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Introduction



In America, higher education (meaning, education even higher than so-called high school) has, over the past generation, become a topic of immense controversy. Everything about it—its cost, its utility, the political atmosphere on its campuses, the working conditions of its faculty, the social and sexual behavior of its students—has come under intense scrutiny.


An undergraduate degree, once esteemed as a prize available only to the (white, Christian, male) “Joe College” privileged, is now considered as basic, universal, and unremarkable as a high school diploma. A college education, formerly regarded as a ticket to the next-higher rung up the socioeconomic ladder (at least!), is now derided as a way for twentysomethings to incur crippling debt while pursuing a diploma of limited usefulness in today’s deteriorating job market.


Meanwhile, the college campus has become a debased cartoon of its former self, a place of unbridled sexual activity and rampant sexual abuse, where professors don’t teach (that job is left to underpaid teaching assistants and adjuncts), students don’t study (they regard themselves not as apprentices but as customers), and open inquiry is hamstrung by “political correctness” and free speech constrained by the need for “trigger warnings.”


But throughout the most heated debates, as parents’ tuition costs soar and students’ return on investment plummets, one thing has remained constant: the prestige and respectability accorded the Ivy League.


What is the Ivy League? Contrary to what its name implies, it is not a collection of amateur gardeners. Nor does the term stand for “good colleges.” Or “good colleges in the northeastern United States.” It doesn’t mean “Harvard, Yale, Georgetown, Princeton, and a few others.”


In fact—and this will surprise those to whom this news comes as a surprise—the Ivy League is actually a bunch of football teams.


Okay, basketball and other sports, too. In any case, that’s why it says “league.” Get it? It’s an athletic conference consisting of eight institutions: Brown University, Columbia University, Cornell University, Dartmouth College, Harvard University, the University of Pennsylvania, Princeton University, and Yale University. All except Cornell were born before the American Revolution. And while “Ivy” and “Ivy League” appeared as casual references to certain schools as far back as the 1930s, the actual Ivy League was formed in 1954 to formalize the sporting relationships among these eight schools—relationships that in some cases went back to the 1800s.


But who(m) are we kidding? Nobody applies to these schools because they are a gateway to the NFL or the NBA. Au contraire: The term “Ivy League education” refers to the gold standard in American pedagogy. The Ivies are the best colleges in the country, where the lucky student may avail him- or herself not only of the finest education available, but, equally important, the best future contacts for their budding careers.*


The schools in the Ivy League are exclusive, expensive, and the subject of a young lifetime’s worth of achievement anxiety and test-prep frenzy. If you are an lvy-aspiring high school student, getting into one will likely require prodigious feats of book-learning, test-taking, and extracurricular-activity-doing hitherto unknown to mortal teenagers.


You may, for example, have spent the summer between sophomore and junior year studying the bassoon, in Spanish, in Paraguay, in order to be able to sit before the Princeton admissions lady and, when asked to tell her something about yourself, reply, “I spent last summer studying the bassoon, in Spanish, in Paraguay.” You may have acquired two weeks of “enrichment” during freshman year’s spring break by working as a line cook in a Turkish refugee camp. You may have won a plaid belt in caber tossing by age eleven. In your spare time, you may have sought (and won) first prize in the school science fair by teaching calculus to a flatworm.


To you, as to your peers, childhood has been a series of auditions, with ever-increasing stakes, and all with one goal in mind: acceptance into an Ivy League school. If you get in, you’ll be relieved, if exhausted. If you don’t, you’ll be suicidal. Perhaps you’ve already received the coveted Thick Packet of Welcome—or, alas, the dreaded Skinny Envelope of Rejection.


Whichever the case, you’re going to want to read what follows.


So will your parents. Naturally, everything they’ve done for you since your birth—the encouraging, the paying, the attending, the schlepping to practice and rehearsals and lessons and games, the haranguing, the tutor-hiring, the homework-checking—has been a selfless act of dedication for your benefit alone. And even if it hasn’t—even if their egos and self-images have been wrapped up in your academic achievement—so what? Why shouldn’t they, in taking pride in you, take pride in themselves? Similarly, if your rejection by the Ivies makes you question your worth as a human being, fear for your future, and despair of existence itself, why shouldn’t they feel the same?


