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This book is dedicated to my Father, my Tia Sonia, and my Abuela—in my family, the original freedom fighters.










PROLOGUE



His white linen suit was stained red with blood. Blood that had been beaten out of him with a club, regularly each hour. Breaking his nose. Shattering his teeth. Scarlet red blood, as if his suit were emblazoned with the color of the Marxist revolution of which he was a part.


As my father lay on that prison floor, crumpled and broken, not a spot of white was visible on the now torn and tattered suit he had been given for his seventeenth birthday. Instead, mud and dirt and grime and blood.


To this day, my dad remembers what he was thinking in that dark hole: “Nobody depends on me. I have no wife, no children. It doesn’t matter if I live or I die.”


Three years earlier, when he was just fourteen, my father had made the fateful decision to join up with the revolution in his homeland of Cuba. To follow Fidel Castro. My dad was young and ignorant and naïve. Rafael Bienvenido Cruz didn’t know Castro was a communist. He didn’t know the horrors that would befall the Cuban people at the hands of his new comrades. He just knew that the then dictator of Cuba, Fulgencio Batista, was corrupt and cruel and oppressive. As Francis Ford Coppola immortally chronicled in the Godfather saga, Batista was in bed with the American mafia, enjoying wealth and power purchased with the blood beaten out of the Cuban people.


Born in Matanzas, a small Cuban town named for the brutal massacre carried out by the Spaniards more than four centuries earlier, my father grew up in an idyllic island paradise. My grandfather, my abuelo Rafael Cruz, had grown up as an indentured servant on a Cuban sugar plantation. In 1918, at eighteen, Rafael left the plantation, accepting the offer of five dollars and a sandwich to board a bus and go vote for a local politician. He slept on the floor of a fruit stand on the beach, where he got a job sweeping the floors. As the years passed, he became a salesman for RCA, the American company selling the new and miraculous inventions called televisions. Over time, he would become the top-producing RCA salesman in Cuba.


He met a fetching girl, Laudelina, who was eleven years his junior. She was a sixth-grade teacher, beloved by her students for her compassion and meticulous care in teaching them each day. Together, their first-born son was my father, who arrived in 1939.


My dad was an excellent student like his mother, with a natural gift for math. By the time he was fourteen, he had been elected to the student council and was a leader in his school. Years later, I too was on the student council. But we concerned ourselves with school dances and the food in the cafeteria. In Cuba, in the 1950s, the concerns of student council members were more fundamental: revolution. Fidel Castro, the charismatic revolutionary guerilla, had been a student council leader at the University of Havana. The children who followed him were, as my dad puts it, “fourteen- and fifteen-year-old boys who didn’t know any better.”


Marxist revolutions have always begun with the children. Young and idealistic and passionate and oh-so-unaware of the vicious perils that await them, teenagers can easily be swept up in the currents of revolution.


My father joined up and began doing acts of sabotage—burning government buildings, throwing Molotov cocktails, whatever he could to undermine the oppressive regime.


That’s what had landed him in prison at seventeen. Batista’s police had caught him, and they were extracting their brutal revenge.


The next day he was dragged into the office of a colonel, who told him, “I’m letting you go. But if another bomb goes off, if another fire starts, I’m blaming you.”


“How can I be responsible for every bad thing that happens in the city?” my father asked.


“I don’t care,” replied the commandant. “I’m holding you responsible.”


When my father returned home, my abuela wept. Her eldest child had walked in the door beaten, covered in his own blood. As she told me when I was a child, that image from that day was seared into her mind forever.


My abuelo told him, “Get out of the country. They know who you are now. They’ll just hunt you down and kill you.”


Nevertheless, my father wanted to stay. His revolutionary comrades were preparing a military assault on the government, and he wanted to participate. But a young woman, a fellow guerilla, came by his house that night, slipping in unseen. She told him, “Stay away from the rest of us now. Batista’s police are following you. You’ll lead them to us.”


So he did. He applied to college in America. To the University of Miami, to LSU, and to the University of Texas. Texas was the first one that let him in. And that’s how I came to be a Texan.


In the summer of 1957, my eighteen-year-old father boarded a ferry boat to Key West. He watched his homeland recede and wondered if he would ever see his beloved Cuba again. When he landed, he bought a ticket on a Greyhound bus and began the lonely trek to Austin. When he arrived, he had nothing but one hundred dollars sewn into his underwear and a slide rule in his suit pocket. He knew no one, and he spoke no English.


He found a place to live—a boarding house that catered to impoverished students—and he got a job as a dishwasher, making fifty cents an hour.


Enrolled at UT, he began his freshman classes—all of which were in English. Since my dad couldn’t speak English, he sat at the back of the class wondering what his professors were saying. But, thankfully, he learned English quickly. My dad had an acute incentive to do so—if he didn’t, he would flunk out; if he flunked out, they would revoke his student visa; if they revoked his visa, they would send him back to Cuba; and if he went back to Cuba, the government would kill him.


So he signed up for Spanish 101 and reverse-engineered the course. When the professor said, “ ‘milk’ is ‘leche,’ ” my father wrote down, “ ‘leche’ is ‘milk.’ ” And he went to movies. All day on Saturday, he would go see the same movie over and over again. The human mind is marvelously intuitive, and after the third or fourth time in a row watching a movie, he would start to get a sense of what the actors were saying, and then to understand it.


Once he learned English, my dad began giving talks around Austin. He’d go to Rotary Clubs and other gatherings of businessmen in town, and he’d speak about the revolution. He’d sing the praises of Fidel Castro, describe the corruption and abuse of Batista, and urge Texans to support the guerillas.


Then the revolution succeeded. On December 31, 1958—New Year’s Eve—Batista fled Cuba, boarding a plane to escape certain death. And a triumphant Fidel Castro, with his ragtag band of revolutionaries—mostly children—entered the city of Havana.


For a moment, there was widespread celebration. Castro was seen by many as a liberator, and his victory was celebrated in many quarters in the United States. When Castro began naming fellow revolutionaries to his cabinet, Time magazine, one of the most influential publications in the United States at the time, reported that they were “mostly responsible, moderate men, ready to get to work.”1


But early hopes were quickly shattered. Now victorious, Castro declared to the world that he was a Marxist, a communist. And his revolution became a dictatorship.


Batista was bad. Very soon, it became clear to almost anyone watching that Castro was much, much worse.


He seized people’s lands. He seized their homes. He arrested any who dared to speak up, who dared to oppose him. His bloodthirsty lieutenant, Che Guevara, lined up dissidents before firing squads, executing hundreds. Anyone who resisted faced prison and torture and murder.


For me, Castro’s Marxist brutality was not abstract. It was personal.


As Cuba descended into vicious oppression, my father’s kid sister, my Tia Sonia, was still there, as were my grandparents. My Tia Sonia, whom I adore, is fiery and passionate and irrepressible. She was just a teenager, but she was horrified by what was happening.


And so she fought back.


Like her brother before her, she joined a revolution, this time the counter-revolution against the Castro regime. She, too, began committing acts of sabotage, burning sugar cane fields and working to topple the oppressive regime. And, like her brother before, she too was caught and imprisoned.


They threw my Tia Sonia in jail, and they did horrible, unspeakable things to her. Communist regimes are always evil and oppressive, but they reserve unique brutality for women. My Tia Sonia endured their worst.


In prison with her were my Tia Miriam and my Tia Mela. (In Spanish culture, you can have lots and lots of tias. They weren’t actually my blood relatives, but they were my Tia Sonia’s best friends, and so I grew up with them both, and they were my tias as well.) The three of them had been volleyball players together in high school, spirited athletes, and together they fought ferociously against Castro’s barbarity. My Tia Miriam was thrown in a hole—a cell that was just a couple feet wide—where she was left for days in darkness lying next to the rotting corpse of another prisoner they had already murdered.


In 1960, my father returned to Cuba, the only time he has ever been back. He saw first-hand the misery, the suffering, the poverty, the brutality. With his own eyes he observed the devastating reality that his former comrades—the Marxists who had filled the minds of idealistic teenage boys with grand promises of liberty and justice and equality—were in fact liars and murderers and tyrants. He saw the savage abuse his little sister had faced.


And he saw the crushing impact on his own mother. For decades, my abuela had taught sixth grade, and she loved her students. When Castro took over, one of the very first priorities of the revolutionaries was to target the youth, to indoctrinate the children. Abuela told me that, shortly after Castro took over, they sent soldiers into the elementary schools. The soldiers instructed the kindergartners to close their eyes and pray to God. To ask for candy. They did; they opened their eyes, and there was no candy. Then, they told the children to close their eyes and pray to Fidel Castro for candy. They did. And when they opened their eyes, each child had a piece of candy on his or her desk, quietly slipped there by the soldiers.


Marxism always begins that way. By destroying allegiance to anything other than the state, Dear Leader, El Comandante. Faith in God must be destroyed. Devotion to family must be destroyed. Children are taught to betray their parents, to report what they said at home if it differs from the views mandated by the government. Anything that might get in the way of complete and absolute loyalty and obedience to the revolution must be eradicated.


