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Crazy world

The referendum 
about continued 
membership in 
the European 
Union, the option 
almost universally 
advocated 
by the British 
establishment, 
became the catalyst 
for protest against 
the status quo

pean Union, the option almost universally 
advocated by the British establishment, 
became the catalyst for protest against the 
status quo. The anger of the “Leave” voters 
has much in common with that of Donald 
Trump supporters in the United States.

The US remains a superpower, but is no 
longer as powerful as it once was. It, too, 
is feeling the strains of this global moment, 
in which it and its local allies are power-
ful enough to imagine they can get rid of 
regimes they do not like, but either they 
do not quite succeed, as in Syria, or suc-
ceed but cannot replace what they have 
destroyed, as in Libya. An Iraqi politician 
once said that the problem in his country 

was that parties and movements were “too 
weak to win, but too strong to lose.” This 
is increasingly the pattern for the whole re-
gion and is spreading elsewhere. It carries 
with it the possibility of an endless cycle 
of indecisive wars and an era of instability 
that has already begun.			    CT

Patrick Cockburn is a Middle East 
correspondent for London’s Independent 
newspaper, and the author of five books on 
the Middle East, the latest of which is Chaos 
and Caliphate: Jihadis and the West in the 
Struggle for the Middle East (OR Books). 
This essay originally appeared at www.
tomdispatch.com
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All through the 
winter, several 
Palestinians were 
being killed each 
week, sometimes 
a few a day, most 
of them in Hebron 
or the towns 
and villages 
surrounding it

I was surprised a few weeks ago to find eve-
ryone I knew in Hebron feeling cheerful. 
Perhaps it was the weather. Four months 
had passed since my last visit to the city, 

the largest, and lately the bloodiest, in the 
West Bank. It was January then, and cold, 
and everyone had seemed distant and 
shaky, glassy-eyed with trauma. 

The previous November, most of the 
neighbourhood of Tel Rumeida had been 
declared a closed military zone, a conven-
ient legalism that allows the Israeli army to 
exclude Palestinians – and journalists and 
foreign activists – from a predetermined 
area for a predetermined period. In this 
case the zone was a large one. Those who 
happened to live inside it were issued num-
bers and instructed to call them out each 
time they crossed through Checkpoint 56, 
at the base of Shuhada Street, where the 
section of Hebron inhabited by Israeli set-
tlers is sealed off from the rest of the city. 

All through the winter, several Palestin-
ians were being killed each week, some-
times a few a day, most of them in Hebron 
or the towns and villages surrounding it. 
Almost without exception, the Israeli press 
described the killings as incidents of terror: 
Palestinians armed with kitchen knives, 
scissors or screwdrivers shot while attack-
ing – or apparently intending to attack – Is-
raeli soldiers or civilians.

That wave of violence, which flared up 

most recently in Tel Aviv, began in Hebron 
on September 22 last year, when soldiers 
stopped an 18-year-old girl named Hadeel 
al-Hashlamoun at Checkpoint 56. She was 
standing three or four metres away from 
them when they shot her in the leg. She fell. 
One eyewitness told Amnesty International 
that she dropped a knife. Another said she 
never had one. Either way, her hands were 
empty when the soldiers shot her nine 
more times. 

By the time I arrived in January, at least 
eight other Palestinians had been killed 
within a half-mile of that spot. February 
and March brought still more deaths, in-
cluding the execution of 21-year-old Abdel 
Fattah al-Sharif, shot in the head as he lay 
unarmed and bleeding on the ground. That 
killing was caught on video, prompting the 
arrest of the soldier who delivered the fatal 
shot. The subsequent outpouring of public 
support for the arrested soldier was one 
of the factors that led Netanyahu to fire 
his hawkish minister of defence, Moshe 
Ya’alon, replacing him with the still more 
hawkish Avigdor Lieberman.

But there hadn’t been another killing 
in Hebron since then. The shootings in Tel 
Aviv hadn’t happened yet. Neither had Lie-
berman’s subsequent decision to flood the 
southern West Bank with troops and to seal 
off all exits from both Gaza and the West 
Bank. It was sunny and warm when I ar-

Amro’s victory
Israeli troops refused to allow a Palestinian activist  through a checkpoint.  
Ben Ehrenreich tells what happened after the man refused to leave

paper trail
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Inside the 
checkpoint – the 
one where al-
Hashlamoun had 
died – we pushed 
through a turnstile, 
removed our belts, 
passed through a 
metal detector and 
held our IDs up 
against the thick 
bulletproof glass for 
a soldier to inspect

rived, the violence was still at an ebb, and 
the closed military zone order had been al-
lowed to lapse. 

Issa Amro, a local activist I had known 
for several years, was in a far better mood 
than I was accustomed to. I even caught 
him smiling, and without the tense and bit-
ter irony that usually lifts the corners of his 
mouth. On the way to the checkpoint, he 
stopped to speak with three women. One 
of them was a teacher at the local girls’ 
school across the street from the settlers’ 
flats in Beit Hadassah. The other women 
lived behind the school. They complained 
that now, only the teacher was allowed to 
use the stairs that climbed the hill across 
from the settlement. None of the other 
Palestinians who lived nearby, and that in-
cluded the other two women, was allowed 
through: they had to walk in a long loop to 
get to their homes.

Inside the checkpoint – the one where 
al-Hashlamoun had died – we pushed 
through a turnstile, removed our belts, 
passed through a metal detector and held 

our IDs up against the thick bulletproof 
glass for a soldier to inspect. On the other 
side, Amro, a young Danish woman and I 
walked down Shuhada Street, which was as 
ghostly and calm as ever, the shops sealed 
shut by military order more than a decade 
earlier, rust showing through the green 
paint on the collapsing metal awnings.

‘Let’s take the stairs,’ Amro said, and 
grinned.

At the base of the staircase across the 
street from Beit Hadassah was another 
checkpoint, this one a simple guard booth. 
From that point eastward, Shuhada Street 
– once Hebron’s busiest commercial thor-
oughfare – was closed to Palestinians, and 
only to Palestinians, and had been since the 
Second Intifada. Until November, the stairs, 
which led to the Qurtuba Girls’ School and 
beyond it to the neighbourhood of Tel 
Rumeida, had been open to settlers and 
Palestinians alike. (In October, 19-year-old 
Farouq ’Abd al-Qadr Sedr was killed where 
we were standing and Fadel al-Qawasmeh, 
18, was shot by a settler a few metres down 

paper trail

SYMBOL OF OCCUPATION: Israeli checkpoint in Hebron’s old city. 
Photo: Mohamed Yahya (via Flickr.com)
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Amro sat on the 
curb and began 
making phone calls. 
He called an Israeli 
lawyer, an Israeli 
journalist, and  
an Israeli human 
rights group

the road.) This was how so much of the city 
had already been lost – metre by metre, one 
block or one house at a time. Amro did not 
intend to let the closure slide.

