The Audacity of Hate

Barack Obama has a problem, and if it were not for this
one problem, he would easily be elected president. As
it is, because of this problem, the impossible John Mec-
Cain actually has a chance. The problem is white people.
Yes, it is true that the majority of Obama supporters are
white people, but most of them fall into the category of
self-hating whites otherwise known as liberals. Since a
liberal—as I never tire of quoting (from Robert Frost)—
is someone who would not take his own side in an ar-
gument, liberals and leftists spend their lives betraying
every attachment that might command the loyalty of or-
dinary people.

Rich liberals naturally support high taxes and extrava-
gant government expenditures on the poor, preferably the
undeserving poor. A male liberal —we can hardly call such
creatures men—favors women’s rights, heterosexual lib-
erals favor “gay marriage,” liberal parents care more about
other people’s children than they do their own, and Euro-
pean-American liberals prefer all cultures to that of Eu-
rope. They are Gilbert’s “idiot who praises with enthusi-
astic tone, all centuries but this and every country but his
own.” And, if these idiots condescend to note their own
skin color, they hate it, or at least they think they do.

Mr. Obama may or may not like the white liberals who
burn incense to his TV images that fill up the evening-
news broadcasts, but he knows he cannot stand the illib-
eral whites who have not yet learned to hate themselves.
Obama spent two decades attending Trinity United Church
of Christ and claimed its pastor, Jeremiah Wright, as his
friend and mentor before discovering that Wright was
an antiwhite bigot. Even a politician scheming for pow-
er must have occasionally turned his thoughts away from
himself and paid attention to the sermons that routinely
demonized whites.

Until Wright’s racism became an issue, Obama idol-
ized the man and absorbed his bigotry. He even borrowed
his comically pretentious book title 7%e Audacity of Hope
from one of Wright's sermons. The Wright story does have
its—if you will pardon the expression—lighter side. It is
Obama’s membership in Wright’s “church” that has justi-
fied his claim to be a Christian, and his claim to be a Chris-
tian is his best evidence that he was never a Muslim. No
one has called him on this, so far as I know, even Christians
who are fully aware that the United Church of Christ has
about as much to do with to do with the historical Chris-
tian Faith as Reform Judaism has with the religion of Mo-
ses and Isaiah.

Some Christians have questioned Obama’s creden-
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tials as a Christian be-
cause of his support for
abortion and infanti-
cide, but in the UCC
a woman’s right to kill
her children is part
of the creed, perhaps
the only article of faith -

(apart from support for “gay marriage”) from which no dis-
sentis permitted. When the UCC says “God is still speak-
ing,” they do not bother to explain why their god has been
contradicting himself'so much. I used to think black peo-
ple had more sense than to put any stock in the great an-
tichurch known as the United Church of Christ, but in
joining the middle class, upwardly mobile blacks have ap-
parently become as gullible and shallow as their white
counterparts.

If membership in the UCC is the best argument Obama
has for refuting the claim that he is a Muslim, he might as
well go back to the Indonesian madrassa in which he stud-
ied. Otherwise, he would have to explain how the leader of
the Nation of Tslam came to speak at his supposedly Chris-
tian “church.” But, I suppose, better Louis Farrakhan than
Jeremiah Wright or Rick Warren or Pastor Joel Hunter,
the “Christian” “conservative” who claims to be convinced
of Obama’s religious sincerity and offered a prayer at the
Democratic Party’s Pandemonium in Denver. No, I do not
think Barack Obama worships Allah or any other “god” he
cannot see in his own mirror. In the solipsistic universe
he makes up from speech to speech, press conference to
press conference, there is no god but Barack and Obama
is his prophet.

When Obama and McCain emerged as front runners, I
knew that I had forfeited any right I had to talk about pol-
itics. Up to that point I had always regarded myself, on
the cynicism scale, as several points beyond H.L. Mencken
when he famously observed that no one ever went broke
underestimating the intelligence of the American people,
but to my horror I realized that I had been too naive, too
optimistic, too trusting. Democrats and Republicans were
actually going to entrust their country to two of the silli-
est characters in the U.S. Senate, a body generally distin-
guished only for knavery, folly, and ignorance.

