[image: image]

[image: image]

Table of Contents
Title Page
Dedication
Why Hollywood Leans Left
You Know You’re a Closet Conservative . . .
INTRODUCTION - The Politics of Fame
CHAPTER ONE - Baa Baa Blacklist
Kicked in the Kazan
Tales They Won’t Tell
Take a Hayek
Plagued by Apparitions
CHAPTER TWO - Decade of Change
Rock Your Worldview
Deliberately Dylan
Then There Was Woodstock
Day of the Grateful Dead
The Youngster
CHAPTER THREE - The Manna from Havana
God Bless the Child
Tender Tyrant
How a Political Issue Becomes a Hollywood One
CHAPTER FOUR - The Celebrity Booster Club
Gun Shy
Risky Business
GI Jitters
School’s Out
This Land Ain’t Your Land
The Top Seven Hollywood Causes
Charity Begins at Hollywood
Live Aid
Bono
Celebrities and the UN
Star Stumping
Stealth Endorsement
When Celebrity Endorsements Backfire
CHAPTER FIVE - Hollywood’s Fuzzy Thinking
Clash of Causes
A Zoological Catch-22
PETA in Tinseltown
PETA Has Feminists Fuming
PETA Tweaking
The Left Coast’s Greatest Hits
CHAPTER SIX - Reverse Blacklisting
Out of the Mouths of Knaves
Bashing Republicans
The “I Hate Bush” Club
Victims of Reverse Blacklisting
Robust Intolerance
The Conservative Closet
Closet Christianity
Flipping Off the Faith
The Anti-Code
Pampered to Pieces
The Passion and the Prejudice
Hollywood’s Smoke Screen
Smoke Sensitivity
Anti-Smoking Crusade
Smoking Superstars
Big Brother Tobacco Cops
Hand-Me-Down Smoke
Hollywood Virtues and Vices
The Four Hollywood Cardinal Virtues
Hollywood War Games
Hollywood Reports for Duty
Hollywood and 9/11
Hollywood Battleground
Neocinematic Warfare
PC Villains
The Ultimate PC TV Show
Celebrity Greenies
Gang Green
Eco-Baloney
Green Themes
The Enviro-Media Lobby
Eco-Celebs
Hip Hip Hypocrisy
What Would Norman Lear Drive?
The Lefty Awards
Best Performance by an Actor in Propping Up a Lunatic Dictator 
Best Performance by an Actress Abroad in Pandering to a Foreign Audience
Best Piece of Celluloid Propaganda
Best PC Costume Design
Best Animated Makeover
Best Political Apology
Best Limousine Liberal
Best Crony Casting
Best PC Adaptation of a Classic
Best Petition to TV Execs
Best Exploitation of a Children’s Show
Best Anti-American Music
Best Left-Handed Compliment
Best Hollywood Political Matchup
Best Hollywood Influence on Foreign Law
Best Duo for Redistribution
Best Unoriginal Score
Best Unsound Editorial
Best Response to a Shakedown Artist
Best Unhumanitarian Award
Best Maker of Conspiracy Theory Movies
Best Opening Act
Tinseltown’s Election Connection
Tinseltown’s D.C. Dream Team
A Political Glossary of Hollywood
Notes
Copyright Page

 
 
For Margaret,
who has given me a preview
of heaven . . . by  faith, in hope,
with love.

Why Hollywood Leans Left
The San Andreas Fault has caused the continental plate located under Hollywood to buckle left.
Extraterrestrials have bombarded the West Coast area with brain-wave projections that are capable of turning minds into macaroni and cheese.
Going from waiting on tables to waiting to board private jets has created an epidemic of “afluenza” in Tinseltown, the side effects of which are pangs of liberal guilt.
Most Hollywood actors graduated from the Chairman Mao School of Acting.
Followers of Timothy Leary have been seeding the water with psychedelics for almost four decades.
Tinseltown folks smoke their Vietnamese pot using recycled paper.
Plastic surgeons are implanting “L” chips into the residents of Hollywood with each procedure performed.
The entire town is secretly under the total control of Barbra Streisand.
Almost all of the inhabitants of La La Land have completed the Anthony Robbins seminar “Awaken the Liberal Within.”
The entertainment capital’s essential coffee table book is  It Takes a Village.
Hollywood locals religiously attend services each Sunday at the Yoga, Tai Chi, Buddhist, Hindu, Bahai, Scientology, Raelian Chanting Center.
Tinseltown dwellers have developed a deep empathy for the working class, after spending long hours supervising servants, gardeners, personal assistants, cooks, drivers, hairdressers, valets, TV remote pushers, nannies, and pet walkers.
Green rooms have been serving too many M&Ms with red dye #2.
Psychiatrists in Hollywood routinely induce patients into a sleeplike trance by playing the audio version of Al Gore’s Earth in the Balance. 
Hollywood hipsters have witnessed a rash of cars with Bush-Cheney bumper stickers being unceremoniously towed away.
The liberal thought police have used crop dusters to blanket the Tinseltown landscape with Right-Be-Gone.
Folks in La La Land believe that they really do have a rich uncle with an endless supply of money who goes by the name of Uncle Sam.
Those who make their home in Tinseltown quickly find out that when it comes to the A-list, you’re either left or you’re left out. 

