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Epigraph

Against the Capitol I met a lion,

Who glazed upon me and went surly by

Without annoying me. And there were drawn

Upon a heap a hundred ghastly women,

Transformèd with their fear, who swore they saw

Men all in fire walk up and down the streets.

And yesterday the bird of night did sit

Even at noonday upon the marketplace,

Hooting and shrieking. When these prodigies

Do so conjointly meet, let not men say

“These are their reasons, they are natural,”

For I believe they are portentous things

Unto the climate that they point upon.

—Shakespeare, Julius Caesar, act 1, scene 3
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Introduction

I am a playwright. My professional life has been dedicated to the depiction of conflict.

If the drama is not a conflict, it can only be a lesson. The drama’s antagonists are called characters; our knowledge of their character is limited to their actions: they made this or that choice, and it resulted in this or that outcome. The outcome was determined not by their “past lives,” or “race,” or social position, or sex, but by their choices.

Those of a religious disposition know that our free will comes from God and that free will only means the power to choose. A moral choice may or may not lead to an acceptable or good outcome. It need not; it is an outcome. It is a holy act, because it is moral—that is, in accord with divine will. If we were all good, we would not need free will, which is, finally, the possibility of courage. But we are not all good, neither is any of us good all of the time; in fact, one might say that the essence of human nature is that far from being “flawed,” we are not very damned good at all. And we know it.

The repression of this knowledge is an engine of human wickedness. And we’ve seen, in this last year, that once begun, it must escalate, like a fire searching for air. For, in a convocation of the wicked, sinners contending for acceptance quickly find that safety in the company of savagery can easily be sought in acquiescence, but status only in elaboration.

If restrooms must be redesignated to accommodate differing “genders,” how much more worthy to assert that sexes do not, in fact, exist and then that men can give birth?

If Donald Trump is evil, must not anyone who questions the proposition be evil also? And, if evil, must it not be worthy that they be destroyed? And then that those who won’t proclaim it share their fate? If speech should be limited to avoid “offense” to college students, how much more worthy to expunge the books, thoughts, and electronic footprints of any defending not only the offending matter but free speech itself?

We know that the side which sets the rules will not eventually win, but, on their assertions’ acceptance, has in fact just won the contest.

Now we are engaged in a prodromal civil war, and American constitutional democracy is the contest’s prize. The universities, and the media, always diseased, have progressed from mischief into depravity. Various states are attempting to mandate that their schools teach critical race theory—that is, racism—and elected leaders on the coasts have resigned their cities to thuggery and ruin.

The Left challenges the enraged, astonished, or grieving to “give it a name”*—its name is incipient dictatorship—and should the Left be allowed to steal another election, they will not be put to the task of doing it again.

Savagery appeased can only grow. As any know who’ve been involved in an abusive home, a vicious divorce, or the dissolution of a toxic partnership. There are two sides to the story only in those in which we are not directly concerned. Then there is only one; and that the truth must always lie “somewhere in between” was disproved by Solomon himself. Sometimes it does and sometimes it does not. Which is why we have rules for debate, one of them our Constitution.

But how may a debate (a discussion, a trial, an election) take place in which one side rejects not its opponent’s position but his right to exist?

When there is no answer to the question, the rational being must learn to ask a different question.

My question, watching my beloved American democracy and culture dissolve, was, “What can I do?” I found no answer. But I realize, a year on, that a different question has brought me closer to peace. That question is this: How might I achieve clarity?

These essays, written during that terrible year, are a record of that attempt.




The Fountain Pen

Parsons in pulpits, tax-payers in pews,

Kings on your thrones, you know as well as me,

We’ve only one virginity to lose,

And where we lost it there our hearts will be!

—Kipling, “The Virginity” (1914)

I write with a fountain pen. I bought it on Lexington Avenue in New York, December 31, 2000.

I’ve had ink on my hands most of my life. I grew up with ink on my hands. The oak and iron desks in the 1950s Chicago public schools still held the glass inkwell, and there was then a debate about allowing students to hand in assignments written with the newly invented ballpoint pen.

