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Preface: Why I Wrote This Book


The radical project is not new. The last century is littered with the corpses of tens of millions of victims of the social justice warriors. Their crimes? Refusing to give up their freedoms; standing in the way of the progressive future. Like their predecessors, today’s utopians imagine a future framed by group identities, and state control of economic and social activity. In other words, the precise framework of the collectivist systems that have resulted in unparalleled human catastrophes in the past, and failed.


The work of social revolutionaries inevitably begins with acts of destruction designed to undermine and eventually obliterate the foundations of the old social order. This destruction invariably starts with an act of defamation that discredits and desecrates the nation’s founding and the historical heritage of the nation’s past. Once deprived of the pride citizens derive from these institutional memories, a nation becomes powerless to defend itself.


In typical revolutionary fashion, the current attacks on America’s heritage begin with malicious slanders intended to turn the American dream of equality and freedom into a “white supremacist” nightmare. We are told America, from its inception, has been a “racist” nation that treats minorities as less than human. In short, it deserves to be destroyed. This is now the official doctrine of the Biden White House, the “woke” Pentagon, the Democratic Senate, and the curricula of American schools.


I wrote this book to provide a concise, easily digested and accurate history of race in America to serve as an antidote to the hateful lies progressives have promoted about their own country. These lies, emanating from the President himself, describe the world’s free-est, most tolerant and inclusive nation as “white supremacist” and “systemically racist.” But if America were, in fact, white supremacist, the words “white” and “Black” would appear in its Constitution. They don’t. If America were systemically racist, there would be a torrent of lawsuits and multi-billion-dollar judgements for damages against its racist institutions, under the Civil Rights Act of 1964, which specifically makes systemic racism a crime. But there is no such torrent, because there is no systemic racism. The accusations are lies.


To defend our country, patriotic Americans need to have a firm grip on the facts of their heritage. In particular, they need to understand that America never was a racist nation. Slavery was an African practice and the slaves exported to America were enslaved by Black Africans and sold at auctions to Europeans. The American nation, on the other hand, was born with a revolutionary declaration that liberty is a God-given right—for all. The African import of slavery was abolished in the Northern states within twenty years of the constitutional founding, and within seventy-six years in the South. This was far from the “400 years” claimed by its ignorant and malice-driven enemies. Three hundred and sixty thousand mainly white Union soldiers sacrificed their lives to free Black Africans enslaved by their brothers.


In all history, there is no other example of one race making such sacrifices to free another.


In sum: Slavery in North America was an English implant and the extension of an African business. It was not about racial oppression. Race only became an issue when Southern slaveowners, attempting to justify slavery in a nation dedicated to the proposition that all men are created equal, chose to argue that Blacks were not equal. This racist defense of the indefensible became popular in the 1830s. What was distinctly American in these arguments was the declaration of equality embraced by the American majority, not the racist defense of slavery by the soon to be defeated slave-owning minority.


Given the prejudices and bigotries that are endemic to human beings of all races, Americans can be proud of their racial past and its contribution to human freedom, and especially the freedom of African Americans. The raw facts are these: Black Africans enslaved their brothers and sisters. White Americans freed them. Slavery in North America was a system inherited from the British, which most Americans opposed from the beginning and proceeded to abolish through the greatest human sacrifices in their history, in little over a generation.


From America’s inception there was always a white movement of dedicated abolitionists, many of whom were willing to give their lives to win freedom for all Blacks. There never was a successful revolt by the slaves themselves. If white Americans had been universally racist as leftists maintain, Blacks in America would still be slaves. Instead, thanks to the sacrifices of white Americans, they are the most prosperous, most privileged, and free-est Blacks in the world today, including all of Black Africa and the West Indies.


I have framed this history with a description of Martin Luther’s under-appreciated role in creating the indispensable principles on which any free society must be founded, and which America’s, in particular, was. I did this so that readers would understand the conditions of their freedom, and be better able to defend the principles that underlie them, which are currently under malicious attack. I have begun the text with a self-introduction, so that readers may understand the narrator of this history, and better judge the veracity of his claims.