You Know You’re a Closet Conservative . . .
[image: image] If you have to hide in the bathroom until your gagging subsides after someone suggests Hillary’s going to make a great president.
[image: image] If you wrap up your copy of National Review in the latest issue of Mother Jones.
[image: image] If during an election season, with a flick of a switch, the Republican sign on your front lawn changes into a “Save the Planet” poster.
[image: image] If you get into your SUV, park it a mile away from work, and pull out your folding bicycle to take you the rest of the way there.
[image: image] If when a co-worker insults Ronald Reagan, you have to pretend that crushing his foot with the desk chair was just an accident.
[image: image] If you have lost all feeling in your tooth-marked tongue and have to have it treated for calluses.
[image: image] If you drive 50 miles outside of town to get a steak sandwich for lunch.
[image: image] If you tell your colleagues that you were at a Maya Angelou poetry reading when you were really at the firing range putting bullet holes in a paper Osama.
[image: image] If you listen to Charlie Daniels through your headphones while you’re mouthing the words of the latest Rage Against the Machine tune.
[image: image] If you pretend you enjoyed last night’s episode of The  West Wing when you were really glued to The O’Reilly Factor.
[image: image] If you wear sunglasses to the Joe Lieberman rally so no one notices your eyelids are shut.
[image: image] If your partners at work want to go see the latest Michael Moore flick and you give them directions to the Nixon Library.
[image: image] If you sneak into the commissary with your magic marker and blacken the front teeth on the Slick Willie photo.

