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Acclaim for Molly Ivins and Lou Dubose’s





SHRUB


“Thank God for Molly Ivins. . . . That we even know the seamy underside of Bush’s career is due to the patient and careful analysis of Ivins, who … reports the reality behind the rhetoric.”

—Newsday




“Bush gets a pruning in Shrub … there are passages that should elicit a smile from even the staunchest Bush partisan.”

—The Atlanta Journal-Constitution




“A lively, lucid look at a man who may be our next president.”

—Dallas Morning News




“Colorful, popular and very Texan…. Ivins and Dubose lay out plenty of well-documented dirt on GWB’s career.”

—Publishers Weekly




“Hilarious.”

—The Philadelphia Inquirer




“George W. Bush, or ‘Dubya,’ gets skillfully skewered by political writer/humorist Ivins in this devastating, funny, and highly informative political biography…. Well written, witty, engaging … and important.”

—Library Journal




“Themselves Texans, Ivins and Dubose know Bush as well—and feel as strongly about him—as the rest of us do Bill Clinton…. Shrub’s claims are convincing and amply reasoned.”

—The Washington Post Book World
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This book is dedicated to The Texas Observer and to all who have sailed in her for forty-seven years. The scrappy little magazine covers Texas politics and social problems under the following flag: “We will serve no group or party but will hew hard to the truth as we find it and the right as we see it. We are dedicated to the whole truth, to human values above all interests, to the rights of man as the foundation of democracy; we will take orders from none but our own conscience, and never will we overlook or misrepresent the truth to serve the interests of the powerful or cater to the ignoble in the human spirit.” Of course, it has never paid much.
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Introduction

This book contains no news about the sex life of George W. Bush, nor about the drugs he has ingested, nor about whatever dark psychological demons drive him to seek the presidency of the United States.

No sex, no drugs, no Siggie Freud—so why would anyone read it? For one thing, it’s sort of funny. Because it’s about Texas politics it’s funny—there’s nothing we can do about that, and it’s not our fault. Numero two-o, the conventional wisdom, which is often wrong, says George W. Bush is the next Leader of the Free World, an arresting concept. The quality of leaders does change history, even in a world supposedly dominated by economic and technological forces. Just for example, Nelson Mandela and Slobodan Milosevic were elected within a few years of one another, each at a point when the unity of his country hung by a hair. They got different results. Since there appears to be a shortage of young Abe Lincolns about these days, it’s a mercy America is at no such dire divide.

Young political reporters are always told there are three ways to judge a politician. The first is to look at the record. The second is to look at the record. And third, look at the record.

The method is tried, true, time-tested, and pretty much infallible. In politics, the past is prologue. If a politician is left, right, weak, strong, given to the waffle or the flip-flop, or, as sometimes happens, an able soul who performs well under pressure, all that will be in the record.

So here we are, with a record about property-tax abatement and tort reform, and if that’s not a by-God recipe for bestsellerdom, you can cut off our legs and call us Shorty. Can’t you see it now, poor ol’ Random House touting this book: “Read all about George W. Bush’s thrilling adventures with the school-equalization formula, his amazing reversals on the sales tax, and most exciting of all, his tragic failure to take a stand on the matter of 150 versus 200 percent for the CHIP program.”

The political career of W. Bush is a fairly funny yarn, on account of being the son of a former president is not … how to put this … not actually sufficient job training for the governance of a large state. Fortunately, in Texas, this makes no difference.

Unqualified to govern Texas? No problem! The single most common misconception about George W. is that he has been running a large state for the past six years. Texas has what is known in political science circles as “the weak-governor system.” You may think this is just a Texas brag, but our weak-governor system is a lot weaker than anybody else’s.* Although the governor does have the power to call out the militia in case of an Indian uprising, by constitutional arrangement, the governor of Texas is actually the fifth most powerful statewide office: behind lieutenant governor, attorney general, comptroller, and land commissioner but ahead of agriculture commissioner and railroad commissioner. Which is not to say it’s a piddly office. For one thing, it’s a bully pulpit. Although truly effective governors are rare in Texas history, a few have made deep impressions and major changes. Besides, people think you’re important if you’re the governor, and in politics, perception rules. Of course Texans still think their attorney general, the state’s civil lawyer, has something to do with law enforcement too.

