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“I was tempted to compare Mark Judge to Lech Walesa or Vaclav Havel. They were likewise targeted for personal destruction by regimes that perverted their countries’ constitutions, and were desperate to cling to power. But that isn’t entirely apt. Both Walesa and Havel at some point consciously chose to enter political activism, to pick up a stone and challenge Goliath.

Mark Judge never did. He just went to high school, struggled with alcoholism, and wrote a memoir about it. That’s it.

But highly paid professional opposition researchers hired to stop the confirmation of Brett Kavanaugh at any cost came across Judge’s name. They pored over his memoir’s details, and used it as a ‘story bible’ for the attack on Kavanaugh. Then they used every weapon, legal and illegal, in their arsenal to try to force Judge to somehow help them credential their fiction.

He stood firm, which shocked them. The truth prevailed for a change. And after the Dobbs decision, we live in a new and better America. In large part, we have my friend Mark Judge to thank. I hope every American reads this book, and profits from the example of his courage.”

–John Zmirak, author The Politically Incorrect Guide to Catholicism

“Few people have been through what Mark Judge has been through and fewer still possess the talent to tell so well what it’s like to be a political target in modern-day America.”

—Dana Loesch, nationally syndicated radio host and bestselling author
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PREFACE

MEET THE AMERICAN STASI

In August 2021, National Geographic published an article on the release of East Germany’s secret police files. Known as the Stasi, this all-powerful police force controlled, terrorized, spied on, and harassed the citizens of Communist East Germany from the end of World War II to the fall of the Berlin Wall in 1989.

The piece, by Emily Schultheis, described how the Stasi Records Archive was being absorbed into the German national archives in Berlin, which would then transfer the files to new locations in Germany’s five eastern states. According to National Geographic, “The archive’s importance in helping people understand their lives is hard to overstate, says Stefan Trobisch-Lütge, a Berlin-based psychologist who founded a practice to help those suffering from the psychological effects of Stasi surveillance. Post-traumatic stress disorder, anxiety, depression, and an inability to trust are common among those he works with, he says.”1

It turns out that in America today, we have an organization that is analogous to the Stasi. Or rather, we have three informal groups that often work together—the media, opposition (“oppo”) researchers, and leftist politicians. Like their East German counterparts, these groups seek to effect political change and exert cultural control by trying to blackmail, terrify, and embarrass their victims. They have often been compared to the Gestapo. But unlike the Nazis, the Stasi worked hand in glove with artists and writers to help spread propaganda and protect the “New Communist Man” from dangerous foreign ideas about freedom and democracy. Similarly, our American Stasi is close to the propagandists in Hollywood and in music, TV, and publishing.

The new American Stasi had been rising since at least the days of the Clinton administration, when the liberal press closed ranks to protect Bill Clinton from a sexual harassment scandal and colluded in attacking his accusers, who turned out to be telling the truth. During the Trump administration, this informal alliance, which included elements of the national security state, went into high gear in an attempt to obstruct and delegitimize President Donald Trump and his policies.

I myself ran afoul of these shadowy forces in the fall of 2018, when Brett Kavanaugh, a high school friend of mine, became a nominee for the Supreme Court of the United States. They used false stories, rumors, sexual honey traps, and extortion to try to get me to lie about my friend. In order to make me do this, the media, politicians, and oppo-research operatives put an entire decade on trial—the 1980s, when Brett and I were in high school. The yearbook we designed, the movies we watched, an underground newspaper I coedited, the parties we had, the sports we played, and our very identities as white Catholic males were weaponized against us, much the way the German Stasi would consider jokes subversive and art dangerous.

At the tip of the spear was an accusation that Brett had sexually assaulted a woman named Christine Blasey Ford in 1982, when he and I were seventeen and she was fifteen, and that I had been in the room when it happened.

As this book reveals, I was first approached with this news by a reporter, who made the accusation without telling me who was making it or where and when it allegedly occurred.