INTRODUCTION
The Politics  of Fame
There’s a sort of “group think” in Hollywood. Ask anyone who’s lived there, worked there, or played there. The whole crazy, intriguing town leans decidedly to the left.
A lot of theories have been floated to try and explain the phenomenon. Some suspect the condition is caused by a rare virus that lies dormant in overly groomed poodles. Others think it comes from Botox needle sharing. Oh heck, maybe it’s the sushi. Like the veritable fish in water, residents of Tinseltown are generally unaware of the left-churning whirlpool they’re soaking in.
But the most obvious sign of their cockeyed mentality is seen whenever a star decides to speak out on a political or social issue. Pick any topic from the last 30 years. Chances are if a celebrity commented on it, his or her take was, more often than not, unmistakably liberal.
When Julia Roberts, Barbra Streisand, and Alec Baldwin open their mouths in public, cameras rush in. The press is there to capture their every word. Things like accuracy and merit don’t seem to matter much. The celebrity status of the speaker is what counts.
Now not all star speech is the same, but it’s basically treated that way. Whether the individual is talking about mundane matters of life (like where to live, which servants to hire, what clothes to shoplift, or what color to paint the yacht) or about monumental issues (like foreign policy or federal procedure), the patter is likely to get equal attention.
There’s a sort of “group think” in Hollywood. The whole crazy, intriguing town leans decidedly to the left.
Because of our preoccupation with celebrity standing, every bit of information about the famous somehow seems newsworthy. The public wants to know who they’re dating, who their plumber is dating, and who their plumber’s second cousin, twice removed, is thinking of dating.
The public’s hunger for an account of the life struggles, courtships, marriages, tragedies, and deaths of prominent personalities is insatiable. It’s fed by both the entertainment and information media outlets. And these days it’s getting increasingly tough to tell the two apart. A typical news teaser nowadays has listeners hearing something like “Hollywood doctor reveals how star clients lower their cholesterol and achieve normal regularity—Details on Eyeball News at 11.”
There’s a formula that underlies the sort of muddled mess we’re seeing. Take the right amount of controversy and slap it up against an attention-grabbing public figure. The result is media attention to the max. Bill Clinton’s escapades, Robert Downey Jr.’s rehab, Robert Blake’s courtroom capers, and Brad Pitt’s facial hair are all cases in point. Each managed to overshadow most of the other news of the day. If the trend continues, we can expect the evening news to have a celebrity link for every story: “Rioting in Rio—Catherine Zeta-Jones forced to change vacation plans.”
Still, we all need someone to look up to. We yearn for excitement, glamour, and beauty in our own lives, especially if things seem a tad boring in our neck of the woods. Not that a nine-to-five routine, irritable-kid syndrome, and income taxes aren’t exciting. But we do seem to need a little acknowledgment for our existence. Each of us seeks a sense of acceptance, some proof that we belong to something that’s larger than ourselves. This explains, in part, why we’re so fascinated with the famous.
Celebrity fever has spread just about everywhere. It’s no surprise since TV delivers stars right into our living rooms. Although we’d sometimes prefer not to have people barging in unannounced, stars are usually the exception. Viewers fall in love with movie, sitcom, and drama characters. There’s a feeling that they’re part of an extended family. And all the new technology only serves to narrow the distance between us and them.
The media explosion that’s going on is propelling fresh faces into the celebrity spotlight each and every day. Reality show participants are suddenly recognized everywhere they go, regardless of how many weird things they’re willing to eat on cue. Extras on music video productions land their own contracts. And personalities like Cindy Margolis expand existing fame to extraordinary heights thanks to the Internet peep show.
Technology is actually causing an increase in the overall celebrity population. And that’s a godsend for oddities like Celebrity Boxing, Celebrity Fear Factor, and Celebrity Booty Camp. Naturally, the more celebrities there are, the more press coverage that’s needed.
Over the past several years, reporting on celebrities has grown into a massive industry. From nonstop TV updates to entertainment sections of virtually every newspaper, tracking the stars has become big business. The enormous success of tabloids and television entertainment shows provides living proof. Remember, it wasn’t so long ago that Entertainment Tonight was pretty much the only show devoted exclusively to celebrity news. Now we have the 24-hour cable channel E! and a host of other shows, like Extra, Inside Edition, Where Are They Now?, Where Have They Been?, and What Are They Doing on This Cheesy Nostalgia  Show?, just to name a few.
Technology is actually causing an increase in the overall celebrity population. And that’s a godsend for oddities like Celebrity Boxing, Celebrity Fear Factor, and Celebrity Booty Camp.
Still, there is the matter of the personal investment that takes place on the part of fans. Because of the amount of energy expended, people start to assume that they’re entitled to know everything about a public figure. Print, radio, television, and film media try to satisfy the marketplace by giving the public as much information as possible. Naturally, celebrities want to withhold certain details about themselves, like whether they wear boxers, briefs, or plus-sized thongs, but this only makes the public more curious. What happens, in the end, is one heck of an info battle.
When we look at the relationship between celebrities and fans, we realize how unique it is. In a peculiar way, it’s an involvement where both sides win, or lose, depending on how you look at it.