The communists demanded the same of my family. They ordered Abuela to begin teaching her children Marxism. And so she faced a choice. She could be complicit in poisoning the minds of her beloved students. Or she could refuse, and face prison or worse, be forcibly removed from her own family and subjected to who knew what horrors. She chose a third option. She feigned insanity. One day in class, she began foaming at the mouth, tearing out her hair, screaming and wailing like a madwoman. They removed her from class, and she escaped her dilemma. But the price she paid—willingly—was the stigma and scorn of her neighbors’ thinking she was a crazy lady.


My father returned from Cuba profoundly troubled and permanently changed. And then he did something I deeply admire. He sat down, and he made a list of every place he had spoken in Austin in support of Castro. Then he went back, to each and every one of them, and stood before the same people to make amends.


“I am here to apologize,” he told them. “I misled you. I didn’t do so knowingly, but I did so nonetheless. I urged you to support an evil man and an evil Marxist regime. And for that I’m truly sorry.”










INTRODUCTION The Long, Slow March through the Institutions



My father admitted he was wrong.


After spending his early years devoted to a cause that he did not fully understand, Rafael Cruz looked around him, saw the terror that Marxism had wrought in his home country, and changed his mind.


Most Marxists can’t bring themselves to do that.


In the late 1960s various left-wing groups sprung up in the United States, many of which attempted to bring Karl Marx’s dream of a socialist utopia to life. These groups, including terrorist organizations such as The Weather Underground, were strikingly similar to the bands of left-wing radicals my father had known in Cuba. Like Castro and Che Guevara, the members of these groups were mostly young. They did their recruiting on college campuses, and they believed deeply in the principles of Marxism.


Sometimes they were peaceful. Many groups held demonstrations and spoke out against the war in Vietnam, among other things. Most photographs people see today of the New Left are of skinny, stoned-looking hippies in flowery outfits and tie-dye shirts. Anyone looking at your average high school history textbook might believe that your average 1960s leftist just wanted to listen to Jimi Hendrix, lie on a blanket, and talk about the government, man.


But that is far from the whole story. Throughout the 1960s, members of the New Left terrorized innocent people in pursuit of their political goals. They threw bricks through windows, planted bombs in restaurants, and lit whole city blocks on fire to get their message across. Anyone who asked what that message actually was would get slogans and impassioned speeches, nearly all of them derived from Karl Marx and his many disciples.


The movement came to a climax at the 1968 Democratic Convention, which was held at the International Amphitheatre in Chicago in August of that year. As various speakers took the stage and outlined their vision for the nation, radical left-wing protestors clashed with police in the streets outside. Watching from home, millions of Americans saw how unruly and insane the left wing of American politics had become. By the time the convention was over, left-wing rioters had done millions of dollars’ worth of damage, injured hundreds of people—and turned the public against their cause.


Standing amid this carnage, the key figures of the New Left had the chance to rethink their devotion to the twisted, half-baked ideology of Marxism—which, as many of them surely knew, had already been responsible for the deaths of millions of people around the world by the late 1960s. If nothing else, they might have taken to heart the fact that public opinion had turned sharply against them.


It turns out, beating up police officers and burning down buildings tend to make people less likely to support your cause, not more.


I’m sure at least some of these activists realized that the writings of Karl Marx were nonsensical and that his ideas were not worth implementing. I’m sure that some of them looked up from the smoldering wreckage of their movement and were horrified, as my father had been, at what they’d supported, even if they had done so unwittingly. They may have looked back through the writings of Karl Marx and Friedrich Engels and discovered that the propositions they contained were stupid, backward, and evil.


All they had to do was read.


Anyone who reads even the most charitable biography of Karl Marx will find that the man was hardly a good example for anyone, let alone someone whose ideas should serve as the basis for a global political movement. From the moment Marx was old enough to be responsible for himself, he refused to—instead taking advantage of everyone in his life, refusing to work or become a productive member of society. He lived in a series of squalid apartments in different parts of Europe, writing poetry about the allure of Satan (yes, seriously) as well as the long, turgid pieces of political philosophy for which he would soon become a household name.


He was often drunk (which explains quite a bit), and he rarely bathed. His children went hungry because of their father’s refusal to get a job to support his family. The little money they did have came, at first, from Marx’s parents. Then, when his parents died, Marx began mooching off a series of wealthy benefactors, most notably Friedrich Engels, who would serve as a co-author of Marx’s most famous work, The Communist Manifesto. The few friends Marx had remembered that even on the most solemn of occasions he would find a way to ask for money, which he’d later spend on alcohol and other vices.


Anyone who met the man came away feeling confused, unclean, and worried. The following passage from Paul Kengor’s excellent book The Devil and Karl Marx quotes from the account of a Prussian police-spy report that was commissioned on Marx in the mid-1840s. As the officer assigned to Marx found, “ ‘Washing, grooming, and changing his linens are things he does rarely, and he likes to get drunk…. He has no fixed times for going to sleep or waking up.’ As for the family apartment, ‘everything is broken down,’ busted, spilled, smashed, falling apart—from toys and chairs and dishes and cups to tables and tobacco pipes and on and on. ‘In a word,’ said the report, ‘everything is topsy-turvy…. To sit down becomes a thoroughly dangerous business.’ Quite literally, the chair you chose to sit upon in the Marx household could collapse.”1


As if that weren’t enough, the man was also ferociously racist—something that the modern left-wing activists who constantly cite his work seem to have brushed aside. They ignore, for instance, the fact that Marx used the n-word constantly in letters to friends. In one exchange he seemed to agree with Engels’s assessment that Black people were “a degree nearer to the rest of the animal kingdom than the rest of us.”2 He also objected fiercely when one of his daughters sought to marry a man from Cuba, denigrating her suitor as a “Negillo” and calling him “the Gorilla” because of his race.3


As a Cuban American myself, that gives me yet one more reason to loathe Karl Marx and everything he stands for (not that I needed another). And I’m not alone. In his other writings, Marx denigrates Mexicans, whom he believed were inferior, and Jews, whom he (like all conspiracy theorists, and too many members of today’s Democratic Party) believed were somehow both an inferior race and simultaneously evil masterminds who control the global banking system in a conspiracy to keep workers down.4


Marx was, in short, not the kind of person you’d want to be stuck on an elevator with for a few minutes, let alone someone you should look up to and trust to solve the world’s problems. But for over a century left-wing activists have looked to his dense, borderline-unreadable works and found the blueprint for a revolutionary worker’s utopia—one that they have tried, with absolutely no success, to bring about in countries all over the world. Despite ending every time in failure, they keep trying again, hoping that this time they get it right, finally bringing about a world where people like Karl Marx are free to lie around, get drunk, and have the government pay for it all.


The writings they look to, much like the furniture in Karl Marx’s house, are built on the flimsiest foundations imaginable. Rather than data and solid reasoning, Marx uses poetic language and rhetoric to make his grand claims. Perhaps that is why his work has appealed to wayward English majors and self-serious left-wing activists for generations. It would certainly help explain why so many people throughout history who have become committed to Marxism refuse to give up on the idea even when presented with incontrovertible evidence that it doesn’t work.


This is exactly what happened to many members of the New Left in the early 1970s. Like so many Marxists who had come before them, they did not admit that they were wrong. The most devoted among them did not simply turn in their bricks and torches, buy suits, and get respectable jobs. Instead, they returned to their sacred texts with more fervor than ever, attempting to figure out why Marxism had failed so badly in the United States. They read the words of The Communist Manifesto and other works by Marx and his disciples, putting their heads together to find new ways of implementing these ideas in the United States.


They knew they could not continue to mount a violent revolution against the government. Not if they wanted to be successful. They could no longer throw bricks through windows, scream at police officers, and hold unruly demonstrations in the public square if they wanted to win hearts and minds to their cause—at least not yet.


For now, they had to take the ideas of Marx, the ones that they had worked so hard to bring to the United States, and quietly slip them into the minds of people in some other way.


The question was: How?


The answer, oddly enough, came in part from an obscure series of political essays called Prison Notebooks, selections from which had just appeared in translation in the United States, in 1971.


These notebooks had been written by a man named Antonio Gramsci, who had been imprisoned in the last years of his life, from 1926 to 1937, by Benito Mussolini shortly after Mussolini became dictator in Gramsci’s home country of Italy. For years, Gramsci had been an active member of the Italian Communist Party, attempting to overthrow the government and bring about a worker’s paradise on earth just as his hero Karl Marx had envisioned.


But he kept hitting walls. The society Gramsci and his comrades were living in seemed especially resistant to the doctrines of communism that they were pushing—not to mention that their Marxist groups kept splitting apart on account of infighting and poor organization.


But Gramsci didn’t blame himself or his fellow communists for their constant failure. He certainly didn’t blame the bad ideas of Karl Marx. Instead, like so many Marxists before and after him, he blamed society. In his view Italy, and other societies in the West, were especially resistant to Marxism because they were made up of institutions that were not connected to the government: universities, schools, churches, and newspapers, as well as publishing houses and other means of distributing popular culture. This made implementing Marxism, which relied on the central power of the government to control everything, extremely difficult.