I was the editor of my high school newspaper. I wrote the whole thing and set it in type on a wooden compositor’s stick. The type came out of a California Box, so named because it was the basic, portable set of characters carried by the pioneers who headed west to find a likely spot and set up a newspaper. Mark Twain set type out of a California Box, a process not at all different from that used by Johannes Gutenberg.

I portrayed Gutenberg for the West German Pavilion at Expo 67, the Montreal world’s fair. I was dressed in what I suppose was fifteenth-century fashion and worked an 1800 model of his 1439 invention, inking a block and pulling sheets from the press, happily covered in ink.

The Park Forest Star in Illinois took notice of my sports articles in the high school paper and hired me to cover high school sports in the area. I was paid four dollars an article, my first income as a writer. Sixty years ago.

Chicago’s literary tradition derives from journalism. Dreiser was a newspaperman, as were Carl Sandburg, Eugene Field, Ida B. Wells, who was born into slavery and dedicated her life to the eradication of racism, Frank Norris, who called out the trading pit and the railroads, and, of course, Ben Hecht.

He and Charles MacArthur wrote the greatest—in any case, the most transformative—American play, The Front Page. Do read his sketches of city life, A Thousand and One Afternoons in Chicago (1922), dashed off and perfect; and see also his contemporary Finley Peter Dunne and his comic creation Mr. Dooley, the great Irish sage and bartender.

There was no better school for a writer than journalism. One learned on the instant, or got out: to get it right, get it fast, keep it simple, and pay it off. Damon Runyon (1880–1946) wrote sports for Hearst and took his wry genius with him into covering news (in addition to playwriting, screen writing, short stories, and novels). He covered the Lindbergh trial for Hearst, as did its other ace crime reporters, Adela Rogers St. Johns and Dorothy Kilgallen.

Kilgallen became America’s most famous journalist. She had a daily column, “The Voice of Broadway,” in 140 papers. She had a daily radio program and a weekly appearance on the television show What’s My Line.

She was the only reporter to interview Jack Ruby; the information she gained sent her to New Orleans on the trail of Kennedy’s actual assassins, and she returned to New York announcing she was going to print the truth and was discovered dead the next morning from an overdose of “You got too close.”

Martha Gellhorn (1908–1998) worked, out of college, for the Federal Writers’ Project with the photographer Dorothea Lange, documenting the Depression and the dust bowl. She was a friend of Eleanor Roosevelt, herself one of the most influential journalists of the twentieth century. Roosevelt’s “My Day” was a nationally syndicated column. From 1935 to 1962, she wrote as an advocate for civil rights, the rights of women, the UN, and the New Deal.

Gellhorn covered wars from the front (definition: when there is nothing between you and the enemy) from Spain through Vietnam. She was the twentieth century’s greatest war correspondent. Her coequal was W. C. Heinz. He wrote that the soldiers got up every day to fight, as they had to in order to live, and the correspondents went with them, as they had to in order to live with themselves. He, incidentally, wrote the film M*A*S*H, and The Professional, one of the great novels of boxing.

Ralph Ellison and Richard Wright both wrote for the papers, as did Itzok Granich (Mike Gold, Jews Without Money), each writing about and for the benefit of his race. The Chicago Defender and New York’s Amsterdam News were the voice of Black America during the long night of segregation, trusted and relied upon, as was the Jewish Forward, published in Yiddish and English.

Shakespeare called actors “the abstract and brief chronicles of the time.” But, in my time, it had been the newspapers. Now, like the Deacon’s One-Horse Shay, we are going to pieces all in a day.* The three engines of cultural cohesion, those evolved to air and help adjudicate differences, are upon their death couch.

Education, and the universities in particular, have long been beneath polite notice. Their cupidity, cowardice, and greed have been evident and decried for a hundred years.* It was thought sufficient in the 1960s to indict them as football factories. One may now mourn for those innocent days.

Politicians have always been a confederation of whores, now betraying, now colluding with that opponent now promising gain, both in league, finally, against the electorate. But the newspapers. What words can convey my sorrow at their transmutation into organs of state propaganda? Worse than that, they have become unashamed merchants of hatred and panic.

I am surprised that it breaks my heart, for, of the three organs, I’ve been most closely tied, the last sixty years, to the press. A playwright without the initial imprimatur of the New York press can gain no larger notice, and so no income. After the newspaper strike of 1978, the imprimatur could be granted only by that first among inferiors, The New York Times.