They do. Or they will. It is for them, too, that this book has been written. Even the Sure Thing families who take acceptance for granted (Ivy grads whose kids are all but guaranteed legacy admission; rich people identified by college development departments as likely sources of handsome donations; rich people whose surnames already adorn a campus hockey rink or library) and, yes, even students already enrolled in one of the Ivies, will benefit from the following review of some of the Ivies’ “work product,” faculty members, donors, and founders.


Because (spoiler alert) it’s not all Nobel Prizes and Wall Street fortunes.


In fact, your precious Ivy League has inflicted on American society some of the worst killers, criminals, and moral reprobates in its killer-criminal-and-moral-reprobate-rich history. An Ivy education doesn’t force you to become a hideous person, but it doesn’t necessarily prevent it, either. And yet, oddly enough, none of these facts are disclosed at Harvard’s get-acquainted dinners or during Penn’s campus tours. No one, during a Whiffenpoof concert or at halftime of the Columbia–Brown game, reminisces about sociopathic alumni.


Why? Who knows. In any case, that’s why we’re here. What follows is a smart-shopper warning to those applying, a count-your-blessings consolation to those who have been rejected, and a watch-your-back caution to those already attending. Sure, every college and university produces its share of monsters. But it takes these eight golden institutions to produce genuine Ivy League monsters. Read and learn.















Key



Names in Bold: Ivy monsters with entries in this book


NAMES IN SMALL CAPS: Ivy monsters who are listed in the Beneath Contempt section, which appears after the collection of the above boldface monsters
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When Brown University dies and goes to heaven, and stands before St. Peter to account for its sins and misdeeds, it’s going to have some explaining to do about Dr. Keith Ablow.


Ablow graduated magna cum laude from Brown in 1983 and followed up with an MD from Johns Hopkins Med School in 1987. Impressive! He then went on to write for numerous publications, to coauthor a book with noted sobbing-conspiracy-maniac Glenn Beck, to host his own television talk show, and to attain a lucrative career as the official psychiatric spokesperson for such penetrating, not-at-all-intellectually-disgraceful shows on Fox News as Fox & Friends, The 5, and The O’Reilly Factor.


In so doing, he:




• Asserted that the Korean-language song “Gangnam Style” was “without intelligible words,” and thus “without reality, feeling, and meaning,” and that, therefore, watching it “is like taking a drug.”


• Suggested—speaking from a perch “deep inside the president’s psyche”—that President Obama, during the Ebola outbreak in West Africa, “may” want us to suffer an Ebola onslaught, too. “How can you protect a country you don’t like?” Ablow pondered.


• Declared—in an interview with Lou Dobbs on the Fox Business Channel—that President Obama had “severed himself from all core emotions.” His use of the word “core” says “I am a scientist and this is scientific fact.” No wonder Obama’s public displays of sadness (at funerals), irritation (with Republicans), and pride (in his family) look so severed.




But Ablow has done more than offer televised saloon-drunk ravings as psychiatric insight. He’s written them, too. Who else could have given us, in “Men Should Be Allowed to Veto Abortions”:*




I believe that in those cases in which a man can make a credible claim that he is the father of a developing child in utero, in which he could be a proper custodian of that child, and in which he is willing to take full custody of that child upon its delivery, that the pregnant woman involved should not have the option to abort and should be civilly liable, and possibly criminally liable, for psychological suffering and wrongful death should she proceed to do so.





If, after the child is born, the father decides to bag the whole full-custody deal and skip out, who would be responsible for the baby’s care? Should the mother be prosecuted for manslaughter if she miscarries and the poor, psychologically suffering father is rendered distraught? Dr. Ablow doesn’t tell us.


