 
are generously inclined, The Dialectic of Sex can serve as a reminder that the 

wretched of the earth can and must harness science, remake nature, and unleash 
universal equality and joy. Technologies exist, Firestone plausibly 
affirms, that could—if the proletariat wanted—equitably distribute, 
reduce, and perhaps eventually dissolve the burden of drudgery en-
tirely. She affirms up front her wish for a word more all-embracing 
than “revolution” for the playful, orgiastic scenario she has in mind. 
Preempting her aghast technophobic critics—who nevertheless (for 
50 years!) have never deigned to see past her positivity vis-à-vis artifi-
cial wombs—Fire stone declares straight up that an intensification of 
capitalism, namely “The 1984 Nightmare,” is highly likely if control 
over reproductive technologies continues to be wielded by the ruling 
classes and isn’t stormed from below. 

The flawed Dialectic, in all its immortal exuberance, priceless 
drollery, and anguished seriousness, remixes Engels, Marx, Freud, 
Hegel, Beauvoir, and the kibbutz, combining high metaphysics—
couched conversationally, almost as stand-up comedy—with the vis-
ceral phenomenological observations that “childbirth isn’t good for 
you” and “childhood is hell.” Immediately after its release in 1970, 

heartbreakingly, Firestone deserted the world of politics for 
good. Her big second book, intended to “lay the foundations 
of a powerful new women’s art—with the potential to trans-
form our very definition of culture”—never arrived. Instead, 
in 1998, a follow-up text appeared at last: Airless Spaces, a tiny, 
fragmentary, despair-filled collection of stories about the psy-
chiatric incarceration of Shulie and other inmates. Toward the 
end of that volume, under the heading “I Remember Valerie,” 
the author dedicates a couple of pages to a non-comrade—the 
“matriarchalist” Valerie Solanas, who “waxed paranoid” at her 
once long ago and had, she’d said, loathed The Dialectic. “It was 
many years before I heard of her again,” Firestone concludes. 
“Then it was just an obituary stating that she had been found 
in a San Francisco hotel dead of lung disease.” In 2012, Shulie 
died alone, too, in her apartment, 
still presumably waiting for the right 
term, more all-encompassing than 
“revolution,” to be invented. 

Rereading The Dialectic of Sex 
over half a century after it was writ-
ten, I am angered by its travesty of 
a critical race analysis and amazed 
at its silence on colonized, lesbian, 
gay, and trans people, the pioneers 
of struggles in and against the family. 
I am disappointed with its middle- 
classness and its disgust at the preg-
nant body; unimpressed with its con-
flation of femaleness and gestational labor; and embarrassed by 
its complete inattention to sex work, empire, disability, lesbians, 
and queer life generally. A disloyal daughter to all family abo-
litionists who came before me, I actually disagree with more 
of Firestone’s individual points than not. But I see something 

A flawed treatise: 

Firestone’s 1970 

manifesto is replete 

with blind spots but 

bears rereading.
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of my late mother in her biography, and I love—
sometimes to the point of weeping—her book’s 
absolute negationism, its horniness, and its sin-
cerity. I support utterly its program of doing away 
with marriage along with all forms of propertarian 
kinship. Through a wrinkle in time, I lay claim 
to Shulie, lovingly, irritatedly. I hold in my heart, 
without quite understanding it, her commitment to 
realizing “the conceivable in the actual.”

In an essay about another hilarious, well-
read woman who died lonely and mad in her 
apartment—Marilyn Monroe—the artist Audrey 
Wollen writes about the gift she and her friends 
feel they received from Monroe’s brief, incendiary 
contribution to human history: “Tending to our 
impossibilities, we offered those around us both 
the negative, the zero, and its accompanying wish. 
That’s what Marilyn gave us.” Part of what Wollen 
is saying here, I think, is that the urgent destruction 
of this world, and the desire for a common life, are 
caught up in, well, a dialectic. And if so, then that 

is what Shulie gave us 
too, I feel: a literal map 
(“for that rare diagram 
freak”)—though it’s 
partly a joke—chart-
ing the way to a place 
where it would be pos-
sible to be a heterosex-
ual feminist, a femme 
intellectual, and a 
comrade child. 

Blind spots and 
all, Shulie Firestone 
merits revisiting in 
the age of coronavirus 
because she defamil-
iarizes (not to say guf-

faws at) the very building blocks of contemporary 
capitalism—notably the private nuclear house-
hold—that the experience of Covid-19 can, despite 
everything, teach us to call into question. While 
the sanctuary of “family” has on one level grown 
ever more invisible and unquestionable under the 
United States’ botched waves of quarantine, lock-
down, and de-masking (which were themselves 
premised on the society-wide sacrifice zones of 
so-called care homes, not to mention global vac-
cine apartheid), the necessity of class conscious-
ness, care revolution, and children’s liberation has 
also strained into view. Down with the chauvinist 
micro-nationalism of family values, said Shulie—
which has been echoed by so many of us who 
discovered, via “stimulus” checks, that the sky does 
not fall when human survival is decoupled from the 
wage. Down with nationalism and the competitive 
micro-nations of family values, said Shulie: We are, 
transgenerationally, the makers of one another, 
the guardians of one another’s health, the intimate 
aliens from a future that now suddenly seems worth 
trying for.  N

I 
have a dream, a total fantasy, of what it could mean to 
be an immigrant artist. In this dream, I am still me, nothing 
has changed, but I can write about literally anything other 
than immigration. I can write about the homoerotic relation-
ships of male bison—in my own voice, not in some plummy 

British baritone fixatedly narrating stories about alpha males and 
dominance hierarchy. I could write about the hard work of reha-
bilitating German shepherds after careers spent working as trau-
matized and weaponized K-9s for problem police departments. 
Maybe I could write about bees.

I would like to do all of this, but instead I am borne back, 
always, ceaselessly, to immigration. To policy debates and talk of 
solutions and stories, stories, stories.

BORDBORD
Freedom to Move, 

A portrait of the 
artist: Karla Cornejo 
Villavicencio.

We are, 
transgener-
ationally, the 
makers of one 
another, the 
guardians of 
one another’s 
health.

In a world without borders, I will never 

have to write about immigration again.

K A R L A  C O R N E J O  V I L L A V I C E N C I O
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man suffering can send me deeper into my already committed relationship 
with Silver Hill Hospital in Connecticut. As both a human and an artist, I 
want to be able to emancipate myself from what causes me pain instead of 
having to mine it for stories and then market myself by the bruises.

But other people like pain; pain is exactly what they like. They exalt my 
bravery when they read my work and then bring out the mounting pins for 
my bell jar—queer, brown, Latina, undocumented immigrant. Strangers 
delight in rolling the Rs in a name nobody I love calls me. Karrrla, said 
when Karla is a choice, overenunciating it like they’re trying to speak 
through marshmallows stuffed in their mouths. 

I could decide to stop and try my luck at making a living writing about 
television. But I’m very good at writing about immigration. It helps that 
I remember we are people first, capable of the entire spectrum of human 
emotions and behavior. And I write because I consider my reporting and 
my art to be payment in motion to my parents for having given up their 
upper limbs, health, and right to self-determination so I could be able to 
make a living typing words in an air-conditioned room. That helps. If I 
weren’t writing about immigrants, in the way I write about immigrants, I 
would be drinking all the time, because there aren’t enough other people 
doing it. 

This country’s treatment of immigrants has been so inhumane that 
there needs to be a record—not only of injustices and grave suffering but of 
deep humanity, dignity, humor, and character. Beat reporters, journalists, 
essayists, and documentarians have taken great care to document not only 
the injustices but also the lives that go on, the people that keep living, not 
in shadows but in streets that are under sun, shade, sun, shade—all on the 
same block even. With parents risking the possibility of their children’s 
death through migration in order to avoid the certainty of their children’s 
torture back home, we need a record. 

And so I write. I’ve writ-
ten tens of thousands of 
words, fiction and nonfiction, 
most with extreme levels of 
cortisol in my blood, to arrive 
at the same old plea: a plea 
to those in power to create 
a world in which migrants 
can be people. Then maybe 
migrant artists can be free. 

That world begins with 
a path to legalization for 
undocumented Americans 
that is closer to amnesty 
than what the current Con-
gress favors. It also requires 
a world in which open borders would not be treated as 
some far-fetched policy goal to be accomplished in our 
lifetime but as a worldview that informs how we approach 
all sentient beings, particularly those of our species. 

I don’t like comparing human migrants to any migra-
tory species. Human migrants should inspire a deeper, 
more complicated affect than the miraculous call of a 
goose flying at night. But, to that end, I know that any 
person I meet who gets heated about an “invasive” spe-
cies of bird in a suburb is not a person I would feel safe 
around as a brown woman, a migrant, and therein lies a 
sameness. Some of us are considered pests.

So long as I keep feeding the baby starlings in my 
backyard, I will keep writing about immigrants, because 
neither of us are welcome—and I suspect that means 
forever.  N

First, the audience demands it: Because I am a for-
merly undocumented Latina writer, I am forever asked 
to play activist and talking head, to sing Greek opera 
about my childhood. After I released my first book last 
spring, I did what ended up being a year of press on 
Zoom, and for the first few months, I would deflect the 
inevitable questions about immigration policy or my 
early years in Ecuador before my family came to Ameri-
ca with my signature loquacious demurring. Then I had 
my partner, a professor who doesn’t mince words, tell 
event organizers that I did not talk policy, particularly 
Donald Trump’s zero-tolerance policy, and I did not talk 
about my own childhood separation. 

I don’t do it because I don’t want to, and because it’s 
not my fucking job. I am simply not interested in policy. It 
is a language I do not understand. It is advanced calculus, 
and I went to a high school that stopped teaching at trig. 
And policy is pain. I turned off my Google notifications 
for “ICE” and “undocumented immigrant” because hu-

DERSDERS
Freedom to Write

Karla Cornejo 
Villavicencio is an 
essayist and novel-
ist. Her book The 
Undocumented 
Americans was  
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for the National 
Book Award in 
nonfiction.

And so I write: a plea  
to those in power  
to create a world  
in which migrants  
can be people. Then 
maybe migrant artists 
can be free.
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POLITICSPOLITICS
Utopia Is Possible, if We Demand It

T he most influential utopian thinker 
in American history did not write futur-
istic novels or imagine perfect worlds in 
which evolved humans dined on honey-
dew. He was a gritty political agitator who 

responded to the news of his day with manuals designed 
to inspire politically and economically disenfranchised 
people to immediate action. Yet even now, more than 
two centuries after his death, there is no mistaking the 
utopian promise of Thomas Paine’s declaration that “We 
have it in our power to begin the world over again.”

Paine, like so many other utopian thinkers, past and 
present, broke down religious, political, social, and literary 

boundaries in order to achieve “a renovation 
of the natural order of things” so sweeping 
that his 18th-century generation might be 
recognized as “the Adam of a new world.” 
Therein lies the genius of Paine’s project at 
the founding of what remains the American 
experiment. He was not talking about the dis-
tant future. His was a practical utopianism—
yes, that’s possible—which, in the words of 
Paine scholar Harvey J. Kaye, inspired readers 
to go about the work of “trying to build uto-
pia in America.” Of course, Paine’s comrades 
fell short, stumbled along the way, and at 
times failed miserably. That was predictable. 
What mattered was the trying. This is the 
key to the most vital utopian thinking: It does 
not imagine perfection; rather, it proposes a 
dialectic based on what historian Eric Foner 
identified as a “new language” of possibility.

The notion that utopianism can be pur-
poseful is what makes it radical. The most 
potent utopian thinking is seldom found in 
jet-pack-wearing flights of fancy or the imag-
inings of spacey future worlds where enlight-
ened beings don flowing robes and await the 
arrival of a time-traveling Bill and Ted to en-
courage them to “be excellent to each other.” 
In Paine’s time, and in the best eras that have 
evolved from it, there was an understanding 

of the utility of utopian thinking as a political instrument. 
It could be adopted by visionary authors, playwrights, 
and presidents. It would be embraced by mass move-
ments. But it was not a constant. Pragmatic utopianism 
has surged at critical junctures in our history—as when 
the radical social experiments of the 1840s were covered 
as breaking news on the front page of Horace Greeley’s 
New-York Tribune, and when, in 1966, A. Philip Randolph 
and the Rev. Martin Luther King Jr. thrust “A Freedom 
Budget for All Americans” onto the desk of President 
Lyndon Johnson—and it has receded.

To be sure, its recession in recent decades has been 
pronounced, as the world-weariness, the cynicism, and 
the craven calculations of political and media elites 

J O H N  N I C H O L S

Radical faith in grand visions 

is supercharged by the 

promise that fundamental 

change is possible.

Thomas Paine 

declared in the 18th 

century that “We 

have it in our power to 

begin the world over 

again.” It was not a 

distant hope.
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fostered a neoliberal consensus that delighted 
in recalling the crude language of Margaret 
Thatcher, who advocated for austerity with 
the declaration that “There is no alternative.” 
Rebecca Solnit well and wisely observed a de-
cade ago that “Utopia is in trouble these days. 
Many no longer believe that a better world, 
as opposed to a better life, is possible, and the 
rhetoric of private well-being trumps public 
good, at least in the English-speaking world.”

But, as Solnit knew, the Thatchers and the 
Reagans and the Bill Clin-
tons and the Paul Ryans were 
on the wrong side of history. 
There was always an alterna-
tive. There still is an alterna-
tive. It can be imagined, and it 
can be achieved. But that will 
happen only if we pull utopian 
thinking off the pedestal and 
recognize the deepest truth of 
our intellectual and practical 
history: that there are few tools 
so powerful as a rough-and-
tumble, unafraid-of-getting-
dirty utopianism for organizing 
and achieving transformative 
change. Instead of an endless 
search for perfection, the utopian thinking that 
most frequently matters addresses immediate 
issues with a sense of urgency. It can and should 
be epic in scope and character, but it should also 
be willing to get specifically militant, as when 
French feminists argued for mandating equal 
representation of women in parliament with the 
suggestion that it was time to be “a bit utopian.”

Radical faith in grand visions—be they po-
litical or economic, social or spiritual—is su-
percharged by immediacy and the promise that 
rapid fundamental change is possible, that we 
can seize the moment and transform it. This 
is the faith that tells us technological progress 
need not enrich only the few but can in fact 
empower the many. This is the faith that says 
standards for public safety need not be dictated 
by mayors and the police unions that endorse 
them but can be controlled by the community. 
This is the faith that says a burning planet might 
not just be saved but renewed.

The seed of hope that inspires activism is also 
what makes utopian thinking so powerful. This 
power must be reclaimed if we are to harness the 
energy of a remarkable opening when—because 
of a pandemic that upended everything about 
what we thought possible, and of movements 
for justice that are finally being heard—it might 
finally be possible to address our contemporary 
variations on Paine’s American Crisis.

This rare opening highlights a need for uto-
pian thinking, in all of its forms, that is more 
pressing than at any time since the end of World 

“Another world is not 
only possible, she is  
on her way. On a  
quiet day, I can hear  
her breathing.”

— Arundhati Roy

War II. If ever there were a moment that called for Paine’s “birthday of a new world,” 
this is it. Tens of millions of Americans, hundreds of millions of people around the 
world, see the possibility. More bold ideas are being advanced than at any time in 
decades. There are serious discussions about ending poverty, precarity, and inequality 
with universal basic income schemes. Demonstrators fill the streets to demand not 
just the defunding of police but the upending of systemic racism. A new generation 
of campaigners propose to save the planet and the people who inhabit it with a Green 
New Deal. Where UBI, abolition, and climate justice went unaddressed in the fall 
presidential debates of 2016, they framed the debates of 2020. The most important of 
those debates were not between Donald Trump and Joe Biden but between Biden and 
the future. Biden was resistant, declaring when the climate crisis came up that “The 

difference between me and the new green deal is they 
say, automatically, by 2030 we’re going to be carbon free. 
Not possible.” That was a frustrating response, but it was 
also an invitation to the sort of utopian thinking, and the 
sort of utopian demanding, that says, “Yes, possible.”

It was to be expected that right-wing Republicans in 
Congress would dismiss the Green New Deal as “a radi-
cal reshaping of American society in the name of utopian 
environmental policy,” as did Republican Representa-
tive Morgan Griffith from Virginia. That conservative 
commentators from the Colson Center would declare, 
“Abolishing police is the stuff of utopian fantasies.” That 
media outlets like Prairie Public Broadcasting would ask, 
“Is a Universal Basic Income too Utopian to Work?” 
What was unexpected, and hopeful, is the speed with 
which centrist Democrats like Biden, and even a few Re-
publicans at the state and federal levels, have been drawn 

into discussions of these proposals since the pandemic hit and 
Black Lives Matter demonstrations filled the streets of American 
cities after the murder of George Floyd.

U topian thinkers are always spinning out ideas, as 
my friend Erik Olin Wright proved with his three-
decade-long Real Utopias project, in which the late 
University of Wisconsin sociology professor brought 
together thinkers and activists to explore visionary 

responses to contemporary challenges. The conferences Wright 
organized from the 1990s to the 2010s were epic gatherings where 
great thinkers from around the world wrestled with everything 
from transforming the division of la-
bor within families to redesigning the 
distribution of wealth within capital-
ist societies and genuinely empow-
ering participatory democracy. The 
utopian responses that Wright and 
his comrades spawned did not get 
enough attention in their moment. 
But they are the sorts of ideas that get 
a second look in times of peril and un-
certainty. These are such times. We 
can be overwhelmed by everything 
that’s coming at us. Or we can mount an overwhelming response 
that channels the visionary energy of Karl Marx, who declared that 
there is “a world to win,” and the humanity that Arundhati Roy 
expressed when she wrote, “Another world is not only possible, she 
is on her way. On a quiet day, I can hear her breathing.”

Wright launched the Real Utopias project at a time when 
the Cold War had ended and Francis Fukuyama was proposing 
that the moment should be understood as “not just the passing 
of a particular period of post-war history, but the end of histo-

A. Philip Randolph 

organized the 1963 

March on Washington 

for Jobs and Free-

dom from the Utopia 

Neighborhood Club 

House.
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ry as such: That is, the end-point of 
mankind’s ideological evolution and 
the universalization of Western lib-
eral democracy as the final form of 
human government.” Jacques Derri-
da rebuked Fukuyama with a stinging 
declaration: “Instead of singing the 
advent of the ideal of liberal democ-
racy and of the capitalist market in the 
euphoria of the end of history, instead 
of celebrating the ‘end of ideologies’ 
and the end of the great emancipatory 

discourses, let us never neglect this obvious, macroscopic fact, 
made up of innumerable, singular sites of suffering: no degree 
of progress allows one to ignore that never before, in absolute 
figures, have so many men, women and children been subjugated, 
starved or exterminated on the earth.” With his relentless intel-
lectual curiosity and rigorous humanity, Wright sought to take the 
discussion to the next level by highlighting radical thinking that 
addressed the issues left unresolved at “the end of history.” With 
the Real Utopias project, he sought to reopen the debate by iden-
tifying visionary responses that he argued required only political 
courage, an understanding of technological progress, and a leap of 
the imagination to be achieved.

Wright acknowledged that the notion of “real utopias” might 
seem like a contradiction in terms for those who accepted a 
narrow definition of the U-word. “Utopias are fantasies, mor-
ally inspired designs for a humane world of peace and harmony 
unconstrained by realistic considerations of human psychology 
and social feasibility,” he mused. “Realists eschew such fantasies. 
What is needed are hard-nosed proposals for pragmatically im-

wrote a book in which, Vanity Fair noted, she 
argued that Sanders had “hijacked the Demo-
cratic primary and derailed her White House 
bid by misleading voters with his utopian, pie-
in-the-sky proposals for free health care, free 
college, and free ponies for all.” A derogatory 
application of the “utopian” label to the Sanders 
candidacy was a constant. A Forbes headline de-
clared, “Bernie Sanders’ Scandinavian Utopia Is 
an Illusion.” The Washington Times announced, 
“Only morons would vote for crazy Bernie Sand-
ers’ utopian socialism,” while The Washington 
Post ridiculed the senator’s desire to create a 
Scandinavian-style social welfare state as “uto-
pian fantasy.” The line of attack was so promi-
nent that Sanders announced, “It is not utopian 
thinking to say that every man, woman and child 
should have access to health care as a right.”

There was no debating the point if you lived 
in Norway, New Zealand, or any of the other 
countries that guarantee health care. But the fact 
is that what Sanders was proposing—health care 
for all, free college, expanded Social Security, a 
$15-an-hour minimum wage, and requirements 
that employers provide paid parental leave, sick 
leave, and vacation time—sounded utopian for 
a lot of working-class Americans. The senator’s 
campaign acknowledged he was proposing a “po-
litical revolution.” So why, instead of getting 
defensive, didn’t Sanders draw inspiration from 
the author of the original American Revolution 

to explain how ideas once 
thought to be utopian can 
be mainstreamed? Sanders 
would have benefited by bor-
rowing a page from Paine, 
whose tracts inspired imme-
diate revolutionary action. 

Paine opened Common 
Sense with an acknowledg-
ment that “Perhaps the 
sentiments contained in the 
following pages, are not yet 
sufficiently fashionable to 
procure them general Favor; 

a long Habit of not thinking a Thing wrong, 
gives it a superficial appearance of being right, 
and raises at first a formidable outcry in de-
fence of Custom.” With that, he outlined the 
argument for the rejection of the divine right 
of kings and a revolution against the wealthiest 
and most militarily powerful empire on the 
planet. The revolution ensued, formally begin-
ning with the signing of a Declaration of Inde-
pendence just six months after the publication 
of a pamphlet that concluded with a utopian 
cry. “A situation, similar to the present, hath 
not happened since the days of Noah until now. 
The birthday of a new world is at hand….”

Not a bad point of beginning, then. Or 
now. N

proving institutions. Instead of indulging in utopian 
dreams we must accommodate to practical realities.” 
Wright’s proposal “embraces this tension between 
dreams and practice.” Rejecting “vague utopian fan-
tasies [that] may lead us astray,” he argued that “Nur-
turing clear-sighted understandings of what it would 
take to create social institutions free of oppression 
is part of creating a political will for radical social 
changes needed to reduce oppression.”

That’s a reasonable restatement of the historical 
view of the political power of utopian thinking—a 
view that has been accepted and utilized by figures 
as distinct as Paine; Fanny Wright, the feminist, 
abolitionist, and anti-capitalist social reformer who 
established a multiracial utopian community in the 1820s; Edward Bellamy, the 
utopian novelist whose best-selling 1888 book Looking Backward: 2000–1887 would 
be credited by Eugene V. Debs as “the first popular exposition of socialism in this 
country” and, eventually, earn plaudits from New Dealer Arthur Morgan as “almost 
a catalog of social legislation of the past half-century”; and W.E.B. Du Bois, whose 
groundbreaking 1920 story “The Comet” wrestled with overturning white supremacy 
in a visionary anticipation of Afrofuturism that imagined a post-apocalyptic New York 
where a surviving Black man comes to recognize himself as the Adam of a new world.

U nfortunately, contemporary political and media elites are quick 
to reject visionary thinking of any kind. In today’s United States, the 
word “utopian” is often used to discredit progressive ideas and can-
didates. When Bernie Sanders ran as a democratic socialist for the 
presidency in 2016 on a platform that was radical only in the context 

of constipated American politics, his rival, Hillary Clinton, dismissed his agenda as 
“little more than a pipe-dream.” After she lost the fall race to Donald Trump, Clinton 

“A situation, similar 
to the present, hath 
not happened since 
the days of Noah until 
now.”

—Thomas Paine

Bernie Sanders 

introduced into our 

politics ideas that 

are common in many 

countries but are 

dismissed as utopian 

in the US.
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architecture
The Built Utopia

T wo years ago, the danish architect 
Bjarke Ingels, along with MIT and Ocean-
ix (a start-up developing new ways to build 
on water), released a sprawling techno-
utopian plan called Oceanix City, a com-

munity of 10,000 meant to float off the coast of New 
York City. Reading the press release is like assembling 
a collage of eco-technobabble, containing everything 
from the idea of being “resilient” (which here means 
“not flooding”) and the use of solar panels to hydropon-
ic farming and a “zero waste” food policy. Of course, 
Oceanix City, an abstract utopia (meaning a utopia 
built by technocrats and operating within the existing 
social framework) assumes an almost entirely consump-
tion-oriented habitat rather than a production-oriented 
one—meaning that other, less fortunate nations will still 
be the ones toiling in absentia to bring all the luxuries of 
everyday life. Ten thousand people, when considering 
the total population of New York City, is not a lot of 
people. And while the directive insists that the eco-

Kate Wagner is 
an architecture 
and cultural critic 
based in Chicago. 
She is the creator 
of the blog 
McMansion Hell.

villages will be affordable, nobody involved quantifies 
how affordability will be determined or maintained. 

The more one reads into the design brief, the more 
one finds details that initially seem chipper but are, in 
reality, rather sinister: for example, the tidbit about how 
the project is meant to survive a Category 5 hurricane—
something New York City itself is not. What we are seeing 
here is, in effect, a scarcity mentality couched in the jargon 
of sustainability, pure escapism masquerading as some 
kind of vague ideal society of (checks notes) people who 
live on floating solar-panel islands presumably working 
from home while the rest of New York drowns. Ocean-
ix City is a project I return to frequently in my writing 
because it is a perfect example of everything wrong with 
contemporary design’s so-called big dreams. However, 
it’s not a stand-alone instance of egregious cynicism mas-
querading as idealism. No, the project is emblematic of a 
broader trend of endlessly salable techno-utopias, which 
include remarkably insipid things like 3D-printed tiny 
houses to solve homelessness, underground luxury bunker 
communities, and skyscrapers suspended from asteroids.  

The technology for each of these ideas may be new 
(or even nonexistent), but they are, in fact, old ideas 
repackaged in glitzy new renderings—in the case of 

K A T E  W A G N E R

Why do we keep getting it so wrong?

architecture
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Oceanix City, by boyish starchitects who are very good at us-
ing PR and fantastical imagery to conveniently shield the fact 
that they are happy to work with environmentally destructive 
despots like Jair Bolsonaro (as Ingels attempted to do, unrepen-
tantly). One can find a number of precedents for such projects 

dating specifically to the 1960s and 
’70s, a period not dissimilar to our 
own: one of financial and social cri-
sis, beset with questions about the 
future of both the city and the earth 
itself. From financialization to gas 
shortages to housing crises to in-
creasing existential dread regarding 
the environment, what’s old is truly 
new again. It’s no surprise that half-
baked ideas from this former period 
have re-emerged in their current, 
even less inspiring forms. (At least 

the projects from mid-century both looked and were, in many 
ways, cool.) The first of these are megastructures. Megastruc-
tures are, according to the Japanese architect Fumihiko Maki 
(whom the historian Reyner Banham credits with inventing 
the term), “large frame[s] containing all the functions of a city, 
mostly housed in transient short-term containers.” They’re 
further defined by a shared compositional form (“composed ac-
cording to traditional Modern Movement precepts”) and group 
form (“accumulation of identical spatial or structural elements 
into larger complexes”).

By that definition, Oceanix City, with its prefabricated, 
geometric patterns and installations, certainly fits the bill. How-
ever, just as Oceanix appropriates 
the imagery of sustainability (wood 

T he other thread in the oceanix 
City vision of the future is one of 
ecological escapism. In this, it also 
owes much to the hippie mindset 
of the 1960s and ’70s, when things 

like communes and dome cities seemed to 
promise escape from the aforementioned social 
relations (surely one cannot be alienated from 
one’s own labor if one quits one’s job and jets 
off to the desert to live communally!). Drop 
City, an experimental geodesic-dome building 
project founded in 1965 in a Colorado pasture, 
is perhaps the best-known example of this phe-
nomenon, of a city that aimed to sever all ties 
with existing social structures. Half extended 
art project and half bizarre interpretation of 
the ideas of Buckminster Fuller (the populiz-
er of the geodesic dome), Drop City domes 
were made of both cheap, new, mass-produced 
building materials like silicone caulks and vinyl 
and items upcycled from junk yards, making it 
one of the earliest attempts at low-waste archi-
tecture, albeit somewhat kooky and misguided.

Its building plans were provided by a zine 
called the Dome Cookbook, by an ex-mathematician 
named Steve Baer, a kooky character in and 
of himself who wrote sprawling, possibly 
acid-inspired treatises on innovative geome-
tries. With the use of recycled materials, Baer 
and company argued that “everyone in the 

world can have a beautiful, 
comfortable dwelling unit for 
less than $1,000.” According 
to Scott, in order to declare 
independence from the lum-
ber industry, the Droppers 
(as they dubbed themselves) 
invented a new shingle style 
out of recycled car tops. Cit-
izens were essentially scav-
engers, feeding off the waste 
of a gluttonous America. If 
this sounds ill-fated to you, 
you’re right, it was. Domes, 
as cool as they are, are not 
practical; they’re notorious-
ly leaky and are difficult to 
turn into functional homes 
with, you know, more than 
one room. Also, living out of 
domes made from trash had 
obvious health effects (all 

that sheet vinyl languishing in the sun stank 
and put toxic fumes into the air). Also, unfor-
tunately, the mere revolutionary structure of 
the geodesic dome was not enough to actually 
bring about any real social revolution, and, as 
in many communes, times got desperate, things 
broke apart, and what was once an eco-paradise 
became nothing more than an abandoned trash 
heap in a goat pasture. So it goes. 

framing, green space, solar panels), the megastructures 
of the 1960s and ’70s (almost all of which remain specu-
lative and unbuilt) appropriate the hallmarks of high 
modernism. In the case of Paul Rudolph’s mass housing 
proposal for the Lower Manhattan Expressway, that 
meant the highway. Rudolph’s plan featured sprawling, 
angular brutalist apartment buildings suspended over 
the infamous proposed highway that was supposed to 
plow through Lower Manhattan and ended in being 
canceled, thanks to concerted community activism. Or 
consider the sublime industrial landscapes that litter 
the outskirts of many a metropolis, such as the massive, 
space-framed, fractal-like megacity plans of Japanese 
Metabolists like Maki and Kisho Kurokawa. These me-
gastructures were typically conceived as massive, prefab-
ricated closed systems, many of which were suspended 
above an existing urban fabric (often a highway) or, like 
Oceanix City, floating in a bay or harbor.

In these cities, both those that were speculative and 
those intended for real production, all functions of life 
have been designed and allotted modular units that would then be attached to a sys-
tem of other units. Yet, in reality, all megastructures do, in the words of architecture 
historian Felicity D. Scott, is attempt “to make architecture congeal the…forces 
of capitalism as form and to adopt its modes of visuality.” For all their supposed 
flexibility, their functions resemble instruments of control as much as anything else. 
All of the terrible things in the world and in cities, things that are inherent to the 
oppressive division of social relations wrought by capitalism, would effectively still 
exist in these hyper-designed, hyper-rationalized spaces. This, of course, prompts 
the question: Utopia for whom? 

Design, while obviously 
involved in world trans-
formation, cannot by 
itself solve social prob-
lems related to climate 
and urbanization.

Modular decay: 

The Nakagin Capsule 

Tower in Tokyo, one 

of the few Metabolist 

projects that was 

actually built, has 

fallen into disrepair. 
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While one cannot deny that Rudolph’s me-
gastructure drawings and models for Lower 
Manhattan or a bunch of architecture hippies 
tripping on acid while living in trash domes 
are definitely cool, these utopias, in the practical 
sense of the term—as imaginaries of an ideal 
society—frankly suck. As a result, their prog-
eny, be they in the form of 3D-printed tiny 
houses for the indigent or spurious off-shore 
eco-villages, also suck. The reason they suck 
is simple: Design, while obviously involved in 
the process of world transformation, cannot by 
itself solve social problems related to climate 
and urbanization.

That’s not to say that all utopian exper-
iments and lines of thought in architecture 
suck. In fact, there’s a great deal we can learn 
from the utopian thinking of the past. Arts 
and Crafts movement pioneers and utopian 
socialists William Morris and Walter Crane, 
writing in the 1880s, argued for unalienated 
handiwork, authenticity in craft, and an escape 
from the new modes of mass production and 
their exploitative division of labor, which they 
saw as the destroyers of both art and life. At 
the core of their praxis is a simple but still 
revolutionary belief that we should be free to 
do as we please and labor as we want to, not as 
we are forced to in order to survive. This was 
an ideal that powered the Bauhaus in its earlier 
years, before its turn toward mass production. 
We can look also to the broadly humanitarian 
if not utopian visions that brought us what lit-
tle remnants of the welfare state we have left: 
council housing in Britain and public housing 
in the US (both worthy and functional causes 
now picked clean by neoliberalism) or even 
the New Deal, which, though problematic, 
provided thousands of beautiful and functional 
public buildings in varying architectural styles 
across the country.

We have the tools and the protocols to 
build a real architectural and ecological utopia 
already at our fingertips. These include systems 
of alternative energy consumption and produc-
tion; building systems like Passivhaus that use 
dense insulation and massive walls to conserve 
energy; landscape architecture that is sensitive 
to existing ecosystems; urban planning for mass 
public housing and transportation to replace 
oil-burning car dependence; preservation pro-
tocols to adapt, save, and reuse existing struc-
tures; and hundreds of years of architectural 
precedent to be influenced by. What we lack, 
actually, is imagination, drive, and political 
will. As we can see by the current movements 
in tenant organizing and advocacy for a Green 
New Deal, that’s changing too. All the ingredi-
ents for a better world are there—it’s now up to 
us as political and social actors to fight like hell 
for them.   N

Novel Solutions

R ecently i read an excellent book: THE SOVIET NOVEL, by kata-
rina Clark. In it she observed that the USSR’s socialist realism 
suffered from what she called “modal schizophrenia,” because the 
writers were supposed to stay true to the situations they described 
while also evoking the better world socialism would bring. They 

were caught trying to bridge that gap between what is and what ought to be. 
Clark’s diagnosis made me laugh. I’ve been writing utopian novels for a long 

time, and I recognized all too well the syndrome she described. The novel is usu-
ally regarded as a realist art form, and I’d go even further: By telling the stories we 
use to understand our lives, the novel helps create our reality. In novels, things go 
wrong—that’s plot. People then cope. That’s realism.

Utopia, on the other hand, is famously “no place,” an idealized society some-
times described right down to its sewage system. In utopia, everything works well—
maybe even perfectly, but for sure better than things work now. So utopias are like 
blueprints, while novels are like soap operas. Crossing these two genres gets you 
the hybrid called the utopian novel: soap operas put in a blender with architectural 
blueprints. It doesn’t sound all that promising.

Then came Ursula K. Le Guin’s The Dispossessed. Published in 1975, this was the 
first great utopian novel, and it demonstrated just how good the poor, misbegotten 
hybrid can be. Of course, there’d been earlier utopian novels, like William Mor-
ris’s News From Nowhere, or H.G. Wells’s A Modern Utopia, or Charlotte Perkins 

K I M  S T A N L E Y  R O B I N S O N

Climate catastrophe has transformed utopian 

fiction from a minor literary genre into an 

important tool of human thought.

Gilman’s Herland, or Aldous Huxley’s Island. These were all 
interesting efforts. But Le Guin’s book was a triumph. What 
she showed is that by describing a utopian society in a moment 
of historic danger, you create for it all kinds of problems that 
its characters must solve. It will get attacked from the outside, 
corrupted from the inside; things will go wrong, and so you 
have your plot. Le Guin combined an intriguing utopia with 
a compelling novel, and the result was superb. The people 
on her habitable moon, Annares, have formed an alternative 
society to the imperial capitalist world, Urras. They devised a 
system that is feminist for sure and either democratic socialist 
or anarcho-syndicalist, but in any case in a state of flux, its peo-
ple doing everything they can to keep what’s best about their 

Kim Stanley 
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system while also fending off impositions from the home 
world. It’s political fiction at its best.

Inspired by Le Guin’s example, I’ve often tried this hy-
brid form, and been stymied by its problems and spurred 
by its potential. One weakness I’ve become aware of is how 
often the authors of utopias set them after a break in history 
that allows their societies to start from scratch. In the 16th 
century, Sir Thomas More began the use of this device with 
a physical symbol: His utopia’s founders dug a Great Trench, 
cutting a peninsula in two and creating a defensible island. 
Other kinds of fresh start appear in utopias throughout the 
centuries, always clearing space for a new social order. Even 
Le Guin’s Annares is founded by exiles from Urras. 

But in this world, we are never going to get the chance 
to start over. This was one of the reasons Karl Marx and 
Friedrich Engels objected to 19th-century utopias like that 
of Charles Fourier, the French designer of small communes 
living in perfect harmony: They were fantasy solutions that 
served only to distract people from the real work of politics 
and revolution. They were also in competition with Marx 
and Engels’s own ideas, so there was the usual left infighting. 
But it was a legitimate complaint: If utopia isn’t a political 
program, then what is it for?

The answer should be obvious. Utopias exist to remind us 
that there could be a better social order than the one we are 
in. Our present system is the result of a centuries-old power 
struggle, and it is devastating people and the biosphere. We 
must change it—and fast. But to what? 

Utopias are thought experiments. Imagine if things ran 
like this: Wouldn’t that be good? Well, maybe…let’s live 
in it fictionally for a while. What problems crop up in this 
system? Can we solve them? What if we tweak things this 
way, or that? Let’s tell this story and then that story, and see 
how plausible they feel after we spend some imaginative 
time in them.

The problems that might develop in a proposed better 
system both propel the novel’s plot and give you things to 
think about. Then, hopefully, you can apply what you’ve 
learned to your current political situation. Having glimpsed 
a destination you like, you can then consider the actions 
available in your own time to get there. The great feminist 
utopias of Joanna Russ (The Female Man) and Marge Piercy 
(Woman on the Edge of Time) gave life to the experience of 
women’s political solidarity, and readers were then encour-
aged to change their present situation in those directions.  

Now the onrush of catastrophic climate change has 
forced a reckoning. We either invent and institute a better 
way, or a mass extinction will take us down with it. Neces-
sity has thus jammed utopia into history and turned it from 
a minor literary genre into an important tool of human 
thought. We need it like never before, and as the need 
has become acute, the bar has in effect been lowered: If 
we manage to dodge a mass extinction event, then we can 
call that utopia. People in any non-catastrophic future can 
heave a sigh of relief, grateful for such a stupendous effort 
by our generation. A healthy relationship to nature will 
create and require lots of good work as well as a commit-
ment to justice for all Earth’s creatures—humans very much 
included. That may be as close to utopia as we’ll ever get, 
and it would be close enough. After all, you don’t want to 
deprive future people of their plots. N

I n 1964, following the unrest in harlem roused 
by the police murder of James Powell, age 15, the 
poet June Jordan received an invitation to write 
for Esquire. Perhaps the invitation reached her in 
a manner that would feel familiar to some during 

our time. That is, perhaps she had been invited to explain.
But Jordan elected not to account for the conditions that 

had led to the boy’s death that July, or for the subsequent six 
days of violent protests, wherein steel-helmeted members of 
New York City’s Tactical Patrol Force descended on Harlem 
by the busload. They confronted peaceful crowds of up 
to 1,000 marchers as well as less decorous assemblies who 
greeted the police with their own tactical operations: bottles 
and debris hurled from the rooftops. All were met with the 
uniform dispersal strategy of shots fired into crowds. 

har
A Blazing

S H A R I F A  R H O D E S - P I T T S

In and out of utopia.
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would be substantially larger than in typical public housing, boasting balco-
nies and parking spaces—“every window would have a view.” New highways 
would connect Harlem to its surroundings, conveying people in and out of 
the neighborhood and opening up what had been cut off by borders literal 
and imaginary. It was a design that yearned for expansion and connection—
but also a total obliteration of what had come before. “Partial healing is not 
enough,” Jordan wrote in a text accompanying the proposal, “a half century 
of despair requires exorcism.” When the article was published in April 1965, 
Jordan’s byline appeared (under her married name, June Meyer), but the 
collaborative design—though the collaboration was at her instigation—was 
attributed to Fuller alone. The title she had chosen for the piece, “A Skyrise 
for Harlem,” was changed to “Instant Slum Clearance.” Jordan’s text offered 
specifics indicating that she and Fuller “fully expected its enactment”: a con-
struction time line of three years, prefabricated elements to be delivered by 
helicopter, a budget financed by private investment. But the illustrations, as 
Jordan later noted with some despair, were captioned as “utopian details.”

T he same month jordan and fuller’s dream of a “recon-
structed Harlem’’ was published in Esquire’s pages, entering 
the history of the unbuilt, another project in the neighborhood 
was nearing completion. Intermediate School 201 was designed 
before the riots, which were themselves preceded by a February 

1964 school boycott in which over 400,000 students declined to attend 
school to protest their segregated education. One flyer rallying them to the 
cause showed a Black boy staring through the broken shards of a mullioned 
window with the caption: “I don’t have a good integrated school.” Integra-
tion was understood as the force that would elevate their lives—because 
the best indicator of better opportunities was the presence of white people. 
So when the plans for IS 201 were published, they immediately caused a 
furor. The school would be situated at the confluence of Black Harlem and 
El Barrio, its eastern face abutting the elevated train 
traffic of the Park Avenue viaduct. Tenements, decrepit 
brownstones, a warehouse, and at least one church were 
demolished to make way for the new school: instant 
slum clearance indeed. But the rest remained. Black 
parents knew what this location meant. It was too deep 
in the ghetto to ever be integrated; white people would 
not send their children there. 

As Marta Gutman details in a chapter of Educat-
ing Harlem: A Century of 
Schooling and Resistance in a 
Black Community, authori-
ties responded with a logic 
that continues to govern the 
still-unresolved problem of 
unequal education available 
to poor, Black, and brown 
children. The city assured 
Black parents that the white 
bodies supposedly so neces-
sary as vectors of excellence 
and justification for invest-
ment would be lured to the 
“showcase school” by its comforts and innovations. The 
school would have flexible-space, open-plan classrooms 
and would be the first in the city to be air-conditioned. 
These amenities, along with innovative teaching, would 
be the prize for white families daring a descent into 
what Time magazine called “Darkest East Harlem.” 
Such improvements were not for the sake of the existing 
community alone. (A similar idea operates in Jordan and 

Rather than explain any of that, Jordan responded with 
a dream. She proposed a collaboration with the architect R. 
Buckminster Fuller: a radical/visionary redesign of Harlem 
to create an environment where such events were not pos-
sible. The poet undertook this project while newly separat-
ed from her husband, having sent her young child to live 
with relatives because her poverty could not sustain them 
both. Her dream of a transformed Harlem was composed 
at a moment when her personal precarity met the larger 
crisis. Years later, she called the project “a beginning,” and 
perhaps it is helpful to hold on to that feeling when con-
templating the resulting design. Its most striking feature 
was 15 conical towers, 100 stories high, intended to house 
500,000 people, insistently lifting Harlem and its popula-
tion to the skies: upward, forward, and out of history.

Those same towers would furnish a complicated 
network of roadways, walkways, a rainwater-harvesting 
system connected to the city’s reservoirs, government 
buildings, shops, and cultural centers. Each apartment 

lem
g World

Sharifa Rhodes-
Pitts teaches at 
Pratt Institute.

Esquire changed the title 

Jordan had chosen for the 

piece, “A Skyrise for Har-

lem,” to “Instant Slum Clear-

ance.” The illustrations, she 

noted with despair, had been 

captioned “utopian details.” 
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Fuller’s Skyrise project, which by its 
visionary design planned to attract 
and accommodate “an additional 
quarter-million residents, everyone 
willing to participate in the integrat-
ed transformation of a ghetto.”) 

The New York Times noted how, 
in pursuit of white students, the city 
sent “10,000 four-page ‘invitations’ 
to pupils in the schools of the North-
west Bronx and Queens. The leaflets 
stressed the educational opportuni-
ties available at the new school and 
offered special bus service to and 

from East Harlem.” A total of 10 white families reportedly signed 
up for school tours, including one headed by Bruno Piscitello, 
who told the paper, “‘I wouldn’t be doing this for integration’…
as his wife nodded in agreement.” Instead, he would enroll his 
daughter only if the school in Harlem was better than the one 
in their neighborhood. If they did come, it would not be as 
participants in an experiment of transformation, but as a kind of 
resource extraction. 

By then, a version of this self-interest had also begun to alter 
the aspirations of the neighborhood parents, who threatened 
and then carried out another boycott. Now, instead of agitating 
for the dream of integration, their efforts were governed by 
realpolitik. Geography being destiny, the location of IS 201 
determined that it would be segregated. Therefore, parents 
and activists argued, let it offer “quality segregated education” 
under community control. As the Harlem-based sociologist and 
organizer Preston Wilcox asserted in 1966, “If one can believe 

designers’ remit was predicated on the belief that 
students’ ability to concentrate required them to 
dissociate from the places they called home. The 
school’s exterior, sheathed by brick screening, was 
repeatedly described in a positive appraisal by Ar-
chitectural Forum as a shield. While every room in 
Jordan and Fuller’s towers would be graced with 
its own view of a Harlem reimagined after the 
riots’ destruction, a political cartoon in the Am-
sterdam News derided “the windowless school”: 
“I think the idea of building it without windows 
was so the parents couldn’t look in and see it was 
segregated and the kids couldn’t look out to see it 
was Harlem!” And the building—again, designed 
before the riots—seemed prepared for future 
sieges. Seeking a design fix for the problem of the 
noisy elevated train, the architects were able to 
subvert a code requiring light in school buildings 
by having the structure qualify as a fallout shelter. 

Y ears later, when i lived in harlem, 
I sometimes passed that way, and 
IS 201 did not seem out of place. This 
was not a positive achievement. The 
building—in those days it housed the 

school of the Boys Choir of Harlem—seemed 
naturalized with its adjacent landscape, the one it 
had been designed to exclude. It was already old, 
and in my memory it was always covered in scaf-
folding and ringed by a tall chain-link fence, like 
something undergoing reconstruction. I did not 
know, or think to inquire, about its history. So I 
was unaware of the picket lines and controversy, 
or the brief, aborted experiment in community 
control. I did not know about the 12-inch walls 
and floors designed to withstand nuclear war. But 
the forbidding brick façade—shield—communi-

cated something about what Jor-
dan had been trying to avoid when 
she wrote to Fuller in the midst of 
their design collaboration, urging 
curvilinear features “to overcome 
physical patterns of inevitability; 
the sense of inexorable routes, the 
impossibility of a differentiated ap-
proach, of surprise.”

Despite their different origins, 
the Jordan-Fuller collaboration 
and the Harlem school fiasco raise 

similar questions. Neither design, not the built 
or the unbuilt, achieved its end. While it is 
easier to decry the school as a failed experiment 
imposed on the community and undone by its 
assumptions, it is not hard to imagine Jordan 
and Fuller’s Skyrise meeting a reception at least 
as bewildered and possibly becoming every bit 
as reviled. Neighbors referred to IS 201 as “the 
prison,” “the warehouse,” “the fortress,” and 
“Fort Necessity.” Other undoubtedly colorful 
local nicknames might have been earned by Sky-
rise, depending on what unforeseen problems the 

that a predominantly ‘de facto segregated’ white school can be a ‘good school,’ then, 
one must believe that a ‘de facto segregated’ and predominantly Negro and Puerto 
Rican school can also be a ‘good school.’”

This struggle, first articulated by parents, soon found supporters—or as The New 
York Times described it, “Militant Negroes Move to Aid Group in Harlem.” There 
was Stokely Carmichael, still of the Student Nonviolent Coordinating Committee, 
having just declared for Black Power; a young Louis Farrakhan, 
ascendant just after the elimination of Malcolm X. Ella Collins, the 
sister of the slain leader, then attempting to guide the remnants of 
his Organization of Afro-American Unity, also lent her support: 
“We must create for ourselves and plan our own destinies.” 

When that fight was won, at least temporarily, the school 
opened in April 1967—a year later than originally planned—after 
a three-week boycott, picketing, and prolonged negotiations. But 
in the midst of the struggle over what kind of school it would be, 
parents and activists began to notice the matter of the building 
itself—the work of New Orleans–based architects Curtis & Davis, 
imagined without any input from the local community. 

At a cost of $5 million, it was then the most expensive school in New York’s system, 
and won prizes and praise for its design. But some parents and activists—including 
members of the Harlem Parents Committee, already organizing in the neighborhood 
for a decade, and other groups formed in the midst of the IS 201 struggle for school 
control—saw this architecture as an affront. Wilcox called it “a palliative for anger.” 
The facility was said to support students’ ability to concentrate, boasting ideal climate 
control, consistent lighting, and ease of maintenance. Each of these qualities was the 
result of a single feature: The classrooms had no windows. (Recall the broken window 
in the school boycott flyer—according to the Board of Education, broken windows 
were among the greatest expenses in maintaining school properties.) The windowless 
structure dampened the rumble of the elevated train and also, the Times noted ap-
provingly, “shut out noise, dirt and distraction” from the “squalid slums outside.” The 

“The idea of building it 
without windows was 
so the parents couldn’t 
look in and see it was 
segregated and the kids 
couldn’t look out to see it 

was Harlem!”
—Amsterdam News
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From broken win-

dows to no windows: 

Future students of 

Harlem’s experiment 

in design.

design created or solved. In recent years Jordan 
and Fuller’s collaboration has been resurrected 
and celebrated by scholars as a lost instance of 
black feminist architecture and, rightfully, an 
achievement of Jordan’s speculative imagination. 
But both operate in architecture’s heroic, and 
thus truly utopic, mode. 

Jordan rightly invoked the imaginative leap 
necessary to transform Harlem, but this was 
framed as “a proposal to rescue a quarter-million 
lives by completely transforming their environ-
ment.” The notion of an architectural rescue 
mission may be where Fuller’s imprint is most 
visible. In early 1966—just before the struggle 
began over IS 201, its design and control, and 
how these would combine to determine what 
kind of future was possible in Harlem—Fuller 
was quoted in The New Yorker making claims 
that might have been used to justify those win-
dowless classrooms: “You can’t reform man, and 
you can’t improve his situation where he is.” 
Fuller further described his theory of change 
with the language of conquistadors and corsairs: 
“The tiny minority that went to sea, for exam-
ple…immediately found [themselves] outside 
the law.” This “outlaw area” was the place where 
technology was developed and change was pos-
sible. If Harlem were an such an area, then Pres-
ton Wilcox’s harsh assessment of IS 201—that it 
was “a monument to absentee-decision-making, 
colonialism”—may have been equally applied to 
Skyrise, even if it was codesigned by Jordan, a 
native daughter of the neighborhood. 

Maybe neither is more utopian—or dysto-
pian—than the other. One reached skyward, 
the other burrowed underground and oriented 
inward. But of both, it is worth asking: Whose 
utopia is it?

Interestingly, the two projects shared a de-
sign element. Jordan writes of the innovation, 
developed with Fuller, to build the new towers 
on columns above existing tenements. This way 
they’d avoid the displacement summed up in 
the Harlem aphorism “Urban renewal equals 
Negro removal.” Instead, residents would stay 
in their homes during the construction process 
and then move up, into the new towers, which 
would begin 10 stories above street level. Only 
when the ascent was complete would the old 
buildings be razed, the empty space below be-
coming public park space and roads.

IS 201 also hovers above street level, elevat-
ed on tapered concrete columns or piloti that 
earned it another of its nicknames: a “tomb on 
stilts.” In Educating Harlem, Gutman wrote that 
these were among the design’s allusions to “clas-
sical European, African, and Native American” 
influences, but another observer, writing in 1973, 
called them an “inspiring example of modern 
American riot architecture.” What the architects 
thought would be a covered schoolyard was  

When I lived in Harlem, 
IS 201 did not seem out 
of place. This was not a 
positive achievement.

instead sought out as shelter for Harlemites who lived out of doors, its shadows 
inviting in the deprivation the building attempted to shut out—neatly contradicting 
Fuller’s notion that every use could be determined by design. Surely the 100-story 
towers of Skyrise would have created as much shadow as shade. 

Darryl Williams, who was among the first students to attend IS 201, has posted a 
short documentary on YouTube in which he attempts to make sense of the time he 
spent there, wondering if “people knew that IS 201 was built out of struggle.” To a 
soundtrack of Gil-Scott Heron, he drives through the neighborhood, interviewing 
his fellows from the schoolyard and the block, boys who had played together in those 
streets before the school was erected and are now almost old men. Williams’s own 
impressions of the school are salutary. He attended during the brief period when the 
local-control experiment was allowed to unfold, so he recalls the 
community groups whose after-school activities flourished in the 
building, pressing inward from across Harlem with “Jazzmobile, 
Each One Teach One, Malcolm-King College, Night Center, 
self-defense classes, and talent shows.” He has a precise memory 
of the building’s 56 concrete pillars, as if the number itself were 
a cipher whose meaning is known only to the initiated. His film 
ends insisting that the value of the 
school be brought to light, “because 
its history remains in the dark.” 

W hen sir thomas 
More set out to 
imagine “not only 
a future but a desti-
ny” that was “con-

sciously and deliberately designed” 
(to describe his treatise in terms 
borrowed from Jordan and Fuller), the tradition of creating an 
ideal world to oppose an imperfect one was not new. But he 
needed a new word. Jordan considered “utopia” an epithet slan-
dering her dream of New Harlem precisely because it denoted 
impossibility and therefore continued inaction. But More’s 
vision was aligned with the greatest action of his time, the voy-
ages of “discovery” and the subsequent projection of European 
power onto the lives, destinies, and possibilities of all other 
peoples of the world. This is not a coincidence. More’s text—
and the spate of tracts that followed the publication of Utopia in 
1516—were written into the expanded imaginary opened up by 
conquest. The “new” territories were spaces where it could be 
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imagined there were no people. Or, if there were people, they could be civilized and 
perfected—or, should they resist, vanquished and exterminated. 

It is easy to recognize in More and those who followed him not only the blueprints 
of an unbuilt world but also, in some cases, the world that came and maybe the world 
that is coming. More’s Utopia—that happy place, or no place—was socialist while also a 
slave society; Margaret Cavendish, the Duchess of Newcastle, offered a proto-feminist 
entry with The Blazing World, ruled by an empress and “so well ordered that it could 
not be mended; for it was governed without secret and deceiving Policy; neither was 
there any ambitious factions, malicious detractions, civil dissentions, or home-bred 
quarrels.” Sir Francis Bacon, in his unfinished The New Atlantis, described an island 
that flourishes after the rest of the world is destroyed by rising seas. 

Each was dreamed up not only as a deliberate design of a new 
world but because of a world that no longer existed, a world—fol-
lowing the Jamaican philosopher Sylvia Wynter—whose people and 
their vision of how or what the world might be had been destroyed 
by European encounter. The relationship between utopian thought 
and conquest is that of Borges’s “map of the Empire whose size was 
that of the Empire, and which coincided point for point with it.”

But if More’s neologism lodged in Western tradition as mere 
idealization, Vasco Quiroga, the Bishop of Michoacán, read Uto-
pia as a builder would read a blueprint, determined to make it 
“the Magna Carta of European civilization in the New World.” 
Utopia was the plan Quiroga would follow when attempting to smooth over the in-
conveniences arising in 1530 when the Purhépecha began to rebel after the execution 
of their leader, Tzíntzicha Tangáxoan II. Opposed to enslaving Indigenous people, 
preferring rather to pacify them by indoctrination and instruction, Quiroga proposed 
to fix the problem of the indios scattered throughout the countryside (where they were 
likely in retreat, recuperating from violent reprisals). They would be brought to live 
in cities, “that the natives may have enough for themselves and for those whom they 
must support; that they may be sufficiently well kept and that they may be properly 
converted, as they should be.” This would be achieved through deliberate design: a 

all the wine tubs everywhere, leave off the 
sacrifice of men and bring no more offer-
ings with you because from now on it is not 
to be that way. No more kettle drums are 
to be sounded, split them asunder. There 
will be no more temples or fireplaces, nor 
will any more smoke rise, everything shall 
become a desert because other men are 
coming to earth. They will spare no end 
of the earth, to the Left Hand [west] and 

to the Right [east], and everywhere 
all the way to the edge of the sea 
and beyond.

Perhaps, then, the point is not 
whether utopia can be recovered to or-
ganize a new politics—a utopia of the 
grassroots—but how much the world 
we live in is already someone’s utopia. 
How are we to be delivered from it, by 
it, when we are still in it? Sylvia Wyn-
ter has scoffed at the compromised 

position of a scientific community that created 
climate change now attempting to respond to 
it. Recognizing the longue durée spanning from 
the early modern age of discovery to ecological 
collapse, you could say of the new utopians, as 
Wynter did, “The proposals that they’re going to 
give for change are going to be devastating!” 

I was young and responsible for no one’s 
survival but my own when I decided my 
book Harlem Is Nowhere would be the first 
volume of a trilogy studying Black uto-
pias. The settings—Harlem, Haiti, and 

the Black Belt of the American South—were 
of my choosing; though they were not places I 
belonged to by origin, I felt my origins tied up 
with them. The phrase “Black utopia” had been 
supplied by a mentor when I told him about 
those places, and it was with an irony that I did 
not question but was not exactly my own.

Occasionally I am asked to explain her, 
the one whose dream this was, by people who 
hear me name those places and think that, like 
the 10,000 invited to attend school in Darkest 
East Harlem, they cannot possibly be utopias 
because they would not like to go there. Plenty 
have been bold enough to tell me that those 
places are dystopic. At some point it became 
plain that I was operating with a different work-
ing definition of utopia than the (white) people 
asking me for clarification. It was not the Blaz-
ing World of Margaret Cavendish, a place “so 
well ordered that it could not be mended.” I had 
come to think of utopia as a location of the un-
built, the not-yet, a place of unachieved dreams.

I realize now this was just one of a group of 
words for which I had private, alternative defini-
tions, owing to the mother tongue I had learned 
in my native country, the family of origin. I was 

six-hour workday, property held in common, and all corrupting 
luxuries eschewed. Quiroga’s plan called for reordering patterns 
of living with mathematical precision. The natives would be 
gathered into hospital-towns, which he called Republicas de 
Indios: “a city of six thousand families—each family composed 
of from ten to sixteen couples—would be ruled, regulated, and 
governed as though it were a single family.”