Fans identify with celebrities they admire. They often imitate their behavior, thinking, manner of dress, and lifestyle. Those who feel a bit ordinary themselves can latch onto a grander image. It’s their chance to mentally connect with someone who has a more sophisticated edge and understated flair, like Marilyn Manson. Fans even come to believe that they actually know celebrities intimately. Despite the fact that stars are likely to be distant strangers, folks feel as if they’re truly personal friends.
At the same time, stars desire, and desperately need, their fans. They need the steady stream of what money isn’t always the best at getting—publicity. So a quiet tug-of-war wages on each day. Those in charge of publicity try to get favorable information into the public square. At the same time, they try to keep the more unflattering stuff out. This explains why so many paparazzi end up with cameras stuck in places that were never designed to accommodate wide, angular objects.
Because of the exaggerated interest, many stars develop an inflated sense of their own importance. Not that flying in a private jet or buying a medieval castle is necessarily going to change a person. But stars often find themselves living in a different world than most other people. As their status grows, they’re slowly wrapped up in a kind of a cocoon. It’s a physical barrier of private transportation, private clubs, and private rooms in macrobiotic restaurants, far away from admiring throngs. Phone calls are screened, appointments selected, appearances restricted, public contact limited, homes secured, and workplaces guarded.
Eventually they end up surrounded by a human buffer. For some, the hoopla feels tremendous. They’re so esteemed. For others, it’s suffocating. But that doesn’t make them any more eager to give up the perks.
Regardless of perspective, for almost all celebrities, there’s one question that haunts them, wherever they go, whatever they do. And that is, How do others see me? With the kind of constant pressure this question brings, it’s sometimes difficult to maintain reality. And hovering about is the image created through PR, the media, and recent arrest records. It can all literally take on a life of its own.
Star status involves lots of illusion. Whenever the paparazzi catch a star in pre-hair-waxed condition and Wal-Mart attire, the results can be out and out shocking. Sometimes the star’s individual identity is swallowed up by the image molded by the media. The star emerges as a product to be sold rather than a person. But fame doesn’t ever remain static. It’s like the life cycle of a human being. The star is born, grows, matures, has 7,003 plastic surgeries, and ultimately fades away. As a result, careers are in a perpetual state of flux. Fame is either increasing or decreasing, depending on one’s stage in the cycle.
Like fear of death, the famous often experience anxiety about the inevitable loss of their celebrity cachet. Competition is intense, and so is the knowledge that fame will someday dwindle. Otherwise the names of the actors from Gilligan’s Island would still be on the tip of everyone’s tongue. It’s because of the drive to remain in the public eye, and to have some sort of meaning beyond the show business world, that activism draws some stars like a magnet.
In so many instances, the nature of the actor’s, writer’s, and musician’s work is fictional. In the case of Oliver Stone, it’s the consequence of paranoia. Anyway, it all fuels a desire to impact the real world. It stands to reason that a good number of people in the creative arts long to be taken seriously when they step offstage. For some, like Pee-Wee Herman, this may be enormously difficult. But what could be better than to have continued publicity and credibility and maybe even have an impact on society? When you look at it from this angle, political activism begins to become downright alluring.
Now some people say, Who cares what stars think, say, or do on the political front? Why should it matter if celebrities make fatuous statements or take up any number of goofy causes? Well, there’s one little old word that explains why it matters. It’s called influence.
In this town, influence comes in three flavors: money, power, and merchandise. When it comes to money, success often brings massive wealth to a chosen few, and the windfall can happen in two shakes of a silicone lamb’s tail.
Hollywood heavyweights then throw large amounts of star-soaked personal and corporate cash at half-baked causes and liberal political candidates. This gives certain celebs the kind of power that can make a Speaker of the House sit up and beg and may even get a president or two to roll over.
Then there’s the merchandise. We’re talking about the actual products being shipped out of the Left Coast: music, television shows, films, documentaries, and the like. If you start to pay attention, more and more you’ll notice there’s a commonality to the banality.
The kind of influence we’re talking about ends up affecting the beliefs, morals, dreams, and directions of an entire society.
This is where celebrity influence starts to get real serious. Why? Because the kind of influence we’re talking about ends up affecting the beliefs, morals, dreams, and directions of an entire society.
Right now, Hollywood is pretty much in liberal lockstep, politically speaking. It has been for a number of decades. We can’t get away from the fact that what the stars say and do on the political front matters. Their words and actions carry tremendous weight in all-day spas, Pilates circles, and society at large. They carry tremendous weight in Washington, D.C. And more and more their ideas are infiltrating our minds in the sneakiest way possible—through our entertainment.
Americans seem to go through phases where they wonder why so much of what they see and hear feels out of touch with their own thinking. Long-held values are ridiculed, and the most extreme kind of liberal behavior is portrayed as commonplace.
Then something happens. After having been mentally massaged by the “group think,” the culture takes a leap. How we should act, what we should believe, and how we should view the world simply changes.
When we look at this kind of influence through the lens of politics we see that, in the end, it can affect how people reason, what view of the world eventually wins out, and, ultimately, the kind of society we end up with.