During Bush’s first term, the lieutenant governor was a wily old trout named Bob Bullock. By virtue of the constitution and the Senate rules, plus knowing where all the bodies were buried and outworking everyone else, Bullock was the major player in state government. Dubya got along just fine by doing pretty much what Bullock told him to; Bullock became Dubya’s mentor, almost a father-son deal. The day Bullock announced his retirement, Bush stood in the back of the room with tears running down his face. Bullock, after a lifetime in the Democratic Party, endorsed Bush for reelection in 1998. Bullock died in June 1999, to mixed emotions from many. At his funeral, one fatuous commentator said of the rainy weather, “The skies of Texas are weeping because we bury Bob Bullock today.” This caused a state senator to inquire sotto voce, “So what did Bullock have on the weather god?”

A political record is a flexible creature, and by custom the pol is permitted to burnish his own and to denigrate his opponent’s. The record is often used to fool voters. You say your man was for a certain bill, but was he for it before the amendments or after the amendments? Did the amendments gut the bill or strengthen it? In the case of an executive, you can say your man favors such-and-such a measure, but if he does nothing to help it pass—no phone calls, no face-to-face, no threats, no promises, no pleading about how we really, really need to win this one for the Gipper or the greater good; indeed, if the pol quietly lets it be known that no mourning will ensue in his office should the thing die a premature death—then of what merit is his public statement of support?

It’s not easy to find the point at which the acceptable stretcher becomes a flat-out whopper, or when emphasizing the positive goes so far it becomes a hopeless distortion of reality. In Bush’s case, largely because of the weakness of his office, the hardest task is to find any footprints at all. He has walked most lightly on the political life of the state. And where one can find his mark on a bill or a policy, it often turns out to have been more strongly shaped by others.

What does emerge from Bush’s record is that he has real political skills, and those are not to be despised. Politicians rank so low in the public esteem these days, practically the easiest way to get elected is by claiming you are not a politician. “I’m an undertaker! I know dog about politics! Vote for me!” Bush’s résumé in office may be slim, but he has worked in and around campaigns for years, knows a lot about the political side of politics, and is good at it. The extent to which credit for his performance should actually go to Karl Rove, the political consultant known as “Bush’s brain,” is simply unknowable.

Bush’s shrewdest political stroke has been a careful wooing of the Hispanic vote. Texas becomes majority minority (now, there’s a phrase) in 2008, meaning that blacks and Chicanos combined will outnumber Anglos, according to the demographers at Texas A&M. So wooing the Hispanic vote may seem like a no-brainer, but as you know, Republicans have not, traditionally, bothered much with people of hue. And as that doofus Pete Wilson proved in California, not all Republican governors are bright enough to see the opportunity there.

Bush’s second masterstroke has been to straddle the divide between the Christian right and the economic conservatives in the Republican Party, and that is a doozy of a split. In Texas, the Republican Party is owned by the Christian right: the party chair, the vice chairs, and everybody on down. When they won in 1994 they kicked out all the old-guard Texas Republicans, those in the school of George Bush the Elder—somewhat patrician, WASP, faintly elitist or Eastern. On the Christian right, such folks are known sneeringly as “country club Republicans.” Republicans don’t like to talk about class, but there’s clearly a class subtext to their internal fights.

W. Bush is himself a born-again Christian who wants a constitutional amendment outlawing abortion, although he seldom mentions that in front of a general audience. During his father’s presidential campaigns, W. Bush was detailed to handle the Christian right, so he has years of experience in working with them. In addition, Rove has positioned him carefully toward the Christian right on a series of nasty but largely symbolic issues in the Texas Legislature.

On the other hand, if Bush were perceived as being a creature of the Christian right, he’d have a hard time in a general election, so the masterful straddle has been keeping a moderate face on the Texas Republican Party while keeping the Christian right happy. Bush’s record is actually more to the right on social issues than his image suggests, and that includes some of his more eye-popping appointees to what would be a cabinet if we had a cabinet form of government in Texas, which we don’t.

Of Bush’s credentials as an economic conservative, there is no question at all—he owes his political life to big corporate money; he’s a CEO’s wet dream. He carries their water, he’s stumpbroke—however you put it, George W. Bush is a wholly owned subsidiary of corporate America. We don’t think this is a consequence of political calculation; it is more a consequence of his life experience, political thinking, and party affiliation. We can find no evidence that it has ever occurred to him to question whether it is wise to do what big business wants. He is perfectly comfortable, perfectly at home, doing the bidding of big bidness. These are his friends, and he takes care of his friends—sign of a smart politician. That this matches up nicely with his major campaign contributions is a happy synergy for Governor Bush.