The “Indian Utopia” founded by Vasco Quiroga persists, 
his good works still celebrated today. A Mexican tourist 
website describes the legacy of Tato Vasco, as the bishop is 
fondly remembered, whose program of training is classed as an 

enduring success in the villages of 
Santa Fe de Mexico, Santa Fe de la 
Laguna, and Santa Fe del Río. As if 
the production of tourist handicraft 
was the destiny of a people who 
had fought against their oblitera-
tion, travelers are instructed to visit 
“Paracho for guitars, Tzintzuntzán 
for pottery, Santa Clara for cop-
per products and Nurío for woven 
woolen goods.” The website does 
not record the prophetic vision of a 
Purhépecha woman who predicted 
an apocalyptic punishment meted 

out by an offended goddess, announcing European arrival, the 
coming rip in time, and the end of the known world: 

Break all those jugs for it shall not be from here on, as it 
has been up to now when we were very prosperous. Break 

“There will be no more 
temples or fireplaces, 
nor will any more smoke 
rise, everything shall 
become a desert because 
other men are coming to 
earth.” —Purhépecha prophecy
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a teenager, soon to discover on my mother’s 
bookshelves June Jordan’s Civil Wars, with its 
essay on the Skyrise for Harlem, when a teach-
er questioned the way I sneered dismissively 
whenever the word “politics” crossed my lips. 
I was speaking the dialect of my parents, who 
by the time of my birth had mostly left politics 
behind—though they were still very young. Pol-
itics made fatherless daughters, for though mine 
resided at home, I knew he lived in the Revolu-
tion. My definition of utopia had been formed 
growing up in a world measured against the 
unachieved, where time was told by an event—a 
revolution?—that had not happened, or had not 
happened yet, where dreams (and people) were 
thwarted, and the substance of these things was 
available to me only as an aura I experienced 
as a small girl leafing through political tracts 
stuffed in boxes in closets, bearing an unaired, 
nostril-burning scent I came to associate with 
the early 1970s. That was utopia, this not-yet of 
the past that was also still ongoing.

This conditionality, besides a flexibility of 
tenses, caused me to avoid some territories I rec-
ognized as home but would not enter: no campus 
sit-ins, protest marches, or even petitions; never a 
raised fist. I did not disagree with such measures, 
but when I was young I had an aversion to any-
thing that appeared to me as reenactments of my 
parents’ time in the Revolution. They had met 
as members of something that, until a few years 
ago, I knew only as “The Organization.” There 
was a discontinuity between these two varieties 
of future: the one my peers claimed to be moving 
toward and that of my parents’ not-yet. Unable 
to reconcile these futures, for years I avoided any-
thing that could be understood as a movement, 
until a time when moving, with others, became 
what I was doing in the present tense.

This, and the fact that I am older now—
responsible for the survival of someone be-
sides myself—is why, when reading histories of 
the not-yet, I remain less 
interested in heroic con-
tours. Instead, I search for 
the people who did not 
join the picket lines or the 
boycotts—the ones meant 
to be kept out by the win-
dowless classrooms. Most-
ly they are not in history, 
though occasionally they 
slip through. In Assata, the
autobiography of Assata 
Shakur, I hung on to the 
story of the necessarily un-
named sister who “always 
referred to [Shakur and 
her] comrades as ‘you mil-
itants.’ She was a militant 
too, but at the moment she 

was not active, not out on Front Street, as she called it”—and 
therefore could provide undetectable harbor to usher Assata 
underground. When watching a documentary about the Black 
Panthers, I wondered why much more wasn’t said about the 
families abandoned when the Panthers bunked in collective 
apartments, beds piled up in the 
rooms of makeshift headquarters—
survival pending revolution. I won-
dered about the ones left behind and 
how they managed to survive. It was 
their struggle, but not their politics, 
so their stories are deemed subordi-
nate; they will not be admitted to the 
utopia of the grassroots. 

The shape of such lives may be 
deduced largely from the fact that 
some managed to continue. Not 
dreaming because always awake, 
keeping themselves and someone 
else alive. I do not think of this as hope—which is, perhaps, also 
heroic. And I worry about what this means for any self-con-
cepts of radicality I may still retain, for it feels like a path to 
gradualism—repeating in my head is Nina Simone’s voice from 
“Mississippi Goddam”: “They keep on saying, ‘Go slow.’” But to 
contemplate mere survival may be necessary during an era when 
we can’t know if we’ll have the time or the ability to live as we 
might wish—at any speed or by any design.

I needed a new word. Then I came upon the work of the 
Chippewa writer Gerald Vizenor, who speaks of Native “survivance” as the per-
sistence of stories, insisting on a Native presence in time if not in history, as peoples 
if not in politics. In this survivance, maybe there is a means to continue, against what 
the Purhépecha knew was coming to rule “the edge of the sea and beyond.” And thus, 
perhaps, positioned to continue against the rising of the sea itself.

I n early june last year, my father said something i still haven’t worked 
out completely. He told me that what we are living through now—a world 
ablaze with a pandemic, wildfires in California where he lives, and the so-called 
racial reckoning that was happening, is happening, has already happened, or 
has not happened yet—felt familiar. It all reminded him of 1968: irresistible 

forces transforming everything, all at once and unpredictably. My father was too 
young to see action that year of the Revolution, but he had absorbed the chaos and 
promise and hurtling change. What he said next surprised me, though I responded 

with silence. His conclusion was that, in light of the 
current happenings, all that was left to do was “to 
hunker down and take care of your people.” 

This was not the vision of politics I had expected 
from him. I was alone in lockdown with my son, his 
grandson (a miracle of a phrase I did not expect ever 
to pronounce because of the language spoken in my 
native country). I listened to my father as I stood in 
the quiet green backyard of the rural-ish exurb where 
I’ve lived since taking my son from the city. We had 
arrived here a few months before the pandemic and 
the uprisings, so for a long time I had the feeling of 
experiencing a near-miss. In the evenings I followed 
the news of updated death tolls and learned which 
cities were under curfew, using headphones so my 
son would not hear. It was a future I had not prepared 
for, a location in which my world had become much 
smaller, and some of my dreams further away, because 
I was trying to find the best way for us to survive.  N

I search for the people 
who did not join the 
picket lines or the boy-
cotts—the ones meant 
to be kept out by the 
windowless classrooms.

An “Indian Utopia”: 

Inspired by his reading 

of Sir Thomas More, 

Vasco Quiroga, the 

Bishop of Michoacán, 

founded cities that still 

exist today.
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Aging Is Actually Living

B R Y C E  C O V E R T

If Americans 

approached aging 

and disability not as 

an individual crisis 

but as a collective 

responsibility, what 

kind of safety net 

could we build?
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B randon will had a life plan: 
go to grad school for creative 
writing in New York City and 
eventually get a job in pub-
lishing. But then his mother, 

Janice, came to visit. She had lost a “startling” 
amount of weight, he said. At 62, she wanted to 
take cabs for short distances. He noticed a stiff-
ness in her facial muscles that made it difficult for 
her to express emotion. “I’d be taking selfies and 
she couldn’t smile,” he recalled. 

Within a year she would be diagnosed with 
Parkinson’s disease. “It got real serious real 
quick,” Will said. He decided to sublet his room 
in New York and move home to Detroit for 
three months. “I thought we’d get her back to 
where she’d been before the spiral happened.” 
It’s now been five years, and Will still lives with 
her, monitoring her meals, doling out her med-
ications, and helping her get around the house 
without falling. 

Will said his family was “very blue collar.” 
His father was an electrician, and his mother 
paused her freelance writing career to be a stay-
at-home parent. “We had always been kind of 
broke, but my parents did a great job working 
with so little,” he said. There were no college 
funds, but there was always food on the table and 
money for book fairs. In retirement, Janice lives 
on a modest 401(k) account and receives a por-
tion of Brandon’s father’s pension. A few years 
ago, a doctor wrote Janice a prescription for 
home health care, and an aide came to assess her. 
He outlined a care plan, but Medicare refused 
to cover it. Medicaid might, but Janice’s modest 
income makes her ineligible for it.

One way or another, long-term care is likely 
to touch all of our lives. Those with incomes low 
enough to qualify for Medicaid can get coverage 
for nursing home stays or, for a lucky few, care 
inside their homes, and an even smaller number 
can afford private long-term care insurance. 
Outside of that, there is no system for helping 
us afford the care we need if we are fortunate 
enough to live long lives. 

“Our country has never had a long-term 
care system,” said Ai-jen Poo, director of the 
advocacy organization Caring Across Gener-
ations. When the United States implemented 
programs like Medicare and Medicaid, life ex-
pectancy was far shorter and support for aging 
wasn’t on the agenda. The issue hasn’t garnered 
much political attention since then. Americans 
don’t like to think about death, aging, or dis-
abilities. “We’ve been youth-focused and abil-
ity-focused,” said Sarah Szanton, director of 
the Center for Innovative Care in Aging at the 
Johns Hopkins School of Nursing. “We have so 

“You’re thrown out there 
on your own and you’re 
trying to piecemeal as-
semble your [care] plan.”

—Brandon Will,  
family caregiver

much ableism, and we have viewed [aging] traditionally as a private matter.” 
Today, the United States has a tattered state-by-state patchwork instead of a 

comprehensive social safety net. “We call it the nonsystem of long-term care,” said 
Susan Reinhard, senior vice president and director at the AARP Public Policy In-
stitute. Most people assume that Medicare will cover long-term care, but it doesn’t 
automatically pay for even short-term assisted living or nursing home stays. In rare 
cases it will cover short-term in-home care from a certified aide. Medicaid covers 
nursing homes and, in some states, will sometimes cover home care, but many only 
qualify after they have spent down their assets—often by paying out of pocket for 
costly nursing home stays. 

There’s also a serious mismatch between what families can access through Med-
icaid and what Americans want when they age. Nearly 90 percent of Americans 
say they want to age at home, but few get to do so. More than 800,000 people are 
on state waiting lists to get home-based care through Medicaid. Waiting lists are a 
problem of supply. Home health care aides make a median hourly wage of $13, fre-
quently don’t receive any benefits, and have few possibilities for advancement. The 
job is physically demanding and emotionally taxing, so there is a chronic shortage 
and lots of turnover. 

If they can afford it, Americans can buy private long-term care insurance, but 
very few—7.5 million—do. The policies tend to be restrictive about what services 
and providers they’ll cover, and they often deny coverage based on preexisting con-
ditions. Some won’t pay benefits in the case of common conditions like Alzheimer’s 
or diabetes. And premiums are high, since only those who are most vulnerable and 
costly to insure tend to buy it.

A 
nationwide long-term care system may not 
seem utopian—the idea appears so commonsen-
sical that many Americans assume we already have 
one. But crafting something functional and hu-
mane would be an incredibly ambitious effort, re-

quiring creative thinking, robust resources, and vast political will. 
A truly functioning system would offer people a variety of 

choices. Some people may need a nursing home or assisted 
living. Others may choose to pay a family member or a friend 
to provide care, or to hire a professional aide. All options would 
have to be of high quality, which requires big investments in 
the workforce. 

To make the system affordable, it needs to be universal: We all 
pay into it, and we all know what the program covers. It would be 
“just like [how] a certain part of our paychecks go to Social Secu-
rity. We know at the end, more or less, what that means when we 
retire,” said Kenneth Knapp, director 
of the Center for Long-Term Care 
at New York Medical College. Poo 
proposes a new Medicare program to 
cover long-term care for those who 
are eligible—“Medicare Part X,” she 
suggested. And she calls for a brand-
new, nationwide social insurance pro-
gram for everyone else. “We need a 
public infrastructure, a public system 
that allows us to pool the risks associ-
ated with long-term care.” That way 
we could “have enough resources in the system to both support 
access to the services and a strong workforce.” 

That’s a tall order in a country that hasn’t created a new 
social safety net program in decades. But without it, the respon-
sibility typically falls on family members. More than 40 million 
Americans are providing unpaid elder care. Those caregivers 
take on a critical role without typically knowing much about 
what they’re getting into—nearly always stepping in after an 

ILLUSTRATION BY HANNA BARCZYK
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emergency—and with few supports. 
Brandon Will and his mother 

were always close. If he was sick or 
short on rent, she’s the one he would 
call. Even when he lived in New 
York, they would go to see the same 
movie at the same time in their dif-
ferent cities and get on the phone to 
talk about it afterward. 

Will had, even in his 30s, already 
envisioned what the future would look like for the two of them: 
He would move back to Chicago after grad school, and Janice 
would retire and move close to him. But that was supposed to be 
when he was in his 40s or 50s—not now. And yet today they’ve 
moved to a one-story house in Chicago; Will has a bedroom in 
the garage.

Janice has cognitive and balance issues from Parkinson’s. She 
also began to suffer from debilitating chronic pain that turned 
out to be fibromyalgia. After the home health aide came, Will 
took the binder of physical therapy activities he left behind and 
began trying to implement the regimen himself. But less than 
a year after the aide visited, his mother fell and snapped her 
femur while trying to negotiate the surface change between the 
kitchen tile and the hallway carpet. Will thinks she “absolutely” 
wouldn’t have been so severely injured and needed surgery if 
they’d had more support. 

These days he helps Janice with things large and small. 
He lines up activities and phone calls to keep her mind active. 
Walking is difficult for her, so he has to be at her side even 
though she uses a walker. It can take her almost an hour to get 

C aregiving is already a crisis for 
American families, but it’s only going 
to get worse, and quickly. From 2018 
to 2030, the number of Americans 
age 65 and older is predicted to in-

crease by more than 60 percent. By 2034, the 
country is expected to have more seniors than 
children. This growth, fueled by the aging baby 
boom generation, “is unprecedented in the his-
tory of the country,” Knapp said.

Washington state may be the best prepared 
to weather the coming silver tsunami. John 
Alexander, 71, has been living in a rented room 
in Vancouver, Wash., for 11 years. “I live in a 
nice house across the street from a park where 
everybody walks their dogs,” he said. It takes a 
lot of dedicated work to keep Alexander safely 
at home. He’s long estranged from his family, 
but he needs daily care because his legs don’t 
function well and are subject to frequent muscle 
spasms. “My legs are like noodles—they can’t 
support me,” he said. He even needs help using 
the TV remote because the buttons are too 
small for his weak grip.

Alexander has three caregivers. Five days a 
week one woman wakes him up around 8:30 and 
cleans him, feeds him, moves him from his bed 
to his wheelchair, and leaves at 10:30. The next 
caregiver comes in at 2 and stays until 7, help-
ing him maintain his mobility and cognition by 
doing puzzles and physical therapy. The woman 
who owns the house, Vicki Bickford, fills in the 
rest as she can.

At first Bickford was able to provide the 
care herself, and she became Alexander’s health 

aide. But as he started 
to have trouble walk-
ing, Bickford found a 
young single mother, 
Lauren, who had been 
working low-paying 
retail jobs, to take over. 
At the time, Lauren 
was living with her 
three children in one 
room of her parents’ 
house. In Washington, 
wages for home health 
care aides are high 
enough that Lauren 
has been able to save 

up money to get her own apartment. “Her 
kids are fed, have clean clothes; she’s going to 
be buying a car soon,” Bickford said. Lauren 
has health insurance and access to training and 
education, which is building “her self-worth,” 
Bickford added.

All of this care is free to Alexander under 
Medicaid. “I’m very satisfied with the caregiv-
ing I’m getting,” he said. It’s still not enough—
Bickford is pushing to get him care to cover 

to the corner of the block. He makes sure she eats at certain times so that she can 
take her medications as prescribed. After another bad fall last summer, he helps her 
get to and from the bathroom at night.

Will bemoans the fact that her care is reactive, not proactive. Medicare will 
cover things that are medically necessary, such as the walker after Janice broke her 
femur, but not assistive devices that could actually 
prevent a fall, like bars to help her get in and out of 
the bathtub. He’s done what he can to learn how to 
be a good caregiver: reading articles, going to Par-
kinson’s caregiver support groups, joining groups 
on Facebook. He takes notes every time Janice has 
physical therapy sessions so he can help her repeat 
the exercises. “But man, I wish we’d had this one 
guy who was ready to tell us everything,” he said of 
the home health aide who came for the assessment. 
“You’re thrown out there on your own, and you’re 
trying to piecemeal assemble your plan.”

The situation also makes it difficult for Will to 
pursue his career. He had just been offered a low-
level job in publishing when he moved home to 
care for Janice. For the first few years he kept 
thinking he could get back to that plan, or at the very least use the time at home to 
finish a book he’s writing. “Yeah, it was not a writing retreat,” he said with a laugh. 
“Your anxiety is growing: Am I going to miss my window?” He’s started freelancing, 
but he doesn’t have the mental capacity to hustle for more work, nor does he have 
consistent days and times when he knows he’ll be free to do it. Finances are incredi-
bly tight, and they eased only slightly during the pandemic, because his student loan 
payments were put on hold.

Having a home health care aide help Janice, even for a few hours a week, would 
make an enormous difference. “It would completely change my life if we could get 
someone to come a couple times a week,” he said. 

“We call it the non-
system of long-term 
care.”

—Susan Reinhard, 
AARP Public Policy Institute

Essential work-

ers: There is a 

chronic shortage of 

home health aides. 

Better wages and 

benefits help grow 

the workforce.
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No place like home: 

Nearly 90 percent of 

Americans say they 

want to age at home, 

but few get to do so.

more hours, particularly when he’s alone over-
night, often having to sit in his own waste. Still, 
it looks far different here than in most other 
states, where the ability to get care at home is 
severely limited. 

“Washington leads in everything,” Reinhard 
said. AARP has ranked the state number two 
in the country for providing long-term care 
supports, in part because over 60 percent of its 
Medicaid and state-funded long-term care fund-
ing goes to home-based care, compared with 
a national average of 45 per-
cent. One of the state’s most 
important innovations is the 
way it treats home health care 
workers. “The state invested in 
home care in a very real way,” 
said Sterling Harders, presi-
dent of SEIU 775. For two 
decades, home care workers 
have been organized through 
Harders’s union, and they’ve 
secured some of the best pay 
and benefits for such work in 
the country. The starting wage 
is now $16.72 an hour, Har-
ders said, and the workers get 
raises every six months. They 
can obtain health insurance for $25 a month 
and have access to an employer-paid retirement 
program. They even get paid sick leave and 
mileage reimbursement for driving their own 
cars to work. Washington also offers “the most 
robust training program for caregivers in the 
country,” Harders said. Home care aides must 
complete 75 hours of basic training, akin to what 
certified nursing assistants receive, and most do 
another 12 hours a year to stay up-to-date on 
best practices or learn about the specific needs 
of their clients.

Because of these reforms, “home care is much 
more available,” Poo said, “especially in the rural 
communities.” It means that there are 23 home 
health and personal care aides for every 100 adults 
who need one—still not enough, but above the 
national average. It also means that caregivers 
are well trained and well compensated, offering 
clients more peace of mind.

Washington residents who need long-term 
care will soon experience the country’s first-ev-
er social insurance program to help defray the 
cost. Eventually any state resident who pays 
into the system for 10 years—not only those on 
Medicaid—will be able to receive $100 a day, 
up to a lifetime cap of $36,500, if they need 
help with daily activities like eating or bathing. 
The money will cover everything from a home 
health care aide to the installation of a shower 
bar. But while residents will start paying in 
January 2022, the benefits won’t be made avail-
able for another three years after that. And the 

More than 40 million 
Americans are providing 
elder care but not  
getting paid for it.

benefit is likely to increase the demand for home health care aides, necessitating 
more supply.

“We may be best in the nation, but it’s still not enough,” Harders noted. Even the  
higher wages are often not enough to live on, and health insurance is available only 
for workers and excludes their children. 

I f washington has made big investments in the supply of care, hawaii has 
experimented with how to help people afford it. Iris Yafuso Toguchi realized 
something was wrong when she took her mother to the emergency room to get 
stitches and was told that she didn’t have health insurance. Her mother, who 
ran the family bakery, had been forgetting to make the payments for months. 

When Yafuso Toguchi checked her mother’s bank 
accounts, they were nearly empty: She’d spent it 
all on items advertised on late-night television. She 
was diagnosed with Alzheimer’s around 2015.

Caring for her is a challenge. “It’s like having an 
infant or a baby that’s 150 pounds,” Yafuso Toguchi 
said. “When you have a baby, you know this baby’s 
going to grow and become independent.… This, 
we’re going backwards.” She realized her mother 
needed nearly constant care to keep her safe.

The first time Yafuso Toguchi took her mother 
to an adult day care, where she could socialize 
with others her age under trained supervision, “it 
was like the first day when you take your child to 
kindergarten. They go off and they don’t say bye 
to you, and I cried in the car,” she recalled. But on 
the drive home it dawned on her: “I have peace of 

mind, I can rest, I can actually do something.” It’s helped her 
mother, too, keeping her mentally sharp and physically active.

At first, Yafuso Toguchi paid for the program out of pocket, 
depleting her savings. Then she saw an ad on TV for a state 
program that started at the end of 2017: Kupuna Caregivers. 
The word “kupuna” in Native Hawaiian means “senior” but 
also conveys a sense of respect and honor. The Kupuna Care-
givers program gives people who care for family members $210 
a week to cover paid caregiving so they can keep working. It’s “a 
first-in-the-nation model,” said Ian Ross, public policy and ad-
vocacy manager at the Alzheimer’s Association–Hawaii. Yafuso 
Toguchi enrolled. For about a year it paid for six days of adult 
day care a week. “It was a godsend,” she said. The program was 
established on the heels of the Kupuna Care program, which 
Hawaii began in 2012 to help elder-
ly residents who aren’t on Medicaid 
pay for essential services they need 
to live at home. The two programs 
are about “respecting the tight-knit 
family and respect for elders that we 
have in Hawaii,” said Ross.

But they aren’t perfect. After the 
first year, because of high demand, 
Yafuso Toguchi’s coverage was re-
duced to three days of adult day care 
a week. Advocates had been rallying around increased funding 
for the Kupuna Caregivers program when the pandemic began 
and the legislative session was thrown into chaos. “Funding is a 
really big issue,” Ross said. Each year the legislature has to find 
money in the budget to keep it going. 

The unpredictability of funding is indicative of the pro-
gram’s incomplete nature. It was meant to be “a stepping stone 
to something more permanent,” Ross explained. It can’t and 

47



 T H E  N A T I O N  7 . 2 6 – 8 . 2 . 2 0 2 1

caregivers live together. Artist and filmmaker Marisa Morán 
Jahn and architect Rafi Segal, who are launching the first Care-
haus next year, started the project because of their personal ex-
periences. Morán Jahn, the daughter of Chinese and Ecuadorian 
immigrants, has dealt with struggling to find care for her young 
son and also with worrying about her isolated grandmother. 
Segal’s father and grandparents grew up on a kibbutz in Israel. 
Combine those things and you get Carehaus. Older residents 
live in private rooms clustered around a large shared space, and 
each floor is dedicated to an activity or need: a kitchen, an art 
workshop, a fitness area. Caregivers, meanwhile, get an afford-
able place to live with their families and can share the work.

The details matter. There are no corridors, so it’s easier for 
older people to orient themselves. Each floor has a mural in a 
different color to help them find their way. The color changes 
as the wall meets the floor to help those who are visually im-
paired differentiate the two. It will also look “hip,” Segal said, 
to change the way we think about where the elderly live. 

The first Carehaus will be a 20-unit building in central 
Baltimore housing 12 seniors and four caregivers and their 
families. Morán Jahn and Segal hope many more will follow. 
They’re already looking for new sites in Houston and Miami.

E lder care is “something that’s been really hard 
to get political momentum behind for as long as 
I can remember,” said Poo. But there’s a growing 
recognition that aging doesn’t have to be all about 
“decline and vulnerability and frailty”—warehousing 

the old in facilities until they die. “The thing we always forget 
is that aging is actually living.” With the right support, older 
Americans can continue to have full lives. “We think of children 
as an investment and older adults as not an investment,” Szanton 
pointed out. But “older adults have a lot to provide.”

The policies are slowly shifting accordingly. Thirty years 
ago, Reinhard said, states were spending resources almost 
exclusively on nursing home care. Now that is nearly evenly 
shared with home-based and community-based care. The Af-
fordable Care Act included the CLASS Act, which would have 
established a national, voluntary social insurance program for 
long-term care. But without a mandate that Americans buy 
plans, it never became solvent and was shut down in 2011. 
During his 2020 run for president, Senator Bernie Sanders 
included long-term care coverage in his Medicare for All 
proposal, and it was also included in congressional legislation.

Then Joe Biden campaigned on a care package that included 
elder care, and as president he has proposed a $400 billion in-
vestment in home- and community-based care for seniors and 
the disabled in his American Jobs Plan. The pandemic revealed 
not just the shortcomings of our nursing homes—which turned 
into nightmares as sickness and death spread inside them—but 
also that care for our loved ones enables us to live full lives.

“Beforehand, if you didn’t have the ability to afford long-term 
care, you just thought of it as a personal failure,” Poo said. “Now 
we’re talking about what is our responsibility as a nation to sup-
port our collective ability to take care of the people that we love.”

Will is determined to try to get more care for his mother 
again—just someone to come to their home for a few hours 
a week. He plans to reapply to Medicare to cover the cost of 
an aide. But having been disappointed once, “it’s hard to even 
get my mind in the game,” he said. “We are hopeful. But I am 
expecting a long process with no promises.”  N

won’t reach everyone, nor does it cover the full cost of care. States 
like Hawaii and Washington, which are so far ahead in their ap-
proaches, have only scratched the surface.

M uch could be accomplished simply by changing 
the way we approach caring for the aging and dis-
abled: not as an individual crisis but as a collective 
obligation. That mindset is at the heart of some 
smaller-scale innovations that rely heavily on the 

idea of community.
In 1999, a group of elderly homeowners in the Beacon Hill 

section of Boston faced a conundrum: They wanted to stay in their 
homes, but they were too wealthy to receive Medicaid—and yet not 
wealthy enough to afford the services they needed. So they founded 
a “village”—a collective in which members pay dues (a few hundred 
dollars a year) and typically hire someone to oversee the services 
they need to stay in their homes, such as transportation, social pro-
grams, or help with housekeeping tasks. Some even hire a shared 
chef or a nurse. There are now about 300 such villages affiliated 
with the Village to Village Network across the country. 

These villages can’t solve everything or include everyone. It takes 
18 to 24 months and often significant resources to get new ones 
started. Members have to be mobile, and the villages don’t offer 
medical services. Barbara Sullivan, the executive director of the 
Village to Village Network, wants to see government resources help 
more of them start up and keep going. “If Medicare can reimburse, 
through the Advantage program, Uber and Lyft for [rides to] medi-
cal appointments, why can’t we get reimbursed?” she asked. 

Someday people who need assistance might choose to live in 
something like Carehaus, a residence where the elderly and their 
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ILLUSTRATION BY JOE CIARDIELLO

Where 
the Wild 
Things Are
Brandon Taylor’s university dramas
B Y  J E N N I F E R  W I L S O N

i
s an animal a being or a boundary? 
Is it a kind of living organism or a 
threshold that anyone might cross—
if pushed far enough? As the scholar 
Jack Halberstam argues in his latest 
book, Wild Things: The Disorder of 

Desire, many of our associations with animals and 
their natural habitat are rooted in colonial practices of 
categorization that distinguished “the domestic/tame/
civilized” from “the foreign/wild/barbaric.” However, 
far from urging us to dismantle this binary, Halberstam 
asks us merely to reorganize the judgments we attach 
to it so that the wild and animalistic might not be some-
thing we fear descending into but rather something 50
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we might actively embrace. Much as queer theory seeks to recuperate the word “queer” 
itself, Halberstam notes, so too should we reclaim “wildness” as not a disparagement 
but as a mode of resistance. To be wild is not to fail at being civilized but to recognize 
the failures of civilization to sustain life—physically and spiritually. Wildness, he ar-
gues, “functions as a form of disorder that will not submit to rule, a mode of unknow-
ing, a resistant ontology, and a fantasy of life beyond the human.”

Filthy Animals, the novelist Brandon Taylor’s first short story collection, is filled 
with characters who crave the kind of feral freedom that Halberstam describes. The 
opening story, “Potluck,” begins with a character looking into the window of an apart-
ment on a frigid Wisconsin winter night: “Noise of an undifferentiated party variety 
drifted out into the deep blue cold, meeting Lionel under the sunroom window, where 
he had stopped to peer inside.” Varying degrees of ferociousness await him there: clas-
sist disdain from the academics in attendance, unwanted sexual advances, and wanted 
sexual advances that presage jealousy-driven acts of cruelty. Interior spaces do not offer 

tion that we are likely to be at our most 
animalistic. Taylor’s first book, the novel 
Real Life, was a campus drama set within 
a fiercely competitive graduate program 
in biology. Filthy Animals in many ways 
represents a continuation of that novel’s 
exploration of the cruel forces unleashed 
by aspiration and entitlement. Everyone, 
both books suggest, is merely a worm try-
ing to evade a scientist’s ambition-laden 
scalpel or a rival lover’s dueling pis-
tol. Here, once again, we encounter the 
sharp incisors of people who are used to 
getting their way, and others—women, 
people of color, queer people, workers—
who are expected to offer up their flesh 
in response. 

T
aylor writes with incred-
ible clarity and precision 
about the lives of people 
in small university towns, 
and how they are never as 

quaint or idyllic as those on the outside 
might imagine. In both his fiction and 
his personal essays, he explores the casual 
brutalities of the academic world and the 
ways in which they are intensified for 
people of color. Writing about his deci-
sion to leave that world in an article for 
BuzzFeed, he recounted some of the racist 
comments and attitudes he ran up against 
while in graduate school: “Science was 

warmth and protection from the elements 
but instead leave Lionel and many of the 
other characters in the collection (many 
of whom are queer, women, and people 
of color) vulnerable to the predations of 
stronger human animals. At one point, 
Lionel finds himself sitting next to the 
girlfriend of a man who has been flirting 
with him and senses “a kind of heat” 
transferring between them, “some kind 
of animal recognition.”

This first story lays out the basic ter-
rain of Filthy Animals. Over the 11 stories, 
mostly set in Madison, Wis. (where Tay-
lor attended graduate school in biochem-
istry), the spaces of civilized domesticity 
are revealed to be the dirtiest, bloodi-
est, most dangerous places in which a 
wounded animal could find itself. This 
is conveyed quite literally at times: The 
humans of Filthy Animals are prone to 
baring their teeth, making fists, shedding 
or drawing blood; on occasion, they even 
bite. A largely middle-class array of pro-
fessionals—mathematicians, ballet danc-
ers, medical students—their mouths seem 
perpetually open and ready to attack, 
their hands rarely far from a sharp object 
to throw at their rivals or lovers. 

The violence in Filthy Animals is that 
of gentility. It is domesticated. As Tay-
lor’s characters brutalize one another in 
recital rooms, lecture halls, coffee shops, 
and other spaces that we are conditioned 
to think of as full of erudite, well-man-
nered types, we are left to conclude that 
these kinds of places—formal and infor-
mal corridors of power—in fact provoke 
the worst and basest instincts in people. 
More than being in the wilderness, it is 
within the shimmering towers of civiliza-

the constant humiliation of wondering 
if I had justified my presence or if I had 
made it harder for the next black person 
to get admitted. Science was having to 
worry about that in the first place.” 

Taylor’s lab training, however, stayed 
with him even after he left school. It turns 
out that a fascination with nascent life 
forms and what they can grow into serves 
a writer of fiction well. In both science 
and writing, “you churn the raw material 
of life into something that can be under-
stood,” he notes, “and when you fail, you 
marvel at the mystery of things.” 

This fascination with the beauty of 
failed subjects was at the center of Tay-
lor’s debut novel. Nominated for the 
Booker Prize, Real Life tells the story of 
Wallace, a gay Black graduate student in 
biochemistry, as he navigates the social 
isolation and racism of his predominantly 
white research lab. There is perhaps no 
better environment to see people at their 
most primal than in a cutthroat gradu-
ate program where resources are scarce, 
survival (a research job) is prized above 
all else, and might (tenure) makes right. 
Racism exacerbates all of these things; 
an enduring belief in white intellectual 
superiority results in Wallace’s capabil-
ities constantly being underestimated. 
Dana, a white lab mate who is considered 
“bright, bright, bright” despite her poor 
technique and displays of impatience with 
her research project, is so loath to ask 
Wallace for assistance that she “skewer[s] 
the animals with the needle” and works 
so slowly that they become dehydrated: 
“Her worms turned into hard pralines 
right there on the slide.” In Filthy Ani-
mals, people treat one another the way 
Dana treats her worms: as means to an 
end, as tools for getting what they want. 
No one is safe from this instrumentaliza-
tion; all can be loaded onto a slide and 
prodded until their insides burst.

Filthy Animals is its own book, and 
Wallace of course does not appear, but 
the cast of characters in the collection 
share a lot in common with him. They 
are lonely, uncertain, and looking for a 
way out of the various cages they find 
themselves in. They also, at times, prove 
to be the predator as well as the prey. As 
the characters try to betray their way out 
of relationships, sabotage their careers, or 
attempt to end their lives, we are remind-
ed that freeing oneself can often 
be a violent process. 

“Potluck” introduces us to 

Filthy Animals
By Brandon Taylor
Riverhead Books. 
288 pp. $26

Jennifer Wilson is a contributing writer for The 
Nation. Her work has also appeared in The New 
York Times, The New Republic, The New 
Yorker, and elsewhere.
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several characters who will return subse-
quently in “Flesh,” “Proctoring,” “Mass,” 
“Apartment,” and “Meat.” These stories 
revolve around Lionel and two ballet 
students, Charles and Sophie. Lionel, it 
is revealed, was in the mathematics grad-
uate program but took a medical leave of 
absence following a suicide attempt. His 
motivations for trying to take his life are 
deliberately presented as murky and dif-
fuse, but his family suspects it is because 
“he’d been ripping and running with 
all them white kids at school.” Lionel 
contests this suggestion: “His aunts and 
uncles saw his desire to kill himself as an 
extension of all those things they didn’t 
like or understand,” but “it was nobody’s 
fault. Things happened.” We learn that 
the party is his first attempt to socialize 
after a stay in a men-
tal health facility. Un-
easy, he looks around 
the potluck table for 
grains and greens, 
careful to avoid meat, 
which he has stopped 
eating since his sui-
cide attempt: “The 
thought of consuming 
dead things, when he 
had been so close to 
dying, when he had 
wanted to die, was too 
much.” 

From the dinner 
party, we get flash-
backs to Lionel’s time 
at the facility, which 
was designed to give 
the appearance (de-
spite windows that 
could not fully open) 
that a person there 
could come and go. Referring to the deli-
cate and unimposing material of the lock-
ing mechanisms on the windows, Lionel 
realizes that it was intended “to look not 
threatening,” that the staff “wanted the 
people at the facility to feel affirmed by 
their captivity.” At the party, he is a cap-
tive to different forms of social pressures 
and nearly buckles under their weight, 
at one point having to excuse himself 
to go to the bathroom. When he meets 
Charles and Sophie for the first time, he 
discovers a couple of kindred spirits, at 
least in one important way: They too are 

ambivalent, as any domesticated 
animal would be, torn between 
the competing desires for safety, 

protection, and enclosure and for abso-
lute and boundless freedom. 

As Lionel gets to know them, he dis-
covers that Charles and Sophie are in 
a nonmonogamous relationship. They 
pretend not to belong to each other, 
but that pretense unravels frequently and 
with ferocity. After the party is over, 
Charles follows Lionel home in the snow, 
leading to a sexual encounter between the 
two men that eventually binds the three 
of them together. Sophie forces Lionel 
into a tense friendship, seemingly unsure 
how to balance her various conflicting 
urges—to affirm her commitment to free 
love, but also to win, to beat out the 
competition. When Lionel becomes un-
comfortable with it all and tries to leave 
her apartment, Sophie tries harder to 

bait him and starts to 
bare her fangs, literal-
ly. “Do you think I’ll 
eat you?” she asks, as 
she “snapped her teeth 
playfully at him.”

In “Little Beast,” 
we find out what the 
other side of this kind 
of entrapment—a full-
on embrace of being 
feral—would look 
like. Fittingly, it is a 
story about a child. It 
centers on a seeming-
ly twentysomething 
babysitter named Syl-
via and the little girl 
she’s in charge of along 
with her brother, and 
we quickly realize that 
either one could be 
the titular beast. The 
girl gets into all sorts 

of muck; early on in the story, she walks 
over to Sylvia and reveals that her hands 
are covered in dog shit. Later, Sylvia 
finds her jumping up and down on her 
parents’ bed, totally naked, covered in 
scratches, her hair filled with twigs and 
dirt. “How has she done this to herself? 
She looks like a wild thing,” she thinks 
in frustration. Sylvia does not handle 
this kid with kid gloves: She plunges the 
little girl’s shit-covered fingers into hot, 
almost scalding water. “It would be noth-
ing, would take nothing,” she thinks, “to 
rend this girl to pieces.” Taylor compares 
Sylvia in this moment to the wily beast in 
“Little Red Riding Hood,” describing her 
as “part wolf,” though not because Sylvia 

is angry with her; it is more that she sees 
herself too much in the girl. Recently 
out of a relationship and engaging in 
self-destructive sexual behavior with the 
father she babysits for, Sylvia recognizes 
in the girl’s wildness a burning thirst she 
likewise feels at the back of her throat. 
It is the same burning that led her to 
leave her boyfriend, to be unbound by 
the needs and expectations imposed on 
women by men: “Sylvia thinks she can 
understand the girl. She knows what it is 
to be trapped inside a thing, inside a life. 
She knows what it is to want to tear a hole 
in everything.”

In Taylor’s title story, “Filthy Ani-
mals,” we meet a pair of young men 
who are not quite at that point yet, not 
entirely ready to bare all and give in to 
sheer instinct. Its main characters, Milton 
and Nolan, two Black teenagers, have just 
gotten high in a basement when they get 
a text from a white boy named Abe and 
his friend Tate, who invite the pair to a 
“burner” out in the woods. “Burner,” it 
is explained, “means there will be ten to 
fifteen people they vaguely know and ker-
osene-soaked rags torched in metal bar-
rels. Cheap whiskey, cheap beer for the 
Christians. Coke, molly, and weed for the 
true believers,” rounded out by the scent 
of “Tommy Boy cologne” and the look of 
“dark denim turned white in the crotch 
and ass from wear.” Tate and Abe, Taylor 
alerts us, “bring out the worst in Nolan, 
excite the animal part of him.” The boys 
all know each other from Sunday school 
and have a history of becoming violent 
in their encounters. These scuffles and 
fistfights are often just an excuse to touch 
one another, to be intimate and physical 
in a way that does not stir up feelings 
too complicated—until it does. Desire 
subdued breeds violence, and that night 
things go too far; the usual roughhousing 
gets complicated by the insertion of a 
rock. When it is all over, Milton steps out 
of the woods looking to clean the blood, 
dirt, and cum off of his hands. (The trees 
had offered a brief hiding place from the 
rest of the world.) 

The other stories in the collection 
maintain an interest in physicality and 
bodies and force. In “Mass,” a young man 
named Alek thinks about his brothers, 
type-A medical students who used to 
beat him up as a kid; one even ground 
a lit cigarette into his arm. “Perhaps it 
was always this way with brothers,” Alek 
speculates, “a truce brokered only after 

Taylor writes with 

incredible clarity 

about the lives and 

desires and discontents 

of people in small 

university towns.
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An ethnographer who 
fought in Vietnam explores 
contradictions embedded in 
historical events, American 
cultural life, and the face of 
trauma—in 
hopes of 
reaching 
this gener-
ation of 
vets and 
students 
of war in 
general.
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an equilibrium of physical strength had 
been met, as if the potential for mutual 
destruction were the only thing that kept 
them from tearing each other limb from 
limb.” In “What Made Them Made You,” 
a young woman with cancer feels a mys-
terious presence suffocating her at night 
but is told not to fear 
it, as she is made of the 
same stuff as any mon-
ster found on earth 
(which reads, particu-
larly in the context of 
the story, as an alle-
gory about family in a 
culture that tells us to 
accept or paper over 
the violence they can 
inflict on us).

Only in “Anne of Cleves,” the story 
of a woman, Marta, settling into her first 
lesbian relationship, do we get something 
like a reprieve, an example of humans 
living in harmony with the natural world, 
not so much taming it as fusing together 
with it. Marta finds in this relationship a 
safe place where, unlike at work or in her 
previous relationships, she no longer feels 
compelled by men to give them what they 
want from her, to protect their egos, to 
circumvent their anger. In Sigrid, her new 
partner, she is freed from that, and their 
relationship slowly becomes surrounded 
by vegetation, by wild things that nur-
ture. “They had grown vegetables in a 
little plot behind the house and pickled 
them,” Taylor writes. “They opened jars 
of okra and peas and beans. They made 
their own kraut. Their house smelled 
like vinegar, but it was the healthiest that 
Marta had felt in a long time.” 

I
n recent months, Taylor 
has also emerged as a tal-
ented (if self-deprecating) 
cultural critic. Whenever 
he’s about to publish an 

essay, he tweets a picture of Taylor Swift 
dressed in a serious-looking black sweater 
with her hair in bangs. “You know what 
this pic means,” he announces to his fol-
lowers. “Essay time!” one responds. The 
image of Swift is Taylor’s way of gently 
mocking the “internet essayists,” a term 
he has never quite defined but that I think 
from contextual clues refers to bad-faith 
takes on identity engineered to get clicks 
but not to move the conceptual needle for-
ward. Taylor’s own online writing shows 
us that this is such a waste of the Inter-

net, which in his hands is reminiscent of 
its earlier, unfettered iteration. He uses 
the freedom of online publishing to take 
risks, to tell the truth about your faves. 
His popular newsletter, Sweater Weather 
(named for his love of the garment), defies 
simple categorization. Launched in 2019, 

Sweater Weather ranges 
in modes and registers 
and includes every-
thing from erotic Stan-
ley Tucci fan fiction to 
commentary on race in 
the contemporary hor-
ror genre (“How do 
you make something 
to terrify a people who 
have lived for genera-

tions in a state of constant besiegement?”). 
Taylor has also written about the “internet 
novel,” a category that seems to have 
finally arrived this year as a legitimate sub-
genre, thanks to entries by Lauren Oyler 
(Fake Accounts) and Patricia Lockwood (No 
One Is Talking About This). Publicly voic-
ing a frustration shared privately among 
Black writers and critics, Taylor notes that 
“through no fault of their own,” these 
books were credited with capturing the 
whole of online culture, rather than what 
felt like a distinctly white understand-
ing of the Internet as primarily a source 
of emotional disturbance: “None of the 
transformative capacity or will to change 
that animates so much of online life for 
black and brown and queer people exists 
in these novels.” Referring to the message 
boards and chatrooms he spent time in 
growing up, Taylor notes that “the inter-
net saved my life when I was younger.… 
Because while the world I lived in told me 
one thing about myself, the greater world 
told me I could be something else.”

Neither Real Life nor Filthy Animals
could be described exactly as being Inter-
net fiction, though each depicts a world 
that Black and queer online spaces could 
offer refuge from. His characters (espe-
cially Wallace and Lionel) are undeniably 
isolated, surrounded by people who make 
demands of them both to be things they 
are not and to not be things they are—and 
to read these people’s minds about when 
it’s the proper time for each. It is perhaps 
fitting, then, that Taylor’s writing, from 
his fiction to his Twitter page to his news-
letter, has created precisely that space for 
readers now: a refuge from the beastly 
terrors of marginalization—an untamed, 
unruly, ecstatic wilderness.  N

Neither Real Life

nor Filthy Animals is 

Internet fiction, but each 

offers insight into Black 

and queer online spaces.
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Age of Predation
The sinews of Reaganism
B Y  T H O M A S  M E A N E Y

e
ver since ronald reagan became governor of cal-
ifornia in 1967, we have relied on two native informants 
about his time in power: Joan Didion, of Sacramento, 
and Mike Davis, of the San Bernardino Valley. 

For Didion, a onetime “Goldwater girl,” Reagan 
was one of the few Americans of his generation to 

experience something approaching luxury socialism. As a ward of 
Hollywood, which rented and furnished his homes; then of US 
corporations such as General Electric; and 
finally of state and federal governments, 
Reagan, for most of his life, never lived in 
anything resembling everyday America. As 
Didion reported, Nancy Reagan carried 
cash only when she needed to leave the 
house for a manicure. “I preferred the 

studio system to the anxiety of 
looking for work in New York,” 
she recalled in her memoir. 

For Mike Davis, one of the country’s 
most formidable working-class intellec-
tuals, the critical components of Reagan’s 
ascent were economic and geographical. 
Reagan was the herald of the new business 
class of the American West and Southwest, 
much of whose profits came from war-re-
lated industries. Long predating recent 
epiphanies on the American Right, such 

as that of Christopher Caldwell, Davis saw 
that the crucial innovation of the Reagan 
strategy was to give up on the Goldwater 
dream of shrinking the US state and in-
stead mobilize it to transfer wealth upward 
and a launch a Vernichtungskrieg against 
unionized labor.

Reagandland is the final installment 
of Rick Perlstein’s history of the postwar 
American right. It is a tribute to his skill 
as a writer that he combines Didion’s 
determination to pin down the aura of 
the Reagan era with some measure of 
Davis’s capacity to explain its materi-
al components. Examining Reaganism 
at both the molecular and stratospheric 
levels, Perlstein attends as much to its 
underlying dynamics as to its spectacle. 
Like Davis, he reminds us that much of 
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the action took place offstage, with “Ronald Reagan” serving as the vehicle for a new 
band of conservatives and social movements not content to be hemmed in by the old 
Republican order. 

One of the tonics of this rare combination of historical narrative and structural 
analysis is how much it throws the Trump years into relief, allowing for a more sober 
consideration of the past half decade. The sense of recklessness that corporate Repub-
licans, including the Chamber of Commerce, imputed to Reagan recalls their succes-
sors’ treatment of Trump in the lead-up to his winning the Republican nomination. 
The fervor of today’s Trumpists was even exceeded by the most ardent Reaganites of 
yesteryear. When a group of Situationists stormed the 1980 Republican convention 
and distributed copies of J.G. Ballard’s short story “Why I Want to Fuck Ronald 
Reagan” (“In assembly kit tests Reagan’s face was uniformly perceived as a penile erec-
tion”), with the title page replaced with the presidential seal, they got nowhere. The 
pamphlet was taken in stride by the faithful: just another position paper outlining the 

Perlstein prefers to skate around the ice and 
to bump up against all manner of mobiliza-
tions and movements that, in mass-market 
books about American politics, typically 
exist only on the margins. Reagan is the 
face and voice of a radical right vanguard in 
Perlstein’s account but not its beating heart.

A
ppropriately, Perlstein de-
votes much of Reaganland
to a figure who belongs 
to the territory as much 
as Reagan himself: Jimmy 

Carter. For it was Carter, the most con-
servative Democratic presidential candi-
date since John W. Davis in 1924, who 
revised the New Deal coalition of the 
Democratic Party—drastically cutting 
the federal budget, turning away from 
détente with the USSR, scaling back the 
urban jobs program, and ending labor 
law reform—and opened a Pandora’s box 
of political innovations of which Reagan 
was the ultimate beneficiary. A South-
ern Baptist who retreated to the biblical 
mountaintops to make big decisions, Car-
ter also proved that evangelicals could 
take power. 

On foreign policy, Carter cleared the 
ground for his successor. The Reagan 
administration effectively domesticated 
Carter’s human rights agenda and em-
ployed it as a Cold War battering ram. 

advantages of their candidate.
But perhaps the largest service Perl-

stein has rendered in Reaganland comes 
in its form. The book refuses to travel 
the endlessly repaved road of presidential 
biography, with personal psychology and 
moralizing at the center. To a greater 
extent than in Nixonland and The Invisible 
Bridge, Perlstein surveys the wider polit-
ical landscape of which Reagan himself 
is but one feature. Reaganland not only 
teems with political operatives and hus-
tlers—on the right, center, and left—but 
also suggests that the most potent forces 
of American political change lie outside 
formal politics. All the more striking is 
that this message comes when the Amer-
ican left is more invested in electoralism 
and its promise than at any point since 
the 1940s.

In the arena of American political 
writing, Perlstein’s oeuvre presents a 
dissent from the Great Man theory of 
history that reached its contemporary 
apogee in the work of Robert Caro, in 
which figures such as Lyndon Johnson 
and Robert Moses make history through 
their unyielding will and have the trag-
ic dimension, the singular essence, that 
Caro also attributed to his first biograph-
ical subject, Ernest Hemingway.

The trouble with such a method is less 
that it simplifies historical change than that 
it lends itself to a further mythologization 
of American power. If the hubris of Ameri-
can democracy has been borne by the occu-
pants of its highest office, then the country 
can correct its future by simply finding 
worthier figures to fill it. Perlstein is more 
interested in how an administration inher-
its a set of problems and develops an ideo-
logical response to them. Whereas Caro 
locks himself into the bobsled of biography, 

(Trump, too, far from dismissing hu-
man rights, simply emphasized different 
ones—the right to religious freedom, for 
instance.) Finally, and most decisively, 
Carter undid the postwar Keynesian pact 
between capital and labor that had made 
full employment a loudly utterable pri-
ority in Washington. By appointing Paul 
Volcker as his Federal Reserve Board 
chair to fight inflation by the most dra-
conian means possible, Carter virtually 
guaranteed the very recession, along with 
its accompanying explosion of unem-
ployment, that buried his chances for 
reelection. It was a spectacular instance 
of political self-sabotage undertaken in 
a fit of what Carter was convinced was 
fiscal responsibility.

Reagan’s real electoral competition 
was the array of seemingly more plausi-
ble candidates for the 1980 Republican 
nomination. As Perlstein notes, Reagan 
regularly led the polls, but much of the 
press and pundit class expected a more 
vigorous Republican competitor to knock 
him out of contention. The establishment 
scion George H.W. Bush promised to an-
chor the GOP in donor-friendly harbors. 
But Reagan faced a more serious threat 
from John Connally, the former gover-
nor of Texas, who was favored by the US 
Chamber of Commerce and the business 
contingent of the Republican Party. Con-
nally was effective on the stump and was 
a bruising phrasemaker: “They just put 
speeches in front of Reagan to read,” he 
told The New York Times, and dismissed 
Bush as “a bed-wetting Trilateralist.” 

As Perlstein shows, Reagan was the 
most skilled politician on the campaign 
trail. He also experienced considerable 
good fortune. Bush made the mistake of 
trying to reinvent himself as a populist; 
the man once known in Congress as 
“Rubbers” for his patrician enthusiasm 
for birth control became an unconvinc-
ing convert to the anti-abortion cause. 
Bush’s international experience—he’d 
headed the CIA and served as ambassa-
dor to China—also made him vulnerable 
to being tarred as a proto-globalist. In the 
kind of detail that mysteriously escaped 
Jon Meacham’s attention in his 400-page 
memorial for Bush, Perlstein tells how 
Bush used his diplomatic ties to Beijing 
to score a deal for his private oil company 
to prospect on China’s coasts, back when 
Beijing’s idea of the national in-
terest was rather different from 
what it is today. 

Reaganland
America’s Right Turn 
1976–1980
By Rick Perlstein
Simon & Schuster. 
1,120 pp. $40

Thomas Meaney teaches at Humboldt Univer-
sity in Berlin.
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Connally detonated his own chances 
against Reagan on the unusual terrain of 
foreign policy. In order to gild his cre-
dentials in that sphere, he put forward 
an anodyne plan for Middle East peace 
that included restraining “Israel’s creeping 
annexation of the West Bank.” Reagan’s 
aides had deleted such a phrase from a 
Reagan op-ed earlier in the year out of 
fear of a backlash. They were well advised: 
Within days, Connally was being lambast-
ed by the right wing as well as the liber-
al press, with The New 
York Times comparing 
him, in unfavorable 
terms, to Jesse Jackson. 

A great merit of 
Reaganland is how 
Perlstein examines 
which foreign policy 
questions impinged—
and which did not—
on Reagan’s rise. One 
stubborn myth he dismantles is that Car-
ter missed out on a second term because 
of his performance during the Iran hos-
tage crisis. But an NBC poll at the height 
of the crisis showed that 72 percent of 
Americans approved of Carter’s handling 
of it. “The 17 percent of voters who cited 
the crisis in Iran as the most important is-
sue preferred Carter by a heaping margin 
of two-to-one,” Perlstein writes. “Carter 
won the hostage issue.”

A
s for Reagan, the man 
himself, Perlstein upends 
the conventional liber-
al wisdom that he was a 
Hollywood automaton 

plugged into a teleprompter and deliv-
ering tinselly right-wing talking points. 
“Reagan had won practically every debate 
he had participated in,” Perlstein writes. 
In 1967, after being outfoxed by Reagan 
in a debate, Robert F. Kennedy ordered 
his staffers never to have him face off 
against “that son-of-a-bitch” again. In the 
1980 campaign, Reagan easily triumphed 
over the limber locutions of William F. 
Buckley Jr. in a television debate about 
the fate of the Panama Canal. 

The coup de théâtre on the campaign 
trail took place in a small gymnasium in 
Nashua, N.H., where the Reagan cam-
paign team deceived both Bush and the 
local newspaper into thinking they were 

about to participate in a two-per-
son debate. Having paid for the 
event himself, Reagan and his 

team surprised the audience and the or-
ganizers by surreptitiously inviting all of 
the other Republican candidates to the 
gymnasium. When the moderator, Jon 
Breen, sensed foul play and tried to have 
Reagan’s microphone switched off so that 
Reagan would stop making the case for 
including all the candidates, he seized 
the mic and, mimicking a scene from 
the 1948 Frank Capra movie State of the 
Union in which Spencer Tracy’s character 
delivers a righteous speech, intoned: “I 

am paying for this mi-
crophone, Mr. Green 
[sic]!” The audience, 
either familiar with the 
film or simply delight-
ed with the prefab en-
tertainment, exploded 
in raucous celebration. 
It was remarkable not 
only how adroitly Rea-
gan performed his lines 

but how he recycled a dewy Hollywood 
moment with what appeared to be actual 
political passion. 

But where Perlstein really hits his 
stride is when he passes from the sur-
face of Reaganism to its sinews and Rea-
gan himself fades from view. If there is 
a motor of history in Reaganland, it is 
the direct-mail campaign pioneered by 
Goldwater veteran and Reagan campaign 
strategist Richard Viguerie. Viguerie not 
only operated a shadow mediasphere of 
personalized newsletters for voters’ mail-
boxes for decades; he also discovered a 
way to raise enormous sums of money 
outside the usual channels. Reagan did 
not need to go hat in hand to corpora-
tions to nearly the same degree as Bush 
and Connally. Viguerie used the mailing 
lists to Venn-diagram their various sup-
porters. Different conservative groups—
the World Anti-Communist League, the 
National Right to Work Committee, the 
National Rifle Association, No Amnesty 
for Deserters, Citizens for Decent Liter-
ature, George Wallace followers—could 
be built off one another exponentially 
and corralled into the Reagan camp via 
pseudo-intimately worded letters to their 
members. By 1980, Viguerie was so suc-
cessful that the largest conservative politi-
cal action committee, Citizens for Reagan, 
could reap a significant portion of its 
$9 million from donations smaller than 
$25. Reaganland makes a persuasive case 
that the right’s ideological triumph in the 
1980s was as much a technological one. 

W
hen it comes to the overall 
phenomenon of Reagan-
ism, Perlstein hesitates to 
offer too strong of a theory. 
A longtime Chicago resi-

dent, he must be familiar with the scene 
from a certain 1980s crowd-pleaser in 
which the despondent third wheel in a Red 
Wings jersey stares for too long at a Seurat 
painting at the city’s Art Institute. The 
pointillist canvas of Reaganland is mesmer-
izing, and Perlstein feels obliged neither to 
provide a hierarchy of causes for Reagan’s 
ascent nor to weigh up the chief compo-
nents of Reaganism. 

This panoramic perspective has its ad-
vantages. At its best, Reaganland is a history 
of interlocking and abutting mobilizations, 
a study of the social forces at the end 
of the 1970s. In discrete mini-histories 
of Phyllis Schlafly’s campaign against the 
Equal Rights Amendment and Anita Bry-
ant’s antigay crusade, as well as of oppos-
ing ones—Ralph Nader’s highly successful 
consumer protection movement (where is 
the Netflix miniseries on this?) and Harvey 
Milk’s organizing in San Francisco—Perl-
stein wants to stress how forces outside 
the formal party matrix were in many ways 
more important than those within it. Power 
is diffuse in Reaganland, and Reaganism was 
the field where disparate interests could 
join together. 

Alongside his empirical prowess, Perl-
stein does stake out the substance that 
distinguished Reagan and his backers 
from their right-wing predecessors. If 
Nixonism was characterized by the tradi-
tional exercise of state power and Keynes-
ian management of the economy—“We 
have learned at last to manage a modern 
economy to assure its continued growth,” 
Nixon declared in his first inaugural ad-
dress—Reaganism was distinguished by 
its desire to cover itself in an aura of extra-
governmental activism and to incorporate 
the instability of the economy into its 
governing dynamic. Under Reagan, the 
US state continued to grow, but worrying 
about the deficit was for losers. The un-
derpinning for this assumption was what 
the influential Reagan apparatchik Jude 
Wanniski called the “Two Santa Clause 
Theory.” The idea was that, even as Carter 
and the Democrats became fiscal hawks 
modeled on the Republicans, the Republi-
cans grew content to ignore mountains of 
government debt in order to enact tax cuts 
while leaving the deficit-pruning to their 
foes. Unlike the postwar Keynesians, the 

Reaganland makes the 

case that the right’s 
ideological triumph 

was the result of a 

technological one.
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Mark Schuller
With a foreword by Cynthia McKinney

Humanity’s 
Last Stand
Confronting Global Catastrophe

Humanity’s Last 
Stand
Confronting Global 
Catastrophe

Mark Schuller

Freedom’s Ring
Literatures of Liberation 
from Civil Rights to the 
Second Wave

Jacqueline Foertsch

Ballad of an 
American
A Graphic Biography of 
Paul Robeson

Sharon Rudahl

Edited by Paul Buhle 
and Lawrence Ware

Shades of 
Springsteen
Politics, Love, Sports, 
and Masculinity

John Massaro

Indigenous Peoples 
Rise Up
The Global Ascendency of 
Social Media Activism

Bronwyn Carlson and 
Jeff Berglund

   The COVID pandemic has made it possible for many to see that 
the current economic system and the legislation that it promotes 
do not work.”
—George Yúdice, author of The Expediency of Culture

“An electrifying work 
that dissects a range 
of interconnected 
problems—climate 
change, ultra-right 
nationalism, and 
global inequality—and 
proposes concrete 
steps to avert total 
catastrophe.”