CHAPTER ONE
Baa Baa Blacklist
It seems that some people are always trying to come up with new ways to defend the media. When you’re operating in this mode, you typically do what the guardians of the mainstream media have always done—deny that liberal bias exists.
Sorry, but that fib won’t fly. To believe it you’d have to be living in a basement in Kankakee, Illinois. And be wearing several blindfolds. And maybe be using heavy-duty earmuffs, like the guys who wave in the planes on aircraft carriers. That’s about the only way to avoid knowing about the left-leaning favoritism that exists in the media.
But oftentimes libs in Hollywood manage to move even further askew than their partners in the press. One example of the entertainment industry’s extreme tip to the left can be seen in a recent decision made by the producers of NBC’s The West Wing.
To begin with, this TV program idealizes a liberal Democrat administration and is careful to strip Republican characters of any trace of humanity, intelligence, or modern clothing. Well, after four seasons the show decided to do something really bent-headed. It fired all of its GOP-type consultants. It may have been in response to sagging ratings, but in any case, the incident demonstrates the deep-rooted Tinseltown tendencies.
The scenario played out this way. Former Press Secretary Marlin Fitzwater, pollster Frank Luntz, and former Reagan speechwriter Peggy Noonan woke up one morning to discover that their consultant jobs had come to a brisk end. For some reason, their Democrat counterparts received different treatment. Kept were the services of former Clinton administration enablers Dee Dee Myers and Gene Sperling.
Fitzwater commented to the Federal Paper, “They dropped us because they decided they didn’t want a conservative viewpoint anymore.”
Another NBC foray into broadcast subjectivity was originally touted as a Mr. Smith Goes to Washington–type series. It’s called  Mister Sterling. In it, Barbra Streisand’s stepson Josh Brolin plays a reluctant politician who’s supposedly an independent, compassionate, stand-up guy who ends up in the U.S. Senate.
It turns out that the series has a strong connection with The  West Wing. Lawrence O’Donnell, producer and writer for the fictional Pennsylvania Ave. drama, is billed as executive producer and creator of  Mister Sterling. According to the Boston Globe, O’Donnell is “the heart and mind behind this television tale of an idealistic freshman California senator, William Sterling, Jr. (Brolin), a compassionate political independent thrust into office when he is appointed to replace a recently deceased Democratic senior senator.” Word has it that O’Donnell writes every episode of the show.
A little reminder: O’Donnell was a top advisor to the late Senator Daniel Patrick Moynihan and, at a later date, chief of staff of the Senate Committee on Environment and Public Works. Perfect political credentials for Tinseltown.
Okay, let’s see. Babs’s husband, James Brolin, guested on The West Wing, and stepson Josh Brolin stars in Mister Sterling. Will we be seeing Yentl on the Potomac anytime soon?
There is another question that needs to be asked here. Did NBC care more about publicizing the TV show than it did about duping the electorate? Well, a week before the 2002 midterm elections, the network ran a series of spots that were indistinguishable from real campaign ads. The fake campaign for the Mister Sterling drama was apparently an attempt to lure in politically minded viewers. But in retrospect, it looks as though it was just another sneaky way of promoting a program that’s designed to give the Hollywood take on what politics ought to be.
It’s no wonder some viewers think the network’s slogan should be changed to Must Flee TV.
It’s no wonder some viewers think the network’s slogan should be changed to Must Flee TV. What is it about conservative viewpoints that makes the Hollywood community so nervous? This is a bunch that supposedly lives and breathes to champion free speech and tolerance. Why are they so, well, intolerant?
Does a TV show about a house in D.C., which tells the adventurous tales of roommate Senators Schumer and Durbin and Congressmen Delahunt and Miller, sound interesting to you? Apparently, it’s extremely appealing to  Saturday Night Live alumnus Al Franken. He’s been working on a television sitcom called Little House on the Hill.
Franken, author of a book that slammed radio talk-show megastar Rush Limbaugh, dreams of filling our homes with seemingly hilarious programming about four middle-aged Democrat roomies who share a passion for expanding government and raising taxes. Doesn’t sound like Friends has anything to be nervous about.
It brings up a question that’s been asked a gazillion times by average folks who don’t understand why one very visible and otherwise impressive group is so uniform in its thinking and expression. Why is such a large segment of Hollywood so liberal in its politics? Part of the explanation can be found in a Hollywood tale. It’s one that’s been passed down from one starlit generation to the next.
Kicked in the Kazan
We’re pretty used to seeing the entertainment industry throw self-congratulatory parties and host galas on TV for the whole world’s amusement. Let’s face it. We’re bursting at the seams with awards shows. There are so many going on it won’t be long before we’ll need a dedicated awards cable channel. It’ll feature the Oscars, the Emmys, the Tonys, the Golden Globes, the Ozzys, and the Best Power Lunches on Sunset Awards.
One awards show a few years back had something very strange happen right smack in the middle of the program. A legendary director was receiving an honor for his life’s work. Many of the stars in attendance actually refused to applaud or cheer for the man. In fact, most of the celebrities present sat in stony silence, posing like exhibits from the Hollywood Wax Museum. Nick Nolte and Ed Harris were among the frozen figures. The award being given was the 1999 Honorary Award from the Academy of Motion Picture Arts and Sciences. The director was Elia Kazan.
Outside of the awards venue, protesters held banners saying “Kazan: Snitch” and “Elia Kazan: Benedict Arnold.” Elia Kazan may just as well have been a serial killer, a terrorist, or an Enron auditor.
Kazan has a long list of prominent classic films under his belt. This didn’t matter a whit. He was treated like a reject. Why would anyone in the room act this way toward an Oscar winner and director of such masterpieces as On the Water-front, East of Eden, and A Streetcar Named Desire ? Why all the venom for this guy?
The reason for the demonstration of loathing goes back to 1952, when Kazan gave testimony to a congressional committee. His capital crime? He disclosed the names of a number of his Hollywood colleagues who had been members of the Communist Party.
Elia Kazan gave testimony before the House Un-American Activities Committee (HUAC) twice. The first time was in January 1952. Kazan answered all the questions posed but refused to reveal the names of people he knew who were members of the Communist Party.