Where Bush is weak is on the governance side of politics. From the record, it appears that he doesn’t know much, doesn’t do much, and doesn’t care much about governing. The exception is a sustained effort on education, with only mixed results. In fact, given his record, it’s kind of hard to figure out why he wants a job where he’s expected to govern. It’s not just that he has no ideas about what to do with government—if you think his daddy had trouble with “the vision thing,” wait till you meet this one. For a Republican, not wanting to do much with government is practically a vision in itself. Trouble is, when you aren’t particularly interested in the nuts and bolts of governing, you end up with staff-driven policy. When someone comes in to see you about the gory details of home health-care payments or job-training outreach, it’s all very well to give a disarming gesture of “I give up,” as Bush is wont to do, and announce, “I don’t know a thing about it; you’ll have to talk to So-and-So on my staff.” Delegation is a many-splendored thing for any executive, but it only works if old So-and-So understands the problem himself and has any idea what you expect him to do about it.

To this end, it is helpful if you, the chief executive officer of the political entity, do not, as a regular thing, take a couple of hours off in the middle of the day to work out and play video games. It’s a curious thing about Bush, who is an observably competitive and almost hyperactive person, that the word lazy is used to describe him. You get no sense of laziness from watching him—if anything, he seems to have a rather short attention span and often seems impatient to move on to the next topic or project, leaving an impression of restless energy. When Bush was once asked what his most serious weakness is, he said it is that he doesn’t like to read long books, especially books about policy.* That surprised no one at the state capitol; it is a common guess around the statehouse that Bush doesn’t even read Governing magazine, which is the bible of state government. He has also said that he hates both meetings and briefings.**

However, as the presidential campaign has geared up, the handlers have been buffing his image madly, and he now sprays interviewers with references to his current reading. But it’s like his Spanish: best not to inquire in too much depth. Bush has gotten an enormous amount of mileage out of the fact that he supposedly speaks Spanish, and indeed, he has apparently been working on it, which is to say it’s better now than it was in the ’94 campaign. His accent is good enough that he can cut radio ads in Spanish. But during public appearances in the Rio Grande Valley, he habitually does the same two or three sentences in Spanish and then they cue the mariachis. Rove often cites a press conference Bush held in Spanish with Mexican reporters as proof that he is fluent in that language: “He held an entire press conference in Spanish.” The press conference was so Spanish II it was painful.

In general, Mexicans, a courteous people, are the opposite of the French when it comes to their language. If you try to speak Spanish, no matter how pathetic the effort, Mexicans will beam upon you because they appreciate your effort. But we have yet to find a fluent Spanish speaker who thinks Bush could carry on a conversation of any depth in the language. This is just a minor example of the media’s stupefying lack of skepticism in their reporting about Bush.

A hoary truism has it that it’s better to be lucky than smart in politics, and Bush is. The argument about whether he ever would have been elected to anything if his name weren’t George W. Bush is pointless. His name is Bush. Ann Richards used to say, “He’s missin’ his Herbert,” a gibe that didn’t work. That W. Bush has traded on his father’s name all his life is observably true. In fact, one could argue that he’s never really done anything else. But it’s also true he had no choice about being his father’s son; short of becoming a monk on Sumbawa, he couldn’t avoid it and would have been a perfect fool to throw away the advantage. But Bush has also been lucky in his timing: Laura Bush once said, “If George is good at anything, it’s timing.” And in politics, timing is everything.

Dave McNeely of the Austin American-Statesman recently reminded his readers that when Ann Richards was elected governor in ’90:


	[image: ] the state faced a budget shortfall of several billion dollars;


	[image: ] the courts had ordered the state to find a way to fund the public schools fairly, since the old system was grossly inequitable;


	[image: ] the prisons were so crowded, dangerous felons were given early release in order to avoid running afoul of a federal court order on overcrowding;


	[image: ] the Legislature was still involved in a fratricidal bloodbath over redistricting; and


	[image: ] the public was eager to get a state lottery, which required a change in the constitution, possible only by a two-thirds vote in the sorely divided Legislature.