I’ve benefited from the support of two, and suffered under the implacable opposition of many journalists, and was only heard to whimper by anyone in my vicinity. But to see the whole damned thing turn pear-shaped broke my heart.

Caran d’Ache is a Swiss manufacturer of the finest writing instruments. It was founded in 1915 and named for Emmanuel Poiré, a Russian-born French caricaturist—caran d’ache being a transliteration of the Russian for “pencil.” He was famous for his anti-Semitic caricatures in the French newspapers and journals of the turn of the century.

French newspaper circulation quadrupled during the years of the Dreyfus affair (1894–1906) from the first false accusation, through his conviction, banishment to Devil’s Island, and two subsequent trials.

La Libre Parole, founded in 1892, made its publisher, Édouard Drumont, rich, hammering, day by day, incitements to hatred and riot and shunning not only the processes of reason but the very existence of fact. La Libre Parole and the anti-Dreyfus movement immediately progressed from the call for death to the (wrongly accused) Dreyfus to a call for death for his coreligionists, the Jews.

A journalist from Vienna’s Neue Freie Presse covered the trial. He was an assimilated Jew, Theodor Herzl. He was stunned to find France in an anti-Semitic frenzy. In the placards at Dreyfus’s trial and humiliation calling not for “death to the traitor” but for death to the Jews, Herzl foresaw the European extinction of Jewry.

This genius looked on Paris in 1896 and saw the inevitability of Dachau. He wrote The Jewish State in 1896. It led to the First Zionist Conference in 1897 (my great-uncle attended), and fifty years later Herzl’s vision became real, in the founding of the Jewish state.

But La Libre Parole and its like were a template for later anti-Semitic publications, notably, the Nazi Der Stürmer and, closer to home, Henry Ford’s Dearborn Independent (1919–1927), an anti-Semitic publication force-distributed to all Ford dealerships.

The model—continued, unremitting hate mongering—has now been adopted with one or two exceptions by our national press.

Jefferson said that given the choice of government without newspapers or newspapers without government, he would unhesitatingly choose the latter. Now we have newspapers insisting on the infallibility of the state and calling out dissent as heresy.

What a history there is in one fountain pen. A vile anti-Semite drew hook-nosed Jewish fiends to pay the rent. An assimilated Viennese Jew saw in the psychotic frenzy the eradication of the Jews. His vision led to the existence of the Jewish state, the first refuge in two thousand years, from state anti-Semitism.

Meanwhile, the media screams that the end of the world is at hand. The ancient business strategy, the incitement to fear, and thus hatred, is rediscovered. The corporations, the interests, the trusts, the special interests, the kulaks, Negroes, immigrants, Jews, the rich, the bourgeoisie, all these colorful, infinitely applicable terms have had their day, and now we find “the haters,” a term so weak it suggests a culture so fatigued and dispirited it is unable even to celebrate hate with a full heart; it is waiting to die. Which is what I have seen around me in this horrible year.

Inherited prosperity leads to sloth and then to greed and crime, as inevitably in the trust fund child as does state subvention in the welfare-raised gang member. They are both exemptions from work. The generations that worked for a living, and blessed the system that allowed them to do so, are on the edge of the grave, and rather than the looked-for period of leisure and contemplation, our vanishing store of energy is devoted to confusion, wonder, and sorrow.

I bought my pen December 31, 2000, at the Joon pen store on Lexington Avenue. The pen store closed in 2012, and Lexington has been closed by the virus panic and the riots.

Lexington was, for more than a hundred years, the small-business avenue of New York’s Upper East Side. Madison housed the tony shops and restaurants, and Lexington the barbers, picture framers, bookstores, hardware shops, and so on.

Eric Hoffer wrote in In Our Time, “. . . the end of the trivial, mean-souled middle class that will sell its soul for cash will probably mean the end of civility, of tolerance, and perhaps of laughter. When they have gone, the country will have died.”

Well, they’re gone from the cities, and the liberal cities have died. The vanished and banished middle class has taken with it that expertise and ethos which, as Milton Friedman wrote, are a possession in which the populace has a right.