“In the East,” Gramsci would write in his Prison Notebooks, describing his moment of epiphany, “the state was everything, civil society was primordial and gelatinous; in the West, there was a proper relation between state and civil society, and when the state trembled a sturdy structure of civil society was at once revealed. The state was only an outer ditch, behind which there stood a powerful system of fortresses and earthworks.”5


According to Gramsci, the only way to truly change society was not by violent revolution, but by infiltrating the institutions that make Western society unique. If Marxists could get inside the universities, for instance, where knowledge is effectively “made,” or get jobs at publishing houses, which were the main avenues through which ideas were distributed at the time, they might be able to change the ways people thought in subtle ways, rather than having to resort to the kind of outward revolution that Karl Marx had planned on.


As the writer Nate Hochman recently described in National Review, Gramsci set out a plan that would require any would-be Marxist revolutionaries to “engage in a longer, more covert counterhegemonic struggle, waged via a ‘war of position’ against the ruling cultural consensus. That war of position would not, as in the East, culminate in a single violent, cathartic victory. It would require a protracted, multifront battle for control of the civic structures that form the social consciousness.”6


Antonio Gramsci died before he could begin that struggle in his home country. Unlike many reformed revolutionaries, my father among them, he died without ever seeing the error of his ways. And the writing he had done in prison eventually made it out to the world, where it was picked up by young Marxists eager to conduct exactly the kind of covert war he’d described.


One of these people was Rudi Dutschke, a student activist in Germany who had already achieved considerable success by the 1960s, when he encountered Gramsci’s ideas. Using these ideas as well as the work of other Marxist scholars, Dutschke proposed what he called “the long march through the institutions.” According to this vision, Marxist revolutionaries would no longer simply protest in the streets and try to tear down existing structures. They would, rather, infiltrate those existing structures in an attempt to change them from within. Given his talent as a public speaker and a campus organizer, Dutschke was able to spread his ideas quite widely across the globe.


At some point in the 1960s, they reached the United States, and by the end of the decade the New Left in America was already beginning to burn out. The primary means of transmission was a professor named Herbert Marcuse, who had done some organizing with Dutschke before coming to the United States and who’d grown to admire Dutschke’s plan for the “long march through the institutions.” In a letter to Dutschke written in 1971, Marcuse said that the long march would be “the only effective way” to bring about a true left-wing revolution in the United States.


Marcuse described the strategy in detail in a book published the next year. He described how leftists would now work “against the established institutions while working within them, but not simply by ‘boring from within,’ rather by ‘doing the job,’ learning (how to program and read computers, how to teach at all levels of education, how to use the mass media, how to organize production, how to recognize and eschew planned obsolescence, how to design, et cetera), and at the same time preserving one’s own consciousness in working with others.”7


In other words, the activists who had once planted bombs in buildings and torched cars to bring about revolution would now have to calm down, get jobs, and pretend to be productive members of society (“doing the job”). All the while, though, they would maintain their revolutionary ideas (“preserving one’s own consciousness”) and work to insert those ideas into the work they did, indoctrinating as many people as possible in the process. Those who became university professors would treat figures like Karl Marx kindly while attacking capitalists and other revered figures from American history. Those who went into information technology would design systems with a subtle liberal bias. Those in journalism would work to transform the newspapers—and, eventually, the cable news networks and internet startups—into propaganda organs for the Left.


Marcuse also wrote about the need to develop “counterinstitutions,” especially when it came to the media. He noted that these “must be made competitive.”


“This is especially important,” he wrote, “for the development of radical, ‘free’ media. The fact that the radical Left has no equal access to the great chains of information and indoctrination is largely responsible for its isolation.”8 (Ironically, Marcuse’s call for effective “counterinstitutions” is today mirrored by many on the Right’s call to create the same, now that the Left has captured the original institutions wholesale.)


In the years immediately following the tumultuous events of 1968, which turned public opinion sharply against the radical Left, the new revolutionaries began implementing the long march through the institutions, carefully following the instructions of Gramsci, Dutschke, and Marcuse. For the most part, they worked slowly. Sometimes they stumbled. In the process, many of the revolutionaries actually became what they were pretending to be, throwing off the ridiculous revolutionary ideas of Marx and becoming genuinely productive members of society.


But enough of these leftists remained committed to the project that it began to succeed. Over the course of several decades, this group of revolutionary professors, journalists, film writers, and others began slowly to change the way Americans thought about culture. They exploited their new avenues of transmission to great effect. Along the way, the original tenets of Marxism—which, in the beginning, applied mostly to economics—began to mutate. The new revolutionaries found that the core idea of Marxism—namely, that the world was a battleground between oppressed people and their oppressors—could be mapped not only onto warring economic classes (what Marx called the “proletariat” and the “bourgeoisie”) but onto races as well.9


Today, many Americans are so used to this idea that they don’t wonder where it came from. But its origin is worth investigating. You might wonder why, in the year 2023, with the long shadow of overt racism receding further into the past every day, we constantly hear stories about “racial tension” in the media. Why is it that there is seemingly no news story that the radical Left cannot twist to fit the narrative of racial oppression?


The answer is that the long march through the institutions has finally paid off. Today, ideas that were once peripheral to American life are at the forefront. Notions like White supremacy, class warfare, and internalized racism are now discussed on major news networks as if they have always been with us. Few people stop to wonder how these concepts, which seem to have come straight from a college literature seminar, have ended up ubiquitous throughout American culture.


The term “Cultural Marxism” refers to this transition. Over the past several decades, Marxists took Marx’s communist teachings, which were originally applied to economics and to property, and applied them to culture instead. Using the same Marxist framework—a never-ending struggle between victims and oppressors that can only be corrected through force by the government’s punishing the oppressors and rewarding the victims—they extended the oppression matrix to race, gender, sexual orientation, transgenderism, and disability. And they expanded their weapons to enforce Marxism: no longer is it imposed just through government policy, but now also through education, journalism, Big Tech, Big Business, sports, music, and Hollywood.


Whenever he’s asked to explain this shift, my friend Christopher Rufo—whose work on Cultural Marxism, particularly Critical Race Theory, has proven extremely influential—references a book from the 1970s called Prairie Fire. Reading this book today, he notes, you can see all the terms that would eventually become familiar to American audiences: systemic racism, White privilege, and post-colonialism. The book describes the plight of oppressed classes in the United States, saying that the only way to end the oppression of these people is to mount a revolution against the ruling capitalist class.


What’s notable about it, according to Rufo, is that in 1974, when it was written, the book needed to be printed in small batches by left-wing presses all over the nation. Mainstream publishers would never have touched such garbled nonsense. The fact that it was written and endorsed by The Weather Underground, one of the most famous left-wing terror groups in American history, would alone have been enough to keep this book off the shelves at any major bookstore.10


Today, books like it appear regularly, published by major mainstream publishers. The reading lists of many Fortune 500 companies include them, as do the syllabi of many colleges and high schools. In fact, I’m willing to bet that if you’re currently reading this introduction while standing in front of the “Current Events” shelf at your local Barnes & Noble, you’ll notice that many of the other books in front of your face contain the same radical Marxist ideas as the ones in Prairie Fire. Within your grasp, I’m sure there is a book about how to be an “anti-racist,” or one that defends looting. You might even see books written by people who are members of Black Lives Matter, an outwardly Marxist organization that explicitly stated its desire to “disrupt the Western-prescribed nuclear family.”11


The fact that these books are widely available today, and that they no longer need to be printed by crazy people in basements, speaks to how successful the long march through the institutions has been. Today, ideas that were once (rightly) considered insane are mainstream. This has happened because the radical Left has systematically seized control of the organs of the transmission of ideas.


They began with the universities. Then they expanded to K–12 education. Then came science and journalism and Big Business and Big Tech.


Even entertainment was not exempt. Today, in fact, the radical Left exerts more control over entertainment than virtually anything else.


Within these institutions—and, consequently, in the United States in general—if you think wrong, you will be reprogrammed. If you speak wrong, you will be silenced. If you act wrong, you will be cancelled, eliminated, fired, destroyed.


Many today are still wondering how the hell this happened. The brief outline of events in this introduction, while a good place to start, does not quite capture just how insidious the infiltration has been.


Reading it, I’m sure many people still wonder how the storied institutions of America, many of which used to be bastions of conservatism, went so stark raving nuts in such a short amount of time. How, you might wonder, did they become uniform and brutal enforcers of such an evil, misguided orthodoxy?


This book will endeavor to answer that question. It will walk you through precisely how anti-American Marxists have systematically worked to destroy our nation, to capture our institutions, and to turn them against us. To turn them against America, so that they have literally become organs of hate undermining our history, our Constitution, our Bill of Rights, our founding, and our fundamental liberties.


And, critically, it will lay out specific steps for how we stop it: how we defeat Cultural Marxism.


How we retake our institutions, and how we retake America.










CHAPTER ONE The Universities: The Wuhan Labs of the Woke Virus



Early in the spring of 2007, the heads of the government program at the University of California at Berkeley realized they had a problem.


As part of their jobs, these professors—who worked at one of the most rabidly far-left universities in the country—were obliged to select a commencement speaker for the political science department’s upcoming graduation ceremony, which was held every year at the Hearst Greek Theatre on campus. Reviewing the list of speakers who had been invited in the past, these professors saw the names of senators, statesmen, and former White House officials; they saw lawyers and legislators of all kinds.


