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			To Dad. I hope I made you proud.





INTRO

			“Every girl is bi. You just have to figure out if it’s polar or sexual.”

			That was the joke that set off a firestorm at the Washington Post, leading to the suspension of one reporter and the termination of another.

			Comedian Cam Harless tweeted this wisecrack just before midnight on June 1, 2022,1 unintentionally setting up the very public destruction of the Post’s last remaining shreds of dignity.

			Two days later, politics reporter Dave Weigel retweeted Harless. Weigel, who started his second stint with the Post in 2015 (he worked there briefly in 2010 but was canned over some unsavory leaked emails) was somehow blissfully unaware that corporate newsrooms are no longer receptive to attempts at comedy.

			Sure enough, one of Weigel’s humorless colleagues took umbrage with his retweet. Felicia Sonmez, also on the politics desk, initially privately chastised Weigel for retweeting the joke on a company Slack channel, but then, two minutes later, blasted him publicly on her Twitter account.2 It seems she was the “polar” half of Harless’s equation.

			“Fantastic to work at a news outlet where retweets like this are allowed!” Sonmez sarcastically exclaimed.

			Weigel did what you should never do in the face of an angry mob, particularly when you’ve done nothing wrong: He apologized.

			“I just removed a retweet of an offensive joke. I apologize and did not mean to cause any harm,” Weigel said.

			The Post also released a statement: “Editors have made clear to the staff that the tweet was reprehensible and demanding language or actions like that will not be tolerated.”3

			Weigel’s apology did little to calm the storm. Sonmez continued to angrily tweet, now directing her ire at another Post colleague, Jose A. Del Real, who argued it was inappropriate for Sonmez to air her grievances publicly and that she had behaved cruelly by encouraging the internet to pounce on Weigel. Sonmez wouldn’t accept that she might be the aggressor in this situation. Instead, she cried that she was the victim of a targeted online harassment campaign. Sonmez publicly urged Washington Post editor Sally Buzbee to do something! Left-wing journos rallied behind their champion, declaring Sonmez a hero for fearlessly taking on sexism.

			The next day, CNN reported that Weigel was suspended from his job for a month without pay.4

			Victory! Sonmez got her scalp. Except she wasn’t finished. Sonmez had made clear in her days-long tweet storm that her problem wasn’t just with Weigel, but also with an allegedly toxic workplace at the Post and an uneven enforcement of newsroom policies. It turned out that pretending to be wildly offended by the joke about women being either bipolar or bisexual was just a pretense for Sonmez to bring up a professional grievance she had been stewing over for the past two years.

			In 2020, Sonmez had been placed on paid administrative leave by the Washington Post for tweeting a story about rape allegations against Kobe Bryant shortly after the basketball star perished alongside his daughter in a gruesome helicopter crash. Over 200 of Sonmez’s colleagues signed a letter criticizing Post leadership for the move, Weigel included. He clearly received zero goodwill for his efforts.

			Sonmez insisted in a long tweet thread after the Weigel incident that white men in the newsroom were able to “get away with murder” on social media while women and minorities faced unfairly harsh punishments when they seemingly broke company social media policy. It’s worth pointing out that Sonmez received a paid suspension for spitting on a dead man’s grave, while Weigel received an unpaid suspension for making a dumb joke. To whom was the social media policy applied more harshly? The white man or the woman?

			Finally, the Post fired Sonmez after a full week of nonstop tweets trashing the company’s leadership. It was a rare moment in which an unhinged liberal reporter actually faced consequences for her actions.5

			But why was Sonmez so eager to risk her reporting job by publicly trashing her colleagues and employer?

			Sonmez’s lawsuit against the Post might have something to do with it, but we’ll get into more details about that in a later chapter.

			Most important is that corporate media companies like the Washington Post and the New York Times have incentivized this kind of reckless sociopathy.

			Over the past decade, a crisis of poor decision-making and an abdication of leadership have accelerated the decline of these once-prestigious media outlets. Rather than invest in talented, professional, and objective reporters, major outlets have instead staffed their newsrooms with young woke activists who prefer advancing progressive political causes over adhering to journalistic ethics.

			Take Taylor Lorenz, a tech reporter for the Post, formerly with the New York Times. At the same time Sonmez was publicly tarnishing the Post, Lorenz was trying to explain why her latest piece of shoddy reporting required multiple edits and why the Post chose not to initially disclose those edits publicly.

			In Lorenz’s piece, she attacked commentators who said that the Johnny Depp vs. Amber Heard trial demonstrated the excesses of the #MeToo movement. Problem was, multiple subjects in the story said Lorenz had lied about reaching out to them for comment. Lorenz blamed this on a “miscommunication” with her editor and insisted the criticism was merely part of a “bad faith campaign” to tarnish her reputation. She even had the gall to say that she hoped others would “learn from this experience.6 Lorenz frequently uses her poor excuse for journalistic ethics to advance the woke cause du jour—whether that’s calling out office air conditioning for being “sexist,” trying to harass an anonymous right-wing Twitter account into hiding for reposting deranged left-wing TikTok videos, or chastising a COVID victim for daring to joke about his illness. In any serious industry, Lorenz would be unemployable. In corporate media, she is celebrated and compensated accordingly.