My house displays the Stars and Stripes. I think I am going to pair it with the Pine Tree Flag. It was one of the flags of the Revolution, a pine tree above the motto “An appeal to heaven.”

The pine tree, matsu, or matsuko, in Japanese, is held by them to be the symbol of vigorous old age. The American experiment has come, in 240 years, to that fork in the road inevitable in any organism. We will either enjoy the respite of a vigorous old age or forgo that period and proceed directly and quickly to national death.




Cause and Effect

It is stunning how little money it takes to ruin a young man.

—Robin Maugham

A father who does not teach his son a trade teaches him to be a highway robber.

—Hillel

A young man—I speak only of men, being one myself, and the father of one—can’t mature without an absolute conviction of the universality of the law of cause and effect.

When there is an intervening good fairy, the boy and the young man, being feral creatures, will exploit it. Teasing served to wean boys from Mama’s skirts, bullying from various pretensions and discourtesies. Mama’s skirts are a blessing, but to mature, which is to say to become independent, one must forgo them as a refuge.

Bullying is the unlicensed application of power. Of old, it consisted, among boys, in shoving, punching, and beating. Of late it allegedly includes mocking, name-calling, slander, and rough speech and, reappearing as “microaggression,” can now be alleged by those who have affronted only by the color of their skin, or by “cultural appropriation” (a practice previously understood as “emulation,” a form of flattery); these allegations, of course, are but a new sort of bullying.*

The challenged young boy once understood the school as a distant and uninterested power, and his parents (in our beloved South, his father in the North) were as likely to counsel stoical forbearance, or, in fact, self-defense, as complaint (once known as whining).

To oppress the weak is reprehensible. But one will encounter bullies in every organization in life. He may have to submit to the martinet boss, or he may resist and risk termination. But the ability to assess the affront, possible reactions, and their costs was once learned in the schoolyard.

This assessment is based upon cost. The child who is mocked may hold his peace, and there may be a cost to his pride. He might determine that the bully will tire, guess the fellow’s attention span, and weigh it against his inconvenience over that same period. If the bullying is physical, he might, of old, have appealed to the coach, who would instruct the concerned parties to “put on the gloves.” If the victim judged this insufficient or, for whatever reason, unacceptable, he might take his complaint to the school’s corrections officer (hatchet man), the vice-principal, or to his parents, and good luck to him.

Today, this parent finds, schools “take the allegation of bullying very, very seriously,” which is to say they lose their heads and fall all over themselves in fear of community censure, or legal action.

The application of common sense is still discernible in some American institutions. The schools are not one of these. The appearance, or the mere allegation, of oppositional behavior sends our school administrators to their mama’s skirts and the comedy of “peer moderation.” Here the Freudian chickens have engendered a culture of constant and communal whining.

Once the otherwise unengaged lay on a couch and complained to old Jews who had rusticated for decades in school to earn the right to eavesdrop. Now, short of altercations deemed of sufficient danger for the police, the two parties are sat across a conference table, and a peer moderator suggests they confess or confect their feelings.

Today’s kids, like all American students of old, welcome any opportunity to get out of class, and what could be more pleasant than playing Perry Mason for the benefit of school administrators thus proved too stupid to understand the kids were putting them on?

The young schoolboy was instructed never to pick on anyone smaller than himself (a moral injunction), but to refrain from picking on those larger was a practical (that is, indelible) lesson in cause and effect. Or was, until the algebra of microaggressions allowed the weak to enjoy bullying the strong, and thereby court not harsh instruction but reward.

Today thugs, rioters, and thieves destroy our cities. They’ve done the cost-benefit analysis, and find they risk nothing, and, like the children in peer mediation, enjoy the concern, that is, the approbation, of those who are paid to control their behaviors.

We may enjoy but we do not value that which was given us, unless we are instructed in reverence for God, for the country, for the family, for human life, for personal property.

Absent reverence, the only control on human behavior is force or the threat of force (the law), or the desire to avoid its power (reason, conscience, or even in their absence the ability to weigh risk and gain). If the child does not observe reverence, if he does not see it in the family, or in the place of worship, or in the schools, where will he learn it? He will not. If he, additionally, does not learn the rules of cause and effect young, if he doesn’t have to work for those things he desires, he won’t learn it at all. It is as impossible as putting the unschooled in a helicopter and asking him to fly it, told only that it goes up and it can come down.