The young soldier manning the check-
point inspected our IDs and told us that 
the Danish woman and I could pass, but 
Amro could not. “You have to go around,” 
he said in halting English. Only teachers 
employed at the school would be allowed 
through.

Amro asked the soldier why the Dane 
and I were allowed to pass.

“They are tourists,” the soldier answered. 
I didn’t correct him.

“Tourists can go and I cannot?” Amro 
asked. “Why can I not go?”

“Because you are . . .” The soldier stop-
ped. He didn’t seem to want to finish the 
sentence. Eventually he found the courage. 
“Because you are Palestinian. This is a prob-
lem here,” he explained.

Amro asked to see a written order. If no 
formal order had been issued, he explained, 
he could not be legally prevented from pass-
ing. The soldier seemed puzzled. His word, 
surely, was law enough. But Amro wouldn’t 
leave, he made it clear, until the soldier pro-
duced something in writing.

“I know they don’t have it,” he confided 
to me, “and if they don’t have it I can take 
them to court.”

A man with a long white beard inter-
rupted us. “He’s a liar,” the man shouted 
in American-accented English, pointing 
to Amro. “He’s also a terrorist. He’s not al-
lowed to be here.” He stood a metre or two 
behind the soldier, a pistol tucked into the 
waistband of his trousers. I recognised him 
as David Wilder. He lived across the street, 
in Beit Hadassah. When I first met him 
two- and-a-half years earlier, he had been 
the spokesman for the Hebron settlers.

Wilder and Amro knew each other well. 
Soon Wilder was shouting that Amro should 
move to Iraq, and threatening to post pho-
tos of Amro’s wife on the internet.

Amro baited him back: “Why aren’t you 

the spokesman anymore, David? Why did 
they fire you?”

The soldier said nothing to Wilder, but 
ordered us to step five metres back. “You’re 
trying to make a mess,” he said to Amro, 
and frowned. A few Palestinians from the 
neighbourhood gathered: women, children, 
old men. More soldiers arrived. I counted 
11, one with a tear-gas launcher, the others 
holding Galil assault rifles, their fingers flat 
against the trigger guards.

Again Amro told the checkpoint soldier 
that if the staircase was closed he had a 
right to see the order.

“You don’t have any rights here,” Wilder 
yelled. “Go to Iraq.”

The soldier seemed sincerely confused. 
“What are you trying to do here?” he asked. 
“I don’t understand.”

Amro repeated: “I want to see a written 
order.”

Half a dozen Europeans in blue and grey 
uniforms walked over and leaned against a 
wall on the far side of the street. They were 
members of the Temporary International 
Presence in Hebron, or TIPH, an internation-
al observer force with no police powers and 
no authority to do anything other than file 
reports. Their reports are not made public. 

Amro sat on the curb and began mak-
ing phone calls. He called an Israeli lawyer, 
an Israeli journalist, and an Israeli human 
rights group. An older European couple, 
tanned and smartly dressed, strolled down 
from the checkpoint with two TIPH observ-
ers. Wilder drove slowly past in a white 
sedan and stopped for the Europeans. He 
rolled down a window and chatted amiably 
with the smartly dressed man. They seemed 
to know each other. Wilder drove off and 
the smartly dressed man introduced him-
self to Amro. His name, he said, was Pietro 
Pistolese. He had been one of the found-
ers of TIPH in 1994. “I was here during the 
curfew,” he said, referring to the bad days 
of the Second Intifada, when Palestinians 
here were forbidden to leave their homes 
for weeks and sometimes months at a time. 
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More soldiers 
arrived, and an 
officer with three 
stripes on his 
shoulders, and a 
smiling settler  
with an M16. The 
police came and 
went without a 
word to Amro

paper trail

He put his hand on Amro’s shoulder. “Be-
lieve me,” he continued, “I know the situa-
tion better than you.”

Amro, on the curb, gazed up at him in 
silence. A smile crossed his lips and quickly 
disappeared.

“We are trying to manage the situation,” 
Pistolese went on.

“You are not doing it very well,” Amro 
observed.

“You will see results,” Pistolese prom-
ised, “but not immediately.” And, with that, 
he walked off past the checkpoint and the 
staircase and strolled on into the section of 
the city forbidden to the Palestinians who 
live here. No one stopped him.

Amro told the soldier that he had 
phoned the police and been informed that 
a commander would be arriving soon with 
a copy of the order.

“Don’t talk to me,” the soldier said.
“I am being respectful,” Amro protested. 

“I am talking to you as a human being.”
“But I am a soldier,” the soldier said.
More soldiers arrived, and an officer with 

three stripes on his shoulders, and a smil-
ing settler with an M16. The police came 
and went without a word to Amro. Zidan 
Sharabati, who lived next door, poured cof-
fee from a jug into small paper cups. Amro 
offered some to the soldiers. They looked 
away. The officer spoke with Amro in He-
brew, telling him that if he didn’t leave, the 
army would close the entire area. Amro 
seemed pleased. “Let them close it,” he 
said. “I’ll come back tomorrow.”

A boy with long forelocks ran between 
the soldiers’ legs with a water gun, threat-
ening to spray them. A few metres away, 
Palestinian kids kicked a soccer ball. The 
Danish woman passed around a giant bag 
of sunflower seeds. Off-duty soldiers jogged 
by in running shorts, their rifles bobbing 
on their backs. Wilder drove past again, 
rolled down his window and asked Amro 
how many tickets he wanted to Iraq. Still 
more soldiers came. They took our pho-
tos. A little boy begged me to play soccer 

with him. The settlers’ children brought the 
soldiers a tray of brightly coloured frozen 
drinks. They didn’t turn them down. Young 
Ahmad Azzeh, who lived up the hill, swept 
the sunflower shells from the pavement. 
More than an hour had gone by. Amro still 
sat on the curb. “I’m waiting,” he told me. 
“I’m not leaving. A lot of things come to me 
like that.”