In the madness that followed, I was living in an America I did not recognize. Georgetown Prep, the Maryland school where Brett and I met and became friends, was vilified by journalists who never bothered to call the school for comment or check the accuracy of their sources. Elderly people I was helping to take care of found reporters at their front doors at all hours. CNN set up a truck at a house their reporters thought was my childhood home, only to discover that they had the wrong address. The Washington Post published a profile of a man who talked about what Brett and I were like in high school, despite the fact that he had never laid eyes on either one of us. The New York Times made mistakes that would have gotten anyone else fired from a high school newspaper. I got threatening phone calls and emails. Photographs and short videos I had made, some featuring beautiful women and models, were held up as proof that I was a dangerous thought criminal.

During the Cold War, a photographer and former East German citizen named Siegfried Wittenburg “captured…scenes of poverty, scarcity, and protest,” leading the government to censor some of his photos. In 1999 Wittenburg had an opportunity to read his Stasi file. He had been extensively spied on, with his every move and the subversive nature of his work carefully noted.

“I read it like a crime novel,” he told National Geographic.

According to Schultheis, “The six hours he spent with his file that day were filled with mixed emotions. At times, he couldn’t help laughing at the innocuous details in the file, such as the comments of his that were recorded completely out of context, or the time they reported on his English-language correspondence but wrote they were unable to evaluate it due to the language.” However, not all of it was so innocuous.

Reading other entries, “my hair stood on end,” he says. Understanding the sheer scope of the surveillance Wittenburg faced was hard to process: Those reporting on him included a union colleague, his boss, acquaintances at cultural organizations, and, most surprisingly, the partner of his wife’s best friend. Seeing the amount of information collected and the way it was gathered—he found proof the Stasi had searched his apartment—he began to understand how tenuous his situation had been and consider the impact on his family: “Just one more false move, and I would have been in prison.”2

At certain times in the fall of 2018, I was sure the American Stasi would throw me in prison without cause—or worse, that I would wind up dead, probably a suicide from the stress of finding myself unwillingly thrust into a harsh and hostile national media spotlight for weeks on end. Despite the idea, perpetuated by liberal talking heads, that Brett was having a “job interview” and not a criminal trial, he and I had in fact been accused of multiple felonies—including drugging girls and gang rape.

As I recount in the pages that follow, after the ordeal was over and Brett’s background check—his seventh—came back clean, I happened to find myself at a diner sitting next to Paul Ryan, the former Republican Speaker of the House. Ryan recognized me from news photos, and after our bacon and eggs I asked to speak to him outside.

Like someone who had just emerged on the western side of the Berlin Wall in the 1960s, I could not contain my emotions. Standing in the parking lot, knowing I was probably sounding mad, I told him about the setups, the weird occurrences, the shameful politicians, the violation of my rights, the journalistic disregard for the truth, the pure demonic evil that drove people to attempt a spiritual assassination of me and my friends.

This can’t happen in America, I all but pleaded with the Speaker, who nodded sympathetically. It just can’t.

Right?





PART ONE

LIVE FROM NEW YORK

On September 29, 2018, I was hiding in a dank motel room in Maryland watching Matt Damon yell out my name on Saturday Night Live. It was less than two weeks since my life had blown up.

In the show’s cold open, Damon was playing Brett Kavanaugh, a friend of mine from Georgetown Prep, which we had both attended from 1979–1983. Brett had just been nominated by Donald Trump to the Supreme Court. A brilliant student, teacher, and judge, Brett had spent hundreds of hours answering senators’ questions, showcasing his life as a happily married father of two, a basketball coach, and an affable neighbor.

Just before the final vote by the Judiciary Committee in the middle of September, a letter was leaked to the media alleging that Brett had been guilty of sexual assault against Christine Blasey Ford. The incident allegedly occurred at a party in 1982 when he was a junior at Georgetown Prep and Ford—then fifteen—was a freshman at nearby Holton-Arms.

The letter also named a second person as being in the room when the assault took place. That person, Ford said, was me.

Ford—who was widely characterized as a reluctant witness—had written the letter herself in early July of 2018 and sent it to Anna Eshoo, the congresswoman who represented her California district, who in turn sent it on to Senator Dianne Feinstein in Washington.

There it apparently remained until September. Perhaps the Democrats thought they wouldn’t need to use it. But as the hearings progressed over the summer and Brett appeared on track to be confirmed, the Left’s activist base grew increasingly desperate.