—Roberto J. González

“Freedom remains 
a core concept in 
American national 
identity.  Foertsch’s 
book traces how 
it rallied postwar 
Americans to fight 
for racial equality, 
personal liberation, 
and women’s rights ...”

—Erika Doss

Social media has 
bridged distance, time, 
and nation states to 
mobilize Indigenous 
peoples to build 
coalitions across the 
globe and to stand in 
solidarity with one 
another.

“Sharon Rudahl does 
a magnificent job 
of highlighting the 
key details of Paul 
Robeson’s astonishing 
life.” 

—The Progressive

“Massaro writes about 
classic Springsteen 
themes––politics, 
love, sports, and 
masculinity––with 
insight, care, and 
thoughtfulness.”

—June Skinner 
Sawyers

“Toby Miller offers bold governing principles to secure the rescue, 
perhaps even the thriving, of humans and the planet. However 
one might amend his charter, it is impossible to reject its premise, 
which positively screeches from Miller’s accounting of how the 
pandemic was lived in four nations:                                          we cannot go on 
like this.”

—Wendy Brown, author of In the Ruins of Neoliberalism

“Miller makes a cogent argument for the 
need to change course in economic and  
social policy, both nationally and globally.

Sign up for special offers. 

rutgersuniversitypress.org

BOLD Ideas, ESSENTIAL Reading 



theB&AB O O K S

A R T S

Reaganites were explicit about not caring 
how, or to what ends, capital was allocated, 
if at all, as long as the GOP’s upper-class 
loyalists amassed more of it. 

It is on the relationship between Rea-
ganism’s political and economic policies 
and its engagement with various right-wing 
social movements that Perlstein ventures 
to present a theory, though one common 
enough among left-wing observers. As 
Perlstein sees it, Reagan’s overall economic 
policies were not popular in themselves, 
and so they required a cultural component 

to make them more palatable to the public. 
Toward this end, Reagan and his cadres of 
supply-siders and corporate lobbyists em-
braced the right’s culture war. As Reagan 
strategist Paul Weyrich pointed out, “sex” 
was the “Achilles’ heel of the liberal Dem-
ocrats,” and Reagan and his Republican al-
lies were prepared to bet that the electorate 
was still much more traditional than liberals 
were willing to allow. They concocted lu-
rid fantasies of gay public school teachers 
corrupting the young and a netherworld in 
which women worked all day while their in-

fants were wards of the state. Such stuff was 
nothing new, of course, for the Republican 
Party. What was novel was the efficiency 
and magnitude of the funding available to 
push cultural nightmares into the main-
stream media and the public realm.   

T
o what degree is Reaganland
a contribution, or at least 
a commentary, on political 
strategy? In the summer of 
2004, Perlstein wrote an 

article for Boston Review, subsequently pub-
lished as a pamphlet, in which he called on 
the Democrats to learn from the success of 
Reaganism. “Ronald Reagan used to say 
that there are no easy answers but there 
are simple answers,” Perlstein wrote. “The 
Democrats need to make commitments, 
or a network of commitments, that do not 
waver from election to election.” He called 
for a long-term commitment to economic 
populism, one that needed to be sustained 
even in the teeth of political defeat. On this 
point, he was on solid ground. Despite his 
worshipful falange, Reagan was, after all, 
never very popular. As Sheldon S. Wolin 
noted in The New York Review of Books at the 
time, less than half of the electorate voted 
in the 1980 election, and among those who 
did, only 10 percent described themselves 
as “true conservatives.” 

The story of Reaganism, then, is the 
story of a political vanguard: how a small 
band of merry supply-siders put on cul-
ture-war paint, mobilized conservative so-
cial movements to excite the party’s base, 
and brought about a new economic order 
and a new political dispensation. While 
Perlstein’s book certainly presents the full-
est picture we have of the Reagan years, its 
lessons for opponents of Reaganism are far 
from clear. For even if economic populism 
is, well, popular, the same is harder to know 
of some other urgent platforms today, such 
as the Green New Deal.

Political parties are also not nearly the 
vehicles for political change they once 
were. The Democratic Party is even less of 
an integrated apparatus today than it was 
when Perlstein delivered his advice to it 15 
years ago. These days, it includes awkward 
groupings of the tech elite and neoconser-
vatives, as well as socialists, many of whom, 
paradoxically, have come to see their fate 
bound up with its fortunes. In many ways, 
the challenge of smashing the legacy of 
Reaganism is harder than anything solv-
able by a vanguard schooled in strategic 
patience. A left version of the Mont Pèlerin 

What Counts

First breath, best breath.
I don’t mean anything by that.

Shale over shale.
I concentrate on acts

to keep from repeating
words in my head.

I sit up and copy them
in bed.

“So, so glad
I’m not doing that.

So glad I’m not 
the one doing that.” 

These waves slide over
gray shingled sand.

One covers another
as the first draws back.

Best breath, first breath. 

RAE ARMANTROUT
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Society or the Mises Institute—willing to 
throw an election away, as the right did 
with Goldwater, only to return with a ven-
geance with the next generation’s Bernie 
Sanders—does not seem as viable when the 
intertwined crises of climate change, viral 
disease, and financial capitalism present 
threats too urgent to wait out. Kamala Har-
ris could be in power until 2036

The ascendancy of Reaganism also 
requires us to look more closely at the 
global economic conditions that made it 
possible than at the local contingencies 
it seized upon. In the past, Perlstein 
has been taken to task by some of the 
best writers on the American left—Peter 
Frase and Tim Barker, most prominent-
ly—for describing Carter and Volcker’s 
actions as “heroic and self-sacrificing,” 
when in 1979, they introduced punitively 
high interest rates to combat inflation, 
which ultimately ended the recession but 
delivered a blow to American labor from 
which it has never recovered. 

In Reaganland, Perlstein has tried to 
correct his sails: The Volcker shock now 
appears as a comedy of errors that Carter 
set in motion when he forced his treasury 
secretary, Michael Blumenthal, to resign 
for launching a corruption investigation 
of Bert Lance, the director of the Office 
of Management and Budget. That sent 
the stock market into a plunge so steep 
that only appointing someone with the 
stature of Volcker—a Chase Manhattan 
veteran—could soothe Wall Street’s jit-
ters. But despite his nimble navigation 
through the contingencies of Reagan-
ism, Perlstein does not fully reckon with 
how the Volcker shock was a response 
to a much larger, harder-to-avoid ice-
berg. Volcker was trying to stabilize an 
American imperial project that had been 
undermined by its own success: Cold War 
allies in Europe, Asia, and elsewhere were 
flooding the global market with goods that 
undercut American corporate profits. US 
corporations continued to invest at home 
in preparation for the next boom. But 
the Keynesian creed that had governed 
the American economy in the postwar 
decades, during which high productivity 
and growth were taken for granted, was 
experiencing a dark night of the soul. Vol-
cker’s shock was not meant to expunge the 
faith; it was a Hail Mary attempt to clear 
the “dead wood” of the economy (that is, 
hundreds of thousands of working Amer-
icans), to rationalize it, and to create the 
conditions for another boom. 

But the boom never came. At some 
point during Reagan’s time in power, 
American capitalists became conscious 
of the new reality. Their action changed 
shape: from profit-seeking and indus-
trial production to predation, in Robert 
Brenner’s recent term. If elites could not 
capture increased gains from a growing 
economy through innovation and expan-
sion, they could at least capture them 
from a stagnant economy through lobby-
ing, legal-suturing, and ideological pres-
sure. In a world of reduced productivity, 

culture-war-fighting becomes less about 
class defense and more about caste-mark-
ing, since access to the returns on capital is 
an increasingly political activity. This was 
the new political-economic dispensation 
that matured under Reagan, which was 
always bigger than him, and which now 
seems to be experiencing a crisis of its own. 
The mantra of Reaganism—“growth,” 
“freedom,” “sovereign people”—looks in 
disrepair today. But we would do well to 
remember: The rites of a religion can long 
survive the death of its god. N

Cortés Burning the Aviaries 

Last night, I let in all the birds. 
I told my grandmother to stay awhile.
I said, stop disguising yourself as wind.
You are not the only one who can fly.

I told my grandmother to stay awhile.
There is something in the wind. I recognize your voice.
You are not the only one who can fly.
Have you seen Montezuma’s aviaries—still green, full of breath?

There is something in the wind. I recognize your voice.
You talk to me all at once with your mouth full.
Have you seen Montezuma’s aviaries—still green, full of breath?
Cuídate, I thought you were blessing me.

You talk to me all at once with your mouth full.
I don’t believe in god but I do believe in Mexicans.
Cuídate, I thought you were blessing me.
I am sorry I picked all your red tulips.

I don’t believe in god but I do believe in Mexicans.
I said, stop disguising yourself as wind.
I am sorry I picked all your red tulips.
Last night, I let in all the birds.

MONICA RICO
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In Delaware County
The collective trauma in Mare of Easttown
B Y  E R I N  S C H W A R T Z

t
he creators of hbo’s MARE OF EASTTOWN, a murder 
mystery set in a small Pennsylvania town, aimed for 
verisimilitude. Its main cast studied the phonics and 
cadence of the Delaware County accent—all the 
downturned O’s and “water” pronounced to rhyme 
with “rudder”—which Kate Winslet (who plays the 

titular Mare Sheehan) described as “amongst the top two hardest dia-
lects I’ve ever done.” The costume designer sent snapshots of people 
in line at Wawa, the legendary Penn-
sylvania convenience store, to director 
Craig Zobel for inspiration. Clothes were 
distressed with scrubbing brushes, holes 
added. In terms of its content, the show 
can occasionally feel like a primer on 

the problems facing suburban and 
rural America. Its characters con-
tend with the opioid epidemic, 

insufficient health care, precarious and 
low-paying jobs, a lack of support for 
the elderly, and ambitious young people 
moving away for college with no plans to 
return. Crime in Easttown is driven less 
often by passion or malice than by the des-
peration of people forced to get by on less. 

The exception is the show’s central 

mystery. Late one night, Erin McMenam-
in, a young mother with ties to many in 
the Easttown community, is killed by a 
relative, her body left in a creek. The in-
vestigation that ensues sends shock waves 
through the town and devastates the family 
of Mare’s close friend Lori Ross (Julianne 
Nicholson). The family becomes isolated 
from Easttown life, but not, the show 
implies, forever: In the penultimate scene, 
Mare and Lori manage some kind of rec-
onciliation as Lori sobs in her friend’s 
arms on the kitchen floor.

Verisimilitude on its own can seem 
clinical; in Mare of Easttown, it is coun-
terbalanced with a finely tuned emotional 
realism, as if the series’ relationships had 
been buffed until they felt sufficiently 
timeworn as well. As with climactic mo-
ments like Lori and Mare’s, the town’s 
petty affairs are rendered in as much detail 
as its tragedies. There are gossips and 
cruel teens, squabbling couples, women 
drawing on their eyebrows to attend a 
funeral. The show depicts several loving 
relationships in which neither party, on a 
day-to-day basis, can stand the other.

Brad Ingelsby, the show’s creator, de-
scribes himself as “totally new” to the TV 
murder mystery genre, and Mare of East-
town does not depart significantly from the 
standard structure: dead girl, gruff detec-
tive, cliffhanger at the end of each episode, 
red herrings leading away from the real 
killer, who is revealed in the finale. But 
the attention paid to the mundanity amid 
the tragedy distinguishes Mare of Easttown
from other detective shows. Its unique 
strength is that it presents pain, loss, and 
forgiveness as collective rather than indi-
vidual processes, the stuff of everyday life 
rather than dramatic aberrations from the 
norm. Injuries large and small, with con-
sequences that spill out beyond any single 
victim, take a village to repair.

A
t the center of many of 
these processes is Mare, a 
vape-sucking, cheese-ball-
eating detective who lives in 
a split-level home with her 

mother, Helen (Jean Smart); her teenage 
daughter, Siobhan (Angourie Rice); and her 
grandson, Drew (Izzy King). (In interviews, 
Winslet described Mare as the kind of per-
son “who looked at herself in the mirror 
when she brushed her teeth in the morning 
and would not look in the mirror again [all 
day]” and added that she “doesn’t drink 
water once in the entire show.”) 
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The Roadmap to a Brighter 
Future requires NEW IDEAS!

Father Kaleeg 
Hainsworth, 
an Eastern 
Orthodox 
priest with 
a lifetime of 
experience in 

the wilderness, grounds this mani-
festo in the literary, philosophical, 
mystical and historical teachings of 
the spiritual masters of both East and 
West, outlining the human experience 
of the sacred in nature. This is a spir-
itual ecology fully engaged with the 
wilderness beyond our backyards and 
offers a way forward in the face of 
accelerating climate change. This man-
ifesto challenges our modern self-con-
ception as dominators or stewards 
of the natural world, claiming these 
roles emerged from western industrial 
history and are directly responsible 
for the environmental damage and 
alienation from nature we know today. 
An inspirational eye-opener on the 
spiritual consequences of progressing 
away from the natural world. 

Ailton Krenak, 
renowned 
Indigenous 
activist and 
leader, demon-
strates that 
our current en-
vironmental crisis is rooted in society’s 
flawed concept of “humanity.” To stop 
environmental disaster, Krenak argues 
that we must reject the homogenizing 
effect of this perspective and embrace 
a new form of “dreaming” that allows 
us to regain our place within nature. 
In Ideas to Postpone the End of the 
World, he shows us the way. 

Download & listen today.
Check your favorite audiobook provider 

or visit: posthypnoticpress.com

Mare is still mourning the death of her son, Kevin—Drew’s father—who died by 
suicide roughly two years earlier, something she avoids thinking about, mostly through 
work and alcohol. 

Mare is exceptionally good at her job, both the traditional detective work and the 
part that involves fielding early-morning calls from senior citizens about graffiti. In 
the show’s first episode, she receives a call that the home of her friend Beth Hanlon 
(Chinasa Ogbuagu) has been robbed by Beth’s brother Freddie (Dominique Johnson), 
presumably to buy drugs. After finding Freddie with a cache of stolen sports memo-
rabilia in his freezing-cold home, Mare arranges an alternate place for him to stay the 
night and instructs an officer to get in touch with the utility company; shutting off 
heat during the winter is illegal. “Call PECO Gas. Let them know they’re breaking 
the law,” she barks.

This arc ends with a detail I almost missed: When Mare finds Freddie dead from an 
overdose in his home several weeks later, the heat is off again. As Mare and Beth sit quietly 

owed man. An ear surgery for Erin’s 1-year-
old son, delayed multiple times because of 
a lack of money, is completed in the final 
episode, and an envelope of cash that Erin 
had earmarked for the surgery, stolen by 
her ex-boyfriend, is unexpectedly returned.

TV crime dramas can tend toward 
the epic and the teleological, presenting 
events and characters in a hierarchy of 
significance that builds toward a discrete 

conclusion, oriented 
by principles of truth, 
justice, and honor. 
That sensibility is cer-
tainly present in Mare 
of Easttown—most plo-
tlines are tied up neatly 
but the end, and the 
climactic choice that 
Mare makes at the in-
vestigation’s conclu-

sion is a principled one. But there’s also the 
pull of the entropy of everyday life: futures 
shaped by reactions and adjustments, con-
tingencies, the decisions you make to get 
through the day.  

The show is willing to accommodate 
the idea, for example, that maintaining 
a significant lie may keep your family 
safe; that there are some situations in 
which burying or delaying the processing 
of trauma keeps you sane; that doing 
something awful and then going on with 
your life is both monstrous and human; 
and that you can love someone deeply 
without liking them very much. Not the 
most satisfying of narrative conclusions, 
but things we have all experienced, to a 
degree that seeing them onscreen offers a 
different kind of catharsis than watching 
the detective  unmask the perpetrator of 
a crime. They offer a different model of 
heroism, built of imperfections and com-
promises, in which repairing old wounds 
happens slowly but inevitably. N

on the back of a couch, their breath frosts 
in the air. Who knows whether the cop for-
got to call, the gas company stonewalled, 
the heat came on but then went off again, 
or something else happened. It proba-
bly would not have prevented the death, 
but the tragedy of the cold house struck 
me in a way that the conclusion of the 
show’s central plot didn’t, in part because 
it felt more realistic—because it was the 
product not of an unspeakable act but the 
sum of myriad small 
failures, some of which 
were likely motivated 
by cruelty and some 
of which were simply 
oversights, which is 
how bad things happen 
in real life. 

Mare’s cliffhangers 
and reveals occasion-
ally seem shoehorned 
in—an arc involving a kidnapper who 
holds young women captive in his bar-
slash-home feels especially dissonant, as 
does the revelation of Erin’s killer—which 
might make for an imperfect mystery. 
Still, the show’s enduring appeal is that its 
creators seem more interested in Easttown 
itself, its small failures and successes, than 
in the murder. “In a lot of crime dramas, 
you sort of open with the death and the in-
vestigation really starts from the opening 
shot,” Ingelsby told The Wrap. “Whereas 
in [the first] episode [of Mare of Easttown], 
it’s kind of a slice of life show, really.” 

There are tragedies, like Freddie’s 
death, but also joy. A similar amount of 
time is given to a somber autopsy scene, 
for instance, as to Mare scream-laughing at 
her mother in the car after Helen’s ill-timed 
revelation of an affair with a recently wid-

The show’s strength is 

that it presents pain,
loss, and forgiveness

as collective rather 

than individual.

Erin Schwartz is a contributing writer for The 
Nation. They write frequently on television, 
popular culture, and books.
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Holiday Spirit

Re “Democrats Should Cre-
ate More Federal Holidays,” by 
Ed Burmila [June 14/21]: Those 
who work for private businesses 
often don’t get federal holidays. 
Instead of making up new hol-
idays, require that businesses 
provide paid days off for the 
existing ones.

Barbara Meyer

I think a president could 
add, at most, one federal holi-
day to the calendar as a matter 
of political reality. Joe Biden 
should add Election Day. As a 
federal holiday, it might lessen, 
but by no means eliminate, the 
impact of the GOP’s voter sup-
pression efforts.

Robert Haining

The Other Greenhouse Gases

Re “Junk” [May 31/June 7]: 
Bill McKibben reviews Mark 
Bittman’s food history, Ani-
mal, Vegetable, Junk, without a 
single mention of how factory 
farms emit massive amounts of 
methane and nitrous oxide, two 
of the most potent greenhouse 
gases. There is a proven strong 
link between animal agricul-
ture and the climate crisis, but 
McKibben never notes that the 
vast amount of the wheat, corn, 
and soy raised in the world 
goes to feed livestock. We can-
not save human civilization just 
by eliminating fossil fuels while 
continuing to eat 80 billion 
land animals a year. 

Greta Thunberg has the 
courage to say that we must 
radically change our rela-
tionship with animals. The 
threat to civilization isn’t just 
junk food. It’s global warming 
supercharged by our totally 

unnecessary overcon-
sumption of all animal 
products, subsidized 

by the government and prof-
iting the same agribusiness 
companies that push their junk 
on us. Michael Betzold

detroit

A Last Resort

I hope it’s not too late to re-
spond to “Abolish Guardian-
ship and Preserve the Rights 
of Disabled People,” by Sara 
Luterman [March 22/29]. Not 
all guardianship is plenary, 
meaning people under guard-
ianship do not simply lose all of 
their rights. As a professional 
guardian, I need to state clearly 
that our goal is always to re-
store rights whenever possible.

Here in Florida, people 
with disabilities may get a 
guardian advocate instead of 
a guardian, because they are 
able to determine some aspects 
of their lives with support. 
While we all have the capacity, 
it is important that we get our 
affairs in order to avoid guard-
ianship in the future. On this 
we can all agree. We may be an 
illness (virus?), car accident, or 
addiction away from confusion 
or the inability to meaningfully 
express our wishes. Guardian-
ship is a last resort.

Pam Wiener, PhD
west palm beach, fla.

The writer is director of the Alpert 
JFS Guardianship Program and a 
board member of the Florida State 
Guardianship Association.

Correction

Because of an editing error in 
“An Absolute Shit,” by Mina 
Tavakoli [May 31/June 7], the 
name of the French poet who 
was referenced as “admiring 
and despising [Wagner] in equal 
measure” was omitted. It is 
Catulle Mendès.
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“Reading newspapers 
in the state of Maine is like  

 paying somebody 
to tell you lies.”

“What I think we ought to do is 

bring the 
guillotine back.

       We could have public executions.”

He’s Back!
Former Maine Governor Paul LePage 

called himself “Trump before Trump.” 

Now he’s ready for a comeback.

“Let me tell you something:  

Black people 
come up the

highway
and they kill Mainers.”

“You shoot at 
the enemy.

You try to identify the enemy... 
people of color or people of 

Hispanic origin.”

Sasha Abramsky
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To the NAACP:

“Tell them
to kiss

my butt.”

                        the new
Gestapo—the IRS.”

“You must buy health insurance 
or pay

THENATION.COM

“If you want a good 
education, go to  

private 
schools.
If you can’t afford it, 

tough luck.”
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message “Marriage 
Equality” on their 
head for the Inter-
national Day Against 
Homophobia, Trans-
phobia and  Biphobia 
in Bangkok, Thailand.
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o
ur buffalo community is grieving right now. we’re grieving for pearl 
Young, a grandmother who volunteered every Saturday at her church’s food 
pantry. We’re grieving for Miss Kat Massey, a dear friend of mine who would 
write a $10 check every month to the community land trust I ran. We’re griev-
ing for Londin Thomas, an 8-year-old Black girl who hid in a milk cooler while 
a mass shooter opened fire on a supermarket full of shoppers in East Buffalo, 

killing 10 people and wounding three others. Londin survived, but she will live with the trauma 
of that day for the rest of her life. The shooter’s victims were mothers, fathers, grandparents,

nities not to throw false solutions at the problem. 
If we want to prevent future tragedies, we need 
to begin addressing racism and white supremacy 
at its source, not at its culmination. How does a 
system that devalues Black lives expect the mem-
bers of society to value them?

Our leaders can no longer afford to run away 
from these issues, because they’re not going away. 
We need to treat white supremacy and structural 
racism as the moral crises that they are and make 
deep investments in Black and brown communi-
ties. Redlining and housing covenants made our 
community an easy target. The shooter was able 
to narrow down his list to a few locations where 

Black residents shop because 
of decades of racist policies. 

We also need to in-
crease the funding for 
community-based and cul-
turally competent organi-
zations providing care and 
support to people on the 

ground. We must combat the dangerous myths—
like replacement theory—being promoted by the 
GOP and right-wing media outlets. And we must 
push back against nationwide efforts to prevent 
teaching the truth about our history in schools.

The shooter will be incarcerated for a long 
time. But there is no punishment that can erase 
the fear and trauma that people experienced or 
turn back the clock on that terrifying afternoon. 
True safety for our communities will come only 
when we have the courage to stand up to white 
supremacy and racism in their many forms. N

India Walton is a senior adviser for the New York 
Working Families Party and a former Buffalo mayoral 
candidate.

aunties—pillars of our community who were looked up to and loved.
Many elected officials and leaders have offered their “thoughts 

and prayers” to our community. But I’m going to be frank with you: 
If those kind words aren’t backed up with action, you can keep them.

This attack was not an isolated incident. It is part of a long history 
of racial terror and violence that dates all the way back to the coun-
try’s inception. Colfax, in 1873; Tulsa, in 1921; Rosewood, in 1923; 
Birmingham, in 1963—and now Buffalo. Black people’s existence 
in this country, since we first were taken from our homes, has been 
marked by terror. And if we’re not working actively to undo the sys-
tems of racism and harm, then nothing in this country will change.

The fact that Buffalo is one of the most racially segregated 
cities in the nation didn’t happen by chance, but by design. The 
Kensington Expressway was built to move people from the center 
of Buffalo to the suburbs as quickly as possible without having 
to witness the poor living conditions of the 
city’s Black residents. Even today, people in 
East Buffalo, through which the highway 
runs, have higher rates of asthma and other 
preventable health conditions.

Racism, similarly, is baked into our na-
tion’s political and economic systems. It’s 
why we still have the Jim Crow filibuster, 
which stands in the way of commonsense gun laws and the John 
Lewis Voting Rights Advancement Act. It’s why Black Buffalonians 
have suffered from decades of disinvestment, dispossession, and 
exploitation at the hand of big banks, landlords, and corporations.

The Tops supermarket where the shooting happened is in the 
heart of a Black working-class neighborhood in East Buffalo that 
continues to experience housing disrepair, air and water pollution, 
and poor access to health care, jobs, and food. The Tops store was 
one of the few places where people could buy fresh produce and 
fill their prescriptions and where young people could find stable 
jobs. Now, with the supermarket closed, people have nowhere to 
shop, and food apartheid in East Buffalo will grow even worse.

Following the attack, Buffalo Mayor Byron Brown called 
for more funding for the notoriously brutal Buffalo Police De-
partment. But more police and surveillance in our community 
wouldn’t have stopped this attack. And we owe it to our commu-

E D I T O R I A L / I N D I A  W A L T O N  F O R T H E  N A T I O N

Grieving in Buffalo

If we want to prevent 

future tragedies, we need 

to begin addressing white 

supremacy at its source.
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But Cuellar isn’t just anti-choice. He is Big Oil’s 
favorite Democrat. He consistently votes against low-
ering drug prices, winning the favor of Big Pharma. 
He gets an A rating from the NRA. He’s against the 
PRO Act, President Biden’s core legislation to help 
empower workers. For a kicker, his House and cam-
paign offices were raided by the FBI in January. (His 
campaign says he is not a target of the investigation).

Democrats shouldn’t have to agree on “every-
thing,” but it’s hardly “sophomoric” to suggest they 
stand for something. 

House Speaker Nancy Pelosi is unrepentant, stat-
ing: “I support my incumbents. I support every 

one of them, from right 
to left. That is what I 
do.” The DCCC also 
weighed in heavily to 
help Shontel Brown 
turn back the challenge 
from Nina Turner, a 
true progressive cham-
pion, in Ohio. In Ore-
gon’s newly drawn Fifth 
District, the DCCC 
backed Representative 

Kurt Schrader against a popular progressive, Jamie 
McLeod-Skinner, even after local party committees 
representing about 90 percent of the vote formally 
asked it to stay out of the race. Schrader, the chair of 
the House Democrats’ conservative Blue Dog Coali-
tion, is infamous for being one of the three Big Phar-
ma Democrats who worked to block legislation that 
would lower prices for prescription drugs. With su-
per PACs linked to AIPAC, the American pro-Israel 
lobby, pouring money into the race, Schrader even 
snagged an endorsement from President Biden.

McLeod-Skinner had the support of Senator 
Warren and a broad range of local unions and pro-
gressive groups. Despite being outspent 10 to 1, 
McLeod-Skinner—who tagged Schrader as the Joe 
Manchin of the House—has a likely insurmountable 
lead in a race in which computer glitches have de-
layed the final vote count.

The DCCC not only protects incumbents; it also 
recruits designer candidates for open seats, favoring 
those with military or intelligence credentials and 
suitably pasteurized moderate views. Its show horse, 
Representative Conor Lamb, ran in the Pennsylva-
nia Senate primary touting his ability to work with 
Republicans. Lamb was, as the Daily Beast put it, 
“sheared” by Lieutenant Governor John Fetterman, 
the 6-foot-8, tattooed, goateed Sanders supporter 
running openly against the Manchin wing of 
the Democratic Party.

Yet even more destructive than the ac-

It is time for 

progressive 

donors to focus 

on building an 

independent 

infrastructure 

for change.

And so, in the hotly contested Democratic primary in Texas’s 28th 
District between the pro-choice Latina challenger, Jennifer Cisneros, 
and the incumbent, Henry Cuellar, the sole remaining anti-choice 
House Democrat, the Democratic Congressional Campaign Com-
mittee (DCCC) and the Democratic leadership are pulling out all the 
stops… in support of Cuellar.

WTF. Cisneros, a 28-year-old immigration lawyer supported by 
Bernie Sanders, Elizabeth Warren, Alexandria Ocasio-Cortez, and 
various progressive electoral groups, forced Cuellar into a May 25 run-
off—which Cuellar appears to have won by an extremely thin margin, 
though the votes were still being counted as we went to press. If the 
party leaders had just stayed neutral, Cisneros would have been the 
odds-on favorite to win the primary—and run as a pro-choice progres-
sive champion in a district that leans Democratic.

Instead, Representative Jim Clyburn stumped with Cuellar, dis-
missing those who think “we have to agree on everything” as “soph-
omoric”: “If we’re gonna be a big-tent party, we got to be a big-tent 
party,” Clyburn told reporters. “I don’t believe we ought to have a 
litmus test in the Democratic Party.”

C O M M E N T / R O B E R T  L .  B O R O S A G E

Which Side Are 
They On?
Progressives need to recognize that the DCCC 
and the DSCC are not our allies.

a
fter the leak of supreme court justice samuel 
Alito’s venomous draft opinion overturning Roe 
v. Wade, activists took to the streets and mon-
ey flooded into Democratic Party coffers, as 
the party’s leaders vowed to make Republican 

extremism on abortion a defining issue in this fall’s critical 
congressional elections.
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tions of the DCCC during this cycle has been 
the tsunami of outside super PAC money that 
corporate and special interests have unleashed on 
progressive candidates in Democratic primaries. 

When Brown upset Turner in the 2020 pri-
mary, big-time outside expenditures made the 
difference. That provided the playbook rolled 
out against progressives in primaries across 
the country this year. For example, AIPAC is 
putting out big bucks for the first time. Its first-
round endorsements featured more Republi-
cans than Democrats, including dozens who 
voted against certifying the 2020 presidential 
election, but it seems particularly focused on assailing pro-
gressive women of color in Democratic primaries. 

In Pennsylvania’s Allegheny County, Summer Lee, a pro-
gressive powerhouse and state legislator, earned endorsements 
from union locals, state legislature colleagues, Sanders, and 
Justice Democrats, among others. The Democratic establish-
ment consolidated around Steve Irwin, a former Republican 
congressional staffer and anti-union attorney. As Sludge
reports, three out of every four dollars supporting Irwin 
came from AIPAC or super PACS associated with it, totaling 
more than $2.6 million. Despite this, Lee held on to win by 
a very small margin. And in North Carolina, sadly, Nida Al-
lam, a proven progressive favored to win the nomination in 

the state’s Fourth District, was undone by the 
$2.4 million dumped into the race by AIPAC 
and its various allies.

In Oregon’s Sixth District, Andrea Salinas, 
a progressive candidate backed by prominent 
local and national liberal and Latino groups, 
found herself challenged by a political unknown, 
Carrick Flynn, whose candidacy was basically 
invented by $13 million in independent expen-
ditures plopped down by a super PAC funded 
by a crypto billionaire. Bizarrely, Pelosi’s House 
Majority PAC spent $1 million for Flynn as well. 
Happily, Oregon voters resented the effrontery, 

and Salinas won going away.
All of this is a dramatic reminder that even as Democrats 

mobilize against a Trump-dominated Republican Party that 
poses a direct threat to our democracy, the fierce battle over 
who and what the Democrats represent must continue. The 
sabotage of Biden’s reform agenda by the likes of Manchin 
in the Senate and the Big Pharma Democrats in the House 
demonstrates that we won’t come close to the changes this 
country desperately needs unless progressives transform the 
Democratic Party from within. 

In this struggle, the party committees—particularly the 
DCCC and its Senate equivalent, the DSCC—often stand in 
the way, along with the massive war chests of today’s Gilded 

Age special interests. 
In response, progressives have been 

building an independent infrastructure 
to recruit and support insurgent candi-
dates. Independent endorsements from 
progressive leaders like Sanders, War-
ren, Ocasio-Cortez, and Congressional 
Progressive Caucus head Pramila Jay-
apal galvanize support. The Working 
Families Party, Our Revolution, Jus-
tice Democrats, Way to Lead, Demo-
crats for America, and the Progressive 
Change Campaign Committee seek out 
and help support progressive challeng-
ers. Progressive unions like SEIU and 
issue-specific groups like the Sunrise 
Movement increasingly endorse in pri-
maries as well. These can help counter 
the outside super PAC money, but as 
the victories of Fetterman, Lee, and Sa-
linas demonstrate, only ongoing—and 
on-the-ground—organizing can with-
stand the blizzard of negative ads and 
slanders that progressives will face. It 
is long past time for progressive donors 
and activists to stop contributing to the 
DCCC and its allied PACs and focus on 
building this independent infrastruc-
ture for change. N

AIPAC, the 

pro-Israel 

lobby, seems

particularly 

focused on 

assailing

progressive 

women of color. 

Our new monthly e-mail 
newsletter meets the urgency 
of this moment with stories, 
analysis, and resources 
on the global struggle for 
reproductive freedom.

Repro

Nation

gency 
ries, 

r 

Scan the QR code or visit thenation.com/repro
to sign up for free.



 T H E N A T I O N 6 . 1 3 – 2 0 . 2 0 2 2

The residue of these messages plagues me even af-
ter significant efforts to educate myself about where 
they come from and to disentangle them from my 
sense of self-worth.

As a psychologist and parent of two young 
children, I spend the bulk of my day caring for oth-
ers. These are meaningful activities and certainly 
challenge me to grow in valuable ways. But what 
challenges me the most is not doing for others 
but allowing myself to just be. Trusting that I am 
enough as I am to have value and rights. 

My struggles are mirrored by so many of the 
women I see in therapy, who feel they must meet 
others’ needs before voicing their own, shrink 
themselves to make room for others, and not bur-
den anyone by their existence. They wonder why 
they lack confidence, and they blame themselves. 

These challenges often get worse with mother-
hood; many women feel that they lose themselves as 
their needs are subsumed by those of their children. 
Women who become mothers show declines in psy-
chological health compared with women of the same 
age who are not mothers. They have higher rates of 
depression, and those rates increase with added life 
adversities (poverty, divorce, underemployment), 
which are more prevalent among women of color. 
Women with children are also at higher risk of in-
timate partner violence and are less likely to leave 
abusive partners than women without children.

The messages that lead women to internal-
ize a sense of inferiority come from all the usu-
al sources—the underrepresentation of women in 
leadership positions (particularly mothers), wage 
gaps (which widen substantially when women have 
children), and fights over women’s rights to govern 
their bodies—but also directly from other women. 

Our society weaponizes women against women. 
For Fitch to ascend the ladder of the conservative 
political structure, she had to make herself useful in 
a way that members of the male majority can’t: As a 
woman on their side, she lends them credibility in 
the fight to take away women’s rights. Worse, Fitch 
transforms their intentions to assert dominance 
and control into a message that, through submis-
sion to authority and acceptance of the position 

conferred on us by men, wom-
en can be empowered.

Like our worth, our power 
has traditionally been deter-
mined by our relationships to 
men and our roles as mothers. 
This is how women perpetu-
ate the idea that our 
lives are about defer-
ence and self-sacrifice. 

The notion that we 

must have children to 

fully realize ourselves

reflects a view of women 

as fundamentally 

incomplete.

being overturned. Fitch uses her own story of raising three children 
as a divorced, single working mother to justify her anti-abortion 
position: that overturning Roe will “empower” women, giving them 
a chance to “redirect their lives.” Fitch disregards the fact that the 
majority of women who seek abortions are already mothers and that 
working parents in the United States are disadvantaged by the lack 
of government-mandated parental leave and subsidized child care. 
As a result, motherhood is more likely to empower women who have 
the financial and social means to succeed in this role. For many wom-
en, having children, or having more children, increases their financial 
needs and makes regular employment more difficult, pushing them 
into poverty, which the child welfare system often conflates with 
neglect. Far from being empowered, these women experience the 
humiliating intrusion of investigations to determine their parental 
fitness and custodial rights. 

Beyond Fitch’s blindness to the actual experience of many mothers 
in this country, what is so insidious about her position is that it rests 
on the assumption that only motherhood truly empowers women. It 
extends the traditional conception of motherhood as the only natural 
position for women and the only acceptable realm within which to 
assert power, leaving power in all other realms primarily to men. 

The notion that we must have children to fully realize ourselves 
reflects a view of women as fundamentally incomplete. We are not 
sufficient on our own but can gain value as an extension of a man or 
by becoming a mother. Through self-sacrifice 
and care of others, we can be made whole. Our 
role as subservient caregivers determines not just 
our identity but our humanity. For anti-abortion 
activists, an embryo or fetus is more important 
than the woman whose body it resides in, and her 
life should be sacrificed for it. This clump of cells 
is more human than she is. 

Women and girls have long been taught that 
we are only as good as what we provide to others. 

t
here are staggering numbers of women 
helping to drive the anti-abortion fight. Cur-
rently at the center of the action is Mississippi 
Attorney General Lynn Fitch. She petitioned 
the Supreme Court to review Dobbs v. Jack-

son Women’s Health Organization, which, according to the 
recently leaked court opinion, will result in Roe v. Wade

A Right to Be Human
The anti-abortion movement’s justification for overturning 
Roe is rooted in the dehumanization of women.

N I C O L E  N E H R I G

Mic Drop
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That in losing ourselves through the care 
of others, we find ourselves—as we ought 
to be by patriarchal standards. And having 
children is a way to justify our existence.

Women like Fitch, and there are many, 
are not likely to give up their alliance 
with this power structure, because it has 
put them among the oppressors rath-
er than the oppressed. But millions of 
women—and trans and nonbinary peo-
ple—suffer as a result. We have been 
taught to accept the forces of oppres-
sion rather than struggle against them, 
and that if we suffer, it’s our own fault 
for wanting more than the role afforded 
to us. That is the kind of “empower-
ment” Fitch is advocating: empowerment 
through submission and compliance with 
a system that benefits wealthy white men 
above all. Empowerment that comes at 
the expense of women’s agency, autonomy, 
and humanity. 

In our fight for abortion rights, women 
must help one another see ourselves as 
human first. Only then can we choose 
whether to become mothers. N

Nicole Nehrig, PhD, is a clinical and research 
psychologist in Brooklyn.

scandal, which accused President Trump of being a Russian agent. The 
loudest voices leveling these charges came from people with no interest in 
evidence. Rather, the accusations served their purpose within the factions 
that constitute the “base” of the major parties. 

Barack Obama, a few years into his presidency, got into the habit of saying 
(in a tight spot when Americans seemed to support a bad cause): “It’s not who 
we are as a people.” But do we know who we are as a people? On March 3, 
the Metropolitan Opera severed its relations with the singer Anna Netrebko 
because, in speaking out against the Ukraine war, she failed to denounce Rus-
sian President Vladimir Putin and said a word in defense of artistic freedom: 

I am opposed to this war. I am Russian and I love my country but I 
have many friends in Ukraine and the pain and suffering right now 
breaks my heart. I want this war to end and for people to be able to 
live in peace…. I want to add, however: forcing artists, or any public 
figure, to voice their political opinions in public and to denounce 
their homeland is not right. 

Would any foreign artist in living memory have been so publicly dishon-
ored for not reciting the prepared script?

According to a July 2020 Cato Institute poll, almost two out of three 
Americans are afraid to voice their political opinions because they fear they 
might offend someone. They save those opinions for election time—and we 
should not be surprised that the results of elections surprise us. In 2016, the 
result turned into a permanent shock—a slow-rolling, everlasting panic—for 
Democrats. The same happened to Republicans in 2020. Constitutional de-
mocracy requires a peaceful transfer of power following free elections. This, 
in turn, depends on the custom that losers concede with grace and winners 
are allowed their innings. But a great many Democrats, led by Hillary Clin-
ton, were persuaded that the 2016 election had been stolen by Putin. Four 
years later, a majority of Republicans, led by Donald Trump, came to believe 

a
merica has been involved in a crisis of conscience 
for some time. Most of our recent political contro-
versies have ended in denunciations and upheavals 
that seem off the charts by the standard of all previ-
ous American experience outside war. Consider the 

right-wing birther movement, which questioned the authenticity 
of President Obama’s citizenship, and the left-liberal Russiagate  

Can Another War Save 
Us From Ourselves?
The policing of public opinion over Ukraine goes to extremes 
unimagined during the fight against Hitler.

No Offense
David Bromwich

N A T I O N  N E W S
J E E T  H E E R  R E T U R N S

Homecoming!

T
he Nation is delighted to 
announce that Jeet Heer is 
rejoining the masthead as 
a national affairs correspon-
dent and bringing his weekly 

podcast, The Time of Monsters, in-house. 
In addition to continuing his monthly 
Nation column, “Morbid Symptoms,” 
he will file twice-weekly dispatches on 
TheNation.com.

The titles of Heer’s column and podcast 
are a nod to the philosopher Antonio Gram-
sci’s famous remark “The crisis consists 
precisely in the fact that the old is dying 
and the new cannot be born; in this inter-
regnum a great variety of morbid symp-
toms appear.” In this political and cultural 
moment, Heer believes that we too are 
living in an “interregnum,” an interval of 
opportunity for the forces of good or evil to 
prevail, where the future is very much un-
known. His essays and episodes will seek to 
diagnose the problems of our times—and 
explore their possible solutions. N 8



ADVERTISEMENT

Millions of Americans take the supplement 
CoQ10. It’s the “jet fuel” that supercharges 
your cells’ power generators, known as 
mitochondria.

As you age, your mitochondria begin to 
die. In fact, by age 67, you lose 80% of the 
mitochondria you had at age 25. But if you’re 
taking CoQ10, there’s something important 
you should know.

As powerful as CoQ10 is, there is a 
critical thing it fails to do. It can’t create new 
mitochondria in your cells. 

Taking CoQ10 is not enough
“There’s a little-known NASA nutrient 

that multiplies the number of new power 
generators in your cells by up to 55%,” says Dr. 
Al Sears, owner of the Sears Institute for Anti-
Aging Medicine in Royal Palm Beach, Florida. 
“Science once thought this was impossible. But 
now you can make your heart, brain and body 
young again.”

“I tell my patients the most important 
thing I can do is increase their ‘health span.’ 
This is the length of time you can live free of 
disease and with all your youthful abilities and 
faculties intact.”

Medical irst  Multiply the “power 
generators” in your cells

Al Sears, M.D., recently released an energy-
boosting supplement based on this NASA 
nutrient that has become so popular, he’s 
having trouble keeping it in stock.

Dr. Sears is the author of over 500 scienti ic 
papers on anti-aging and recently spoke at the 
WPBF 25 Health & Wellness Festival featuring 
Dr. Oz and special guest Suzanne Somers. 
Thousands of people listened to Dr. Sears 
speak on his anti-aging breakthroughs and 
attended his book signing at the event.

Now, Dr. Sears has come up with what his 
peers consider his greatest contribution to 
anti-aging medicine yet — a newly discovered 
nutrient that multiplies the number of tiny, 
energy-producing “engines” located inside 
the body’s cells, shattering the limitations of 
traditional CoQ10 supplements. 

Why mitochondria matter
A single cell in your body can contain 

between 200 to 2,000 mitochondria, with the 
largest number found in the most metabolically 
active cells, like those in your brain, heart and 
skeletal muscles.

But because of changes in cells, stress and 
poor diet, most people’s power generators 
begin to malfunction and die off as they age. 
In fact, the Mitochondria Research Society 
reports 50 million U.S. adults are suffering from 
health problems because of mitochondrial 
dysfunction. 

Common ailments often associated with 
aging — such as memory problems, heart 
issues, blood sugar concerns and vision and 
hearing dif iculties — can all be connected to 
a decrease in mitochondria.

Birth of new mitochondria
Dr. Sears and his researchers combined 

the most powerful form of CoQ10 available 
— called ubiquinol — with a unique, newly 
discovered natural compound called PQQ 
that has the remarkable ability to grow new 
mitochondria. Together, the two powerhouses 
are now available in a supplement called Ultra 
Accel II.

Discovered by a NASA probe in space dust, 
PQQ (Pyrroloquinoline quinone) stimulates 
something called “mitochondrial biogenesis” 
— a unique process that actually boosts the 
number of healthy mitochondria in your cells.

In a study published in the Journal of 
Nutrition, mice fed PQQ grew a staggering 
number of new mitochondria, showing an 
increase of more than 55% in just eight weeks. 

The mice with the strongest mitochondria 
showed no signs of aging — even when they 
were the equivalent of 80 years old.

Science stands behind  
the power of PQQ

Biochemical Pharmacology reports that 
PQQ is up to 5,000 times more ef icient in 
sustaining energy production than common 
antioxidants.

“Imagine 5,000 times more ef icient energy,” 
says Dr. Sears. “PQQ has been a game changer 
for my patients.”

“With the PQQ in Ultra Accel II, I have energy 
I never thought possible,” says Colleen R., one 
of Dr. Sears’ patients. “I am in my 70s but feel 
40 again. I think clearer, move with real energy 
and sleep like a baby.”

It works right away
Along with an abundance of newfound 

energy, users also report a sharper, more 
focused mind and memory, and even younger-
looking skin and hair. Jerry M. from Wellington, 
Florida, used Ultra Accel II and was amazed at 
the effect. 

“I noticed a difference within a few days,” 
says Jerry. “My endurance almost doubled. 
But it’s not just in your body. You can feel it 
mentally, too,” says Jerry. “Not only do I feel a 
difference, but the way it protects my cells is 
great insurance against a health disaster as I 
get older.”

Increase your health span today
The demand for this supplement is so high, 

Dr. Sears is having trouble keeping it in stock. 
“My patients tell me they feel better than they 

have in years. This is ideal for people who are 
feeling or looking older than their age… or for 
those who are tired or growing more forgetful.”

“My favorite part of practicing anti-aging 
medicine is watching my patients get the joy 
back in their lives. Ultra Accel II sends a wake-
up call to every cell in their bodies… and they 
actually feel young again.”

Right now, the only way to get this potent 
combination of PQQ and super-powered 
CoQ10 is with Dr. Sears’ breakthrough Ultra 
Accel II formula. 

To secure bottles of this hot, new 
supplement, buyers should contact the Sears 
Health Hotline at 1-800-226-7151 within 
the next 48 hours. “It takes time to get bottles 
shipped out to drug stores,” said Dr. Sears. “The 
Hotline allows us to ship the product directly 
to the customer.”

Dr. Sears feels so strongly about this product, 
he offers a 100%, money-back guarantee on 
every order. “Just send me back the bottle and 
any unused product within 90 days, and I’ll 
send you your money back,” said Dr. Sears. 

The Hotline will be taking orders for the 
next 48 hours. After that, the phone number 
will be shut down to allow them to restock.

Call 1-800-226-7151 to secure your 
limited supply of . You don’t need 
a prescription, and those who call in the irst 
24 hours qualify for a signi icant discount. To 
take advantage of this great offer use Promo 
Code when you call in.

CoQ10’s Failure Leaves Millions Wanting
Use this pill to supercharge your brain and think better than ever.

THESE STATEMENTS HAVE NOT BEEN EVALUATED BY THE FOOD AND DRUG ADMINISTRATION. THIS PRODUCT IS NOT INTENDED TO DIAGNOSE, TREAT, CURE OR PREVENT ANY DISEASE. RESULTS 
MAY VARY FROM PERSON TO PERSON. NO INDIVIDUAL RESULT SHOULD BE SEEN AS TYPICAL.

NASA-discovered nutrient is stunning the 
medical world by activating more youthful 
energy, vitality and health than CoQ10.
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that the 2020 election was stolen by some com-
bination of illegal ballot-harvesting, deliberate 
miscounts, and tampering with computers. 

Both eruptions portended the loss of a na-
tional morale and discipline. If you were a 
foreign leader looking at the United States, 
you would say to yourself: “That is an unstable 
country; that is a troubled people. How can we 
enter into agreements with people who do not 
trust themselves?” 

On May 13, Steny Hoyer, the Democratic majority 
leader in the House of Representatives, said that the US is 
now “at war” with Russia. Congressional Republicans were 
overwhelming, and Democrats unanimous, in voting for a 
$40 billion war-assistance package to be sent to Ukraine. 
Apparently without any serious debate, we find ourselves 
on the brink of all-out war in defense of a favored nation, 
against a nuclear-armed power, Russia. 

Recall that Ukraine was the source of the information that 
launched the first impeachment of President Trump, and that 
Trump’s offense took the form of an extortionate demand for 
information about the salary paid by a Ukrainian energy firm, 
Burisma Holdings, in return for unexplained services by the 

son of our current president, Joe Biden. It is at 
points like this that Roman orators would break 
off a speech with a silence that signified: “Words 
fail me.”

George Washington said in his Farewell Ad-
dress: “The alternate domination of one faction 
over another, sharpened by the spirit of revenge, 
natural to party dissension, which in different 
ages and countries has perpetrated the most 

horrid enormities, is itself a frightful despotism.” 
Concerning the division of other nations into friend and 

enemy, Washington added: “Nothing is more essential than 
that permanent, inveterate antipathies against particular 
nations, and passionate attachments for others, should be 
excluded…. The peace often, sometimes perhaps the liberty, 
of nations, has been the victim.” 

Washington’s warning applies with summary accuracy to 
American foreign policy since 2001. 

Today we are far gone in “passionate attachments” and 
“inveterate antipathies.” But while we instruct the world in de-
mocracy, our own politics has become a scene of uninhibited 
aggression that undermines our standing as instructors. One 
party refuses to dissociate itself from the riot that burst into 

the Capitol and sought to disrupt the 
certification of the 2020 election vote. 
The other party answers the sudden 
increase of shootings in American cities 
after June 2020 by blaming it on Covid. 

What we have seen in the last 10 
years, intensified in the last five, and 
raised to a fever pitch in the last two, 
is the ascent of mob psychology and 
hysteria on an exorbitant scale. It shows 
in our lazy, frightened acceptance of 
censorship—lately elevated to the point 
where Facebook and Twitter could joint-
ly announce a ban on all messages, news, 
and communications that “undermine 
trust in the Ukrainian government.” 
This kind of blackout was considered 
beneath our dignity in the fight against 
Hitler and the Cold War. 

The US proxy war in Ukraine, and 
the bipartisan self-satisfaction with which 
many Americans regard it, is an exercise 
of displacement. We are risking a world 
war in the belief that only a world war 
can repair our broken democracy. But are 
we so helpless? And are we so important? 
If we could decide “who we are as a peo-
ple,” we might go some way to reduce the 
terrible destruction of another war. We 
might even earn thanks from the billions 
who are not Americans but who are com-
pelled to share the planet with us. N

We are seeing 

the ascent of 

mob psychology

on an exorbitant 

scale. 

O P P A R T / J E N  S O R E N S E N
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Expand It
E L I E  M Y S T A L

l
et’s start with the obvious: i’m 
in favor of jurisdiction stripping, 
weather stripping, or stripping 
while dancing on a pole if that’s 
what it takes to stop the Supreme 

Court from turning the clock back to 1859. I’m 
in favor of using any and all nonviolent means
available to stop the court’s current embrace of bigotry and 
misogyny. If jurisdiction stripping reminds the court that it 
is a coequal branch of government and not a judicial clergy, 
superior to the elected branches, then I’m all for it.

The legal theory behind what has come to be known as 
jurisdiction stripping is sound. The Supreme Court gave 
itself the power to declare unconstitutional both laws passed 
by Congress and orders signed by the president in the 1803 
case Marbury v. Madison. This power of judicial review was 
not written into the Constitution nor contemplated during 
its ratification battle. The Supreme Court invented it, and 
that means Congress can, in theory, take it away. Congress 
can pass a law and then exclude that law from judicial review. 
Congress can, on its own authority, determine what is consti-
tutional and what is not.

This works in theory. My concern is that the Supreme 
Court will simply ignore attempts to limit its power, and all 
the time and effort spent convincing politicians that juris-
diction stripping is the answer will leave us exactly where 
we started: with a high court untroubled by the desires of 
the American people. Congress will pass a law and include a 
stipulation saying, “This law is not open for Supreme Court 
interpretation.” Then the Supreme Court will say, “No. In 
fact, this law passed by Congress is unconstitutional.” The 
Supreme Court can, and likely will, use judicial review to 
reject congressional attempts to get around judicial review. 

What happens next depends a lot on what kind of law Con-
gress attempts to shield from the Supreme Court’s interpre-
tation of the Constitution. If it’s the kind of law that requires 
the states to do, or not do, something, the states that agree 
with Congress will go along with Congress, while the states 
that agree with the Supreme Court will refuse to follow the 
“unconstitutional” congressional mandate. Think about ju-
risdiction stripping in the abortion context: Congress 
can pass a law that protects a woman’s right to choose 
and prohibits the Supreme Court from reviewing it. 

w
ith the leak of a draft opinion 
in Dobbs v. Jackson Women’s Health 
Organization formally overruling 
Roe v. Wade, progressives’ worst 
fears about an ever more reaction-

ary Supreme Court appear set to come true. 
After decades of chipping away at abortion rights,
the court’s conservatives—now a rock-solid majority—
seem ready to complete that ideological project openly and 
even triumphantly.

In itself, such a decision would be catastrophic, especial-
ly for those who don’t have the resources or the personal 
freedom to travel vast distances to receive basic health care. 
The draft opinion’s unapologetic tone also presages similarly 
harmful outcomes on issues ranging from contraception to 
same-sex marriage to immigration to climate change. Indeed, 
some of these outcomes are already here.

With this parade of horribles about to be realized, pro-
gressives are returning with even greater urgency to the 
question of what to do about the conservative leviathan that 
is the Supreme Court. As in earlier moments, the temptation 
is merely to replace that leviathan with a progressive one, 
packing the court with benevolent justices who will wield the 
institution’s power for good. Real progress, though, requires 
the beast to be slayed, stripping the court of its authority and 
returning our society’s most pressing and important questions 
to the democratic arena—where progressive causes, backed 
by popular movements, stand the best chance.

Considering the history of the federal right to abortion 
helps to reveal the severe limitations of relying on a juricentric 
approach to securing fundamental rights. Just four years after 
the court recognized that right in Roe, a nearly identical court 
declared in Maher v. Roe that the state was under no obligation 
to make abortion economically feasible. Even at the height of 
its support for reproductive health care, in other words, the 
court ensured that the right to abortion would be one in name 
only for millions of women without the financial means.

The Supreme Court’s refusal to guarantee meaningful, 
positive rights to US citizens (let alone noncitizens) goes far 
beyond abortion. Even during the Warren Court era, the 
historical anomaly to which so many defenders of juristocracy 
cling, liberal justices failed to extend constitutional protec-
tions to America’s economic underclass, thereby abandoning 

Strip Its Power
R Y A N  D O E R F L E R

The Supreme Court Is Broken. 
How Do We Fix It?

11
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an ideal of substantive equality in favor of formal equality.
In addition to failing to provide positive rights, the Su-

preme Court has, throughout its history, actively impeded 
Congress from providing such rights through ordinary legis-
lation. Most famously, the court struck down the Civil Rights 
Act of 1875 in the Civil Rights Cases, undercutting Congress’s 
primary effort to guarantee the rights of Black Americans in 
the aftermath of the Civil War. Much more recently, in a de-
cision hailed by liberal media as “upholding” the Affordable 
Care Act, the Supreme Court invalidated Congress’s expan-
sion of Medicaid, once again depriving poor people of the 
affirmative right to health care they are so desperately owed.

What this history suggests is that the most plausible path to 
a meaningful right not only to abortion but also to education or 
racial equality or climate justice is through federal legislation 
rather than judicial edict. As history also suggests, such progres-
sive legislation would face eventual judicial resistance—unless 
Congress were to strip the Supreme Court (and other courts) 
of its authority to decide on the constitutionality of that law.

By invoking its power under Article III to make “exceptions” 
to the Supreme Court’s jurisdiction over most cases and its 
total discretion over the existence of “inferior” federal courts, 

Congress could—and should—
insulate legislation like the Wom-
en’s Health Protection Act from 
judicial invalidation by including 
a provision withdrawing from 
any court the right to consider 
challenges to the constitutional-
ity of that law. Deploying such 
jurisdiction-stripping provisions 
broadly would ensure that the 
meaning of our Constitution and, 

more fundamentally, what rights exist within our constitutional 
order would be determined by (at least somewhat) democrati-
cally responsive officials in Congress and the White House, as 
opposed to democratically insulated philosopher kings.

Removing issues like health care or climate from the courts 
would have the further advantage of placing responsibility 
at the feet of elected officials. Rather than speculating about 
whether some judicial nominee would respect stare decisis, 
“moderates” in the Senate would have to explain why they 
do or do not support a right to choose. Similarly, rather than 
promising, as President Biden has since his election, to enact 
federal abortion legislation if the Supreme Court overrules 
Roe, he and his party would have to explain why they are not 
protecting women’s reproductive freedom right now.

Finally, although jurisdiction stripping is often charac-
terized as an alternative to court expansion, the two are not 
mutually exclusive. Given its history, though, merely adding 
progressive justices to the Supreme Court would yield limited 
benefits in the short term and leave in place an undemocratic 
behemoth that would wreak further havoc in the end. N

Ryan Doerfler is a professor at the University of Chicago Law School.

Real progress,
though, requires 

the beast to be 

slayed, stripping 

the court of its 

authority.
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The problem 

is not that the 

Supreme Court 

is powerful, but 

that conservative 

extremists wield 

that power.

The religious fundamentalists will ask the Supreme Court to 
review the law anyway. It’s likely the forced-birth caucus on 
the Supreme Court will decide that Congress cannot strip its 
power and then determine, again, that Congress doesn’t have 
the power to protect women’s rights. Texas will listen to the 
court and outlaw abortions; California will listen to Congress 
and allow them. Nothing will have been solved. 