			It’s no secret that journalists have been mostly card-carrying Democrats for a long time, but this new generation of reporters is a different beast entirely. They are not only radically left-wing, but they demand 100 percent ideological purity and unconditional support from everyone around them. Like Sonmez and Lorenz, many of them have learned that “journalism” can be a very powerful tool for activism. In addition to advancing their own pet causes, they can use the platforms afforded to them by major corporate outlets to pressure and shame anyone who dissents from left-wing orthodoxy.

			Media outlets were all too happy to go along with this at first. They leaned left anyway, so what was the big deal about bringing in a few radicals? Sure, the woke kids might get involved in controversy from time to time, but that only helped generate digital buzz for the paper and prove to mostly liberal audiences that they were down for the cause.

			What media outlets failed to recognize is that these young Bolsheviks wouldn’t be satisfied with turning their rage outward. Eventually, newsroom leaders would become the targets, too.

			This was entirely predictable if you were paying attention at all to what the young progressives had been doing on college campuses over the past decade. Conservatives sounded the alarm bells, but the media was too busy mocking their concerns as unfounded hysteria. Even the right didn’t fully get it. They were convinced these whiny students—condescendingly dubbed the “snowflakes”—would melt once exposed to the “real world.”

			Unfortunately, I saw firsthand how influential these activists could be—and why they wouldn’t just go away after graduation. During my time as an undergraduate at Georgetown University I was the campus left’s favorite villain. I experienced every tactic and heard every argument the woke mob used to wrestle their opponents into submission. Through my eyes, you’ll see how these malignant narcissists manage to play the victim in every scenario, why they reframe every political debate as a matter of life and death, how words became “violence,” and why political civility is dead.

			The woke left operates with a different playbook than your average political activist. Their worldview allows them to justify stamping out dissent by any means possible, whether through riotous protest, relentless character attacks and public shaming, or outright lies. They create a culture of fear in which everyone—including the adults who are supposed to be in charge—is terrified of stepping out of line and becoming a target of the bullies. The supposed authority figures hand over the keys to the kingdom, fearing the reputational damage that could occur if they don’t comply.

			The campus left learned they could successfully bully their professors and campus administrators into acquiescing to all of their demands, from campus diversity requirements to shutting down conservative speakers. Why stop there? As I left college and entered the media, so did my left-wing peers. They used the same moblike behavior to take over their newsrooms, pushing media coverage further to the left than ever, scalping their nonwoke colleagues, abandoning journalistic principles, and sending the corporate media into chaos.

			As former President Donald Trump once said, “Everything woke turns to shit.”

			Newsroom leadership, which was wholly unprepared for the revolution, ran for cover in the hopes they wouldn’t find themselves under the guillotine. Even right-leaning media outlets who purport to believe in free speech and objective reporting were guilty of this abdication of leadership. Apparently no one is courageous enough to stand athwart the young bullies and yell stop!

			The woke mob has attempted to cancel me on numerous occasions, but I’m still here. Here is my story, from how wokeness migrated from campus to the corporate media, to why this volatile ideology will decimate an already struggling industry, and how conservatives can fight back.





CHAPTER 1

			GETTING STARTED

			I strolled into my sociology class my senior year of high school in Walkersville, Maryland, and was greeted by a row of scrumptious-looking pies: apple, cherry, pumpkin. My teacher had a smirk on his face. I was immediately suspicious. What was he up to?

			My teacher was an outspoken leftist. My friend Hannah and I, who quickly bonded over our shared conservativism, were always ganging up on him during class. He seemed to relish getting our friends to turn on one another by forcing us to debate divisive topics. He would lounge smugly in his corner desk as he pushed us to argue about whether DREAMers should get in-state tuition at US colleges or if abortion should be legal.

			As the rest of the students filed into class that day, there were murmurs of excitement over the pies. My teacher finally stood up at the front of the class and revealed the true intentions behind his treats. The pies would be distributed based on the hierarchy of grades in the class. The person with the top grade in the course would get three slices of pie. The next five people with the highest grades would get two slices, the next ten would get one slice, and the bottom tier with the lowest grades would get no pie. But! We were told that we could “redistribute” our slices of pie however we wanted.

			It just so happened that I had the highest grade in the class. I swear my teacher had a gleam in his eye when he announced my name to be the first to get pie. Unfortunately for him, I knew exactly what he was up to. I walked over to the pies and took my three hefty slices. The class watched with bated breath to see who would get the extras. Instead, I stopped briefly at the front of the class, said “sucks to suck!” and sat down to eat every last bite of my pie. There were audible gasps around the room.

			Of course, I didn’t really want three slices of pie, but it seemed obvious to me that my teacher dreamed up this twisted little social experiment to make a point about income inequality. The teacher wanted to convince people that they should redistribute their income because “nobody needs” a lot of money—or, in this case, three slices of pie.