We have already taken our swings at McCain, but he at
least has a distinguished résumé if not a distinguished ca-
reer. But Obama? He was a political unknown in Illinois
until the idiot Republicans, in one of their frequent fits of
self-destructive frenzy, decided to run Alan Keyes against




him. Thatis how this Marxist nonentity entered the Senate,
where he did nothing for a year or so and then decided that
he was that any boy in America who could refuse to grow
up, and become president. And, although he made Hillary
Clinton appearto be a conservative or at least a pragmatist,
people still voted for him. Who are they?

I understand why blacks vote for a black candidate,
though by the same token Germans should revere the
memory of Adolf Hitler and Georgians would have a stat-
ue of Stalin in his hometown. (Oops.) 1 can also under-
stand why public-school teachers, social workers, and other
welfare dependents vote for a politician who will certain-
ly increase their income and power. But setting aside race
loyalty, greed, and the libido dominandi, how could anyone
hold his nose long enough to vote for somebody who talks
in that smarmy adenoidal voice? When Obama gets on his
pulpit, it sounds almost like he is swallowing his words in
a sea of high-toned phlegm. He does not so much speak
as (to quote what Alexander Wolcott once said of a theater
audience) strum his catarrh. His self-righteous public per-
sona should grate on the sensibilities of normal people.
Worse than nails on a chalkboard, the Obama public voice
i1s as disturbing as the voice of Mariah Carey played on the
headphones of the person you are condemned to sit next
to on the flight from Chicago to Paris. And yet, some oth-
erwise normal people voted for him in the primaries and
will vote for him again in the general election. Why—or,
rather, how?

uring the primary season I found myself in San

Antonio. The driver my friend arranged for me was
the chatty type who thinks his life history is bound to in-
terest his passengers. e was, in fact, amusing, and he had
knocked around enough to have seen a few things. He
was white, although on the bohemian side, a fairly normal
guy, and he was enthusiastic about Obama to the point
of being inspired. Assuming the Freudian blank screen
that is increasingly necessary, I asked him why. Well, he
explained, anyone would be better than Bush.

That is not an easy argument to refute —except in the
case of Obama and McCain. The one great comfort of this
campaign is that we know the outcome: Whoever wins
will turn out to be the worst president in American his-
tory. What I wanted to ask the driver, though, was how a
working-class white guy could vote for a man who so ob-
viously hates him and his people. He was, admittedly, not
one of those gun-toting religious bigots Obama s so afraid
of, but an Obama administration, backed by a Democratic
Congress, will certainly do everything possible to enhance
the opportunities of everyone who is not white while fore-
ing white taxpayers —and, let us be honest, we do pay most
of the taxes because we have most of the money—to fund
Operation White Out.

Here is an allegedly true story “Overheard in New York
City™

Thug #1: Yo, I can’t wait for Obama to win the elec-

tion, yo! He gonna make white people illegal!
Thug #2 (stopping dead in his tracks): You one ig-
norant muthaf- - ka, ain’t you?

The first thug, though perhaps a dreamer, does at least re-
flect something of the hopes that are entertained in the
event of an Obama victory.

The racial logic of the Obama campaign is far from new;
it is as old as affirmative-action programs that ask white
parents to take privileges away from their own children to
give special assistance to the children of strangers, so long
as the strangers belong to a different race. Itis one thing
to argue that we should practice charity toward the poor
or even that we should be selectively more charitable, for
one reason or another, to this or that group of poor peo-
ple, but quite another to ask me to put the needs of my
own children—along with those of my nieces and neph-
ews, grandchildren and cousins, neighbors and friends—
behind the needs of other people. However you describe
affirmative action and minority set-asides, they represent a
deliberate and systematic policy of discrimination against
people like me in favor of people not like me simply be-
cause they are not like me. Such disgusting and immoral
policies are worse than any form of racism I have encoun-
tered because they teach us to hate precisely those whom
we are most supposed to love.