In contrast, the types of laws that are ripe for jurisdiction 
stripping are those whose implementation the president, as 
head of the executive branch, has full control over. An envi-
ronmental regulation on power plants might work. The Su-
preme Court might say the regulation is unconstitutional, but 
when armed agents of the federal government come to shut 
down the delinquent power plant, there’s little a Supreme 
Court decision can do to stop them.

But think about what I’m saying and play the tape all the 
way to the end. Jurisdiction stripping works only if a presi-
dent, in command of an army, is willing to defy the Supreme 
Court’s view of itself. That is a dangerous game to play, espe-
cially if the goal is to “restore” democracy. 

Jurisdiction stripping—the kind that doesn’t lead to a 
military takeover—requires the Supreme Court to willing-
ly relinquish some of its power 
but does not reform or incentiv-
ize the court to relinquish that 
power. That’s why I favor court 
expansion instead. The problem, 
to my mind, is not that the Su-
preme Court is powerful but that 
we’ve decided to let conservative 
extremists wield that power, un-
checked, for life. 

But imagine this: Instead of 
starting with jurisdiction strip-
ping, add 20 justices to the court who believe that jurisdic-
tion stripping is constitutional—and then pass legislation 
not subject to judicial review. Or add 20 justices who believe 
the Supreme Court should have a code of ethics—and then 
pass ethics reform. Or give me 20 justices who believe that 
term limits can be legislated without a constitutional amend-
ment—and then pass term limits legislation. The court 
needs to be expanded with people who think the court can 
be restrained, before attempting to restrain the court. You 
shoot the bear with the tranquilizer dart and then put the 
tracking collar on it; doing it the wrong way around is how 
well-meaning folks end up as dinner. 

Right now, the law is whatever five Supreme Court jus-
tices say it is. The way to fix this is not to pass new laws, as 
those five people will just ignore laws they don’t like anyway. 
The solution is to flood the court with people who will make 
better decisions about laws. The Supreme Court must be re-
formed before it can play well in the sandbox with the other 
two branches of government. N

Elie Mystal is The Nation’s justice correspondent.
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March of 
Silence

S N A P S H O T / P a b l o  P o r c i u n c u l a Uruguayans taking part in the Marcha del Silencio in Montevideo 
on May 20 hold portraits of their loved ones who were disappeared 
during the military dictatorship that ruled the country from 1973 to 
1985. Organized by the group Mothers and Relatives of Uruguayans 
Detained and Disappeared, the annual demonstration began in 1996 
as a way to commemorate the victims of state terrorism. 

By the 
Numbers

693
Number of mass 
shootings in the 
United States in 2021

212
Number of mass 
shootings so far 
in 2022 

14%
Rise in gun deaths 
in 2020 as com-
pared with 2019

45,222
Number of people 
who died from 
gun-related injuries 
in the US in 2020

53%
Percentage of US 
adults who say 
gun laws should be 
more stringent 

2020
The first year in 
over two decades 

in which the fed-
eral government 
awarded grants 
for gun-violence 
research

$25M
Minimum amount 
approved by Con-
gress for 2022 for 
firearms-related 
criminal back-
ground checks

$32.3M
Amount the NRA 
spent in 2020 on 
elections, lobby-
ing, and “outside 
spending” (typically 
political ads for or 
against candidates)

The Next Move
“Republican lawmakers this year passed an 
unprecedented bevy of bills targeting the 
authority of state and local election officials, a 
power grab that might allow partisan legislators to 
overturn future election results by claiming there 
was fraud.” —Stateline

Elections neutered by the right?

Now fears of that are mounting. 

The battle’s changed from who can vote 

To who can do the counting. 
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He’s Back!
Paul LePage called himself 

“Trump before Trump.” Now he 

wants to stage a comeback.

Sasha Abramsky

“Reading newspapers 
in the state of Maine is like  

 paying somebody 
to tell you lies.”

“What I think we ought to do is 

bring the 
guillotine back.

       We could have public executions.”

“Let me tell you something:  

Black people 
come up the 

highway
and they kill Mainers.”

“You shoot at 
the enemy.

You try to identify the enemy... 
people of color or people of 

Hispanic origin.”

To the NAACP:

“Tell them
to kiss

my butt.”

                        the new
Gestapo—the IRS.”

“You must buy health insurance 
             or pay

“If you want a good 
education, go to  

private 
schools.
If you can’t afford it, 

tough luck.”
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“LePage is not collaborative,” Fec-
teau says. “He’s chaotic. And seemingly 
every day he’s trying to find the next 
thing by which to sow division and 
chaos. He was the first governor in 
the nation to veto legislation banning 
conversion therapy. I think Governor 
LePage either didn’t understand the 
implications this harmful practice had, 
or he did understand and agreed that 
LGBTQ people should be subject to 
this harmful practice. It was a day I will 
never forget.” 

The ex-governor’s reactionary po-
litical résumé doesn’t end there. He 
largely dismantled the state’s public 
health system. He refused to imple-
ment Medicaid expansion—despite 
60 percent of Maine voters having 
favored it in a 2017 referendum—
creating what Robyn Merrill, of  Maine 
Equal Justice Partners, describes as a 
perverse situation in which the state’s 
political muscle was used to “roll back 
help to people.” Like Trump, LePage 
was infamously hostile to the press. 
And he gleefully urged Trump, as pres-
ident, to be more “authoritarian.”

In 2016, after endorsing Trump for 
president, the controversy-courting 
LePage boasted that he was “Donald 
Trump before Donald Trump.” It was 
a bombastic statement, but in spite of 
their dissimilar origins, there was more 
than a kernel of truth in it. Unlike 
Trump, LePage grew up in extreme 
poverty, as one of 18 children in an 
abusive, alcoholic household, and end-
ed up homeless during his teenage 
years in the early 1960s. But he went 
from rags to riches, making a fortune 
as a businessman running a company 
called Marden’s Surplus & Salvage, and 
relied heavily on his life story, as well as 
his salty persona, in crafting his appeal 
when he eventually made the leap into 
electoral politics.

This time around, however, 
LePage—who won his 2010 and 2014 
races when the field included a credi-
ble independent candidate, meaning he 
needed only a plurality of the vote to 
win—is going mano a mano against an 
incumbent Democratic governor, Janet 
Mills. Eliot Cutler, a former attorney 
who served as the spoiler candidate in 

to appeal to a broader audience. Watching the charade unfold at 
the opening, 73-year-old Edgar Allen Beem, a longtime colum-
nist for the Portland Phoenix and myriad other newspapers, was 
stunned. “It was a cynical appeal from a politician who’s always 
been anti-immigrant,” Beem says. “He, like a lot of Republicans, 
is very good at putting a happy face on horrors. He’ll tell you he 
balanced the budget, set up a rainy-day fund. What he doesn’t 

tell you is, more kids went hungry 
and fell into poverty. He disman-
tled the Department of Health and 
Human Services; it’s still not been 
built back up.” 

It’s easy to do a recitation of LeP-
age’s greatest hits, and not just on 
immigration: He declared that drug 
dealers, who he had at one point 
averred were Black and brown and 
coming up from New York to plunge 
white Mainers into addiction, should 
be beheaded. He refused to attend a 
breakfast commemorating Martin 

Luther King Jr. and then told a reporter who asked about it that 
the NAACP could “kiss my butt.” He challenged Democratic 
politician Drew Gattine to a duel, called him a “cocksucker,” and 
said he would shoot him between the eyes after Gattine allegedly 
called him a racist. He gratuitously vetoed legislation banning 
conversion therapy for gay Mainers—legislation pushed by 
Democratic Representative Ryan Fecteau, who would go on to 
become the youngest state House speaker in the country—even 
though the bill had won support from Republicans in the senate 
and similar bills had been signed by his fellow Republican gover-
nors in New Hampshire and New Jersey. 

In his effort to return 
to office, LePage is 
trying to soften his 
image on issues like 
immigration to appeal 
to a broader audience.

Portland, Me.O n a cloudy spring morning, maine’s ex-governor, 73-year-
old Paul LePage, journeyed to the heart of his state’s largest, 
most diverse, and most progressive city to preside over the 
opening of a new Multicultural Community Center. Wearing 
a lavender shirt and slacks, LePage wooed liberal Mainers, de-

claring that he wanted to make Maine “inclusive to all new citizens,” that he loved 
talking to immigrants about the countries they came from, and that he hoped his 
state would roll out the welcome mat and tell new arrivals “We love you.”

There was a surreal quality to the speech, given the many anti-immigrant com-
ments LePage had made during his eight years as a far-right Tea Party–affiliated 
Republican governor, from January 2011 until 2019. This is the man who, in his two 
terms in office, fired up his base by telling them that the country was at war against 
immigrants—especially Hispanic immigrants and, more generally, immigrants of 
color—and that in a war you shoot first and ask questions later. At the height of the 
panic about the mosquito-borne Zika virus, the governor announced that asylum 
seekers were bringing the “ziki fly” with them. Though LePage grew up in the 
historically oppressed French-speaking community of Maine, he failed to acquire 
any empathy for the underdog as a result. Instead, he became a major supporter of 
Donald Trump’s campaign promise of a border wall, his subsequent assault on immi-
grants’ rights, and his proposed travel ban aimed at Muslim immigrants and visitors.

Now, in 2022, LePage is running for governor again. In his effort to return to the 
office he vacated in 2019, he’s trying to soften his image on issues like immigration 

Sasha Abramsky 
is  The Nation’s 
West Coast 
correspondent.A
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2010 and 2014, was recently arrest-
ed on child pornography charges, 
and no one else of note has filed 
paperwork to enter the race. If 
LePage—already the de facto GOP 
nominee, with endorsements from 
the state party and Senator Susan 
Collins—wants to win in the gen-
eral election, he needs to appeal to 
a significant number of moderates 
and younger voters. There are, po-
tentially, voters who don’t share 
his xenophobia but are nevertheless 

ripe for plucking from the Democratic coalition, given their 
anxiety about the state of the economy. Cue his shameless pivot 
on how to treat, and talk about, immigrants. 

Yet LePage needs to pull off this maneuver without alienat-
ing his hard-right base, the Mainers who don’t always vote—or 
always vote Republican—but who flocked to LePage because he 
refused to temper his language and didn’t tone down his distaste 
for outsiders. Hence his continued embrace of Trump’s “Stop 
the Steal” lies about the 2020 election, as well as his revival of 
a preposterous scapegoating claim, seemingly drawn from thin 
air, that people took buses from Massachusetts to Maine to ille-
gally vote in the gay-marriage legalization referendum in 2012. 

If LePage can perform this trick successfully in 2022, it’s en-
tirely possible that this will become the road map used by other 
verbal-bomb-throwing demagogues—even Trump himself—to 
take back power on the national stage come 2024. But if he 
loses—if he once more fails to break through the 50 percent 
threshold—it will show the limits of demagoguery, as well as 

Mills has racked up a strong record since 
January 2019, says Drew Gattine, now the chair 
of Maine Democrats, as he sits at the heavy 
wooden dining room table in his atmospheric 
19th-century house in the town of Westbrook. 
In addition to expanding Medicaid and raising 
state spending on K-12 education, Mills has 
also increased funding for mental health, dis-
ability, and elder services.

State Senate President Troy Jackson de-
tails yet more accomplishments. In the past 
few years, Mills and the Democratic-controlled 
legislature have introduced universal school 
meals, established collective bargaining mech-
anisms for loggers, and used state surpluses to 
help offset soaring property taxes. Moreover, 
under Mills, the state has doubled its rainy-
day fund. This is a source of particular pride 
for Jackson—yet he fumes at the fact that so 
many Republican and independent voters, fed 
a steady drip of misinformation, continually tell 
him that the rainy-day fund under LePage was 
larger. In reality, it now stands at nearly half a 
billion dollars, more than double what it was in 
January 2019. 

Jackson is horrified at the thought of 
LePage returning to power, slashing the state 
income tax in an effective giveaway to wealthy 
residents, and using the resulting cash shortfall 
as an excuse to launch another round of savage 
attacks on the social safety net, education, and 

the public health infrastruc-
ture—all in the name of fiscal 
probity. “A lot of things that 
I care about are at risk at that 
point,” he says tersely.

At the moment, the few 
existing polls on the race show 
Mills significantly ahead, 
though by no means with a 
blowout margin. As of mid-
May, the polling site Race to 
the WH had her most favor-
able poll showing her 7 points 
ahead, with a 56.1 percent 
chance of winning. Though 
several polls in recent weeks 

have shown LePage’s number rising, none 
of those polls show the ex-governor outpac-
ing the current governor, whose office didn’t 
return repeated calls and e-mails requesting 
comment for this article.

F
or many progressives in the state, 
however, Mills’s margin isn’t nearly 
comfortable enough. Mike Tipping, 
the author of As Maine Went: Gov-
ernor Paul LePage and the Tea Party 

Takeover of Maine, is adamant that there’s 
no room for complacency. An activist with 
the Maine People’s Alliance, the 38-year-old 

the power of collective memory in rallying 
voters to reject a return to governance based 
on scapegoating and the deliberate stirring of 
destructive chaos.

W
hen janet mills was 
elected governor in 2018, 
progressives in Maine 
heaved a collective sigh 
of relief. True, the ex– 

attorney general was about as mainstream a 
candidate as one could get, and during the 
election she made a point of tacking to the 
middle. But while she may not have cham-
pioned a number of progressive priorities, 
such as expanding tribal rights in the state, 
Mills was rational and competent. She was committed to implementing Medicaid 
expansion and repairing the damage LePage had done to public health institu-
tions; she wanted a cooperative rather than an antagonistic relationship with labor 
unions; she vowed to protect voting rights; and she aspired to meet the state’s 
constitutional requirement to fund K-12 schools at a much higher level than had 
been the case in recent years.

After the Covid pandemic hit, 14 months into her term in office, Mills was at 
the forefront of efforts by governors from both political parties to counter the 
chaos and disinformation emanating from the panicked Trump White House. She 
implemented strict stay-at-home measures early on, introduced mask mandates, 
and later coordinated an extraordinarily effective vaccination campaign, which 
resulted in Maine having one of the highest vaccination rates in the country. By 
October of last year, over 80 percent of eligible Mainers were fully vaccinated, 
making it the fourth state in the country to reach that goal.

It’s entirely possible  
that this will become the 
road map used by other 
verbal-bomb-throwing 
demagogues—even 
Trump himself.

The incumbent: The incumbent: 

Governor Janet Mills Governor Janet Mills 

shakes hands with shakes hands with 

attendees at the  attendees at the  

Gulf of Maine 2050 Gulf of Maine 2050 

International Sympo-International Sympo-

sium in Portland.sium in Portland.
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“It’s difficult to reach 
certain populations, and 
a lot of people are reluc-
tant to say they support 
LePage or Trump.”

—Mike Tipping

Writing on the wall:  Writing on the wall:  

A mural depicting A mural depicting 

LePage in a Ku Klux LePage in a Ku Klux 

Klan robe along the Klan robe along the 

Eastern Promenade Eastern Promenade 

Trail in Portland.  Trail in Portland.  

Tipping is running for the state senate in the 
purple Eighth District, which ranges from the 
liberal college town of Orono, in the center 
of the state, to the conservative community of 
Lincoln 40 miles north.

In his book, Tipping writes that LePage 
won high office by preaching an “aggres-
sive, conservative populism,” by convincing 
low-propensity voters to turn up at the polls, 
and by telling “a series of whopping lies on 
the stump.” Twelve years after LePage’s first 
victory, that playbook remains potent.

Tipping, in blue jeans and sneakers, with a 
raincoat to guard against the chill and rain of 
early spring, canvasses in the evenings and on 
weekends, rapping rhythmically seven times 
on each door and reciting his patter about how 
he wants to learn what issues most concern 
the person whose door he’s just rapped on. He 
hopes to knock on 4,000 doors before primary 
day in June and aims to give out thousands of 
his leaflets, as well as round wooden “Tipping 
State Senate” refrigerator magnets that he 
has hand-milled and polished in his basement 
workshop. His goal is to collect thousands of 
phone numbers that he can text on primary day 
with reminders to vote.

People are angry about inflation, Tipping 
tells me as he canvasses a low-income hous-
ing development made up of long, mustard- 
colored wooden modular bungalows on the 
edge of Orono. They don’t feel they are earn-

ing enough to live stable lives. They’re angry at what the 
Covid crisis has done to them, both economically and psy-
chologically. Since Democrats control the White House, 
Congress, and Maine’s legislature and governor’s office, many 
are blaming the party for their woes. As a result, the party is 
facing a noticeable enthusiasm gap in getting its voters to the 
polls in the midterms. Because of this, Tipping argues, even 
if LePage is far behind going into the last weeks of the race, 
there is still the risk of catastrophe, as occurred in the US 
Senate race in 2020. In that contest, polls consistently showed 
the Democratic challenger ahead of Susan Collins, yet on 
Election Day, drawing on strong support from rural counties, 
Collins pulled out a 9 percent win 
over her opponent. 

“I think [LePage] absolutely 
could get reelected,” Tipping says. 
“He got 48 percent last time in a 
three-way race. If the polls show 
him down a significant amount, 
I wouldn’t trust them at all. All 
through 2014 he was polling at 35 
to 39 percent—right to the end, 
when he won with 48 percent. It’s 
similar with polling issues with 
Trump. It’s difficult to reach cer-
tain populations, and a lot of peo-
ple are reluctant to say they support LePage or Trump. I think 
it could easily go either way.” 

Whereas Trump is dogged by allegations of kleptocracy 
and personal corruption, even LePage’s many enemies don’t 
claim that he used the office to personally enrich himself. In 
that sense, says Mark Brewer, a professor of political science S
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the state legislature and 12 in the US Congress as a moderate 
Democrat from the rural Second District of northern Maine. 
In his race against LePage, the Democrat was consistently up 
in the polls during the campaign, only to lose by 4 percent 
come Election Day. Michaud had hit all the issues that ought 
to have resonated in mill country, he says: He had opposed 
NAFTA, slammed China for currency manipulation, and railed 
against the unfair trade deals that were decimating Maine’s  
paper industry. In short, he did all the things that Trump would 
do, to great effect, two years later. Yet, battered by the gun 
lobby and facing LePage’s onslaught against welfare spending, 
big government, and other bugaboos of the right, he ended up 
being vulnerable. When push came to shove, a critical mass 
of erstwhile mill workers and their families abandoned the 

Democratic Party and helped se-
cure LePage’s second victory.

Nursing a local pale ale at a long 
wooden table in the Blue Ox Sa-
loon in Millinocket, its walls lined 
with old books and mounted moose 
heads, Michaud recalls how he’d 
tried to phone LePage to concede 
the election and congratulate his 
opponent. The Republican victor, 
ever the pugilist, refused to take 
his call. Could LePage win again? 
Michaud answers cautiously: “The 

party in control of the White House 
usually takes a beating during the mid-
terms. Biden’s not doing well [in the 
polls]. Hopefully the Democrats will 
get enthusiastic and get their voters out 
to vote and not be complacent.”

W
hat tipping and mi-
chaud recognize as 
possible—the return 
of a right-wing dema-
gogue to power years 

after his political obituaries had been 
written—is, for reformers in Maine, the 
ultimate nightmare scenario, one that 
they have spent years trying to build 
firewalls against.

In November 2016, halfway through 
LePage’s second term, voters passed 
ranked-choice voting into law via a ref-
erendum, making Maine the first state 
in the union to adopt such a system. 
Some organizers say that they did so to 

make it less likely that an extremist like LePage 
(who would be very few voters’ second choice, 
in a state that has historically prided itself on 
its moderate version of Yankee Republicanism) 
could win office with minority support. But 
they were thwarted: Months after the referen-
dum’s passage, the state supreme court upheld 
the constitutionality of ranked-choice voting 
for primaries and federal elections, but not for 
state elections, citing, in its decision, passages 
in the state constitution that specify these only 
have to be decided by a plurality of the voters. 
A bitter blow for progressives, the decision 
meant that in races with multiple candidates, 
someone like LePage would continue to have 
a viable path to power.

Ranked-choice voting is a way of strength-
ening local democracy, says Maine’s secretary 
of state, Shenna Bellows, a longtime supporter 
of the change. It allows people to vote their 
hearts instead of having to think strategically 
about which candidate is the most viable, 
knowing that their second choice will count 
almost as much as their first choice does. But, 
she acknowledges, the wording in the state 
constitution does make it very difficult to 
implement ranked-choice voting in general 
elections for state offices.

Bellows, who’s 47, grew up in extreme 
poverty. Her parents were environmental and 
antinuclear activists, and until she was in fifth 
grade the log cabin that her father built for 
them had neither electricity nor running wa-
ter. Today Bellows sees Maine becoming more 
diverse, and as secretary of state she has sup-
ported reforms such as the one recently signed 
into law by Governor Mills, which allows 
tribal IDs to be used as proof of identity for 

A critical mass of erst-
while mill workers and 
their families abandoned 
the Democratic Party 
and helped LePage  
secure a second victory.

Home base:Home base:

LePage greets  LePage greets  

supporters during  supporters during  

the Maine GOP  the Maine GOP  

Convention at the Convention at the 

Augusta Civic Center Augusta Civic Center 

in April 2022.in April 2022.

at the University of Maine in Orono, he is a cleaner redux candidate in 2022 than 
Trump would be in 2024. Given the soaring rate of inflation, the unknowns of 
how the pandemic will evolve, and the sense felt by many that the good times are 
disappearing in the rear-view mirror, Brewer believes that LePage could break 
through the 45 percent ceiling that would, in normal times, hem in a candidate as 
conservative and polarizing as he is. “If people are still paying over $4 a gallon for 
gas in November, that won’t be good for Mills,” Brewer says. “And what happens 
if there’s a new Covid variant in November? None of that would be good for an 
incumbent officeholder, regardless of who the incumbent is. His ceiling could be 
in the low 50s if all the dominoes fall right.”

Mike Michaud, the Democratic candidate that LePage defeated in 2014, agrees. 
A longtime paper mill worker and union member, Michaud served 20 years in 
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“He tries to stoke  
people’s fear, and  
that’s part of the divisive  
rhetoric around blaming 
groups of people.”

—Robyn Merrill

Two to tango:  Two to tango:  

Donald Trump and Donald Trump and 

LePage at a rally in LePage at a rally in 

Portland in 2016.Portland in 2016.

the purpose of voter registration. But she wor-
ries that when candidates for high office like 
LePage opportunistically glom on to Trump’s 
false narrative about a stolen election in 2020, 
it “undermines the fabric of our democracy”—
not only in Maine but in the country at large.

“It feels like we turned the page on LePage. 
It was a dark chapter,” says Robyn Merrill, 
of Maine Equal Justice Partners. “The fear, 
though, is that the page wasn’t actually turned, 
that he could get back into power and eviscer-
ate programs again, gutting systems in a way 
that will again take years to recover from. He 
tries to stoke people’s fear, and that’s part of 
the divisive rhetoric around blaming groups 
of people for the fact that folks are struggling 
and having a hard time. Really, we want to 
be going in the other direction. Government 
should be by the people, for the people—and 
we should continue to do a better job in terms 
of connecting to people.”

L
epage’s appeal is similar to that  
of Trump, or Florida Governor Ron 
DeSantis, or, say, Philippine Presi-
dent Rodrigo Duterte. To his fans, 
LePage is a tell-it-like-it-is straight 

shooter, a man who speaks from the heart and 
sticks it to the liberal elites with their thin 
skins and their 24-hour-a-day readiness to be 
triggered by crude comments. He doesn’t let 
the so-called experts dictate policy or allow 
outsiders—those “from away,” as Mainers de-
scribe them—to determine what local political 
priorities should be.

In the mill towns and hamlets of the north, 
a marvelous landscape of frozen lakes and 
Impressionist-like reflections of sky and clouds 
in the rivers, LePage’s per-
sona is widely appreciated. 
In places like Millinocket—a 
small town along the banks 
of a tributary of the West 
Branch Penobscot River, 
the glory days of which are 
decades in the past—many 
of the run-down wooden 
houses sport Trump flags 
in their yards and LePage 
posters in their windows. It’s 
not uncommon to see “Fuck 
Mills” bumper stickers on 
the cars parked outside.

On Central Street, just inside the Millinock-
et town limits, is American Legion Post 80, 
complete with a helicopter and tank outside 
and a basement bar inside. For 49-year-old 
Joseph Batchelder, who books entertainment 
at the post, LePage is a breath of fresh air. And 
he makes Batchelder feel that his part of the 
state isn’t just some backwater, that it actually 

matters. “He’s straight-up, right to the point. When he gets 
stuff done, he gets stuff done. Any improvement to the state, 
it’s always to the southern part. LePage did the northern part. 
I’d rather see him than that other woman [Mills]. Everything 
she’s done has been backwards.” (In 
reality, according to data provided 
by the Maine Center for Economic 
Policy, despite LePage’s rhetoric 
about helping down-at-the-heels 
northern mill towns, the economic 
growth during his two terms in 
office was overwhelmingly concen-
trated in the cities of the south; 
from 2007 to 2014, a period that 
included most of LePage’s first 
term, rural Maine saw a period of 
economic contraction.)

Batchelder, who says he has 
contracted Covid twice—the first time made him feel like he 
had a combination of asthma, pneumonia, and pleurisy—isn’t 
vaccinated. He doesn’t appreciate Mills’s imposition of mask 
mandates and her efforts to make vaccines compulsory for 
some parts of the workforce, and he supports LePage in his 
opposition to mandates. “A lot of us don’t believe in the vac-
cines,” he says. “A lot of people with vaccines are still getting 
sick. I believe it’s a big money game. I believe Covid’s real, but 
they make it more scarier than it is.”

LePage’s life story resonates with people like Batchelder, 
the people who feel routinely ignored and humiliated. The 
ex-governor came of age in gritty industrial Lewiston, in cen-
tral Maine. It is a place dominated by large brick riverfront 
factories and warehouses, with imposing churches whose cop-
per steeples have turned green with age and low-end depart-
ment and grocery stores. While many Maine towns exude an old-world charm, 
Lewiston’s architecture is brutalist and functional. It was on these streets that the 
young LePage lived for several years, after he fled his violent family home.

To his opponents, LePage came away from his abusive childhood with a sense 
of brutality rather than empathy, with a soul curdled in some very profound way. 

Steve Turner, an activist with the Maine People’s 
Alliance who has his own firsthand experience 
with living in deep poverty, believes that LePage 
is “a person who forgot where he came from.” 
Turner views the former governor with some-
thing approaching loathing. “He treated poor 
people in a very mean way, made it difficult 
for us to access what social services we have in 
the United States.” He is particularly scathing 
about LePage’s veto of Medicaid expansion and 
about the obstacles he placed in the way of peo-
ple attempting to get unemployment insurance. 
“LePage has a keen sense of individual respon-
sibility,” Turner says, “and a defective sense of 
mutual responsibility, of collective responsibility, 

of  ‘we’ rather than ‘me.’ I wish that someone would explain to LePage that Stage 3 
or 4 cancer is not the same as laziness, and PTSD is not the same thing as shift-
lessness. But he’ll never get it—because he’s all set.”

Davida Ammerman, a transgender board member of the Maine People’s Alli-
ance and a 52-year member of the carpenters’ union, recalls that in 2018 LePage 
signed on to a brief asking the US Supreme Court to permit employers to fire 
queer and transgender employees because of their identity. After LePage left 
office, the political culture in Augusta became more sympathetic to trans issues. 
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Ammerman worries that these 
gains will be reversed if LePage 
wins power again. He was, they 
argue, “a bully. He was getting peo-
ple to hate each other when he was 
governor. He was anathema to the 
LGBTQ community.” Edgar Allen 
Beem puts it more succinctly: “He 
grew up abused by his father, and 
he abuses everybody.”

To LePage’s friends, though, 
such as former state representative 
Sheldon Hanington, his penchant 

for tough-guy politics and his attacks on social safety nets sim-
ply make him feisty—a big bear of a man whose tough exterior 
eventually gives way to a friendly soul underneath. “LePage had 
a bombastic way about him,” says Hanington, a self-proclaimed 
moderate whose strong Maine accent does things with the let-
ter “A” that somehow defy gravity. “But I saw later he was very 
personable. The persona of him being a bully and bombastic? 
He was attacked constantly, and when you’re attacked for being 
what you know you’re not, you get defensive.”

At the 3 Cousins Firearms store, on the corner of Lincoln 
and Cedar streets in 
Lewiston, next to a 
large church and a 
few blocks from the 
majestic Androscog-
gin River, much of 
the staff and their cli-
entele are solidly in 

virus that, for most of them, will not have lethal 
consequences.

Of course, as with Trump, there is more 
than a pinch of hypocrisy to the “I speak 
for the people” shtick. When LePage, whose 
campaign ignored repeated phone and e-mail 
requests to make the candidate available for 
an interview for this article, termed out in 
January 2019, he left Maine for the warmer 
climes and lower taxes of Florida, the latter of 
which were better suited for his wealthy busi-
nessman needs. When LePage argued against 
Medicaid expansion, he was making it harder 
for many of his most fervent supporters—who 
are disproportionately white and working-class 
and, frequently, work in gig-economy or non-
union jobs—to gain access to medical care; 
all the while, as a public employee, he had 
state-of-the-art insurance. When he attacked 
the minimum wage in the name of business 
efficiency and ordered the jackhammering of a 
mural celebrating Maine workers that adorned 
a wall in the state’s Department of Labor, he 

wasn’t just giving the middle 
finger to Maine’s artists, who, 
predictably, howled in outrage 
at the cultural vandalism; at 
the same time, he was deliber-
ately sticking it to the interests 
and the very dignity of the 
ordinary working-class men 
and women that he claimed 
to be a spokesman for. In Jan-
uary, even as he was attacking 
vaccine mandates for health 
care workers, he floated the 
idea of requiring all welfare 
recipients in Maine to provide 
proof of vaccination in order 
to receive benefits.

O
n the polished wooden walls 
of 76-year-old Eric Rojo’s 
high-ceilinged living room in a 
farmhouse at the end of a dirt 
track outside Lincoln, which he 

bought when he moved back to Maine after 
living around the world since 1967, there 
hangs a large collection of swords. One is a 
World War II–era ceremonial sword from 
Japan; another is a weapon with an eagle motif 
from the Austro-Hungarian Empire that he 
picked up at an antique store in Munich when 
he was serving in the Army there after he had 
been rotated out of Vietnam. 

Rojo is an energy security specialist who 
retired from the US Army, where he served in 
the Department of Energy, a few years back and 
then moved to Mexico (he had married a Mex-
ican professor, and the two wanted to live there 
for a few years). In Mexico, he was an active 

LePage’s camp. The little shop, one wall 
lined with powerful rifles and another 
painted with a giant American flag, is co-
owned by Trevor Brooks. For Trevor’s fa-
ther, 71-year-old Dan Brooks, LePage’s 
support for the Second Amendment is 
critical. “Without the Second Amend-
ment, I’m afraid of what the country 
would look like,” he says. Wiry thin, in 
jeans, a plaid shirt, and a camo cap, with a trimmed gray goatee, Brooks worries 
that Mills doesn’t “support the Second Amendment like I would like. She doesn’t 
seem to be with Second Amendment people. LePage, I do like him.” He particu-
larly likes the permitless carry law passed in 2015. “I would definitely vote for him 
again.” Brooks also likes the fact that LePage slashed government, worrying that 
there’s a tendency to “law ourselves to death” in America. Even though he and 
his son are both fully vaccinated and, during the early months of the pandemic, 
customers were asked to mask up before entering the store, Dan says he is wary 
of mask and vaccine mandates and is concerned that Mills’s public health policies 
are eroding the state’s storied live-and-let-live principles.

Brooks’s friend Steve, a machinist and gun enthusiast who is hanging out at the 
store in a 3 Cousins Firearms sweatshirt, agrees. Regarding masks, his philosophy 
is “You want to wear it, wear it; you don’t want to wear it, don’t wear it. It’s a free 
country. To push your issues on somebody else, your way or the highway—last I 
checked, it isn’t preschool. This is a free country that could be exterminated just 
by people doing stupid shit.”

In his two terms as governor, LePage successfully tapped into the resentment 
toward big, encroaching government. He positioned himself as the defender of the 
little man and railed against what he saw as government overreach. As a candidate 
in 2022, he has opposed mask mandates, denounced Mills’s vaccine requirement 
for health care workers, and suggested that children needn’t be protected from a 

As a candidate in 2022, 
LePage has opposed 
mask mandates and  
denounced the vaccine  
requirement for health 
care workers.

Taking a stand:Taking a stand:

Suavis Furaha, an Suavis Furaha, an 

asylum seeker from asylum seeker from 

Burundi, at a protest Burundi, at a protest 

against LePage’s against LePage’s 

immigration policies.immigration policies.
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Since LePage left  
office, poverty is down, 
health insurance  
coverage is up, and  
the rainy-day fund has  
never been fuller.

Maine’s shame: Maine’s shame: 

College-age students College-age students 

protest LePage at a protest LePage at a 

town hall meeting in town hall meeting in 

Lewiston in 2016.Lewiston in 2016.

member of the country’s chapter of 
Republicans Overseas. His body lean, 
his eyes full of intellectual intensity, 
Rojo prides himself on his no-nonsense 
ability to get the job done—whatever 
the job may be. And he doesn’t hold 
back when he talks about this belief that 
politicians are taking the place he lives 
in the wrong direction.

When Rojo moved back to Maine 
recently and started renovating his farm, 
the local chapter of the Republican Par-
ty asked if he’d be willing to run for 
office. Despite his age—and despite his 
alienation from the wing of the party 
that had bought into Trump’s lies about 
a stolen 2020 election—he agreed to 
throw his hat into the ring as a primary 
candidate for District Eight, the district 
that Mike Tipping also hopes to repre-
sent come November.

“The economy is a disaster here,” 
Rojo says. And the skyrocketing cost of 
fuel “has a lot of people pretty much locked up 
in their homes, making choices between buying 
food and gasoline.” He wants to promote energy 
independence, in particular an increased use of 
nuclear power; to find ways for parents to have 
more input on what their children learn in the 
classroom; to invest more in technical schools to 
train the state’s workforce; and—a rarity among 
today’s Republicans—to strengthen environ-
mental laws against pollution and the despoil-
ment of public lands. 

On the stump, the candidate—who is run-
ning in the primary against a woman who has 
embraced the more hard-right rhetoric that has 
shaped so much of modern GOP discourse—
found that these issues were resonating. “We 
are picking up a lot of Democratic support 
both here and in the south [of the district], 
because they’re unhappy with the economic 
situation and the lack of opportunity.” 

Rojo’s campaign manager—none other 
than LePage’s friend Sheldon Hanington—be-
lieves not only that Rojo has a good chance of 
winning in November but that Maine is about 
to swing right after recent election cycles in 
which the Democrats have come to dominate 
the state government in Augusta. “This elec-
tion cycle is going to turn in favor of turning 
the state red,” Hanington says, adding that 
LePage could pick up as much as 60 percent of 
the popular vote. “People are having it hard,” 
he continues. “It’s going to be hard for Mills to 
explain the state of the economy versus LePage 
saying, ‘We’re going to fix the economy, be-
cause we’ve done it before.’ When you [spend] 
$70 for a tank of gas, it hurts, just as much for 
a Republican as for a Democrat. Heating oil 
costs $500.”

swoon in the early months of the pandemic boosted Maine’s 
rank to 17th. Since Mills took office, poverty is down, health 
insurance coverage is up, and the rainy-day fund has never 
been fuller. With employment ticking up and tax revenues 
soaring, Maine is in a position to give a tax rebate of $850 to 
most residents this year. 

In 2017 the Maine Center for Economic Policy produced 
a paper, “Lost Federal Funds: Lost Opportunities for Maine,” 
that estimated that LePage, in turning his back on Medicaid ex-
pansion, feeding hungry families, treating people with substance 
abuse issues, improving services for 
mentally ill teenagers, and other 
programs, had forfeited $1.9 billion 
in funds that Maine was eligible for. 
During LePage’s time in office, the 
center’s economists found, Maine 
was the only state in the country that 
did not see an increase in the num-
ber of residents with medical cover-
age in the four years after passage of 
the Affordable Care Act. It was also 
the only state with no statistically 
significant jump in the percentage 
of children with some form of health insurance. Since Mills 
took office, Maine has accessed federal funds to cover more of 
the uninsured and has ramped up a host of public services that, 
under LePage, had withered on the vine.

Yet, like President Biden, Mills faces an electorate that 
seems to have soured on Democratic policies and rhetoric 

B
y most metrics, despite the high inflation and soaring energy 
costs, Governor Mills has a sterling set of accomplishments to fall 
back on during her reelection campaign in the coming months; by 
contrast, LePage’s record is mediocre at best. When he was governor, 
in the period after the Great Recession, there was significant job 

growth—but as Garrett Martin, president of the Maine Center for Economic 
Policy, explains, compared with other states, the growth was unexceptional; in 
fact, Martin’s team has calculated, Maine ranked 43rd out of the 50 states for 
job growth during this time. By contrast, under Mills, the recovery from the job 

(continued on page 27)
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One woman’s story 

about seeking a 

second-trimester 

abortion tells us 

everything we need 

to know about 

post-Roe America.
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and our medical system is unprepared 
to care for them.

S
mith’s pregnancy was a 
wanted one. She knows 
that stories like hers— 
involving fatal fetal diag-
noses and health risks—are 

often presented as exceptional and used 
to undercut the needs of people whose 
reasons for seeking an abortion may 
be less sympathetic to some. Smith is 
unequivocal that later abortion patients 
deserve care regardless of the reason. 
“Abortion is health care; it is needed,” 
she said. “It saves lives, even if not phys-
ically like mine.”

Smith discovered she was pregnant 
just over six months after giving birth 
to her third child. The pregnancy was a 
surprise, but it quickly became a happy 
one. Smith and her fiancé picked a name: 
Kase. “We were ecstatic,” she told me.

In the early ultrasounds, Smith said, 
“everything was perfect and healthy, 
just as in my other three pregnancies.” 
But during her 20-week anatomy scan, 
things took a turn. Kase’s kidneys and 
bladder were dilated, and very little am-
niotic fluid surrounded him. Without 
enough amniotic fluid, the lungs cannot 
develop properly. The fluid also cush-
ions the fetus and allows it to move, 
so low levels can result in restrictions 
on growth and other musculoskeletal 
complications. 

Smith’s ob-gyn referred her to a team 
of maternal-fetal medicine (MFM) spe-
cialists in Cincinnati, a three-and-a-half-
hour drive from her home. Smith lives 
near Charleston, which is one of West 
Virginia’s largest cities but has a popu-
lation of less than 50,000. Nearly all of 
the MFM specialists in the US—par-
ticularly those practicing cutting-edge 
techniques like fetal surgery—reside in 
urban areas, which poses a significant 
barrier for those with high-risk preg-
nancies in rural or smaller metropolitan 
areas, who may not have the means to 
travel. According to a 2020 report from 
the March of Dimes, 2.2 million women 
in the US live in maternity care deserts.

Smith made two trips to Cincinnati, 
initially hopeful that she might be able 
to continue the pregnancy with the help 

just 10 percent offer it through 24 weeks. Following the 2009 
murder of Dr. George Tiller—who was relentlessly targeted by 
anti-abortion extremists for more than a decade because he pro-
vided abortions in the third trimester—very few doctors are will-
ing to openly provide this care. A small number of clinics provide 
abortions at 26 weeks and beyond; all are independent, meaning 
they are not affiliated with Planned Parenthood and therefore 

have less public and institutional 
support. Hospitals are more likely to 
provide abortion care later in preg-
nancy; however, hospitals perform 
only about 4 percent of all abortions 
in the United States, and many have 
policies that limit abortion care. 

Any day now, the Supreme Court 
is expected to issue a ruling that 
could overturn Roe v. Wade or gut 
it beyond meaning. In that event, 
26 states are poised to ban abortion 
to the fullest extent possible. Many 
things have changed profoundly 

since the pre-Roe days; perhaps most significant, illegal abor-
tions can be medically safe thanks to the advent of medication 
abortion. However, anti-abortion policies still endanger lives, as 
in Smith’s case, by delaying or denying care in life-threatening 
situations. What’s more, research shows that most people who 
need abortions later in pregnancy experienced logistical delays in 
accessing care at an earlier point in the pregnancy. These delays 
will only compound if abortion is banned in roughly half the 
country, because thousands of patients will be forced to travel 
across state lines to the few remaining clinics. The number of 
people seeking later abortions is undoubtedly about to increase, 

The number of people 
seeking later abortions 
is undoubtedly about to 
increase, and our medi-
cal system is unprepared 
to care for them.

I n october of 2021, kristyn smith checked herself out of the hospital 
in Charleston, W.Va., where she had been denied an abortion. Bleeding and 
in pain, Smith drove for six hours with her fiancé to Washington, D.C., to 
have the procedure performed there. On the day of her first appointment 
at the Dupont Clinic, she was 27 weeks pregnant. “They were the sweetest, 

most compassionate people that I had ever met,” she said of the clinic staff, who 
made her feel safe and supported. The seven weeks leading up to her arrival there, 
however, had been a “nightmare.”

Less than two months after her abortion, Smith contacted me after finding my 
podcast, ACCESS. She sent an e-mail with the subject line “Abortion at 27 weeks” 
that detailed her story of agonizing delays and denials of care. In many parts of 
the country—particularly in the South and the Midwest—getting an abortion at 
any stage of pregnancy is difficult because of the dwindling number of abortion 
providers, the onerous legal restrictions, and other financial and logistical barriers. 
But getting an abortion later in pregnancy, particularly in the third trimester, is 
difficult everywhere. Twenty-two states have bans in effect that prohibit abortion 
starting between 20 and 24 weeks’ gestation, and 20 states impose a ban at viability, 
generally recognized as 24 weeks. When exceptions to these bans exist, they are 
often narrowly applied, and in the handful of states where third-trimester abortion 
is legal, there are few providers.

According to a 2014 Guttmacher Institute report, while 72 percent of abortion 
clinics offer care up to 12 weeks, only 25 percent offer care up to 20 weeks, and ”

Garnet Henderson 
is an independent 
journalist report-
ing on health and 
abortion access.
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told Smith she wouldn’t be able to have the surgery the following 
week as planned. By this time, she was 23 weeks pregnant. They 
counseled her on her options, including terminating the preg-
nancy or allowing “nature [to] take its course,” meaning that she 
could go home and wait to have a stillbirth. 

However, even though the doctors assured Smith that the 
decision to end the pregnancy was a valid one, the hospital 
never offered her that option. The state of Ohio bans abortion 
at 20 weeks postfertilization, or about 22 weeks’ gestation, with 
an exception only for the critically compromised health of the 
pregnant person. At the time, Smith’s diagnosis had to do only 
with the fetus’s health, not her own. Even so, there are risks in 
continuing any pregnancy, said Dr. Matthew Reeves, the founder 
of the Dupont Clinic, where Smith eventually got her abortion. 

“Forcing someone to continue and 
endure those risks when you know 
there’s going to be a lethal outcome 
for the newborn is not a wise de-
cision,” he said. But abortion bans 
rarely account for these nuances.

“Many people I’ve interviewed 
who had a fetal health issue assumed 
[their state’s] abortion ban wouldn’t 
apply to them, and yet it did,” said 
Katrina Kimport, a medical sociol-
ogist at the University of California, 
San Francisco. “And in practice, peo-

ple are denied care even when they ought to fit 
into those exceptions.” For Smith’s part, she felt 
there was an implicit judgment in the fact that she 
was told she could have an abortion but wasn’t 
offered that option directly. “It wasn’t really put 
on the table as it should have been,” she said.

M
any elements of smith’s story 
reflect experiences that are com-
mon among people who have 
abortions in the third trimester. 
For a recent journal article, Kim-

port interviewed 30 people who had abortions 
after the 24th week of pregnancy. When people 
have abortions at this point, they tend to arrive 
there through one or two “pathways,” she said.

The first pathway is initiated when new in-
formation is obtained during, or just before, the 
third trimester. Many diagnoses related to fetal 
health cannot be made until the middle of the 
second trimester or into the third. New infor-
mation might also be related to the health of the 
pregnant person, as well as to a later recognition 
of the pregnancy. “There is a persistent and small 
number of people that do not recognize their 
pregnancy until somewhere in the third trimes-
ter,” said Kimport, adding that preexisting health 
conditions often play a role. 

The second pathway to third-trimester abor-
tion comes about as a result of barriers to care. 
These include a lack of funds to pay for an abor-
tion, a lack of access to nearby care providers, 
an inability to get time off from work, and other 
roadblocks. “Some people also experienced less 
common but nonetheless pretty serious obsta-
cles, including things like being prevented from 
leaving their home by a parent,” said Kimport. 
In a previous paper based on data from the 
Turnaway Study, which tracked the long-term 

“Many people who had 
a fetal health issue as-
sumed their state’s abor-
tion ban wouldn’t apply 
to them, and yet it did.”

—Katrina Kimport

Abortion  
Limits
In many parts of the country, In many parts of the country, 

getting an abortion at any stage getting an abortion at any stage 

is difficult due to the dwindling is difficult due to the dwindling 

number of providers. But getting number of providers. But getting 

an abortion later in pregnancy, an abortion later in pregnancy, 

particularly in the third trimester, particularly in the third trimester, 

is difficult everywhere.is difficult everywhere.

of fetal surgery. “Looking back,” she says, “I was naive.” Only after speaking with 
the specialists did Smith realize just how serious the situation was. Kase’s urinary tract 
appeared completely blocked, and as a result his lungs were severely underdeveloped 
and his heart looked small. Even if surgery successfully corrected the obstruction, it 
would be a difficult road ahead.

“He would have been in the NICU up in Cincinnati for at least six months,” Smith 
said. “And that would have been with 10 to 20 surgeries in his first year of life, [and] 
monthly doctor appointments back up in Cincinnati. And to put my three kids’ lives 
on hold for that? My relationship with my fiancé, my whole life would have been 
turned upside down. And we’re not wealthy. We don’t have money to do those things.”

Still, they tried. Smith underwent tests and procedures in preparation for the 
surgery, but there were complications during one of the procedures. The doctors 

Up to 6 weeks

Up to 20 weeks

Up to 22 weeks

Up to 24 weeks

At viability

Third trimester

No limit

In the handful of states In the handful of states 

where third-trimester where third-trimester 

abortion is legal, there abortion is legal, there 

are few providers.are few providers.

If If RoeRoe is overturned,   is overturned,  

26 states, including nearly 26 states, including nearly 

all of the South, are poised all of the South, are poised 

to ban abortion to the fullest to ban abortion to the fullest 

extent possible.extent possible.

(Based on state laws as of press date)

24



 T H E  N A T I O N  6 . 1 3 – 2 0 . 2 0 2 2

C
O

U
R

TE
S

Y
 O

F 
TH

E
 D

U
P

O
N

T 
C

LI
N

IC

“With every kick... 
I broke down, knowing 
my baby was struggling 
to move.”

—Kristyn Smith

The Dupont Clinic The Dupont Clinic 

in Washington, D.C., in Washington, D.C., 

provides abortion care provides abortion care 

to people who are  to people who are  

unable to obtain it unable to obtain it 

where they live.where they live.

effects of having or being denied an abortion, 
Kimport and her coauthor, Diana Greene Fos-
ter, found that 94 percent of the participants 
who had abortions at or after 20 weeks experi-
enced a delay in accessing care.

In a situation like Smith’s, new information 
can itself be the cause of delays. An abnormal 
finding on an anatomy scan often leads to fur-
ther tests and visits with specialists, Reeves said, 
which means it can be weeks before a person 
knows whether their pregnancy will ultimately 
be viable or not. 

For Smith, the waiting became unbearable 
after she was sent home to West Virginia, which 
has a law that is nearly identical to Ohio’s, ban-
ning abortion at 20 weeks postfertilization. The 
West Virginia ban does include a vague excep-
tion for a “nonmedically viable fetus”; however, 
the state’s sole remaining abortion clinic per-
forms abortions only up to 17 weeks and six days. 
Smith’s obstetrician wasn’t willing to intervene 
as long as the fetus had a heartbeat, but the heart 
never stopped. With each weekly ultrasound, 
Smith felt more distress. Her Cincinnati doctor’s 
description of the condition disturbed her. “His 
exact words were ‘Imagine if you were wrapped 
in Saran Wrap, vacuum sealed, then wrapped 
again in a thick, tight blanket. That is what your 
baby is experiencing with no liquid around him.’ 
With every kick…I broke down, knowing my 
baby was struggling to move, and how uncom-
fortable he had to have been since week 16, when 
this abnormality typically occurs,” she said.

Finally, a midwife told Smith about the Du-
pont Clinic. She took the 
first available appointment, 
which was two weeks away. 
Because abortion is legal at 
all stages of pregnancy in 
D.C., people from all over 
the region who need later 
abortions travel there when 
they are unable to obtain 
care where they live. Reeves 
estimates that at least half 
of the clinic’s patients come 
from more than 100 miles 
away. “Some weeks it’s 70 
or 80 percent,” he said. The 
clinic’s website states: “We 
do not require any partic-
ular ‘reason’ to be seen here—if you would like 
to terminate your pregnancy, we support you in 
that decision.” 

But then, about a week before her appoint-
ment, Smith started bleeding. She described the 
blood as coming in “gushes” accompanied by 
sharp pain, comparable only to what she had ex-
perienced during labor. After two days, Smith’s 
obstetrician admitted her to the Charleston Area 
Medical Center (CAMC) Women and Chil-

dren’s Hospital for monitoring. There, she was placed under the 
care of an ob-gyn named Byron Calhoun. As reported by Car-
oline Kitchener in The Washington Post, Calhoun is well-known 
for his anti-abortion views. A former president of the American 
Association of Pro-Life Obstetri-
cians and Gynecologists, Calhoun 
is an outlier even among physicians 
who oppose abortion: He believes 
abortion is never necessary to save 
the life of a pregnant person. In 
fact, he advocates cesarean sections 
to deliver fetuses that won’t survive 
birth, a practice most experts con-
sider not only dangerous because of 
the risk to the pregnant person, but 
also unnecessary. 

Calhoun also has a long history of trying to discredit abor-
tion providers. In 2013, he called a former patient up out of the 
blue, gave her the phone number of a lawyer, and encouraged 
her to sue an abortion clinic and its doctor. Calhoun told the 
woman something shocking: that he had found a 13-week fetal 
skull in her uterus while treating her for pain and bleeding fol-
lowing an abortion the previous year. However, she had been 
only nine weeks pregnant at the time of her abortion, and Cal-
houn had said nothing about a skull at the time. The woman did 
sue, but a pathology report from CAMC found no evidence of a 
fetal skull. In dismissing the lawsuit, the judge called Calhoun’s 
assertions “sensational.”

Also in 2013, Calhoun claimed that he was caring for pa-
tients experiencing abortion complications on a “weekly” basis. 
The claim was dubious on its face, given that such complica-
tions are rare. One of the most comprehensive studies on the 
subject found that minor complications, such as bleeding and 
mild infection, occur in about 2 percent of abortions. Major complications, includ-

ing hospitalizations, surgeries, and blood transfu-
sions, occur in just 0.23 percent of cases. Overall, 
abortion is 14 times safer than childbirth. Once 
again, Calhoun’s claims were contradicted by his 
employer, CAMC, which provided data showing 
that the hospital had treated only two patients 
for abortion complications in the previous year. 
Despite a public outcry following these incidents, 
CAMC continues to employ Calhoun.

He is also the only maternal-fetal medicine 
specialist in Charleston.

“Immediately, before even saying ‘Hi, hello, 
how are you?,’ he asked me what type of drugs I 
had been doing,” Smith said. Calhoun also told her 
that she wasn’t bleeding consistently enough to jus-
tify intervention: “His words were ‘Until you start 
bleeding at a rate of a fountain of blood, then I can’t 

intervene with a c-section,’” she said. Even after she pressed—through tears—for a 
possible explanation for her pain and bleeding, Smith said, Calhoun continued to im-
ply that she had done something to cause the complications, but eventually concluded 
that her placenta was likely separating from her uterus as a result of the procedures 
that were performed to save her baby. In severe cases, this condition, called placental 
abruption, can cause hemorrhage, a leading cause of maternal mortality.

“He said he wanted me to lay in that bed for weeks or months until it got bad 
enough for him to intervene,” Smith told me, adding that Calhoun advised med-
ications that are typically given during preterm labor to speed up fetal brain and 
lung development.
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Shortly after her first conversa-
tion with Calhoun, Smith started ex-
periencing sharp, intense pains that 
came on quickly. A nurse admin-
istered the narcotic Stadol, which 
Smith said made her feel extremely 
disoriented. “It just felt like they 
gave me that medication to shut me 
up,” she said. During her time in the 

hospital, she continually asked the doctors to induce labor in or-
der to end the pregnancy and allow her to hold and comfort her 
baby until he died. “[Calhoun] said I was requesting an abortion 
and his beliefs did not align with that, therefore he would not be 
doing that,” she said. 

Both Calhoun and Smith’s regular ob-gyn told her that if she 
gave birth at this point—she was 26 and a half weeks pregnant—
the hospital would be required to give her newborn medical 
care under a West Virginia law that mandates medical inter-
vention for fetuses “born alive.” Even pulsation of the umbilical 
cord—before it has been cut—qualifies as a sign of life under 
the law. Smith found the thought of prolonging Kase’s suffering 
after birth unbearable. “I signed myself out and prayed I would 
make it to D.C. the next week,” she told me. (Neither Calhoun 
nor CAMC responded to multiple requests for comment.)

T
he family’s cars weren’t reliable enough to make 
the six-hour drive to D.C., so Smith and her fiancé 
rented one. She paid $200 to put a deposit down 
for her appointment. The remainder of the $9,000 
fee was paid by an abortion fund, as were her travel 

costs. In the end, three different abortion funds pitched in.

Smith’s story is unusual in that she encoun-
tered a doctor so vehemently opposed to abor-
tion. But even if a different doctor had advocated 
for her to have an abortion in West Virginia, the 
bid may have been unsuccessful. “Often doctors 
first have to defend these decisions to their insti-
tution. Before you even get to the state, you have 
to defend it to the administrators,” Kimport said. 
A 2020 study by some of her colleagues found 
that 57 percent of teaching hospitals, mostly in 
the South and the Midwest, placed limits on 
access to abortion that went beyond the dictates 
of state law. Catholic hospitals in particular are 
known for their refusal to provide abortion and 
many other types of sexual and reproductive 
health care, and the number of Catholic hos-
pitals in the US is growing rapidly: As of 2020, 
one in six hospital beds is now in a Catholic fa-
cility. However, Protestant and secular hospitals 
limit abortion as well, especially in the South.  
These hospitals often rely on committees to 
determine whether doctors can perform medi-
cally indicated abortions, and their institutional 
policies are rarely straightforward or transparent.

Abortion regulations also have a chilling ef-
fect, making medical providers reluctant to offer 
care for fear of punishment or even criminal-
ization. Shortly after SB 8, Texas’s near-total 
abortion ban, went into effect, reports began 
to surface of doctors hesitating to treat ectopic 
pregnancies, which must be terminated without 
delay for the health of the pregnant person.  
Dr. Shanthi Ramesh, the chief medical officer 
of the Virginia League for Planned Parenthood, 

says she heard several such 
stories through colleagues. 

State laws and institution-
al policies already interfere 
with a patient’s decision, Ra-
mesh said. “It really should 
be the patient and a doctor 
that they trust having a con-
versation together about 
the risks, about the benefits, 
about the treatment, and 
then honoring the decision 
that they come to.” And she 
fears a future in which states 
could ban abortion outright, 
a near certainty following the 
demise of Roe: “I think that 
there are good people that 

will be harming patients in an attempt to comply 
with the law, or [because] of confusion over it, 
and that’s really scary to think about.”

“Looking back,” Smith told me, “my life was 
100 percent in danger…. The fact that [Cal-
houn] got to choose when enough was enough 
is terrifying to me. How I was treated was med-
ically unethical. Something has to be done, or 
laws need to be changed.”  N

Smith’s mother, who is strongly opposed to abortion and took her to anti- 
abortion rallies when she was growing up, drove from her home three hours away 
to care for the children. “She wasn’t as bad as I thought she would be, but she did 
say, ‘You know, if you decide not to go 
through with this, I’ll help with the baby. 
I’ll raise him, I’ll take him to doctor’s ap-
pointments,’” Smith said. “She was living 
in this fantasy world of ‘Just do anything 
to save the baby.’”

Still experiencing pain and heavy 
bleeding every few hours, Smith traveled 
to the Dupont Clinic. It was while recall-
ing her experience there that she teared up 
for the first time during our conversation. 
“It was the worst experience of my life, but 
they made me feel some type of comfort,” 
she said. At Dupont, Smith was paired 
with a specially trained doula to support 
her through the process. Most important, 
the medical team made it clear that the 
way Smith had been treated in West Vir-
ginia was unacceptable. For the first time, she felt she was being listened to.

The doctor also confirmed that Smith’s placenta had been separating from her 
uterus and said her baby’s kidneys were the biggest he’d ever seen. Smith was able 
to hold the baby after he was delivered—the outcome she’d wanted but was denied 
in her home state. “The doula suggested I may not want to uncover him from the 
neck down due to how small his chest was in comparison to his belly. These are just 
some reassurances that I’d done the right thing,” she told me. “I truly don’t know 
how I’ll ever get over it,” she added. “But knowing I put my Kase out of suffering 
and he will never know an ounce of pain is the only thing that helps.”

“I signed myself out and 
prayed I would make it 
to D.C. the next week.”