What they didn’t see was a single Republican.


At the time, Republicans had controlled the White House for almost seven years. Whatever the students thought about them, there was no doubt that Republicans had actual experience in governing. Yet for some reason, not a single one had ever been invited to address a class of students who were preparing for careers in government—the people who might someday run Congress, the White House, or any one of the numerous under-the-radar federal agencies in Washington. This year, likely still believing that universities were places where students should encounter ideas they might disagree with, at least one Berkeley professor resolved to invite a Republican to address the university’s political science students for the first time in many years, if ever. This, presumably, is when they began to understand the scope of their problem, which was a big one, considering the circumstances.


They didn’t know any Republicans, and neither, it seemed, did anyone they worked with.


To anyone familiar with the political landscape of UC Berkeley, this probably doesn’t come as a shock. Known the world over for its student protests and far-left politics—not to mention vegan food, Birkenstocks, and copious amounts of marijuana—the university was practically a parody of a liberal bubble. It was easier to find self-produced chapbooks of lesbian poetry there than a copy of the morning newspaper; joint-rolling and hacky sack were practically D-1 sports. It was not, to say the least, the kind of place where buttoned-up Bush-era conservatives were likely to gather. (In truth, it was somewhere they were likely to go only in their most vivid nightmares.)


For the next few days, I’m sure that these professors searched far and wide for even a single Republican who had been tangentially involved in national or state-level politics. They might have grown desperate enough to try the rifle range a few towns over, or even perhaps a restaurant that served meat. I don’t know. What I do know is that, eventually, one of them called a professor at the University of Texas, likely assuming that a political scientist in Texas would have more luck tracking down an actual Republican.


Even that, I’m told, almost didn’t work. Only at the end of the call did the UT professor think to suggest the young government official who had given a commencement address at his school the previous spring.


“We had this guy last year at our school of government,” he said, “the solicitor general of Texas. He did a pretty good job. His name was Cruz.”


And that is how, by being the only Republican whose name was proffered as a possibility, I was invited to give a commencement address at UC Berkeley in the year 2007. I still remember sitting in my office and taking the call from the UT professor, who happens to be a friend of mine, and wondering what in the hell I would be getting myself into if I accepted the offer. In my mind I saw the images I had associated with Berkeley for years: burning flags, student protests, and mass walkouts that often ended in drum circles or poetry slams. I wondered if I would step onstage and be greeted by nothing but boos and flying vegetables.


But I had never backed down from a challenge before.


So I accepted.


For the next few weeks, primarily at night when my work as solicitor general was done, I began scratching out some ideas for a commencement address on yellow legal pads. At the time, it was my job to represent the state of Texas before all the state and federal appellate courts, including the U.S. Supreme Court. This meant that I was no stranger to defending my views in front of a hostile audience—an audience that predictably included some of the sharpest legal minds in the country. Arguing on behalf of my home state in front of the Supreme Court, I had often felt like chopped tuna thrown to a group of hungry sharks, forced to come up with answers instantaneously to questions being fired from all directions.


Compared to that, I assumed that speaking to a bunch of tired (and probably hungover) college seniors would be fairly manageable.


Still, I couldn’t deliver the same speech at Berkeley that I had delivered to the graduating seniors in the government department at the University of Texas one year earlier. This group of students would be different, to say the least, and the advice that I gave them would need to be tailored to make the greatest impact. I wrestled with this dilemma for quite some time, trying to figure out what message I should deliver to the students of Berkeley. I spent long hours at night wondering what they and I might have in common. And in doing so, I reflected on my own time in college two decades earlier.





I arrived at Princeton in the fall of 1988, a seventeen-year-old kid who felt completely out of place in those hallowed halls. Nobody in my family had ever been to an Ivy League school. This was not my world. My dad had been a penniless immigrant from Cuba; my mom came from a working-class family and was the first person in her family ever to go to college.


I came from a small Christian high school in Houston, Second Baptist High School, with a graduating class of just forty-three. At the time, the school itself was less than a decade old, and the academic standards there in the 1980s left much to be desired.


And my family didn’t come from money. To the contrary, just a year earlier my parents’ small business had gone bankrupt. We lost our home, our business, and all our savings.


There I was, surrounded by kids who had gone to the best schools across America: elite boarding schools, with storied names that I had never heard of. My classmates were scions of wealth and power, kids with trust funds and yachts and jets and mansions.


Lyle Menendez was a classmate—the Cuban American who with his brother was later convicted of murdering their parents in their Beverly Hills mansion. As was MacKenzie Bezos, who later married Jeff and became one of the richest women on earth. So was a Greek princess named Olga. I remember finding it really funny that she was listed in the class directory under “O”; the entry simply read, “Ofgreece, Olga.”


I never met any of them.


My randomly assigned roommate was an angry, entitled, liberal kid from New Jersey who has since become a relatively successful Hollywood screenwriter. His sense of humor was rude, juvenile, and prurient; it didn’t surprise me that he later wrote films in that spirit, including The Hangover Part II and The Hangover Part III.


The day we met, he took an immediate dislike to me; he looked down on me and ignored and insulted me for the entirety of my freshman year. The freshman roommate from hell is a cliché, but I couldn’t wait to get away from him.


I haven’t spoken to the guy in over thirty years, but decades later he was still regularly taking to Twitter to lob nasty insults my way.1 I guess Warhol was right about everyone’s fifteen minutes.


Thankfully, I made lifelong friends at Princeton, including someone who would become my very best friend (other than Heidi): David Panton.


David was from Jamaica. He was tall and confident and immensely charming. He was in my Resident Advisory group freshman year, and he walked into the room and greeted every person there with a handshake, saying with a lilting Jamaican accent, “Hello, my name is David Keith Panton; it is a pleasure to meet you.” It reminded me of Eddie Murphy’s character in Coming to America—that same effortless grace.


David was just sixteen at the time, the second-youngest person in our class. And, as I would soon learn, he too felt scared and out of place at Princeton. His country school in Mandeville, Jamaica, didn’t have remotely the academic rigor that most of our classmates had experienced.


We almost immediately became best friends. We were roommates the next three years of college, and then roommates again in law school. After his first year at Harvard Law School, David won a Rhodes scholarship and went on to get a doctorate at Oxford. When he returned to law school (right after I graduated), he was elected president of the Law Review. Just a few years earlier, Barack Obama had become the first Black president of the Harvard Law Review; David was the second.


In college, David and I together ran the student government at Princeton; he was the president of the student body, and I was the chairman of the university council. And we were debate partners as well.


Virtually every weekend, David and I would travel to debate tournaments at schools all up and down the Eastern Seaboard. We worked tirelessly at debate, staying up until three or four in the morning after debate tournaments analyzing how we could have done better. And, over time, we did well. By our senior year we ended up as the top-ranked team in the United States. I was the number-one ranked speaker in the country, and David was number two.


One of the reasons David and I liked debate is that it was a meritocracy. As a Black man and an Hispanic man, we both faced regular aspersions from other students and even professors that we were only at Princeton because of affirmative action. Ironically (or perhaps not), most of those slights came from supercilious liberals who were offended that two minorities would dare to be conservative. Debate largely eliminated those concerns: two teams walked into a room, and whichever team performed better won.


My sophomore year, I was the chairman of the Cliosophic Party, the conservative party in our college debating society. David was my whip. The Clios, as we were called, comprised half of the American Whig-Cliosophic Society, an organization that had been formed from the merger of two parties originally formed in the 1760s: the American Whig Society, founded by James Madison (our fourth president and the father of our Constitution), and the Cliosophic Society, founded by William Paterson (later the second governor of New Jersey, a signer of the Constitution, and an associate justice of the Supreme Court). Among the first Clios was Aaron Burr (who was vice president to Thomas Jefferson, and responsible for the death of Alexander Hamilton).


Today, the Whigs are liberals and the Clios are either conservative or libertarian. I found it ironic that I couldn’t lead the Whigs, given that I agree emphatically with virtually every idea espoused by James Madison, but the party he founded had over time abandoned Madison’s political philosophy and embraced the Left.


For the last debate David and I had leading the Clios, we proposed that “Princeton should abolish racial affirmative action.” We pointed out that racial discrimination is wrong, it is pernicious, and it leads to harmful stereotypes. Instead, we argued, Princeton should shift to giving a preference for low-income students. That would likewise result in a diverse student body, and it would recognize students who had overcome real adversity, without discriminating based on race. At the end of our debate, all the students who attended voted. Even though Princeton was a very liberal school, that night at least, the students voted with us by a significant margin.


Late in our senior year, David and I both thought it would be fun to compete in a “hybrid” tournament where the two members of each team came from different schools. I teamed up with a fellow named “Slash,” who went to UMBC, the University of Maryland, Baltimore County. “Slash,” who wore long hair and a beard, got his nickname because he wore a leather jacket festooned with razor blades, “one for every woman who’d broken up with him and cut his heart.” He was a very talented debater, and very much from the other side of the political aisle from me. We debated under the team name “Armageddon A.”