Part One









The Priesthood of All Believers


The longer I have been in this world, which is eighty-five years and counting, the more I am impressed by an observation made almost two centuries earlier by the philosopher-theologian Søren Kierkegaard. If an aging memory serves, what Kierkegaard said was this: “The tragedy of life is that it is lived forwards but understood backwards.” An equally true observation might be this: It can take eighty-five years for the isolated incidents of one man’s biography to unlock the enigma of a lifetime.


Kierkegaard’s religion was Lutheran—the most important of the Protestant denominations that were part of the Reformation. Until my eighteenth year, Luther and the religion he founded had existed only on the periphery of my awareness. At the time, I was a sophomore in college and had taken a summer job with the US Forest Service in St. Maries, Idaho, a mountain town in the panhandle of the state. I had signed up to work on a “blister rust control” crew whose job it was to string grid lines along the mountainsides, and then clear weeds that were hosts to the blister rust fungus, which left to itself would infect and kill the glorious pines that sheltered their slopes.


During my stay in St. Maries, I became acquainted with some locals who happened to attend a Lutheran church. In circumstances I no longer remember, I requested and received an invitation to preach a Sunday sermon to their congregation. This put me in touch with Americans who were still following the inspirational teachings of the Christian monk, five centuries after his death.


My appearance in the Lutheran pulpit might seem a particularly odd one for a Jew, and a Marxist. But the family I grew up in was somewhat deracinated, as it is the universal disposition of radicals to be. After all, if you are seeking to “change the world” and ready to dismantle all its structures in the service of your transformative designs, why wouldn’t rootlessness be a second nature?


The secularists who raised me had a spiritual home in the Soviet Union, which was already a bloody prison whose realities they refused to acknowledge, and whose atrocities they were certain had not taken place. As was I, their dutiful and loyal son. Young as I was, I had already pledged my energy and talents to furthering their progressive crusade to save the world. As far as my parents and their friends were concerned, religious belief was superstition, a relic of the ignorant and oppressive past, which an enlightened mankind would soon discard.


Though I never broached the subject with them, I was sure they looked on my Christian flirtations as something my youthful self would outgrow. It was a facet of their loyalty to their son. To the ends of their lives, on the other hand, it never occurred to them that their revolutionary passion to save the world was also a religious belief, and that its followers were as encumbered by superstition and ignorance as some followers of the creeds they so haughtily despised.


I was born in 1939, and the Nazi Holocaust of the Jews framed the circumstances of my youth. My parents probably looked at my affinity for Christian ideas as an insurance that I might be protected from the hostile inclinations of our Christian neighbors. In any case, because my parents had detached themselves from their Jewish roots, and I was firmly committed to the alien faith they had adopted, they did not raise an eyebrow when I told them I considered myself a “Christian romantic.” (In my mind, calling myself a “romantic” insulated me from the charge that I had become an actual believer.) The phrase was a metaphor, whose heroic overtones served to flatter my youthful ambitions.


I was indeed taken with the story of Jesus as the son of God, who was sacrificed by his Father so that a sinful mankind could live. Equally attractive was the fact that Jesus was crucified by the Roman authorities because his followers looked on him as the “King of the Jews.” They saw his failure to worship their idols as a subversive challenge to their imperial rule. Jesus’s fate was that of an iconic rebel against the tyranny of an all-powerful state—an irresistible model for an aspiring revolutionary like me.


The neighborhood I grew up in was working class, its families mainly Italian and Irish Catholics. My fearful mother instructed me to be respectful to our Christian neighbors, who were dedicated anti-Communists and not especially fond of Jews. The Catholics my parents hated most were Senator Joseph McCarthy and Bishop Fulton J. Sheen, a TV figure whose intelligence and lucid lectures were a source of guilty fascination for me. Whether my mother’s fears were aroused by the anti-Communist passions of our Catholic neighbors, or their occasional anti-Semitic actions, I never really knew.


Thanks to my mother’s concerns, I grew up in an oddly insular environment. She felt that secrets were the way to protect the innocent. But they also had unintended effects. If you don’t know who is making a silent case against you while pretending to be your friend, how can you protect yourself when their hatred bursts into the open? When the neighborhood kids I thought were friends stole my baseball equipment or left me behind when our neighborhood ball team went to see the Yankees play, I was totally unaware of their calculated malice, and didn’t find out until my mother decided to reveal the dark secret to me as an adult. When she finally told me, the truth still hurt, but it hurt less and it was too late to do anything about it.