At a second installment of testimony—brace yourself for this one—Kazan named some names. He said that he had been wrong in refusing to give the committee the names “because secrecy serves the Communists and is exactly what they want.”1
The day after Kazan testified, he took out a full-page ad in the April 12, 1952, New York Times to explain the reasons for his actions. Here’s the text:
In the past weeks intolerable rumors about my political position have been circulating in New York and Hollywood. I want to make my stand clear:
I believe that Communist activities confront the people of this country with an unprecedented and exceptionally tough problem. That is, how to protect ourselves from a dangerous and alien conspiracy and still keep the free, open, healthy way of life that gives us self-respect.
I believe that the American people can solve this problem wisely only if they have the facts about Communism. All the facts.
Now, I believe that any American who is in possession of such facts has the obligation to make them known, either to the public or to the appropriate Government agency.
Whatever hysteria exists—and there is some, particularly in Hollywood—is inflamed by mystery, suspicion and secrecy. Hard and exact facts will cool it.
The facts I have are sixteen years out of date, but they supply a small piece of background to the graver picture of Communism today.
I have placed these facts before the House Committee on Un-American Activities without reserve and I now place them before the public and before my co-workers in motion pictures and in the theatre.
Seventeen and a half years ago I was a twenty-four-year-old stage manager and bit actor, making $40 a week, when I worked.
At that time nearly all of us felt menaced by two things: The depression and the ever growing power of Hitler. The streets were full of unemployed and shaken men. I was taken in by the Hard Times version of what might be called the Communists’ advertising or recruiting technique. They claimed to have a cure for depressions and a cure for Naziism and Fascism.
I joined the Communist Party late in the summer of 1934. I got out a year and a half later.
I have no spy stories to tell, because I saw no spies. Nor did I understand, at that time, any opposition between American and Russian national interest. It was not even clear to me in 1936, that the American Communist Party was abjectly taking its orders from the Kremlin.
What I learned was the minimum that anyone must learn who puts his head into the noose of party “discipline.” The Communists automatically violated the daily practices of democracy to which I was accustomed. They attempted to control thought and to suppress personal opinion. They tried to dictate personal conduct. They habitually distorted and disregarded and violated the truth. All this was crudely opposite of their claims of “democracy” and “the scientific approach.”
To be a member of the Communist Party is to have a taste of the police state. It is a diluted taste but it is bitter and unforgettable. It is diluted because you can walk out.
I got out in the spring of 1936.
The question will be asked why I did not tell this story sooner. I was held back, primarily, by concern for the reputations and employment of people who may, like myself, have left the party many years ago.
I was held back by a piece of specious reasoning which has silenced many liberals. It goes like this: “You may hate the Communists, but you must not attack or expose them, because if you do you are attacking the right to hold unpopular opinions and you are joining the people who attack civil liberties.”
I have thought soberly about this. It is, simply, a lie.
Secrecy serves the Communists. At the other pole, it serves those who are interested in silencing liberal voices. The employment of a lot of good liberals is threatened because they have allowed themselves to become associated with or silenced by the Communists.
Liberals must speak out.
I think it is useful that certain of us had this kind of experience with the Communists, for if we had not we should not know them so well. Today, when all the world fears war and they scream peace, we know how much their professions are worth. We know tomorrow they will have a new slogan.
Firsthand experience of dictatorship and thought control left me with an abiding hatred of these. It left me with an abiding hatred of Communist philosophy and methods and the conviction that these must be resisted always.
It also left me with the passionate conviction that we must never let the Communists get away with the pretense that they stand for the very things which they kill in their own countries.
I am talking about free speech, a free press, the rights of property, the rights of labor, racial equality and, above all, individual rights. I value these things. I take them seriously. I value peace, too, when it is not bought at the price of fundamental decencies.
I believe these things must be fought for wherever they are not fully honored and protected whenever they are threatened.
The motion pictures I have made and the plays I have chosen to direct represent my convictions.
I expect to continue to make the same kinds of pictures and to direct the same kinds of plays.
It’s a pretty good bet that Kazan never expected his Hollywood colleagues to hold the grudge for decades. But hang on they did, with a vengeance. The chip on Hollywood’s shoulder grew bigger and bigger with each turn of the page. And with theatrical flair, the players made sure they passed on the tale to each new Hollywood generation.
Legendary anchorman, journalist, and talk-radio icon George Putnam remembers the period well. Putnam told me that when he was working in New York, he noticed that the union was motivated by “left-wing issues” and “Soviet favoritism.” When he came to Los Angeles, some big-name actors informed him that fellow actors and actresses were actually “in bed with the Communists.”2
Enduring glamour girl and actress Jane Russell told me that, at that time, the studio system had lenience and acceptance of liberal Democrats. She said, “They just wanted to discourage communists.” Maybe it was because, as Russell recalls, during the blacklist era there were “people sitting around on sets reading communist newspapers.”3
Movies like The Front (1976), Julia (1977), Guilty by Suspicion (1991), and The Majestic (2001) only served to fatten up the Hollywood fable. Stacks of books on the subject were written, too. They were usually penned by relatives of those who were blacklisted and tended to focus on abuses that victims had to endure. Inevitably, bad guys were portrayed as jingoistic, flag-waving maniacs. And Hollywood was happily populated with tons of good-looking and talented Dudley and Daisy Do-Rights.
Robert Redford recently invoked the name that silences a Hollywood gathering faster than a subpoena from a divorce attorney. The actor-director compared the actions of the Bush administration to those of—Joseph McCarthy.