In the fifth round of the tournament, Slash and I came up against David and his partner. We were the ones presenting the affirmative case. In college debate, sometimes the opposition team will whine about the side of the argument they have to defend, saying it’s unfair, it’s a truism, it’s a tautology. Neither David nor I liked rounds that consisted of nothing but whining, so we had adopted an unusual practice to eliminate it: at the very beginning of each debate round, we would give the other side the choice of which side of the debate to take. Typically, a minute or so into my opening speech, I’d turn to the opposition and ask them, “Which side do you want?” Once they chose, the whining stopped.


So Slash and I presented the following case: “The United States is/is not the greatest country in the history of the world.” And we allowed David and his partner to choose the side they wanted. David immediately chose “is,” which forced me to argue that the United States was not the greatest country ever. Before the round, Slash had expressed to me that he considered the affirmative proposition to be a “falsism”; he believed it was obviously incorrect and indeed indefensible to say that the United States was the greatest, because he considered our country so deeply and inherently flawed.


There was some irony that David—a Jamaican, and not an American—would choose to argue the side he did. Afterwards, he laughed and said he had picked that side because he knew how thoroughly and completely I believed it, and he wanted to force me to argue a position I hated and fully disagreed with. And, I’m proud to say, I lost that round; David and his partner mopped the floor with us, as they argued compellingly for America’s greatness.





Encountering ideas you disagree with, even passionately, used to be an integral part of education. It certainly was when I was in college. Though I suspect many people would never guess it, I always respected the left-wing radicals I attended school with—at least the ones who appeared to have thought through their arguments in a serious way, and to have considered the real-world implications of their ideas. In fact, two of my closest friends at Princeton were the successive heads of the liberal Whig party, even though we disagreed on just about every major issue of the day.


At the time, of course, the phenomenon known as “political correctness” was still in its infancy. The ideology had not yet made its way from Harvard and Yale down to campuses across the nation. That is, students who called themselves “liberal” at the time were still somewhat tethered to reality. They could reliably define basic terms such as “woman” if called upon to do so, and you didn’t have to worry about being hauled into the dean’s office for messing up their they/them pronouns during a debate. It might surprise some people to learn that liberals in the late ’80s could debate without breaking down in tears or resorting to accusations that their opponents were “mansplaining,” committing “microaggressions,” or “enacting White supremacy” by disagreeing with them too vigorously.


My liberal classmates and I could go back and forth for hours about everything under the sun—voting rights, economics, even the politics of films we’d seen recently. Nothing was off the table, and everything was permissible so long as it was backed up with reason, data, and a good argument. Usually, after a long night of verbal jousting in Whig Hall, I would call my opponent a communist, he’d call me a fascist, and then we’d all laugh and go grab a beer. We understood that no matter how many jabs were hurled in either direction, a debate over ideas was no reason to end a friendship. In fact, debates of this kind were what kept our friendships interesting.


Being a college debater meant not just that you would encounter ideas that you might find abhorrent; it also meant that at times you were forced to argue the other side, to articulate persuasively the reasons for a position with which you strongly disagreed.


Reflecting on this experience so many years later, I decided that I would speak to the graduating students at UC Berkeley about diversity—not the identity-obsessed, check-the-boxes kind of diversity that would soon sweep colleges and corporate boardrooms across the country, but intellectual diversity. I wanted to impress upon these students the importance of speaking with and to people with whom they vehemently disagreed, and of listening to viewpoints that were radically different from their own. Only through rigorous argument and respectful dialogue could they ever hope to persuade anyone that their views were correct.


As it turned out, this was a message that many students desperately needed to hear.


Sometime in early May, when I was putting the finishing touches on my address, I learned that a small group of students at Berkeley had begun an online protest against me on a new website called Facebook. I had no idea how to log onto this website at the time, so I asked a friend to create an account so I could see what all the fuss was about.


Logging on for the first time, I found a group titled “Official Protest to Remove Ted Cruz as the Commencement Speaker,” which is still public as of this writing. The group’s main objections were listed at the top of the screen, written out as a letter to the university’s political science department.


“Mr. Cruz stands for everything that the fine institution of higher learning, UC Berkeley does not,” they wrote. “The accomplishments that Mr. Cruz are so proud of are not accomplishments that we the students of UC Berkeley respect and would like to honor with the tremendous privilege of speaking at the UC Berkeley political science department’s graduation ceremony. Therefore the students of UC Berkeley respectfully request the reconsideration of Mr. Cruz as the political science key note commencement speaker.”


From there, they listed a few of my “accomplishments” (sarcastic quotation marks theirs, not mine), first noting that I had worked with the George W. Bush campaign in Florida after the election of 2000, a race that was decided by the Supreme Court after multiple Florida recounts. For this work, they accused me of “helping to disenfranchise millions, upon millions of American voters and install an unelected President.”2


Today, of course, any self-respecting member of the Left would call such rhetoric a dangerous denial of election results, and an “assault on Democracy.” But back then, it was a common talking point among young, deluded Democrats—and old ones with high-rating cable news shows, for that matter—who couldn’t deal with the fact that their candidate had lost the race in a stunning upset.


The remainder of the post was an attack on the work I had done as the solicitor general of Texas. Oddly enough, the students chose to include only cases in which I had prevailed at the Supreme Court, which was an interesting touch given the group’s overall aim.


The list of complaints, reprinted in full:




His representation of the State of Texas includes:


* Successfully defending the constitutionality of the Texas Ten Commandments monument before the Fifth Circuit and the U.S. Supreme Court; (explicit violation of the first amendment)


* Authoring a U.S. Supreme Court brief on behalf of all fifty States and successfully defending the words “under God” in the Pledge of Allegiance; (another violation of the first amendment)


* Serving as lead counsel for the State and successfully defending the multiple litigation challenges to the 2003 Texas congressional redistricting plan in district courts and before the U.S. Supreme Court; (violation of each citizen’s right to fairly elected and representative government)


* Successfully defending the constitutionality of the Texas Sexually Violent Predator Civil Commitment law before the Texas Supreme Court; (violation of the constitutional protection against cruel and unusual punishment)


* Successfully representing Texas before the U.S. Supreme Court in a case resisting efforts by the International Court of Justice to order reconsideration of U.S. death penalty jurisprudence. (Another violation of the constitutional right from freedom of cruel and unusual punishment)3





I suppose I should note that while I did indeed do all of these things, more or less, the statements in parentheses about how my actions violated the United States Constitution are not accurate. If my positions had been unconstitutional, one might think the United States Supreme Court would have said so at the time. (They tend to be sticklers about that sort of thing.)


Aside from the law and politics, there seemed to be a more general distaste for me and everything I stood for.


One student summed it all up rather eloquently, writing: “i almost cried when i found out this guy is speaking at our graduation. he sucks.”


Scrolling around, I could see that a few other students had voiced objections to my speech—in one case, on the grounds that I was “non-famous”—but there wasn’t much more to it than that.4 It seemed that a few students had gotten together, written a virtual letter to the administration, and received nothing in response. I had seen more than my fair share of similar letters during my own career as a student, so I didn’t think much of it.


I was also gratified that one liberal Hispanic woman—who had been a student of mine when I taught Supreme Court litigation at UT Law School—posted something to the effect of, “You’ve got this all wrong. I’m very liberal, and I disagree with Ted on just about everything, but when I was his student he was very respectful of opposing views and ensured we had a full and fair opportunity to discuss and debate what we believed and what was right.” Alas, I can’t quote her comment verbatim, because the Berkeley students were such passionate believers in free speech that they deleted her comment the very next day.


I hoped their dismay wouldn’t spill over into the real world and become a serious, in-person protest. When I mentioned the small Facebook group to my wife, Heidi, she laughed and reassured me, sort of.


“Oh my goodness,” she said. “You’re not nearly important enough to protest.”


As I would learn many times throughout the years, there are few things better for a person’s humility (involuntary or otherwise) than marriage (and children).


A few days later, Heidi and I arrived on Berkeley’s campus and found that the protest had indeed become a little bigger than anticipated. A small crowd of students held signs on the street outside the Greek Theater, chanting some slogan that was supposed to scare the university officials into disinviting me. I felt bad for the parents, friends, and other relatives who had come out to see students graduate in peace, but I decided not to say so in my speech.


Instead, I stepped up to the stage, which was built to resemble an actual amphitheater where Greek tragedies would have been staged, and began with the phrase “Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend me your ears,” a reference to Mark Antony’s famous speech in Shakespeare’s Julius Caesar. There was a small wave of laughter from the crowd, presumably from people who wanted to show that they understood the reference. (No one seemed to care that I was mixing my Greek and Roman history, which made me hopeful right from the start.)


Around the room, I could see the students who were unhappy at my presence quite clearly; they were instantly recognizable by their slumped shoulders, their crossed arms, and the exaggerated scowls on their faces.


I decided to aim every joke in the speech (there were several) right at those folks.


Right away, I praised the students of Berkeley for their university’s long tradition of student activism. This, I could tell, surprised many people in the crowd. I’m sure many of them believed that I thought they were a bunch of hippies who should be thrown in jail.


But I didn’t.


Quite the opposite, in fact.