			I was annoyed that he tried to trick my classmates with his poor analogy, so I blew up his plan. After all of the pie was handed out, he explained to the rest of the class the purpose of the exercise. He stared daggers at me as he explained that usually people give away their extra pie, the same way wealthy people should give away their money to the less fortunate. Giving away the pie, he suggested, was the right thing to do.

			Of course, ask any of those high school kids if they’d give away two-thirds or half of their hard-earned income to people who didn’t work, and he’d get a much different response. It would have been fair to point out as well that, unlike income, the pie was not our primary reward for getting a good grade. The pie was a bonus we weren’t depending on or even expecting and was thus easier to give away. The exercise wasn’t meant to be fair though. It was propaganda.

			I was lucky to catch what was going on that day. Unlike a lot of my classmates, I was already pretty obsessed with politics. My interest started way back in my eighth grade government class. President Barack Obama had just started his first term in office, and my teacher was obsessed with the administration. We watched the daily White House and State Department press briefings whenever they fell during our class time. Otherwise, we had to watch daily headlines from CNN. My teacher especially loved Secretary of the Treasury Timothy Geithner, who he would always call a “bright young man.” We’d have to listen to unending monologues about how the stimulus package was going to save the country.

			My dad, a lifelong union member, was a registered Democrat at the time, and my mom was and still is a registered Independent. However, I think that the way they raised me made it almost inevitable that I would be a conservative. I was taught the value of hard work. Keep your head down and don’t complain. Fifteen minutes early is on time, on time is late. Take responsibility for your actions and show respect to authority. Have pride in your country, and put your faith in God. I learned to shoot, hunt, and fish at a young age. I killed my first deer when I was seven and was always taught to have respect for the outdoors and for the animal.

			I am also naturally skeptical, a trait I got from my mother. When my government teacher started making declarative statements about the Obama administration that I couldn’t find in a textbook, I had questions. I’d go home to my parents and get their opinion on what I learned in government class that day. It was also around this time that I started watching Fox News. The analysis I heard from Fox’s hosts and pundits comported with my sense of the world more than anything my government teacher was saying, so I would challenge him in class. When he talked about how many jobs the stimulus package was going to create, I pointed out that most of the infrastructure-related jobs would be seasonal or temporary. I questioned how the stimulus package would help women, whose unemployment rate was rising just as fast as men’s but who are also reluctant to work in construction or green energy. More generally, I wondered if the government was actually any good at creating jobs and how we would know that the more than $800 billion spent would be used efficiently and effectively.

			These might have seemed like overly mature questions for a fourteen-year-old girl, but politics were more than a hobby for me—they were a necessity. The 2008 recession deeply affected my family. The things we were talking about in my government class were real life, not just a lesson in school.

			Neither of my parents went to college. My dad went to trade school and worked as a master plumber and pipefitter his entire life. He was a member of the Plumbers and Gasfitters Local 5 Union in Washington, DC. My mom was a manager at a video store until I was born in 1994 and then she stayed at home with the kids. My dad was laid off multiple times during the 2008 recession and was suffering from a debilitating, life-threatening illness. My parents did their best to shield me and my brother from everything that was going on at the time, but we knew something was wrong. Dad would usually be gone for work well before sunrise, but there were months-long periods where he was in the living room watching TV when my brother and I got up for school. It was hard to tell when he was not at work because he had been laid off, and when he was not at work because he was too sick.

			I remember visiting him at the hospital on one occasion when he developed a severe staph infection. He lied to me about how good the hospital food was. When he was at home, we spent a lot of time coloring or working on puzzles because he was too weak to do much else. Financially, I know my mom was severely stressed about the medical bills that were racking up and the lack of a steady household income. My brother and I started getting free lunches at school. We couldn’t just go out and buy something without really needing it and finding the best coupons and sales. We didn’t take fancy beach vacations to Florida like I saw other families doing. I remember feeling a deep sense of anxiety when my friends convinced me to spend my entire mall budget one weekend on a fifteen dollar pair of sunglasses from Nordstrom so we could take MySpace selfies in the bathroom. I don’t know that I ever felt poor, but I did think that people who lived in homes with multiple floors must be really rich.

			I’d always wanted to go to a prestigious college. Our financial struggles throughout the recession and its aftermath only made my dream seem more urgent. I wanted to graduate and get a good job to be able to provide for my future family and give back to my parents, who sacrificed so much. I wanted them to be proud of me so that they knew it was all worth it. I also understood that paying the tuition at a highfalutin school wouldn’t be easy. Still, my parents never discouraged me from aiming high with my college goals. They saved up money so that I could go on college tours up and down the East Coast. We drove up to Boston for a long weekend so I could attend a field hockey camp at Harvard and tour Boston College. Then we went on to Philadelphia to see UPenn and Villanova and to North Carolina to see Duke and UNC Chapel Hill. I liked most of the colleges I visited, but I knew before even setting foot on campus that I wanted to go to Georgetown. As we drove along the George Washington Parkway, I looked across the Potomac River to the left and saw Healy Hall peeking through the trees. It was glorious.