Richards and the Lege (pronounced “Ledge,” this is the name by which our remarkable Texas lawmakers are collectively known) dealt with all these issues; they raised taxes to generate an additional $1 billion a year and pared state government down even more through the then-innovative and since much-copied Performance Review Audit. As the Texas economy ginned up along with the rest of the country’s, Bush inherited a handy budget surplus that came to $7.6 billion by 1999. That permitted the Lege to both increase spending on the public schools and grant the tax cut Bush was so keen on.

Richards and the Lege also dealt with the school-equalization issue, which has been under litigation for almost thirty years, by passing a new school-finance law called Robin Hood, because it took from the rich districts to give to the poor districts. The concept was so controversial in Texas, she might as well have tried to pass the Communist Manifesto in its entirety. The state also embarked on a prison-building spree that tripled the cells in Stripe City. Richards got the two-thirds vote for the lottery with a one-vote margin. By the time Bush came into office, crime was down, school scores were up, and we had a surplus. The 1991 tax increases will produce an estimated $10.4 billion for this two-year period alone. The lottery has produced $6.9 billion since it began in ’92, and—here’s the beauty part—Bush, who hates trial lawyers with a passion, also got a gorgeous windfall when the tobacco companies settled with the state of Texas. (It’s possible Bush’s dislike of lawyers stems from the fact that he was rejected by the University of Texas Law School as a young man; this proves, as we have always suspected, that UT has higher standards than Harvard.*) The state was represented by five killer lawyers working for a contingency fee, and they won $17.3 billion from Big Tobacco, the largest settlement in the history of Earth.** So the trial lawyers Bush loathes get the state $2 billion for this budget cycle alone, which happened to just exactly pay for the tax cut on which Bush is running for president. This guy is not just lucky; if they tried to hang him, the rope would break.

One reason Bush is good at politics is because he’s a likeable guy; you’d have to work at it to dislike him. He is far more culturally a Texan than his father, at ease with the kind of locker-room bull, rough language, and physical contact characteristic of Texas politicians. (For some reason, Texas pols are extremely tactile, always slapping one another on the ass or the shoulder, hanging on to one another by the elbow or the armpit, whispering right into one another’s ears—damned if we know why.) But Bush also exaggerates his Texanness. In 1992, when he was asked how he differs from his dad, he said, “He attended Greenwich Country Day and I went to San Jacinto High School in Midland.” Actually, Dubya, who was born in New Haven, Connecticut, went to San Jacinto Junior High in Midland for one year, moved to Houston, attended an elite private school there, and then, just like his dad, went to the high school at Phillips Academy in Andover, Massachusetts, perhaps the most exclusive prep school in the country. (Not to mention earning his undergraduate degree at Yale and his M.B.A. at Harvard.)

Bush is obviously an extremely competitive man with a macho streak that seems to be touched off by other aggressive males. His relationship with the late political consultant Lee Atwater, himself a notorious hard-ass, was clearly competitive, and in Bush’s telling of it, he always comes off as tougher than Atwater. He also seems to have copied Bullock to some extent. Bullock was one of the most genuine tough guys in Texas—the man could be meaner than a skilletful of rattlesnakes (which happens to be the kind of metaphor he often used—he was a master of Texian language, which dotes on metaphor and simile). Bullock was such a black belt in ass-chewing that Senator David Sibley coined the phrase “drive-by ass-chewing” to describe the one you got if you happened to stick your head in his office when he was mad at somebody else. For an upper-class white boy, Bush comes on way too hard-ass—at a guess, to make up for being an upper-class white boy. But it’s also a common Texas male trait. Somebody should probably be worrying about how all this could affect his handling of future encounters with some Saddam Hussein, but that’s beyond the scope of this book. Bush’s other noticeable problem is the frat-boy factor. Sometimes he’s just a little cocky; sometimes he’s plain arrogant and comes off as a callow jerk.*

On the other hand, he can laugh at himself. During his first gubernatorial campaign, he was on the obligatory dove hunt on opening day of the hunting season (even Ann Richards felt obliged to go out and kill the symbol of peace) when he shot a killdee, a protected species, by mistake. Everybody thought that was pretty funny, and so did George W., who had a good time making fun of himself over it.