Then again, in Ablow’s world men typically get a little more slack than women. Certainly Newt Gingrich does. Behold what the psychiatrist wrote about Gingrich’s serial infidelities and serial marriages:




You can take any moral position you like about men and women who cheat while married, but there simply is no correlation, whatsoever—from a psychological perspective—between whether they can remain true to their wedding vows and whether they can remain true to the Oath of Office.





Some people—let’s call them “women”—might find this statement to be of dubious validity. Ablow explains:




… here’s what one interested in making America stronger can reasonably conclude—psychologically—from Mr. Gingrich’s behavior during his three marriages:


1) Three women have met Mr. Gingrich and been so moved by his emotional energy and intellect that they decided they wanted to spend the rest of their lives with him.


2) Two of these women felt this way even though Mr. Gingrich was already married.


3) One of them felt this way even though Mr. Gingrich was already married for the second time, was not exactly her equal in the looks department and had a wife (Marianne) who wanted to make his life without her as painful as possible.


Conclusion: When three women want to sign on for life with a man who is now running for president, I worry more about whether we’ll be clamoring for a third Gingrich term, not whether we’ll want to let him go after one.





Ablow has deep thoughts about the Holocaust, too. He wrote—perhaps employing crackpot-doctor professional courtesy—that Dr. Ben Carson was right when Carson said that “if guns had not been confiscated from Jews then Hitler would have had more trouble orchestrating the Holocaust.” Ablow, feigning intellectual honesty, goes on:




Granted, I was not there. Granted, hindsight is 20/20. But it turns out it was a bad idea for any Jew to have turned over a gun. It was a bad idea for any Jew to have boarded a train.





What’s his point? Ablow wants to pander to gun nuts:




The wisest answer to a government that insists its citizens disarm is, “Over my dead body.” It would seem to be the end of any discussion and the beginning of active, heroic resistance. Because it is very hard to imagine that disempowering citizens by having them render themselves defenseless can lead to anything good. It is very likely a sign that the culture has fallen ill and that an epidemic of enslavement of one kind or another is on the horizon.





There is, of course, more, including Ablow’s claim that the change in California legal statutes substituting the word “spouse” for “husband” and “wife” means that people will be allowed to marry their dogs.


Could the success of Keith Ablow be a sign that the culture has fallen ill? Perhaps. Regardless, let’s just end with what Dr. Jeffrey Lieberman, chairman of psychiatry at Columbia University’s College of Physicians and Surgeons, said*—from a psychological perspective—about Fox News’s hack-shrink for hire:




It is shameful and unfortunate that he is given a platform by Fox News or any other media organization. Basically he is a narcissistic self-promoter of limited and dubious expertise.
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By the time the Swiss-born Jean Louis Rodolphe Agassiz reached the age of thirty, in 1837, he was already an eminent scientist: an ichthyologist (fish man), paleontologist (fossil man), and the first to propose that vast swaths of Europe had once been covered by ice (geology and glaciology man). Man, what a man!


He sailed to the United States in 1846 to study the New World’s fish, fossils, and rocks, and to present a lecture series entitled (spoiler alert) “The Plan of Creation as Shown in the Animal Kingdom.” Several prestigious American institutions, brandishing thick wallets and offering impressive academic appointments, immediately went a-courting this charismatic European star scientist. Harvard, looking to rebrand itself from a modest little college for the production of clergymen into a heavyweight university, won his heart,* anointing him professor of zoology and geology, and, for good measure, launching the Lawrence Scientific School (now the John A. Paulson* School of Engineering and Applied Sciences), with Agassiz as chief.
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An impressive researcher, writer, collector of natural specimens, institution builder (he founded Harvard’s Museum of Comparative Zoology), as well as a leading educator (many of his students became influential teachers and researchers), Agassiz profoundly influenced the development of American science. But there was a problem. Several, actually.