I have no idea why women marched on Washington during the Women’s March, but must conclude they did it to get out of the house and mingle with their like. As men once went to conventions, as an escape from marriage.

What, otherwise, was the benefit of putting on Till Eulenspiegel caps, pink “Pussy Hats,” and demanding immediate correction of some indefinable wrong?

Here’s a time line.

Aristophanes’s Lysistrata was first performed in 400 BCE. Here the Greek women are disgusted at their husbands’ inability to end the Peloponnesian War. They deny them conjugal rights, until they bring about peace. It doesn’t work out very well, but at least it’s an arguably rational calculation.

Lady Godiva (990–1067) was the wife of Leofric, Earl of Mercia. Legend had it that she was upset about his imposition of unfair taxes on his peasants, and so she rode naked through the streets.

My imagined dialogue:

MERCIA, 1035, THE GODIVA HOUSEHOLD:

LADY GODIVA: Leofric . . . ?

LEOFRIC: Yes, Barbara?

LADY GODIVA: I’m concerned about your oppressive taxation of the poor.

LEOFRIC: What do you suggest?

LADY GODIVA: Well, I’m going to take off my clothes and ride through the streets naked.

(PAUSE)

Vide: The Women’s March. What did the women wish to bring about? And how was the march going to effect it? No one has been able to tell me. I know they were “protesting” Donald Trump, but what does this mean? To protest a person?

They were incensed, or enjoyed claiming to be, by an overheard (eavesdropped), unpleasant comment.

A more enlightened male population would understand their hegira as one did the age-old pretext “Honey, I have to go to the convention in Cincinnati. That’s where one makes contacts.” But everyone knew the “contacts” explanation was an excuse. The husbands, however, did not understand that their wives knew it. Where are the men in the coastal cities’ matriarchies who could make an enlightened assessment of the Women’s March?

It is a most natural human urge to celebrate. The Women’s March was, like the church social and Friday night football, an excuse to get together and to differentiate one day from another. Such events were once called holidays and dedicated to endorsement of some notion, event, or person. Now these have been amalgamated (Presidents’ Day, rather than Lincoln’s and Washington’s Birthdays), abolished (Columbus Day), or repurposed as an award of the government (the placement of once date-specific celebrations to create the three-day weekend).

The COVID hysteria isolated Western citizens, under the threat not only of the virus but of governmental penalty. But leftist protest and riot were exempt. The state thus prescribing the only acceptable mode of congregation; to question the phenomenon was to invite censure and retribution. This is one cost of the Women’s March: that the Left dared anyone to ask “why.”

Absent the instruction in costs and benefits, the child grows warped. He will always search out the community that will accept, employ, or exploit his lack of self-direction. He finds acceptance among those similarly crippled by parental support, welfare, or a government happy to pay for his continued infantilization (college). He may enjoy its culture of complaint if supported by his parents or the state, but who would actually work for years to pay for “an education” promising nothing other than the waste of time and the inability to get a job?

Today’s university student knows that he will never pay for his years in the theme park. Even the motivating factor of bad debt is gone; hasn’t the Democratic Party assured him it will be expunged, as his right?

The mouse will not bell the cat. The cat, here, being the necessity of self-support in the bad, bad world.

The Left is attractive to the young, because it asserts that they need not confront the monster (maturity); that they, the Left, will simply pass laws and then more laws compelling the cat to bell itself.




Reds, Pinks, and Goo-Goos

The wicked are wicked no doubt, and they go astray and they fall, and they come by their deserts; but who can tell the mischief which the very virtuous do?

—Thackeray, The Newcomes, 1853

Lincoln Steffens (1866–1936) was the twentieth century’s preeminent muckraker. These were the prototypical “investigative journalists” of their day. His book The Shame of the Cities (1904) is a catalog of political corruption familiar to anyone today of moderate perspicacity.

On the one hand, he showed the monopolists using the politicians to squeeze the country dry and, on the other, the anarchists, squeezing the monopolists.