—Kristyn Smith

A woman takes partA woman takes part  

in a candlelight vigil in a candlelight vigil 

outside the Supreme outside the Supreme 

Court prior to oral Court prior to oral 

arguments in the case arguments in the case 

that may overturn that may overturn Roe Roe 

v. Wadev. Wade this summer. this summer.
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“Makes a convincing 
argument that 

reproductive labor is at 
the heart of all public 

conversation and policy 
over the past several 

decades.” 
—Rewire

“A fi rst-rate exposition 
of the changing cultural 

and legal climate 
regarding abortion in 

America.”
—Washington Post

“A major book 
challenging the standard 

narrative on illegal 
abortion in important 

ways.”
—Katha Pollitt, author of 
Pro: Reclaiming Abortion 

Rights

“A well-researched and 
much-needed historical 

and contemporary 
exploration of the 

unjust (cis)gendered 
aspects of birth 

control, pregnancy and 
reproductive autonomy.”

—Ms. Magazine
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“Documents how 
opposition to abortion 

became the most 
successful single-issue 
campaign in twentieth-

century American 
history.”

— Michelle Nickerson, 
author of Mothers of 

Conservatism

and that notices the bad economic indicators, especially the 
sticker shock of high inflation, while ignoring improvements in 
the broader economy and the social safety net. Despite the fact 
that roughly 70,000 low-income Mainers have gained health 
coverage under Mills and unemployment is down to 3.3 percent 
(lower than the national average), the Democratic governor’s 
support may well be softer than that of 
LePage, who is not just tolerated by his 
fans but, like Trump, adored for his will-
ingness to ruffle feathers and step on toes.

For Troy Jackson, this signals danger. 
The senate president, a working-class pol-
itician who prides himself on having his 
finger on his state’s blue-collar pulse, be-
lieves the outcome of the election is a toss-
up, and he is deeply concerned that the 
GOP is well-positioned to tap into public 
anger, especially around inflation, over the 
coming months. “There’s people who feel, it doesn’t matter who’s 
in charge, they’re always getting screwed—and sometimes I won-
der if they’re right,” he says, laughing nervously.

For the ex–Tea Party governor, this makes for fertile political 
terrain. “Paul LePage,” says Steve, at 3 Cousins Firearms, “is 
a man’s man. He’s a personable person. He doesn’t think he’s 
better than you.” 

Does LePage’s penchant for inflammatory language bother 
Joseph Batchelder, in Millinocket? Not in the slightest. “Tell me 
what sailor don’t swear!” he says with a hearty, barrel-chested ex-
plosion of mirth. “Everybody has a foul mouth. It’s the way it is—

it’s just words. A lot of people are getting too sensitive, I guess.” 
In fact, Batchelder continues, LePage’s language helps to 

engage his audience. “It wakes people up: ‘Oh my gosh! He said 
that?!’ They’re actually listening.”

State Senator Chloe Maxmin, a longtime activist on climate 
justice, says LePage’s campaign is a predictable if dispiriting fol-
low-on both to his earlier spells in the governor’s mansion and 

to the Trump era. “The antagonism and 
division and vitriol is still really alive and 
is just being transferred to LePage,” she 
says. “People want hyper-independence 
from the government. Mask mandates and 
closures fed into this, and LePage took 
advantage of it.” If he were to win in No-
vember, she says, “it would be like Trump 
getting reelected, completely decimating 
all government services…for people who 
need them the most.”

As the spring melts the long winter’s 
snow and gradually breaks up the lake ice, LePage is travers-
ing the state with his tax-cutting, anti-mandate, anti-welfare, 
anti-regulatory agenda. He is seeking to capitalize on a broad, 
inchoate sense of anomie, to pick up support in places that pre-
viously shunned him. To do so, he’s been willing to moderate his 
image on immigration and other key issues, even as he doubles 
down on his tax policies, his anti-regulatory stances, and his em-
brace of election conspiracy theories. “I can honestly say he has 
softened,” Hanington assures me. Then he pauses and backtracks 
slightly. “But he is not weak. It’s the same beat of the drum, but 
he has learned to tone it down.”  N

(continued from page 21)

“The antagonism and  
division and vitriol is  
still really alive and is 
just being transferred  
to LePage.”

—State Senator Chloe Maxmin
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In this reputedly progressive city, tech and real 

estate money has bankrolled a centrist backlash.

to Republicans, including Senators Mitch 
McConnell and Tom Cotton. 

While Boudin is the primary target, 
this centrist uprising first came to public 
attention in February when it spear-
headed the recall of three school board 
members (a campaign that was financed 
heavily by Oberndorf and the billionaire 
investor Arthur Rock). Next came elec-
toral threats to progressive supervisors 
who didn’t support the school board 
recall, revealing a larger political agenda. 
Then, in late April, corporate interests 
mounted a gerrymandering effort that 

A fter just two years in office, chesa boudin, the 
district attorney of San Francisco, gets blamed for 
every crime in the book—even offenses committed 
before he took office and beyond the city limits. For 
his efforts to tackle wage theft, end cash bail, expand 

the program that diverts nonviolent offenders from prison, and prosecute abusive 
cops, Boudin has been rewarded with a recall campaign scapegoating him for all of 
this city’s woes. The vote takes place on June 7, and recent polls suggest it will be an 
uphill battle for Boudin and progressives. 

Loaded with cash from local billionaires, Big Tech, and other corporate interests, 
Neighbors for a Better San Francisco and an allied group called San Franciscans for 
Public Safety have poured a whopping $5.1 million into the campaign to recall Boudin. 
Real estate interests have also kicked in, including more than $600,000 from Shoren-
stein Realty Services, a major local developer. As the Democratic strategist Cooper Te-
boe told Forbes, Boudin is “the unfortunate recipient of all of the anger from the investor 
class and the billionaire class.” The recall’s top funder is the Republican billionaire 
William Oberndorf, who donated $3.7 million to federal candidates in 2020—mostly 

Christopher D. Cook is an award-winning 
investigative journalist based in San Francisco.
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for the California governor’s office, bizarrely blames the left for the city’s ills in his 
book San Fransicko, with its bombastic subtitle: Why Progressives Ruin Cities. 

At the heart of this reactionary movement is a misdiagnosis of genuine problems. 
Burgeoning homelessness and drug addiction here are preventable tragedies. Housing 
costs are among the highest in the nation, with the median single-family home priced 
at $2 million, far out of reach for most people. The city also hosts the world’s greatest 
concentration of billionaires, and the Bay Area is home to California’s most glaring 
inequality, with the top 10 percent of earners raking in 12.2 times what folks in the 
bottom 10 percent make. 

While progressives have often held a majority in the city’s legislature, they haven’t 
had a mayoral ally since Art Agnos lost to conservative Frank Jordan in 1991; the city’s 
“strong mayor” charter also adds to centrists’ power when they control the executive 
branch. Rising homelessness, addiction, and crime are the result of national and region-
al crises, including woefully insufficient spending on supportive housing for homeless 
people. Redmond says the current scapegoating is “a total distraction from the funda-
mental inequalities in the US and in San Francisco.” If anything, progressive policies 
like the city’s living wage ordinance, universal health care access, rent control, ten-

could put some supervisor districts in 
the centrist camp. And now, the furious 
push to recall Boudin.

“There is a big money effort to roll 
back progressive politics in San Francis-
co,” says Tim Redmond, founder and ed-
itor of the progressive news site 48 Hills, 
who has covered politics here since 1986.

Propelling this movement is a well-
financed narrative that has insinuated 
itself into local media and politics—and 
a sizable portion of the electorate. This 
narrative blames San Francisco progres-
sives for complex crises whose causes 
reach back decades and far beyond the 
city line. The writer Michael Shellen-
berger, who’s making an improbable run C
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Boudin derange-Boudin derange-

ment syndrome: ment syndrome: 

Since taking office Since taking office 

in 2020, the DA in 2020, the DA 

has become the has become the 

locus of a corporate locus of a corporate 

backlash.backlash.
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ants’ rights laws, and taxes on extreme 
wealth have blunted these crises. 

Chasing Chesa, Fomenting Fear

W
hen he was elect-
ed in November 
2019, Boudin was 
hailed as a bright 
new star in a wave 

of reforming district attorneys that 
included Larry Krasner in Philadel-
phia, Rachael Rollins in the Boston 
area, and Kim Foxx in Cook County, 
Ill. All have faced criticism, but the 
backlash in San Francisco has been 

particularly virulent, prompting pundits to label it “Chesa Bou-
din Derangement Syndrome.” As the San Francisco Examiner
writer Gil Duran described it, “Every crime trend—even those 
pre-dating his tenure—can somehow be blamed on him. Car bur-
glarized? Blame Boudin. Walgreens and CVS closing hundreds 
of stores nationwide? Boudin’s fault. National fentanyl epidemic? 
Thanks, Boudin. Police not making enough arrests? Boudin hurt 
their morale.” One recent recall campaign ad featured a man who 
closed his store because of drug dealing—but a reporter revealed 
that the business had been shuttered before Boudin was elected.

San Francisco has its 
share of urban problems. But 
analysis by the San Francisco 
Chronicle found that “reported 

Homeless people, drug dealers, and criminals 
are all lumped together and scapegoated.”

A Twitter account named “BetterSOMA” 
(referencing the South of Market area) posts 
photographs of homeless people shooting up or 
crumpled on the sidewalk, a humiliating public 
exposure that could haunt these people’s fu-
tures. When I confronted the group about this 
practice, BetterSOMA and its acolytes came at 
me like piranhas. As one put it, “It should be 
humiliating. They should be shamed. If you 
coddle street addicts, MORE SHOW UP and 
are lured into depravity.” Another insisted, 
“They are drug addicts. Their dignity went out 
the window before the photos pal.”

The pandemic has only intensified the street 
crises, Friedenbach says. “People have been out 
there for two years—their [precarity] has gotten 
much worse, their drug use much worse.” Mean-
while, Friedenbach sees a growing “promotion 
of tried-and-failed strategies” such as criminal-
ization and forcing homeless mentally ill people 
into institutions through conservatorship. The 
forces behind the recall campaign, she adds, “are 
complaining about homelessness and then fight-

ing against the solutions,” cit-
ing Mayor Breed’s opposition 
to voter-approved measures to 
expand funding for homeless 
services and shelters.

As the writer Gray Brechin, 
founder of the Living New 
Deal, puts it, “The question 
isn’t asked enough: Why are 
people taking so many drugs? 
To dull the pain of living in 
this incredibly cruel society. At 
the root of it is poverty,” he 
says, and “a dystopic neoliberal 

environment that is guaranteed to drive people 
insane” while living on the streets.

Follow the Money

F
ueling this city’s centrist octopus 
is an engine of big money—large-
ly from Big Tech, real estate, and 
other corporate interests. And these 
efforts reach beyond the recalls: As 

48 Hills documented, Oberndorf has given at 
least $300,000 to Neighbors for a Better San 
Francisco—money spent campaigning against 
progressive candidates and measures. In 2020, 
the group and its corporate allies—all aligned 
with Mayor Breed—spent big to oppose Propo-
sition I, a real estate transfer tax on the wealthi-
est property owners to help fund emergency aid 
and affordable housing in the pandemic. (Voters 
approved the measure by a large margin and 
rejected several centrist candidates.) 

The centrist constellation includes tech-
funded groups like GrowSF, AdvanceSF (whose 

crime data does not clearly show a trend toward 
worsening public safety.” Even as crimes like car 
break-ins have increased in the city (as they have 
statewide and beyond), violent crimes are way 
down. But that hasn’t stopped the fearmongers 
from fanning a political wildfire.

The typically center-right Chronicle surprised 
locals with a strong editorial against the recall, 
arguing, “Crime stats that mirror those of when 
Boudin took office do not justify a recall. Violent 
crime is low and has stayed low even as it has surged across the country.... Cities 
across the country—regardless of their criminal justice approach—have struggled 
after COVID lockdowns lifted.” The Examiner and the local Democratic Party also 
reject the recall, as have many former prosecutors and judges.

Scapegoating Homeless People 

O
n a recent afternoon, across the street from a shining new 
glass tower of condos for sale a few blocks from City Hall, city 
workers descended on tents arrayed neatly on the sidewalk’s edge. A 
burly public works employee snatched and tossed a silver tent onto a 
platform truck, atop other “junk” bound for the dump. 

“The man that lives in there is a 65-year-old dude who’s out on a medical 
appointment,” a fellow tent dweller, an amply tattooed Marine veteran, told me. 
“It’s our constitutional right to live here, to have a home. You can’t take that away 
from us,” he urged the workers in an increasingly irate voice. When I asked who’s 
demanding the tent removals, city workers insisted, “The mayor, London Breed.” 

Trashing an elderly homeless man’s shelter and belongings—a violation of city 
policy, advocates tell me—is brutally familiar in this city, where “there are more 
anti-homeless laws than in any other city in the state,” says Jennifer Friedenbach, 
the longtime director of the Coalition on Homelessness. “Homelessness in San 
Francisco is a popular wedge issue,” she continues. “And politicians—Shellenberg-
er no exception—stoke fear of homeless people to get their name in the paper…. 

“Every crime trend can 
somehow be blamed on 
him. Car burglarized? 
Blame Boudin. Wal-
greens and CVS closing 
stores? Boudin’s fault.”

—Gil Duran, 
the San Francisco Examiner

Blaming the victims: Blaming the victims: 

Municipal workers Municipal workers 

trash an encampment trash an encampment 

of unhoused people of unhoused people 

just a few blocks just a few blocks 

from San Francisco’s from San Francisco’s 

City Hall.City Hall.
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“We don’t have the lan-
guage to express how 
many of these people 
are Burning Man liber-
tarians while being eco-
nomic Republicans.”

—Rebecca Solnit

Crisis conditions: Crisis conditions: 

Two years into the Two years into the 

pandemic, precarity, pandemic, precarity, 

poverty, addiction,  poverty, addiction,  

and inequality have and inequality have 

only gotten worse.only gotten worse.

leadership is a who’s who from the Chamber of 
Commerce), and the YIMBY (“Yes in My Back 
Yard”) movements pushing a maximal growth 
agenda that includes “streamlining” environ-
mental reviews to spur more building, princi-
pally of market-rate housing. This agenda is 
part of what the writer Rebecca Solnit calls the 
“free-market fundamentalism” that has become a 
local religion. “The constant narrative going on 
for decades is that if we just build enough build-
ings, housing will become affordable,” Solnit told 
me. “But we have more than 40,000 vacant units 
here,” she notes, citing a city report. “We have a 
distribution problem, not a supply problem.”

Observing this array of centrist and big mon-
ey groups, Redmond concludes, “They’re all 
connected, and the money proves that. Politics 
takes money, and they’ve got the money.” He 
adds, “Well-financed efforts at framing the de-
bate have had an effect.”

In April, after many epic late-night hearings, 
the city’s Redistricting Task Force finalized a new 
electoral map that could favor centrist district su-
pervisors at the expense of progressive stalwarts 
like Connie Chan, another target of real estate 
interests. In an e-mail obtained by 48 Hills, the 
real estate developer Nick Podell, a board mem-
ber of Neighbors for a Better San Francisco, 
crowed, “For the 1st time in the 40 years that 
I’ve lived in the City, there is a large coordinated 
centrist/moderate movement to take on Progres-
sive power.” That effort, Podell wrote, is poised 
to “flip 3 districts with Progressive Supervisors 
to moderate majorities.” The local Republican 
leader Richie Greenberg cheered the centrist 
map, writing, “Connie Chan is TOAST.”

San Francisco is chronically conflicted. A 
nominally liberal town where Democrats out-
number Republicans nearly 10-fold, it is also a 
historical hub of finance capital, extreme wealth 
accumulation, and corporate profit, which all fuel 
(and fund) a moderate and sometimes conser-
vative politics, particularly on economic issues. 
Since the Gold Rush, says Solnit (who has lived 
here since 1980), San Francisco “has always had a 
progressive wing and a corporate moderate wing. 
Because Republicans don’t have traction here, 
people think of us as this quasi-socialist utopia, 
but it’s not true…. Now we have millionaires 
buying elections through recalls.” As the Exam-
iner columnist Lincoln Mitchell explains, the 
city’s rich and powerful “are not always conser-
vative or right wing, but they have a vision that is 
distinctly not progressive.” Their “moderate-to- 
conservative vision,” Mitchell says, “is one where 
businesses and developers are empowered and 
given incentives to operate more or less how they 
like, where fear of crime is fetishized, and where 
homelessness is understood as a problem not of 
human suffering but as a quality-of-life issue for 
the housed.”

 
Big Tech’s Shadow

T
he writer and activist roberto lovato offers a scathing diagnosis 
of his native city’s neoliberal tilt, pointing to Silicon Valley’s ethos of 
“digital Darwinism.” The recalls, Lovato explains, show the cumulative 
effects of Big Tech’s power: “You’re looking at what Silicon Valley did 
over all these years, the near-totalitarian control of the body politic of 

San Francisco.” This “greed machine,” he argues, is manufacturing “a normaliza-
tion of displacement…. One way to do it is to reengineer the political system.”

“There’s a fascistic cruelty beneath the shiny silicon surface of San Francisco,” 
Lovato says—one that displaces communities and cultures in the name of relentless 
growth and profit. “All my friends who grew up here have been displaced. The organic 
growth of the Mission [District] that created the largest concentration of murals in the 
world has been displaced by gentrification and tech workers buy-
ing $14 burritos…. They use our murals to push us out.”

“Tech has such a libertarian tendency,” Solnit says, “but a lot 
of it is economically regressive. We don’t have the language to 
express how many of these folks are Burning Man libertarians 
while being economic Republicans.” Tech’s predominance here, 
she adds, has cultural as well as political implications: “Every-
thing is DoorDashed and smartphoned; it’s a much more me-
diated experience. The desire to avoid human contact has been 
such a part of the tech culture—the desire to live in one of the 
most densely urban centers in the country while being hostile 
to much of that life.”

Even amid this centrist upris-
ing, San Francisco progressives have 
mustered some positive changes. A  
voter-approved tax on vacant store-
fronts took effect in January, and ac-
tivists are preparing a ballot measure 
to tax up to 40,000 vacant residential 
units to pressure landlords to fill them 
(a similar effort worked well in Van-
couver). In March, the city enacted a 
groundbreaking law enabling tenants 
to form union-like associations to bar-
gain with landlords. It’s also worth 
remembering that in 2019, city voters 
elected Boudin on the platform of criminal justice reform that 
he’s now implementing. On June 7 and beyond, voters here have 
a chance to reject this corporate-funded reactionary movement. 
San Francisco, as always, remains intensely contested terrain.  N
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Candids
 The art of Vivian Maier
 B Y  S A R A H  J A F F E d

uring the first covid lockdown, i, 
like so many other people, took to 
wandering my neighborhood alone, 
observing details that I might oth-
erwise have glossed over. Perfectly 
black irises in an otherwise colorful 

garden; street graffiti declaring “Black Lives Matter”; 
a root shoving up from beneath the sidewalk; the house 
down the street with seven-foot-long wooden dinosaur 
skeletons in the front yard; handmade posters stapled 
to telephone poles demanding that the state “Cancel 
Rent.” I took pictures of my shoes next to cracks in the 
sidewalk, fallen flowers, and, later, autumn leaves—
and I took lots of pictures of myself, of course. I sent 
them to friends by text and WhatsApp or posted them 32

theB&AB O O K S
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to Instagram, where we all filled our grids with strangely empty cityscapes and wilder-
ness. Did we record these images for ourselves or for the friends we were no longer able 
to see? Did we post them to feel connected or just to remember that we were still alive?

I thought of all this while reading Vivian Maier Developed: The Untold Story of the 
Photographer Nanny, Ann Marks’s new book on the woman who became posthumously 
famous in the early 2010s for her beautiful and haunting street photography. So many 
of us became Vivian Maiers during the pandemic, wandering streets between the day’s 
work and taking pictures of anything and everything that struck us as pretty or funny 
or strange. Like Maier, we took photos not because we hoped to become famous artists 
or commercial photographers; we took them because we all had cameras in our pockets 
and nothing else to do.

In the 2013 documentary Finding Vivian Maier, John Maloof, credited with the tit-
ular discovery, goes searching for the woman whose beautiful photographs he bought 
at a storage auction, talking to her friends, her former employers, the children (now 

and do the tasks of social reproduction just 
like the rest of us. 

W
ho was Vivian Maier? She 
was born in New York City 
in 1926 to a French immi-
grant mother and German 
Lutheran father, and her 

youth was divided between New York 
and a rural French village. She had an 
unstable home life: Her parents separated 
when she was young, and neither one was 
around much. What stability she did have 
came from her maternal grandmother, 
Eugenie, who found work in the homes of 
the wealthy as a cook. Because Eugenie, 
like many immigrant workers, had to put 
her job before her family, the emotional 
support she provided came with limits, 
and Maier and her mother often found a 
home with family friends—including the 
photographer Jeanne Bertrand, who was 
probably responsible for giving her access 
to a camera for the first time. 

At age 6, Maier returned to France 
with her mother, beginning a relation-
ship with the Champsaur Valley and her 
mother’s family that would inspire much 
of her photographic work. By age 12, she 
was back in New York, leaving France just 
ahead of World War II and returning to 
a city where, again, except for time spent 
with Eugenie, she was left to her own 

grown) that she cared for, a living relative. 
For him the question, above all others, 
was: Why didn’t Maier share her amazing 
works of art with others? Professional art-
ists appear on-screen to declare that “had 
she made herself known, she would have 
become a famous photographer,” as if it is 
easy to make oneself known, as if “shar-
ing” is something that today’s art world 
is even interested in, revolving as it does 
around asset purchases by the wealthy 
finessed by a legion of gatekeepers. Mean-
while, others wonder on-screen why Mai-
er didn’t even share them with her family 
and friends—what was her motivation for 
taking these pictures? 

Maloof and many of his interviewees 
are mostly confounded by these questions, 
but more confounded still by the idea 
that this great photographer was also a 
domestic worker. In Vivian Maier Devel-
oped, Marks also takes up these questions. 
A self-described “former corporate ex-
ecutive,” Marks sets out, detective-like, 
to uncover the story behind the photo-
graphs. “For me,” she writes, “no de-
tail is inconsequential, and no question 
is left unanswered. My greatest passion 
is solving quotidian mysteries—the more 
convoluted, the better.” But her book still 
treats Maier’s life and art as a riddle to be 
solved rather than as the complicated and 
contradictory products of a formidable in-
tellect. Marks may abandon Maloof’s thin-
ly veiled contempt for Maier’s day job, but 
she nonetheless seems unable to situate 
Maier in a broader cultural and economic 
context, preferring to hunt for clues in her 
biography and even biology. Like Maloof, 
she misses the tension that could animate 
Maier’s story: that artists are not, in fact, 
from a different world, but live right here 

devices as a teenager and young adult. 
What Marks calls Maier’s “forty-year 

career in photography” began when she 
returned to the Champsaur in 1950, age 
24. She had come to settle a small inher-
itance, which gave her the freedom to 
spend her time photographing seemingly 
every inch of the valley and its people. In 
her early photographs, one can see her 
aesthetic and political judgments shap-
ing up: attention to children and to the 
working class, interest in a communist 
rally and a film shoot, and plenty of 
self-portraits. 

The inheritance mostly settled, Mai-
er returned to New York and eventually 
secured a job as a governess to support 
herself and her photographic habit when 
her nest egg ran out. The caring jobs gave 
her flexibility and even made travel possi-
ble; she went to Cuba with one family and 
joined another on a cross-country road 
trip, taking pictures all the while. And she 
did so without much contact with the art 
world. At certain moments in her life—
particularly when she lived in New York 
and later in California—Maier did spend 
time with other photographers, jostling for 
position in photo pools, shooting portraits 
of artists, and planning to create prints for 
sale. But most of the massive trove of work 
she produced in these years was for herself 
alone: 45,000 of her photos were never 
even developed, let alone printed.

Throughout these years, Maier may 
have been trying, though erratically, to be-
come a professional photographer, but her 
ambition to make a living from her pic-
tures seems to have waned by the time she 
reached Chicago in 1956. From then on, 
she continued to photograph and stock-
pile her pictures, but fewer of her clients 
seemed to know about their nanny’s cre-
ative pastime. Toward the end of her life, 
acquaintances commented on the sheer 
volume of stuff Maier had amassed, but 
few seemed to wonder if it could be worth 
anything. By the time she died, in 2009, 
at age 83, collectors had already begun 
to discover these photos, but Maier was 
never to know. 

T
o be an artist, does some-
one have to view your 
work? Perhaps not—but to 
be recognized by the world 
as an artist, your work has 

to be deemed “art” by the kinds 
of people who are expected to 
make such judgments: gallery 

Vivian Maier 
Developed
The Untold Story of the 
Photographer Nanny 
By Ann Marks
Atria Books. 
368 pp. $40

Sarah Jaffe is the author of Necessary Trou-
ble: Americans in Revolt and Work Won’t 
Love You Back.
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owners, collectors, other artists. Both 
Maloof and Marks subtly acknowledge 
this, marshaling famed photographers like 
Mary Ellen Mark and Joel Meyerowitz 
to explain why Maier’s work is valuable. 
Would it be possible for an unknown 
author like Marks to write a biography of 
an unknown nanny without “art” being 
involved? Unlikely. 

For Marks, this “discovery” of Maier 
as an artist is as much the story as Maier’s 
own life is. She cheerily describes it as a 
tale of “colorful characters whose skills, 
tenacity, and scrappiness revealed [Mai-
er’s] talent to the world,” but it is also a 
story about the contradictions in how our 
society values art. We expect artists to 
work for the love of it but are confounded 
by Maier’s seeming lack of interest in prof-
iting from her pictures. Art is supposed to 
be its own reward, but Marks and Maloof 
and many of their art world interlocutors 
are baffled that Maier did not seek other 
rewards. We say that artists are those 
naturally endowed with special talent, yet 
that talent usually needs to be credentialed 
through an often expensive process of art 
school and galleries and wealthy collectors 
making purchases. 

Indeed, by the time 
Maier’s photographs had 
been “discovered,” she 
had only a few years left 
to live and had stopped 
paying rent on the stor-
age lockers where her 
photos were stashed. 
Maloof only found out 
the basic details of her life from her obit-
uary and then reached out to the Gens-
burgs, her former clients, who had still 
more lockers full of photos. Maloof was 
able to persuade them to give him the 
whole stash rather than toss it, and short-
ly thereafter, he put on the first show 
of Maier’s work at the Chicago Cultural 
Center. Would she have wanted such a 
show? Those who knew her are conflict-
ed; some say yes and others no. And the 
art world generates a different problem 
from this question: If Maier did not de-
velop and print her own work, are the 
prints from her negatives authentic Vivian 
Maiers? Of course, artists do not create 
alone, and many famous photographers 
outsourced their printing—but without 
Maier there to supervise, how do we know 

she’d have considered the work 
hers? Then again, she had often 
simply dropped off her film at 

a neighborhood store, the same kind of 
place that most of us, in the pre-iPhone 
days, would have taken a roll of snapshots. 

We should also ask: If Maier had creat-
ed her pictures as a professional photogra-
pher would, making choices based on what 
might sell or who might buy, would her art 
have been the same? We can understand 
any piece of art, as the sociologist Howard 
Becker explains in his book Art Worlds, 
“as the product of a choice between con-
ventional ease and success and unconven-
tional trouble and lack of recognition.” 
But when you don’t aspire for recognition, 
might you make altogether different kinds 
of artistic choices? 

T
he real star of Vivian Mai-
er Developed, of course, 
is Maier’s photography. 
Marks’s book contains 
many photos, from col-

or self-portraits to haunting black-and-
white close-ups to cityscapes and Alpine 
landscapes. The artist’s unflinching eye 
calls to mind Diane Arbus, but Maier 
took up her camera a decade before Ar-
bus’s rise to fame. Like Arbus, she trained 
her lens repeatedly on the unbeautiful, 

the poor, and the mar-
ginalized. Marks is am-
bivalent about Maier’s 
attention to these sub-
jects, sometimes laud-
ing her for choosing to 
photograph the “down-
trodden” and at other 
times chiding her for 

“voyeurism.” She applauds Maier for 
treating poor Black and Native children 
just like rich white ones, as if this were 
surprising, but at the same time describes 
some of Maier’s other work as “predato-
ry” and intrusive. Such an assumption—
rather a lot from someone who is writing 
the life story of a person who may never 
have wanted the public attention in the 
first place—reminds us that art is still 
often seen as a masculine endeavor, that 
it is hard for so many to imagine that the 
skills that made Maier a good nanny also 
made her a great photographer. As Marks 
herself puts it: “Everyone mattered to 
Vivian.” She snapped celebrities and pol-
iticians, posed acquaintances like models, 
and captured the emotion, up close and 
personal, on the faces of small children. 
Rather than “predatory,” the word most 
of her pictures call to mind is “intimate.” 
The closeness to her subjects often feels 

less like a violation and more like an act 
of care.

A pair of photos taken a couple of 
months apart in 1951 and ’52 illustrate this 
dynamic. The first is a portrait of a Cuban 
worker with a mustache and a straw hat, 
shot on the trip that Maier took with an 
employer; the second is of Salvador Dalí, a 
slight scowl behind his famous mustache. 
Both men are shot from an angle that gives 
them a heroic stature, the worker as much 
as the legendary artist. Taking photos like 
this requires not predatory aggression but 
equal parts confidence and concern.

T
he question that haunts 
Marks’s book is, at bottom, 
the same one that haunt-
ed Maloof’s movie: Why 
didn’t Maier “share” her 

work? What neither of them quite grasps 
is that the question they are really asking is 
why she didn’t make money from it. Marks 
shows that early in her adult life, Maier 
had plans, though they were not realized, 
to start a postcard business, citing Maier’s 
letters to a French colleague who’d made 
samples from her landscapes. When she 
returned to New York, Maier purchased 
an expensive, professional-quality Rollei-
flex camera designed for shots from the 
hip. She seems, too, to have occasionally 
sold prints for $1, though her haphaz-
ard record-keeping makes it unclear how 
many and to whom, and to have photo-
graphed the families she worked for. In 
one case, she took promotional photos of 
the steak house her clients owned. Marks 
also finds evidence that later in Maier’s 
life, her acquaintances sent her informa-
tion about freelance work and a former 
employer wrote to her saying that she 
hoped Maier “would find an audience for 
her photography and collections.”

For Marks, the main hindrance to a 
photographic career was Maier’s perfec-
tionism, but there are many other con-
clusions one could draw. The bits of 
information sprinkled throughout the 
book that indicate that Maier had connec-
tions and was recognized by others as a 
photographer—such as the fact, dropped 
on page 166 with no explanation and 
never mentioned again, that she “had a 
direct line to the Playboy Club’s public-
ity department”—do as much to under-
mine Marks’s preferred explanations as to 
support them. Despite Marks’s confident 
assertions, it remains unclear why Maier 
never became a full-time professional. Did 

The real star in 

Marks’s book is, of 

course, the photos 

themselves. 
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she feel disheartened by her early attempts to become one? Did she decide instead to 
“work to live,” taking jobs as a nanny that allowed her to ramble, charges in tow, and snap 
whatever she wished? Did she shoot celebrities exiting the Playboy Club or on movie sets 
as work, or because she was a fan? Did the employers who expressed shock that she didn’t 
“share her photographs” ever offer to pay her for her creative work? To these questions, 
we have few answers. 

Part of the problem is that Marks and Maloof cannot imagine why a talented pho-
tographer might choose a career as a care worker. Maloof’s film is laced with contempt 
for care workers; he snickers as he asks “why is a nanny” taking photographs, as if it’s 
inconceivable for the working class to have hobbies. Marks is not so much contemptu-
ous of Maier’s care work as simply uninterested in why it might have appealed to her, or 
at least why it might have been the best of a bad set of options. Marks lays the story of 
Maier’s “family dysfunction” on thick, diving down a rabbit hole on her grandmother’s 
marriage and her mother’s and brother’s 
mental illnesses. But she misses some of 
the reasons why nannying may have filled 
a gap in Maier’s life. In a family that often 
treated her “as if she were wallpaper,” 
Marks writes, care may have been in short 
supply; by contrast, her most functional 
relative, her grandmother Eugenie, se-
cured a decent life looking after the needs 
of the rich, and care work offered a kind 
of freedom that the other jobs open to a 
working-class woman of the time did not. 

Marks also seems uninterested in the 
overlapping skill sets that Maier might 
have developed as a nanny and a photog-
rapher. Like most nannies, she would have 
been expected to lavish her charges with 
love and affection while receiving little 
in return. But it seems to occur to no one 
that Maier used the same skills to comfort 
her charges and to set a subject at ease, to 
fade into the background of her employ-
ers’ lives and to be an unobtrusive street 
photographer. Marks briefly notes that 
Maier’s “dispassionate demeanor” helped 
her photography by “diminishing her own 
presence,” but this too is a skill in the care 
laborer’s toolkit.

Whether Maier’s employers—some of 
whom were photographers or media per-
sonalities, including the talk show host 
Phil Donahue—took her photography 
seriously enough to see it as a bonus when 
they hired her, an extra skill to be exploit-
ed, or whether Maier sought out jobs in 
creative families, is perhaps unknowable. 
But in Marks’s book these are just more 
items in a jumble of details, as is the fact 
that at least one of Maier’s charges grew 
up to be a photographer herself. 

The family that Maier was closest to, 
the Gensburgs, employed her for 11 years 
and remained close to her until the end 
of her life, cosigning for her final apart-
ment and taking responsibility for her 
cremation. They, at least, described her 
lovingly, and photos of the family show 

Maier being uncharacteristically affec-
tionate with the children. While other 
clients described her as standoffish—one 
claimed to never have known her name, 
referring to her only as “Mademoiselle”—
the Gensburgs embraced her adventur-
ousness, and leaving them seems to have 
been traumatic for Maier.

The philosopher Eva Kittay, in Love’s 
Labor, describes a life like Maier’s as one 
characterized by a “dialectic of depen-
dency,” in which women are able to enter 
public space by taking on paid care work, 
even though such work stigmatizes them 
as dependents themselves, not part of “the 
fraternity of equals in political life,” even 
as it grants them other freedoms. When 
the paid caring relationship ends, as most 
of them do, the worker is left out in the 
cold, cut off from the home and family 
that until recently was theirs. When a fam-
ily no longer needed a nanny, did Maier 
no longer need them? The Gensburgs, 
unlike many of her employers, seem to 
have recognized their debt to her. But 
the work that Maier did and the care she 
poured into it was often discarded quickly. 
What effect did her disposability have on 
her psyche and on her art? 

T
he question of mental ill-
ness hangs over Marks’s 
portrait of Maier, inter-
twined with the question 
of why she kept her photos 

to herself. An early incident that Marks 
describes finds an employer complaining, 
“Mademoiselle must be mentally ill. Why 
else would she refuse to make copies? 
Making copies is how you make money 
with photography.” Disability, as Sun-
ny Taylor and others have written, often 
makes one “unproductive” by the rules 
of capitalism, and many seem to have re-
versed this framework in their analysis of 
Maier: If she decided that she didn’t want 

to “make money with photography,” she 
must have had an impairment. 

At times Marks seems to agree, though 
she ties herself in knots to argue more than 
this: that Maier was severely mentally ill, 
that she would have been a successful pho-
tographer if she hadn’t been so afflicted, 
yet also that she “lived the life she wanted 
to live” and would not want readers’ pity 
or their concern about her wishes re-
garding her work after her death. Maier, 
Marks writes, was considered “strange” 
and “abnormal” and a person with “un-
derdeveloped social skills,” even if, Marks 
also notes, she showed “mastery at guiding 
conversations and deflecting questions.” 
Some of the children Maier cared for 
speculate about her discomfort with men 
and recall her intense reaction to being 
photographed when she was not in con-
trol of the picture, in one case apparently 
hitting a man with an umbrella. Marks 
also consults mental health experts to di-
agnose Maier posthumously. The use of 
the qualifier “may have” does a lot of work 
in these sections, as does the phrase “as 
if”: “It was as if she possessed a form of 
post-traumatic stress disorder related to 
potentially threatening men.” And at the 
end of the book, Marks simply states it as 
fact: “It was trauma and mental illness that 
drove many of her critical choices.”

Marks will no doubt consider me, in 
writing this, another part of the “well-
intended art and feminist communities” 
who “drove matters offtrack early on by 
voicing long-standing biases against the 
attribution of mental illness to explain art-
ists’ talent or women’s decision-making.” 
But I must raise the same challenge that 
Rose Lichter-Marck did in her excellent 
New Yorker review of Finding Vivian Maier
in 2014: Why must we explain women’s 
unconventional lives “in the language of 
mental illness, trauma, or sexual repres-
sion, as symptoms of pathology rather 
than as an active response to structural 
challenges or mere preference”? 

W
hat is missing from Marks’s 
version of Maier’s life is, 
of course, the politics—
or rather, it is scattered 
throughout her book like 

the political buttons found in Maier’s 
trove. Marks’s casual dismissal of “well-
intended” feminist critiques is of a piece 
with her casual reference to Mai-
er’s political worldview as “com-
munist, socialist, and libertarian” 
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(again, without evidence or explanation). 
It is simply not interesting to her as a 
biographer that Maier seems to have iden-
tified with the working class, or how those 
political views might have been shaped by 
her experiences as a nanny and an artist—
and, in turn, may have shaped her photo-
graphic output and her decision, perhaps, 
to keep her photos to herself. Likewise, 
Marks makes casual reference to Maier’s 
feminism, but finds it useless as an analyti-
cal tool with which to understand her life. 

 Yet her politics is very much a part of 
what made Maier exceptional. At the height 
of the Red Scare, and before the civil rights 
struggle broke into the national headlines, 
she seems to have sought out leftist politics, 
identified as a feminist, supported Black 
freedom organizations and Native rights, 
and not only photographed children of col-
or who were “just as charming,” in Marks’s 
words, as the rich white children she tend-
ed, but sought out political discussion and 
debate and even sabotaged her employers’ 
attempts to support right-wing causes. She 
covered labor rallies and political events 
like a journalist, even carrying a tape re-
corder to ask strangers and friends their 
opinions on the events of the day. “Many 

have observed that Vivian possessed an un-
derdog’s perspective, and regardless of her 
circumstances, she identified primarily with 
the working class,” Marks notes, and Maier 
“kept literature like the ‘Bill of Rights for 
Working People’ and 
a critique of Washing-
ton Post union busting 
in storage.”

How these politi-
cal views might have 
shaped her art and 
care work is, like so 
many other aspects 
of Maier’s story, not 
really a question we 
can answer. But it is 
in thinking politically—as Maier herself 
did—that we find the real challenges 
she poses. We should not treat her as an 
individual puzzle to be solved by digging 
up genealogies and photo store receipts, 
or view art as the domain of a select elite. 
What if the real lesson of Maier’s life as 
an artist and care worker and immigrant 
and politically active person is, following 
C.L.R. James’s assertion (written in 1956, 
as Maier was photographing Chicago 
with the Gensburgs in tow) that “every 

cook can govern,” it is also true that every 
nanny can make great art.

The story of Vivian Maier, then, is not a 
story about why one woman chose (or did 
not choose) to become an artist, but rather 

a story about how we 
all have art locked in-
side of us somewhere, 
how we are all capable 
of seeing and capturing 
the humanity of those 
around us, and that 
while only a few of us 
are ever lucky enough 
to be allowed the time 
and space for that art to 
come out and be rec-

ognized and pronounced “good” by the 
world, we can still go out onto the street 
with the cameras that nearly all of us carry 
now and, for just a moment, create a pic-
ture of something beautiful, whether we 
share it with the world or someone special 
or just keep it to ourselves. What if we un-
derstood that all of us—nanny, bus driver, 
journalist, teacher, even, yes, corporate 
executive—have an undeveloped trove of 
masterpieces within us? How, then, would 
we change the world? N

The story of Vivian 

Maier is not a story 

about her being 

“discovered” but 

about discovering 

how we are all artists.



Join us as we immerse ourselves in the beauty and energy of 

Havana and the dramatic landscape of the Viñales Valley. 

Throughout the tour we will meet with Cuban physicians, 

farmers, urban planners, former government officials, artists, 

and others. Our evenings will be filled with exclusive concerts 

by renowned musicians, private showings at artists’ studios, 

and other performances. 

Traveling with you throughout the journey will be The Nation’s 

leading writer on US-Cuba relations, Peter Kornbluh. “It is 

important we witness for ourselves the damage that the embargo 

exacts on the Cuban people,” says Peter, “and engage the issue 

when we return.”

We will follow strict Covid-19 safety protocols throughout the 

program and will require that all travelers and tour staff be

vaccinated and boosted.

100% of the proceeds from our travel programs support The 
Nation’s journalism.

For more information, visit TheNation.com/HAVANA-VINALES,

e-mail us at travels@thenation.com, or call 212-209-5401.

CUBA:
HAVANA TO VIÑALES
with optional post-tour Trinidad extension

NOVEMBER 12–29, 2022

The Nation purchases carbon offsets for all emissions generated by our tours. 



theB&AB O O K S

A R T S

The Stalwart
Hubert Harrison’s radical life and times
B Y  R O B E R T  G R E E N E  I I

h
ubert harrison represents one of the clearest ex-
amples of the difficulties of being a Black intel-
lectual and activist in the 20th century. Upon his 
death in 1927, Harrison was recognized in many 
magazines and journals for the prominent role he’d 
played in this country’s socialist and Black radical 

politics. As someone who’d organized a number of advocacy groups, 
as well as edited Negro World for Marcus Garvey’s Universal Negro
Improvement Association, Harrison was 
arguably at his best writing, but he was 
also a powerful speaker and agitator. Three 
decades after his death, he was still revered 
within the Black left. In the summer of 
1963, in the midst of the decolonization 

movement in Africa and civil rights 
upheavals in the United States, an 
essay from a Harlem-themed issue 

of Freedomways put him front and center 
as one of the leading protagonists of the 
Black radical tradition. Richard B. Moore, 
in his article for the magazine, observed 
that Harrison was perhaps the greatest 
of the great outdoor speakers who gave 
Harlem’s culture its unique flair. “Above 
all,” Moore noted, “Hubert H. Harrison 

ILLUSTRATION BY JOE CIARDIELLO

gave forth from his encyclopedic store, 
a wealth of knowledge of African history 
and culture” that presented early ideas of 
Black consciousness to a Harlem populace 
hungry for such sustenance. 

Yet since the 1960s, Harrison’s genius 
and importance have gone somewhat 
into eclipse. While left intellectuals like 
Michael Harrington and Black social-
ists like A. Philip Randolph are fondly 
remembered, Harrison’s critical contri-
butions to socialism and Black political 
thought are often unfairly passed over. 
Even in histories examining the Black 
left’s rich and important literary and 
activist history, Harrison’s name isn’t 
invoked nearly enough.

A recent two-volume biography by 
Jeffrey B. Perry—Hubert Harrison: The 
Voice of Harlem Radicalism, 1883–1918
and Hubert Harrison: The Struggle for 
Equality, 1918–1927—seeks to correct 
this oversight. Tracking Harrison’s life 
from his birth in the Danish West Indies 
to his long career as an activist and intel-
lectual in Harlem, Perry leaves no stone 
unturned in understanding the man, the 
times in which he lived, and the ideals 
he championed. Harrison’s intellect was 
matched only by his steadfast refusal to 
bend on his principles—including not 
taking money from sources he disagreed 
with. A biography that is also a work of 
intellectual and institutional history, Per-
ry’s two volumes offer an incisive survey 
of the radical upheaval at the turn of the 
20th century. But above all they make a 
case for why Harrison is a crucial part of 
the American radical tradition. 

Perry’s background as a working-class 
intellectual—not to mention his writings 
on race and labor in American life—make 
him the perfect person to help recover 
one of the early 20th century’s great 
Black intellectuals and socialists. Having 
written for publications like Black Agenda 
Report, CounterPunch, and many others, 
Perry has spent years arguing for the 
importance of understanding how race 
and class are bound together as categories 
used to stratify and divide American so-
ciety. For Perry, what defined Harrison’s 
legacy as a radical was that he avowed 
a socialist and class-based politics and 
yet also refused to abandon the masses 
of Black Americans, north and south, in 
their struggle against racism. Instead, 
Harrison examined the problem of race 
and class and came to the inescapable 
conclusion that only mass politics and 
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organizing among Black Americans could free them and, by extension, the working 
class from future exploitation. 

Indeed, the story Perry presents revises what most curious readers know about the 
history of US radicalism in the early 20th century. Harrison played a key role in two 
important radical traditions at once: the Black freedom movement and the building 
of a Socialist Party in the United States. While many histories of the era treat the two 
as separate, Perry’s biography shows that for Harrison, socialism and Black radicalism 
were inextricably linked, motivated by the same insights and commitments; there was 
no way to privilege one over the other. As Perry argues in the first volume, Harrison 

gust 1900 race riot, which injured more 
than 70 Black New Yorkers and marked a 
new low in the city’s race relations. The 
rest of the country was arguably worse: 
The South was host to an epidemic of 
lynching (though there were murders 
in the North as well). But New York 
City was also a harsh place for African 
Americans—according to Perry, “seven-
ty percent of single Black males earned 
under $6, and ninety percent of single 
Black females under $5 per week.” Segre-
gation marked a good deal of life in New 
York City as well, including education; 
in 1913, Perry points out, fewer than 
200 Black students attended desegregat-
ed high schools. Harrison had hoped to 
find greater opportunity in the United 
States, only to discover that the country 
was at a “nadir” in terms of race relations. 
Despite proclaiming itself to be the land 
of the free and the home of the brave, the 
nation proved to be deeply oppressive for 
anyone of African descent. 

Harrison moved in with his sister 
Mary and made the most of the rare 
opportunities offered him to pursue an 
education. Attending an evening high 

was “the most class conscious of the race 
radicals, and the most race conscious of 
the class radicals.” 

H
arrison’s personal life pro-
vides some sense of the 
ways in which he was both 
different from and quite 
similar to many other 

Black activists in 20th-century America. 
Born and raised on the island of St. Croix 
in the Caribbean, then a colony of Den-
mark, Harrison grew up in a working-class 
home. His mother was an immigrant from 
the island of Barbados, and his father was 
once enslaved on St. Croix. Harrison’s for-
mative years were at times difficult, Perry 
notes: He “worked as a servant, knew 
poverty, and developed an empathy with 
the poor.” His early experience caused 
Harrison to develop not only a class con-
sciousness but also a race pride, having 
associated with so many others of African 
descent while living on the island. 

In 1900, Harrison left St. Croix for 
New York City. “In a sense,” Perry writes, 
“Harrison was like many other West In-
dians who came to the United States 
at that time: young, male, and literate; 
thwarted by limited educational, polit-
ical, and occupational opportunities at 
home; in search of a better life; and with a 
desire for more education and a propensi-
ty for self-education.” While we consider 
this period as one of the great ages of 
immigration to the United States, we 
usually think in terms of people coming 
from Southern and Eastern Europe—and 
perhaps the banning of immigration from 
China in 1882. But at the same time, 
many from the West Indies also came to 
the United States, exerting a considerable 
influence on Black American culture, and 
American culture more generally, in the 
20th century. 

Harrison’s arrival in New York City 
coincided with the aftermath of the Au-

school that had mostly white students, 
Harrison worked during the day as an el-
evator operator. Despite excelling at his 
studies—the New York World published 
an article about him headlined “Speak-
er’s Medal to Negro Student: The Board 
of Education Finds a Genius in a West 
Indian Pupil”—Harrison would never 
attend college. 

Instead, after high school, he became 
absorbed in politics. Like many other ac-
tivists, Harrison sought a viable solution 
to the so-called “Negro Problem” of the 
early 20th century in whatever political 
programs he could find. At the time, there 
were many courses of action championed 
by Black intellectuals and activists as well 
as by white radicals and liberals. Booker T. 
Washington publicly advocated Black 
self-reliance and a retreat from political 
agitation; W.E.B. Du Bois insisted on full 
political rights and social agitation as the 
way forward; Marcus Garvey preached a 
form of Black nationalism that linked the 
plight of Black Americans and those of 
African descent around the world, while 
harboring a distrust of white America 
and a refusal to see desegregation as pos-
sible—or even desirable. There was also 
the liberal Black politics that emerged 
with the National Association for the 
Advancement of Colored People, which 
included Mary Church Terrell, James 
Weldon Johnson, and numerous others 
who favored the creation of biracial orga-
nizations to combat the rampant racism 
of the day through political and moral 
suasion, boycotts, and legal campaigns 
against Jim Crow segregation in its many 
forms. 

Harrison’s approach cobbled together 
much of the above, with an added empha-
sis on socialism. Drawn to the Socialist 
Party’s aggressive advocacy on behalf of 
immigrants’ and women’s rights in New 
York, he worked for the party as an or-
ganizer and writer. He also supported 
the Industrial Workers of the World—the 
Wobblies—and their leader, “Big” Bill 
Haywood, throughout the 1910s. For 
Harrison, the Socialist Party offered the 
chance to be a leader in the fight for 
greater rights for the working class, in-
cluding Black workers. In Harlem, he 
formed a Colored Socialist Club—not, 
as he explained to Du Bois, to separate 
Black socialists from their white peers, but 
rather to meet Black Americans 
wherever they were, ideologically 
and literally. As Harrison wrote, 
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“The work must be done where Negroes 
‘most do congregate.’”  

However, he became increasingly frus-
trated by the racism and anti-Black think-
ing that permeated parts of the Socialist 
Party, and he sought to persuade his fellow 
socialists to make race more central to 
the party’s clarion call to workers caught 
in the class struggle in the United States. 
This proved to be an uphill battle for 
Harrison and others. As Perry notes, lead-
ing socialists like Victor L. Berger—who 
would later become a US congressman for 
Wisconsin—argued in 1902 that “negroes 
and mulattoes constitute a lower race.” 
Meanwhile, even those who declared a 
commitment to racial equality minimized 
its importance when it came to organizing. 
Eugene Debs, in 1903, argued that “the 
history of the Negro in the United States 
is a history of crime 
without a parallel.” Yet 
in the same essay, “The 
Negro in the Class 
Struggle,” Debs fin-
ished by stating plain-
ly, “We have nothing 
special to offer to the 
Negro, and we cannot 
make separate appeals 
to all the races.” For 
Debs, the class strug-
gle subsumed all other 
struggles in American 
society. For Harrison, 
this was at best a fallacy 
and at worst a critical 
strategic mistake. Like 
other Black socialists, 
he argued that “the 
ten million Negroes of 
America form a group that is more essen-
tially proletarian than any other Amer-
ican group.” They could, if approached 
with sophistication and understanding, 
become the backbone of a larger socialist 
movement in the United States. But the 
concern of many Socialist Party leaders, 
including Debs, that appealing directly to 
Black Americans would divide the working 
class stopped the party from ever fully 
embracing this position. 

For a time, Harrison continued to 
push the Socialist Party on the issue of 
anti-Black racism and to make the party 
an attractive alternative for African Amer-
icans in an era when both the Democrats 

and the Republicans expressed 
little interest in attracting Black 
voters. But in the end, his efforts 

were unsuccessful, and his Colored Social-
ist Club began to founder after it failed to 
receive enough support from the rest of 
the party in New York City. 

E
ven as he grew distant from 
the Socialist Party, Har-
rison never completely 
abandoned socialism, but 
he began to look beyond 

its institutions and clubs when it came to 
matters of politics. He crossed paths with 
Washington, Du Bois, and Randolph, at 
once befriending and establishing rivalries 
with them as he vied for the attention 
of the people of Harlem. Harrison envi-
sioned a movement for the Black masses 
instead of what most of his contemporar-
ies offered, such as the “Talented Tenth” 
proposed by Du Bois in The Souls of Black 

Folk or other attempts 
to create a small cad-
re of Black radicals to 
lead the movement. 
Harrison argued that 
the potential members 
of the Talented Tenth 
were “the left-handed 
progeny of the white 
masters” and could not 
function without white 
patronage. He also ar-

gued that Washington’s 
notion of building up 
Black capital through 
hard work and voca-
tional education was 
wrongheaded, asserting 
that Washington want-
ed the political and so-
cial relations of Black 

people to be “one of submission and acqui-
escence in political servitude.” At the same 
time, Harrison felt that the newly created 
NAACP was a good start—but that the 
organization was still too concerned with 
the opinions and goals of white liberals. 

During this period, Harrison began 
to develop a view of Black liberation that 
was worldwide in scope and not merely 
focused on the United States. Even as 
other Black leaders, most notably Du Bois, 
asked African Americans to “close ranks” 
and get behind the US entry into World 
War I, Harrison made no secret of his 
contempt for those who did. For Har-
rison, it was more important for Black 
Americans to arm themselves for the battle 
at home—and in this case, his words were 
not meant to be taken metaphorically. In 

the aftermath of the East St. Louis riots 
of July 1917, Harrison urged Black people 
to embrace armed self-defense as a prop-
er and necessary strategy in the face of 
rampant oppression. The New York Times
quoted him as saying, “We intend to fight 
if we must…for the things dearest to us, 
our hearth and our homes.”

Harrison’s squabbles with Du Bois over 
the war may have pushed him to the 
margins of mainstream Black thought, 
but by the end of the war Harrison was 
moving toward the center of the “New 
Negro” movement. With the rise of this 
movement and the Harlem Renaissance, 
Harrison’s socialism, Black radicalism, in-
ternationalism, and modernism all found 
new audiences among Black Americans. 
Cochairing the Liberty Congress in 1918, 
he had a front-row seat to observe the 
growing radicalism of a younger group 
of Black Americans that formed the heart 
and soul of both of these movements. 
The New Negro movement, in particular, 
embraced what Harrison referred to as 
“the Race Consciousness of the Negro 
people.” His earlier call for Black peo-
ple to arm themselves after the East St. 
Louis riots also became a hallmark of the 
New Negro movement—an acceptance of 
the idea of armed self-defense and other 
militant tools in the greater struggle for 
human rights. Until then, Harrison had 
remained committed to a politics that 
had not created a mass movement. Now, 
leading the effort to resurrect the Harlem 
Voice newspaper in 1918, he found him-
self at the center of a new political and 
intellectual ferment, hatching a plan for 
organizing that would anticipate efforts 
by the Southern Negro Youth Congress, 
the Black Panthers, and a variety of other 
groups devoted, in one form or another, to 
organizing the Black working class in the 
United States. 

The focus of Harrison’s ambitions was 
the South. He had grown tired of what he 
saw as the play-it-safe tactics of groups like 
the NAACP (which some of his radical 
peers derided as the “National Association 
for the Acceptance of Colored Proscrip-
tion”) in the region. Part of this frustration 
stemmed from political setbacks, but it 
also came from his growing belief that very 
few white liberal activists could be trusted, 
even if they had the money and cultural 
and political prestige to lend legitimacy to 
a project. For Harrison, Black people could 
not trust others to do the work of eman-
cipating Black America; they would have 

Like many 

Caribbean radicals,
Harrison combined

anti-imperialism and 

anti-capitalism.
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to do it themselves. This commitment 
to Black agency and self-help led him to 
Marcus Garvey, who had arrived in New 
York City from Jamaica in 1916, bringing 
with him his Universal Negro Improve-
ment Association (UNIA), which had al-
ready been active on the island. Harrison 
and Garvey met in the 
revolutionary year of 
1917, and, according to 
Perry, Harrison’s views 
on Black independence 
heavily influenced Gar-
vey during the latter’s 
time in New York. Gar-
vey attended meetings 
of Harrison’s Liberty 
League, and Harrison encouraged the 
league’s members to also attend Garvey’s 
events. 

Harrison would eventually join the 
UNIA and serve as the editor of its news-
paper, Negro World, which he elevated to 
a new level of sophisticated political en-
gagement with the wider Black diaspo-
ra. Beginning his tenure during the “Red 
Summer” of 1919, against the backdrop of 
heightened labor strife in the United States 
and nationwide campaigns against the lives 
and livelihoods of African Americans, Har-
rison sought to use his editorial position to 
rally Black America and lauded those who 
embraced his calls to action, hailing the 
resistance against the Red Summer attacks 
as one of the “brilliant events in the history 
of the Negro race in America.” 

Harrison also became increasingly vo-
cal about his internationalism during this 
time. In a dazzling variety of ways, he 
used his powerful perch at Negro World
to promote ideas of Black diasporic soli-
darity and to highlight the weaknesses he 
perceived in liberal attempts to fight seg-
regation in the United States. For Harri-
son, Black Americans, West Indians, and 
other elements of the broader Black dias-
pora had far more in common than they 
recognized: All of them were subjugated 
by the forces of capitalism, colonialism, 
and European assumptions of superiority. 
In addition, Harrison argued that Black 
Americans had much to learn from their 
brothers and sisters in Africa. “Africa was 
primarily a teacher,” he insisted, “not a 
primitive unschooled child in need of 
‘civilization’ and instruction.” In every 
issue of Negro World, Harrison included 
sections on news from Africa and on “the 
status and welfare of the darker races and 
of subject peoples everywhere.” 

Criticizing Black socialists like Ran-
dolph for continuing their class-first pro-
nouncements, Harrison argued for a “race 
first” approach that, he insisted, did not 
abandon socialism. At times, he challenged 
Randolph and other Black socialists for 
what he considered to be their political 

naivete in navigating the 
complicated waters of 
city politics. In 1918, for 
example, Randolph ran 
for the 19th Assembly 
District and, in Harri-
son’s eyes, prevented 
the potential victory 
of a Black Republican, 
Edward A. Johnson. 

Harrison reasoned, as Perry writes, that it 
was more important “to break the white 
monopoly on holding office” than it was to 
support a Black socialist for the mere sake 
of supporting one. Harrison’s tactical and 
intellectual arguments with Randolph and 
other Black socialists continued through-
out the Great War period and into the 
1920s. What was paramount for Harrison 
was the adoption by Black Americans of a 
race-centric strategy that would also allow 
room for a strong class politics. In 1920, 
his debates with Randolph and Chandler 
Owen, both editors of The Emancipator, 
were partly born out of Harrison’s need 
to defend what he called “the principles 
of the New Negro Manhood Movement” 
from attacks by the two. However, even the 
editors of The Emancipator—which was cre-
ated by the merger of the better-known The 
Messenger (edited by Randolph and Owen) 
and The Crusader (formerly edited by the 
activist and intellectual Cyril Briggs)—
were far from united on the question of 
putting class ahead of race. Whereas Har-
rison criticized Randolph for continuing 
in his class-first analysis, Randolph retort-
ed that Harrison’s work with Garvey had 
tainted him with the larger problems that 
many Black activists—socialist or liberal—
had experienced with Garveyism and the 
UNIA. (Nonetheless, when Harrison died, 
in 1927, Randolph paid him tribute as “our 
comrade and co-fighter for race justice.”)