Louis Agassiz was a racist.*


And he was, to put it calmly, religious. He took Genesis literally, at least as it applied to the origin of fair-skinned humans and their animal buddies. In a word—although the word hadn’t been coined yet—he was a creationist. He wrote profusely on the subject of “polygenism,” the theory that God created whites and blacks as separate species, with very different physical attributes, intellectual capabilities, and so on. Whites, of course, were superior to blacks in all ways, because that’s how God rolls. This cast of mind led him to abominate his contemporary Darwin and cast aspersions on the theory of evolution.


Aside from incessantly writing and lecturing about black people’s inferiority, Agassiz went to the trouble of demeaning them whenever possible. He hired photographers in the United States and Brazil to take pictures of naked slaves and other black people—“specimens”—in humiliating poses. And of course he did what he could to keep blacks (not to mention Italians and Jews) from enrolling at Harvard.


To recap: Agassiz was a Bible-belting, science-denying, hate-dripping racist crackpot who leveraged his legitimate scientific standing and Harvard authority to foist twisted, backward, utterly unscientific views on the world (and pave the way for what we now call “scientific racists” like William Z. Ripley and Madison Grant) while throwing shade at the most important scientific theory of the nineteenth century and its creator, Charles Darwin.


By the time he shuffled off this mortal coil,* in 1873, he was unquestionably the nation’s foremost scientist. Things were named for him, including several species, a big chunk of Canadian landscape that was once a glacial lake, and an elementary school near Harvard that in turn gave its name—his name—to the surrounding neighborhood. Agassiz’s genuine scientific work is undisputed to this day. His reputation as an all-around human being has not fared so well.*


Here’s a fine example of this. Stephen Jay Gould* writes a book, The Mismeasure of Man, that includes a great deal of material confirming just how much of a racist Agassiz was. A student at the lovely, diverse Agassiz School in Cambridge reads the book and is scandalized to learn the true character of the man behind his school’s name. The student goes public with the issue and finds that many others, kids and adults alike, are equally outraged. A local movement arises, culminating in an official name change in 2002.


Now it’s called the Maria L. Baldwin School, after the woman who was the institution’s beloved principal from 1889 to 1922. She, unlike Agassiz, is understood to have been a thoroughly good and decent person.


As you may have guessed, Maria L. Baldwin was black.
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In January 2016, when the Republican Party candidates for president assembled in Houston for a debate, Ted Cruz lamented the GOP’s history of placing jurists on the Supreme Court. “The reality is, Democrats bat about 1.000,” he said. “Just about everyone they put on the court votes exactly as they want. Republicans have batted worse than .500. More than half of the people we put on the court have been a disaster.”


Cruz was complaining about the occasional semi-“liberal” votes of John Roberts, Anthony Kennedy, the notoriously independent David Souter, and even, now and then, Antonin Scalia. Cruz—the only politician in our lifetime famous for being despised as much by his own party as by the opposing party—couldn’t have been too crazy about Sandra Day O’Connor, either.


Now, you and we might ascribe those justices’ deviation from the GOP party line to the fact that, as the saying goes, “reality has a liberal bias.” Meaning, the liberal position on certain issues is so obviously the fair, just, and correct one that even career conservatives are forced to acknowledge it from time to time, if through legally gritted teeth.


But not all of them.


Clarence Thomas dependably hews to the far-right line. And who can blame him? Already knowing how you’ll vote allows you to take a nap on the bench during oral arguments and still wake up refreshed and revived, unconcerned about what was said in your mental absence.


And then there’s Samuel F. Alito. Dubbed “Scalito” for his Mini-Me lockstep agreement with the older, more senior Scalia, Alito has proved to be the conservative’s conservative—except when a Democrat is president, at which time he gets a little cute with the rulings.


What kind of man is Alito? He’s the kind of man who as a kid was a big Phillies fan, played second base in Little League, and dreamed of a career in Major League Baseball—as the commissioner. When serving on the Third Circuit Court of Appeals, he ruled in favor of cops who, armed with a warrant allowing them to search a suspected meth dealer, decided also to strip-search the suspect’s ten-year-old daughter. Don’t act surprised. The Founders would have done the same thing, if they had been there and if they had known what meth was.