			My guidance counselor told me and my mom that I was getting my hopes too high. She recommended paring down my applications and focusing on safety schools because there was no way a little ol’ Walkersville girl would get into a prestigious college, and I was just wasting my money. Four years earlier, the same guidance counselor assumed in a college preparation meeting that my brother, who also had an excellent GPA and extracurriculars, wouldn’t be going to college.

			I applied Early Acceptance at Georgetown and heard while I was at an indoor track meet in December 2011 that my letter had arrived in the mail. The meet didn’t end until close to ten that evening and I was doing everything I could to distract myself from the thought of that letter. When I finally got home, I saw my family waiting with the envelope. It was small—the size of a normal envelope, unlike the big packets that some other schools sent. My mom assured me that the college blogs she spent all day reading said that Georgetown sends both acceptance and rejection letters in the same size envelopes.

			I opened the letter in the kitchen as my parents watched with wide eyes. We cried and hugged when I announced I had been accepted.

			There was still no guarantee I would be able to go. Tuition plus room and board was $70,000 a year! My parents warned me that it was a bad idea to take on too much student debt just to go to my dream school, and they were right. I was prepared to save money and go to a local state school. Luckily, I didn’t have to make that choice because Georgetown offered me an incredibly generous financial package. I guess we were considered pretty low-income by Georgetown’s standards. They offered membership in the Georgetown Scholarship Program (GSP), a group for first-generation and low-income college students. GSP pays for a portion of federal student loans and provides numerous resources to help its members adjust to college life. I visited the campus for Admitted Students Weekend and purchased a little plush Jack the Bulldog to bring back to my guidance counselor to thank her for her “help.”

			With a combination of financial aid, GSP, scholarships, working through school, and my parent’s modest savings, I was able to go to Georgetown and graduated with just $10,000 in student loans. It completely changed the course of my life.





CHAPTER 2

			THE OL’ COLLEGE TRY

			I was so excited to start school at Georgetown. Move-in day was fun and frustrating, pushing moving carts up and down the hill from the parking garage to my dorm in the oppressive heat of late August. When it was time to finally say goodbye, it was hard to tell whether we were all crying or just sweating.

			As I settled in, I was nervous about making friends. Despite being a three-sport athlete in high school, I wasn’t the most popular kid and I’ve always been rather introverted. At Georgetown, I was worried about my working-class background and my politics. My classmates wore T-shirts that cost more than some of my nicest outfits. Strolling around in cowboy boots and carrying a flip phone next to business majors with Gucci loafers and the newest iPhone was pretty jarring. Still, the wealth difference had nothing on the political chasm between me and most of my classmates. I couldn’t have prepared for how willing my peers were to demean and abuse me for daring to disagree with them.

			My first semester at Georgetown was in the midst of the 2012 presidential election between Barack Obama and Mitt Romney. The trouble started when I met someone on my floor who, despite being a California liberal, loved guns. (We are still really good friends and see each other a few times a year.) We talked about starting an official university gun club, which would focus on firearm safety and education but maybe would eventually become a competitive team. The process for starting any new club at Georgetown was quite onerous, let alone one with so many legal restrictions, but the first step was to demonstrate interest from at least thirty potential members. An easy start, I thought, was to recruit other freshmen living on my floor. I drew up a flier of sorts on the white board on my dorm room door, which was conveniently located smack in the middle of a long, carpeted hallway. We named the club the “Georgetown University Firearms Association (GUFA)” and my flier featured a rudimentary drawing of an AR-15.

			I soon received an email from my RA telling me that some of my neighbors had submitted complaints about feeling “unsafe” around my white board. Indeed, few things are scarier than a cartoon firearm drawn with a dry-erase marker. My RA requested I take down the GUFA ad or at least remove the gun to make other residents feel more comfortable.

			I showed a couple of friends the email and we all agreed it was a ridiculous request. Some pointed out that there were tons of other messages on white boards throughout the dorm that could be considered offensive. Those residents were presumably never asked to remove them because, well, they didn’t run afoul of the unspoken rule that all political content must be liberal. That was when we stumbled upon a rather genius idea.

			I took a trip around the entire dorm building and snapped pictures of every crass white board drawing: drawings of penises, curse words, slurs. The real kicker was when we found an especially horrible cartoon that depicted the male and female RA from my floor engaged in a sexual act, with their names clearly labeled. The cherry on top of my dossier.

			I attached all of the photos I gathered to an email and sent them to my RA. I informed him that my white board would be erased as soon as he sent similar email requests to every other resident who had white board messages and images that I deemed inappropriate. Until then, I would consider removal of the contents of my white board a violation of the university’s free speech policy.

			“Touché,” the RA replied, and I never heard another complaint about the gun club.

			Unfortunately, that wasn’t the last of the harassment from my neighbors. I was getting annoyed at all of the Obama signs on my neighbors’ doors and the literature constantly being slid under my own, so I drew up a Romney sign. Oftentimes I would come home from class to find the sign defaced or scribbled over with profane messages, including poorly drawn penises, curse words, and the ever-poetic “I love to suck Obama’s dick.” Sometimes, when I was studying or watching TV in my room, I would hear giggling outside of my door and the faint sound of scribbling from dry-erase markers. Of course, when I finally would go to check, new messages had appeared. I still wish that I had been brave enough to swing open the door and confront the perpetrators face to face.