Bush was once asked which was the toughest decision he’d ever had to make. One might have guessed the execution of Karla Faye Tucker or fighting his own party for school funding and losing, maybe even putting together the deal to build the Rangers stadium. Nope. He said it was deciding to get married. Laura Bush doesn’t look like that tough a choice to us.

If, at the end of this short book, you find W. Bush’s political résumé a little light, don’t blame us. There’s really not much there there. We have been looking for six years.

—Molly Ivins and Lou Dubose
December 1999


*Efforts to rewrite the Texas constitution have been going on for decades. In 1974, we got as far as a constitutional convention, but after six months and $6 million, the members voted down their own efforts. They were hopelessly deadlocked over whether to put an anti-union right-to-work clause, already in state law, into the constitution itself. (Right-to-work, one of the most brilliant misnomers of all time, is a phrase originally coined by a Dallas public relations man in 1948.)

In the ’99 session, Senator Bill Ratliff, Republican of Mount Pleasant, introduced a constitutional reform bill. “Our constitution was written in the nineteenth century by people terrified of centralized government,” said Ratliff. “As a result, we have created the weakest governor in the fifty states. I believe when the people of Texas vote for a governor, they think they are voting for that candidate’s programs and philosophy and platform, but the governor has no real authority to institute those things.” The Texas constitution, written in 1876, has now been amended 377 times. Most of the 240 state agency heads are appointed by boards and commissions that are in turn appointed by the governor. Because these appointments carry staggered terms, the panels can be dominated by one governor’s appointees long after another governor has been elected. And we sometimes get rogue commissioners who turn against the governor who appointed them but cannot fire them. Ratliff’s bill would have given the governor the power to appoint the state land commissioner, the agriculture commissioner, the Railroad Commission (a misnomer—it regulates the oil industry), the state Board of Education, and judges—all currently elected. The bill died in House committee. Bush is on record opposing any change to the system of electing judges or to having the Legislature meet only once every two years for 140 days, both considered by good government groups to be appalling systems.

*Interview with Tucker Carlson, Talk magazine, September 1999.

**Texas Monthly, June 1999.

*Page Keeton, then dean of the University of Texas Law School, wrote one of the people who had supported Bush’s application: “I am sure young Mr. Bush has all the many amiable qualities you describe, and so will find a place at one of many fine institutions around the country. But not at the University of Texas.”

**Under a contract with the attorney general’s office, the five lawyers funded the three-year suit out of their own pockets, paying hundreds of other lawyers and expert witnesses. Bush and his attorney general, John Cornyn, have challenged the lawyers’ contingency fee in what is an increasingly ugly and apparently futile series of legal maneuvers.

*Bush himself is aware of this tendency. In a May 1994 interview with the Houston Chronicle, Bush credited his wife, Laura, with helping him mature. “If I am cocky and brash,” he said, “I am less cocky and brash because of Laura.”




Introduction: Bush—The First Two Years

AUSTIN—Lou Dubose and I are so disgustingly smug about this book, which we wrote in 1999, that I can hardly stand us myself. However, I am here to vouch for the fact that even though it is irresistible to unleash the dread “I told you so,” it is also damn sour satisfaction.

Every time we get together, Dubose and I congratulate one another on how some part or another of Shrub is holding up. Chapter by chapter, everything we wrote about has been validated by the policy changes made by now-President George W. Bush. Truth to tell, this reflects not particularly well on either Dubose or myself, but it does beam upon our method. As I wrote three years ago, we followed the oldest of all rules of political reporting: “Look at the record, look at the record, look at the record.”

It was all there, wasn’t it?

We never looked at “the character issue.” To this good day, I couldn’t tell you if Bush has ever used cocaine, cheated on his wife, or is psychologically deformed in some way we need be concerned about. He looks normal to me; I have always liked his wife, and who cares if he did a few mushrooms in the sixties?

Dubose and I found the campaign coverage in 2000 maddening. When Bush, in mid-debate, claimed to be the Father of the Texas Patients’ Bill of Rights, we thought our book might be helpful, that someone might actually refer to it. Especially as we detail the history of how Bush first vetoed that bill, and then refused to sign it after it was passed by a veto-proof majority. But the national press never bothered to run the DNA on that paternity claim: they were too busy analyzing Al Gore’s breathtaking decision to switch to earth tones. While the media pounded Gore’s credibility—turns out Gore was in fact the model for the hero of Love Story and does indeed have some claim to having helped start the Internet—Bush got away with one whopper after another because the press did not look at the record.