He classed the Left (in descending order of power) into Reds (anarchists and Marxists), Pinks (intellectuals), and goo-goos (those whom Lenin tagged “useful idiots”).

My own ordering has long been, bottom to top, fools, wicked fools, and savages.

I don’t think the goo-goos are less guilty than their more active brethren, for today’s savages, the Marxists, anarchists, and race hustlers, could not practice their depredations without the complicity of the mass.

The goo-goos of the early twentieth century were the saints of the mid-century intelligentsia and their offspring. Margaret Sanger and John Dewey were the prophets, respectively, of eugenics and “learning through doing,” which is to say noneducation, which is to say slavery.

The great Francis W. Parker School, where I spent my last two years of high school, had, inscribed over the auditorium proscenium, this quotation of Dewey’s: “A school should be a model home, a complete community, an embryonic democracy.” None who attended the school ever forgot it. But what did it mean?

It meant that it was the job of educators to raise children. It was not the job of the home but the mission of the elites—propounded by the schools. This was the progressive echo of Jane Addams and her settlement house movement.

Miss Addams worked heroically in the slums, aiding new immigrants. But there is a difference between helping immigrants acclimatize to a new environment and teaching them how to raise their children. We see the unfortunate echoes of the philosophy in the miserable wreck that the welfare state has made of the inner cities.

Margaret Sanger believed in euthanasia and sterilization of “unfortunates,” the mentally challenged, and Blacks. She was the founder of Planned Parenthood, which, like all organizations, expanded its brief (originally one of control of subhumans) into control of all conception.

Her insights were taken up in the 1960s when “hygiene” classes became “sex education,” educators holding that because perhaps the children were not taught at home, the higher orders needed to take charge. And now we have kindergartners trained in a bizarre catechism of sexual identity politics.

How could a school be a complete community? The church or synagogue was not, neither was the shop or business. Each was understood to be a part of a community, a community that would thrive as each of its components contributed its own unique efforts.

A school could be a complete community only if all other aspects of the community were destroyed. The Hitler Youth could be a complete community. It was a gang. The gang exists to supplant both the family and the marketplace, as we now see with education, having taken upon itself schooling not only in sexual practices but in political (and so economic) direction.

But if a school were, and was to continue as, a complete community after the student’s matriculation (if it was complete, into what other community could the student pass?), he would have to remain bound to the school. How could that be done? By denying him an education.

Thus the “complete community” of the school metastasized (if the school could not be “life,” then all life would have to be a school) as its graduates dispersed and poisoned the wider society. Just as blue state liberals, having raised taxes and regulations to the ruin of their home states, leave for pastures more green and vote to desolate them, too.

The liberal educated, never having learned the skills for self-support, or of rational political difference, carry their false “community” into the wider world, re-creating the seminaries of their youth in insulated and hermetic neighborhoods.

The closest mankind can come to a complete community is slavery, and even then we have the differentiated class of the slavers, overseers, nomenklatura, and house servants, with each group forming a community of its own.

And a school cannot be an embryonic democracy. It cannot be a democracy at all, for, given the democratic “one person, one vote,” the students could carry any measure. The assertion, then, is made in either hypocrisy or ignorance.

The latter, of course, is the province of the goo-goos, the ideologues, the well-meaning, and, finally, those insulated from the results of their actions by their community with the similarly blessed.

The abusive, narcissistic, psychotic home is a fragile structure and can function only among the powerless (children) and the will-less. It replicates itself as the abused child becomes the abusive parent, as, likewise, goo-goos take upon themselves the dual role of slave and slave driver, creating ever-new and exacting demands upon themselves and their co-religionaries.

The habit of groupthink, absorbed in schools, is perpetuated in their graduates. For questioning, to the Left, is shunned as a very real psychic threat. They are infantilized by fear of exclusion, becoming like the abused infant, toddler, youngster, to whom to recognize abuse is to lose the only home he knows.

Public officials mandated the wearing of masks, then openly flouted their own regulations. Why did the Left not object? If the masks were essential to preservation of life, even the most depraved and corrupt of officials would, one would think, obey that law. If they are, thus demonstrably, not necessary to preserve life, why did the solons pass the laws?