			I got to experience some of the venom in person when watching the vice-presidential debate between Joe Biden and Paul Ryan in our common room. One of my neighbors, Makaiah, almost couldn’t help herself from blurting out digs in my direction. When the debate moved to gun control, Makaiah sneered, “Well, we know Amber loves guns.” The rest of the room chuckled. You have to be a liberal to get the joke, I guess. What’s funny about supporting a God-given right enshrined in our Constitution? Maybe it was just their way of calling me a redneck.

			Makaiah had no other reason to be catty toward me besides politics. In fact, I went out of my way to try to be a friend to her. During new student orientation that year, Makaiah’s mom told my mom that her daughter was stressed and worried about making friends at Georgetown. I was surprised by this because Makaiah was a pretty, trendy, hippie California girl, but I sympathized with her fears. I decided to drop by Makaiah’s dorm room later that day, introduce myself, and offer to attend any new student events with her or grab a bite to eat so that she didn’t feel alone. She seemed grateful at the time, but Makaiah treated me like a pariah the rest of the year and was the source of spiteful rumors about me to the rest of the dorm floor. This “nasty woman” would go on to work for the Hillary Clinton presidential campaign in 2016. How fitting.

			Unfortunately for me, Obama won re-election that November. I originally planned on walking to the White House since it was my first election cycle while living in DC, but I came down with a fever that evening and decided to stay in, tucked under my covers. My neighbors yelled and banged on my door on their way out in celebration. My RA stopped by and knocked too; when I answered, he gleefully rubbed the results in my face. He must’ve still been stinging from my victory over the gun club advertisement.





CHAPTER 3

			BEATING A DEAD HORSE

			After being harassed and bullied for two semesters of my college career, I was acutely aware that I needed to find some more conservative friends. I ran into some College Republican members early on in the fall semester of my sophomore year, and they convinced me to come help out with the club’s tabling efforts in “Red Square”—the appropriately named center of campus activity. Tabling quickly became one of my favorite activities at Georgetown. We set up beautiful custom-made cornhole boards with our club logo, blasted country music, and got to hang out with fellow Republicans and bring in new members. Since tabling took place on Friday afternoons, we also would sometimes sneak some beer or mimosas (shh!). I immediately thought that social events like this should be the main focus of the CRs. On a campus as hostile as Georgetown, we had to destigmatize being conservative. I wanted shy Republicans to feel comfortable being open about their political views and know that they had an army of like-minded individuals ready to back them up. What better way to draw them in than by simply having a good time?

			It was with this goal in mind that I ran for and won Director of Campus Affairs at the end of my fall sophomore semester.

			Campus activists became even more aggressive around this time because of the police shooting of Michael Brown in Ferguson, Missouri, in the summer of 2014. A group of student activists actually organized a trip to Ferguson so that they could join the protests with Black Lives Matter. I infuriated them by condemning the violence wrought by BLM, which saw arson, looting, destruction, and assaults on police officers. The city of Ferguson had become what our former president would call a “shithole” for weeks, and my classmates contributed to the nightmare with the warped idea that they actually were doing good.

			It wasn’t enough for these Georgetown students to ruin someone else’s city. They had to ruin Christmas too. Every year after Thanksgiving break, Georgetown splashes the campus with beautiful Christmas decorations and puts up a huge tree in the square outside of Dahlgren Chapel. The tree-lighting ceremony was one of my favorite events at Georgetown. Campus volunteers passed out hot chocolate and treats, we sang Christmas carols, and we had a countdown until President John DeGioia lit the tree. It was one of the few events at Georgetown that unapologetically celebrated Christianity (how sad, at a Catholic school) and was apolitical.

			Alas, the campus left doesn’t believe we get to have nice things. At the 2014 Christmas tree lighting, a group of students staged a “die-in” to protest the Michael Brown shooting. When President DeGioia lit the tree, the students dropped to the ground and played dead for four and a half minutes, in reference to the four and a half hours Michael Brown lay on the street after he was killed. Then, the group stood up and chanted “Black Lives Matter” and “No Justice, No Peace,” before walking away from the tree lighting. It blew my mind that anyone thought an event celebrating the birth of Jesus Christ was an appropriate venue to protest on behalf of a man who beat a police officer and tried to take his gun.

			These students were clearly miserable, and they wanted to make everyone else miserable too.

			They were also blissfully unaware of and indifferent to facts. Ballistic evidence from the shooting found that “Hands Up, Don’t Shoot” narrative was a lie—Brown did not have his hands up to surrender when he was shot, nor did he have his back to Officer Darren Wilson. He was charging the officer at the time he was shot and had previously beat him through the window of his police cruiser. Wilson was hardly harassing an innocent black man, either. He was aware that Brown matched the description of a suspect who was reported stealing cigarillos from a local convenience store. The Georgetown Grinches wouldn’t apologize for ruining the Christmas tree lighting, though, nor would they stop using Michael Brown as a martyr for their campus activism. Any criticism of the campus left was met with cries that you cannot be mean to or criticize black people because of police brutality…or something.