When I arrived in St. Maries, I was mindful to follow my mother’s counsel and show respect to the Christian locals. This helps to explain how I approached the members of a Lutheran congregation, who then invited me to deliver a Sunday sermon in their church.


My sermon was built around a story that captured the Christian message and also resonated with my family’s mission as self-appointed saviors of mankind. For its text I chose “The Happy Prince,” a poignant tale by the nineteenth-century author Oscar Wilde. Wilde was a witty and persecuted homosexual, who suffered greatly from the bigoted attitudes of his fellow Christians, including imprisonment and humiliation for his sexual desires. Even today, I cannot retell the story of the Happy Prince without a welling of tears, as I am touched by sadness for our common human fate, which condemns us to search in vain for solace and redemption in this mortal life.


The Happy Prince


The Happy Prince was a majestic statue rising above the town square of an unnamed European city. His eyes were sapphires and his body was gilded over with leaves of fine gold. He wore a sword with a red ruby that glowed on its hilt.


As winter approached, a little swallow dallied by a river, while his friends took off to spend the winter in the warm environs of Egypt. Eventually, the swallow accepted the fact that winter was coming and that he must set out to join his friends among the pyramids, and bathe in the warmth of the desert sun.


By chance, the swallow’s first stop was the place where the Happy Prince stood tall over the city square. The day was ending and the swallow was tired, and when he saw the statue he alighted at the Prince’s feet, and prepared to sleep. But just as he was putting his head under his wing, a drop of water fell on him. It was the Prince, and he was crying. “Who are you?” said the swallow.


“I am the Happy Prince,” the statue replied. “Then why are you weeping?” the swallow asked.


“When I was alive and had a human heart,” the Prince answered, “I did not know what tears were, for I lived in the Palace of Without Cares, where sorrow is not allowed to enter. Now that I am dead, they have set me up here so high that I can see all the ugliness and all the misery of my city, and though my heart is made of lead yet I cannot choose but weep.” Then the Happy Prince asked the swallow if he would be his messenger and help a poor seamstress whose son was lying ill with a fever. The little boy was asking for oranges, but his mother had nothing to give him but river water, so he was crying. “Swallow, swallow, little Swallow,” said the Happy Prince, “will you not bring her the ruby out of my sword hilt? My feet are fastened to this pedestal and I cannot move.”


“I am waited for in Egypt,” said the swallow.


“Swallow, swallow, little swallow,” said the Prince, “will you not stay with me for one night, and be my messenger? The boy is so thirsty, and the mother so sad.”


The little swallow was moved by the Prince’s request. “It is very cold here,” he said; “but I will stay with you for one night, and be your messenger.”


When the swallow came to the seamstress’s house, the boy was tossing feverishly on his bed, and the mother had fallen asleep. He laid the great ruby on the table beside the woman’s thimble. Then he flew gently round the bed, fanning the boy’s forehead with his wings. “How cool I feel,” said the boy, “I must be getting better;” and he sank into a delicious slumber.


Then the swallow flew back to the Happy Prince, and told him what he had done. “It is curious,” he remarked, “but I feel quite warm now, although it is so cold.”


“That is because you have done something good,” said the Prince. The next day the swallow said to the Prince, “Tonight I go to Egypt.”


“Swallow, swallow, little swallow,” said the Prince, “will you not stay with me one night longer? Far across the city, there is a young man in a garret who is writing a play but is too cold to finish it. There is no fire in the grate, and hunger has made him faint.”


“I will wait with you one night longer,” said the swallow, who really had a good heart. “Shall I take him another ruby?”


“Alas! I have no ruby now,” said the Prince; “my eyes are all that I have left. They are made of rare sapphires, which were brought out of India a thousand years ago. Pluck out one of them and take it to him. He will sell it to the jeweler, and buy food and firewood, and finish his play.”


“Dear Prince,” said the swallow, “I cannot do that”; and he began to weep.


“Swallow, swallow, little swallow,” said the Prince, “do as I command you.”