For the next few minutes, I implored the students not to give up that spirit of activism, but rather to nurture it and preserve it as they grew older. Too often, I said, when students grow up and get a job, a mortgage, and more responsibilities, that fire they once felt to change the world fades into middle-aged acquiescence and complacency. I had seen it happen to people too many times, and it was a tragedy every time, even when the politics of the person in question were in direct contradiction to my own.


However, I emphasized to the students that there was a caveat. To paraphrase Spider-Man’s Uncle Ben, with great activism comes great responsibility—in this case, a responsibility not to judge our enemies too harshly, and to keep our minds open to opposing points of view.


“Too often,” I said, “we tend to characterize those who disagree with us as either stupid or evil. We believe that our opponent is either too dumb to know the right answer, or that they know what is right but they want people to suffer, making them evil. Are there some evil people? Yes. Are there some stupid people? Of course. But most people don’t fall into either of those two categories.”


I went on to say that until these students could take the issue they cared most passionately about and understand how someone of good intelligence, good faith, and good morals could look at that very same issue and come to the exact opposite conclusion—until they could genuinely understand how their mother might come to the exact opposite conclusion from the one they had—they would be utterly ineffective at persuading anyone—in law, in politics, in business, or in life.


Above all, I implored them to go into the world with a sense of open-mindedness and generosity, to treat others with decency and respect.


By the end of the speech, I noticed that a few of the intentionally aggrieved people in the audience were beginning to crack smiles. Once or twice, I saw students laugh at a joke involuntarily, then catch themselves and double down on the scowling, as if to signal to their protestor buddies in the crowd that they really didn’t think whatever I’d said was funny. But there was applause at the end nonetheless, and after the speech I had the pleasure of speaking with several students who seemed to appreciate the importance of civility, argument, and listening to people on the other side with an open mind.


When I got back to my office in Texas, a few of my colleagues asked how the speech went. Several of them were surprised to learn that the protest had amounted to very little and that I’d been able to deliver my full speech to polite applause without much trouble.


Looking back, I can see why they might have been concerned. Just a few months before I gave my own speech, Senator John McCain was invited to give a commencement address at the New School in New York City, an institution that ranked just behind Berkeley in terms of how far-left it was at the time. When he stepped onstage to speak, the audience erupted into a chorus of boos and insults, making it very difficult for the senator to get through his remarks.


Even in the small Facebook group about my own speech, a student from UMass Amherst had commented on a successful protest of Andy Card, the former chief of staff to President George W. Bush, who was set to receive an honorary degree during the university’s commencement. “We’ve already had two large rallies,” he wrote, “the second one with about 500 people, shutting down the entire administrative building!”5


In the years to come, the instances of Republicans giving speeches at colleges would shrink almost to nothing. There was good reason for this. People were surprised in 2014 when the students of Rutgers protested Condoleezza Rice’s scheduled commencement address so vigorously that she backed out of giving it—not for anything she might say during the speech, but simply because she had worked for a Republican president. The fact that she was an historic figure, and the first African-American woman ever to serve as secretary of state, mattered not one whit to the angry mob.


Even at universities in middle America, where you might expect students to be slightly more open-minded than on the coasts, the reception for anyone who leans even slightly conservative can be extremely hostile. When Cynthia Lummis, a first-term senator from Wyoming (and a good friend of mine), was invited to deliver the commencement address at the University of Wyoming, I’m sure she believed she would be speaking to a sensible crowd. She quickly learned that this was not the case when she commented, almost as an aside, “Even fundamental scientific truths, such as the existence of two sexes, male and female, are subject to challenge these days.” Suddenly, jeers and boos came from every corner of the stadium, right there in bright-red Wyoming,6 indicating that a) this basic scientific fact was indeed under attack, and b) the campuses of our major universities had become hostile places for anyone who held even the mildest conservative views (such as believing that women actually exist).


When I first arrived in the Senate in 2013, it was almost a spring rite of passage that my colleagues and I would be asked to deliver commencement addresses at colleges all over the country. That first year, I gave the commencement address at Hillsdale College, a wonderful, small liberal arts school in Michigan that leans significantly more conservative than most. In the two years that followed, I gave commencement speeches at Texas Tech University and Stephen F. Austin State University.


But in the years since then the invitations have disappeared. Likewise for all of my Republican colleagues. Even though we have all been elected by majorities of people in our respective states and our views align with at least half the people in this country, we have been deemed by the academy too dangerous to put in front of the average crowd at a university commencement ceremony.


In other words, the protestors have won, effectively exercising a heckler’s veto over half the country. If we want to keep colleges safe from tyranny and censorship—if we want them actually to educate rather than indoctrinate—it’s critical that we override this effective veto and begin speaking and listening to one another again.


First, though, we need to figure out what the hell happened to get us here.




Mutations


Looking back on the small protest that occurred when I stepped onto the campus of UC Berkeley in 2007, I’m filled with a strange sense of nostalgia. It’s not because I liked getting protested or having an online group dedicated to making me go away (although I’m sure there are many more of those today). Rather, it’s because, on that day, the system worked exactly the way it was supposed to. A group of angry radical students tried (albeit not very hard) to get me disinvited from giving a speech because they didn’t like my ideas, the university administrators refused to succumb to the mob, and I came anyway, because that’s what grown-ups who’ve been invited to give speeches do.


Once these students actually heard my ideas—which, fittingly, happened to be about the importance of listening to those who disagree with you—at least some of them may have come around; even some of the ones who weren’t persuaded maybe, just maybe, realized that I was not the great Republican Satan they had believed me to be. Then they graduated, I left campus, and we all moved on with our lives.


Today, this sequence of events has become incredibly rare—and I use “incredibly” here in its original sense, meaning “literally impossible to believe.” Looking around at the shout-downs and outbreaks of violence that regularly occur on college campuses today, one is shocked not only by the intolerance and arrogance of these student protestors but by just how much power they wield. We have reached a point where even a small group of students, often even smaller than the few hundred students who wanted to stop me from coming to Berkeley, can successfully cancel an event, silence a speaker, and—most important—send a message to all similar speakers that coming to a college campus is simply not worth the trouble.


Consider what happened at Yale University in 2016, when a group of student protestors successfully drove a professor named Erika Christakis out of her job because of an email she had sent criticizing the efforts of students to erect a “safe space” to protect them from “offensive” Halloween costumes (an email which, it shouldn’t surprise anyone to learn, was extremely respectful). During that incident, groups of students gathered outside on the quad in an attempt to get Christakis fired and screamed in the face of her husband, who had come out to try to make peace with the mob.7


Even when these protests are not successful in shutting down the events they oppose, they can cause enough trouble to intimidate people into silence. I’m sure that anyone who watched protestors harass the many conservative activists who had their events shut down on campuses—from Ben Shapiro and Michael Knowles to Steven Crowder and Charlie Kirk, all of whom were forced to cancel speaking engagements because of the mob—got the message that similar views would not be welcome on campus anytime soon.


You’ll notice, of course, that this intimidation only goes in one direction. Despite searching for many years, I’ve been unable to find an instance of a left-leaning speaker—Elizabeth Warren, for instance, or Ibram X. Kendi, the author of a book on how to be an “antiracist”—who has been attacked or intimidated by a right-wing mob on a college campus. If that ever did happen, I’m sure that the Biden Department of Justice would have a team of federal agents, all armed with machine guns, rolling down the campus’s quad in armored vehicles before the protestors could even raise their signs.


It’s worth stopping for a moment to consider how the current state of affairs transpired. In other words, how did the major universities of this country—the places where students once went to learn new things and have their old ideas about the world challenged and tested—descend into left-wing mob rule, right there in plain sight, while we were all watching? How did it become impossible for speakers and professors who lean even slightly to the right to express their ideas without fear that they’ll be shouted down, canceled, or even physically harmed?


The answer is that the Cultural Marxists deliberately decided to begin their “slow march through the institutions” of the United States at universities—places that have historically been siloed off from the rest of society, where even the worst ideas can develop and mutate without being subject to any outside influence. The Cultural Marxists have been able to spread these ideas largely thanks to an administrative structure (which they control) that typically protects them from the consequences of their censorship, intolerance, and abuse.


It has never been a big secret that university professors tend to lean left. I’m sure most people wouldn’t be surprised to learn that many of them see no problem describing themselves as outright socialists and Marxists. Given that these people typically have life tenure—removing some of the pressure to make money that drives the rest of us—that is only natural.


But for most of the twentieth century, college professors at least understood that the objective of education was to… well, educate. They would take young people who didn’t yet know how to think critically and give them the skills that they needed to succeed in life, get a job, and become productive members of society. In some disciplines, this involved filling students’ heads with facts and equations, then rigorously testing the ability of those students to use the equations and recall the facts. In others, professors would show their students how to construct arguments and persuade people, then assign papers and essays to see how well the students could do it.


But the coin of the realm, so to speak, was ideas. Professors were supposed to take kids from all over the country who hadn’t previously heard of thinkers such as Herodotus, Aristotle, and Tolstoy and present the ideas of those thinkers in a way that was neutral and, ideally, intellectually stimulating. Some of those ideas would come as a shock. Students who’d come to the East Coast after a childhood spent at some hippie commune in San Francisco would be forced to wrestle with the ideas of free-market economists such as Adam Smith and Milton Friedman, while the sons and daughters of East Coast bankers would be confronted with Karl Marx, Friedrich Engels, and the legion of left-wing imitators who came in their wake.