Then, just as he was on the brink of being named to the Supreme Court, someone—we still don’t know who—leaked the letter to the press. The story was first broken by Ryan Grim on September 12 in the Intercept, a left-wing website in Washington, DC.3 A story about the letter was then published on September 14 in the New York Times by Nicholas Fandos and Michael S. Schmidt—and it became a nuclear bomb that upended the political, social, and cultural life of the country. According to the Times:

The letter says that Mr. Kavanaugh, then a student at Georgetown Preparatory School in suburban Washington and now President Trump’s Supreme Court nominee, had been drinking at a social gathering when he and the male friend took the teenage girl into a bedroom. The door was locked, and she was thrown onto the bed. Mr. Kavanaugh then got on top of the teenager and put a hand over her mouth, as the music was turned up, according to the account.

But the young woman was able to extricate herself and leave the room before anything else occurred, the letter says.4

Oddly enough, the first I had heard of the letter was from Ronan Farrow of the New Yorker magazine. Farrow, the son of Woody Allen and Mia Farrow, is the reporter who famously took down Harvey Weinstein, aligning himself closely with the #MeToo phenomenon that had cut a swath through American culture. The movement had already claimed any number of high-profile scalps in politics and media, and it was now looking to add Brett to its list of toxic males brought low by the wrath of their victims.

On Friday night, September 14, I was sitting at home reading The Claw of the Conciliator, a book by science fiction author Gene Wolfe, when my cellphone rang. As soon as I heard Farrow’s voice, I knew what was happening. That is to say, I knew I had been swept up in a political hit, although I didn’t yet know how far the attackers were willing to go.

Farrow sounded excited. Still, he was cagey and revealed very little. He told me that I was named in a letter accusing me and Brett of “sexual misconduct.” Horrified, I asked him for details. He said he could not tell me where the alleged incident had taken place or who was making the charge. When I asked him when the supposed incident occurred, he told me vaguely, “the 1980s.” I told him, truthfully enough, that I had no idea what he was talking about and asked if he could be more specific. He couldn’t.

Right after I hung up with Farrow the phone rang again. It was John McCormack, a reporter for the Weekly Standard. I knew McCormack because I had written for the Standard. Soon after our conversation a story went up on the Standard’s website. The Washington Examiner reports:

Judge spoke to the Weekly Standard Friday afternoon, strongly denying that any such incident ever occurred. “It’s just absolutely nuts. I never saw Brett act that way,” Judge told TWS.

Judge says he first learned he was named in the letter during an interview with the New Yorker. “[Ronan Farrow] said: As you know, you’re named in the letter. And I did not know,” he said.

The Kavanaugh classmate told TWS that the New Yorker did not provide him the name of the woman alleging wrongdoing, a specific date of the alleged incident, or the location where the incident is alleged to have occurred. The woman alleging misconduct has requested that her identity be protected, according to media reports.

After Judge categorically denied ever witnessing an attempted assault by Kavanaugh, I asked him if he could recall any sort of rough-housing with a female student back in high school (an incident that might have been interpreted differently by parties involved). “I can’t. I can recall a lot of rough-housing with guys. It was an all-boys school, we would rough-house with each other,” he said. “I don’t remember any of that stuff going on with girls.”5

The Times quoted these comments:

“I never saw anything like what was described,” [Judge] said in an interview after being informed that he was named in the letter.

Further, he said, it did not match Mr. Kavanaugh’s character: “It is not who he is.” He said that the two were around each other constantly in high school, and recalled him as a “brilliant student,” who was very into sports, and was not “into anything crazy or illegal.”

Mr. Judge, an author, filmmaker and journalist who has written for the conservative Daily Caller and the Weekly Standard, said that the students were raised in Catholic homes and taught that the kind of behavior as described in the letter would not be tolerated. “Something like that would stick out,” he said, “which is why I don’t think it would happen.”6

The Times piece also referenced a public letter signed by sixty-five female acquaintances of Brett’s stating their unequivocal support and endorsing his character.

“Through the more than 35 years we have known him, Brett has stood out for his friendship, character and integrity,” the women wrote. “In particular, he has always treated women with decency and respect. That was true when he was in high school, and it has remained true to this day.”7

Two days later, on September 16, reporter Emma Brown of the Washington Post published a story about Ford and her reluctance to testify since sending the letter to Rep. Eshoo. The piece was mainly focused on the letter Ford had written and why it was not divulged to the public for two months.8 Brown’s reporting would later come under scrutiny by the Wall Street Journal and others when her emails to me were leaked to the media (I wasn’t the leaker, and to this day I do not know who it was).