			In the summer of 2014, I wrote a piece for the GUCR blog called “No Climate for Conservatives” about some of my casual observations on how left-wing students react to conservative speech on campus.

			“Liberal students at Georgetown University have created a toxic and hostile environment for conservatives. The attitudes expressed by militant, left-wing Hoyas are incredibly dangerous to a productive university atmosphere, one that is supposed to champion free speech and diversity of opinion,” I wrote at the time.

			I was never expecting that many people to read it, but the piece went semi-viral. An editor at my hometown newspaper saw the piece and offered me a monthly political column. It was my first professional writing gig.

			It also elevated me from casual conservative to right-wing campus pariah. Scores of Georgetown leftists proved the point of my piece by bashing me on social media and treating me like dirt when I returned to campus for the fall semester. I learned about their organizing tactics from friends of mine who leaned left but were disturbed at the way I was being treated. The main planning tool was what was known colloquially as the “Black GroupMe”. GroupMe was the communications app of choice for Georgetown student groups. The “Black GroupMe” was where members of the various minority-based political groups on campus gathered digitally to plan protests, complain about campus policies, organize parties, and talk a lot of smack about conservatives like me. Georgetown is a relatively small campus—a little over seven thousand undergraduate students—and I can tell you that having a couple hundred of them on one messaging app gabbing about how much they hate you can make campus feel awfully lonely.

			I would have been well within my rights to retreat into a victim mindset—lord knows that’s what leftist students did when anyone challenged them. Instead, I leaned into my status as Georgetown’s resident conservative loudmouth. I was already “canceled,” so to speak, so what more harm could I do by doing and saying the things that other campus conservatives were too scared to do or say?

			The “Black GroupMe” wasn’t the only organizing tool of the left. Left-wing campus activists loved Twitter, at least partially because it was easier to be anonymous than on Facebook. The Twitter activists also used a type of code language to avoid being busted for their most radical thoughts. They didn’t want future employers or campus administrators to be able to search their accounts for inflammatory language. Instead of using “white people” in tweets, for example, they would use “yt people” or “yt ppl.” “Blk” would be used instead of “black.” Sometimes letters or words were replaced by emojis.

			The Twitter activists had been using a hashtag campaign #BBGU, or Being Black at Georgetown University, since early 2014 to document their alleged experiences with campus racism. The purpose was to slime the university so they could gin up support for a series of policy proposals, most notably the addition of a diversity requirement in the academic curriculum. The diversity requirement would mandate students take two classes that focused primarily on issues of diversity and equity before graduating from the university. Aya Waller-Bey, the creator of the hashtag, admitted that she leaned on the effectiveness of a public tarring campaign to get Georgetown to take the diversity requirement seriously.

			“Hey, this public shaming thing works,” Waller-Bey told the Washington Post.7 “When the university is embarrassed or when things are just not held within a community of students, they’re forced to respond because it looks bad PR-wise.”

			The #BBGU hashtag consisted primarily of students complaining about perceived microaggressions. One student tweeted that being black at Georgetown meant having an adviser tell you that taking certain classes might be “too much,” suggesting that the adviser was underestimating her due to her skin color. Another student complained that she believed guys didn’t want to hook up with her at parties because of her race. One student said being black at Georgetown meant not knowing how to react to “You went to Georgetown, wow!” because it could mean that they were surprised a black person could be smart enough to go to school there. All assumptions, no evidence. According to Waller-Bey, however, these small instances of alleged racism made living on campus like being on a “battlefield.” Uh, the Greatest Generation would like a word.

			Shavonnia Corbin-Johnson tweeted that being black at Georgetown meant “having an academic advisor who acts really surprised when you excel in your classes.” She is now the political director for the Pennsylvania Democratic Party.

			“Having to defend why I am part of student organizations that are predominately white,” was a tweet from Jimmy Ramirez, who worked for Google after graduation. Ever wonder why Google executives felt the need to comfort their traumatized employees8 after Trump won the 2016 election, or why Google’s algorithm seems biased against conservative websites? It’s because they hire lots of people who think like Ramirez.

			The Georgetown administration was filled with liberals, as is most of academia, but it at least gave lip service to the ideas of political heterodoxy and free speech. As I’ll share during my story about bringing Dr. Christina Hoff Sommers to campus later on in this book, administrators mostly had my back against people who wanted to shut down her speech. However, you’re concocting a dangerous brew when university leadership either agrees with the campus left or is deathly afraid of them. If you take a look back at campus protests of the last ten years, you’ll see a common theme: the administrators give the protesters some, if not all, of what they want. They express a desire to work with the students. They praise their ideas. They talk about how proud they are to see students standing up to make a change. They think that if they give these students a pat on the head, they’ll be free from accusations of racism and the students will just happily go back to class. What they don’t understand is that every time they give in, they incentivize the students’ behavior. Imagine a child throwing a temper tantrum because he wants an extra lollipop at the doctor’s office. If the parent eventually gives the child the extra lollipop, what happens? The child is satisfied for a short while but learns that the tantrum yields results. The campus left is actually worse than this, because they are never satisfied, even temporarily. They should’ve gotten the lollipop sooner, or it should’ve been bigger, or they should get three lollipops because they shouldn’t have even had to throw the tantrum in the first place! Giving them the extra lollipop was the right thing to do from the beginning and the administration failed, dammit! Reparations now!