So the swallow plucked out the Prince’s eye, and flew away to the student’s garret. When the young man found the beautiful sapphire, he cried “I am beginning to be appreciated. This is from some great admirer. Now I can finish my play.”


The next day the swallow flew back to the Prince. “I am come to bid you good-bye,” he said.


“Swallow, swallow, little swallow,” said the Prince, “will you not stay with me one night longer?”


“It is winter,” answered the Swallow, “and the chill snow will soon be here. In Egypt the sun is warm on the green palm-trees, and the crocodiles lie in the mud and look lazily about them. My companions are building a nest in the Temple of Baalbec, and the pink and white doves are watching them, and cooing to each other. Dear Prince, I must leave you, but I will never forget you, and next spring I will bring you back two beautiful jewels in place of those you have given away. The ruby shall be redder than a red rose, and the sapphire shall be as blue as the great sea.”


“In the square below,” said the Prince, “there stands a little match-girl. She has let her matches fall in the gutter, and they are all spoiled. Her father will beat her if she does not bring home some money, and she is crying. She has no shoes or stockings, and her little head is bare. Pluck out my other eye, and give it to her, and her father will not beat her.”


“I will stay with you one night longer,” said the swallow, “but I cannot pluck out your eye. You would be quite blind then.”


“Swallow, swallow, little swallow,” said the Prince, “do as I command you.”


So he plucked out the Prince’s other eye, and darted down with it. He swooped past the match-girl, and slipped the jewel into the palm of her hand. “What a lovely bit of glass,” cried the little girl; and she ran home, laughing.


Then the swallow came back to the Prince. “You are blind now,” he said, “so I will stay with you always.”


“No, little swallow,” said the poor Prince, “you must go away to Egypt.”


“I will stay with you always,” said the swallow, and he slept at the Prince’s feet.


All the next day he sat on the Prince’s shoulder, and told him stories of what he had seen in strange lands.


“Dear little swallow,” said the Prince, “you tell me of marvelous things, but more marvelous than anything is the suffering of men and of women. There is no Mystery so great as Misery. Fly over my city, little swallow, and tell me what you see there.”


So the swallow flew over the great city, and saw the rich making merry in their beautiful houses, while the beggars were sitting at the gates. He flew into dark lanes, and saw the white faces of starving children looking out listlessly at the Black streets. Then he flew back and told the Prince what he had seen.


“I am covered with fine gold,” said the Prince, “you must take it off, leaf by leaf, and give it to my poor.”


Leaf after leaf of the fine gold the swallow picked off, till the Prince looked quite dull and grey. Leaf after leaf of the fine gold he brought to the poor, and the children’s faces grew rosier, and they laughed and played games in the street. “We have bread now!” they cried.


Then the snow came, and after the snow came the frost. The poor little swallow grew colder and colder, but he would not leave the Prince; he loved him too well. He picked up crumbs outside the baker’s door and tried to keep himself warm by flapping his wings. But at last, he knew that he was going to die. He had just strength to fly up to the Prince’s shoulder once more. “Good-bye, dear Prince!” he murmured, “will you let me kiss your hand?”


“I am glad that you are going to Egypt at last, little swallow,” said the Prince, “you have stayed too long here; but you must kiss me on the lips, for I love you.”


“It is not to Egypt that I am going,” said the swallow. “I am going to the House of Death. Death is the brother of Sleep, is he not?”


And he kissed the Happy Prince on the lips, and fell down dead at his feet.


At that moment a curious crack sounded inside the statue, as if something had broken.


The fact is that the leaden heart had snapped right in two.


Wilde ends his story with God taking the Prince’s broken heart along with his dead swallow friend to be with Him in heaven.


The Longing for Redemption


To me this little fable was a faithful rendition of the Christian faith, expressed in this passage of the gospel of John: “God so loved the world, he gave his only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth on him should not perish, but have eternal life.”1


What attracted me to the Wilde tale, and still stirs my emotions, is the way it accurately reflects this most powerful impulse within us: to love and help others; to treat strangers as part of one human family, and to transform the world from its seemingly insuperable conflicts and sufferings into a harmonious, friendly, and liberating place. I did not feel this desire was special to Christians and denied to Jews. After all, the creators of Christianity—Jesus and Paul—were Jews. I felt this compassionate outlook applied also to my atheist parents who were Communists, who judged individuals harshly but who wanted to save them all, and who had somehow transmitted their missionary fervor to me.