Early that morning, Brown had emailed me to ask about the allegation.

Dear Mark,

I have interviewed the woman who has accused Brett Kavanaugh of sexually assaulting her while you were in the room during high school, and we intend to publish a story today about her allegations, including her name. I would like to tell you who she is and what she told me so you have a full and fair chance to respond. Please call me as soon as you can.

I did not respond.

This was not the first time I had heard from Emma Brown. She had previously emailed me in July, right after Brett had been nominated. At the time, Brown had already been in contact with Ford and knew that she was making accusations about me and Brett—something she initially withheld from me.

A few hours later, on September 16, she wrote again with more details.

Mark,

The woman who has accused Judge Kavanaugh of sexual assault in high school while you were in the room went by Christine (Chrissy) Blasey as a high school student at Holton-Arms. Her married name is Christine Ford. We intend to publish a story with her name and her allegation and very much want to speak with you this morning. We intend to publish early this afternoon.

The allegations she described to me mirror those that have been reported already: on her way to the bathroom, she was pushed into a bedroom by Brett Kavanaugh and Mark Judge, both of whom were very drunk. The two boys laughed as Brett Kavanaugh pinned her down on the bed, groped her and tried to take her clothes off. When she yelled out, he clapped his hand over her mouth and she was terrified. She got away when Mark Judge jumped on them, sending them toppling.

She believes this took place in early summer 1982, at a house party in Montgomery County. In addition to Brett Kavanaugh and Mark Judge, whom she called acquaintances she knew from past socializing, she recalls that her friend Leland (last name then was Ingham, now Keyser) was at the house and a friend of the boys named PJ.

Here are specific questions for you:

Did you know Christine Blasey in high school?

Did you socialize with her in high school?

Do you remember this incident?

Do you perhaps recall this particular evening but have a different recollection of it?

Did you socialize with PJ?

Did you socialize with Leland?

Did Brett or anyone else ask you to keep Brett’s name out of your book Wasted?

In that book Wasted, is “Bart O’Kavanaugh” a pseudonym for Brett Kavanaugh? I see no Bart O’Kavanaugh in the Georgetown Prep alumni directory.

Thanks,

Emma

I didn’t respond to this either.

Brown’s article restated Ford’s allegations as reported in the Times. Supposedly Brett and I, both “stumbling drunk,” had “corralled” Ford into a room where Brett locked the door, turned up the music, tried to remove her clothes, and covered her mouth with his hand to prevent her from screaming:

While his friend watched, she said, Kavanaugh pinned her to a bed on her back and groped her over her clothes, grinding his body against hers and clumsily attempting to pull off her one-piece bathing suit and the clothing she wore over it. When she tried to scream, she said, he put his hand over her mouth.

I was described as standing in the corner, cheering and “laughing ‘maniacally’” before suddenly and for no apparent reason jumping on top of the bed, sending the three of us sprawling and giving Ford the opportunity to escape.

Like Brett himself, I was deeply shocked and upset to be named in such a context. Though she described us as “friendly acquaintances” from the Catholic prep school scene, neither Brett nor I had any recollection whatsoever of the party—or of Ford.9

The two other people she alleged were at the party submitted statements saying they had no recollection of it either. One of them, Leland Keyser, was friends with Ford in high school and said she—Leland—didn’t even know Brett Kavanaugh.

Over the next two weeks the media went berserk. Our high school years at Georgetown Prep, a staid Catholic high school run by Jesuits, became the focus of a massive media inquest. Reporters dropped everything and pored through our high school yearbooks, calling up our former classmates for quotes and writing stories that portrayed us as out-of-control libertines, binge drinking and assaulting underage women at wild parties.

All of this was in stark contrast to the clean and sober image Brett projected on the national stage. In order to derail his nomination, this straitlaced image had to be exposed as an insincere front that concealed the raging appetites of a remorseless sexual predator capable of doing exactly what Ford accused him of.

Why was I dragged into it? It wasn’t just because Ford named me in the letter. All I had to do was tell the truth—I didn’t remember the episode. And since she didn’t accuse me of assaulting her—and further, no one could corroborate her story—there was no pressing need to investigate my background.