Finally, three-and-a-half hours after we 
arrived, an armoured police vehicle pulled 
up in front of us. The police inside it con-
ferred briefly with the army officer. When 
they drove off again, the officer was holding 
several fresh sheets of paper. He approached 
Amro, escorted by five of his men with their 
guns at the ready. He pushed the papers in 
Amro’s face. One sheet was printed in He-
brew. The other was a map of the area, with 
a circle drawn in magic marker around the 
staircase and the field just above it. “Closed 
military zone,” the officer announced. “You 
have 10 minutes.”

In fact, the order wouldn’t take effect 
for another hour and did not include the 
street on which we were standing, but no 
one felt like arguing. Amro grabbed his 
backpack. I grabbed mine. We dodged into 
a doorway and climbed onto the roof of 
the Sharabati house and from there to the 
top of the staircase, from where we could 
see the soldiers chasing everyone – at this 
point mainly women and children – into 
their homes. Everyone but the settlers, that 
is. Still, Amro was happy. It didn’t feel like 
one, but it was a victory of sorts. He had 
forced them to draft a fresh order, which 
was as good as an admission that none 
had existed before. And as soon as he fin-
ished work the next day, Amro promised, 
he would be back. 			               CT

Ben Ehrenreich’s The Way to the Spring, based 
on his reporting from the West Bank, will be 
published later this year. He is the author of 
two novels, Ether and The Suitors. This article 
originally appeared in the London Review of 
Books – www.lrb.co.uk
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A  life 
inexile

BODH GAYA, BIHAR, INDIA - A Tibetan 
woman with her two children during a 
candlelit vigil to mourn and honour Tibetans 
who have carried out self-immolation in 
protest at the Chinese occupation.
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Ten years in the making,  
an outstanding book 
by Italian photographer 
Albertina d’Urso captures 
the life and hopes of  
a people in exile  

F or more than 10 years Albertina 
d’Urso has been following in the 
footsteps of Tibetans forced to es-
cape from their homeland almost 

60 years ago. Many of the refugees crossed 
the Himalayan range by foot, to defend 
their cultural and religious identity, their 
traditions and their language from Chinese 
repression. 

In her latest book,  Out Of Tibet, d’Urso 
has documented their new lives through-
out the world, including several areas of In-
dia (Himachal Pradesh, Karnataka, Sikkim, 
Darjeeling, Ladakh, Bodhgaya), as well as 
in Nepal, Taiwan, New York, London, Paris, 
Zurich, Rome, Brussels, Amsterdam and 
Toronto. 

It is a moving exploration of their culture 
and traditions in the country where they 
now live. Portrayed in their homes, during 
their private moments and at celebrations 

KATHMANDU, NEPAL - An elderly nun 
prostrates herself at Boudhanath, one of 
the largest and holiest Buddhist stupa in 
the world.

in the picture
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in the picture

of Tibetan culture, d’Urso focuses on their 
emotions and their continued attachment 
to their homeland, bringing together, visu-
ally, the many Tibetans in exile who are 
displaced all around the world – a unique 
defacto state with no land. 

The Dalai Lama and Lobsang Sangay, the 
Prime Minister of the Central Tibetan Ad-
ministration, have contributed forewords to 
the book, and many Tibetan exiles contrib-
ute their own thoughts and experiences.

In his introduction, the Dalai Lama 
writes: “I believe the purpose of our coming 
into exile was not only to alert the world to 
what was going on in Tibet, appealing for 
help to stop it, but equally important to set 
about preserving our traditions as best we 
could.

ZURICH, SWITZERLAND - Tibetan performing artists in traditional 
costume, backstage in Bulach Stadthalle at an event to celebrate the 
75th birthday of the Dalai Lama.

DHARAMSLA, HIMACHAL PRADESH, INDIA - Tsering Phuntsok, a Tibetan monk who escaped from Tibet after the 2008 
uprising, rests at McLeod Ganj reception centre for exiled Tibetans, the first place of refuge for new arrivals from Tibet. 
Like most of the refugees who escaped from their homeland, 19 year old Phuntsok, crossed the hazardous terrain of the 
Himalayas, mainly at night and slept in caves. During the journey the extreme climatic conditions caused him to lose his 
eyesight and become blind.
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DHARAMSALA, HIMACHAL PRADESH, INDIA - A young Tibetan refugee child looks out from a window that reflects the 
Dhauladhar range of the northern Indian Himalayas.
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ROME, ITALY - 
Commemoration of the 53rd 
anniversary of the Tibetan 
National Uprising Day. 
Tibetan refugees and their 
supporters shout slogans  
of freedom 
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“We have achieved 
much that we can be 
proud of and much that 
we can look forward to, 
contributing positively to 
life in Tibet one day.’

Photographer, Italian 
born, Albertina d’Urso 
has worked on many 
social and humanitar-
ian reportages and has 
received several awards 
including Canon Young 
Photographer, Lens Cul-
ture International Expo-
sure Award, and has ex-
hibited internationally.

Her previous book Ti 
Moun Yo, Children of Hai-
ti, was voted documentary 
book of the year at the In-
ternational Photography 
Awards. 	     CT

LONDON, UK - Exiled Tibetans, Dolma (right) and her friend Pema (left) 
practise their English.

OUT OF TIBET
Albertina d’Urso 
Published by Dewi Lewis Publishing 
Price: $52 (Amazon)

l Albertina d’Urso’s work is also featured in ColdType in a 16-
page photo essay, East Timor Dances Alone. Download a pdf at 
www.coldtype.net/Assets.13/PDFs/0213.TimorHi-Res.pdf

www.coldtype.net/Assets.13/PDFs/0213.TimorHi-Res.pdf
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after the vote

It’s important to remember, it was never 
supposed to get his far.

The prime minister didn’t want it. The 
chancellor of the exchequer didn’t want 

it. The Queen didn’t want it. The opposition 
didn’t want it. The president of the United 
States didn’t want it. JP Morgan didn’t want 
it. Goldman-Sachs didn’t want it. Parlia-
ment didn’t want it.

None of the heads of state of Europe 
wanted it. None of the banks wanted it. 
None of the corporate oligarchs wanted it. 
None of the corporations wanted it. The In-
ternational Monetary Fund didn’t want it. 
NATO didn’t want it.

JK Rowling didn’t want it. David 
Beckham didn’t want it. Bob Geldof didn’t 
want it. Eddie Izzard didn’t want it. Lily 
Allen didn’t want it. George Soros didn’t 
want it.