In fact, Harrison’s continued commit-
ment to class politics also separated him 
from Garvey, as did the latter’s grandi-
ose style. Harrison grew exasperated with 
Garvey’s ostentatious uniforms and grand 
public pronouncements and eventually left 
his position as editor of Negro World. The 
final straw was Garvey’s misuse of funds, 
which to Harrison was especially egregious 

considering the working-class background 
of the vast majority of UNIA members. 

C
areening from one orga-
nization to another often 
left Harrison without a 
steady job. He also refused 
to be supported by wealthy 

benefactors, and he and his family expe-
rienced bouts of poverty. These periods, 
however, only further fueled his intellec-
tual fire and radicalism. 

How this working-class immigrant sus-
tained himself as an activist-intellectual is 
an important part of the story that Perry 
seeks to tell. Harrison was an organic 
intellectual—someone who, through his 
own determination and genius, shaped for 
generations the debates about class and 
race in Black America. Shut out by the 
racist system of higher education, Harri-
son taught himself, hungry for knowledge 
and eager to read everything he could 
that would help him better understand his 
and Black America’s history, culture, and 
politics. In this way, Harrison was 
not just the intellectual forefather 
of activists like Malcolm X or 

Harrison often found 

himself navigating 

the worlds of Black 

nationalism and 

Black socialism.

41



theB&AB O O K S

A R T S

C
O

U
R

TE
S

Y
 O

F 
H

B
O

Illusions 
HBO’s My Brilliant Friend
B Y  K A T H E R I N E  H I L L

t
he third season of hbo’s MY BRILLIANT FRIEND opens 
where the second left off, in a bookshop in Milan. It’s 
1968, and Elena “Lenù” Greco (Margherita Mazzuc-
co) has just finished an event for her debut novel. The 
first face we see, emerging from behind a gold metal-
work spiral on the door, is that of Nino Sarratore (Fran-

cesco Serpico). Lenù has loved him since she was a girl, and now, after 
many twists and turns, including Nino’s tortured affair with her best 
friend, Lila (Gaia Gerace), he finally 
seems ready. He holds the gilded door 
open for Lenù, and he holds her gaze 
in the crowd. These two working-class 
kids from Naples have made it in the cul-
tured North; with their matching glasses, 
they’re practically made for each other. 
Too bad she’s already engaged to Pietro 
Airota (Matteo Cecchi), a classics scholar 
from one of the preeminent left-wing 
families in Italy.  

It’s a rather lush, romantic opening 
for the season that ushers in Italy’s “Years 
of Lead,” a 15-year period marked by po-
litical violence on both the right and the 
left—and that’s just one of the season’s 
many pointed ironies. Adapted faithfully 
from Those Who Leave and Those Who 
Stay, the third novel in Elena Ferran-
te’s Neapolitan Quartet, the new season 
launches Lila and Lenù into adulthood, 

Kwame Ture. He was also an inspiration 
to historians like John Henrik Clarke and 
J.A. Rogers, both of whom pursued un-
orthodox routes of rigorous self-study to 
become two of the best-known historians 
of the Black experience in the United 
States. While Clarke did not receive his 
doctorate until late in life, and Rogers 
never received formal training as a histo-
rian, like Harrison both men were part of 
the autodidact tradition of Black American 
letters. Harrison has been called the “fa-
ther of Harlem Radicalism,” and in his day 
many referred to him as “Dr. Harrison,” 
assuming that one as erudite and brilliant 
as he must have received a doctoral degree. 

Yet he also struggled considerably—
because of both his poverty and his com-
mitments. He had difficulty taking care 
of his family because of his inability to 
find steady work. By December 1927, 
Harrison had already dealt with a serious 
illness the previous year, and he found 
himself back in the hospital after an ap-
pendicitis attack, only to die following 
a routine surgery. His premature death 
at the age of 44 came as a shock, and it 
robbed the world of an incredible intel-
lect and radical agitator. One wonders 
what Harrison’s role would have been 
in the 1930s, as the Communist Party 
took up the cause of Black freedom in 
the North and the South. Would he have 
renewed his friendship with Du Bois as 
the latter became more radical? Or would 
he have just said “I told you so”? What 
might have come of his commitment to 
both Black and working-class freedom? 
Harrison maintained a pride in being 
Black, but he was also convinced that 
to embrace Blackness meant pursuing a 
global program of solidarity to combat 
racism and militarism across the world. 

Upon the news of his death, The Pitts-
burgh Courier, one of the prominent Black 
newspapers of the 20th century, wrote that 
“The Race loses a stalwart champion in 
Dr. Harrison.” Humanity did too. When 
one reads Perry’s two-volume biography, 
it is nearly impossible to avoid letting one’s 
mind run away with ideas of what could 
have been—for the fight for Black freedom 
in America and for the struggle against class 
oppression. In the present day, with the 
arguments about class- or race-first reme-
dies for Black oppression still not settled, 
Harrison would want us all to sharpen our 

analysis, for the sake of a continu-
ing battle for the future that he 
never lived to see. N
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Of course, neither woman is happy, 
because neither really owns her own life, 
even though they’re now adults. Lila, 
who was raped by Stefano on their wed-
ding night, is sexually assaulted at work 
and shunned by her family for fleeing 
her marriage. Lenù, who was seduced by 
Nino’s father as a teenager, an event she 
has fictionalized in her book, is constant-
ly fending off unwanted advances from 
the supposedly cultured men of her new 
social circle—aged professors, younger 
intellectuals and artists. When she and 

navigating the conditions of work, mar-
riage, and family in a society undergoing 
radical change. 

So many previously forbidden things 
suddenly seem possible as Lila and Lenù 
move out of adolescence: autonomy for 
working women, the rise of organized 
labor, fulfilling romantic love. But this 
season’s story, written by Ferrante with 
series creator Saverio Costanzo, Laura 
Paolucci, and Francesco Piccolo, wryly 
checks those hopes even as it encourages 
and entangles them. Men crowd the road 
to liberation, and even the most sympa-
thetic husbands, comrades, and lovers 
won’t easily relinquish their traditional 
authority. Among the many tantalizing 
fantasies of this season is the suggestion 
that they will. 

C
ostanzo directed all but 
two of the episodes in the 
first two seasons, but now 
he has passed the baton 
to Daniele Luchetti, who 

oversees this sharpest turn in Lila’s and 
Lenù’s lives. Lila doesn’t even appear in 
the first episode, and Lenù plays only a 
framing role in the second. For much 
of season three, they are separated by 
geography and circumstance. Lila, the 
brilliant elementary school dropout who 
married the prosperous and ultimate-
ly duplicitous grocer Stefano Carracci 
(Giovanni Amura), remains in Naples. 
Since her affair with Nino, she has de-
scended in class, now living out of wed-
lock with her son, Gennaro, and her 
companion, Enzo Scanno (Giovanni 
Buselli), while working in ugly condi-
tions in a sausage factory. At night, Lila 
and Enzo study the new technology of 
computer coding and, at the encourage-
ment of their old friend Pasquale Peluso 
(Eduardo Scarpetta), attend meetings of 
the local Communist Party, which is try-
ing to organize Lila and her coworkers. 
Lenù, meanwhile, has graduated from 
the Normale University in Pisa. She 
rides the success of her first novel, and 
the influence of her well-connected in-
laws, to a contributor’s desk at Italy’s 
Communist newspaper L’Unità, supply-
ing her parents (Luca Gallone and the 
magnificently furious Anna Rita Vitolo) 
with a coveted TV and telephone. 

Pietro finally marry, he refuses her re-
quest for birth control, insisting that 
marriage means having children. Lenù 
is shocked; she thought theirs would be 
a union of equals. “Can I write another 
book first?” she asks in the car on the way 
to the civil ceremony. “You can write a 
book while you’re expecting,” he replies 
angrily. He impregnates her that very 
night, ensuring her transformation into a 
bourgeois housewife. 

Yet progress feels possible for both 
women, if not without compromise. With 

Katherine Hill is an assistant professor of En-
glish at Adelphi University. Her most recent 
book is A Short Move. 

Skeletons 

Skeleton, some wonder if you are really practical
keening as you do through this city
ensconced in flesh, a tailored suit for bones
lost plush in skin. Is it a good life within
exiled in the singular anatomical body?
(Thanatophobia, mine.) Ok, breathe. There’s
oodles of oxygen for now—let’s live a little, we’re here!
Natter on, nitwit. I’ve had about enough of you.

*
Sorry not sorry, said death. He wasn’t fucking around, the 
klepto. Meanwhile, the internets wouldn’t shut up about perfection,  
elegance, the feminine ideal, that old regime. It was hard not to puff up while  
lactating. It took heft to host the parasite. Pregnancy brought a swampy  
edema. Bye-bye ankles. Nice knowing you, feet. Intermittent fasting? 
Time to give it a rest. We’ll shrink eventual to the ultimate bone,  
obits keening farewell, flesh! So wax zaftig, carb while you can, willy 
nilly you’ll get there, we’ll get there together, we’re already on our way.

*
Sunday sloth is its own milk and honey, honey, am I right?
Kudos to you for rationalizing your lazy ass again as in
er “not writing is also writing.” Pussycat, I have bad news.
Lethargy is for losers. Be kind to yourself, the shrink said. I felt shrunk.
Enervating this dopamine addiction and tendency to
toggle between gloomy and elate. Yeah, one minute she’s
ogling men on the metro like some grody monsieur, the next wanting to die.
Natch, dear, you’re here! Don’t ruin everything, for god’s sake.

DEBORAH LANDAU
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help from Lenù, Lila wins an exhausting 
labor victory at the factory and heads back 
to the old neighborhood. There she reluc-
tantly goes to work for the Solara brothers, 
Michele (Alessio Gallo) and Marcello (El-
vis Esposito), organized crime bosses she 
spent most of the first 
two seasons resisting. 
They’ve always want-
ed to possess her, but 
now they’re offering to 
pay her handsomely to 
run a data-processing 
center, buying her in-
telligence instead of her 
body. Lenù, meanwhile, manages to stay 
connected to a thread of intellectual life, 
even while caring for two small children 
full-time. With her girls, the younger 
one still in her arms, she attends political 
demonstrations and visits her feminist sis-
ter-in-law, Mariarosa (Giulia Mazzarino), 
who encourages her to get back to writing. 
A new book, about the literary fabrication 
of women by men, takes shape. It’s around 
this time that Nino, who has always ad-
mired Lenù’s writing—or perhaps it’s just 
her success—returns. 

T
hough Luchetti is new 
to the show, he builds on 
the aesthetic established 
by Costanzo in previous 
seasons, borrowing from 

the film movements of the periods dra-
matized: Italian neorealism for season 
one’s postwar childhood and French New 
Wave for the second season’s plunge into 
the 1960s. Luchetti, for his part, uses 
the handheld cameras of cinéma vérité 
to bring to life the political action and 
domestic unraveling of the late ’60s and 
early ’70s. The result is a story that seems 
to move almost seamlessly through his-
tory, using visual cues that many viewers 
already subliminally associate with the 
culture and the times. 

Core aspects of the original aesthetic 
remain, including an abundance of flat, 
wide establishing shots that are by turns 
enchanting and estranging, appropriate 
for this long story of illusions dashed and 
transformed. The contrasts of North and 
South are many: Thin, sickly Lila large-
ly inhabits the dark, suffocating spac-
es of the old Neapolitan neighborhood, 
while Lenù enjoys a Tuscan life of old 

money, natural light, and tower-
ing double doors that open onto 
lush green gardens. Her clothes 

are elegantly tailored, her hair softer 
and better cut, her daughters constantly 
praised for being so well-behaved. Even 
Lenù’s telephone, her most consistent 
connection to Lila, is a cheerful yellow, a 
subtle contrast to Lila’s violent red one. 

Before the telephone, 
the brightest color in 
Lila’s life belonged to 
the endless rows of pig 
carcasses hanging in 
the factory. 

One of the most ar-
resting choices of the 
season is the retention 

of the entire young adult cast, led by 
Gerace, 18, and Mazzucco, 19, who have 
grown up before the audience’s eyes. In a 
neorealist gesture, neither had acted be-
fore My Brilliant Friend, and they are now 
playing characters older than themselves. 
Their undisguisable youth might have 
been a distraction, but instead it highlights 
one of the novels’ most defining claims: 
the idea that we retain our core essences 
even through periods of great change. 
Lenù will always be Lenù, restrained and 
apparently good but harboring a wild, en-
vious ambition that propels her out of the 
neighborhood—a tension Mazzucco cap-
tures beautifully in the faintest movements 
of her mouth. Lila, for her part, will always 
be Lila, as inflexible as Gerace’s shoulders, 
and preternaturally correct in her critiques 
of power—not just of the brutal Solaras, 
but of the upwardly mobile Lenù too. 
Both actresses do their best work this sea-
son, their performances lived-in and hon-
est; it’s almost a shame they’ll be replaced 
by older actors going forward.   

The same is true of the men in My 
Brilliant Friend, who take up more space 
in the story now that the girls have become 
women. Serpico’s Nino is a perfect snake, 
charming and self-deprecating enough to 
fool a smart woman; Buselli’s Enzo sees the 
hard truth through piercing blue eyes; and 
Gallo’s slick Michele might be dismissed 
as a small-time crook if he didn’t keep 
turning up as the threatening force behind 
the scenes. The standout is Cecchi as the 
stubborn scholar Pietro. Though con-
genial and nonviolent in principle, he is 
nevertheless a disappointment. Often seen 
at his desk, the centerpiece of his comfort-
able study, Pietro gets to devote himself to 
his intellectual work while Lenù squeezes 
hers into the margins around household 
duties. When she points out the disparity, 
he sits there stolidly, as though physically 

Neither woman is 

happy, because 

neither really owns 

her own life.

incapable of understanding. All of them, to 
the actors’ great credit, make perfect sense 
to themselves. 

Appropriately for a season focused on 
domestic work, children get a lot of screen 
time, especially Lenù and Pietro’s young 
daughter Dede (Sofia Luchetti, the direc-
tor’s own child), who frolics and goes to 
the potty with the best of them. Observant 
and precocious, Dede is at once her moth-
er’s spirit reborn in better circumstances 
and her inconvenient conscience. She’s 
also a young girl in a violent world, and we 
watch anxiously along with Lenù as Dede 
discovers what that means in a country 
planned and controlled by men. 

I
n Florence, Lenù is largely 
protected from the ven-
dettas of the old neigh-
borhood, but the Years of 
Lead bring violence even 

to the most cultured, peaceful spaces of 
the North. A student pulls a gun on Pietro 
over an exam question. Pasquale and his 
upper-class girlfriend, Nadia Galiani (Gi-
orgia Gargano), show up at Lenù’s home 
unannounced, aggressive and clearly on 
the run from something bloody. And after 
a murder in the old neighborhood, Lila 
sends Gennaro to Lenù for safekeeping.

In a world shaped so thoroughly by 
male authority and violence, is hetero-
sexual love even desirable for women? 
The answer for Lila and Lenù is still 
open, but Luchetti’s use of “Spring,” a 
recomposition of Vivaldi by Max Richter 
and a refrain throughout the series, is 
telling. In season three’s first episode, 
the piece plays over a nightmare of social 
control, as Lenù imagines an angry cho-
rus from the neighborhood chasing her 
down over her “dirty” novel. In the last 
episode, “Spring” consecrates a moment 
of romantic fantasy fulfilled. That the 
same piece of music can accompany such 
apparently contrasting emotional states 
indicates they have more in common 
than a superficial reading would suggest. 
In this brave new Italy, a working-class 
woman can write an important novel and 
find her soul mate, two transformative ex-
periences for the individual. But when the 
personal thrill wears off, the collective 
problems remain. “Everyone talks them-
selves into a life that suits them best,” Lila 
tells Lenù on the phone. The question, 
in every season of their lives, is what they 
will talk themselves into now—and how, 
and for whom, they will act. N
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US Imperialism and 
Anti-Asian Violence

I had to take breaks in 
reading Panthea Lee’s bril-
liant article, which was re-
lentless in its detailing of the 
mentality that is promoted 
by “a girl for the price of a 
burger”—and what allows it 
to persist [“Sex, Death, and 
Empire: The Roots of Vio-
lence Against Asian Women,” 
May 2/9]. Bravo, or, as is said 
where I come from, shabash.

Bindu Desai

Panthea Lee’s powerful article 
provides important global and 
historical context to the wide-
spread violence against Asian 
communities and Asian wom-
en in particular. It should be 
taught in our schools for the 
important life lessons it offers 
to young men and women 
alike, and it should be shared 
with our elected officials for 
the truths that could benefit 
the military and policing op-
erations they oversee. Thank 
you for this courageous work. 
It is a vital step for us all.

David J. Bodney
tucson

Abortion Activism

Re “Q&A: Lauren 
Rankin,” by Amy Littlefield 
[May 2/9]: I am a strong 
pro-abortion advocate, but 
as a man, I have shied away 
from pro-abortion activism. 
This brief interview has pro-
vided me with an obvious 
path of action: Call my local 
clinic and ask them if they 
need anything. Thank you 
for the reminder and for the 
solid, practical, and common-
sense advice given here. So 
simple, really.

Robert Borneman

Involuntary Psychiatry

Re “Breaking Off My Chem-
ical Romance,” by P.E. Mos-
kowitz [April 4/11]: For 
many of us, administration of 
psychiatric medications was 
not our own choice but that of 
psychiatric personnel acting 
against our will. Yet it was only 
in 2008, thanks to the UN 
Convention on the Rights of 
Persons With Disabilities, that 
the UN special rapporteur on 
torture tentatively applied the 
right to be free from psychiat-
ric forms of torture (and other 
ill treatment) to “persons with 
mental disabilities.” In 2020, 
the special rapporteur declared 
that “practices such as involun-
tary…psychiatric intervention” 
based on the “best interests” 
of the patient “generally in-
volve highly discriminatory 
and coercive attempts at con-
trolling or ‘correcting’ the vic-
tim’s personality, behaviour or 
choices and almost always in-
flict severe pain or suffering…. 
If all other defining elements 
are present, such practices may 
well amount to torture.” 

I work to obtain recogni-
tion, redress, and reparation 
in international law for the 
human rights violations per-
petrated in the name of ther-
apeutic treatment against a 
person’s will. I look forward to 
more open discussion of psy-
chiatric harm, whose victims 
are too often silenced by the 
slur that any complaint is the 
product of mental illness.

Tina Minkowitz
chestertown, n.y.

The writer is president of the Center 
for the Human Rights of Users and 
Survivors of Psychiatry.
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Frances Kissling, 78, the president of the Center 
for Health, Ethics and Social Policy in Washington, 
D.C., is a bioethicist who has spent most of her 
professional life thinking about and working on 
issues of women’s rights and reproductive health. 
In the early 1970s, she was the director of two of the first legal abor-
tion clinics in the United States. Later, she headed up the National 
Abortion Federation and, in 1982, became the president of Catholics 
for a Free Choice, now known as Catholics for Choice. I caught up 
with Kissling, who is currently writing her memoirs, via telephone 
shortly after Politico published the leaked version of US Supreme 
Court Justice Samuel Alito’s draft opinion in a forthcoming decision 
to overturn Roe v. Wade. —Claudia Dreifus

CD: What was your reaction when you read Alito’s draft opinion?

FK: On one hand, I wasn’t surprised. But there’s a real difference between 
expecting a rollback and actually seeing something in front of you. 

I reacted as a woman but also as a Catholic, because the decision 
was, in essence, written by five Catholic lawyers who accept the most 
conservative version of Catholicism on abortion and who have applied it 
to secular American law. They have an approach to the law that is based 
on natural law theory.  What the church says about natural law is that 
every phenomenon, every behavior, is governed by nature and, as such, 
you can’t argue with nature. In the case of sexuality, a natural law thinker 
would say, “What is the purpose of sexuality? Well, sex can end in pro-
creation, and so sex was given to us to procreate. You cannot interfere 
with that!” That’s what these folks believe. 

Now, I don’t mean to imply that a Catholic must accept these ideas—
or even that many Catholics do. There are multiple positions on almost 
everything, and natural law is only one among many. Moreover, abortion, 
like everything else in Catholicism, is covered by the right of conscience. 
Since the church doesn’t know what the fetus is, each of us is free to de-
cide for ourselves and to act on our conscience.

CD: In the early 1970s, in the years immediately before the 1973 Roe
decision, abortion access was left to the individual states. What did 

you see during that period, and what are the lessons for today?

FK: I saw there was tremendous demand. On week-
ends, we did about 100 abortions a day. About half 
our patients came from out of state. I’d get to the 
clinic around 7:30 in the morning, and the parking 
lot would be filled with cars from Maine to Florida. 
People had traveled all night to get to us.

Most of the women, I’d say, were working- or 
middle-class—teenagers, young mothers, women 
who, for whatever reason, understood they couldn’t 
have a child at that moment. Their decisions were 
reasoned and well-thought-out. No one seemed to 
take this lightly.

CD: I’ve had students who’ve said that a post-Roe
future won’t be devastating because abortion will 

probably remain legal in the blue states. How would 

you answer them?

FK: “Devastating” is in the eyes of the beholder. A 
woman whose starting point is fear that she won’t 
be able to get a safe abortion goes through torture. 
It is true that it will be easier for a woman to identify 
a legal clinic than it was in 1970, but not all women—
especially young women—will be able to navigate the 
process. Some women can’t travel, and there will be a 
return to unsafe abortions in red states. A woman who 
has had an abortion in a legal state may have a rare 
complication when she gets home and will be afraid 
to go to the emergency room. Some women will die. 
Many will suffer trauma. But large numbers will move 
on quietly with their lives.

CD: Given the likely possibility that Roe will fall in 

June, what should be the next move for activists?

FK: The short-term priority should be to make sure 
that many of the women who want an abortion can 
get one. The long-term battle will be to recover what 
has been lost—but in the interim, you can’t abandon 
the women who need abortions now. There’s a moral 
obligation to take care of those women. N

“There’s a real difference 

between expecting a rollback 

and actually seeing it.”

Frances Kissling
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How I Stopped         
Being Gay

When I came out, I steeled myself to join a minority—only 

to find that my identity had become a marketing niche. 
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I’m a composer, citizen of the Stockbridge Munsee Community, American . . . 
and an atheist.

I’m one of more than 75 million secular Americans who are not religious. 
The “Nones” (those of us unaffiliated with religion) are now 29 percent of the 
U.S. population. We’re the largest “denomination” by religious identification!

As a secular voter, I trust in reason, science and America’s secular Constitution.

I want Congress, my state legislature, my public officials and our courts to:

Keep religion out of government and social policy.

Keep religion out of public schools.

Keep religion out of bedrooms, personal lives and health care decisions, 
including when or whether to have children, and whom to love or marry.

Use my tax dollars only for evidence-based, not faith-based, purposes.

And, please, join the Fr eedom Fr om Religion Foundation.
ffrf.us/nation   1.800.335.4021

or request a complimentary issue of FFRF’s newspaper Freethought Today, ffrf.us/newspaper

If you agree with me, please 
vote your secular values!

 Brent Michael Davids, Wis., 
a secular values voter 
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t
he system worked; the guardrails held. except they almost didn’t. but 
thanks to a cadre of white Republican men, we still live in a free country. That 
was the ultimate message of the first three days of the January 6 Committee 
hearings. I know: The decision to rely on former Trump Republicans was a 
calculated one. And I am vastly underselling these hearings, on one level. We 
got photos, videos, and devastating testimony we hadn’t seen or heard before.

Clearly, the guardrails almost failed. The testimony of Capitol Police officer Caroline Edwards—“I was slipping in 

power. And, I guess, I am. But none of them went 
public. Sure, we remember the leaks to favored 
reporters at The Washington Post and The New York 
Times, some of whom undersold what they were 
told and saved the gory details for their books. 
We got leaks, but leaks are easily undermined. We 
needed whistleblowers, and we never got them.

If we’d seen a name and a face for one of these 
Republican heroes, the violence of January 6 
might have been averted. Take Pence’s chief of 
staff, Marc Short. He said he alerted his boss’s 
Secret Service detail to the possibility that Trump’s 
escalating attacks on Pence, for refusing to reject 
Biden’s electoral vote majority on January 6, might 
put his boss in danger. But why not warn the 

whole country? Or at least 
the whole Capitol?

And then there’s Pence 
himself. Like so many other 
Republican men who were 
paraded before us as heroes 
at the hearings, Pence did, 

ultimately, act to save democracy. His counsel, 
Greg Jacob, insisted that his boss’s first impulse 
was to resist the efforts, especially by the farcical 
Eastman, to get him to reject the electoral votes 
he was supposed to preside over counting. But 
that doesn’t ring true: Pence ran around to various 
friends and advisers, including Luttig and former 
vice president Dan Quayle, among others, to see 
if he could find a way to follow Trump’s orders.

In the end, he did not. At his last meeting with 
Trump, where he rejected Trump’s efforts to blame 
voter fraud and find a way to overturn Biden’s 
election, Pence still tried to endorse Trump’s delu-
sional views. “I’ve done everything I could” to back 
up his boss’s efforts to hold on to the White House, 
he reportedly told Trump. Let’s remember: They 
all did. Until they couldn’t anymore. N

people’s blood”—will stay with me forever. President Donald 
Trump, who would soon be impeached for the second time, 
“summoned the mob, assembled the mob, and lit the flame of this 
attack,” in the words of the committee’s vice chair, Republican Liz 
Cheney. “Donald Trump and his allies and supporters are a clear 
and present danger to American democracy,” the archconservative 
lawyer J. Michael Luttig told the committee in the third hearing.

The real takeaway from the hearings so far is this: For at least 
two months, the “good” Trump staffers—lawyers and others in 
the inner circle, the so-called Team Normal—spent all their time 
fighting implausible theories about nonexistent voter fraud and 
nonexistent (at least legally) ways to overturn the Electoral College 
vote and hand the election to Trump. Yet none of them came to the 
American public and screamed, “Look at what’s happening here!” 
And given what we’ve learned in the hearings, everyone who testi-
fied absolutely should have.

Day 3 laid that out most clearly. It focused 
on how Trump and his allies tried to bludgeon 
Vice President Mike Pence into using his sup-
posed power to somehow thwart what is his-
torically the ceremonial counting of Electoral 
College votes, which would certify Joe Biden’s 
victory, on January 6. The hearing’s revelations 
were supposed to be shocking, but except for some new (and truly 
chilling) video footage of insurrectionists calling for Pence to be 
brought out and strung up, the effect was oddly numbing.

We learned how much time Pence staffers spent talking to John 
Eastman, a law professor at Chapman University with a couple of 
nothing ideas about how to overturn Biden’s election. The commit-
tee heard about day after day of meetings in which Pence and/or 
staffers listened to ideas that Eastman himself would, at times, dis-
own. But why were so many of the people around Pence and Trump, 
even those on Team Normal, meeting with Eastman constantly? 
Hint: to appease Trump, their deranged boss.

And it wasn’t just Eastman. Trump’s and Pence’s staffers had to 
deal daily with the obviously lame claims of voter fraud from Rudy 
Giuliani and his band of should-be inmates. They’d shoot them 
down and come back to work the next day and do it again.

We’re supposed to be grateful that these staffers thwarted 
Trump’s efforts to overturn the 2020 election and hold on to 

E D I T O R I A L / J O A N  W A L S H  F O R T H E  N A T I O N

Democracy in Peril

We needed 

whistleblowers, and 

we never got them.
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you’re left wondering: Why are we being told this?
Consider the case of radiologists. In 2016, the 

computer scientist Geoffrey Hinton, confident that 
automated analysis had surpassed human insight, 
declared that “we should stop training radiologists 
now.” Extensive research has shown his statement to 
have been wildly premature. And while it’s tempting 
to see it as a temporarily embarrassing bit of over-
reach, I think we need to ask questions about the 
political economy underpinning such declarations.

Radiologists are expensive and, in the US, very 
much in demand—creating what some call a labor 
aristocracy. In the past, the resulting shortages were 
addressed by providing incentives to workers. If this 
could be remedied instead with automation, it would 

devalue the skilled la-
bor performed by ra-
diologists, solving the 
scarcity problem while 
increasing the power 
of owners over the re-
maining staff.

The promotion of 
the idea of automated 
radiology, regardless of 

existing capabilities, is attractive to the ownership 
class because it holds the promise of weakening labor’s 
power and increasing—via workforce cost reduction 
and greater scalability—profitability. Who wants ro-
bot taxis more than the owner of a taxi company?

I say promotion, because there is a large gap 
between marketing hype and reality. This gap is un-
important to the larger goal of convincing the general 
population that their work can be replaced by ma-
chines. The most important AI outcome isn’t thinking 
machines—still a remote goal—but a demoralized 
population, subjected to a maze of brittle automated 
systems sold as being better than the people who are 
forced to navigate life through these systems.

The AI debate may seem remote from everyday 
life. But the stakes are extraordinarily high. Such sys-
tems already determine who gets hired and fired, who 
receives benefits, and who’s making their way onto 
our roads—despite being untrustworthy, error prone, 
and no replacement for human judgment.

And there is one additional peril: though inher-
ently unreliable, such systems are being used, step by 
step, to obscure the culpability of the corporations 
that deploy them through the claim of “sentience.” 

This escape hatch from corporate responsibility 
may represent their greatest danger. N

Dwayne Monroe is an Amsterdam-based Marxist 
tech analyst. He is writing a book, Attack Manne-
quins, exploring the use of AI as propaganda.

Every time you 

hear about AI 

innovations, you 

should detect 

an anti-labor 

program.that text. This is the input. These patterns, once “learned”—a loaded 
word in artificial intelligence (AI)—can be used to produce plausible text 
as output. The ELIZA program, created in the mid-1960s by the MIT 
computer scientist Joseph Weizenbaum, was a famous early example. 
ELIZA didn’t have access to a vast ocean of text or high-speed process-
ing like LaMDA does, but the basic principle was the same. One way 
to get a better sense of LLMs is to note that AI researchers Emily M. 
Bender and Timnit Gebru call them “stochastic parrots.”

There are many troubling aspects to the growing use of LLMs. 
Computation on the scale of LLMs requires massive amounts of elec-
trical power; most of this comes from fossil sources, adding to climate 
change. The supply chains that feed these systems and the human cost 
of mining the raw materials for computer components are also con-
cerns. And there are urgent questions about what such systems are to 
be used for—and for whose benefit.

The goal of most AI (which began as a pure research aspiration an-
nounced at a Dartmouth conference in 1956 but is now dominated by 
the directives of Silicon Valley) is to replace human effort and skill with 
thinking machines. So, every time you hear about self-driving trucks or 
cars, instead of marveling at the technical feat, you should detect the 
outlines of an anti-labor program.

The futuristic promises about thinking machines don’t hold up. This 
is hype, yes—but also a propaganda campaign waged by the tech in-
dustry to convince us that they’ve created, or are very close to creating, 
systems that can be doctors, chefs, and even life companions. 

A simple Google search for the phrase “AI will...” returns millions of 
results, usually accompanied by images of ominous sci-fi-style robots, 
suggesting that AI will soon replace human beings in a dizzying array 
of areas. What’s missing is any examination of how these systems might 
actually work and what their limitations are. Once you part the curtain 
and see the wizard pulling levers, straining to keep the illusion going, 

C O M M E N T / D W A Y N E  M O N R O E

You Talking to Me?
What the latest AI hype is really about.

i
n recent weeks, an unlikely drama has un-
folded in the media. The center of this drama 
isn’t a celebrity or a politician, but a sprawling 
computational system, created by Google, called 
LaMDA (Language Model for Dialogue Appli-

cations). A Google engineer, Blake Lemoine, was suspended 
for declaring on Medium that LaMDA, which he interacted 
with via text, was “sentient.” This declaration (and a subsequent Washington Post
article) sparked a debate between people who think Lemoine is merely stating an 
obvious truth—that machines can now, or soon will, show the qualities of intelli-
gence, autonomy, and sentience—and those who reject this claim as naive at best 
and deliberate misinformation at worst. Before explaining why I think those who 
oppose the sentience narrative are right, and why that narrative serves the power 
interests of the tech industry, let’s define what we’re talking about.

LaMDA is a Large Language Model (LLM). LLMs ingest vast amounts of 
text—almost always from Internet sources such as Wikipedia and Reddit—and, 
by iteratively applying statistical and probabilistic analysis, identify patterns in 
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Childbirth 
in Chains

T H E  P I V O T / V i c t o r i a  L a w Tennessee is the latest state to ban shackling—the 
practice of forcing incarcerated pregnant women to 
wear handcuffs, a belly chain, and leg irons during 
labor—but 11 states still allow it. (*Though the data are 
limited, medical advocates estimate that more than 
3,000 pregnant people are incarcerated each year.)

T

Number of pregnant people in prison

Eleven states allow shackling during labor:

It’s time for every state to end this cruel practice.

finally caught up with him; Cuomo’s predecessor, David Paterson, 
took office after Eliot Spitzer resigned during a prostitution scan-
dal). At least 11 of the state’s lieutenant governors have moved 
up, including Herbert Lehman (after Franklin Roosevelt became 
president) and Mario Cuomo. New York is also one of just six 
states that give the office a separate primary ballot line.

The left should keep its eyes trained on this particular race 
because of the candidacy of Ana María Archila, a veteran activist 
who became a national celebrity after confronting Senator Jeff 
Flake in a Capitol elevator during Brett Kavanaugh’s Supreme 
Court confirmation hearings. Archila, who has been running hard 
for months and has already secured the Working Families Party 
line, would be the first out lesbian to win election statewide, as 
well as the first Latina. Liza Featherstone’s profile on page 26 
goes into more detail, but Archila’s record as a cofounder of Make 
the Road New York, one of the most militant and effective immi-
grant rights groups, has certainly earned her run a close look. N

F R O M  T H E  E D I T O R /
D . D .  G U T T E N P L A N

On Ana María Archila
Why the left should be paying attention to the 
New York lieutenant governor’s race. 

L
ieutenant governors are like airbags: designed to be 
ignored except in the case of a crash. Perhaps that’s 
why so little attention has been paid to the contest 
that will take place on June 28, when New York’s 
Democratic voters will pick a nominee (which in this 

state usually means the eventual winner).
That’s a shame—and not just because New York governors seem 

unusually crash-prone. (Incumbent Governor Kathy Hochul was 
herself deployed after Andrew Cuomo’s career as a serial sex pest 
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but to upend a political status quo in which “bil-
lionaires get to call all the shots in our economy.”

Barnes raises similarly populist themes. “You’ve 
got to look at politicians and their financial 
interests—especially when you are talking about 
ultra-wealthy politicians. They are not going to 
take votes that make them less rich,” the lieutenant 
governor said. “If the decision is to take a vote 
that helps to uplift the community or increases 
their wealth, the community is going to get left 
behind every time.” The candidate is so certain 
this message will resonate that he’s made it central 
to a campaign ad in which he tells voters, “I’m not 
like most senators, or any of the other millionaires 
running for Senate. My mom was a teacher; my 
dad worked third shift. I know how hard you’re 
working, and I know that by bringing manufactur-
ing home, we create jobs and we lower costs. If we 
want to change Washington, we’ve got to change 
the people we send there.”

The Milwaukee Journal Sentinel noted the ad’s 
“reference to multimillionaires Lasry, Godlewski 
and Johnson.” The Republican incumbent spent 
$9 million of his own funds to finance his initial 
Senate bid in 2010. This year, Johnson—who 
famously objected that the 2017 Republican tax 
cuts didn’t go far enough to help the owners of 
corporations—is relying on large donations and 
corporate PAC money to fund a campaign that has 
already spent $6.9 million and has benefited from 
more than $5 million in outside spending. 

At the same time, Lasry is writing substantial 
checks to pay for a campaign that has already spent 
more than $8 million—64 percent of which was 
self-financed by the candidate, according to the 
independent nonprofit OpenSecrets. Of the more 
than $5 million that Godlewski has raised, almost 
65 percent is self-financed. In contrast, Barnes’s 
self-financing figure is zero, as is that of Outag-
amie County Executive Tom Nelson, a progressive 
populist who has ranked fourth in recent polling.

Barnes, whose campaign is based on donations 
averaging less than $40, is at or near the top in 
recent polls. He’ll be outspent, but he’s confident 
that he has the winning message for a fall campaign 

against a millionaire Republican. 
“Not being a millionaire gives 
me a better perspective,” said 
Barnes, who argues that voters 
will respond to a candidate who 
recognizes that “the reason the 
Senate is so broken is because 
these people do not share 
the experience of every-
day Americans.” N

“If we want to 

change Washington,
we’ve got to 

change the people

we send there.”
—Mandela Barnes

nomination, in one of the highest-profile Senate races of 2022. With 
Warren at his side, Barnes told supporters in Madison, “I don’t have 
millions and personal wealth.”  

Unlike a pair of wealthy rivals in the August 9 Democratic 
primary—Milwaukee Bucks executive Alex Lasry and Wisconsin State 
Treasurer Sarah Godlewski—and the Republican incumbent, Ron 
Johnson, Barnes can’t fund his own campaign. Raised in one of Mil-
waukee’s most economically depressed neighborhoods, he is the son of 
a United Auto Workers member and a public school teacher. His latest 
financial disclosure form listed assets of less than $75,000. 

As a front-running contender in the primary race, however, Barnes 
argues that his background is an asset. He says Democrats need a nom-
inee who is clearly distinguished from Johnson, whom the challenger 
dismisses as “a multimillionaire who sells out working families while 
giving his wealthiest donors $215 million in tax breaks.”

“It is important for people to make a real choice at the ballot box, and 
honestly, I feel that my contrast with Senator Johnson cannot be more 
apparent,” Barnes told me. “I would plunge the median income in the 
Senate if I was elected. It would free-fall.” The Democrats’ best hope 
for connecting with frustrated voters in a midterm election year charac-
terized by economic volatility and high inflation is to nominate “more 
people with a real-world, working-class experience,” he explained.

Barnes is not the only Democrat this year who’s arguing that the 
party needs to elevate more working-class Senate candidates. In Mis-
souri, when Trudy Busch Valentine, the granddaughter of the beer 
baron August Anheuser Busch Sr., entered the race for that state’s 
open Senate seat, she got immediate pushback from her top rival. 
“Missouri deserves a warrior for working people, a proven patriot 
who’s served his country, who has the courage to stand up to criminal 
politicians, corrupt elites running massive multinational corporations, 
and billionaire heiresses who have been stripping 
our communities for parts,” declared the campaign 
of Lucas Kunce, a Marine Corps veteran and a 
former director of national security policy at the 
American Economic Liberties Project. Kunce has 
called out political compromises that see “bipar-
tisan majorities vote for Wall Street bailouts, bad 
trade deals, Big Oil subsidies, forever wars, and 
overseas nation building,” and has promised not 
just to flip the seat from Republican to Democrat 

C O M M E N T / J O H N  N I C H O L S

Real Representation   
Progressive Senate hopefuls say voters must stop sending 
millionaires to Congress “who sell out working families.”

w
hen elizabeth warren recently stumped in 
Wisconsin for the progressive US Senate candi-
date Mandela Barnes, she reminded crowds that 
Barnes is not a billionaire who can “just write a 
check” to pay for his campaign. The Massachu-

setts senator was picking up on a major theme for Wisconsin’s 
35-year-old lieutenant governor in his bid for the Democratic

7
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loud when he tweeted: “Worth noting that in the 
50 yrs since Roe, men have become less likely to 
find a spouse, less likely to father kids or live with 
the kids they father, and less likely to participate in 
the workforce.” Destroying Roe is about restoring 
men’s perceived loss of control not only over their 
own lives but over women’s lives too. That’s why 
we don’t see any supposedly pro-life Christians 
rallying for my right to make a baby at 38 by 
mandating insurance coverage for egg freezing or 
in-vitro fertilization (IVF).

Indeed, the pending loss of abortion rights has 
set off an eager round of frenzied efforts across 
the states to limit those options. In Michigan, 
Attorney General Dana Nessel, who’s running for 
reelection, released a mash-up video of her male 
opponents declaring that the legality of birth con-
trol—settled by the Supreme Court in 1965—is 
now a matter for the states to decide. Lawmakers 
in Missouri and Louisiana have introduced bills 
defining Plan B and even IUDs as abortifacients, 
since they violate the fundamentalist Christian 
definition of life (the instant sperm meets an egg). 
Louisiana nearly criminalized IVF with a bill that 
would have granted full rights to “all unborn chil-
dren from the moment of fertilization.” Since IVF 
entails creating multiple embryos from extracted 
eggs in the hope that just one will be viable enough 
to implant in the womb, hard-liners regard the 
discarding of nonviable embryos as murder. The 
bill was later amended out of concern for cou-
ples struggling with infertility—a crime against 
innocents—as opposed to women who willfully 
reject their rightful role as caregivers by pursuing 
a technological solution outside their God-given 
reproductive capability. We are, as Matt Gaetz put 
it, “over-educated, under-loved millennials who 
sadly return from protests to a lonely microwave 
dinner with their cats.” The cries of “Just breast-
feed!” in response to the baby formula shortage 
made the same point: Women who do not or 
cannot give over their entire bodies in service to 
others merit scorn.

I felt so much shame for so long thinking that 
I hadn’t accomplished parent-
hood the fun and free way, 
forcing me to pay a $20,000 
tax—still, a luxury I was lucky 
to afford. It cost me time, 
mulling over what felt like 
an expensive admission of 
failure, as well as frustration 
that I should be considered a 
failure at all. No wonder. Egg 
freezing has been available as 

The women of my 

generation have more 

workforce participation

than ever, but none of 

the infrastructure to 

support our ambitions.

workforce participation (pre-pandemic) than at any time in history, 
but none of the social affirmation or infrastructure to support our 
ambitions. Even the heterosexual millennial men who are our peers 
aren’t necessarily interested in a financially or professionally suc-
cessful partner if she doesn’t put his career first. And I wasn’t terribly 
interested in doing that. 

The prime reason women elect to freeze our eggs, according to 
a Yale anthropologist who was the lead author for the largest study 
on the topic so far, involves their “lack of stable partnerships with 
men committed to marriage and parenting.” The 2018 study found 
that “most of the women had already pursued and completed their 
educational and career goals, but by their late 30s had been unable to 
find a lasting reproductive relationship with a stable partner.” Rather 
than partnering with the wrong person or resigning ourselves to per-
manent PANK (“professional aunt, no kids”) status, women—with 
money—who want children now have options outside of traditional 
relationships. Having committed the sin of staring down 40 with-
out a mate, I decided to reject pity, self-imposed or otherwise, and 
proceed anyway. 

This is exactly what the misogynists on the Supreme Court don’t 
want: elective parenthood that defies biology and traditional gender 
norms. Justice Samuel Alito’s leaked decision makes clear that the 
right is bent not only on overturning Roe v. 
Wade but on eliminating any exceptions to the 
most normative possible reproductive path-
ways—including the perverted one pursued by 
women like me, who dare to delay parenthood, 
remain competitive in the workforce against 
men, and have our baby too. It’s what so in-
furiates the incels and men’s rights crusaders: 
Without the threat of becoming shriveled-up 
old maids, it’s hard to convince women to settle 
for them. Ross Douthat said the quiet part out 

Back Talk
Alexis Grenell

i
n november of last year, i froze 16 eggs. i had 
met the man I now plan to marry a few months 
earlier, but if the relationship hadn’t worked out, 
I was prepared to become a solo parent. I was 
tired of feeling like I’d fucked up by failing to 

find a suitable romantic partner during my peak childbearing 
years. The women of my generation have more education and

Freeze Your Eggs
The right isn’t just gunning for abortion rights, but for 
any procedure that allows women to control their destiny.
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GLOBAL HEALTH PARTNERS is launching a broad-
based, urgent drive to supply Cuba with desperately 
needed medical equipment. Havana’s Calixto Garcia 
Hospital, Cuba’s main trauma center, has 23 operat-
ing rooms but only two working anesthesia machines. 
We’re committed to raising $125,000 this month to 
start rushing urgently needed anesthesia machines, 
sutures and surgical supplies to Cuba.  

Founded in 1896, Calixto Garcia was the first teach-
ing institution in Cuba, and has trained thousands of 
Cuban doctors, nurses, and health care technicians. 
Calixto Garcia needs to perform some 50 lifesaving 
surgeries every day, but under the U.S. embargo, the 
hospital cannot purchase anesthesia machines, or 
desperately needed sutures and surgical tools. 

“Imagine the anguish of having 
to wait for an operation that will save 

the life of your loved one.”
—Dr. Guillermo Sanchez, Chief of Maxillofacial 

Surgery, Calixto Garcia Hospital, Havana

Please show your solidarity now with a country that has 
done so much for the health of its own people, and for 
struggling communities around the world. Help supply 
the Calixto Garcia Hospital with the equipment they 
need to provide urgent care to the Cuban people.

You helped us send six million Covid vaccination syringes to Cuba; now please join us to supply 
Calixto Garcia’s dedicated doctors with the tools they need to save lives every day. 

Global Health Partners has a U.S. Commerce Department license to send these 
medical supplies to Cuba. You can make an immediate tax-deductible donation to 
GHP at www.ghpartners.org or use the QR code. 

PLEASE HELP US SEND VITAL MEDICAL 
SUPPLIES TO CUBA NOW!
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an “elective” procedure only since 2012, 
when the American Society for Repro-
ductive Medicine removed the “experi-
mental” label. I knew one person who’d 
done it outside of medical necessity, and 
her advice to me at 35 was full of urgency: 
Get it done. When I finally did, I felt so 
proud of myself. Proud for prioritizing 
my happiness and holding out for it rath-
er than settling for someone and some-
thing I didn’t want.

I was sitting in a café with a friend 
recently—a professional woman in her 
mid-30s who was at the start of a new re-
lationship—when she broached the topic 
of egg freezing. I rushed to reassure her 

that this is now 
“just what we do.” 
Not out of urgen-
cy, not as a last-
ditch effort, and 
not because we’ve 
failed at any test 
of worthiness. The 
pill was the revo-
lutionary event of 
the late 20th cen-
tury, and now it’s 

freezing our eggs. And just as the pill was 
prescribed only for married women be-
fore becoming available to single women 
and eventually teenage girls, it should be-
come standard for women to freeze their 
eggs at 25. Set it and forget it unless and 
until the time is right. Women deserve 
the security and freedom that come from 
not living life like we’re up against an 
outdated countdown clock, just as men 
have. Oh, and cats. Lots of cats. N
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successes on the bipartisan front (getting GOP support for an infrastruc-
ture bill and a few other measures, such as Postal Service reform and the 
establishment of Juneteenth as a national holiday). But these measures 
amount to—as even the most enthusiastic Biden fan would admit—far 
less than the New Deal– or Great Society–size presidency that many had 
hoped for. More to the point, there’s been little success in shoring up 
American democracy. The push for a new voting rights act has stalled, and 
Trumpist candidates openly promising to sabotage the next presidential 
election continue to win Republican primaries. 

Biden’s dual program of bipartisanship and democratic restoration is 
supported by the Democratic Party establishment. It was House Speaker 
Nancy Pelosi, in remarks made in early May at the Aspen Ideas Climate 
Conference in Miami, who articulated this agenda with great clarity, saying 
action on the environment needed bipartisan cooperation and a “strong 
Republican Party.” Pelosi explained: “So rather than saying ‘Well, we have 
to defeat them,’ no, let’s just try to persuade them. I want the Republican 
Party to take back the party, take it back to where you were when you cared 
about a woman’s right to choose, you cared about the environment.” She 
added, “Here I am, Nancy Pelosi, saying this country needs a strong Re-
publican Party. Not a cult.” 

It’s clear that by “a strong Republican Party,” what Pelosi means is a 
party that is not beholden to the radical right or figures like Donald Trump. 
More cynically, she’s perhaps boasting about the fact that the Democrats 
have disciplined the left wing of their party in order to govern from the 
center and would like to see the Republicans do the same.

The project of creating “a strong Republican Party” is a strange one. 
The history over many decades—not just during the Trump years, but 
going back to Barry Goldwater’s winning of the nomination in 1964—is 
of moderate Republicans being easily vanquished by the far right. After 
all, it’s hardly the case that the GOP in recent decades, even before Trump 
became the party’s standard-bearer in 2016, was strong on environmen-
talism or reproductive freedom.

a
s president, joe biden has set for himself two 
tasks that are, if not totally contradictory, at the 
very least in tension with each other: He’s been 
eager to work across the aisle to restore bipartisan 
comity, while also promising to defend American 

democracy from the existential threat of Trumpian authoritari-
anism. In the first 18 months of his presidency, he’s scored some 

Caught in a 
Bipartisan Trap
The January 6 hearings show the dangers of trying to hold 
the GOP accountable while working across the aisle.

Bosses Are 
Still Scared of 
the IWW
R.H.  LOSSIN

The Rotten 
Roots of the 
IMF and the 
World Bank
DANIEL STEINMETZ-
JENKINS

M O R E  O N L I N E
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Morbid Symptoms
Jeet Heer
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The pill was the 

revolutionary 

event of the 

20th century. 

Now it’s 
freezing 

our eggs. 
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But the plain fact that the Republicans 
aren’t willing to moderate hasn’t stopped the 
Democratic establishment from constantly try-
ing to prop up the small number of Republi-
cans who, if you are willing to make allowances 
for some egregious actions, might be mistaken 
for moderates. Biden, Pelosi, and other Demo-
cratic leaders are thus engaged in an impossible 
juggling act: They are simultaneously trying to 
govern as Democrats and pushing to reform 
their rival party (rather than, as is normal in a 
democracy, to defeat it).

The hearings into the January 6, 2021, at-
tempted insurrection vividly illustrate the confusion of this 
conflicted agenda. On the one hand, under the able steward-
ship of Mississippi Representative Bennie Thompson, the 
hearings did a superb job of laying out the essential case: that 
Trump and his cronies egged on a mob to attack the Capitol, 
with the intent of overturning the results of the election. 

In making this case, the committee was careful to do 
everything possible to get Republican buy-in, even though 
Republican congressional bigwigs like Kevin McCarthy, the 
House minority leader, repeatedly questioned the legitima-
cy of the panel. The committee 
included two Republicans: Wyo-
ming Representative Liz Cheney 
(who is vice chair) and Illinois 
Representative Adam Kinzinger. 
Cheney in particular was given 
pride of place, with Johnson de-
scribing her as “a patriot, a pub-
lic servant of profound courage, 
of devotion to her oath and the 
Constitution.” 

The hearings were largely 
aimed at sorting out good Re-
publicans from bad, with much 
praise being lavished on former 
attorney general William Barr 
and former vice president Mike 
Pence. One of Pence’s assistants, 
attorney Greg Jacob, talked in the 
hearings about how on January 6 
he turned to the story of Daniel 
in the Hebrew Bible. The impli-
cation here is that Pence was like 
Daniel, a hero who stayed true 
even in the lions’ den. 

But, on the other hand, this 
valorization of Barr and Pence 
is absurd. To be sure, there is 
value in having Barr state that 
Trump’s claims of election fraud 
are “bullshit.” And Pence has to 
be honored for resisting Trump’s 

threats and certifying the election results (al-
though it’s worth noting that in so doing, he 
merely followed the example of every previous 
American vice president). 

Yet both Barr and Pence were thorough-
ly complicit in the Trump presidency before 
January 6. Barr has said that he would vote for 
Trump if he were the party’s nominee in 2024. 
Pence has been extremely gingerly in his criti-
cism of Trump, gesturing toward a need for the 
GOP and the country to move on. This is a po-
sition that serves Pence’s presidential ambitions 
but is not, to put it mildly, a profile in courage. 

The big story of American politics is the increasing 
authoritarianism of the GOP. The January 6 hearings do 
nothing to counteract this trend. In her capacity as vice chair, 
Cheney has reportedly worked to shield top Republicans like 
Ginni Thomas, the wife of Supreme Court Justice Clarence 
Thomas, from investigation. It’s no surprise that Cheney is 
eager for a whitewash that targets only Trump and a few of 
his cronies while protecting the GOP. Less obvious is why 
Democrats are so eager to protect the good name of a party 
holding a knife to the neck of democracy. N

Why are 

Democrats so 

eager to protect 

the good name 

of a party 

holding a knife 

to the neck of 

democracy?
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SCOREThe

The Economy’s
Bright Spots

Sources: Bureau of Labor Statistics; St. Louis Fed; economist Arindrajit Dube

Workers are benefiting from 
a strong labor market.

Nonretirement
quit rate

They are leaving  
jobs for new ones 
at a record pace.

2022

2012

Employment 
recovery has 
been equitable.

Black men have a higher 
employment rate now 
than they did before the 
pandemic.

63.8%
65%

Feb. 2020
May 2022

5%

Wage growth for bottom 10% of earners
—even taking inflation into account.

2 job openings 
for every  

unemployed 
worker

Not All Bad News

w
hen people are asked what is the number one problem 
facing the economy, they overwhelmingly say it’s infla-
tion—and they aren’t wrong. Inflation has been higher, 
broader, and more persistent than most experts predicted 
last year. The US annual inflation rate in May was 8.6 per-

cent—the highest since 1981. Even before Russia’s invasion of Ukraine sent 
energy and food prices soaring, inflation had been higher than economists 
and lawmakers should have been comfortable with. Combating it requires 
an all-of-the-above approach, from investments in infrastructure to allevi-
ate supply chain problems to public funding of care work to help with the 
labor supply. The Federal Reserve will need to tamp 
down demand, but it is not the solution. If the Fed 
raises interest rates too high too fast, it could trigger 
another recession. Only the government can provide 
the industrial policy that we need to ensure stability 
in food and energy prices.

Yet amid the rising prices, there are positive signs 
in the economy, ones that matter for everyday peo-
ple. Right now, the labor market is stronger, more 
dynamic, and more equitable than nearly anyone 
following the economy foresaw. As we consider 
how to move the pandemic recovery into the next 
stage, these developments need to be not only 
acknowledged but protected.

First, the labor market has not been this strong for 
workers this early in a recovery in generations. And 
that is most likely due to the effects of the American 
Rescue Plan. There are between 1.75 million and 3 mil-
lion more jobs than the Congressional Budget Office 
projected without the ARP, and labor force participa-
tion is 0.3 percent higher and unemployment 1.5 per-
cent lower. This has left the United States in a much 
better position, both in terms of overall growth and 
wages, than Europe, which is facing similar inflation 
challenges.

The second strength is labor market dynamism. 
Over the past decade, economists and popular com-
mentators have argued, correctly, that labor markets 
were too cold—meaning there were too few people 
switching jobs, starting businesses, or otherwise mov-
ing to find better and more productive places to work. 
This wasn’t just bad for workers; it was bad for the 
whole economy, which lost productivity and growth 
and became more sclerotic. 

This problem has been solved by the white-hot 

labor market. Workers are upgrading their jobs at a re-
cord pace, with strong wage growth as a result. Though 
inflation has taken a bite out of workers’ paychecks, 
wages have been increasing for those at the bottom 
of the income distribution. As the economist Arindrajit 
Dube has found, while workers in the middle of the 
income distribution have seen a slight drop in their 
wages in inflation-adjusted terms, those in the bottom 
10 percent have seen a 5 percent increase. This is unlike 
what happened in previous recoveries, in which bene-
fits went to the wealthy first before trickling down to 
anyone else.

Which leads to a third strength: the numerous ways 
this economic recovery has been uniquely equitable. As 
Joelle Gamble, the chief economist at the Department 
of Labor, recently observed, Black men have a higher 
employment rate now than they did before the pan-
demic. More generally, increases in employment have 
been broadly shared, especially when compared with 
the recovery that followed the Great Recession.

Economists have found that 
the recovery in the labor market 
is running eight years faster than 
the previous one. And the re-
bound after the Great Recession 
was especially slow for those 
traditionally excluded from the 
job market, but during this one, 
people across genders, ages, and 
education levels have seen sig-
nificant and swift gains. Though 
there is a long way to go in allevi-
ating underlying inequities—Black 
men, for instance, still face an 
unemployment rate 2.1 percent-
age points higher than the overall 
rate—a strong labor market can 
ensure that the recovery isn’t iso-
lated to those who were already 
well-off. An economic slowdown, 
however, would likely harm work-
ers of color and other vulnerable 
groups disproportionately.

As policy-makers move to 
drive inflation down, it is essen-
tial that they don’t lose sight of 
these important developments. 
There’s room to land a soft re-
covery and keep what’s working 
in our economy. But to do that, 
we need to recognize that, in ad-
dition to the problems, there are 
encouraging trends that we must 
fight to preserve.

Mike Konczal
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In Memoriam 
S N A P S H O T / J u s t i n  S u l l i v a n Visitors walk among the panels of the AIDS Memorial Quilt in San 

Francisco’s Golden Gate Park on June 11. Marking the quilt’s 35th 
anniversary, the display of more than 3,000 panels was the largest 
exhibition of the memorial in the city’s history. Conceived by the San 
Francisco gay rights activist Cleve Jones, it first appeared in 1987 on 
the National Mall in Washington, D.C. 

By the 
Numbers

1.6%
Portion of US 
adults who are 
transgender or 
nonbinary

1 in 5
Number of Ameri-
cans who say they 

know someone 
who describes 
themselves as 
nonbinary

11M
Number of LGBTQ 
people in the 
United States

22%
Portion of LGBTQ 
people who live 
in poverty

36%
Portion of trans 
people of color 
who are experienc-
ing food insecurity

100+
Number of bills 
introduced across 
the country in 2022 
targeting trans 
people

23%
Portion of abortion 
clinics that offer 
care specifically 
designed for trans 
patients

31
Number of states 
that prohibit work-
place discrimina-
tion based on sex-
ual orientation and 
gender identity

Election Night at the 
Trump White House

’Twas said that finding wise advice

Was something Donald Trump had mastered.

So who’d he listen to that night?