The real reason I was subjected to such extensive media scrutiny was because the opposition needed me to build their suppositious case against Brett. I had been one of Brett’s closest friends and went on to become a journalist with a lengthy record of strong, if unorthodox, conservative views and candid confessional writings. I had written a book about my years at Georgetown Prep and another about my problems with alcohol. My writings, videos, and personal history of addiction and illness were a matter of public record—and were therefore extensively mined for incriminating details.

In essence the media tried to make me—a recovering alcoholic and cancer survivor who believes in free speech, loves crime novels and beautiful women, and became a serious Christian after a somewhat wild youth—a stand-in for the nominee himself.

Because I am not a total simpleton, I immediately retained a lawyer. Barbara Van Gelder, known as “Biz,” was a very smart and empathetic person, a liberal feminist who had represented a lot of people involved in Washington bullshit. From the first time we met shortly after the Post story ran, Biz believed me when I told her, hand to God, that I just did not remember an incident like the one Ford described.

Biz became a de facto therapist and something of a friend, at one point joking, “Despite everything that was written about you, I couldn’t help it—I wound up liking you.” As hell broke loose in September, Biz advised me to stick to the basics. Call her whenever I needed support. Don’t talk to the media.

This last piece of advice was unnecessary. I had no intention of talking to the media. However, I was more than willing to speak to the Judiciary Committee. I just didn’t want to testify in public. Having seen what was done to other people caught up in such national dramas, I had a horror of being thrust into the media spotlight. And given my history of addiction, illness, and depression, I feared the consequences to my mental and physical health.

What I did want, more than anything, was the opportunity to talk to Ford herself. As I told my attorney, and later the FBI, I was willing and eager to meet her, by myself, face-to-face, anytime, and anywhere. She could bring anyone she wanted—family, friends, attorneys, law enforcement. I had nothing to hide. I simply did not recall what she was alleging.

As my attorney, Biz was in frequent contact with people on Capitol Hill. And after I told her in one of our first meetings that I had nothing to hide and would talk to senators and staff over the phone or in private, just not in public, she picked up the phone and made a call. I don’t know who the call was made to, but I heard her tell the person that I was ready and willing to come to the Hill that very second and talk to them. Then she hung up. “They aren’t ready to talk to you,” she told me. I could only guess that the Democrats had more oppo to unleash and didn’t want me short-circuiting the process by meeting with them too early.

When I needed to write a formal response to the Judiciary Committee, Biz let me dictate it. “It’s your statement,” she said. “I can’t make it for you.” I liked this. I’m not perfect but I am an honest person, and I just wanted to be simple and direct. She wrote down what I said: Brett and I had been close friends in high school, but I did not recall this incident or anything remotely like it. Specifically, “I never saw Brett act in the manner Dr. Ford describes.”10

Meanwhile people I cared about were having their lives invaded. Family, friends, old girlfriends, former teachers, even models who had appeared in my amateur videos got calls from the press demanding answers to the question, Who is Mark Judge? One afternoon my friend Chris called to tell me that his elderly mother had just spent an hour talking to a young lady named Kate Kelly, a reporter for the New York Times. Kelly had come to the house when no one else was there and started asking his eighty-eight-year-old mother questions about our relationship in high school.

When none of my close friends or family would talk to reporters, Rebecca Nelson of the Washington Post turned to a man named Mike Sacks. Sacks, the Post noted, “didn’t go to Georgetown Prep in Bethesda, the school Kavanaugh and Judge attended. He went to public school. He didn’t belong to a country club, just the neighborhood pool.”11

In other words, Mike Sacks had never laid eyes on me or Brett Kavanaugh. That didn’t stop Jackie Calmes, a journalist for the Los Angeles Times, from treating him as an authoritative source for the story she wanted to write in Dissent: The Radicalization of the Republican Party and Its Capture of the Court:

Mike Sacks, who grew up in affluent Potomac, Maryland, four years behind Kavanaugh, milked his memories of Washington’s Reagan-era suburbia for his media projects. While this family wasn’t rich and he didn’t go to a prep school or belong to a country club, Sacks spent time with “this entitled type,” as he describes Kavanaugh. “Things had a tendency to happen while you were around them. When they got drunk, all bets were off.”12