And why didn’t the co-opted populace ask the question?

The display of a face covering must, because the responsible officials doubted its utility, function as a religious symbol, like the burka. The comparison may be useful because the burka functions, practically, not to prevent the spread of disease but to prevent prohibited interactions.

But if the lockdown and the masks and social distancing were not intended (by officialdom) to limit disease (and because they do not obey the rules, we must assume that is not the lawmakers’ intention), what good were they? Or, “who benefits?”

A look at the turn-of-the-century politics observed by Lincoln Steffens may help.

There was a tactic beloved of monopolists in the century of the labor wars. This was capital’s answer to the strike and was called the lockout.

Here, factory owners would slash wages, increase hours, and expel from their companies any who did not comply. If the workers called a strike, the factory owners would close the factories, move manufacturing elsewhere, and leave the workers to starve or “come to see reason.”

Not only were the union employees locked out, but scabs were, too, and so no money was coming into the locked-down town. The workers eventually had to submit to any demands of the factory owners. And they did. The owners could move manufacturing elsewhere, but the workers were tied to their families and homes.

The COVID “plandemic,” however begun, and with whatever degree of honest opinion, goodwill, and concern, quickly became a lockout: the factory owners—here, the state—destroyed the middle class whom they (rightly) feared would vote for less government taxation and regulation.*

Just as the factory owners pitted workers (union and non-union) against each other, in a race to the bottom, so the Left, their political machines, and the media have conspired to divide and conquer, covering every face and isolating the citizens from their fellow citizens, the threat being not a slow starvation, as before, but death by choking.

The school should not be a complete community, and a complete community must not be a school, because a school cannot be a democracy. It must be an autocracy.

It is a strategy of statism, which will eventually usurp power by asserting the pressing need for order, to name the beginnings of its quest “instruction.”




What’s in a Name

President Trump had been calling out the fake news since he declared he’d run. I’m with him there. In fact, an excellent preparation for dealing with blacklisting (my own) is a career as a playwright. The science of history burgeoned with the invention of movable type; it is now dying through the application of ink eradicator known as “the media.” Soon it will be no more.

The Left, which has long held that facts were “cheating,” has now come to deny that they, in fact, exist: men can give birth; children are born with no sex; we will all die from environmental sins in ten, twelve years. What will the creatures of coming millennia make of whatever runes remain?

I see on eBay a postcard for sale. There is a Blériot monoplane, nose down, crashed in a field in 1909. The caption, “Rough Landing, First Lap, Issy, August, 1910, Aviator Mamet.” eBay lists it for $49.95 OBO as “Vintage Early Aviation Accident David Mamet Paris France.” Well, it ain’t me, who had not yet been a glint in my grandfather’s eye. It is my xth-removed cousin Julien Mamet, Blériot’s mechanic and, probably, the first Jew to fly heavier than air, should the future be listening.

And who would have thought that my name, so odd and foreign, would find itself bandied about in the marketplace? That’s the name on my paternal grandparents’ Russian passports (1922): Mamet and Mameta. That was their name in Russian Poland, and it probably is of Turkish or Arabic origin, as Mahmud, Mohammed, or the like.

I never liked the name and would have been glad to pass it off as French, restrained only by the fear of discovery. I gained strength and resolution, however, from the great Jackie Bisset, who, like me, has the t at the end sounded. And from the old English ditty:


Oh what a most important thing a consonant can be

For TWINING would be WINING if it were not for his Tea.



Too good.

But here I am, stuck with what I have always considered an unlovely name. My young son, however, was treated with great deference on its account. He is Noah B. Mamet, and that, one would think, unique name was also that of our ambassador to Argentina (2015–2017). Noah, aged four and five, received a certain amount of correspondence addressed to His Excellency.

What’s in a name? Shaw wrote that any profession which communicates largely in jargon is make-believe. “Wellness” is a neologism, meaning “health.” What was wrong with “health”?

But fashions change. That is the sine qua non of fashions. Derelicts become vagrants, then the homeless. The people are the same, but the social problem has been inverted into a political solution: rename and worship them.

Employees are now referred to as human resources. The folks described are the same, but the difference is semantic, which is to say, in the way they are considered, and, so, treated. What does one do
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