And yet it happened. . . .
Experts with scary numbers were on 

the BBC. Smiling pro-European Union col-
umnists snidely mocked from almost eve-
ry paper. Trendy celebrities tweeted their 
complex political views in 140 characters 
or less. There were lots of hashtags, a lot 
of memes. Leavers were mocked and pat-
ronised. Marches ignored, speeches unre-
ported, politicians misquoted. Facts made 
up. An MP was martyred, and a movement 
blamed for her murder. There was a lot of 
name-calling, and more fear-mongering. 

That’s usually all it takes, to stop a move-
ment.

And yet it happened. . . .
The chaos that followed – that still per-

sists – is all the evidence you need to show 
just how shaken Britain’s political establish-
ment has become. The portraits are askew 
along the corridors of power. For once the 
term “political fallout” does not seem like 
a dramatic metaphor. No institutional plan 
still stands. There is only a wasteland, pock-
marked, cratered and scorched. The survi-
vors shamble about, unsure what to say or 
do. Deformed. Cancerous.

A gang of ravenous Tories tussle over the 
scorched bones of their leader. Sliming and 
biting their way to a seat of power they will 
probably hold for less than six months. It 
would be amusing to watch, if it wasn’t so 
nauseating.

A deep-rooted pocket of Blairites, a 
hold-out from a war long-since lost, have 
launched an assault on the only man left 
standing in the maelstrom, hoping to drag 
him down and take his place before he can 
implement the democratically ascertained 
will of the people.

It was never supposed to go this far. And 
now it must be stopped.
———————
Let us imagine, for a short while, that this 
isn’t Britain. That the vote, rather than be-
ing on EU membership, was instead about 

A gang of ravenous 
Tory cockroaches 
tussle over the 
scorched bones of 
their leader. Sliming 
and biting their way 
to a seat of power 
they will probably 
hold for less than 
six months

Has Brexit triggered  
a UK ‘Colour Revolution?’
Brexit was the result of a miscalculation by the British establishment, which 
is now trying to pin the blame on Jeremy Corbyn, writes Kit Knightly
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The people must 
be controlled. They 
are pressured and 
coerced by the 
media, scared by 
their leaders and 
gently instructed by 
the empire. But they 
don’t listen . . .

leaving the OAS or joining NATO. That 
Jeremy Corbyn is a Bolivarian socialist or 
David Cameron a post-Soviet oligarch. Let’s 
imagine that none of this happened in a 
Western democracy, but in a struggling ba-
nana republic, or a mewling new-born Bal-
kan state. Imagine this is not here, but over 
there. Not us, but them.

Let us pretend this is one of those coun-
tries where these things happen.
———————
The country’s fate was, ever so briefly, put 
in the hands of the people. They were be-
ing tasked with voting on an issue that 
could destroy trade agreements set to make 
many multinational companies billions of 
dollars, an issue that poses a direct threat 
to America’s financial and Imperial inter-
ests, an issue that is an existential threat to 
NATO itself.

You can’t leave that to chance.
The people must be controlled. They are 

pressured and coerced by the media, scared 
by their leaders and gently instructed by 
the empire.

But they don’t listen. They vote the 
wrong way, and in such numbers that the 
usual checks and balances, all the little 
tweaks in the process, and lost ballots and 
“accidents” STILL don’t swing the vote.

Now it’s all in pieces, all coherence gone. 
You have to move. You have to put his 
right.

The prime minister has resigned, and his 
replacement, Home Secretary Theresa May, 
has just been selected to fill his post 

The popular socialist opposition leader 
Jeremy Corbyn has come under constant at-
tack from ambitious neoliberals in his own 
party and the vast majority of the press, all 
funded and connected by a PR firm with 
strong connections to an ex-PM and war 
criminal. All evidence points to this being 
a coup.

All the while, lawyers and politicians are 
arguing over the legality of the referendum, 
the demographics of the vote, the nature of 
a parliamentary democracy. Thousands of 

people march through the capital, a sup-
posed grassroots movement, supplied with 
loudspeakers and stages and a big screen 
from . . . somewhere.

The Leavers are denounced as racists, 
xenophobes and nationalists; or patronised 
as idiots who “didn’t understand their own 
interests.” A hashtag appears, and starts 
trending, suggesting those who voted out 
have all changed their minds. A huge mul-
tinational law-firm comes forward, on be-
half of “clients who wish to remain anony-
mous,” to challenge the legality of any par-
liamentary action on the back of this refer-
endum. The president of the United States 
“calls for calm,” and his secretary of state 
declares that the vote can be “overturned’”

Columnists from all over the press, all 
owned by a handful of millionaires (all of 
whom wanted the opposite result), start 
questioning the nature of a referendum. 
Is a binary vote truly democratic? Is there 
a danger of a tyranny by the majority? 
Doesn’t parliament have a duty to protect 
a country from its own people? Should we 
bow to mob rule?
———————
We know this process, we’ve seen this hap-
pen. It has been Orange, Green and Rose. 
It has sprouted Jasmine, Lotus and Cedar. 
They are stage-managed revolutions, psy-
chological, emotional and media-driven 
movements that seek to undermine the 
democratic process of sovereign states via 
astroturf movements and “student” pro-
tests. A low-cost high-yield crop always re-
pays its subsidies, and where you always, 
always, reap what you sow.

I’m not suggesting that London will 
become Kiev, or that military police will 
march down Oxford Street to quell the re-
bellion. I highly doubt it will come to that, 
too many rich people own too many nice 
cars in this part of the world. Too many 
townhouses would find that street battles 
spoil their views.

Don’t shit where you eat, as the saying 
goes.
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after the vote

The tabloid hitmen 
are aligning their 
rifle-sights. The 
machine has clicked 
into motion, and 
its churning gears 
cannot stop until 
ABC (anyone but 
Corbyn) is leader of 
the Labour Party

But make no mistake, since the Brexit re-
sult was announced, British democracy has 
been under a sustained, all-out attack. The 
narrative has been set: That Brexit is already 
a catastrophe, is now beyond question. The 
discussion is not “What we do now?,” but 
rather who is to BLAME for Brexit? The an-
swer is apparently Jeremy Corbyn.
———————
For the as-yet-colourless British revolution 
to succeed, Corbyn must be removed. The 
shrieking media banshees are out in force. 
The tabloid hitmen are aligning their rifle-
sights. The machine has clicked into mo-
tion, and its churning gears can-
not stop until ABC (anyone but 
Corbyn) is leader of the Labour 
Party. Nothing makes this more 
apparent than the Parliamenta-
ry Labour Party, and their failed 
and desperate coup, where 172 
MPs demanded that Corbyn 
stand down in favour of To Be 
Determined.