Just Rudy Giuliani, plastered.
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How I Sto

When I came out, I 
steeled myself to join a 

minority—only to find that 
my identity had become a 

marketing niche. 

T hrough some chemical quirk, i 
was born gay. Though inborn, this 
characteristic did not appear at 
birth. Sexuality is like height rather 
than eye color: I was born with 

blue eyes, but my height and sexuality did not reveal 
themselves immediately. I was meant to be tall, and 
meant to be attracted to other boys; but when I was 
a child, I was no more gay than I was tall. Since 
children of my generation were assumed to be het-
erosexual, you had to challenge the assumption—be-
come gay in the eyes of others—and it was not until 
I told people, in late adolescence (around the same 
time I became tall), that others began to perceive me 
as a member of a minority.

For most of the first two decades of my life, I had 
not, therefore, been seen as a member of a minority. 
In a way this was lucky, since this was not a group 
anyone in my generation was rushing to join. Mem-
bership, for many people, was dangerous. For young 
people, it could mean being subjected to bullying, or 
being kicked out of your house, or being subjected to 
abusive “therapies.” For adults, it could mean work-
place and housing discrimination, as well as other 
associated risks: depression, drug abuse, suicide.

I was lucky not to have these problems. Grow-
ing up gay was terrible for many, but for some 

Benjamin Moser’s most recent book, Sontag: Her Life and 
Work, won the Pulitzer Prize for biography in 2020.

ILLUSTRATION BY JOE CIARDIELLO

B E N J A M I N  M O S E R
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reason—another roll of the dice—I 
was spared the misery many experi-
enced. It’s true that my parents were 
anything but bigots. (But plenty of 
people with families like mine were 
scarred by the experience.) I never 
had problems at school; the tall gene 
surely helped in this sense. (But I 
have known others who were not 
bullied and who nevertheless had a 
difficult time.) I didn’t even have a 
lachrymose coming-out story. The 
minute I got to college, I made sure 

everyone knew, and that was that. 
And in 1994, gayness was considered far less novel than it 

had been even a few years before. There was still no lack of hat-
ers, but in the social and educational world that I was brought 
up in, people had gotten the memo that it was no longer cool to 
say derogatory things about homosexuals. Old attitudes persist-
ed, of course. But the old language used to express them was on 
its way out, and those who hated homosexuals knew to say “reli-
gious freedom” or “family values” instead of plain old “faggot.” 

Even before I graduated from high school, I had seen the 
radical change in attitudes toward homosexuals. My earliest 
memories of gay people came from watching a neighborhood. 
Montrose was developed just west of downtown Houston in 
the 1910s. Unlike my own, more homogeneous community, in-
habited by people like my parents—straight white profession-
als with a couple of kids—Montrose was what we would later 
call “diverse.” Ratty apartment complexes stood alongside old 
mansions. Most houses were brick bungalows. The people who 

John’s death was presented as something of 
a mystery. He had, my mother explained, been 
“celibate” for several years. This was the first 
time I encountered that word, and she told me 
what it meant. I understood that celibacy made 
his death seem like a fluke—bad luck—like dy-
ing of lung cancer decades after you quit smok-
ing. The implication was that gay sex was like 
cigarettes, something that could kill you. I don’t 
recall John’s name ever coming up again, but 
AIDS turned a previously unspeakable mystery 
into a constant topic of conversation. 

I remember only two articles I read in 
childhood that featured gay protagonists who 
were not dying. One was about a man named 
Terry. His mother asked if he was gay; he had to 
admit he was; she wept. The second was about 
gay life at Rice University, a few minutes from 
our house. A student named Alex said that he 
and his straight girlfriends checked out guys’ 
butts. Rated them. John’s story equated gay-
ness with death. Terry’s equated it with shame, 
with horrifying your parents. Alex’s—well, I 
must have remembered it because it was such a 
thrill. A guy only a little bit older—right down 
the street—checking out other guys. That was 
extremely exciting—all the more so because 
there was a picture of Alex, and he was cute. I, 
too, wanted nothing more than to look at men. 
But the message that looking at other guys 
was dangerous was everywhere. The thing you 

lived in them were often referred to as “artistic”—a word which, I later figured out, 
meant gay. Montrose was seedy; the houses were cheap; and it had tattoo parlors 
and “adult bookstores,” which I later figured out were different from bookstores 
for adults. Long before I ever set foot in a bar, I knew that Montrose was where 
the bars were. 

And then, in the middle of the ’80s, when I was 9 or 10, weeds and for-sale signs 
sprouted on the lawns of Montrose. The quirky shops closed; the neighborhood 
emptied out. Its inhabitants were dy-
ing off, one by one, in a mass-death 
event that, at least at first, went large-
ly unseen by society at large—which 
was to say by heterosexual society. A 
neighborhood that had been associ-
ated with dodgy fun was starting to 
disappear. And the people who were 
dying were people like me. 

When I was a child, I knew only 
one person who died of AIDS. His 
name was John; his sister was a friend 
of my mother’s. I saw him just once, 
when he came to our house in the 
hills between Houston and Austin. I 
can see him now. He had a mustache, 
and sat on some puffy Edwardian 
chairs my mother later reupholstered. 
That’s how I know I was very young, 
since the house was renovated when 
I was in third grade, and everything 
slightly shopworn, including those 
chairs, got a fresh lease on life.  

Being part of a 
minority that nobody 
knew I belonged to 
made me naughty. 
It gave me a glint in 
my eye.

Where the boys Where the boys 

were: were: Houston’s Lobo Houston’s Lobo 

store (below) was store (below) was 

a gay oasis. Inset: a gay oasis. Inset: 

Lobo’s owner, Larry Lobo’s owner, Larry 

Lingle (right), and his Lingle (right), and his 

partner, Bill White. partner, Bill White. 

g y g y
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wanted more than anything else was also the 
most forbidden. This prohibition destroyed 
many people. It could get you killed; it could 
force you to live in hiding and shame. 

I, on the other hand, discovered a perver-
sion in my character. This wasn’t my sexual 
orientation. I don’t know where I found the 
self-confidence to know that any difficulties I 
was experiencing on that front were temporary. 
I always knew that, like Alex, I would eventually 
go to college. And I started to like being gay 
because it seemed like a way off the ladder of 
“achievement” followed by consumption—an 
opportunity to do something different with my 
life. It allowed me to inhabit a vast zone of 
privacy, a place nobody else could enter. The 
perversion was that the secrecy turned me on. 
This was distinct from being turned on by men. 
I enjoyed being part of a minority that nobody 
knew I belonged to. Knowing that nobody knew 
made me naughty. It gave me a glint in my eye. 

I 
had seen magazines with naked women, 
furtive glimpses of someone’s dad’s Play-
boy, but it wasn’t until high school that I 
saw magazines with naked men. I’m not 
sure how I found out about a bookshop 

in Montrose called Lobo. Alongside a wide 
selection of respectable gay and lesbian litera-
ture—“respectable” was a relative term, since at 
that time even the most polite gay literature was 
considered little better than pornography—it 
sold real porn.

It’s hard to explain what an event this book-
store was for me—and for others, too. “It’s an 
act of liberation, and an act of liberation that 
we at the turn of the century take for granted,” 
an activist, Gene Harrington, said in a 1999 
article from OutSmart, now archived on a web-
site, Houston LGBT History, that preserves 
the memories of such places. They were “our 
only source of gay and lesbian literature. If you 
wanted a book by a gay author or on a gay issue, 
you either went to a store like Lobo, or you 
didn’t get it.”

Founded in Dallas in 1973 by a man named 
Larry Lingle, who was married to a woman for 
eight years and who only came out at age 37, 
Lobo opened in Houston in 1986. An article 
from This Week in Texas in 1987 shows just 
how subversive a gay bookstore was around 
the time I was coming to identify with that 
minority. When I was 11, the vice squad raided 
the Dallas branch and arrested Lingle for a 
“class B misdemeanor for possession of sexual 
materials, namely dildos.” In 1973, Texas had 
passed a statute forbidding the sale of “obscene 
devices...including a dildo or artificial vagina.” 
(This law is apparently still on the books.)

“We aren’t worried about guns in Texas,” 
Lingle is quoted as saying, “but you can’t sell a 

concealed dildo.” Fourteen months of legal maneuvers followed, and the next year, 
he and his partner, Bill White, moved to Houston. White died of AIDS in 1995. He 
was 39. Lingle’s life, and the bookstore’s, shared features with other gay institutions 
of that time. There was police harassment, death by AIDS, and then—just after the 
business had finally become socially acceptable—death by Internet.  

But when I was in high school, Lobo loomed fascinatingly. “A lot of people come 
to the door of the bookstore and don’t even come in,” Lingle said in the OutSmart 
article. I knew the feeling: I had never felt so bold walking into a store. I knew that 
walking in meant walking into something from which I could never again walk out. 
Once inside, I ought to have gravitated to works of gay literature. But being a teen-
age boy, I gravitated toward the porn instead. No straight person can understand 
the thrill of a gay boy’s first encounter with a magazine made 
for boys like him. Has anybody ever properly sung the praises 
of the gay pornographers?

I
f i were to try, i would start by saying that gay porn 
is entirely different from straight porn. It’s not even a close 
cousin. To use the same word implies an equation, implies 
that they were the same. They were not the same. There 
should have been another word for it.

Boys of my generation—of every generation before mine—
were assumed to be interested in 
girls. There were limits to how this 
interest could be expressed, which 
depended on region and religion, 
and which changed as we grew. The 
ways 7-year-old boys were meant 
to interact with girls was different 
from the ways 16-year-olds could, 
and the role of teachers and parents 
was, in large part, to teach us to ex-
press this interest appropriately. At 
the same time, we were aggressively 
discouraged from looking at boys. The ridicule that surrounded 
homosexuality, the aura of weakness and inferiority and per-
versity and disease, was often more powerful than the outright 
violence that, we understood, awaited anyone who didn’t get 
the message. 

That message arrived long before we quite understood what 
it was about. Long before boys had any idea what sex or sexu-
ality was, other children understood that there was something 

“We aren’t worried  
about guns in Texas.  
But you can’t sell a  
concealed dildo.”

—Larry Lingle

A different light:  A different light:  

Above, a portrait of Above, a portrait of 

the author as a young the author as a young 

man: “The secrecy man: “The secrecy 

turned me on.” turned me on.” 
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book, every movie. And so, although I was lucky to be spared 
outright prejudice, bullying, or rejection, I shared with every 
other gay boy that knowledge that I wasn’t supposed to look. 
The cops that were always on duty in the outside world were 
on duty inside of me, too. If I was going to keep my secret, I 
needed to be unrelentingly vigilant. It helped that, when I was 
growing up, any images of men that were even slightly sexually 
suggestive appeared in a heterosexual frame. When we grew a 
bit more sophisticated, when we learned a bit more about how 
to look at them, we saw that, despite this frame, many of these 
images were—actually, secretly—intended for us. A magazine 
called Playgirl preserved the frame even in its title.

Gay porn’s contribution was to strip away the frame. I don’t 
think a naked woman could ever look as good to a straight man 

as those guys looked to us. Here, at 
last, were men who didn’t want me 
to look away; who, instead, had done 
everything possible to get me to 
look. They had put incredible effort 
into making themselves as attractive 
as possible. They had spent years 
working out. Some had left the hair 
on their faces or bodies; some had 
removed it. Great care had gone 
into lighting them, dressing them, 
styling them, photographing them, 
so we could see everything they 

had to show. These were not men for women. 
These, finally, were men for us. Their appeal 
was not akin to pictures of women for straight 
boys, merely sexual. It was existential. 

These men’s appeal was their invitation to 
look. Check us out. Take all the time you want, 
they said, knowing this was what we wanted 
most. They were looking at us, daring us to 
look back; and though their bodies were un-
deniably attractive, the real appeal was their 
eyes. In almost every one of the gay sex stories 
I devoured as a teenager, the plot hinged on the 
eyes. Two men were walking past each other; 
a glance gave something away. “What are you 
looking at?” an unattainable jock said to a boy 
caught peeping. I knew about wanting to look 
a slight split second longer—and forcing myself 
to look away. I knew what it was like to wonder 
about every guy I met: friend or foe? In gay 
porn, there was always a happy ending. 

I
n the outside world, there were start-
ing to be more images of gay men. In 1992, 
when I was 16, I saw Les Nuits Fauves, a 
French movie by a director named Cyril 
Collard. It included some sex scenes; I 

don’t remember how explicit they were, but in 
a world in which such images were almost en-
tirely absent, they were there, among the first I 
had ever seen. The next year came Philadelphia, 
starring the heterosexual actor Tom Hanks, 
whose “courage” in portraying a gay man was 
often praised as an indication that times were 
changing; for a straight man to play a gay man 
would once have meant career suicide. Hanks’s 

When I was growing up, 
any images of men that 
were slightly suggestive 
appeared in a hetero-
sexual frame. Gay porn 
stripped away the frame.

Montrose memories: Montrose memories: 

Houston Pride, 1979.Houston Pride, 1979.

different about certain boys, and often bullied them. Long before we knew which 
sexual interests were acceptable, or even what sexual interests were, we knew not to 
look at other boys. Later, realizing that we were the intended recipients of this un-
spoken message, we trained ourselves to avert our eyes. This required unrelenting 
vigilance. Wanting to look at other boys was the most natural, and most forbidden, 
thing in the world. Eyes could betray us, endanger us. 

(How do you recognize gay men? To this day, I can spot them by their eyes.) 
Heterosexual couplings, romanticized and celebrated, were the plot of every 
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had been heterosexual. I felt no loss 
at knowing, long before they did, 
that I would be excluded from the 
world over which such people pre-
sided, the world for which I had 
been made. I knew that, if being gay 
meant losing certain possibilities, it 
also offered a whole new realm of 
other possibilities unattainable by 
my heterosexual peers. I suspected 
that the smartest among those peers 
would envy those possibilities, and 
time has proved me right. 

But that didn’t solve the problem of what to do with myself. 
If I wasn’t going to be the person I was brought up to be, what 
else was I to do? A life spent poolside with Brad Stone and 

Chase Hunter and Jake Andrews was not real-
istic. (Where are they now? Do they know how 
much they were loved?) Unlike virtually every-
one I knew, these guys weren’t trying to get into 
an Ivy League school, or dreaming of becoming 
an investment banker. (Although maybe they, 
too, dreamed of Princeton and Morgan Stanley, 
as far as I knew; in the days before the Internet, 
it was impossible to know anything of these men 
beyond a few carefully edited images.) But it was 
harder for me to let go of the values—not to 
mention the privileges—with which I grew up. 
It’s not that I didn’t want to. It was that I couldn’t 
see many viable alternatives.

I knew, however, that to take off your clothes for the eyes of 
other men was to reject our society more thrillingly than any 
other way I knew. These men were showing me other possibil-
ities. And knowing these possibilities existed, even though I didn’t yet know which 
ones, allowed me to bide my time. I’d keep pretending to be the perfect American 
boy. I became an Eagle Scout. I smiled at the thought that the people around me had 
no idea, and the thought gave me that glint in my eye. I’d look at guys in secret for 
now—knowing that the minute I got to college they’d start to look back.

A
s soon as i stopped averting my eyes, i knew that i would be dis-
qualifying myself from whole areas of the society that made me. The 
perverse part of me was looking forward to it. If I dreaded exclusion, 
I also wanted to be freed from the jail of societal expectations and al-
lowed to make a life of my own—but then, right as I went to college, 

the outside world changed. Not everywhere. Not for everyone. Not entirely. But it 
changed, and with astounding speed. It felt 
that suddenly, lots of people—not everyone, 
by all means, but lots of people—stopped 
caring if you were gay. Decades of activism 
by thousands of unsung Larry Lingles had 
led the way. To come of age as a gay man in 
those years, in the 1990s and 2000s, was like 
being there when a glacier that had sat qui-
etly for thousands of years suddenly lurched 
seaward and split into icebergs. Right as I 
was entering adulthood, victory started to 
feel foreordained, and though we still faced 
innumerable problems, we thought that 
the momentum we had witnessed would 
continue. We thought—as we would not 
later—that these problems would be solved. 

Long before we knew 
which sexual interests 
were acceptable, or 
even what sexual inter-
ests were, we knew not 
to look at other boys.

character died of AIDS—and so, a few months 
after Les Nuits Fauves was released, did Collard. 
Now we were allowed to see a few gay men—
but only with the assurance that, in the movie 
and even in real life, they would die at the end.

There were no such deaths in gay porn. There 
were no high school bullies. There was no AIDS 
and no vice squad, no Republicans and no reli-
gious right, nobody’s hateful family kicking them 
out, nobody getting arrested for the possession 
of dildos. It was a paradise exclusively inhabited 
by attractive men fucking as many other hot men 
as they wanted—and living happily ever after. It 
was a bright vision of an alternative future. And 
from the time I discovered these magazines, I 
understood clearly that—marginal as they were, 
invisible as they were to hetero-
sexuals, and even to the many 
gay people who had no access to 
them—the right wing was correct 
to worry.  

What was the threat that led 
the cops to bust down the door 
of a place like Lobo? To grow up 
gay in the era of Ronald Reagan 
and George H.W. Bush was to 
understand that the GOP’s at-
tacks on “obscenity,” their ob-
noxious jokes about AIDS, their 
efforts to regulate women’s sex-
ual activity through restrictions on abortion 
and birth control, were not merely a footnote, 
as their supporters in neighborhoods like mine 
told themselves. These people were “fiscal con-
servatives” or “tough on crime” but saw nothing 
wrong with contraception or dirty movies. In 
the posh enclaves of Houston and many similar 
places, Republican voters viewed these policies 
as unsavory compromises inevitable in politics. 

But to be gay was to understand that cer-
tain people had decided that to look at other 
men was to subvert the state. Looking at men 
was incompatible with the culture I was being 
groomed to inherit. To do so openly meant to 
relinquish whatever role I had been assigned by 
birth and education. The em-
pire may not yet have realized 
that I was a subversive, but it 
knew about my kind. It knew 
that we were dangerous, and 
its stewards harassed people 
like me. There were so many 
reasons to distrust that state, 
and the list grew longer the 
more I learned about it. But 
for me, the most basic reason 
was that it wanted me dead. 

That knowledge made me 
look at the people in charge 
of my society in a different 
way than I would have if I 

Sexual outlaws? Sexual outlaws? 

From the fervid nights From the fervid nights 

of of Les Nuits FauvesLes Nuits Fauves

(left) to the eternal (left) to the eternal 

sunshine of sunshine of Will & Will & 

GraceGrace (below), much  (below), much 

was gained. And was gained. And 

something was lost. something was lost. 
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We had come so far, so fast. In 
1977, the year after I was born, 
John Rechy wrote in The Sexual 
Outlaw that “every male homosex-
ual lives under the constant threat 
of arbitrary arrest and a wrecked 
life.” The year I left home, 1994, 
there were still weeds on Montrose 
lawns. We were seven years from 
Lingle’s arrest for selling dildos; two 
years from a Republican National 
Convention, in Houston, that de-
nounced gay people with a fervor 

once reserved for communists and race-mixers. The speed of 
the change, at least in my world, seemed stunning. 

It was true that, for a while, people went through the mo-
tions. Barack Obama might not have been able to win the 
Democratic nomination in 2008 if he hadn’t pretended to be 
against gay marriage. But the change happened so quickly that it 
was hard to remember how total the revolution had been. AIDS 
became a treatable long-term health issue—akin to diabetes—at 
least if you could afford that treatment; like all health issues, this 
one, in our country, was brutally divided by class. In a few short 
years, gay people went from a diseased enemy of the American 
family to the fun sidekicks in Will & Grace. This new homosex-
ual (abs; BFF) was a considerable improvement over previous 
incarnations. But it was still condescending, still a caricature, still 
something less than full equality. And it was uncomfortably com-
patible with the consumerist values of the very empire that—it 
had seemed only last week—wanted us dead. 

That’s why I didn’t like the word “homophobia.” It sug-

was only fair that they be a little bit afraid of  
homosexuals, too.

The fact was, though, I was incredibly lucky. 
I couldn’t complain. I was fully aware that it was 
easier to be born gay where and when I was than 
at any other place or time in history. Only a few 
years before I came into adulthood, a gay person 
of identical background would have been much 
more marginal. The old taboo lost its electricity 
with a speed that was a mystery, and the result 
was a great human achievement. Prejudice was 
eroding. Effective treatments for AIDS were 
emerging. And—if we needed any more convinc-
ing that things were getting better—the Internet 
came along to offer an unlimited supply of sex. 
No gay people in history had it as good. 

Through no effort of my own, my life had 
been wondrously easy. The larger effort had been 
made for me by others; and as I inherited other 
things, I inherited the fruits of someone else’s 
struggle. The biggest risk I had ever taken was 
sneaking into a bookshop to buy dirty magazines. 
Compared to the obstacles someone like Larry 
Lingle had confronted, or that the models and 
the staff of those magazines had faced, this was 
pretty pathetic. Unlike Lingle, I stood zero risk of 
being raided by the vice squad. My partner would 
not, like his, die of AIDS. I would never lose 
my job, home, friends, or family because I was 
gay. I had lucked into my life, into the broader 
circumstances of my life, and in this I was typical 
of a specific social class, in a specific generation: 
allowed to retreat into our own world, to pursue 
whatever relationships and careers and hobbies 
we chose, secure in the knowledge that nobody 
outside would ever bother us. 

We wouldn’t have to invent a new way to 
live after all. Those of us who grew up thinking 
that we would be expelled from the empire 
were welcomed back into its fold. I had been 
steeled to join a minority—and then, as soon 
as I did, everyone, at least in my small world, 
forgot it was a minority. I had no hankering for 
opprobrium. But it was the same story with so 
many of the struggles my generation inherited: 
The victories were in the past. Though we were 
their beneficiaries, they had happened without 
us. We would not storm Omaha Beach, or 
march with Martin Luther King in Alabama, or 
throw a brick at the Stonewall riot. We had no 
more played a role in these struggles than we 
had played a role in inventing the telephone. 
Like a superficial wound that healed without 
any effort on our part, so, it seemed, did society 
improve. Progress had happened without us in 
the past, and would in the future.

By the time I graduated, gayness had become 
fashionable in a way that had been impossible 
to imagine when I was buying Advocate Men 
in Montrose. Rather than hating us, more and 
more people wanted to join us—or at least 

gested an irrational fear. Part of me always thought—hoped—that this fear was 
rational. There was a bit of fantasy in this, too: No matter how much I dreamed 
about being separate from the system that produced me, I was always aware that 
I was one of its most-favored sons, and that whatever I might say or think about 
that system—even using the phrase “the system”—was about as threatening as 
a teenager painting his fingernails black. People where I came from were afraid 
of the descendants of the people our country had enslaved. And I thought it 

“Every male homosexual 
lives under the constant 
threat of arbitrary arrest 
and a wrecked life.”

—John Rechy, The Sexual Outlaw

Favorite son: Favorite son: Just as Just as 

the author (pictured the author (pictured 

below) entered col-below) entered col-

lege, homosexuals lege, homosexuals 

seemed to shift from seemed to shift from 

outcasts to interest outcasts to interest 

group. The abundance group. The abundance 

of porn on the Internet of porn on the Internet 

soon made publica-soon made publica-

tions like tions like Advocate Advocate 

MenMen seem quaint.  seem quaint. 
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accessorize with us. Over the 
next decades, the group known 
as “gays and lesbians” expand-
ed. We would be united with 
bisexuals, transgender people, 
and then a whole list of “sexu-
al minorities”: intersex, asexuals, 
demisexuals, the gender fluid, the 
nonbinary, the polyamorous, and 
so forth, all of whom were knitted 
together by the word “queer.” I 
liked the word when it was used by 
radical AIDS groups, but I didn’t 
like it once it became generalized. 
It suggested weirdness, first of all, 
and I wasn’t weird; I was gay. And the word eventually began to 
be employed by anyone situated on the “spectrum of sexuality”—
and that, by definition, was everyone. 

I 
loved gay porn for the plot. the turn-on, the tension, 
the naughtiness, came from those forbidden glances, from 
that moment of wondering how this was going to turn out. 
Of course, if you bought the magazine or the video at a place 
like Lobo, you knew how it was going to turn out. But you 

also knew how a Jane Austen novel was going to turn out, and that 
didn’t make the book any less exciting. Porn wasn’t real life. It 
was an aestheticization—and, like all successful aestheticizations, 
more real than real life. A novel set in a splendid 19th-century 
country estate could feel far more relevant than a contemporary 
novel: Its romance, its beauty, were all the more acute because the 
emotions behind its exotic setting were so intimately familiar. This 
kind of gay porn had the intensified immediacy, and the magic, 
of dreams. The romance novel was effective because we longed 
for perfect love. And gay porn was effective because anyone who 
bought these secret publications understood the experience of not 
being allowed to look, not looking, looking, and then—eventually, 
finally—having someone look back. This was to gay porn what the 
marriage plot was to Jane Austen. Once the ban on looking started 
to fade, this plot evaporated. Like their heterosexual counterparts, 
gay productions became celebrations of sex, of the body beautiful: 
pornography, but, though the models were all men, not quite what 
I thought of as gay pornography.

Herded into a minority by “coming out,” we were welcomed 
back into a bland everyone, a marketing niche with certain shared 
tastes. In a country in which the customer is always right, that 
meant prejudice was out. For people who grew up without seeing 
themselves represented except as controversies or problems, it was 
thrilling to see same-sex couples buying furniture, renting cars, 
visiting Disney World. It was a miracle how quickly hotel recep-
tionists stopped looking askance when two men requested a king-
size bed. It was nice to be treated as an individual, not as an issue.

This is what we thought we wanted most, and in this we were 
typical of the Americans of our time. We wanted our identity—but 
not all the time, not every day. We thought of ourselves as individ-
uals; we didn’t like labels. We knew that too much identity could 
lead to the yellow stars or the whites-only water fountains, and so 
we preferred elective identities. We didn’t want race or religion or 
sexuality to be the only thing people saw when they looked at us. 
We wanted them to see “us”—whoever that was. I don’t think it 
occurred to us that these categories might be far too deeply rooted 
to be cast out by decree. I don’t think we wondered how much of 

“us” would be left once we removed religion, ethnicity, nationality, 
race, sexuality, from whatever it was we wanted other people to see. 
We looked back in bewilderment at the discrimination tolerated in 
earlier times, and felt happy to be alive at the moment when bigotry 
finally loosened its hold. We began to feel that progress was possible, 
that the arc of the moral universe was bending in the right direction. 

Yet I felt the ambivalence of a radical artist unexpectedly show-
ered with prizes. I was happy with the money, the new apartment, 
the critical respect. But I was also aware that the work suddenly 
being celebrated had been created in opposition to money, to those 
bourgeois critics—to the kinds of people who lived in these kinds of 
apartments. The older I got, the more compatible homosexuality 
was with a career at Morgan Stanley or the State Department. It was 
a kind of progress, I suppose. And the only sacrifice it demanded was 
our special way of looking: our eyes.  N 

It was the same with so 
many of the struggles of 
my generation: The vic-
tories were in the past. 
Though we were their 
beneficiaries, they had 
happened without us.

A 

riveting, 

beautifully-

paced novel

First-ever English translation of Radek fashions 
the inner voice of a unique figure in the global revolutionary 

wave of the first half of the twentieth century.

“Radek is one of 

the most remarkable, 

even romantic, figures 

in all the twentieth 

century Left. He lived 

a life like none other, 

offered brilliant views 

on many subjects, and 

died a martyr. We have 

been waiting forever 

for a novel about him.”

—Paul Buhle, 

authorized biographer 

of C.L.R. James

“A riveting, beautifully-

paced novel with 

a fascinating and 

complex man at its 

center. And although 

Radek is fiction, what a 

wonderful introduction, 

for today’s socialists, to 

such a crucial history: 

ideological debates, 

tragically flawed humans 

and all.”

—Liza Featherstone,  

Jacobin magazine

monthly review press | monthlyrev ew.org
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Barney 
Frank

Comes 
Out

I
have been a working animation and

comic strip artist since college. But 

when art failed to pay the bills, I went 

to law school, passed the bar, and 

moonlighted as a Capitol Hill aide. 

My Plan B included an extended stint as 

staff counsel and press secretary for Massa-

chusetts Representative Barney Frank.

In The Last Hurrah, a great novel about 

Boston politics (and a Spencer Tracy 

movie), the newspaper cartoonist nephew 

of a big-city boss accompanies his uncle 

during a mayoral campaign. My work on 

Barney’s staff was a case of life imitating 

art—like the nephew, I was afforded a 

front-row seat to learn the stories that be-

came Smahtguy.

In 1987, Barney became the first mem-

ber of Congress to voluntarily come out 

as gay. Pretty routine stuff today, but at 

the time, his announcement seriously jolt-

ed America’s political landscape, as well as 

the folks back home in the not-quite-as-

liberal-as-its-reputation Bay State. 

B Y E R I C O R N E R

From Smahtguy, 
a graphic biography.



What’s going on, pal?

  Tip, Bob Bauman wrote a book. 
Hit the stores today. 

He outs me as being gay.

Aw, Bahney,
is that all?

Don’t pay no mind, my boy.
We’re pols! People’re always
spreading shit about us!

Problem is, in this case,
Mr. Speaker, it’s true. And  
I think its time to say  

so publicly.

OH! Well damn, 
Bahney. I’m sorry to hear 

that. Was hoping you’d wind up 
being the first Jewish Speaker. 

Now I guess I’ll haft’a hope 
you’ll be the first gay, 

Jewish Speaker.

Boston Globe reporters
knew about Barney and 
had been angling to get 

him on the record.

  Well well, if it isn’t 
the Boring Broadsheet’s 

best cowgirl.

In the flesh, 
mama. Is he ready?

Take a
seat.

He agreed to an interview with one of
them—Kay Longcope, an Austin-to-Boston 
transplant whom he knew from way back, 

as Elaine Noble’s lover.

 1974
At a Back Bay, Boston, 

house party / fundraiser 

Am I your first
Texbian, honey?

Although Barney had first been elected 
in 1972, he’d been closeted. It was Elaine, 
in 1974, who was the first openly gay 

elected state official in the USA.

  Lesbian from Texas?
Yeah, actually.

Well, shove over, newbie,

an’ make some room for

mah Trailblazer.

Fifteen years later, here was Kay 
staring intently at him across 
his messy desk. She flipped open
a notebook and got right to the
point.

  So, Congressman,
what’s the deal?
Are you gay?

After all those years,
after dating girls he wouldn’t
love, after baldly denying it to 

political allies, after lying
about it under oath…
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After playing spin the bottle in 
stuffy Bayonne rumpus rooms, 
praying for the lights to be 
turned back on…

Well, that’s 
enough of that, 

ladies & gentlemen. 
Time for everyone 

to go on home.

After a fucking lifetime of 
all that, he found himself 
saying;

Yeah, I am. 
So what?

 I think the average 
voter says get the bridges built. 
Stop nukes. Find shelter for the 

homeless, and don’t steal from the 
till. I’m hoping they don’t give a

damn about who I care to
love or have sex with.

Good for you,
darlin’.

Remember to
breathe!

Still, back then, it was big news when a public 
figure came out…

To Barney’s relief, the reaction 
was positive.

Hey, whaddevah
floats yor boat.

I should fix him
up with my son.

It turned out that for most
voters, his being gay didn’t 
matter any more than his

failure to ever shine 
his shoes…

…or to love kissing babies. 
Their bottom line seemed to be 

“He fights on issues 
that matter.” 

And on the bullshitty side of 
politics, they were happy to cut 

him some slack and reelect 
him overwhelmingly.

And another nice thing
came of coming out…
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A lot are 
from nice ladies

in Brookline. But also from
gay kids in Detroit and Orange 

County. And lesbians from 
upstate NY and queer 
men from just about 

everywhere else.

…hundreds of supportive letters 
from all across the country.

Among the letters was one from 
a thirty-year-old guy named Herb.

No, I’ll write 
them myself.You want 

the LCs* to
start drafting 

responses?

Herb sounded nice. Barney closed 
his office door and called to 

ask him out for coffee.

Thanks for 
your very
kind note.

And he did turn out to be nice. And nice
looking, in a mensch-y sort of way…

Also kindly, low-key, and 
 interested in politics. 
He was completing a 
graduate degree in

economics.

 They went on a proper date, and 
then on another.

They had plain old romantic sex like 
he knew from the 
movies.
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As residents detailed their problems, 
Archila listened closely, responding not 
with talking points but with curiosity 
and a commitment to try to change 
things. Parents told her they have no-
where to take their kids to play. One 
woman said she’s afraid to go outside 
because of recent shootings in the area. 
Other residents showed her playgrounds 
inside the projects that haven’t been 
repaired and aren’t safe. Archila asked 
where they go when they want to be out-
side with their children, and most men-
tioned green spaces that are far away: 
Prospect Park, Brooklyn Bridge Park. 
“We take our kids elsewhere to enjoy the 
good scenery,” said Derrick Brown, who 
was planning to take his three kids—
along with some other Kingsborough 
families—to Central Park that weekend.

“The most they can do is paint the 
benches,” Brown said of the New York 
City Housing Authority. “They don’t 
care about the projects.” He complained 
of overpolicing: “We can’t even have a 
cookout for the kids,” because the police 
will break it up. The Weeksville Heritage 

people fleeing capture after the Fugitive Slave Act was passed in 
1850. Today, Kingsborough residents, most of whom are Black, 
are doing their best to help their community and families flourish, 
while enduring the legacies of slavery: deprivation, discrimination, 
and violence. 

I was on a tour of the Kingsborough Houses with Ana María 
Archila, 43, the left-wing candidate for lieutenant governor of 
New York. She wore a bright pink jacket and black jeans, a colorful 
beaded necklace, and gold earrings. Henderson, who serves as the 
regional board chair for Citizen Action New York and had just 
been to a tenants’ rights protest in Albany with Archila, was excited 
about her campaign and wanted her to get to know his commu-
nity. Before she arrived, Henderson told me, “She is completely 
authentic. And that’s rare.” As we walked with her, I began to see 
what he meant.

When i arrived at the kingsborough houses in brooklyn’s 
Crown Heights neighborhood on a warm day in May, motorcy-
cles and cars were speeding recklessly along the paved areas that 
the public housing residents use as walkways. Pedestrians yelled 
at the young men as they raced by. To be sure, the youth were 

engaging in unneighborly behavior, but as Jamell Henderson, 36, a tenant organizer 
who has lived here since he aged out of foster care, told me, the problem is one of 
resources: to restrict vehicles to residents and delivery trucks would require either a 
guard or an electronic system. Both cost money, which the New York City Housing 
Authority is unlikely to provide.

These projects are across the street from the Weeksville Heritage Center, the site 
of a free Black community that thrived during the 19th century and was a refuge for 

Liza Featherstone 
is a Nation con-
tributing writer.

The Brooklyn-based organizer is running  
for New York lieutenant governor, but is  

the left ready to compete statewide?

B Y  L I Z A  F E A T H E R S T O N E 
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Center is given permits to shut down the street for its events, 
he said, but “if we do it, it’s a criminal offense. We don’t get no 
respect in the projects.” Archila was so focused on what he was 
saying that when the two shook hands, Henderson had to remind 
her that she was campaigning and then told Brown, “You just 
shook hands with the next lieutenant governor!”

The residents took us to a child care center in one of the 
buildings. It’s lovingly supplied with books and toys, but now it’s 
unusable due to an unbearable stink—a sewer problem. The day 
care teacher said they do their best to ventilate it and keep the 
windows open when the kids are there. 

New York City Public Advocate Jumaane Williams, who is 
running for governor and asked Archila to be his running mate, 
joined us, along with a reporter for The New York Times. The 
sewage problem in the day care center got their attention: Both 
took notes and said they would follow up. 

“It doesn’t have to be this way,” Archila told the residents. 
“There is so much wealth in New York state, but it’s so unequal.” 

There is plenty of money in the 
state to address these problems, she 
explained, but we need politicians 
willing to tax the rich more. That’s 
why Archila is running for lieutenant 
governor. Talking with residents, she 
pointed out that the current gover-
nor, Kathy Hochul, just spent $850 
mil lion on a football stadium, even 
though one in five children in the 
state live in poverty. This does not 
represent what Archila calls “a cul-
ture of care.”

Realizing, with a bit of panic, that she was 
late to go pick up her kids, Archila had to leave 
abruptly. Later, in a café near City Hall, we 
discussed motherhood and how it changes your 
politics. She said she now looks at everyone and 
realizes “that someone took care of that person. 
We are all here because someone took care of us. 
That is actually what allows us to be. So let’s have 
politics that invite people into care.”

I
nitially, given hochul’s popularity, ar-
chila’s campaign seemed merely symbolic. 
But that began to change in April, when 
Hochul’s handpicked lieutenant governor, 
Brian Benjamin, was forced out of office 

after the federal government indicted him on 
numerous corruption charges, including bribery, 
wire fraud, and conspiracy.

Hochul then pushed the legislature to re-
write the election laws to allow her to choose 
a new running mate. Showing a shocking dis-
regard for the fortunes of the national Dem-
ocratic Party, she selected Antonio Delgado, 
a US representative from an upstate purple 
district. Delgado had been in a tight race to 
hold on to his seat in the 19th District, which 
includes parts of Hudson Valley and the Capital 
Region, against Republican Marc Molinaro. 
Even before Hochul tapped Delgado, the vote 
was expected to be tight in a year in which  
the Democrats’ House majority is in peril. As 

“It doesn’t have to  
be this way. There is  
so much wealth in  
New York state, but  
it’s so unequal.”

—Ana María Archila

Kava-nope: Kava-nope: Ana María Ana María 

Archila addressed a Archila addressed a 

crowd during a rally crowd during a rally 

outside the Supreme outside the Supreme 

Court against Brett Court against Brett 

Kavanaugh’s confir-Kavanaugh’s confir-

mation in 2018.mation in 2018.
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“She died, and the  
next day I was holding 
her legacy in my hands. 
I was 22 years old.”

—Ana María Archila

Friend of the Squad: Friend of the Squad: 

Representative Alex-Representative Alex-

andria Ocasio-Cortez, andria Ocasio-Cortez, 

right, invited Ana right, invited Ana 

María Archila, left, to María Archila, left, to 

Donald Trump’s State Donald Trump’s State 

of the Union address of the Union address 

in 2019.in 2019.

the August primary looms, there is still no well-
known Democrat in that race. 

With centrist Democrats disgracing them-
selves, Archila’s campaign suddenly looked win-
nable. In many ways, she is the right person for 
this opportunity. Archila is beloved in the immi-
grant labor rights community, and she has polit-
ical connections in the Brooklyn neighborhoods 
where she’s worked as an organizer for Make 
the Road, the immigrant advocacy group she 
cofounded in 2007. Williams, her running mate, 
came close to winning the lieutenant governor 
seat in 2018, suggesting that a progressive candi-
date could succeed. Unabashedly on the side of 
the working class, she is magnetic and charming. 

Still, Archila faces an uphill climb in these 
remaining days before the primary. New Yorkers 
have not elected someone so solidly on the left 
to statewide office since Franklin D. Roosevelt 
became governor in 1928. She has little name 
recognition outside of New York City. Going 
against big money—especially New York’s real 
estate and finance sectors—takes people power. 
And Archila may not have the statewide rela-
tionships and organization to pull it off, a gap 
that reflects the state of the left rather than any 
shortcomings of the candidate.

A
rchila’s politics were formed 
amid intense violence and conflict. 
She grew up in the 1980s and ’90s 
in Bogotá, Colombia, a war zone 
of competing drug cartels and po-

litical bloodshed. During the country’s 1990 
presidential race, when she was 11, three of the 
candidates were assassinated. Her father was a 
human rights activist; many of his friends were 
killed. One day, he told her he was leaving for the 
United States, as the country 
had become too dangerous 
for political activists. “Anyone 
who was in Colombia at that 
time was shaped by the war,” 
she said.

Yet despite the traumatic 
situation in Bogotá, it was 
also a time of democratic ex-
perimentation, and Ar chila, 
who stayed behind with her 
mother for a few years be-
fore joining her father in 
Brooklyn, was able to glean 
valuable political lessons.

Growing up, she was in-
fluenced by Antanas Mockus, 
a philosopher who became 
Bogotá’s mayor, who ran for 
office “proposing that to make 
Bogotá safe, we needed to 
build a new culture, a culture 
of care,” she said. “He did all 

sorts of unusual, extravagant things.” Archila, who was 12 at the 
time, recalled Mockus donning a superhero cape to meet with the 
Colombian president. As mayor, instead of hiring police to patrol 
crosswalks, he recruited mimes to mock people who disregarded 
traffic rules. He introduced games 
to promote the idea that in every 
society, Archila said, “everyone gives, 
and everyone takes. The question is 
whether we each give our fair share.”

At 17, Archila joined her father in 
New York City, where her aunt, who 
had been a lawyer in Colombia, was 
cleaning houses because her English 
wasn’t good enough to allow her to 
practice law. The aunt, Sara María 
Archila, found that immigrants like 
herself faced terrible conditions and 
lacked labor rights. Seeking to change that, she became an or-
ganizer—and a mentor to Ana María. When Sara María started 
the Latin American Integration Center, an immigrant workers’ 
nonprofit, Archila joined her at its Staten Island branch, thinking 
she was going to run arts activities for the children. Instead, her 
aunt trained her to organize. When Sara María was diagnosed 
with cancer, she taught her niece everything she’d need to know 
to run the LAIC after her death, from raising money to creating 
“spaces of respect.” Archila became its executive director in 2003. 
“She died, and the next day I was holding her legacy in my hands,” 
Archila said. “I was 22 years old.”

In 2007, the LAIC merged with another immigrant rights or-
ganization, Make the Road by Walking, to form Make the Road 
New York, and Archila became a codirector of the new organi-
zation. Make the Road’s membership grew from 2,000 people to 
some 23,000 today, and it expanded its focus from pressuring 
employers on wage theft and working conditions to helping immigrant workers 
form unions and secure their organizing rights. In a 2013 article for The Nation, 
the veteran organizer Jane McAlevey chronicled the group’s victories, which included 
passing stronger state laws on wage theft and helping car wash workers form unions. 
McAlevey described the culture of Make the Road New York as one of “love and 

agitation,” praising the group’s emphasis on “high 
participation” and concluding that if more of the 
US progressive movement were to adopt its ap-
proach, “we’d spend less time licking our wounds 
and more time celebrating our successes.”

By the mid-2010s, Archila was well-known in 
Brooklyn for her roles in Make the Road and a 
companion national organization, the Center for 
Popular Democracy, where she’d become the co-
director in 2013. Under her leadership, the CPD 
won victories on housing policy (strengthening 
renter protections, for example), democracy (mak-
ing it easier to vote), and numerous other areas. 
Then, in 2018, Archila achieved national fame. 

After Brett Kavanaugh was accused of attempt-
ed rape, Archila, who is a survivor of sexual assault, 
went to Washington, D.C., with other women 
to protest his Supreme Court nomination. As 
Republican Senator Jeff Flake stepped out of an 
elevator in the Capitol, Archila and Maria Galla-
gher, a woman she’d only met that day, confronted 
him about his support for Kavanaugh. “What you 
are doing is allowing someone who has actually 
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violated a woman to sit in the Su-
preme Court,” Archila told him, 
with CNN cameras running. She 
reminded Flake that he has children: 
“What are you doing, sir?” Flake 
looked extremely uncomfortable, 
and the reporters present tried to get 
him to respond. A few days before, 
Archila had told the story of her 
own sexual assault to protesters as-
sembled outside Flake’s office. The 
elevator confrontation went viral on 
social media and was widely covered 

by the mainstream press. Later, Flake changed his position slight-
ly, saying he would support Kavanaugh only after the FBI had 
investigated the accusations. Explaining his shift, Flake credited 
the women’s elevator intervention. (Unfortunately, after a brief 
FBI probe led by Kavanaugh’s law school classmate, the judge 
was confirmed, 50 to 48, largely along party lines.)

A
t a press conference at new york’s city hall, 
where Archila announced a slate of endorsers, I 
met Sophie Ellman-Golan of the Jewish Vote. She 
told me that although Archila is famous for her 
encounter with Flake, her role in supporting other 

women and encouraging them to speak up was just as important. 
“Ana María is absolutely not about ego,” Ellman-Golan said. 
“She never sought to make it about herself.”

A few minutes later, a crowd of teenagers protesting gun vi-
olence burst into City Hall Park. Archila went over to talk with 
them. Like the residents of the Kingsborough Houses, the teens 

of volunteer opportunities even in June, and in 
New York City this spring, she had far fewer 
canvassing events than many candidates for a 
state Assembly or City Council seat, though 
she dramatically escalated her get-out-the-vote 
efforts in the weeks leading up to the primary. 

Archila’s platform is similar to those of other 
left candidates this cycle: housing for all, health 
care for all, public safety, child care, a “Green 
New York,” and funding for public education. 
These are the right issues for a working-class 
campaign, and they have resonated in Brooklyn 
and Queens politics in recent years, but it’s not 
clear that has translated into either broad or 
deep support for Archila’s candidacy.

Antonio Delgado was able to transfer the 
money from his congressional campaign to the 
lieutenant governor’s race, and as a result, he has 
over $2.2 million—more than seven times the 
amount Archila has raised. Even more troubling, 
the other candidate in the race, Diana Reyna, a 
machine politician aligned with the conserva-
tive Democratic gubernatorial candidate Tom 
Suozzi, has also raised more than Archila. Most 
of the donations to Archila’s campaign have 
come from Brooklyn, many from the activist 
community. Few are from upstate, and fewer 
are in amounts less than $50. (When a candidate 
receives small contributions, it is often seen as a 
sign of working-class enthusiasm.) 

While many progressive politicians—espe-
cially those connected with the Working Fami-
lies Party, which recruited Archila to run—have 
endorsed her, it will take a broader coalition to 
win statewide. In some ways, the race seems like 
a missed opportunity for the left. The lieutenant 
governor, New York’s second-highest-ranking 
official, becomes acting governor if the governor 
dies or is otherwise unable to do the job. That’s a 
situation that seems hypothetical, until suddenly 
it isn’t—after all, Andrew Cuomo once seemed 
indestructible, and now his lieutenant, Hochul, is 
governor. Given Archila’s personal gifts and her 
political priorities, it would be wonderful to have 
her in executive office; and given the conflict 
between centrists and the left in the legislature, 
it would be a major advance to have someone 
firmly in the latter camp as president of the state 
Senate—one of the lieutenant governor’s roles.

Then again, it’s hard to fault the left for 
not going all in on Archila’s campaign. There 
are many other priorities this election year. A 
bigger socialist, progressive, and left presence 
is needed in the state Assembly—as we’ve just 
seen from that body’s failure to pass the Build 
Public Renewables Act (which did pass the state 
Senate) and the Good Cause Eviction bill, which 
would have greatly strengthened protections for 
renters. While several candidates supported by 
the Democratic Socialists of America, includ-
ing Samy Olivares, a North Brooklyn district 

liked her immediately; she seemed so plainly trustworthy and was entirely focused on 
them. They were soon taking selfies with her. Archila is “the real thing,” as Hender-
son, the tenant organizer, said: She’s all that a leader should be. Her message of re-
distribution and hope is a good one, and with children taking to the streets to protest 
gun violence in the wake of Uvalde, it’s clear that a “culture of care” is long overdue. 

When I asked Archila about her campaign efforts upstate, she talked about 
the immigrant worker-organizers she had met on a recent trip; they sounded like 
amazing people doing great work. But her campaign has no physical offices—not 
even in Brooklyn. The field operation is particularly skimpy upstate, without a lot 

“The difficulty was: 
Could I build a statewide 
organization? I’ve never 
run for office. I’ve never 
raised money for that.”

—Ana María Archila

Elevator pitch: Elevator pitch: 

Ana María Archila Ana María Archila 

confronts Senatorconfronts Senator

Jeff Flake, urging him Jeff Flake, urging him 

not to confirm Brett not to confirm Brett 

Kavanaugh as a Su-Kavanaugh as a Su-

preme Court justice.preme Court justice.
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New York Lieutenant New York Lieutenant 
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Governor Kathy Hochul Governor Kathy Hochul 

in May 2022 at his first in May 2022 at his first 

press conference.press conference.

leader running for state 
Assembly, have endorsed 
Archila, NYC-DSA has 
not given a formal en-
dorsement or, crucially, 
the volunteer resources 
and work that such an 
endorsement entails.

This should be no 
surprise to those closely 
following New York pol-
itics: The organization 
favors candidates active 
in the DSA and with a 
clear path to victory, and 
in any case NYC-DSA is 
stretched thin, running 13 campaigns this year, 
all for Assembly and Senate seats, reflecting the 
organization’s statewide priorities of tenant pro-
tections and publicly funded renewable energy. 

The Working Families Party is showing up 
for Archila, but it has also endorsed candidates in 
a number of other New York state races, many of 
them more promising than the one for lieutenant 
governor. Left and progressive candidates who 
are unaffiliated with these larger organizations—
CUNY activist Tim Hunter in Crown Heights, 
for example—are attracting enthusiastic volun-
teers. And there are also the efforts to expand 
the Squad in Congress, such as Brittany Ramos 

DeBarros’s campaign to fend off 
centrist Max Rose and then flip 
the seat held by January 6 Re-
publican Nicole Malliotakis in a 
district that covers Staten Island 
and parts of southern Brooklyn. 
If the New York left had deeper 
and broader institutional reach—
if, for example, more labor unions 
supported progressive electoral 
campaigns—these efforts would 
begin to feed off one another. But 
we’re not there yet.

Archila does not minimize 
the challenges of this race. “The 
difficulty was: Could I build a 

statewide organization? I’ve never run for office,” she said. “I’ve 
never raised money for that, never asked for endorsements. Is 
this a reasonable thing to do? I didn’t know if it was reasonable 
or not, but I did know that a coronation was about to happen”—
referring to the process by which Hochul and Benjamin were 
chosen as the New York Democratic Party’s nominees before the 
primary. “When coronations happen, the communities that lose 
are working-class communities, Black and brown communities.”

During the pandemic, Archila continued, working-class peo-
ple lost loved ones, jobs, and homes. “Our communities were 
fatigued and demoralized. When we were fatigued, the forces 
that didn’t lose loved ones, the people that didn’t lose jobs, the 
billionaires that didn’t lose anything—who gained during the 
pandemic—were reorganizing. And we’ve lost enough.” N

We will follow strict Covid-19 safety protocols on all of our programs and will

require travelers to be vaccinated and boosted.

For more information on these and other destinations, go to TheNation.com/TRAVELS,

e-mail travels@thenation.com, or call 212-209-5401.

US CIVIL RIGHTS: ON THE 
ROAD TO FREEDOM
September 11–18, 2022

CONTEMPORARY AND
IMPERIAL MOROCCO
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NATIVE AMERICAN VOICES
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UNCOVERING EGYPT: PAST,
PRESENT, AND FUTURE
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Baroque 
Monsters
Fernanda Melchor’s Mexican gothic
B Y  N I C O L Á S  M E D I N A  M O R A

t
hroughout the middle ages and up 
until the era of Romanticism, most 
literature written in Europe and its 
colonies was decidedly allegorical in 
nature: Its concrete signifiers (char-
acters, images, plot points) were un-

derstood to refer to abstract entities (ideas, concepts, 
teachings). The first readers of The Divine Comedy, 
to take the most obvious example, saw Dante the 
pilgrim not just as a middle-aged conspirator exiled 
from Florence and mad with mourning for a teenage 
girl, but as a personification of the soul in search of 
God. But in the 18th century, allegory began to go 
out of fashion. The explicit correspondences between 
the literal and the figurative began to seem staid, 32
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inferior, even boring. In its place, realism and a concern for the unique rather than the 
typical emerged. This shift did not entirely banish allegory. One could list countless 
modern examples, both “highbrow” (Brecht, Beckett, Kafka) and “popular” (The Lord 
of the Rings, Dune, Get Out). But even if allegory has yet to go extinct in Western liter-
ature, it has become more and more uncommon.

That is, with the exception of Latin America. There, allegory has continued to 
thrive. Gabriel García Márquez’s One Hundred Years of Solitude might be one of the 
most prominent examples, but the same could be said of many the Boom genera-
tion’s masterpieces—from Juan Rulfo allegorizing the incompleteness of the Mexican 
Revolution in Pedro Páramo to Augusto Roa Bastos doing something similar with the 
dictatorships of the Southern Cone in I, the Supreme.

Today, too, many Latin American novelists carry on the allegorical tradition. Ro-
berto Bolaño’s 2666 and Yuri Herrera’s Signs Preceding the End of the World both invite 
allegorical readings, as does the work of the Mexican novelist Fernanda Melchor. A 

political fashion. Translated by Sophie 
Hughes—also the translator of Hurri-
cane Season—the new book revisits some 
of Melchor’s signature concerns: crime, 
misogyny, the tropical gothic of her home 
state of Veracruz. But while Hurricane 
Season was epic in scope, spanning two 
generations and featuring a large cast of 
characters, Paradais is more focused. Tak-
ing place over the course of a few weeks, 
the novel does not abandon the large scale 
of her interests but instead zooms in on 
them. It serves as a morality play about a 
working-class teenager’s participation in a 
rich kid’s plot to rape and murder a bour-
geois housewife, his neighbor in a gated 
community called Paradise, or, in the 
book’s Spanish transliteration, Paradais. 

P
aradais’s title evokes a ge-
nealogy of allegorists that 
runs from Dante to José 
Lezama Lima, and from 
the outset Melchor makes 

it clear that this is what she is up to. But 
in many other ways, she departs from her 
earlier efforts. If in Hurricane Season she 
seemed primarily concerned with lan-
guage and form, in Paradais she appears 
more interested in content and message. 
While Hurricane Season was often subtle, 
the new book is blunt, narrated through 
a free indirect discourse that doesn’t pull 

crime reporter by trade, Melchor is only 
at the beginning of an exciting and prom-
ising career: She published her debut 
novel, Falsa Liebre, in 2013, followed by 
Aquí no Es Miami, a collection of literary 
journalism from the same year, and her 
second novel, Hurricane Season, in 2017 

Both Falsa Liebre and Aquí no Es Miami
showed great promise, but it was Hur-
ricane Season that established her as one 
of the most important writers working 
in Spanish today. A polyphonic account 
of the brutal murder of a transgender 
witch in a small town on the Mexican 
gulf coast, the novel was at once a literal 
murder mystery and an allegorical fable. 
Composed in labyrinthine sentences that 
often stretched for dozens of pages and 
yet somehow remained perfectly legible, 
Hurricane Season was also a prime exam-
ple of social commentary: The killing of 
the witch was a synecdoche for femicide 
in general. The novel presented a sys-
tematic critique of gender relations in 
Mexico—the witch provides abortions to 
the town’s women; the main secondary 
plot concerns a girl’s sexual abuse; many 
of the male characters have sex with men, 
sometimes for money, while nonetheless 
remaining violently homophobic—with-
out ever becoming a pamphlet. Melchor 
achieved this balancing act by structuring 
her vehicle (the literal level of narration) 
according to the conventions of “popu-
lar” genres such as slasher horror and the 
noir novel, a device that makes her work 
thoroughly readable even if one doesn’t 
engage in the allegorical exegesis that it 
calls for. 

Now, with her third novel, Paradais, 
Melchor appears poised to apply her alle-
gorical devices in an even more explicitly 

any punches when it comes to her protag-
onist’s inner monologue. 

Likewise, if gender was the main fo-
cus of Hurricane Season, Paradais takes 
class as its central concern. Having nar-
rowed her wide cast of characters to only 
a mismatched pair of miserable teens, 
one rich and the other poor, Melchor 
offers a study of the pathologies of both 
the bourgeoisie and the proletariat—and 
does so in prose laced with both high 
diction and the vernacular. Her protago-
nist—Polo, a 16-year-old gardener in the 
community—is the incarnation of this 
class divide: He works in the community 
but is in no way a part of it. He is called 
muchacho, a word that means “lad” but 
which in Mexico carries ugly connota-
tions of “servant.” 

Polo’s antagonist, Franco “Fatboy” 
Andrade, is also sketched less as a char-
acter and more as a caricature. Fatboy 
is grotesque, almost inhuman—a ba-
roque monster, lust incarnate. His “ge-
latinous body”—a generous reader will 
see that the fatphobia is not Melchor’s 
but Polo’s—is a transparent symbol for 
the gluttonous greed of the rich: the 
blind, polymorphous desire to swallow, 
to consume, to possess; the insatiable 
need for more that will eventually drive 
the boy to unspeakable crimes. But the 
main conflict in Paradais is not sex or 
gender violence—though those are cer-
tainly important—but anger at economic 
injustice: It does not follow from Fran-
co’s gluttony for fleshy capital but from 
Polo’s growing hatred of the rich. It is 
this hatred, enabled by his underlying 
misogyny, that eventually leads him to 
join Franco’s murderous scheme—a ni-
hilistic self-immolation that, as we will 
see later, is the product of misdirected 
political rage. 

Before Polo joins up with Franco to 
plot a home invasion, he deals with his 
alienation by drinking; and in fact it is 
alcohol that brings him close to Fran-
co. The rich kid has money but cannot 
leave the gated community to buy booze, 
and so he deputizes Polo, the muchacho, 
to procure liquor, which he shares with 
him in long, mosquito-infested nights of 
bingeing on the dock by Paradais’s river. 
The two are not friends, though one 
suspects that Franco doesn’t know this: 
Polo cannot stand his drinking buddy and 
puts up with him only because 
he cannot afford alcohol without 
Franco. His tyrannical mother—

Paradais
By Fernanda Melchor 
Translated by Sophie 
Hughes
New Directions. 
128 pp. $19.95

Nicolás Medina Mora is a writer and translator. 
He lives in Mexico City, where he works as an 
editor at Revista Nexos.

33



theB&AB O O K S

A R T S

Advertising
Opportunities

Special packages available for small Special packages available for small 
businesses, authors, and nonprofit businesses, authors, and nonprofit 
organizations. Options for website  organizations. Options for website 

banner advertising and e-newsletters  banner advertising and e-newsletters 
with modest budgets.with modest budgets.