			I assure you I am not exaggerating. Let’s get back to the #BBGU campaign.

			The official university Facebook page and Georgetown administrators endorsed the campaign and shamelessly cheered on the public smearing of their employer.

			“Check out #BBGU. An important conversation—voices of students, alumni, faculty, and staff—we all need to listen and engage,” Vice President for Student Affairs Todd Olson tweeted.

			“#BBGU: a powerful reminder that acknowledging privilege and striving for justice is a lifelong endeavor. Never over,” Center for Student Engagement Director Erika Cohen Derr tweeted.

			Their words weren’t enough. Waller-Bey said Georgetown needed to “step up” and do more beyond just expressing support on social media. Georgetown officials started quietly working with the activists involved in the #BBGU movement and other campus advocacy groups. In the spring of 2014, Georgetown President John DeGioia sat down for dinner with residents of the Black House (no, this is not racial segregation because of historical oppression or something), where they presented him with an eight-point proposal regarding diversity on campus. By December 2015, the Provost’s Office’s Diversity Working Group was drafting an official proposal for the addition of a diversity requirement in the Georgetown undergraduate curriculum. The working group was formalized9 two months later as the Provost’s Committee for Diversity, a permanent addition to the Georgetown administration. Provost Groves admitted the idea was borne out of the #BBGU movement and DeGioia’s sit-down with activists:

			“Due to the leadership of some undergraduate students last year, a set of concerns and proposals with regard to activities in and out of class, curricular ideas and alumni ideas that would enrich the experience of students from minority racial and ethnic status was proposed. Those issues came to the forefront and were presented to President DeGioia for discussion and resolution. This was also linked to larger national concerns that manifested themselves in the Twitter campaign of #BBGU—Being Black at Georgetown University—last year.”

			The diversity requirement proposal was the culmination of over a decade of campus organizing and was hotly debated among students. The idea had been rejected by the College Curriculum Committee in the past. The CCC claimed10—correctly, in my experience—that the classes currently required for undergraduate students already covered issues related to diversity.

			“It would be almost impossible to obtain a Georgetown degree without having engaged in at least some classes which explicitly dealt with issues of pluralism,” the CCC said in 2002.

			About 60.5 percent of students either agreed or strongly agreed that a required diversity class is a necessary part of the Georgetown curriculum, according to a political values survey by the Georgetown Voice. I was surprised that it wasn’t more popular. For context, 85.3 percent of students opposed defunding Planned Parenthood, 64.7 percent believed Georgetown should have gender-neutral restrooms, and 83.7 percent think “rape culture” exists on college campuses.

			Even though the diversity requirement wasn’t as hugely popular as some other political pet causes, the campus left acted like you were committing a mortal sin if you didn’t support the proposal. Friends of mine who served on the Georgetown University Student Association (GUSA), the student government body, were publicly accused of racism because they didn’t want to vote for the diversity requirement in a proposed referendum.

			Maybe the Georgetown administrators who worked with these students really believed that they were asking for good campus policy. I’m a bit more cynical, so I think they were probably trying to combat the public allegations of racism. Either way, the university’s commitment to working with student activists to advance their social justice projects probably should’ve been enough to quell the idea that Georgetown was systemically racist. Not so. The student activists were so desperate to cling to the racism narrative that they made an innocent political cartoonist out to be the face of evil. His name is Dylan Cutler, and what happened to him was one of the most appalling things I saw during my time on campus.

			Student government is a huge deal at Georgetown. Conde Nast, President Bill Clinton, Oklahoma Governor Frank Keating, and other notable alumni built their resumes on student government. Every year, disgustingly ambitious students who think they are destined to be a future president of the United States run for student body president to flex their political prowess. The 2015 election cycle was unique, though, because two campus comedians decided to throw their hats in the ring. Joe Luther and Connor Rohan, both members of the Georgetown Improv Association, ran something of a mock campaign11 satirizing the insane things students would promise to get elected as well as the general ineffectiveness of student government.

			“A Luther-Rohan administration would end this living nightmare that we call home,” Rohan deadpanned in the pair’s first campaign video. “We’re going to make Georgetown perfect, and you’ll never ever have a problem again. Ever.”

			Students ate it up, and the Luther-Rohan ticket rocketed to the top of the polls.