Also while on the Third Circuit Court, Alito held against people alleging race, age, gender, and disability discrimination; in favor of an individual’s right to possess a fucking machine gun; and for imposing strict waiting periods for women seeking abortions.


This has been his pattern: to defend the rights of institutions at the expense of individuals (unless they’re white Catholic men). He voted for Citizens United, supporting corporate “personhood” and permitting unlimited expenditure of cash in federal elections. He held in favor of Hobby Lobby and that company’s “religious” objection to paying for its employees’ contraception. He sided with the majority in Ledbetter v. Goodyear, which made it harder for women to bring unequal-pay lawsuits.


Confused? It’s simple: corporations are “people,” and have an unlimited right to express themselves with money, as though an unlimited ability to influence an election isn’t the very definition of corruption. People, however (especially women-type people), aren’t entirely people, and have circumscribed rights to control their own bodies, to be free of restrictions imposed by employers’ religious beliefs, and to sue for equal treatment.


Alito was a big promoter of the “unitary executive” theory, the notion that the president had virtually unlimited powers and could exercise them via “signing statements.” He held in favor of the Pentagon in one Guantánamo-related case, and with George W. Bush, who nominated him for the Supreme Court in 2005, in another.


And yet, once Barack Obama became president, Alito found himself concerned about presidential overreach. He held in favor of two challenges to the Affordable Care Act and expressed dismay at Obama’s exercise of power with regard to immigration and the regulation of greenhouse gases.


In sum, Samuel Alito is a principled conservative who doesn’t let being principled impede his ability to be, if not always conservative, certainly dependably Republican. He’s not the opera buffa villain that Scalia was, but he is nonetheless capable of scowling and sighing and looking pissy while hearing arguments he doesn’t like, and mouthing “Not true” during one of Obama’s State of the Union addresses.


He would have made a lousy MLB commissioner, too.
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Amy Bishop was born in 1965 in Massachusetts. She attended the unpleasantly-but-perhaps-appropriately-named Braintree High School and obtained her undergraduate degree at Northeastern University. She then went on to acquire a PhD in genetics at Harvard. That can’t be easy—and, indeed, Bishop was rather proud of her accomplishment. Perhaps too proud; she frequently introduced herself to strangers as “Dr. Amy Bishop, Harvard-trained.” The “Dr.” part would have been off-putting enough. The “Harvard-trained” part opens a door to a world of crazy.


So it was that, on February 12, 2010, Harvard-trained Dr. Amy Bishop was attending a routine meeting of the biology department at the University of Alabama in Huntsville (UAH). She had, months earlier, been informed that she had been denied tenure, which meant that the university would soon be letting her go. Perhaps for this reason—or who knows?—she pulled out a 9-millimeter handgun and started shooting. In the end, three people were killed and three others wounded. When apprehended, Bishop murmured that she didn’t know what had happened and “wasn’t there.”


Of course, she was there, just as she was there, in her family’s home in (again) Braintree in 1986, when she was twenty-one and killed her brother Seth with a shotgun. She fired the gun twice, once into her bedroom wall, and once into Seth’s chest. She and her mother claimed it was an accident, and so it was ruled—although eyebrows were raised when it was discovered that after the shooting she had racked the weapon, ejecting the spent shell and feeding a new one into the chamber. (We don’t know about you, but when we accidentally shoot someone, the first thing we do is drop the weapon in dismay. We don’t reload.)


Bishop, a second cousin of writer John Irving, was also an amateur novelist with three (unpublished) books to her credit. She was in a writers’ club in Ipswich, Massachusetts, in the 1990s, where fellow club members described her as being smart but “abrasive,” apt to invoke her Harvard degree to boost her novelist bona fides and constantly insisting that she was “entitled to praise.”


It’s all terrible. But surely, between the brother and the three UAH victims, that’s all… right?


Well… there’s also the Pipe Bomb Incident.