I concluded my sermon with a famous passage from Paul’s letter to the Corinthians. Again, I did not feel I was betraying my fellow Jews in quoting Paul, because when he wrote these words, Christianity was still a Jewish faith—albeit a rebel one. Moreover, the days when Christians burned Jews at the stake to force their conversion were long buried in the Medieval past.


Here is what the apostle Paul wrote: “Though I speak with the tongues of men and of angels, and have not charity, I am become as sounding brass, or a tinkling cymbal. And though I have the gift of prophecy, and understand all mysteries, and all knowledge; and though I have all faith, so that I could remove mountains, and have not charity, I am nothing….”2


Luther and Me


Martin Luther was still just a Christian name to me. I knew he was instrumental in the Protestant Reformation and had challenged the corruption of the Roman Church. But he remained a hazy figure in my mind until some years later, when I became aware of his hatred for the Jews. This hatred was intense and produced a well of hostility in me. I despised him for it and returned his hate.


The hostility lasted for several decades until my understanding of the man changed just as dramatically. One lever of this change was my discovery of how Luther’s initial feelings towards the Jews were actually quite compassionate. In the beginning, his attitude was kind and empathetic. He approached Jews with a self-critical regret at the way Christians treated them. When all was said and done, Judaism was a kindred faith.


In 1519, Luther wrote: “Absurd theologians defend hatred for the Jews. What Jew would consent to enter our ranks when he sees the cruelty and enmity we wreak on them—that in our behavior towards them we less resemble Christians than beasts?”3 Four years later he wrote an essay titled “That Jesus Christ Was Born a Jew,”4 in which he condemned the inhumane treatment of the Jews and urged Christians to treat them with Christian charity. I admired the honesty and courage of this—the way Luther was able to see Jews as the human beings they were and not be consumed by the abstractions of hate.


But Luther also had an ulterior motive; he hoped that he might convert the Jews to his Christian belief that Jesus was the messiah, the savior of mankind. When the Jews stubbornly resisted his overtures and refused to give up their faith, he turned on them with a vengeance. Now his attitude was so ferociously antagonistic, and his writing about them so filled with venom that he became the foremost German precursor of the Nazis and exerted a powerful influence over the forces of Jew hatred among his countrymen, which led to the Final Solution, and the Jews’ darkest hour.


Twenty years later, when he was at the height of his influence, Luther wrote a book he titled On the Jews and Their Lies, in which he deplored Christendom’s failure to expel them.5 “What shall we Christians do with this rejected and condemned people, the Jews?” he asked. And then answered with what can only be described as a tribal anathema:




“First, to set fire to their synagogues or schools … This is to be done in honor of our Lord and of Christendom, so that God might see that we are Christians …”


“Second, I advise that their houses also be razed and destroyed.”


“Third, I advise that all their prayer books and Talmudic writings, in which such idolatry, lies, cursing, and blasphemy are taught, be taken from them.”


“Fourth, I advise that their rabbis be forbidden to teach henceforth on pain of loss of life and limb …”6





I hated Luther for this screed. I hated him for his hatred. I hated him on behalf of my fellow Jews who perished in the Holocaust, and I hated him for the seeds he planted of Holocausts to come.


If you had told me then or for half a century afterwards that I would come to see another side of this famous monk and his achievements; if you told me I would come to understand him in a way that would put me forever in awe of what he had accomplished, and cause me to appreciate how he had made life for everyone who lived under the canopy of his ideas better—including and especially my persecuted tribe—how he made them freer, safer, and more at home in the world; if you had told me in my twenties that sixty years later I would come to see him as one of freedom’s greatest heroes, I would have laughed and said: you are mad.


Martin Luther’s genocidal hatred of the Jews is a lesson that believers are not immune from human sin—from re-directing their mission to the service of evil. “Men never do evil so completely and cheerfully,” observed the great Catholic thinker, Blaise Pascal, “as when they do it from religious conviction.”7 As when they put a God imagined by human beings—a political party, a charismatic leader, a “sacred” ideal—before the image of a true divinity, one they cannot manipulate or control.
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