An electorate that accepted the affirmative-action poli-
cies imposed on it by the political class had already made
a suicide pact. American whites simply cannot wait to be
marginalized, and in the media the pundits are already
reserving places in the internment camps—not just for
you and me but also for themselves. One of the big news
stories this summer was the revised date by which whites
will be a minority in the United States. News readers and
columnists could barely contain their glee and actually
took some time off from extolling Obama to celebrate the
end of their civilization. On ABC News Charlie Gibson
and the gang were like small children at a birthday par-
ty, unable to decide which to eat first—the cake or the ice
cream. “Oh boy,” you could hear their minds turning over,
“first we elect Obama, and then we’re going to be aliens
m our own country.”

Yes, I know. Only a bigot would describe the Obama
campaign as an expression of antiwhite racism. Some-
body, call the Southern Poverty Law Center so they can ad-
vance me in their rankings. Bigotry these days has nothing
to do with the way you treat people or even with. what you
actually say. Bigotry is what they say you are thinking when
they play your speech backward at half speed. As I have
said long ago and many times, we have only two choices in
America: The first is a society that is legally color-blind —
thatis, a political and judicial system that does not discrim-
inate on the basis of race though it cannot, on the other
hand, prevent people from following their personal whims
in private life. This is what I have always advocated, and it
may be one of many impossible dreams arising from the
classical-liberal fantasy that must be dear to the hearts of
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Americans. The other choice is a society that discrimi-
nates on the basis of race, which leaves any sane person
no choice but to support the race of his children.

Christians, Catholics especially, will inevitably insist that
such discrimination is contrary to the Faith. They are bad-
ly mistaken. The factis that in a flawed world, we must de-
fend ourselves, our families, our neighbors, and our fellow
citizens from those who would prey upon them, whether
the enemies are domestic criminals or foreign invaders.
When distinctions, no matter how arbitrarily arrived at, are
made, we have a duty to make sure that they are not used
to cut against the interests of “our” people as opposed to
“their” people. In the color-blind world of liberal theory,
there would be no special programs privileging people of
one color over another, and people like Jeremiah Wright
and Al Sharpton would not be given a public forum. But
when a movement has been created to marginalize and ex-
tinguish the group you happen to belong to, you are jus-
tified in protecting your own interests and in refusing to
sign on to a suicide pact.

The universalism invoked so often by the Catholic left
is a product of the anti-Christian Enlightenment that bor-
rows Christian phrases and puts them to decidedly non-
Christian uses. A good example is the pseudo-Catholic
support for the welfare state, which invokes the Christian
language of charity as a justification for imposing Marxist
policies that destroy true charity. The choice that we face
today is not between sentimental universalism —whether
in its anti-Christian Marxist or pseudo-Christian form—
and racialism, but between the historic Christian view, de-
manding justice and charity to strangers but also requiring
us to fulfill our particular duties to family, friends, and fel-
low citizens, and two ideologies created in the Enlighten-
ment, universalism and racial nationalism. One does not
have to be a Marxist to practice charity—quite the con-
trary—and one does not have to be an anti-Christian big-
ot to protect one’s children.

Afriend of mine, whom 1 know as well as I know my-
self, recently had an experience that is a portent of
things to come. He lives in what used to be a nice, quiet
neighborhood. When a black pastor moved in across
the street, my friend and his wife brought over a plate
of cookies, but the new neighbors turned out to be fond
of loud parties that often started late in the evening and
went on until two or three in the morning. The entire
neighborhood was increasingly upset. One single wom-
an who called the police was accosted by the pastor, who
threatened her if she ever complained again. She did
not.