At the time all this was going on, I was staying at my friend Chris’ home in Potomac. My life was certainly not perfect, although, like a lot of people with long-term sobriety, I had attained a kind of spiritual serenity. I had stopped drinking in 1990 after several bad blackouts. I still remember my last hangover. I had woken up not knowing where I was and looked out the window. The sun was on the horizon, and I didn’t know if it was rising or setting. I had lost track of time and was completely outside what Alcoholics Anonymous calls “the stream of life.”13

Although Texas Senator Ted Cruz would later describe my life as “a rocky road,” including not only struggles with alcoholism but a 2008 cancer diagnosis, I considered myself blessed in many ways.14 I had dated beautiful and intelligent women, including a brilliant and dazzling lady from India who filled me with joy for four years, and I had published books and written for some of the most prestigious magazines and newspapers in the country. I was loved by close friends and family. I had funny and smart (sober) friends. Although no longer a young athlete, I was still active, skateboarding and bike riding on sunny days in DC.

Still, to protect the people I knew from invasive media ghouls, I left Chris’s house to go to a motel—a cheap, dark, and dangerous one like something out of a film noir on the outskirts of DC.

That’s when I turned on SNL and saw Matt Damon’s impression of Brett answering questions from the Judiciary Committee. I found his performance disgusting. I felt terrible for Brett. But I was even more concerned about surviving this onslaught with my mental health intact. The world was collapsing in on me. My anxiety was off the chart, and suicidal thoughts kept rolling over and over in my mind. After twenty-eight years of sobriety, I didn’t want to drink or do drugs. All I could do was smoke cigarettes and chew on Tylenol.

One of the most noted dramatic performances of 2018, Damon’s intro wasn’t acting but political slapstick, relying on a pantomime of indignant rage from Brett and the repetition of some odd nicknames from high school. Squee, one of our old friends who later became a teacher, quickly became a favorite for comedians. Other guys, equally innocent, also had their names thrown into the mix.

The sketch was plainly intended to make Brett seem angry and unhinged. To that extent (no surprise) it was nakedly partisan. But there was also a revealing bit in which Brett was asked by a committee member whether he drank beer in high school.

“You mean was I cool?” Damon fired back. “Yeah.”15

The audience laughed, almost despite themselves. It’s like they knew in their hearts that a witch hunt directed toward kids who drank beer in the 1980s would make the hunters themselves look like fools.

Then Damon got to me—the epitome of the keg-tossing 1980s boys from Georgetown Prep: “My good friend Mark Judge…can’t remember huge chunks of his life but is somehow my key witness!” Then he shotgunned a fake beer and yelled, “LIVE FROM NEW YORK—IT’S SATURDAY NIGHT!”16 (Later in the show, Adam Driver appeared in a skit playing the young me at a party where there was plentiful beer, cocaine, hot young girls, and nudity.)

Immediately my cell phone rang. It was my Georgetown Prep friend Fletch. I call him Fletch because he reminds me of the title character from the 1985 movie starring Chevy Chase. Chase’s Fletch is a sharp-witted investigative journalist who loves sports and is wickedly funny, with a strong moral core that rebels against injustice. My real-life Fletch is also like that, with a tangy coating of libertarian politics. He loves freedom of expression, hates the media, and despises politicians.

Fletch and I became friends working on extracurriculars like the yearbook and the student newspaper. Together we broadcast the sordid details of our high school social scene in the pages of an underground newspaper, the Unknown Hoya. We also worked on the yearbook together, he as a photographer and me as caption editor. Later he drove me to chemo during my cancer scare, and was a faithful mate in the fall of 2018, when I was targeted in the political attack that overnight became a national obsession.

“Hey, Fletch,” I said into the phone.

“Mark,” he said simply. “I am your friend.”

It was only the third time he had ever called me by my first name. Like a lot of my old high school friends, he usually calls me “Judge” or “Judgie.”

One important thing about a good male friend is that he will challenge you. He will ask you for the truth, and he always gives it. But his loyalty is not unconditional and depends to some extent on your own conduct. A good mate will want what is best for you, and that means having a pure soul and a clean conscience.

I assured him that I had no memory of what I was being accused of and that the indictment of my past writing was a sinister political show trial like something out of Darkness at Noon.