Hilary Benn has gone into 
hiding, everyone has forgot-
ten what Liz Kendall looks like, 
Yvette Cooper is crying in the 
bathroom because Twitter was mean to 
her, Chuka Umunna is busy editing his 
Wikipedia page and nobody copied Andy 
Burnham into the memos . . . so he acci-
dentally chose the wrong side. Options are 
thin on the ground.

Polly Toynbee, writing in the Guard-
ian, puts forward Angela Eagle as leader 
(presumably she finds her charismatic, al-
though God knows why. She praises Eagle’s 
“rhino hide,” and derides Corbyn’s char-
acter by suggesting he is being controlled 
by a “consiglieri” [sic] who have “screwed 
his courage to the sticking point [sic].” Not 
once in her column, does Toynbee mention 
Eagle’s vote FOR the Iraq war, or that she 
was one of the 180-plus MPs who shame-
fully abstained from the welfare bill vote 
under Harriet Harmon’s brief, craven, lead-
ership.

Elsewhere, and on laughably flimsy 
evidence, Corbyn has been accused of 
antisemitism, attacking a reporter and hid-
ing from Tom Watson. He is a weak but de-
cent man, but at once also ambitious and 
conceited. He is all faults to all men.

Media commentator Will Hutton has 
added his voice to the chorus, his bilious 
out-pouring all but calling for Corbyn to be 
violently overthrown. One thing is sure – 
the Corbyn Phenomenon must never hap-
pen again. A new-New Labour is needed: 
“A well-led Labour Party with a crafted 
cluster of policies to secure a better capital-

ism. . . . Its constitution would 
put the election of its leader in 
the hands of the parliamentary 
party.”

In other words, the workers’ 
party must be reformed as a capi-
talist party, and it must remove 
the choice of leaders from the 
unreliable hands of its members.

Hutton concludes: “The La-
bour party must be reclaimed 
– for the sake of British values, 
for British democracy and for 
the very future of our country. 

Nothing less will do.”
He doesn’t say who the party is being 

reclaimed by, or from whom it is being re-
claimed. He simply, and in purely Orwellian 
language, demands that the minority over-
rules the majority for the sake of “democ-
racy.”

A last-second plan has been hastily as-
sembled from the broken pieces of the 
status quo. A three-step plan that involves 
a discredited referendum being ignored, 
and a newly castrated opposition being 
re-staffed with millennial Blairites. These 
steps are secondary of course: First, Corbyn 
must go. They don’t know which colour 
our revolution will be, as yet. But they will 
make damn sure it isn’t red.		   CT

Kit Knightly is co-editor of Off-Guardian, at 
www.offguardian.org

Labour leader 
Jeremy Corbyn. 

Art: Tony Jenkins
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Labour woes

The significant 
role the media 
have played in 
undermining 
Corbyn’s leadership, 
as well as their 
failure to explicitly 
acknowledge the 
establishment coup 
against him, can be 
traced back until at 
least April

In 1978, the Australian social scientist, Alex 
Carey, pointed out that the 20th-century 
has been characterised by three develop-
ments of great political importance: “the 

growth of democracy; the growth of cor-
porate power; and the growth of corporate 
propaganda as a means of protecting cor-
porate power against democracy.” The cor-
porations that now dominate much of the 
domestic  and global economies recognise 
the need to manipulate the public through 
media propaganda by manufacturing their 
consent  in order to defend their interests 
against the forces of democracy. This is 
largely achieved as a result of coordinated 
mass campaigns that combine sophisticat-
ed public relations techniques.

The result is the media underplay, or 
even ignore, the economic and ideological 
motivations that drive the social policy de-
cisions and strategies of governments.  Sha-
ron Beder outlines the reasoning behind the 
coordinated political, corporate and media 
attacks on democracy: “The purpose of this 
propaganda onslaught has been to persuade 
a majority of people that it is in their inter-
ests to eschew their own power as workers 
and citizens, and forego their democratic 
right to restrain and regulate business activ-
ity. As a result the political agenda is now 
largely confined to policies aimed at further-
ing business interests.”

This is the context in which the UK po-

litical and media establishment is attacking 
Jeremy Corbyn’s leadership and demeaning 
the membership that had the temerity to 
vote for him, securing the biggest electoral 
mandate of any Labour leader in British po-
litical history. It’s the possibility that Corbyn 
will break the iron-clad neoliberal consensus 
that scares the establishment the most.

The significant role the media have played 
in undermining Corbyn’s leadership, as well 
as their failure to explicitly acknowledge 
the establishment coup against him,  can 
be traced back until at least April. But the 
plot to oust Corbyn began the moment he 
became leader after a  hardcore group  that 
included  shadow chancellor Chris Leslie, 
shadow education secretary Tristram Hunt, 
shadow communities secretary Emma Rey-
nolds and shadow defence secretary Vernon 
Coaker refused to serve under him.  Others 
who refused to serve  included shadow trans-
port secretary Michael Dugher, shadow chief 
secretary to the Treasury Shabana Mahmood, 
shadow international development secre-
tary Mary Creagh and shadow Cabinet Office 
minister Lucy Powell.

The corporate media also played its part 
in what has been the most vitriolic and bi-
ased reportage ever witnessed against any 
British political figure in recent history. 
What press watchdog Media Lens accurate-
ly  described  as a “panic-driven hysterical 
hate-fest right across the corporate media 

The myth of an 
unelectable left
Daniel Margrain on democracy, the media and the strange  
contortions of Britain’s Parliamentary Labour Party 
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Labour woes

The focus of these 
attacks included 
such banalities as to 
what colour poppy 
Corbyn would wear, 
his refusal to sing 
the national anthem, 
whether he would 
wear a tie or do up 
his top button

spectrum” began during Corbyn’s campaign 
to become leader. As Media Lens’s co-editor 
David Edwards noted  at the time, “the full 
extent of media bias against Jeremy Corbyn 
can be gauged simply by comparing the tone 
and intensity of attacks on him as compared 
to those directed at the other three candi-
dates: Andy Burnham, Yvette Cooper and 
Liz Kendall.”