In 1993, Paul Rosenberg was a professor at Harvard Medical School. He was also Bishop’s supervisor at the Children’s Hospital neurobiology lab. Bishop was concerned that she was going to receive a negative evaluation from Rosenberg. On November 30 she quit her position as Rosenberg’s researcher. On December 19, opening the mail, Rosenberg came upon a package bearing six suspiciously uncanceled stamps. Having recently attended a seminar on letter bombs (discussing, among other Harvard grads, The Unabomber), Rosenberg summoned the bomb squad, which determined that the package would have exploded in the scientist’s face had he opened it.


Was this Bishop’s doing? Perhaps, aided by her milquetoast-nerd husband, James (called “Jimmy Junior” by everyone except his hoity-toity wife) Anderson? According to case notes at the Bureau of Alcohol, Tobacco, and Firearms, Anderson said that he wanted to get back at Rosenberg, to “shoot him, bomb him, stab him,” or perhaps “strangle” him. But talk is cheap, and due to lack of evidence, no charges were filed.


“Okay,” you find yourself thinking, “This poor woman was obviously mentally or emotionally damaged—a borderline personality, maybe—and it’s enough already. Just don’t tell me she punched a woman in the International House of Pancakes.”


Sorry. That, too. In 2002, in Peabody, Massachusetts, Bishop grew outraged when another customer got the last booster seat,* stormed over to her, and began to rant and scream and curse. When that proved unavailing, she slugged the lady in the head, screaming, “I am Dr. Amy Bishop!” Bishop pleaded guilty to misdemeanor assault and disorderly conduct. She received probation.


Eight years later she changed her plea in the Alabama murder case from not guilty to guilty when relatives of the UAH victims indicated that they opposed the death penalty. On September 24, 2010, Harvard-trained Dr. Amy Bishop was sentenced to life in prison without possibility of parole.
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Brad Bishop graduated from Yale in 1959, collected a couple of MAs—in Italian from Middlebury, in African Studies from UCLA—got married, and took a job in counterintelligence for the US Army. Later, with his espionage experience and five languages plus English, he went to work for the State Department. There were many overseas postings in Africa and Europe. He did some more graduate work, this time at the University of Florence, in Italy. Finally, this Ivy League cold warrior came home to State Department headquarters in Washington, DC, as an assistant division chief. He, his wife, their three sons, and his mother lived together in swank, pleasant Bethesda, Maryland.


Bloodcurdling, isn’t it? And yet our story is only beginning.


In 1976 Bishop learned that he would not get the promotion he was expecting. He was disappointed. Why wouldn’t he be, with his Yale pedigree, his languages, his advanced degrees, and his record of service to his country? So he did what any of us would have done in a similar situation: he left work early, cleaned out his bank account, bought a small sledgehammer, a shovel, and a pitchfork, gassed up his station wagon and filled a gasoline can, went home, brutally bludgeoned his wife, kids, and mother with the sledge, packed their bodies into the station wagon, drove six hours to a swamp in North Carolina, dug a shallow hole, dumped the bodies, emptied the gasoline can, and started a big fire.


Excessive? Perhaps. Like we said: he was disappointed. Apart from that, who knows why he did it? One wants to confront the man and say, “Don’t they teach you in Ivy League colleges not to massacre your family?” Although maybe they do, and his instruction just didn’t take. In any case, as a character in Jean Renoir’s classic film The Rules of the Game says, “The awful thing about life is this: everyone has their reasons.”


Whatever Bishop’s reasons were, he kept them to himself. He did his thing, and then he disappeared. As of this writing, William Bradford Bishop is still on the FBI’s Most Wanted list. Over the years he’s allegedly been spotted in England, Sweden, Switzerland, Italy, Belgium… let’s just say “somewhere in downtown Europe.” Which is to say, he may have been spotted but he’s never been captured—a fact that speaks well of the tradecraft of our nation’s espionage service. Forging passports and birth certificates is not that big a deal for a former spy; with those, along with dyed hair and a grown or shaved-off beard, he could be anywhere. He could be in Africa. He could be studying odontology at the Université de Montpellier. (Somebody must be. Why not Bishop?) He could be long dead.