Practicing some left-handed slaps at the president, Redford stirred the latent fears of creative pros by bringing up censorship. At his own personal film festival, Sundance, Redford said, “The early signs are this administration could go further, shutting down information, not allowing certain truths to get out.” Then he added, “And all you’ve got to do is look at history to see what that led to. The McCarthy era.” So reports MSNBC.com.
Guess Redford forgot about all of the communist infiltration that was confirmed by Russian documents after the fall of the Soviet Union.
Maybe it was Redford’s pattern of Bush-bashing that motivated a group of people to heckle him and throw snowballs in his direction during a TV interview on the balcony of his River-horse Cafe. The New York Daily News reported that the police had to come and disperse the crowd. Hey, maybe the heckling and snowball thing will catch on.
Somehow the name McCarthy or McCarthyism always seems to creep into the text of Tinseltown projects. The M word may be coyly placed in the title, or it may just pop up unexpectedly with a line like “These McCarthy-like shoes are killing me.”
In a film, it may breezily surface in the dialogue.
TODD: Do you remember Charlie McCarthy?
CHLOE: No, but I voted for Eugene McCarthy.
TODD: Was he related to Jenny McCarthy?
CHLOE: Could’ve been. Did you catch her in Singled  Out?
TODD: You mean that documentary on McCarthyism?
Most people know Hollywood is a place that thrives on fiction. Invented stories are the lifeblood of movies, TV shows, and scores of celebrity alibis. Unfortunately, some of the imaginary tales are pawned off as fact.
Actors, directors, and writers know better than anyone that half-truths are merely lies in disguise. If you’re only aware of one side of the story, you don’t know the real deal. Residents of Tinseltown have made it their mission to promote only “side A” of the Hollywood blacklist record. Their version goes something like this:
Blacklisted and Blue
A long time ago, even before color TV and DVDs, a crazed committee of evil, sexually repressed politicians came after some noble Hollywood writers. These politicians were led by a wild-eyed man named Joseph McCarthy. McCarthy appeared to be just an average, ordinary U.S. senator. But this monster from Wisconsin turned out to be nothing of the sort. His name would eventually become synonymous with “Satan of the Senate.”
If you’re only aware of one side of the story, you don’t know the real deal. Residents of Tinseltown have made it their mission to promote only “side A” of the Hollywood blacklist record.
The brutish politician set out to make a speech. It was one with an evil design in mind. You see, the crafty ogre had brewed up a nasty pot of words. The concoction was meant to terrify the nation.
One day the senator grabbed his linguistic potion and took it to a gathering in Wheeling, West Virginia. With fiendish fury, he splattered the verbiage on an unsuspecting crowd. Outrageous claims like “The communists have gained access to the U.S. State Department” singed the tender ears of the audience. Listeners were transfixed. By the time McCarthy finished talking, every mind in the place had been altered.
McCarthy went back to Capitol Hill and got his buddies to take part in the all-out assault on Hollywood. Politicians everywhere went after writers, actors, and other creative geniuses. Soon there was havoc in the entertainment streets. Celebrities were attacked mercilessly.
G-men armed with subpoenas shamelessly assaulted frail Woody Allen look-alikes. Poor souls who were minding their own moviemaking business were suddenly overtaken by reptiles in horn-rimmed glasses. Freedom of speech was quickly disintegrating.
Sadly, some studio bosses buckled under the pressure. They began to fire anyone who was thought to be a member of the Communist Party. Some individuals were able to survive the ordeal by selling their scripts under false names. They used what was called a front. Others weren’t as clever or lucky. Those who were canned or denied work, based on the wild charges, were said to have been— BLACKLISTED!
Eventually, some high-drama congressional hearings on the matter were held in Washington, D.C. The whole scene was an inquisition, with people pointing fingers, shaking fists, and scaring folks out of their wits.
One group, though, stood tall through the grilling and refused to talk. Real champs, they were. They were so stalwart, they became legendary. They even had a cool-sounding nickname added to their credits. They were the heroic Hollywood Ten.
By the time madman McCarthy was done with his dastardly deeds, the reputations of many of the poor folks in Tinseltown lay mangled in the streets. It would take many years to recover from that horrible Fed reign of terror.
Yes, what had occurred could only be called a West Coast witch-hunt.
“How could this have happened?” the folks in Hollywood exclaimed. “We possess the power. We tell the story. We write the scripts,” they shouted in unison.
“We will never forgive,” they chanted. “And we will never, ever forget.”
The End
Well, now you know the Hollywood version of the blacklist story. It’s still being spun today. But what about the flip side of that Hollywood hit single?
If Broadway Joe Stalin was forced to take an injection of truth serum, his version might sound a wee bit different.
The Making of a Blacklist Blockbuster
Joe Stalin here, the Runt of Steel. Had to change my name from Vissarionovich Dzhugashvili to “Steel” in Russian. Hey, a guy’s gotta have a stage name if he’s going to take over a bunch of nations and commit mass murder.
I was pretty successful at what I did, collecting countries like a bunch of marbles. But of all the countries in the world, the one I really wanted was the U.S. It would be my crown jewel of conquests. Way back then, though, the Communist Party wasn’t a real force in America. My goal was to change all that.
Contrary to what you’ve been told, Joseph McCarthy had zip to do with the whole Hollywood investigation thing. Toadies in Tinseltown just liked hurling his name around like an evil incantation.
Back in the days when I was struggling to be the king of the world, folks in the U.S. were all bent out of shape about commies. They thought we were hiding out everywhere—government offices, schools, parks, churches, campuses, movie theaters. Heck, they were checking under their beds. They were suffering from something called the Red Scare.
The paranoids were kind of right about the hiding out stuff. Well, actually they were dead on target. Except in Hollywood. La La locals marched to their own bongo drums, which meant they were pretty much dumb as stumps. They thought people with the Red Scare were delusional. They believed the Communist Party U.S.A. was a harmless group of caring people with the best intentions at heart. The idea that some of them were working for us and plotting evil against the United States was just plain absurd to them.