One night this summer my friend was one of many peo-
ple who did call the police. They took their sweet time in
arriving and then, since the neighbors (who apparently lis-
ten to a police scanner) quietened down a bit for the cops’
benefit, left without taking action. The party immediately
went back into high gear. My friend then made the mis-
take of going into the yard, where one of his sons was po-
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litely requesting partygoers not to block the driveway and
warning them that if they parked too close to the inter-
section, their cars might get hit. On an apparently pre-
arranged signal delivered by cell phone, the preacher—a
large man in his 40’s—and perhaps five young men came
charging across the street, screaming obscenities, insults,
and threats. The preacher led the gang, saying ridiculous
things about my friend’s Jong-dead mother, trying to pro-
voke him—rather an old and feeble scholar—into swing-
ing, which would then justify the beating they were threat-
ening. Failing in their initial objective, the youths attacked
his son and two young men who were with him. When the
police finally responded to the 911 call, the two black of-
ficers in charge decided to arrest my friend’s son, because
in fighting off the attack, he hit one of them with a small
glass, which he had been holding in his hand. As they put
him in the squad car, the crowd across the street broke out
in a spontaneous chant, “Obama! Obamal!”

No arrest was made because, as my friend pointed out
to the police, the first punch was thrown on his proper-
ty by one of the black youths who was positively identi-
fied. “Charge both or charge none,” he told them. The
police left, and once again the party roared back to life
until at 2 a.m. they returned, forced people to leave, and
issued a citation. The next day the preacher tried to stir
up more trouble by telling the police that my friend and
his son had scattered watermelon rinds and chicken
bones in his yard —obviously a racial provocation. Un-
fortunately, the police also noted that there were rinds
and bones in my friend’s yard, the obvious detritus of
the preacher’s own party. They shook their heads. My
friend is a conservative who was so disgusted with Mec-
Cain that he was tempted to vote for Barack Obama. |
think he knows better now.

The Obamanation we are facing is a racist nation that
will leave few honorable options for members of the com-
ing American minority. They can, of course, emigrate, an
option that gets more attractive every day. If they stay, they
will have to resist the temptation to turn liberal and be-
come signatories to the suicide pact. If they refuse to sell
out, all too many will lose their souls in a poisonous racial
hatred that may drag them down as low as Barack Obama
and Jeremiah Wright. In resisting the campaign to “make
white people illegal,” as every sensible person of any color
should, decent Americans should not make the mistake of
blaming black people for the suicide we continue to inflict
on ourselves. We white males are the problem, not blacks,
women, homosexuals, or Mexicans. We —at least the lib-
eral part of “we” —turned away from our religion and our
civilization; we made war on property and marriage; we
rejected Haydn and Sophocles in favor of John Cage and
Kate Chopin. We have emasculated ourselves, pithed our
brains, destroyed our vision and hearing, and now all that
is left is to vote for a candidate whose rhetoric at least is
telling us to fling our worthless carcasses off the chiff. Itis
almost enough to make an otherwise sane American vote
for John McCain. <<




Sins of Omission
by Roger D. McGrath

Fastest Jewish Gun in the West

Frank Gallop’s 1966 spoof recording,
“The Ballad of Irving,” left most people
laughing heartily. (“He came from the
old Bar Mitzvah spread,/With a 10-gal-
lon yarmulke on his head. / He always
followed his mother’s wishes. / Even
on the range he used two sets of dish-
es.”) What nearly no one knew then
and few know now is that there was a
real Jewish gunfighterin the Old West,
and he ranked considerably higher
than the “142nd fastest.” In research-
ing the Old West over many years 1
often came upon Jewish merchants,
which was no surprise. There was the
shopkeeper and tailor Jacob Davis of
Virginia City, who fashioned the blue-
denim work pants with copper rivets
that Levi Strauss of San Francisco mar-
keted; the tobacconist Adolph Sutro,
who built a stamp mill and then dug a
tunnel through Mt. Davidson to haul
ore from the mines of Virginia City; the
peddler Michael Goldwasser, who ar-
rived in Arizona with next to nothing
and laid the foundation for what would
become the Goldwater chain of depart-
ment stores; and many others of similar
business acumen. There was also Jim
Levy, who traded only in bullets.