Which raises the question: Might there be a special, ultra-exclusive, highly coveted, ivy-bedecked chamber of hell? If you end up there, reader, ask for Brad Bishop, and get back to us.
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Most Ivy League monsters are accustomed to doing whatever they want with few negative consequences—that’s why you go to an Ivy League school, after all. What’s the point of sitting through those lectures and reading those texts and writing those papers and taking those exams if you can’t sanction the secret bombing of an entire country or get rich watching the US economy have a heart attack? Still, occasionally one golden Ivy grad will cross a line. It might be the line marked “Don’t kick, stomp, and torture people,” and then—who knows why? life can be so unfair—society will be obligated to retaliate.


After earning a bachelor’s and a master’s degree from Columbia, Jason Bohn went on to law school at the University of Florida. There he met and fell in love with a smart, beautiful Kentucky native, Danielle Thomas, who was working on her MBA. She apparently loved him in return. They were an ambitious couple, and after receiving their degrees they moved to an apartment in Astoria, Queens. Both appeared to be on the fast track to New York fabulosity—she with a job as a financial analyst at Weight Watchers, he as a contract attorney for Goldman Sachs, Google, AOL, and other companies.
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Unfortunately, Ms. Thomas soon learned that despite his impressive credentials, her boyfriend was prone to fits of uncontrollable rage—so uncontrollable that in early June 2012 she was forced to flee to a battered women’s shelter. She obtained a restraining order to keep Bohn away, but later that month, for reasons known only to her, she found herself back in the apartment with him. There he kicked, stomped, and tortured her for an hour and a half before strangling her to death.


The tabloids ridiculed the only argument his lawyer put forth at the trial: as a child Bohn had been abandoned by his mother, which led to the extreme mental condition that caused him to kill the woman he loved. The jury didn’t buy it, either. To quote the New York Daily News of March 5, 2014:




A loathsome law school grad was convicted Wednesday of beating and choking his girlfriend to death in a horrific attack.… Jason Bohn, 35, was found guilty of first-degree murder for snuffing the life out of Danielle Thomas, 27, inside their Astoria, Queens, apartment in June 2012.





Over to the New York Post for Bohn’s punishment:




Convicted Ivy League killer Jason Bohn blubbered his way through a sentencing in Queens… where a judge hit him with a maximum of life behind bars with no chance for parole.





This may have been the only occasion in the history of the world in which an account of torture and murder included the word “blubbered.” Then again, it’s the New York Post, so maybe they do that all the time. Even in sports articles.


In any case, Bohn’s new roommates for life will no doubt enjoy this detail from the UK’s Daily Mail:




Though he never shed a tear in court over the merciless 90-minute torture attack during which the helpless victim begged for her life, Bohn bawled so hard during Judge Michael Aloise’s sentencing that Bohn’s nose started to bleed.







Poor baby.


















Gary Bremer




BA,* Dartmouth College
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Gary Bremer was the valedictorian of Dartmouth’s class of 1984. Great! Twenty-two years later, when he was forty-five, he was arrested for having copious quantities of child pornography on his computer. Not great!


At Bremer’s trial in Connecticut Superior Court, the judge proclaimed the pictures “vile and disgusting in every sense of the word” and sentenced him to two years in prison plus five years’ probation; the judge also prohibited Bremer from having any contact with minors or with the Internet, and placed him on the Connecticut sex-offender registry for ten years.


For a guy smart enough to get into Dartmouth and to graduate ahead of all the others smart enough to get into the class of ’84, he was kind of stupid. Why do we say that? Because he did a number of stupid things:




• Stupid thing no. 1: He claimed he didn’t know he was breaking the law when he downloaded hundreds of pictures of children and babies being sexually assaulted by adults.


• Stupid thing no. 2: He put prurient titles, like “child porn” and “Lolita,” on his pictures.