			One casualty of the Luther-Rohan campaign was the uber-serious Christopher Wadibia and Meredith Cheney ticket. Wadibia was extremely well-liked at Georgetown, but the Wadibia-Cheney campaign fell victim to trying to appeal to everyone with vague12 and poorly thought out proposals. It was the student government version of Kamala Harris’s 2020 presidential campaign. During the annual GUSA debate, Wadibia practically came unglued as it became clear he hadn’t automatically won the support of the student body with his natural charisma. He declared that it was a “bad sign” for Georgetown if he didn’t win the presidency, and accused his opponents of being untalented, elitist, and of bad character. The Wadibia-Cheney campaign lost any legitimacy in the eyes of students and the Luther-Rohan campaign only got more popular after the debate.

			After Luther and Rohan won the election, The Georgetown Voice published a political cartoon by Dylan Cutler satirizing the downfall of the Wadibia-Cheney campaign. The cartoon, titled “Beating The Dead Horse”, showed Luther and Rohan clubbing a dead Wadibia and Cheney inside a horse costume. It was a pretty innocuous play on the idiom, or so I thought, but a group of Georgetown students deemed the cartoon racist and sexist.

			Students claimed the cartoon was racist because it depicted violence against Wadibia, who is black. The cartoon was also sexist because Cheney is a woman.

			“The white patriarchal message this image sends is insensitive and incredibly racist given the history of black men and women being lynched and beaten at the hands of white people in this nation’s past and present,” the Black Leadership Forum posted on its Facebook page. “It is also concerning that a woman is being depicted as the ass of the horse, reminiscent of the misogynistic and socially inferior treatment women have suffered for centuries.”

			Humorless much?

			The Voice caved to the criticism immediately, publishing an apology on their Facebook page and removing the cartoon. Student activists (including Cheney, who now works for Facebook and puts her pronouns in her LinkedIn bio) organized a town hall in St. Williams Chapel. The town hall meeting was attended by over one hundred people, including Cutler. Black students took the podium and said the cartoon “threw salt on wounds that are really deep for some people in our community” and claimed it was especially insensitive given the alleged rise in police brutality against the black community. Others said that even if the intent of the cartoon wasn’t racist or sexist, that only proved that the Voice and Cutler lacked cultural sensitivity.

			After the students were mostly done—excuse my language—beating the dead horse, Cutler approached the podium to grovel for forgiveness.

			“I made a mistake,” he said with tears in his eyes. “My privilege is that I have the ability to look past…the possible damage that that image could cause. And I’m sorry. I stand with you. I want to help silence the message of hate.”

			Students gave him a standing ovation, but they weren’t done getting their pound of flesh. They held a second protest called “Beating Ignorance, Raising Consciousness” in Red Square the day after the town hall. Students and staff held a ten-minute moment of silence with their fists raised. After again eviscerating the Voice and Cutler for the publication of the cartoon, students immediately pivoted to their fight for the diversity requirement on campus. They insisted that requiring students to take diversity courses would prevent a similar incident in the future.

			Esther Owolabi, who now works as a Diversity & Inclusion Officer for Google, tried to rally support from professors to sign the proposal for a diversity requirement.

			“How are you supposed to be ‘men and women for others’ when you don’t know who the others are?” Kimberley Blair, one of the rally organizers, asserted.

			I was used to Georgetown student activists trying to destroy conservatives, but what happened to Cutler was so shocking and horrific because he was ostensibly on their side. Cutler’s other cartoons and social media posts expressed support for leftist causes. It didn’t matter. He was expendable to the left because he could be used to advance their political priorities. They nearly ruined this young man’s college career to rally support for a diversity requirement. This was the first time I had seen such a poignant real-life example of the left eating its own. Most people value personal loyalty, but not the progressive left. They value ideological purity and devotion to the cause du jour above all else. No matter how much you concede or declare yourself an ally, you are never safe.

			The student activists’ tactics worked. The Main Campus Executive Faculty voted in April of 2015 to adopt the diversity requirement with “overwhelming support.” The MCEF did not seek the input of the wider student body and did not address the logistical concerns of implementing a new two-course requirement for students with already packed schedules.

			The university, by implementing the diversity requirement, sent the signal to leftist students that as long as they cried loud and long enough, laid on a massive guilt trip, shamed their opponents as racist, and threw their allies under the bus, they could get whatever they wanted. Think about the precedent that it set for all future campus activism. Is it any surprise that by May 2021, campus newspapers already were reporting that students were unsatisfied with the diversity requirement?13

			“The requirement has come under criticism from many students for not appropriately engaging with issues of diversity, especially racial diversity, leading some to feel the requirement is only a nominal commitment to diversity and inclusion on campus. In response to these concerns, and with a mandated deadline to reevaluate the five-year-old requirement fast approaching, representatives from different academic councils and student groups have worked to compile research on what a revamped requirement could look like,” the Georgetown Voice reported.

			Still not convinced that history repeats itself? Michael Brown’s death was the impetus for a large chunk of campus activism on the diversity requirement when I was on campus. This time around, students are citing George Floyd’s death as a reason to revisit the classes offered under the requirement.

			It’s never enough for the campus left. Oh, and the Voice is still apologizing for that “Beating the Dead Horse” cartoon.
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