Levy began life not in a ghetto in
Eastern Europe butin Dublin, Ireland.
In 1850, at the age of eight, he immi-
grated with his parents to the United
States. He would spend the next ten
yearsin New York before heading west
to the mining camps of California.
Levy was not a good Jewish boy. He
behaved more like his Irish buddies,
drinking, gambling, fighting, and fac-
ing death with cool indifference. He
became the only known Jewish gun-
fighter in the Old West.

Lured by the silver strikes, Levy
crossed the Sierras to Nevada and the
mining camp of Pioche. The “chief”
of Pioche was Morgan Courtney, a
fearless gunfighter and, like Levy, an
immigrant from Ireland. Although
two years older than Courtney, Levy
looked upon the Kerryman Court-

ney as a hero to be emulated. By the
time Levy met Courtney, the Kerry-
man had already killed four men in
gunfights. He would kill two more be-
fore he himself was shot to death.

Levy’s first deadly confrontation
occurred in 1871 and involved feared
shootist Mike Casey, who had ear-
lier mortally wounded wealthy Pi-
oche businessman Tom Gorson in
a gunfight. As Gorson lay dying he
bequeathed all his holdings to his
friends and $5,000 to the man who
avenged his death by killing Casey.
Hoping to bait Casey into a fight, Levy
went about Pioche’s saloons declaring
that Casey had gunned down Gorson
“without giving him a show.” Casey
soon caught up with Levy in a saloon
and called on him to draw. Levy pro-
tested that he was unarmed but said,
“I will go and fix myself and when I
come back I will come back fighting.”

Levy later found Casey standing
on the sidewalk talking with a friend,
Dave Neagle. Yelling “Casey, you son-
of-a-bitch, 'm here!” Levy closed on
Casey and fired at near point-blank
range. The bullet hit Casey in the
head. Levy fired again and a second
round hit Casey in the neck. Levy
then turned his weapon on Neagle, but
the latter had drawn his own revolv-
er and fired a round that struck Levy
in the jaw. By then a sheriff’s deputy
was on the scene to put a halt to the
gunplay.

Casey died from his wounds, but
Levy recovered, although he was left
with a sinister-looking scar. He got the
$5,000 and also was released from any
criminal prosecution when a prelimi-
nary hearing determined that he had
told Casey that he would be coming af-
ter him— fair warning in the Old West.

Levy notched his second kill a lit-
tle more than a year later when he
shot Tom Ryan in a dispute over a Pi-
oche mining claim. Then, 1876 found
Levy in Deadwood, and the next year
in Cheyenne. It was in the Wyoming

town that Levy was involved in his most
famous gunfight. After losing a high-
stakes hand at the poker table, Levy
declared he had been cheated. Re-
nowned gunfighter Charley Harrison,
who raked in the pot, loudly declared
that the Irish were always poor losers.

Levy leaped to his feet and drew his
revolver. Harrison spread his hands,
saying that he was unarmed but would
get himself heeled and meet Levy in
the street. Excited saloon patrons
began placing bets. Harrison was a
heavy favorite. Within minutes Levy
and Harrison were facing each other
in front of Frenchy’s saloon on Eddy
Street. Harrison’s draw was lightning
quick, but his first shot missed. Levy’s
struck Harrison in the chest, and he
fell to the snow-covered street, fir-
ing another round on his way down.
Levy ran to Harrison and fired anoth-
er bullet into the prostrate gunfight-
er. Harrison hung on for two weeks
before dying.

Levy spent the late 1870’s in Lead-
ville but was in Tombstone by 1880.
With partners Dick Clark, Wyatt Earp,
and Doc Holliday he staked three wa-
ter claims, which in that arid region
could rival veins of ore in value. Levy
did not figure in any of Tombstone’s
many gunfights but would make news
on a visit to nearby Tucson in 1882. A
dispute in a faro game led Levy to ex-
claim that he would shoot the eyes out
of dealer John Murphy. Fair warn-
ing. A short while later when Levy
emerged from the Palace Hotel, Mur-
phy, gun in hand, was standing in the
street waiting for him. Levy never
knew what hit him. The fastest Jewish
gun in the West was 40 years old. <
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