• Stupid thing no. 3: He claimed that in 2002 he decided to kick the habit, drop his Internet connection, and get rid of his laptop—by pawning it, without first wiping the hard drive clean or driving a railroad spike through it. When he didn’t return to claim it, the pawnshop fired up the computer to check it out. Guess what they found.


• Stupid thing no. 4: Bremer, through his lawyer, claimed the oldest excuse in the, uh, book, which was that he was planning to write some kind of book and was using the vile and disgusting material for research. “Artistic purposes” happens to be an accepted defense for being a kiddie-porn enthusiast in Connecticut. It didn’t work.


• Stupid thing no. 5: After entering his guilty plea, Bremer apparently forgot his “artistic” defense and said he didn’t know why he had all those pictures of adults sexually assaulting children and babies.




Bremer collected his illegal pictures from the Internet and never, as his lawyer put it, “crossed the line from fantasy to reality,” i.e., never had any contact with an actual child. Great! Well, adequate, anyway.


The National Center for Missing and Exploited Children identified at least three of the children in Gary Bremer’s collection as victims of sexual assault, perpetrated by people who did have contact with actual children but in all likelihood were not Dartmouth valedictorians.















The Brown Family



Brown University Benefactors
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To a busy, highly educated, social-media-savvy, staring-at-smartphone-while-skateboarding, thoroughly up-to-date individual of present-day now, Rhode Island may not seem a likely place to have been deeply involved in the slave trade. After all, it’s not in the South—it’s in New England, for gosh sakes!—it’s quaint, it seems kind of nice, it’s extremely small. But check out this bogus eighteenth-century tweet: ZOUNDS! RI AT HEART OF SLAVE-SHIPPING & -SHIP-BUILDING INDUSTRY, W/BIG SLAVE MARKETS, LOTSA SLAVES ON FARMS, SWEATSHOPS, EVERYWHERE!#PROFIT


For Rhode Islanders, the slave trade* was the hot new business opportunity, the virtual-reality goggles of the era. From the early 1700s to the early 1800s, Rhode Islanders invested* in over 1,000 slave ships, wresting more than 106,000 human beings from their African homelands and… well, you don’t need us to fill in the gory details.


So successful was slaving that it took over—became—the economy of Rhode Island.* There were boatbuilders and carpenters, sailmakers, blacksmiths, caulkers, rope makers and riggers, shackle-and-chain artisans, and all the other specialists required for the construction of seaworthy vessels with belowdeck dungeons. There were provisioners, supplying the ships with victuals. There were captains, sailors, cooks. And there was the rum industry,* an integral piece of the triangle-trade puzzle, which employed distillery workers and laborers, lumberjacks who felled trees, teamsters who transported the trees, and coopers who fashioned the wood into barrels. Don’t forget the hoteliers, housekeeping staff, and, presumably, prostitutes, all mandatory components of thriving seaports everywhere. It was a sprawling enterprise, and if you lived there you were involved, directly or indirectly.


The entrepreneurial Brown brothers, James and Obadiah, were already successful merchants when they decided to diversify their holdings and invest in the booming slavery sector. In 1736, their first ship put Providence on the slave-trade map and opened up a new income stream for the Browns. Over the next couple of decades the family kept its slave trading local, avoiding the risks of the high seas. But in the late 1750s James’s four sons, John, Nicholas, Joseph, and Moses, wishing to benefit from their age’s biggest cash cow, plunged back in. They made money, but there were still risks, not the least of which was that the slave business was rapidly becoming a craze, like the dot-com boom. If you were looking for a quick buck and had no moral qualms, you wanted in on the action. Eventually, an oversupply of rum and an undersupply of potential slaves motivated the invisible hand of the marketplace to start slapping the business pretty hard, and it became increasingly difficult to, shall we say, make a killing buying and selling people. Picture an enormous fleet of ships off the west coast of Africa—more than two dozen from wee Rhode Island alone—trying to avoid crashing into each other*
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