Ideally, the professors would not push the ideas of one group over another—or even one thinker over another. Even academics who’d spent their entire careers studying a single year in the life of the poet John Milton, for instance, would generally not claim that Milton was a better poet than Shakespeare; they would simply present the works of both men, give the students the tools to analyze and interpret those works, and then get out of the way.


One notable exception to this rule was the field of economics, a discipline that sits somewhere between the hard sciences—given its reliance on numbers, equations, and hard data—and the social sciences, given how much it also relies on theory and unknowable variables such as human behavior. On the rare occasions that well-known professors of economics actually taught undergraduates (rather than delegating that work to teaching assistants), it wasn’t uncommon for them to push a particular point of view or fully formed philosophy from the beginning.


A handful of right-wing academics would tell the story of economics as a struggle of the free market against government constraints and central planning, claiming that a free market combined with only occasional intervention from the government was the way to run an effective society. This philosophy, which became known as “neoliberalism,” was popular at schools such as the University of Chicago, which trained some of the most prominent free-market thinkers in the world.


On the other side, there were Marxist economists who would teach students that the opposite was true. In the seminar rooms of Berkeley and Harvard, students learned the story of economics as a continual battle between the haves and have-nots. The bourgeoisie owned the factories and the “means of production,” while the proletariat were forced to work in those factories forever, making too little money and slowly dying inside every day. The goal of economics was to help the proletariat—also known as the “workers of the world,” the Left’s first class of permanent victims—to seize the means of production by armed revolution, uniting all the workers of the world in the common cause of toppling the oppressor class.


By the middle of the twentieth century, multiple governments around the world had been organized around this principle. From the Soviet Union to China to Cuba to North Korea, everywhere that Marxism was implemented in the real world the result was poverty, suffering, torture, imprisonment, and death.


For a long time, countries that had adopted Marxist principles were nevertheless able to hide the rot at the core of this ideology. They were able to cover up the horrible effects that central planning and a command economy have on a society. But they couldn’t keep it hidden forever. In the late 1980s, when I was coming to the end of my time at Princeton, the Soviet Union—then, by far the most significant and powerful communist country in the world—began to crumble. On December 31, 1991, the Soviet Union voted itself out of existence, leaving the United States with its capitalist economy as the lone remaining superpower in the world.


For Marxist academics, this should have been the ultimate ideological death blow. The collapse of the most important country to have implemented their twisted, wrongheaded ideology was as close as economists ever get to the kind of hard proof more typical of hard science and mathematics. One system, capitalism, had produced the largest expansion of wealth and opportunity in the history of civilization, while the opposite system, communism, had led repeatedly to totalitarianism, corruption, mass starvation, and financial ruin.


The game, so to speak, was over.


In the private sector, such a “proof of concept” failure would result in the people responsible filing for bankruptcy, packing up their offices, and moving on to other things. But that’s not what happened at our universities in the late 1980s and early 1990s. Rather than shifting gears and finding something else to study—or at least another historical figure on whom they could base their entire philosophies—Marxist professors grew more emboldened than ever.


In October of 1989, less than a month before the fall of the Berlin Wall knocked out one of the last major vestiges of communism, a reporter named Felicity Barringer traveled to college campuses on behalf of the New York Times, intending to investigate what would happen to all the professors and graduate students who had been pushing Marxism for years. The answer, she found, was that these people were getting better jobs and bigger offices, becoming more and more accepted by their traditionally liberal peers.


Remarkably, it was a time when the New York Times was still practicing journalism. On October 25, 1989, Barringer’s article ran under the headline “The Mainstreaming of Marxism in U.S. Colleges.” In it she noted that “as Karl Marx’s ideological heirs in Communist nations struggle to transform his political legacy, his intellectual heirs on American campuses have virtually completed their own transformation from brash, beleaguered outsiders to assimilated academic insiders.” However, the study also noted that the “excitement” about Marxism “[had] not brought increased enrollment in courses that focus on Marxist analysis…. Where Marxism is thriving, scholars say, is less in social science courses, where there is a possibility of practical application, than in the abstract world of literary criticism.”8


Rather than pushing the classic form of Marxism that sought to overthrow capitalism, the new Marxists decided to get more theoretical and abstract, applying Marx’s ideas to stranger things every year. The first time these strange ideas found their expression was in the phenomenon known as “political correctness,” which swept campuses in the early 1990s. Anyone who was ever told to call manhole covers “personhole covers” in order to root out sexism in our language will remember how silly this first foray into identity politics was.


But to its proponents at the time, there was nothing silly about it. I still remember the seriousness with which many on the Left began to demand absolute conformity when it came to matters of political correctness. And I recall being in classrooms at Harvard Law School, which I attended from 1992 to 1995, and listening to professors actively pushing their ideology. My torts professor, for example, a young, earnest liberal who dressed up socialism in the language of economics, argued to us 1Ls that if a person made the moronic choice to use a lawn mower to shave—and he was horribly injured as a result—then the company who manufactured the lawn mower should be forced to pay for that idiot’s medical care because it was a big bad corporation and therefore could better bear the costs. Even then, that sounded pretty loopy.


And yet there were some left-leaning members of the faculty who still believed in the principles of free speech and open debate. I learned this quite early in my law school career, when I walked into my criminal law classroom and first met Alan Dershowitz, then and now one of the most famous law professors in the world. Right away, Professor Dershowitz—or “Dersh,” as he was known to his students and fellow faculty members—impressed the class with his dry wit, vast intellectual capacity, and deep love for argument. As best I can recall, whenever a student in one of his classes would begin a sentence with “I feel like,” Dersh would interrupt almost immediately.


“Oh,” he’d say, angling his head and raising his voice. “You feel, do you? You’re emoting? I’m sorry. I thought we were in law school. I thought we were learning to marshal an argument using facts and logic, not merely… feelings.”


To this day, the disdain with which Professor Dershowitz pronounced this final word echoes in my mind. So do the arguments that he and I often had, in the classroom and then back in his office when class had wrapped up for the day. To him, argument was both an art form and a blood sport. Although he was a passionate, bleeding-heart liberal, fond of going on long tirades against conservative justices on the Supreme Court in the middle of his lectures, he never shied away from an intellectual challenge from students who disagreed with him.


In fact, from what I observed, there was nothing Dersh hated more than a liberal student who agreed with him on substance but could not articulate why he or she agreed.


In the spring of 1995, two years after I had taken Professor Dershowitz’s class, I learned that a group of conservative students had come together to challenge him. After hearing Dersh go on one of his many tirades against Justice Antonin Scalia, one of the most brilliant and conservative justices in the history of the Supreme Court, these students had written a letter to Justice Scalia himself. They let the justice know that one of their professors, Alan Dershowitz, was constantly attacking his opinions in the classroom, and they asked if he might come to Harvard and debate the liberal professor in their classroom.


To everyone’s surprise, Justice Scalia accepted.


At the time, I was dating a woman two years behind me in law school, who learned that this debate was happening. Knowing that I had an eight-hour written take-home final exam on the afternoon that the debate was scheduled to take place—and knowing further that I would have been stupid enough to skip one hour of that exam to go see Justice Scalia debate my old professor—she managed to keep the whole thing secret from me. But she did smuggle in a tape recorder, preserving the debate for posterity. (As a condition of his acceptance, Justice Scalia had insisted that there be no media in the room.)


Listening to these two giants of the law go at it for about sixty minutes, I was amazed, not only at their ability to craft and counter arguments, but at the extent to which they could listen respectfully to one another, carrying on a contentious conversation without ever resorting to name-calling, cheap politics, or ad hominem attacks. I’m sure that sitting in the audience and watching this conversation take place was enlightening for the hundred or so students who were fortunate enough to see it live. Knowing the capacity of both men to persuade and reason, I wouldn’t be surprised if a few liberals in the audience became a bit more conservative, and vice versa, that day.


Unfortunately, events like this one became much less common as the left wing of Harvard Law School drifted even further to the left. This is something that Alan Dershowitz, who has since become a good friend, saw coming before most people. As a man of the Left, he seemed to be deeply concerned at the increasing radicalism on his own side. Even when I was in his class, he would often remark on this strange fact.


He would say something like, “It’s funny. Almost anywhere in the country, I would be in the most liberal 1 percent of people on almost any issue. But here at Harvard Law School, compared to some of the faculty, I am practically a Republican.”


Sadly, Dersh was more right than he knew. A year after I took his class, I joined the staff of the Harvard Law Review, where I was surprised to find several outspoken Marxists. These people would talk, usually without any hint of embarrassment, about how much they hoped for a communist government in America one day.


But as bad as it was at the time, the neo-Marxist ideology was still largely contained on the college campuses where it had started. Only occasionally did we see it spread to government, entertainment, or other forms of media. If Marxism was a virus, to use a popular analogy, it remained “in the lab” for about two decades, causing the occasional flare-up that made national headlines and died down quickly.