In fact, the Hollywood community and its fellow libs believed that McCarthy was a crackpot, the investigation into communist activities was a partisan ploy meant to mess up Roosevelt’s New Deal, and Alger Hiss was actually innocent. What a bunch of saps.
Rather than some right-wing flight of imagination, Senator Joseph McCarthy, horns, tail, and all, was actually right.4 My minions were secretly working in the federal government during the 1930s, ’40s, and ’50s. And Moscow was giving dough to the Communist Party in the U.S.
Yeah, we had American agents in the State Department and the Treasury Department. We had agents in a lot of the New Deal agencies. We had agents on the War Production Board. And we had good ol’ Lauchlin Currie, advisor to FDR, right inside the White House itself.
So despite what you’ve been led to believe, Mc-Carthy’s basic premise was on the button. There were commies in America. They operated in secret. They were intentionally working to help enemies of the U.S. And they were beholden to an evil murderous regime—mine.
Truth is we burrowed deep into Hollywood. The Party dominated the politics, creative projects, and pocketbooks of the faithful. The rights that Kazan talked about in his ad—free speech, free press, property rights, labor rights, racial equality—we really did want to subvert those rights.
The HUAC bunch actually started a formal investigation of the motion picture pros around 1947. When they did, they found 41 people in Hollywood they identified as “friendly witnesses.” Hollywood wouldn’t be so palsywalsy with these folks in the future, that’s for sure.
The friendly witnesses named names of individuals who could be members of the Communist Party. The 10 named—Dalton Trumbo, Edward Dmytryk, Herbert Biberman, Lester Cole, Albert Maltz, Adrian Scott, Samuel Ornitz, Ring Lardner Jr., John Howard Lawson, and Alvah Bessie—claimed that your First Amendment thing gave them the right to refuse to answer the HUAC questions. Too bad the courts didn’t buy their line of reasoning. All 10 of them went to jail for six months to a year.
Friendly witnesses like Elia Kazan and Edward Dmytryk got theirs, though. They were slandered, booed, and slighted when it came to praise, recognition, and awards. The old guard in Tinseltown knew how to carry a good grudge, and they taught every new kid coming in exactly how to practice the fine art of snubbing.
They got the most ticked at one group in particular, though—the spotlight-seeking bureaucrats. They thought the politicos had caused innocent people to suffer. But here’s the rub. We had more than just a handful of not-so-innocent people operating in Hollywood at the time. Like I said, they were saps.
I had big plans back then, plans to break into the theater arts, music, and television. No, I didn’t want to be a movie star myself. Not that I wouldn’t have made a great leading man. What I wanted was an agent. Actually, I wanted a lot of agents.
I got some assistance from Willi Munzenberg. Willi just happened to be one of the founders of Communist International. And he was also one of my very own envoys in the U.S. Willi had already organized and promoted art exhibits, magazines, radio programs, benefit concerts, propaganda theaters, and motion pictures in Germany. His MO was to go after the well educated rather than the working stiff. He set up front groups he called Innocents Clubs. Charming.
Willi hooked up with a gal named Babette Gross. They were too tight in my opinion. She was a real snoop. Babette saw up close what all the ardent, paranoid, commie haters had suspected—that we had a plan to pose as idealists in order to convince the entertainment community that our handpicked political activists were harmless. In other words, our agitators would stay mum on the Soviet party line. Instead, they’d talk about how to stop fascism, racism, oppression of workers, and war.
Babette knew about Willi’s approach to getting key players in Hollywood. The instructions were, Don’t call yourself a communist. Don’t declare your love for the regime. And don’t call on people to support the Soviets!
And Babette figured out what I, Joe Stalin, really wanted to do in Tinseltown. I didn’t want to make Stalinist movies. I wanted to get at the American glamour culture.
Babette knew about how Moscow had a hand in the formation of the Screen Writers Guild, too. Willi had developed his Hollywood networks during the 1930s, first from offices in Berlin and Paris and then from New York. His key man in Hollywood was Otto Katz. Katz went by the name of Rudolph Breda and pretended to be anti-fascist. The guy was so smooth, he ended up working with a bunch of the Hollywood Ten.5
Another character in our commie cast was John Howard Lawson. He handled the Hollywood talent guilds and was a big-time networker. He’d go around urging writers to sneak things into their scripts. Scripts would come into the studios putting down business and clergy and glorifying workers and the poor.
All of a sudden some studio execs began to take notice, like Jack Warner of Warner Bros. He gave testimony to HUAC about how he suspected that some of my buddies had infiltrated the studio that he ran as far back as 1936. Once Warner got wind of a commie-loving writer, the dude’s contract wasn’t renewed. What a jerk.
Warner said that the writers put down capitalism. He brought up the example of a screenplay, where the rich man was always the bad guy. Hey, that’s the truth!
Warner found the treatment of capitalism strange because the guys writing the scripts were getting paid big hunks of money. Guess he couldn’t have known that they were just an early form of limousine lefties. Commie haters just weren’t getting the writing jobs. Thank goodness that was the kind of blacklisting no one talked about.
Warner quit renewing contracts for commie-loving writers. He named the writers that were cut loose. Seven of the Hollywood Ten made the list. Rats!
Still, things stuck pretty close to my playbook overall. The first communist organization in Hollywood called itself the Hollywood Anti-Nazi League. We picked the name because it sounded good. Even back in my time, image was important. And for some reason, fighting fascists and Nazis went over better than supporting commie dictators. Imagine that.
Soon it became clear to almost everyone that this Hollywood group wasn’t all that hot on fighting communism.
The league ran into a teensy problem in 1939. I got into a deal with my fascist friend Adolf Hitler. We





OPS/images/Hirs_9780307421739_epub_026_r1.jpg





OPS/images/Hirs_9780307421739_epub_001_r1.jpg
Tales from the
Left Coast

True Stories of Hollywood Stars
and Their Outrageous Politics

JAMES HIRSEN
With NewsMax.com






OPS/images/Hirs_9780307421739_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
TALES FROM
AR @) Sl

True Stories of Hollywood
Stars and Their Outrageous Politics

James Hirsen with
NewsMax.com