“Your party days are going to be exhibit A,” Fletch said. “You have written with total freedom, the kind that isn’t allowed in totalitarian countries. Politicians, the media, and the oppo-research goons have set up a triangulated kill zone. You are in the dead center of it. We’re about to take a hell ride through the 1980s.”

“I know. I also know that Ford is going to be believed no matter what the problems were with her performance.”

Indeed, as I watched the hearing unfold, I noticed a lot that was odd about Ford’s testimony, from the telling lack of detail in her story to the breathy baby voice she affected. But one thing in particular bothered me: no tears. I had wept when I found out I had cancer in 2008. The tears pooled in my eyes and ran down my face, the mucus clogging my nose. I went through half a roll of toilet paper. Ford, reading from a prepared statement and affecting an emotionally overwrought tone meant to convey an impression of unprocessed trauma, had not shed a single tear or stopped to blow her nose.

“Judgie?” Fletch says. “You there?”

“I’m here buddy.”

I reminded Fletch that reporters had latched onto something particularly obnoxious that we had written in our underground newspaper as seventeen-year-old boys almost forty years ago.

There was a pause. Then he deadpanned, “Is it too late to print a retraction?”

***

After the leak of Ford’s letter, the story went nuclear. Her privacy was invaded as unscrupulous lawyers and politicians and journalists brought her to Washington to testify after they allegedly kept information from her—most notably, the fact that Judiciary Chairman Chuck Grassley was willing to interview her in her home state of California.17

I wished more than anything that I could remember what Ford had described—that I could (as we say in AA) make amends if I had been a part of some terrible experience that had scarred her for life. More than one person told me that Ford’s account could be interpreted as me yelling, “Stop!,” and breaking up a sexual assault. This, it was suggested, would get me off the hook. But I couldn’t say that because I simply had no memory of it.

Indeed, the main thing my depiction as a monster in the media obscured was how genuinely horrified I was by the story Ford had told. I was deeply shocked by the idea that I could have been in any way a part of an occurrence that had terrified another human being, especially a teenaged girl. I too had experienced bullying in my past, and my ADHD often gave me bouts of bad anxiety. I always tried to be protective of those more vulnerable than me, even if I failed much of the time.

In my three decades of sobriety, I had made amends to many people, a number of them women, and it had always resulted in healing and reconciliation. I earnestly wished that Ford had contacted me sometime over the summer so I could have that opportunity. As I have often said in retrospect, I didn’t care enough about politics, abortion, the ideological balance of the Supreme Court, or even a lifelong friendship to lie about a sexual assault. If I had seen something, I absolutely would have said something.

If you doubt me, just imagine how much easier my life would have been. I could have blamed it all on Brett, played the good guy who broke up the assault, and retired a liberal hero. But that would not have been the truth.

Meanwhile my cell phone buzzed and buzzed and buzzed. Calls from conservatives trashing Ford as a lefty California dingbat who had been manipulated by the Far Left into giving false testimony. Liberals bombing me with texts and emails calling on me to “be a hero” and expose Brett Kavanaugh as a rapist. Holy Rollers called to say they were praying for me. Don Lemon wanted to talk to me, NBC wanted to have me on, Tucker Carlson said we could tape an interview. One guy on a fringe radio station argued that the entire thing was a Project MKUltra operation—that Ford was implanted with false memories. Another guy wanted to talk about it as a case of mistaken identity.

Tucker Carlson, however, did ask some important questions in one of his monologues:

Ford says the assault defined her entire life. Apparently, she thought about it every day. It affected her academic performance and all of her personal relationships, yet she says she told not a single other human being about it for fully 30 years.

How can that be? Well, here’s an idea. In a Washington Post profile, Ford says that she “came to understand her assault and the significance during a psychotherapy session.” What does that mean exactly? Is Ford’s story at least in part a recovered memory?

This is a critical question, because most psychiatrists consider recovered memories, however sincere, as roughly as reliable as dreams. It’s worth getting a clear answer, but so far nobody has, because nobody has asked that question. Why is that?

When an adult makes a serious allegation, asking real questions is the only correct response. It’s not an attack to ask for follow-ups or probe inconsistencies, it’s not victim shaming. In fact, it’s patronizing not to.