The intensity of the media attacks on 
Corbyn increased after the election, al-
though he secured the largest mandate ever 
won by a party leader.  The focus of these 
attacks included such banalities as to what 
colour poppy Corbyn would wear, his refus-
al to sing the national anthem, whether he 
would wear a tie or do up his top button. All 
of this was granted national news headlines 
and incessant coverage. Not to be outdone, 
in October last year, the BBC’s political edi-
tor Laura Kuenssberg featured in an almost 
comically biased, at times openly scornful, 
attack on Corbyn’s reasonable stance on nu-
clear weapons. The BBC then broadcast five 
senior Blairite Labour figures, all of whom 
opposed Corbyn, without any opportunity 
for an alternative viewpoint.

Kuenssberg followed up this hatchet-job 
three months later when she helped to or-
chestrate the resignation of Labour shadow 
foreign minister Stephen Doughty live on the 
BBC2 Daily Politics show as a prerequisite to 
accusing Corbyn’s team of running unpleas-
ant operations and lying. Then came the 
non-story about Corbyn’s state-funded salary 
and pension initially reported in an article in 
the Daily Telegraph on April 12.

Allied to all this, have been attempts by 
the Blairite Friends of Israel rump within the 
Parliamentary Labour Party (PLP) to topple 
Corbyn, using the spectre of antisemitism as 
a blunt weapon. 

Among the most comprehensive analyses 
of the McCarthyist witch-hunts undertaken 
so far have been made at the Electronic In-
tifada web site by Tony Greenstein (who has 
been at the forefront of moves to combat 
genuine cases of antisemitism on the fringes 

of the Palestine solidarity movement), and 
by the journalist Asa Winstanley.

In an excellent piece, also  published by 
the Electronic Intifada, on April 28, 2016, 
Winstanley outlined the links between right-
wing, anti-Corbyn Labour and the pro-Israel 
lobby  within the party. He meticulously 
shows how this lobby  manufactured an 
antisemitism crisis, pinpointing the indi-
viduals involved, the tactics and dirty tricks 
used, and the connections to powerful indi-
viduals whose ties lead to pro-Israel groups 
both in London and Israel.

The latest attack on Corbyn centred on 
another contrived antisemitism accusation, 
this time made by Jewish-Zionist Labour MP, 
Ruth Smeeth, who, according to Wikileaks, is 
a “strictly protected” US informant. Smeeth 
staged a highly publicised walk-out dur-
ing  Corbyn’s launch of a review  into the 
Labour party’s supposed antisemitism cri-
sis on June 30 which, as writer Jonathan 
Cook  pointed out, was in fact, “a crisis  en-
tirely confected by a toxic mix of the right, 
Israel supporters and the media.”

A few days earlier, another manufactured 
anti-Corbyn story made the headlines. This 
time it centred around a Corbyn heckler at 
London Gay Pride, who, as blogger Craig 
Murray observed was Tom Mauchline,  who 
works for the public relations firm, Portland 
Communications, whose strategic counsel is 
Alastair Campbell, Tony Blair’s former me-
dia chief who helped to sell the disgraced 
prime minister’s illegal invasion-occupation 
of Iraq.

In addition to all of this, Corbyn’s pro-
Remain position at the EU referendum has 
provided his critics with more manufactured 
ammunition to undermine him further. 
Chief among these critics is Angela Eagle, 
one of many Blairite plotters who resigned 
her post in order to challenge Corbyn for 
party leadership.

According to a recent YouGov poll, Eagle 
commands just six percent support from La-
bour members, while an overwhelming ma-
jority said they would vote for Corbyn were 
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Labour woes

The idea that you 
have to be right-
wing to win elections 
is belied by the fact 
that the SNP under 
Nicola Sturgeon 
won the people of 
Scotland over on a 
left-wing ticket

he were to stand again. 
 This grass-roots popularity for Corbyn 

must be seen against a backdrop in which 
the Labour Party gained 60,000 members in 
the week after the attempted coup against 
him. Membership of the party currently 
stands at almost 600,000 – much more than 
its peak of 405,000 members under Tony 
Blair’s leadership.

This would almost certainly translate into 
Corbyn receiving more general election votes 
than his Blairite predecessor Ed Milliband 
did at the last election. With the proportion 
of the Labour vote increasing under Corbyn, 
the two main parties are neck-and-neck  at 
32 per cent. This undercuts the recent claims 
of elder statesmen including David Blunkett 
and Neil Kinnock that Corbyn is an electoral 
liability for Labour.

This narrative is consistent with the no-
tion that the left is unelectable. Such a nar-
rative is a myth. As Craig Murray writes, the 
idea that you have to be right-wing to win 
elections is belied by the fact that the SNP 
under Nicola Sturgeon won the people of 
Scotland over on a left-wing ticket. He sen-
sibly points out that there is no point being 
elected just so you can carry out the same 
policies as your opponents. Murray also 
writes that the British public’s enthusiasm 
for Blair in 1997 was not based on the poli-
cies now known as Blairite. 

As Murray astutely points out: “The 1997 
Labour Manifesto was not right-wing. It did 
not mention academy schools, private fi-
nance initiatives, tuition fees, NHS priva-
tisation, financial sector deregulation, or 
any of the right wing policies Blair would 
usher in. Labour actually presented quite a 
left wing image, and figures like Robin Cook 
and Clare Short were prominent in the cam-
paign. There was certainly no mention of 
military invasions. It was only once Labour 
was in power that Blair shaped his cabinet 
and his policies on an ineluctably right wing 
course and Mandelson started to become 
dominant. As people discovered that New 
Labour were ‘intensely relaxed about people 

getting filthy rich,’ to quote Mandelson, their 
popular support plummeted. ‘The great 
communicator’ Blair was, for 90 percent of 
his prime ministership, no more popular 
than David Cameron is now. 79 percent of 
the electorate did not vote for him by his 
third election.”

Murray continues: “Michael Foot consist-
ently led Margaret Thatcher in opinion polls 
– by a wide margin – until the Falklands War. 
He was defeated in a victory election by the 
most appalling and intensive wave of popu-
lar war jingoism and militarism, the nostal-
gia of a fast declining power for its imperial 
past, an emotional outburst of popular relief 
that Britain could still notch up a military 
victory over foreigners in its colonies. It was 
the most unedifying political climate imagi-
nable. The tabloid demonisation of Foot as 
the antithesis of the military and imperial 
theme was the first real exhibition of the 
power of Rupert Murdoch. Few serious com-
mentators at the time doubted that Thatcher 
might have been defeated were it not for 
the Falklands War – which in part explains 
her lack of interest in a peaceful solution. 
Michael Foot’s position in the demonology 
ignores these facts. The facts about Blair and 
about Foot are very different from the media 
mythology.