Between September 11 and Enron, we’ve seen the best of Bush and the worst of him. We’ve suffered through and gotten used to the fact that, like his daddy, he has trouble expressing himself in English.

It’s a long-held theory of mine that politicians should provide public entertainment—as well as not screwing up the country—and in this category George W. has richly rewarded us. He recently stopped on a golf course to issue this clarion summons: “I call upon all nations to do everything they can to stop these terrorists killers. Thank you. Now watch this drive.” Three times in one recent speech, the President undertook to explain to us that something was “gooder than” something else. Not many native-speakers have trouble with “good, better, best.” But our current president is often a challenge. It becomes ever clearer that Dubya Bush is now doing to the country exactly what he did to Texas. There’s a country song, “Lubbock on Everything,” that reminds us of Bush as president—just change it to “Texas on Everything.”

As governor, Bush inherited a surplus that went up to $7.5 billion. After six years of Bush and two big tax cuts, Texas is not just broke but in the hole. The state’s deficit is expected to hit $12 billion and rising by the end of the year. Add to that already-announced mandatory increased spending, and we’re down $43.4 billion on a total biennial budget of $114 billion. In other words, we’re screwed. And as we reported in the original edition of this book, Bush left virtually nothing in the Rainy Day Fund. As is the case now with the federal budget, the state deficit is not so much the consequence of falling revenues from a slowing economy as it is the product of injudicious tax cuts. In the case of the federal budget, even counting the cost of war in Afghanistan and domestic security spending, at least 40 percent of the estimated shortfall over 10 years stems from the 2001 Bush tax cut.

Bush argued for both the ’01 tax cut and for further tax cuts so many ways it is starting to resemble a Monty Python comedy sketch: first we needed tax cuts because the economy was doing so well, then we needed tax cuts because the economy was doing so poorly. We need tax cuts because of September 11 and tax cuts because of corporate scandals. If it rains, we need tax cuts and if the sky is falling, we need tax cuts.

The staggering extent to which the Bush tax cuts, particularly in their second phase, benefit only the richest Americans has gotten some media attention, but the equally staggering unfairness of taxes on the poor has not. Because payroll taxes weigh so heavily on the working poor, most of them are in fact now in the same tax bracket as the very rich. Texas has always been noted for its regressive tax structure, one reason we refer to it as the National Laboratory for Bad Government. Bush’s motto seems to be, “If it didn’t work in Texas, we’ll try it on the nation.”

We carefully deconstructed Bush’s biggest claim to fame, the “Texas education miracle.” It was A) not his and B) not much of a miracle. It was largely a combination of hype and bad policy. The latest figures from Texas show the drop-out rate is not one percent, as previously claimed, but 19 percent using the standard high school completion records. Texas SAT scores are also falling, even though more kids are passing the state’s TAAS test. It turns out the trouble with making the TAAS test all-important is that we can get more kids to pass the test, but they are learning less. “Teaching to the test” has become such a sore issue in Texas, the next legislative session is expected produce a grand donnybrook over the issue.

Bush’s single-minded concentration on privatizing absolutely everything continues on a grand scale. Social Security, schools, national forests. This is the man who wanted to turn the Texas welfare system, such as it is ($188 a month for a mother with two children) over to Lockheed-Martin, the defense contractor. Faith-based toxic waste disposal, faith-based securities regulation—who needs government? In August at the President’s Economic Forum in Waco, he strolled into the panel on Job Creation and inquired, brow furrowed with earnestness, “Now what, apart from government, can we do?” I don’t know: hold a prayer breakfast for the CEOs of the Fortune 500? Send pretzels to Crawford?

Also on constant display is the famous Karl Rove trick of taking credit for what Bush has opposed when it is passed over his opposition. Bush now goes around claiming, “We passed the corporate governance reform act,” a law he fought against tooth and nail until two weeks before it passed unanimously, which gives you some idea of the pressure that had built up for reform. He not only claims credit for signing the bill he opposed, but also claims the first-step bill is the complete solution to the entire complicated mess of corporate corruption. What remains to be done is significantly greater than what has been accomplished to date, but don’t count on Bush for any help. He had to be pushed this far by overwhelming political force.

“Born lucky” was another
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