We don’t consider Christine Ford a child. Many of her advocates clearly do and so does the press. Instead of gathering facts about this story, they are busy moralizing and lecturing the rest of us about how Kavanaugh’s very existence proves that an entire class of people is evil.

The real evil is the way that our elites stoke race and gender hatred in order to divide this country. And that is another thing that people of good faith ought to be questioning.18

Whatever you may think of Tucker Carlson, these are reasonable questions that deserved to be raised and addressed.

One thing that seemed almost funny to me at the time was how the media went after the satirical alternative paper that I ran at Georgetown Prep along with Fletch and one other guy. Reporter Ian Shapira described the puerile, ribald, occasionally serious, and frequently hilarious paper thusly in the Post:

The Unknown Hoya…prided itself on its coverage of the crude.

One issue featured a photo of a student vomiting into a toilet and an article laced with slurs against girls at the nearby Holton-Arms School in Bethesda, Md. The same issue also pitched a new school song that included a joke about rape and paeans to kegs of beer. Another issue reportedly carried photos of a bachelor party the seniors threw for a teacher that featured a stripper.19

All of this, of course, was highly suspect when viewed through the eyes of modern puritans sifting through my past, looking for evidence that I was a misogynist and serial rapist. As one high school buddy put it to me, “It reads like the indictment at a Soviet show trial.”

Overnight, the Hoya was on every TV in the country. Our keg counters, girlfriend quips, and bad-haircut jokes were in the pages of the Washington Post and the New York Times.

But one obvious question stood out. The Hoya had been out of circulation for thirty years and was never printed in large quantities. How on earth did Ian Shapira get his hands on it—and on such short notice?

I was pretty sure I knew. At my thirtieth high school reunion in 2013, someone in our class who had compiled a few pages of the Hoya distributed a printout. The brainchild of me and Fletch—two guys raised on Mad Magazine, Rolling Stone, and National Lampoon—the sheet, for which we charged a quarter to recoup our printing costs, focused on the boisterous underbelly of Georgetown Prep.

There in the compilation were some of our familiar features: the “Student Profile,” whose job it was to highlight the bawdy or alcoholic side of a particular student; the pictures of guys throwing up at keg parties; the serious interview we did with the teacher who was getting married; the “New Doo Review,” where we rated new haircuts. There was also the popular “Match the Student” puzzle where you had to match a student to his nickname. The running “Keg Count” tallied how many kegs we had drained in our admittedly foolish quest to empty one hundred by the end of the year. Plus the poems by Fletch himself, who wrote a new school song set to “The Battle Hymn of the Republic”:

Mine eyes have seen destruction that the derelicts can do

They’ve wrecked many Stone Ridge houses and the football bleachers too

All of this with one hand in the other hand a brew

The kegs go marching on

As the pages were passed around at the reunion, I noticed one former classmate taking a particular interest in them. Even then I thought there was something slightly sinister about the way this man was combing over the pages. I now believe that three years later, in 2018, this former classmate fed our silly sheet to the media.

It would have been amusing and even kind of flattering if the purpose of the coverage weren’t to incriminate Brett, me, and our whole circle of friends as out-of-control drunks and sexual abusers. Years after the fact, our crude adolescent jokes and beer-soaked binges were being used to set up a false narrative about what kind of people we were and what we were capable of.

MSNBC anchor Stephanie Ruhle got the vapors quoting from our yearbook, called the Cupola, a typical high school production filled with pictures of sports teams, descriptions of academic and social clubs, and pages highlighting individual seniors. It also had slang, inside jokes, sexual puns, and other juvenile humor. “This is sick stuff,” she pronounced with disgust.20

Avi Selk’s September 18 Washington Post article, published two days after Brown’s initial piece, trumpets this supposedly incriminating gem in its opening paragraph: “A quote from a playwright runs alongside the family photos on Mark Judge’s page in his high school yearbook: ‘Certain women should be struck regularly, like gongs.’”21 The Post’s right-thinking readers are obviously meant to conclude that Mark Judge is a textbook misogynist, a stereotypical toxic male who likes to beat up women. (The quote itself comes from Noël Coward, an openly gay British writer and the author of plays that advocated open marriage and other “modern” sexual arrangements. The line appears in act three of his 1930 play Private Lives.)

Yes, it was silly and in questionable taste. But
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