“The reality, as one commentator put it, is 
that in corporate media and political estab-
lishment parlance, ‘unelectable’ is media-
political code for ‘likely to be highly electable 
but ‘will not serve elite interests.’”

This description applies to Corbyn. The 
unelectable left meme is likely to intensify 
the longer Corbyn manages to hang on. In 
these unsettling and unpredictable times, 
it’s the one propaganda weapon the estab-
lishment is certain to cling to as their means 
of attempting to prevent democracy from 
breaking their grip on power.		   CT

Daniel Margrain, who lives in London, has a 
master’s degree in globalisation, culture and 
the city. More of his political articles may be 
found at his blog at www.danielmargrain.com 



48  ColdType  |  Mid-July 2016  |  www.coldtype.net

On THE road

Grace exits the low 
white picket fence 
gate, stoops to latch 
it closed, and I am 
out of the cab like a 
millionaire’s flunky 
chauffeur

A t exactly 3:45 each Friday afternoon 
I pick up Grace Ivey. I do my dam-
ndest to be on time, because Grace 
is an old-fashioned stickler. She’s a 

bookkeeper, and my task is t0 I drive her to a 
department store in the big mall off the free-
way, where she does the books. After finish-
ing that , she treks to the supermarket where 
I pick her up at six. 

Grace – my only regular customer is a 
long-time divorcee in her mid-50s. She wears 
old-fashioned clunky platform 
heels, thick flesh-coloured hose,  
dark, ankle-length, dresses and 
ruffled white blouses, buttoned 
at the throat. Her wavy hair 
is short and greying, and she 
has rimless glasses. Her face, 
though wintry, has fine blunt 
features, and her grey eyes sparkle when her 
commentary – or mine – becomes barbed. 
She reminds me of a Polly Puritan I was in 
love with in high school, a predicament that 
provoked self-loathing in me at the time.

I make it on time – exactly 3:45 – and feel 
good about pleasing Grace, who is always 
understanding when I’m late and blame my 
tardiness on the dispatcher or traffic. I never 
have to honk the car horn, because Grace al-
ways emerges the moment I pull up, turning to 
lock the oak door, then walks along the green 
synthetic mat that runs along the veranda and 
front yard of her 1920s white wood-frame 

home. There are flower boxes beneath dark 
blue shuttered windows, and a trusty rocking 
chair on the veranda. Thick curtains behind 
the big front window obscure any glimpse of 
the interior. The grassless yard is of evenly-
graded pebbles and cacti and succulents. Noth-
ing is out of place. Nothing ever changes.

Grace exits the low white picket fence 
gate, stoops to latch it closed, and I am out of 
the cab like a millionaire’s flunky chauffeur 
to open the rear door of my cab. She niftily 

tucks up her skirt before sitting 
down, while I gently close the 
door and scurry to get behind 
the wheel.

“Well, how are you doing this 
afternoon, Dell?” Grace asks.

“Hectic as always on Fridays, 
Grace, but I’m bearing up. How’s 

it going with you?”
“Oh, about the same. I’m keeping busy.”
“I’m glad. The Lord wants no idle hands in 

his kingdom.”
She chuckles, appreciation of my ironic wit 

showing in her voice, and places her hands 
primly on her knees. Grace and I usually have 
pretty much the same conversation, unless I 
indulge her with a humorous, passably risqué 
cab story. Grace has long since told me about 
her ex-husband – a high school sweetheart 
who, by turns, tended bar, drove a cab, paint-
ed houses, dug post-holes, rooted out sewers, 
pounded nails, baked donuts, and flirted with 

Fast times with  
Grace Ivey
Eggs are a big problem for Dell Franklin’s only regular customer

cabbie’s 
corner
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On THE road

“I’m up to here with 
his complaints about 
his stepfather . . .  
The retiree from the 
electric company 
who listens to Rush 
Limbaugh and those 
right-wing nuts all 
day and won’t mow 
the lawn . . . poor 
Harley has to do all 
the household chores 
after he gets home”

various other vocations, almost always quit-
ting or getting axed, always late with alimony 
and child support, until there was neither, so 
that Grace raised her son alone. The husband, 
a drifter/drunk, still lives in the area; the son, 
married with his own family, is an insurance 
adjuster in Seattle.

“I’m still looking for a bartender gig, 
Grace,” I say, taking the usual route through 
sluggish Friday afternoon traffic.

“Well, I certainly do not see why you’re 
not hired. You’re punctual, efficient and po-
lite. You certainly have the personality and 
experience. I would hire you if I owned a bar. 
Ha ha. Of course, I don’t go into bars.”

“I’ve been trying for a year now, Grace. I 
worked clubs for 17 years down south, have ex-
cellent references, but they don’t want south-
erners. They want local pretty boys half my age, 
or young women with big breasts, not guys like 
me, with funny stories and an attitude.”

“Well, as much as I’d like to see you get the 
job you covet and deserve, I would miss not 
having you as my cab driver on Fridays.”

“Yeh, but you survived before I came 
along, didn’t you?”

“Sam Sanchez took me for years. He was 
courteous and punctual, and his cab was im-
maculate, but he retired, and, of course, he 
recommended you, and for that I am thank-
ful. I do miss Sam.”

As I negotiate the mile-and-a-half ride, I 
say: “Well, there’s always Jeff. He’s not a bad 
guy.”

“The man never says a word. Never opens 
the door for me. He’s some kind of . . . screen-
writer? Where does he get his material if he 
doesn’t talk to people?”

“He doesn’t talk to any of us, either – very 
secretive.”

“Well, I don’t see how he ever sells a 
screenplay,” Grace huffs.

“In any case, if I do manage to land a bar 
gig, there’s always Jay.” I glimpse the rearview 
to observe her reaction.

“Oh my God,” she grouses sourly. “The 
man is so . . . full of it! Honestly, I wish HE 
would be quiet and secretive, like Jeff, instead 

of yapping. And he claims to be some kind of 
. . . comedian?”

“I heard he’s booked at the local comedy 
club from time to time as a fill-in.”

“Well, they must be pretty hard-up for 
laughs around here,” Grace chirps.

“Well, there’s always Harley Hunter.” I 
keep my eye on her and traffic. “He’s an ex-
cellent cab pilot.”

“Cab pilot? Huh! Please Dell, do not get 
me started on Harley. I know his mother. The 
man is 45 and still lives at home! I already 
know his life story and his political beliefs, 
and I’m up to here with his complaints about 
his stepfather . . .”