More information at 
TheNation.com/advertiseTheNation.com/advertise

E S T.  1 8 6 5

NOV.  16/23 ,  2020

HARI KUNZRU’S 
RED PILL

K E V I N  L O Z A N O

Fallujah’s
ChildrenL A U R A 

G O T T E S D I E N E R

Years after the US invasion, the greatest 

medical mystery of the Iraq War remains 

unsolved—and children are still dying.

THIS LAND 
SET ABLAZE

DAVID OPDYKE 
AND LAWRENCE 

WESCHLER

THENATION.COM

herself a personification of the cruelly op-
timistic ethic of bootstrap-pulling known 
in Mexico as echeleganismo—keeps all of 
his paycheck and spends it to support 
Polo’s slightly older and detested cousin, 
who is pregnant. In a twist, we gradually 
discover that this cousin sexually abused 
Polo when he was younger and that Polo 
may be the father of her child.

For all the misery of his home life, 
however, Polo seems to think that his 
greatest problem is a labor conflict. 
Melchor makes this explicit in a pas-
sage about the teenager’s contract, which 
stipulates that his working hours would 
be “between seven am and six pm with 
one hour for lunch at midday, and that 
any activity undertaken outside of those 
hours would be duly remunerated.” Con-
tract notwithstanding, Polo’s boss ex-
pects him to work whenever and for as 
long as the boss sees fit—and also to 
perform such humiliating extracurricu-
lar services as washing his personal car. 
Reading about Polo’s resentment toward 

his boss and the apparent pow-
erlessness of Mexican labor law 
gives Melchor’s allegory a comic 

element: It turns out that the gardener 
of the Garden of Eden is owed overtime 
pay, like so many gardeners toiling in 
more earthly domains. Here the novel 
highlights the almost feudal nature of the 
so-called “service economy” in Mexico. 
Even in the most paradisiacal places, 
one fact stands above 
all others: Before the 
power of capital, ev-
eryone else, including 
the state, is powerless. 

Polo would like 
nothing more than to 
spend his days fishing 
in the river, or if not, 
at least to get as far 
away from that river 
as possible. But this 
is impossible. It is the 
knowledge of this im-
possibility, the aware-
ness of the extent of his 
unfreedom, that drives 
Polo to drink—and, in 
a drunken stupor, to 
listen to Franco’s fan-
tasy of breaking into 
the house of a wom-
an in the community 
named Marián. Once in the house, he 
tells Polo, he would subdue Marián’s hus-
band and rape her. If Polo agrees to help 
him, Franco says, he can steal anything 
valuable that he finds in the house. This 
drunken fantasy gradually becomes a plan, 
one that Polo half-pretends to go along 
with, at first almost as a joke, then sud-
denly very seriously—so seriously that 
he winds up wrapping so much duct tape 
around the faces of Marián’s children that 
they asphyxiate.

G
iven its violent plot, there 
is little doubt that Para-
dais is a morality play, a 
story about the muchacho’s 
descent into evil. But it is 

also a searing critique of class, one that 
seems to espouse a kind of determinism 
equidistant from Karl Marx and Juan 
Rulfo. And so we have to ask: Was it 
all fated? Was Polo’s situation truly so 
hopeless that this was the only exit? One 
could imagine a slightly different story, 
one in which the muchacho’s hatred for the 
rich led him to activism or organizing of 
one sort or another—perhaps even into 
guerrilla struggle—rather than to the 
killing of children. But in the Veracruz of 

Melchor’s imagination, there seems to be 
no place for emancipatory politics. Her 
characters never consider the possibility 
that their private disasters might be the 
product of public injustice, let alone that 
the answer to those disasters might be 
collective rather than individual. 

This lack of col-
lective consciousness 
is surprising, given 
that Mexico is a rath-
er politicized place 
and Melchor a writer 
of fundamentally po-
litical concerns. But 
the absence of explicit 
political action in her 
books is not a matter of 
omission; she is mak-
ing a point. Though 
Mexico these days has 
a government that 
purports to be leftist, 
the truth is that the 
country’s social ills, 
from violence to pov-
erty, have only grown 
more bitter since the 
defeat of neoliberalism 
in the 2018 presiden-

tial election. The fatalism of Melchor’s 
characters, their inability or unwillingness 
to see their world as contingent, is the 
product of a disillusionment so deep that 
holding on to the optimism of the will 
that proves necessary for any leftist strug-
gle is often impossible. It doesn’t matter 
whether the president in Mexico City 
is a corrupt neoliberal or a charismatic 
left populist: In Veracruz today, as when 
Hernán Cortés founded the port half a 
millennium ago, paradise remains the pri-
vate property of the rich. 

In truth, the only organizing to be 
found in Polo’s town—the only viable 
alternative to semifeudal serfdom—is or-
ganized crime. The gardener is acutely 
aware of “them,” as the civilians refer 
to the local cartel. He sees kids younger 
than himself keeping watch over the town, 
all proud and cocky with their scooters 
and their dime bags of bad coke. Polo’s 
older cousin, Milton, whom the teenager 
idolizes, has also joined the organization, 
though not willingly: They kidnapped him 
and enlisted him under the threat of death. 
Whatever the particulars of his induction 
into the cartel, however, the fact remains 
that Milton now possesses some of the 
same signifiers of wealth as the residents 

In Melchor’s new novel,
Paradais, crime is an 

allegory of capitalism.
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of Paradais: He drives a pickup truck as 
ostentatious as Marián’s SUV and drinks 
the same expensive scotch as her husband. 
That his new line of work is destroying 
him psychologically and morally—his first 
assignment, a proof of loyalty, was to 
shoot an innocent taxi driver—matters 
little to Polo, who begs Milton to bring 
him into the organization. Milton refuses, 
thus foreclosing the only viable escape 
route available to him. It is then that the 
muchacho decides to join Franco’s plot.

Ever the crime reporter, Melchor 
accurately notes that “they,” like many 
similar organizations in Mexico, have 
diversified their business beyond drugs. 
They rob gas stations, run stolen cars, 
and in general find myriad ways to con-
vert their willingness to kill into capital. 
And isn’t that precisely what Polo tries 
to do when he agrees to help Franco 
with his plan? Could it be that crime in 
Mexico, whether the work of specialized 
professionals or a pair of fumbling teens, 
is nothing else but an expression of class 
warfare, the result of alienation, of misdi-
rected political rage? Such is the lesson at 
the heart of Melchor’s morality play: The 
injustice in Mexico is so great, the contra-
dictions so acute, that structural violence 
will inevitably explode in concrete acts of 
violence. As above, so below: Crime is an 
allegory of capitalism. 

At both the beginning and the end 
of the novel, Polo insists that “it was all 
fatboy’s fault,” that he “just did what he 
was told, followed orders.” At the literal 
level, this is a transparent and uncon-
vincing attempt at self-exoneration. But 
at the figurative level—if we look at the 
situation allegorically; if we replace the 
vehicle (Franco) with what is fueling it 
(rich people’s libidinal drive to possess 
and consume) and read “orders” not as 
“commands” but as the manifestation of 
a “political order”—it is an accurate state-
ment: Polo has done exactly what his so-
ciety told him to do. This obedience does 
not justify his actions, much less redeem 
him, but it does complicate the picture. It 
also highlights the moral conundrum at 
the heart of the Mexican situation: The 
perpetrators of violence are responsible 
for their actions, but we are all their 
accomplices. How to direct the social 
energies derived from social antagonisms 
away from crime and toward political 
change? Melchor offers no answers—but 
an accurate diagnosis of the disease is 
often the first step toward a cure. N

Nocturne

When at a loss for words—during, perhaps, 
a time of want or desire, when one’s body 
is overwhelmed by light, as if by the effect 
of Ketamine or MDMA, when overwhelmed 
by the weight of the moment, the silence, 
the look of disappointment in a lover’s eyes—
what do we call the moment, then, when 
the words are finally summoned, like a 
sparkle of fireflies, and by grace, by the 
mercy of the night, what was damaged 
has been restored? Freire spoke that one reads the world
before they read the word, which suggests that the
first stage of language is in the experiencing of a thing 
to the point of knowing; in this knowing, 
then—of song sparrows and house sparrows,
of catbirds and European Starlings, of a lover’s wants
and needs, one could say, genuinely, that knowing
to the point of the words conjuring themselves 
is, perhaps, the truest form of love. 

In Los Angeles, my lover drove me to the airport. 
It was mid-summer, and along the highway, the neon sun 
poked through a grove of palm trees, its corona 
pink with a thick haze of smog. In my youth, 
in the hope of producing a kind of love, I attempted 
to acquire the words to conjure a new world—of which
I was god—not god as in God, but yes, as in the creator.
After watching the television series WandaVision, I see now
how foolish a person can seem when they want to be loved.
Maybe foolish isn’t the word. Anyway, we stopped 
to eat ramen a few miles from the airport, and when
we returned to the car and sat inside, she leaned into me and
whispered the words, Don’t go. I whispered back,
I don’t want to go. And yet I did. I flew back 
to LaGuardia on a red-eye flight. What is the 
word for the kind of sadness that comes 
from having to leave a place where one is loved? 
What is the word for a lover who says, 
I don’t want to go but goes?

KWAME OPOKU-DUKU
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The Hunted
Pierre Senges and the novel of aesthetic sabotage
B Y  R Y A N  R U B Y

o
ver the past two decades, pierre senges has 
emerged as one of France’s most important and 
celebrated writers. At the age of 54, Senges has pub-
lished 16 novels, mostly with Éditions Verticales, an 
experimental imprint of Gallimard, the most storied 
publishing house in France, as well as some two dozen 

radio plays. Since his 2000 debut, Veuves au Maquillages, a dark com-
edy about a man with a fetish for women who have murdered their
husbands, he has won a number of pres-
tigious literary prizes. Yet despite the ef-
forts of a handful of devoted translators 
and small presses, he remains little-known 
among Anglophone readers.

To a degree surpassing even his post-
modern counterparts in the United States, 
Senges specializes in irreverent literary 

pastiche and baroque maximal-
ism. His 2004 novel The Major 
Refutation is a fictitious treatise 

attributed to the 16th-century Franciscan 
monk Antonio de Guevara, whose aim is 
to prove the New World does not exist 
and to expose Columbus and the other 
explorers as frauds. His 2008 Fragments 
of Lichtenberg tells the story of a group 
of scholars who are attempting to piece 
together a systematic work of philosophy 
out of the aphorisms of the 18th-centu-
ry German physician Georg Christoph 

Lichtenberg. In the 2010 Studies of Silhou-
ettes, Senges tries his hand at something 
similar with the unpublished fragments of 
Kafka, “completing” sentences from the 
Prague writer’s diaries by turning them 
into longer fictions. And in his 2015 mas-
terpiece Ahab (Sequels), now available in 
an English translation by Jacob Siefring 
and Tegan Raleigh, we see Senges train 
his sights on the Great American Novel: 
Herman Melville’s Moby-Dick.

The zany premise of Ahab (Sequels) 
could have been dreamed up by Eli Cash, 
the writer played by Owen Wilson in Wes 
Anderson’s 2001 film The Royal Tenen-
baums: “Well, everybody knows that Cap-
tain Ahab dies at the end of Moby-Dick. 
What this book presupposes is… maybe 
he didn’t?” Having survived his encoun-
ter with the white whale, Senges’s Ahab 
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moves to New York City, where he works a series of odd jobs (pastry chef, shoe shiner, 
elevator operator, phony Catholic priest) until he hits upon the idea of turning his 
time aboard the Pequod into the libretto for a Broadway musical. When that fails, he 
moves to Hollywood to try his luck in the script factories of the nascent studio system. 
Ahab’s screenplay is passed from director to director—Josef von Sternberg, Erich von 
Stroheim, Billy Wilder, Orson Welles—with no success, before being handed off to the 
alcoholic F. Scott Fitzgerald, who works on it in the months leading up to his death in 
1940. Meanwhile, the hunter has become the hunted: Up and down the coasts of North 
America, dozens of people have been swallowed by a white whale bent on revenge 
against a certain one-legged captain.

Alongside these afterlives or sequels, Senges also gives us two backstories or pre-
quels for Ahab, one for Melville’s character and the other for his own. In the first, the 

he can locate in secondhand shops. Mel-
ville’s Ahab is a larger-than-life monoma-
niac, and his pursuit of Moby Dick to the 
exclusion of considerations of morality 
and self-interest is in no small part what 
gives him his grandeur. Senges’s Ahab, 
by contrast, is a huckster whose motives 
are self-preservation and personal profit: 
“American pragmatism putting a stop to 
the wanderings of a Shakespearean luna-
tic.” In Ahab (Sequels), the ersatz captain’s 
“grudge” against Moby Dick is down-
graded to “pure theatricality”; the golden 
doubloon that Ahab nails to the mast as a 
reward for the first crew member to spot 
Moby Dick is a cheap “trick” likened to 
a manager giving out “bonuses.” The re-
lationship between Senges’s book and its 
source text can be best summed up in his 
tidy description of the character they have 
in common: “Ahab: one step on his good 
leg, the next on a crude imitation.” The 
first time as epic tragedy, the second time 
as burlesque farce.

If at first the object of satire here ap-
pears to be Moby-Dick itself, on closer in-
spection it turns out that Senges has bigger 
fish to fry. Ahab may “comically outlive his 
death,” but Senges does not adequately 
explain how his protagonist comes to be 
almost 130 years old. This stretching of 
biological plausibility serves to change the 
scene from the mid-19th-century energy 
extraction economy in Moby-Dick to the 
early-20th-century entertainment indus-

story of an “irascible, old whaling captain” 
and “pirate from Nantucket” is “palmed 
off” on the 19-year-old Melville by Mo-
zart’s former librettist, Lorenzo da Ponte, 
during a chance meeting in a Manhattan 
tavern in 1838, just before the aspiring 
writer sets off for five years at sea. In the 
second, Ahab is born in 1851 (that is, 
the year of Moby-Dick’s publication) and 
spends his 20s and 30s working his way 
up the ranks of the London stage—where 
he goes from prompter, to understudy, 
to Shakespearean actor—leaving behind 
a wife (the suggestively initialed Mar-
tha Doolittle) in the United States. In 
September 1891 (that is, the month of 
Melville’s death), Ahab commits a crime 
and is forced to take to the sea in flight (it 
is implied that he has murdered Melville 
himself). Aboard the Pequod, the fugitive 
is mistaken for the captain, forcing him to 
rely on his experience playing Richard III, 
Ophelia, Shylock, and company to fool the 
crew. In Senges’s version, Ahab the thespi-
an invents the grudge against the whale as 
a sort of myth that legitimizes his position 
on the ship for an Odyssean two decades 
before the Pequod finally has its chance 
run-in with a white whale. 

S
enges makes no attempt 
to reconcile the two in-
compatible origin stories 
he gives for Ahab; the 
point, rather, is to satiri-

cally undercut the originality of Melville’s 
masterpiece by attributing it to someone 
else. Just as in real life, Melville dies an 
unrecognized “customs inspector,” but in 
Ahab (Sequels), Moby-Dick remains largely 
forgotten: not a central text of American 
fiction, but an obscure, out-of-print book 
known only to cognoscenti like Orson 
Welles. Senges’s Ahab is not content with 
just killing his maker; he also spends his 

twilight years and loose change 
buying up and destroying the few 
remaining copies of Moby-Dick 

try of Ahab (Sequels). Senges’s persistent 
use of anachronism—among other things, 
there are references to deindustrialization, 
gentrification, photo booths, Saturday 
Night Live, the speakeasy revival craze, 
animal documentaries, TV miniseries, fast 
food, and a certain coffee chain named af-
ter a character from Moby-Dick—suggests 
that the Great White Way and Golden 
Age Hollywood are in fact merely stand-
ins for a satirical target that is nearer to 
hand: the totally marketized culture of the 
21st century. 

Especially its literary culture. Today, 
thanks in large part to corporate con-
solidation, the rise of the online retailer 
Amazon as a publishing platform, the aca-
demicization of significant parts of literary 
production, and competition from film, 
television, streaming services, and social 
media, writers in particular have been 
returned to levels of economic precarity 
unseen since Alexander Pope satirized the 
hacks of Grub Street in The Dunciad. The 
key feature of our literary landscape, as 
Mark McGurl notes in Everything and Less, 
his survey of the novel in what he calls 
“the Age of Amazon,” is “scarcity amid 
abundance.” More narratives are being 
produced than ever before, but we have 
less and less leisure time to experience 
them; prices are driven down, but the op-
portunity costs of reading are driven up. 
The result of these developments in the 
market, McGurl writes, is that there are 
“infinitely various messages” to be con-
sumed, but only “one true meta-message: 
the necessity of corporate capitalism and 
the consumerist way of life.” 

Under these conditions, individu-
al writers may still create difficult, un-
conventional, high-opportunity-cost 
fictions in the “style” or “genre” of former 
avant-gardes, but the subculture that was 
constructed over the course of the 19th 
and 20th centuries as a vital institution 
for technical innovation and a reposito-
ry for nonmarket values has effectively 
ceased to exist. This seeming contradic-
tion—a mode of anti-commercial writing 
that has “outlived” the “death” of its social 
function—is the central conceit of Ahab 
(Sequels). As we will see, it goes a long 
way toward explaining Senges’s initially 
puzzling aesthetic choices.

Ahab (Sequels)
By Pierre Senges 
Translated by 
Jacob Siefring 
and Tegan Raleigh
Contra Mundum 
Press. 
612 pp. $27.50

Ryan Ruby is the author of  The Zero and the 
One: A Novel. His criticism has appeared in the 
New Left Review, The Point, The Believer, 
Poetry, and elsewhere. He lives in Berlin.
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T
hey were a “tough audi-
ence,” Senges writes of 
the Pequod’s crew, “lovers 
of tradition…and for [this 
reason] were not always 

appreciative of the avant-garde.” Ahab’s 
early “art for art’s sake” performances left 
them “speechless” and “exhausted,” so 
he modifies them accordingly, “playing 
aquatically with the ambiguity of genre.” 
What Ahab learns during his time as cap-
tain is how narrative can be a form of 
customer service. Once off the ship, Ahab 
is pauperized, but he wholeheartedly em-
braces the values and ideology of “free 
enterprise.” His time as an odd-jobber 
in New York is “part of the pilgrimage 
necessary to make oneself into a self-made 
man,” “the man oriented wholly toward 
the future,” “a man of common sense” 
who has understood the “logical and moral 
impossibility of renouncing profits.” 

Ahab’s turn to writing is an attempt to 
monetize the only “merchandise” he has 
at his disposal: his life story. As a “reckless 
entrepreneur,” he is the cousin of today’s 
self-publishing “service providers,” and 
like them, he confronts the hard econom-
ic logic of a marketized culture. “Sto-
ries kept being told,” 
Senges writes; “all that 
matters” in both the 
Hollywood Ahab en-
counters and in the 21st 
century literary market-
place, is that “they be 
in abundance.” It does 
not matter if they are 
high-quality or even original: When even 
the avant-garde has “long since given up…
the search for new subject matter,” Senges 
contends, why should anyone else feel any 
compunction about “wanting to cash in on 
stories that have already been told twenty 
times over, and then resumed under a dif-
ferent title”? That Ahab ends up writing 
screenplays rather than the best-selling 
“sailor’s Autobiography” (tentatively titled 
“Memoirs of an Irked Sailor”) that he 
dreamed of at first is an acknowledgment 
that, today, the telos of commercially via-
ble literature is the screen. 

The sticking point in the attempts to 
adapt Ahab’s story for stage and screen is 
always the same—how to represent the 
whale?—but Ahab never objects on cre-
ative grounds when the directors suggest 
that he replace the whale with some-
thing else. “Sub specie aeternitatis, profit of 
Rockefeller, genius of Puccini, it’s one and 

the same thing,” he reasons. He would 
very much like to sell out, but under these 
conditions—where there is no space for 
evaluation external to the market—selling 
out has lost its meaning. In the end, Ahab’s 
story gets made into a TV miniseries, but 
he doesn’t see a penny in royalties. Ahab 
learns the hard way that in a cultural econ-
omy totally colonized by the profit motive, 
there may be a multitude of stories but 
really only two master narratives: that of 
quantitative commercial success and that 
of “defeat.”

Since the cresting of high modern-
ism a century ago, several generations of 
avant-garde writers have cast doubt on 
the possibility of originality, novelty, and 
innovation in literature, just as Senges 
does in this satire. However idealistic 
and naive these paradigms now seem, it 
is worth recalling why they were held 
up as virtues in the first place. Origi-
nality, novelty, and formal innovation in 
literature were modes of differentiating 
particular books from others; as unique 
objects, they acted as symbols for the pos-
sibility of unique selves. Their individual 
aesthetic choices could be said to have 
functioned as models for their readers to 

achieve a degree of per-
sonal autonomy from 
the power of the social 
customs, political re-
gimes, religious insti-
tutions, and, crucially, 
market forces by which 
we are all shaped.

In his drive to be-
come a “self-made man” according to the 
commercial values of the market, rather 
than an autonomous self according to the 
aesthetic values of the avant-garde, Ahab 
in fact allows himself to become “thingi-
fied,” Senges writes. As a flat character, 
lacking both psychological interiority and 
a plot arc, he becomes interchangeable 
with anyone else. The reason the whale 
swallows so many people before it finally 
captures Ahab is that it cannot tell them 
apart: “from the high seas, looking at the 
coasts, there is not a single Ahab, but 
millions of Ahabs.” To the whale—who 
is the character that is furthest removed 
from the market and, not coincidentally, 
the most well-rounded character in the 
book—there is “nothing more similar to a 
human being, than another human being, 
their harmony is, the predator knows, 
based on this repetition of motifs.” In 
Melville’s epic, the singular Ahab goes on 

a hunt for an equally singular creature; in 
Senges’s satire, everything and everyone 
has become generic: an act, an imitation, 
a copy, a plagiarism—a sequel.

Y
et the way Senges con-
structs Ahab (Sequels) 
represents such a radical 
departure not only from 
the conventional re-

alist novel but also from the American 
postmodern novels with which it would 
seem to have the most in common that it 
amounts to a kind of sabotage. At the level 
of form, the book explodes its potential 
as a commodity and, collaterally, the cus-
tomer service logic of justifying aesthetic 
choices exclusively with reference to a 
reader’s pleasure. In doing so, Senges does 
not merely seek to place Ahab (Sequels) in 
the vestigial tradition of avant-garde writ-
ing; he also seeks to recapture something 
of its lost social function.

Much to the chagrin of its initial re-
viewers, Moby-Dick is famously split 
between novelistic “scene” (Ishmael’s ad-
ventures on the Pequod) and essayistic “dis-
course” (the chapters on whaling). Judging 
by some of the customer reviews that can 
be found on Goodreads, Reddit, and a 
number of amateur book blogs, this is 
the feature of Melville’s text that remains 
disquieting and odd to many readers to 
this day. (“Just skip the whaling stuff and 
read the story” is not uncommon advice.) 
Senges takes Melville’s intervention into 
the novel form one step further: Ahab 
(Sequels) is almost exclusively discursive; in 
other words, it does not show, it only tells. 
It contains no dialogue and, aside from a 
few monologues by the aforementioned 
directors and one by Ahab himself, no 
speech whatsoever. 

Unlike the overwhelming majority of 
novels, which are narrated in the past or 
present tense, Ahab (Sequels) is narrated 
largely in the past or present continuous 
tense, and sometimes in the condition-
al. This gives the events the provisional 
status normally associated with storytell-
ing modes like rumor, legend, or spec-
ulation—sometimes they are tagged as 
such by Senges—rather than with fiction 
proper. It is not that Senges’s narration is 
unreliable, a hallmark of the novel form; 
it is that it is unreliably unreliable. And 
this, rather than its syntax, or its breaks 
with linear chronology, or its en-
gagements with a broad swath 
of European literary, artistic, and 

In Senges’s satire,
everything and 

everyone has 

become generic.
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musical production going back to the Re-
naissance, is what makes it difficult.

A novel is a single possible world cre-
ated by a one-time suspension of disbelief. 
Senges’s use of narrative tense in Ahab 
(Sequels) multiplies these possible worlds 
and requires the reader to suspend dis-
belief over and over again, until belief is 

no longer available as a response to the 
text. (We are told, for example, that there 
are “99 stories” behind Ahab’s missing 
leg; we never find out which one we are 
supposed to believe is true.) Serial forms 
like sequels, prequels, and trilogies are be-
loved by authors writing for commercial 
success, as the repetition of a successful 

formula across multiple books increases 
the likelihood of sales and downloads. 
By injecting seriality into the structure 
of a single book, however, Senges im-
pedes the reader’s ability to imaginatively 
escape into a stable fictional world and 
the minds of the characters that inhabit 
it. (Needless to say, not unlike the whale 
in Ahab’s script, such a book could never 
be adapted for the screen or receive its 
attendant revenues, either.) The result is a 
formally distinctive work of literature that 
nonetheless limits the size of its potential 
audience by deliberately foreclosing the 
kind of narrative pleasure the novel form, 
grounded in the presentation of scenes, 
has accustomed readers to. 

It is fair to ask, then, why anyone 
should read it. The standard defense of a 
work of avant-garde fiction is that once a 
reader has “invested the time” to master 
its stylistic idiom, it delivers a different (by 
implication, higher) set of literary plea-
sures: the pleasure of the unfamiliar, the 
pleasure of solving a puzzle, the pleasure 
of linguistic virtuosity and complexity, the 
pleasure of imagining the taboo. Senges’s 
prose is consistently gorgeous, and Ahab 
(Sequels) is frequently funny and profound, 
but evaluating it on these grounds would 
be to ignore the way it deliberately sab-
otages storytelling norms upheld even by 
otherwise “difficult” avant-garde fictions 
from Ulysses to Infinite Jest.

To reduce the experience of reading 
avant-garde fiction to the pleasures it pro-
vides is to concede that it is one genre 
among others, with formal conventions 
that may be relied on to deliver these 
pleasures, and a paying audience, howev-
er small, whose needs must be met. The 
question then becomes how to sustain 
the production of such pleasures for a 
select audience (the handful of readers of 
difficult literature) and transmit them as 
efficiently as possible, a question whose 
answer finds itself in the very object of 
Senges’s satiric critique: the literary mar-
ketplace. What makes Ahab (Sequels) the 
proper inheritor of the avant-garde is not 
merely its formal uniqueness, but the way 
that it challenges its reader to forgo the 
logic of pleasure entirely and, in doing so, 
to experience, for the duration of reading, 
something we used to be able to count on 
the institution of the avant-garde to pro-
vide: a space where we might be able to 
exert some measure of autonomy from the 
market forces that dominate every other 
square inch of our culture. N

The Light

Isn’t it the work of those of us who work to make new tools
     with the tools we are given, hammering matter
into matter more adapted to the hand than to the memory
     of a hand, less to the past than to the path to what comes next?

And isn’t it the work of the next adaptation in part to evince
     specifically by being what it is, regardless of detail and whether it
wants to or not, the matter of persistence through change,
     the hammering of being into time, which is itself the work?

And so it was I took myself downriver, early in the midst
     of the worldwide sickness, the light on me knowledgeable
as all light is knowledgeable, silent archive
     of everything that happens—it puts you in your place, the light

put me in my place. Light on the surface of East River in March,
     light July through October, light at noon on slopes of undulations
pearling for a moment till it gleams up on the peaks, the light
     like melon ribbon, light dribbling from the mouth of a mythical

beast like Blake’s dragon, but in effect, closer to a nebulous
     walrus made of fire. I am the nebulous walrus made of fire. I walk
among you unrecognized but laughing. There is so much beauty
     left to see in this world. And I became what I am now to see it.

TIMOTHY DONNELLY
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Mirror/Stage 
Kendrick Lamar’s Mr. Morale and the Big Steppers 
B Y  J O S H U A  B E N N E T T

w
hat do you call a group of people united by grief? 
A family. Or at least that’s the formulation that 
has been dancing through my mind as I pondered 
where to begin. This is, after all, the frame that 
Kendrick Lamar offers from the outset on his long-
awaited fifth album, Mr. Morale and the Big Steppers. 

When my friend Tim and I talked about the record, he told me 
that he’d misheard its title as “Mr. Morales and the Big Steppers,” 
which sounds like the name of a late-’70s 
family band that I would love. Later that 
day, in my group chat, another friend, 
Kyle, shared the abstract of a paper that 
he’d just presented, in which at one point 
he says something like “What’s import-
ant to remember is that funerals are also 
reunions.” I hear these lines on repeat, 
resounding in the background as the beat 
builds, while I play Kendrick’s album, 

trying to find a foothold. 
A little context: My entry point into 

Lamar’s oeuvre was back in 2012, when a 
friend sent me a link to “The Heart pt. 3,” 
which didn’t remind me of anything I’d 
ever heard before. It was a short trip 
from there to one of his earlier projects, 
Section.80, and “Kush and Corinthians” 
in particular, which met me in the middle 

ILLUSTRATION BY JOE CIARDIELLO

of a crisis of faith that felt like my own 
personal apocalypse.

In the music, I encountered a young 
poet, full of fire, wrestling with the same 
sorts of questions—about grace, loss, 
eternity—that surrounded me. I heard a 
man trying to make a choice between love 
and the law and always doing his best to 
choose the former—no matter the cost. 

The cover image of Mr. Morale and 
the Big Steppers, which was made public 
before the music, features Kendrick with 
his fiancée and two children. The crown 
he wears is all thorns. At first I was tempt-
ed to read this as a reference to kingship, 
a familiar trope for the artist. But now I 
think it has more to do with a vision of 
parenthood as sacrifice. And a vision of 
life on Earth in which we can experience 
the end of the world, sometimes more 
than once, and yet live.  

T
he opening track of Mr. 
Morale and the Big Steppers, 
“United in Grief,” begins 
with an echo looming over 
us to establish the general 

atmosphere: “I hope you find some peace 
of mind in this lifetime.” Then another 
voice, not yet Kendrick’s, follows that 
affirmation with a prophetic imperative: 
“Tell them / tell ’em / tell them the truth.” 
Then the first echo again, but with a slight 
variation, moving from the level of the 
individual psyche to that of otherworldly, 
utopian striving: “I hope you find some 
paradise.” To round out this ensemble of 
voices, we hear the man himself around 
30 seconds in: 

I’ve been going through something
1,855 days
I’ve been going through something

A quick bit of accounting clarifies that 
the 1,855 days in question refers to the 
period between Kendrick’s last release, 
2017’s Pulitzer Prize–winning DAMN, 
and the project we are now listening to. 
This has been a period, our protagonist 
tells us, marked by trials and tribula-
tions so severe they required (apart from 
the rare guest feature on other people’s 
tracks) all but absolute silence.

Over the course of the 19 songs that 
constitute this double album, we come to 
learn not only the details of the “some-
thing” Kendrick has been going 
through but also who has been 
on that journey with him: his 
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presented as part of a legible tradition, 
one born of specific material conditions 
(Black generational poverty in the mod-
ern city) at a particular moment in history 
(Compton in the ’90s), as well as an an-
cient impulse to survive them at all costs. 

“Father Time,” then, isn’t just a song 
about the limits of a dominant form of 
masculinity, or the failures of one man’s 
father, or his successes. Or the joy you felt 
but couldn’t sing about. Or how, for Black 
boys growing up everywhere in the Unit-
ed States of America, 
the language of ado-
ration and admiration 
alike are policed from 
the very beginning, 
often by forces that 
don’t let up for as long 
as we are alive. Some-
how, against the tide of 
centuries of such bru-
talization, there per-
sists the possibility of 
something like the sort 
of intimacy, however 
fraught, that Kendrick 
outlines throughout 
the album.

This, it seems to 
me, is the project’s 
core theme: How, in a 
world where Blackness 
is said to be synony-
mous with general dishonor, do we nev-
ertheless care for each other? How does 
such care show up in real time? Where 
and how does it fall short, or suffer from 
a contamination so familiar it defies our 
attempts to name it, even when we try? In 
what ways does that love surpass human 
understanding? Can it survive the full 
force of an entire social order dead set 
against such love? Could you be loved? 
Are you sure?

T
he map of human relations 
Kendrick lays out for us 
here—the larger social 
world our love must sur-
vive—is an intricate one, 

full of both opportunities and threats. 
“We Cry Together,” for example, brings 
to life the story of a romance cracking 
at the seams—one that appears to be 
done for good, before an unexpected (and 
genuinely tragic, though it is presented 
ironically) volta at its conclusion. “Auntie 
Diaries” tells the story of Kendrick’s re-
lationship with two family members who 

partner and his daughter and his new-
born son; his new therapist; and his 
cousin Baby Keem (who appears several 
times on the album, making his presence 
felt with a star turn on “Savior”). Be-
yond these members of his inner circle, 
Kendrick has been on this journey with 
a number of loved ones who enter the 
frame only via the kaleidoscopic lens of 
childhood memory.

More than once, Kendrick’s accepted 
opening charge to tell the truth brings 
us back to this space: one marked by 
triumph, regret, and, most vividly, edu-
cation. Here’s a sequence from one of the 
album’s standout tracks, “Father Time,” 
that illustrates this point: 

I come from a generation of home 
invasions and I got daddy issues, 
that’s on me

Everything them four walls had 
taught me, made habits bury 
deep

That man knew a lot, but not 
enough to keep me past them 
streets

My life is a plot, twisted from 
directions that I can’t see

The triple entendre in the song’s title 
reappears here, at the end of its first verse: 
The phrase “Father Time” is, simultane-
ously, a familiar idiom, a reference to the 
specific stretches of time Kendrick spent 
with his own father, learning the vari-
ous lessons the song elaborates in detail, 
and an almost religious vision of time as 
an entity that acts upon us consciously, 
turning each individual life into a “plot,” 
a work of literature, cinema, music, or 
some unwieldy, chimeric combination of 
the three.

Just as Kendrick cannot shake the 
indelible influence of time, he cannot 
undo the effects of his father’s instruc-
tion. That antagonism enters the song 
at the level of lyric as “daddy issues,” a 
phrase he repeats. This umbrella term is 
meant to stand in for behaviors as varied 
as fistfighting in the street, hesitating to 
express affection, or jumping up after a 
skinned knee without shedding a tear or 
making a sound (“’cause if I cried about 
it / he’d surely tell me not to be weak”). 
And though there is a certain critique 
of normative masculinity one can offer 

here, what is much more inter-
esting, I think, is the fact that 
for Kendrick these memories are 

are transitioning, and how those lifelong 
bonds influence the way he comes to 
think about the exclusionary, queerphobic 
rhetoric—employed by himself and oth-
ers everywhere from the playground to 
the sanctuary—that he once treated as 
acceptable everyday parlance. Kinship, 
we are reminded, demands transforma-
tion. It is, by its very nature, marred by 
our human frailty, our disposition toward 
falling short.

Kendrick doesn’t shy away from that 
complexity; he em-
braces it. He acknowl-
edges the terribleness 
that served as his con-
dition of emergence 
while refusing to let 
that be the entire story. 
The sort of trauma we 
experience within our 
kinship networks—
those we are born 
into as well as those 
we choose—is one of 
the album’s central ob-
jects of concern. Here, 
though, tragedy is not 
a casual shorthand 
for Blackness. There 
is infinitely more to 
the plot. There is still 
room for change. But 
it will require that we 

tell the truth: “Before I go in fast asleep, 
love me for me / I bare my soul and now 
we’re free.” 

These closing lines from “Mother I 
Sober”—perhaps the song on the album 
that goes most into depth about the var-
ious sorts of abuse that Kendrick’s kin, 
blood and otherwise, have survived over 
the years—are a fitting end for one of 
the record’s most powerful meditations 
on the costs of loving Blackness, loving 
Black people, loving oneself. Such love, 
Kendrick explains, requires the willful 
abolition of our well-earned fear. It de-
mands the creation of new myths, icons, 
and images. It demands that we lift the 
mirror to ourselves and see the beauty, 
and the terror, and all that persists in 
between. N

Joshua Bennett is a professor of English at 
Dartmouth College. He is the author of two 
collections of poetry, Owed and The Sobbing 
School, as well as a book of criticism, Being 
Property Once Myself: Blackness and the 
End of Man.

Kendrick does not 

shy away from 

that complexity; he 

embraces it. 

42



 T H E N A T I O N 7 . 1 1 – 1 8 . 2 0 2 2

A
LE

X
A

N
D

E
R

 S
K

A
R

S
G

Å
R

D
 IN

 T
H

E
 N

O
R

TH
M

A
N

 (A
ID

A
N

 M
O

N
A

G
H

A
N

 / 
FO

C
U

S
 F

E
AT

U
R

E
S

)

Vengeance
The brutal verisimilitude of The Northman
B Y  E R I N  S C H W A R T Z

t
HE NORTHMAN, a medieval nordic epic written and 
directed by Robert Eggers, begins with a familiar 
setup: a young prince loses his family and kingdom 
in an act of fraternal betrayal. King Aurvandil (Ethan 
Hawke) is assassinated by his brother, Fjölnir (Claes 
Bang), while his young son Amleth watches; the 

young prince also sees Fjölnir kidnap his mother, Gudrún (Nicole 
Kidman), as part of a bloody coup to seize Aurvandil’s title and land. 
Barely avoiding capture, Amleth escapes 
and rows away, repeating a vow to avenge 
his father, kill his uncle, and rescue his 
mother—an overture to the story of a 
hero. (The film is based on a Scandinavian 
legend, recorded in the 13th century, that 
may have inspired Hamlet.)

We next see Amleth (played as an 

adult by Alexander Skarsgård) years later, 
now a formidable warrior applying his 
martial prowess to raiding Slavic villages. 
His revenge oath has been indefinitely 
deferred in favor of pillaging with a band 
of shamanic berserkers; he isn’t yet aware 
of Fjölnir’s movements, that his uncle has 

lost his land and fled to Iceland. Only af-
ter the urging of a mystical figure played 
by the musician Björk does Amleth re-
sume his quest. He disguises himself as 
a slave bound for Fjölnir’s settlement; 
once he arrives, he plans a series of es-
calating attacks with the help of another 
captive, a Slavic sorceress named Olga 
(Anya Taylor-Joy). The campaign even-
tually destroys the remnant’s of Fjölnir’s 
kingdom, and Amleth faces his rival in a 
final duel at the top of a volcano.

Although The Northman represents 
Eggers’s most ambitious project yet, both 
in its narrative scope and budget, he is 
known for choosing stories like this—
spooky historical dramas that can skew 
melodramatic—and managing to avoid 
sentimentality and shtick through obses-
sive, anthropological detail. In his previ-
ous films (The Witch, a horror film set on 
the edges of a 17th-century New England 
Puritan settlement, and The Lighthouse, 
a darkly funny 19th-century drama that 
follows two bickering lighthouse keepers 
in their descent into madness), Eggers 
has a knack for collecting period-specific 
ephemera—phrases from accounts of de-
monic possession, antique camera lenses, 
a museum-replica pagan rattle, and hand-
stitched costumes—to make a coherent 
facsimile of a world. When the method 
works, tenets that might seem prosaic to 
modern viewers become vivid and urgent, 
located within a faithful reproduction of 
the setting that produced them. 

Although there are flashes of this 
sensibility throughout The Northman, the 
film falls into an awkward middle ground 
between blockbuster epic and the cere-
bral historical dramas that preceded it, 
not quite filling either prompt. Moments 
of revelatory strangeness come incon-
sistently, and they feel disjointed from a 
plot that’s too unwieldy for verisimilitude 
alone to carry. The sequences that lack 
a sense of context to animate them can 
feel rote or even silly—a scene in which 
Amleth duels a ghost skeleton for a magic 
sword, for example; a couple of instances 
of animal-based deus ex machina; or the 
abrupt end of Olga and Amleth’s ro-
mantic relationship, soundtracked with 
a swell of music that make its pathos 
feel forced. Still, beyond the less con-
vincing scenes, there are glimpses of 
a more interesting story that reflects 
Eggers’s broader interest in out-
casts, grievance, and the futility 
of honoring one’s fate.
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T
he parts of The Northman that take place in Iceland are set during a 
period early in the country’s colonization, about 16 years before the es-
tablishment of its parliament in 930 ad. The choice was intentional: The 
Icelandic poet and novelist Sjón, who cowrote the script with Eggers, 
told The New Yorker that he “realized that we could slip in a family there, 

that settled early and then just disappeared from the face of the earth.” In his other films, 
Eggers has chosen settings on the fringes of a more formal society, which is effective for 
horror because it makes the consequences of interpersonal friction more dire. To see the 
danger of these places feels like a forgotten instinct: These small and isolated commu-
nities have no guarantee of survival, making their members both acutely dependent on 
and vulnerable to one another. 

When we first see Fjölnir’s settlement, a cluster of buildings in a wide green valley 
in the shadow of a volcano, it feels precarious, barely rooted in the earth even before 
the machinations of a vengeful prince work to dismantle it. It’s the kind of place that, 

man—that place preordained male vio-
lence in a nihilistic, almost ironic register 
rather than in the heroic or tragic tone 
of an epic. These films facilitate a read-
ing in which acts of violence that define 
a person’s life can provide a necessary 
sense of purpose and 
belonging but also be 
arbitrary, incidental, 
or vaguely foolish. 
Partway through 
Amleth’s campaign, 
his mother, Gudrún, 
confronts him with 
the revelation that 
his quest is built on 
childhood illusions 
about his parents and 
that she very much 
invited Fjölnir’s act 
of betrayal. Enraged, 
Amleth kills his un-
cle’s son, but he 
isn’t dissuaded from 
his goal. At the be-
ginning of his final 
confrontation with 
Fjölnir, instead of 
rescuing Gudrún, Amleth murders her 
in a struggle.

In these films, the violence of men 
trapped by fate appears both inevitable 
and like a waste of time; their blood 
feuds, which give them purpose, contain 
no inherent depth, eloquence, or special 
insight. By the film’s conclusion, Am-
leth’s commitment to vengeance seems 
divorced from the people it was intend-
ed to honor or protect, rolling forward 
on the strength of its own, preordained 
inertia. If in Hamlet a prince’s desire for 
revenge is checked by doubt and mel-
ancholia, The Northman’s Amleth would 
find that kind of introspection totally 
alien. This single-minded devotion to 

in Sjón’s words, looks like it could “just 
[disappear] from the face of the earth.” 
Sod-roofed structures covered in fresh 
grass appear halfway to being swallowed 
by the ground. With vast stretches of un-
inhabited wilderness as their alternative, 
a human village, even one as violent and 
miserable as Fjölnir’s, binds its inhabi-
tants to it: “Even if you did escape this 
farm, you’d only be carrion for the blue 
fox and selkies,” another captive tells 
Amleth. 

In Iceland, for Amleth, two tenets 
meant to ensure the preservation of so-
cial order soon come into conflict: the 
taboo on murder and the duty to enact 
vengeance on murderers, especially those 
who kill kings, whose position of invul-
nerability is necessary for the strength of 
the state. This paradox—whether to carry 
out a string of killings to symbolically 
buttress the sanctity of life—is at the cen-
ter of many tragedies, including Hamlet. 
In The Northman, Amleth doesn’t dwell 
much on these social and moral intrica-
cies: At one point he kills an opponent 
during a sports match by headbutting 
him to death. Yet he decides that he can’t 
take his final revenge on Fjölnir until the 
terms of the prophecy made by the seer in 
the Slavic village are met. “It was foretold 
that I would slay my father’s killer in a 
burning lake,” Amleth says. “Until that 
day comes, I will torment the man who 
made my life hell…. We thirst for ven-
geance, but we cannot escape our fate.” 
In the meantime, with Olga’s help, he 
executes a gruesome series of attacks on 
Fjölnir’s men, laden with religious sym-
bolism, which the settlement’s priestess 
at first blames on a “distempered spirit.” 

In this sense, The Northman resembles 
other recent films—The Green Knight, for 

example, based on the Arthurian 
chivalric romance, and Martin 
Scorsese’s mob drama The Irish-

fate would benefit from Eggers’s anthro-
pological insight; without it, we’re left 
to extrapolate from religious rituals and 
scenes of parochial drudgery that being 
governed by destiny, no matter how de-
structive, may offer transcendence in a 
grim, chaotic world. “Hate is all I have 
ever known,” Amleth tells Olga in the 
one brief moment in which he considers 
abandoning his quest to kill Fjölnir. “But 
I wish I could be free of it.” 

The Northman is a brutal and violent 
film, felt in both its protagonist’s appetite 
for revenge and a world that seems to 
require suffering to continue turning. 
Enslaved laborers are killed at random; in 
the continuous shots of battle that Eggers 
favors, half a dozen discrete, horrifying 
injuries might play out within the same 
few seconds. During the raid on the Slav-
ic village early in the film, Amleth rips out 

a man’s throat with 
his teeth and howls 
to the sky like a wolf. 
But the film suddenly 
cuts ahead, to just af-
ter the battle. Amleth 
is part of a tableau 
of a dozen wound-
ed berserkers who 
are hunched over, 
panting and bleed-
ing from open cuts, 
their muscles trem-
bling with exhaustion 
or pain. A separate 
group of more uni-
formly dressed and 
armored fighters ad-
ministrate the raid’s 
aftermath. In the 
longer view, Amleth’s 
group, dominant in 

battle, gains the connotation of hired 
muscle, useful in the fight but peripheral 
to its planning and an afterthought in the 
allocation of its rewards.

That moment has curious implica-
tions. It presents comfort with brutality 
as a skill within a hierarchy of skills that 
a medieval society needs filled, and casts 
Amleth’s quest in an almost entrepre-
neurial light. But those threads aren’t 
pursued. Soon after, Amleth hears about 
Fjölnir’s loss of his kingdom and his de-
parture to Iceland from a fellow fighter 
as he is sharpening an axe. “Fjölnir killed 
his brother for nothing. Now he’s a sheep 
farmer,” the fighter says, laughing, as the 
cycle of fate starts over again. N

The Northman

represents Eggers’s most 

ambitious project in 

both budget and scope.
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Not Just a Women’s Issue

Re “The Fight for Abor-
tion After Roe Falls,” by Amy 
Littlefield [May 30/June 6]: 
Too many people thought Roe 
v. Wade was all that was needed. 
Except among some feminists, 
there was little thought about 
continuous organizing to pro-
tect access to abortion services, 
which were not widely seen as 
related to health—an intersec-
tional issue connected to educa-
tion, income, housing, and equal 
opportunity for everyone. So 
long as it was seen as a “niche is-
sue” for women and not a social 
and political issue that affected 
everyone, directly or indirectly, 
there was always something else 
that was considered more im-
portant. Now women of color 
and poor women, especially, will 
pay the highest price.

Carolyn Wallace

How We Win

Elie Mystal reminds us to 
look to abortion clinic escorts 
for lessons on how to fight 
moral battles [“The Moral 
Fight,” May 30/June 6]. This 
is an excellent starting point 
for all Democrats. Maybe es-
pecially elected ones. I recently 
took the time to meet a retired 
woman who had volunteered 
as an abortion clinic escort 
here in Southern California. 
She was probably about my age 
(60) and had originally worked 
as an RN. She identified as a 
Seventh Day Adventist, part 
of the community in nearby 
Riverside County. What I left 
with is the impression that the 
escorts come from all kinds of 
backgrounds, and are forced to 
make personal commitments 
and sacrifices most elected offi-
cials might not dare dream of.

Walter Pewen

This has to be one of the fin-
est columns Elie Mystal has 
written. I am so very pleased 
that The Nation gives such 
prominent place to his com-
mentary. These are appalling 
times we live in, and we 
desperately need the kind of 
forceful, fluent, and no-
nonsense message that he 
continually sends our way. 
Long may he prosper!

Fred Coleman
akron, ohio

Collective Power

Re “The National Grid 
as Political Metaphor,” 
by Jessi Jezewska Stevens 
[May 30/June 6]: Inconsis-
tent as solar and wind en-
ergy can be, there is, on the 
other hand, the reliability of 
geothermal, biomass, and, 
hopefully soon, wave energy. 
Additionally, an alternative 
to the grid would be to re-
quire new construction to be 
self-sufficient, integrating 
renewable energy, and also to 
augment existing structures 
with renewable sources. 

My energy company is 
swapping out my electrical 
panel next month in an effort 
to improve the grid, but I 
don’t think grid work or any 
effort except transitioning 
off of fossil fuels will hold 
back climate change. Nuclear 
power is out of the question: 
Accumulated radioactive 
waste will harm future gener-
ations. In my frustration with 
government efforts, I wonder 
if an international boycott 
of fossil fuels by the public, 
coordinated on the Internet, 
would be possible.

Kathleen Freeman

Letters

MAY 30 /JUNE 6 ,  2022

SCHOOL 

CULTURE 

WARS

JOHN NICHOLS

The 

Fight 
for

A
b
o
rt

io
n After Roe FallsAMY LITTLEF IELD

S P E C I A L  I S S U E

LARADA 

LEE-WALLACE

EL IE  MYSTAL

KATHA POLL ITT

P L U S

THENATION.COM

 Comment drawn from our website
letters@thenation.com
Please do not send attachments

EDITORIAL DIRECTOR & PUBLISHER: Katrina vanden Heuvel
EDITOR: D.D. Guttenplan      PRESIDENT: Bhaskar Sunkara
DEPUTY EDITOR: Christopher Shay
LITERARY EDITOR: David Marcus
MANAGING EDITOR: Rose D’Amora
SENIOR EDITORS: Emily Douglas, Shuja Haider, Regina Mahone, Lizzy Ratner
CREATIVE DIRECTOR: Robert Best
COPY DIRECTOR: Clay Thurmond
RESEARCH DIRECTOR: Samantha Schuyler
COPY EDITOR: Rick Szykowny
MULTIMEDIA EDITOR: Ludwig Hurtado
ENGAGEMENT EDITOR: Alana Pockros
ASSOCIATE LITERARY EDITOR: Kevin Lozano
ASSISTANT COPY EDITORS: Haesun Kim, Lisa Vandepaer 
WEB COPY EDITOR/PRODUCER: Sandy McCroskey
ASSISTANT TO THE EDITOR: Ricky D’Ambrose
INTERNS: Liliana Frankel, Sophie Hurwitz, Najwa Jamal, Zoya Qureshi, Adesh 
Thapliyal • Audrey Washuta (Design), Nafisa Sayeeda (Business)
NATIONAL AFFAIRS CORRESPONDENTS: Jeet Heer, John Nichols, Joan Walsh
JUSTICE CORRESPONDENT: Elie Mystal
COLUMNISTS: David Bromwich, Alexis Grenell, Jeet Heer, Kali Holloway, 
Katha Pollitt
DEPARTMENTS: Art, Barry Schwabsky; Civil Rights, Rev. Dr. William J. Barber II; 
Defense, Michael T. Klare; Environment, Mark Hertsgaard; Films, Stuart Klawans; 
Left Coast, Sasha Abramsky; Legal Affairs, David Cole; Music, David Hajdu, 
Bijan Stephen; Palestine, Mohammed El-Kurd; Poetry, Kaveh Akbar; Public 
Health, Gregg Gonsalves; Sex, JoAnn Wypijewski; Sports, Dave Zirin; Strikes, 
Jane McAlevey; United Nations, Barbara Crossette; Deadline Poet, Calvin Trillin
CONTRIBUTING EDITORS: Robert L. Borosage, Mike Davis, Bob Dreyfuss, Susan 
Faludi, Thomas Ferguson, Melissa Harris-Perry, Doug Henwood, Anna Hiatt, 
Naomi Klein, Sarah Leonard, Maria Margaronis, Michael Moore, Eyal Press, 
Joel Rogers, Karen Rothmyer, Robert Scheer, Herman Schwartz, Bruce 
Shapiro, Edward Sorel, Jon Wiener, Amy Wilentz
CONTRIBUTING WRITERS: Sasha Abramsky, Eric Alterman, Ross Barkan, James 
Carden, Zoë Carpenter, Wilfred Chan, Michelle Chen, Bryce Covert, Liza 
Featherstone, Laura Flanders, Julianne Hing, Joshua Holland, Greg Kaufmann, 
Stephen Kearse, Richard Kreitner, Amy Littlefield, Dani McClain, Ben Moser, 
Ismail Muhammad, Vikram Murthi, Erin Schwartz, Scott Sherman, Mychal 
Denzel Smith, Jennifer Wilson
EDITORIAL BOARD: Emily Bell, Deepak Bhargava, Kai Bird, Barbara Ehrenreich, 
Frances FitzGerald, Bill Fletcher Jr., Eric Foner, Bill Gallegos, Greg Grandin, 
Lani Guinier, Richard Kim, Tony Kushner, Elinor Langer, Malia Lazu, Richard 
Lingeman, Deborah W. Meier, Walter Mosley, Khalil Gibran Muhammad, Victor 
Navasky, Pedro Antonio Noguera, Richard Parker, Elizabeth Pochoda, Rinku Sen, 
Waleed Shahid, Zephyr Teachout, Dorian T. Warren, Gary Younge
DIRECTOR OF OPERATIONS: Denise Heller
ASSOCIATE PUBLISHER, SPECIAL PROJECTS: Peter Rothberg
VICE PRESIDENT, COMMUNICATIONS: Caitlin Graf
E-MAIL MARKETING MANAGER: Will Herman
ASSOCIATE PUBLISHER, DEVELOPMENT: Sarah Burke
DEVELOPMENT MANAGER: Guia Marie Del Prado (on leave)
DEVELOPMENT COORDINATOR: Lisa Herforth-Hebbert
FULFILLMENT MANAGER: Christine Muscat
ASSOCIATE PUBLISHER, ADVERTISING: Suzette Cabildo
ADVERTISING ASSISTANT: Kit Gross
DIRECTOR OF TECHNOLOGY AND PRODUCTION: John Myers
PRODUCTION COORDINATOR: Duane Stapp
HR DIRECTOR: Susan Bluberg
ASSISTANT MANAGER, ACCOUNTING: Alexandra Climciuc
BUSINESS ADVISER: Teresa Stack
PUBLISHER EMERITUS: Victor Navasky
LETTERS TO THE EDITOR: E-mail to letters@thenation.com with name and address 
(300-word limit). Please do not send attachments. Letters are subject to editing for reasons 
of space and clarity. 

SUBMISSIONS: Go to TheNation.com/submission-guidelines for the query form.
Each issue is also made available at TheNation.com. 45



Q&A   Q&A   
 T H E N A T I O N 7 . 1 1 – 1 8 . 2 0 2 2

A
N

N
 J

O
H

A
N

S
S

O
N

 F
O

R
 T

H
E

 N
R

D
C

“Polluters go for the 

communities perceived 

as lacking power.”

The daughter of Chinese immigrants, Melissa Lin 
Perrella sees a direct line from her childhood in a 
small town in Central California in the 1980s to her 
work on the front lines of environmental justice. 

“We looked different from most everyone else; my house smelled dif-
ferent, because the food we ate was different,” she said. She was bullied. 
“It [affected] my confidence and what I thought was possible for myself, 
but it also made me the advocate that I am.” Today, Lin Perrella is the 
head of justice and equity for the nonprofit Natural Resources Defense 
Council, a role that was created last year. The move is part of a larger 
shift among environmental organizations toward recognizing that cli-
mate change and pollution do not affect all communities equally. 

Lin Perrella got her start with the NRDC nearly 20 years ago in the or-
ganization’s Santa Monica office, where she worked alongside commu-
nities near the ports of Los Angeles and Long Beach, areas with some 
of the worst air quality in the state. “That’s where I learned that in order 
for environmental policies to be responsive and durable, they have to be 
prioritized and really led by the communities that are most impacted by 
them,” she said. —Danielle Renwick

DR: How has your understanding of environmental justice changed 

over the years?

MLP: In the beginning, I was very focused on outcomes. But what I think 
has deepened over the years is my understanding of how to do that 
work—the need to honor local community leadership and intentional-
ly take care not to supplant it. Even a well-intended organization can 
disrupt local power-building if it does not intentionally look for ways 
to share power. I’ve learned that environmental justice means reducing 
pollution in communities of color and low-income communities, and 
building community power is part of that work.

DR: How does that relate to your new role at the NRDC?

MLP: If we’re working alongside communities to close down a polluting 
facility, NRDC shouldn’t stop there. We should also be working along-
side communities to transition workers that were working at that facility 
[to green jobs]. If we’re going to propose new green spaces, we should 
be working alongside housing advocates to ensure that the new park 
doesn’t result in gentrification.

DR: You’ve said that being bullied as a child for be-

ing Asian American is part of what brought you to 

advocacy work. 

MLP: All forms of violence, whether it’s a punch to 
your gut or pollution that burns your lungs, is target-
ed at those who are perceived as unable to fight back. 
Attackers choose who they attack. I’m vulnerable 
because of my race, my gender, my size—and similar-
ly, polluters don’t site their facilities randomly. They 
go for communities that are perceived as lacking the 
power to resist. That’s why I think it’s so important for 
the environmental movement to support community 
power-building so that these perceptions change.

DR: The Biden administration has pledged to deliver 

40 percent of federal climate-related investments 

to “disadvantaged communities,” and it released a 

screening tool to determine which ones to include. 

The tool has been criticized because it doesn’t in-

clude race. Can a “race-neutral” environmental jus-

tice strategy succeed?

MLP: You need a comprehensive suite of policies and 
tools that consider race in order to correct long-
standing environmental racism, and to see whether the 
policies enacted actually reduced racial disparities in 
environmental protection and health outcomes. Some 
of these policies include restrictions on siting new envi-
ronmental hazards in places that already get high and 
disproportionate amounts of pollution. They should also 
include actions to reduce existing pollution burdens on 
low-income communities and communities of color.

It’s not a mystery what needs to be done. Environ-
mental justice advocates’ vision and policy priorities 
can be found in initiatives like the federal Environmental 
Justice for All Act, a bill that environmental justice lead-
ers have been instrumental in crafting. From where I sit 
at NRDC, I can use the organization’s platform to lend 
its support to these movement voices and efforts.  N

This article is copublished with Nexus Media News and 
was made possible by a grant from the Open Society 
Foundations.

Melissa Lin Perrella
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