Perhaps this is why, when we began to see evidence of increasingly radical and violent behavior by left-wing mobs on campuses near the end of President Obama’s second term, most commentators dismissed it as just another passing fad. When the first mobs formed over “microaggressions,” for instance, serious people compared them to the student protests that had been happening on campuses for decades. I must admit that even when I saw the videos of students screaming at deans and demanding “safe spaces” where they could hide away from evil members of the Bush administration, I didn’t think the hysteria was likely to spread much beyond college campuses.


I remembered the student activism I had witnessed during my own time in college and law school, and even thought back to the vivid portraits of student radicalism I had read in works such as Demons by Fyodor Dostoyevsky, which paints a satirical portrait of crazed activists on a university campus.


But it soon became clear that this new group of campus radicals was much different from anything that had come before. In part, this was explained by the advent of new social media sites such as Twitter, which allowed echo chambers and outrage mobs to form with a speed that had previously been unthinkable. Suddenly, it was possible for a group like the one that had protested me at Berkeley to go from ninety members to nine thousand members in a matter of hours. It was also possible for the members of the group to whip each other up into a frenzy using the language of neo-Marxism and social justice, claiming that the presence of a Republican on campus would do literal harm to vulnerable communities.


The virus of Cultural Marxism had mutated and spread.







The Juice and the Squeeze


On the afternoon of March 9, 2023, a federal judge named Stuart Kyle Duncan arrived on the campus of Stanford University, where he had been invited to speak by a group of students at the law school. Like any conservative speaker who arrives on a college campus in the year 2023, I’m sure that somewhere in the back of his mind, Judge Duncan anticipated that there might be a protest of some kind. I’m sure he’d seen videos of conservatives being shouted down in seminar rooms or read reports of speeches by right-leaning thinkers being canceled for fear of mob violence.


Still, I’m sure he had no idea what was coming.


In terms of jurisprudence, Judge Duncan was not some far-right provocateur. He was a sitting judge on the U.S. Court of Appeals for the Fifth Circuit. If anything, the opinions he had delivered from the bench had been well-reasoned and relatively mild. Before he was appointed a judge by President Trump and confirmed by the Senate, he had been an accomplished litigator, arguing dozens of cases in appellate courts across the country, including two before the U.S. Supreme Court. He was a sitting federal judge, not a man who posed a serious threat to anyone.


 But you never would have known it from the scene he walked into at Stanford.


Walking through the halls of the building where he was scheduled to speak, Judge Duncan passed a group of students dressed all in black. They lined the hallways on either side of him, subjecting the judge to a strange walk of shame not unlike something you might see on Game of Thrones. As he passed them, they yelled vile things at him. According to the president of the Federalist Society’s Stanford chapter, one student shouted, “We hope your daughters get raped.”


By the time Judge Duncan reached the room where he was going to deliver the speech—modestly titled “The Fifth Circuit in Conversation with the Supreme Court: Covid, Guns, and Twitter”—he must have realized that he would not be able to give his prepared remarks. After what he had been forced to endure in the hallways outside the room, I’m not sure anyone should have expected him to do so. Still, according to reports from those who were present, he tried as best he could.


But it was no use. While some seats in the room were filled with students eager to hear what the judge had to say, most of them were taken up by protestors. There were also dozens of flyers on the wall, most of which shouted some variation of “YOU SHOULD BE ASHAMED.” This was nothing new on college campuses. Neither were the high-pitched screams that began as soon as Judge Duncan opened his mouth to speak (again, presumably to deliver a mild-mannered academic address on important legal issues of our time).


It was a scene that, sadly, has become all too familiar over the past decade. A group of students who had organized primarily on social media came together to shout down a speaker whose views they found objectionable. As they did so, they reinforced the mistaken idea—which, thanks to the spread of neo-Marxist wokeness, was already quite strong—that this speech was not only bad or incorrect; instead, it was literally harmful to them and the people they cared about.


This language of “harm” ran all through the heckles that flew at Judge Duncan from the crowd. One student claimed that she felt “unsafe” listening to the talk (which, by the way, she had voluntarily attended).9


This is a fantasy—nothing more than wish fulfilment on the part of these woke neo-Marxists to portray themselves as victims engaged in an eternal struggle against their oppressors. Despite, I might add, living in the most affluent society in the history of the world, attending one of the most elite law schools in America, sitting in an air-conditioned room, and listening to a talk that no one forced them to attend in the first place.


I hardly need to point out that if this had gone the other way—if Justice Sonia Sotomayor, for instance, had come to give a talk at Stanford Law School and members of the Federalist Society had screamed that she was “literally harming them” with her opinions—the entire campus would enter lockdown mode. The names and pictures of every person who had screamed at her would appear in the next day’s New York Times, and they would be tarred as racists and bigots for the rest of their lives.


As usual, free speech does exist on college campuses, but it exists only for people who express the pre-approved leftist views shared by the college faculty and administrators—which, as many people have pointed out, makes a mockery of the whole concept.


Still, Stanford does employ countless administrators who are supposed to ensure that its free speech code is not broken. A code that, by the way, can still be found on the university’s website. It reads, verbatim:




It is a violation of University policy for a member of the faculty, staff, or student body to:


Prevent or disrupt the effective carrying out of a University function or approved activity, such as lectures, meetings, interviews, ceremonies, the conduct of University business in a University office, and public events;


Obstruct the legitimate movement of any person about the campus or in any University building or facility.10





Judge Duncan knew that there had to have been some policy like this that should have prevented him from being shouted down. That is why he asked for the intervention of a university administrator almost as soon as the shouting began—a decision he came to regret almost immediately, for reasons anyone who watches the footage of this catastrophe on YouTube can see.11


Unfortunately, the administrator who arrived was Tirien Steinbach, the law school’s associate dean for diversity, equity, and inclusion. Rather than doing her job as a representative of the university, following Stanford’s free speech code, and telling the offending students to either shut up or leave the room—thus allowing the university’s invited guest to speak—she stepped up to the podium and began to deliver her own speech, a seven-minute diatribe that she had carefully written out for the occasion.


A partial transcript of that speech, which was interrupted several times by snapping fingers from the students, is below:




STEINBACH: I want to give you space to finish your remarks too, Judge Duncan. I’m also uncomfortable because many of the people in the room here I’ve come to care for and in my role at this university my job is to create a space of belonging for all people in this institution. And that is hard and messy and not easy and the answers are not black or white or right or wrong. This is actually part of the creation of belonging. And it doesn’t feel comfortable and it doesn’t always feel safe. But there are always places of safety. And there is always an intention from this administration to make sure you all can be in a place where you feel fully you can be here, learn, grow into the amazing advocates and leaders and lawyers that you’re going to be.


I’m also uncomfortable because it is my job to say: You are invited into this space. You are absolutely welcome in this space. In this space where people learn and, again, live. I really do, wholeheartedly welcome you. Because me [sic] and many people in this administration do absolutely believe in free speech. We believe that it is necessary. We believe that the way to address speech that feels abhorrent, that feels harmful, that literally denies the humanity of people, that one way to do that is with more speech and not less. And not to shut you down or censor you or censor the student group that invited you here. That is hard. That is uncomfortable. And that is a policy and a principle that I think is worthy of defending, even in this time. Even in this time. And again I still ask: Is the juice worth the squeeze?


DUNCAN: What does that mean? I don’t understand…


STEINBACH: I mean is it worth the pain that this causes and the division that this causes? Do you have something so incredibly important to say about Twitter and guns and COVID that that is worth this impact on the division of these people who have sat next to each other for years, who are going through what is the battle of law school together, so that they can go out into the world and be advocates. And this is the division it’s caused. When I say “Is the juice worth the squeeze?” That’s what I’m asking. Is this worth it? And I hope so, and I’ll stay for your remarks to see, because I do want to know your perspective. I am not, you know, in the business of wanting to either shut down speech, because I do know that if they come for this group today, they will come for the group that I am part of tomorrow.12





Even coming from a DEI administrator, these words—and the whole stunt in general—defy belief. Rather than doing her job and creating an environment where a federal judge could give the talk that he had been invited to give, Tirien Steinbach used her platform to give her own thoughts on the matter, repeatedly wondering aloud if the “juice” (a substantive lecture from a sitting federal judge) was worth the “squeeze” (a few upset law students who believed the world would end if they allowed the lecture to continue).


The answer, of course, is yes. At all times and in all places, yes.


Steinbach referred to “pain and suffering” that had been endured by this community for days leading up to the planned speech. What she failed to mention, of course, was that nearly all of the agitation had been caused by the protestors themselves, who seemed far more interested in Judge Duncan’s talk than most of the rest of the campus. In the week before the speech, for instance, strange flyers began appearing on the walls of campus. Some of them were ordinary protest signs, listing Judge Duncan’s judicial opinions that the students disagreed with—no different, really, from the digital list of complaints that Berkeley students had posted about me in the spring of 2007. But other flyers were not so ordinary. In one, dozens of copies of which were posted around campus, the protestors included the photographs of every member of Stanford’s Federalist Society chapter they could find, then printed them with the students’ names underneath. The headline of the flyer was “You Should Be Ashamed.”13
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