“The retiree from the electric company 
who listens to Rush Limbaugh and those 
right-wing nuts all day and won’t mow the 
lawn . . . poor Harley has to do all the house-
hold chores after he gets home from hack-
ing.”  

“Why doesn’t Harley just move out?”
“You’ll have to ask him that question, 

Grace.”
“Harumph! You ask him a question and 

he’ll never shut up . . . he talks more than that 
damn Jay.”

“Well, there’s always true-blue Will.”
“Now that man, you know, he was the 

most evil drunk in San Luis Obispo before he 
became saved and quit drinking. There’s not 
a person in town who didn’t hate him, includ-
ing his ex-wife, whom he beat. And now, oh 
my God, he’s so self-righteous; and he knows 
I know him, and we do not talk. I just will not 
get in the same cab with the man, Dell.”

“Well, as a last resort, Ray, the golf pro, is 
harmless and cordial.”

“Yes, but he refuses to pick me up, and 
why I do not know.”

“Sam Sanchez says he only wants the big 
rides. Sam says he’s the cheapest person he’s 
ever known, and Sam’s 70. Ray’s on the satel-
lite golf tour. He’s so cheap he brings his own 
vegetarian lunches, and he doesn’t want to 
be friendly with fellow cabbies because he’s 
afraid he might have to buy you a coffee if 
you buy him one. He drives to golf tourna-
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On THE road

Appalled when I told 
her I felt I had money 
coming, Grace offered 
to do my taxes

ments on weekends in his tiny pick-up and 
sleeps in it.”

Grace nods knowingly as we pull into the 
Mall. “I knew there was something wrong 
with that man the moment I sat in his cab the 
first time. I can’t stand a cheap man. I will say 
one thing about my ex-husband – deadbeat 
that he is: When he had it he spent it.”

I pull up to the glass doors of the chain 
store, jump out and open the door for Grace, 
who totes her over-size handbag stuffed with 
ledgers and stuff. She always has exact change 
– a five, a single, and a quarter dug out of her 
change purse for a $5.50 ride. I hear she tips 
the other cabbies no more than 50 cents 
and sometimes less. I get the extra 25 cents, 
of course, because I’m special, and possibly 
for entertainment value. Yes, I think, I may 
be no good for women, at least I’m amusing.                                                               
———————
I’m supposed to get off at six, but since Grace 
considers sitting in the cabs of fellow driv-
ers akin to swallowing lye, I hang around to 
oblige her, even though I’d rather get the hell 
out of town and drink with the happy hour 
crew in the Cayucos Tavern, where Fridays are 
festive and the mating ritual is in full bloom.

About six months or so ago, I told Grace 
quite casually that I had not turned in my 
income tax in seven years. Appalled when I 
told her I felt I had money coming, she of-
fered to do my taxes. I brought her a sheaf of 
pay vouchers and tax forms, and the follow-
ing week when I picked her up she handed 
me a neatly-compiled form to send to the 
IRS, informing me I had almost $,500 com-
ing. I was thrilled! When my money finally 
came, Grace wanted no pay for her services, 
but when I insisted, she told me to give her 
“what I could afford.” So I gave her a crack-
ling fresh $100  bill, and she was thrilled!
———————
While the early swing-shift drivers tool 
around with fares, I take it easy and drive to 
the supermarket for Grace, hoping she is not 
waylaid by a long, slow line. She is usually 
waiting beside her shopping cart out front 
when I pull up. I get there at 5:50, knowing 

that if I can hustle her home early, get to the 
compound and log in and rush home, I can 
salvage at least a half-hour of happy hour.

I sit and wait. At six, I get out and peek in-
side the supermarket. It is packed, but I spot 
Grace and her cart at the end of a long line. 
Finally, at 6:15, she emerges. I get out of the 
cab, open the trunk, wedging the cart against 
the bumper of the car while Grace hovers.

“Be careful with the eggs, Dell,” she says, 
looking concerned.

I have picked her up on this identical trip 
almost every Friday for at least a year, and not 
once has she failed to warn me to be careful 
with her eggs. I understand that Grace doesn’t 
think I’m so stupid that I can’t remember pre-
vious warnings, but that it is her nature to be 
extra cautious, and that she is obsessed with 
“making sure.”

On the drive to her home, in heavy traf-
fic, I am tense and in a hurry – frustrated by 
pokey drivers and long lines of cars bottled 
up behind street lights, but I refrain from my 
usual cursing, honking and savage name-call-
ing, out of respect for Grace, who, I know, also 
wants to get home as quickly as possible. 

When I pull up in front of her house, I 
jump out, first to open her door, and then to 
open the trunk and quickly carry out her few 
bags and place them on the seat of the rock-
ing chair.

“Now be careful with those eggs,” Grace 
warns, fretting.

“Your eggs are in safe hands,” I say. “The 
other night I woke up in a cold sweat, Grace, 
around three in the morning. I had this recur-
ring nightmare – somehow, again, I dropped 
all your eggs and every one cracked, and 
there was yolk everywhere, on the ground, 
on your shoes, on my shoes, on your dress, 
on my pants . . .”

Grace roars with surprisingly bawdy saloon 
gal laughter. Her wintry face spreads into a 
web of smile lines and her eyes twinkle. 

“God,” she murmurs as she pays me the 
usual $6.25. “It’s frightening. You remind me 
so much of my ex husband, Virgil. But I know 
you’re not really like him at all.”	  	  CT

Dell Franklin is a 
journalist and founder 
of the Rogue Voice 
literary magazine.  
He blogs at  
www.dellfranklin.com
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poet’s corner

Conspiracies abound, and I like mine juicy, 
With grammar atrocious and middling spoofy, 
Here a fact turned and there a vid squibbed, 
Making you wonder if you’re not getting ribbed, 
With “blatant,” “obvious,” “clear,” “unimpeachable”: 
Sales reps of truth, that phantom unreachable. 
 
I wonder why now they bloom so full rife, 
In an age when the networks toot so-loud fife, 
Covering the sex jollies of every famed clown, 
Scrying odd cancers lest our health is cut down, 
Speculative waxing on the Donald’s blond hair, 
And wondering wisely on the CO2 scare. 
 
Perhaps the reason’s they fall silent en masse, 
Whenever great tragedy does come to pass, 
When madmen shoot kids or towers get whacked, 
They feel a duty to be sure it gets flacked 
As authorities present it and not how it looks, 
And not grill the parents or check their checkbooks. 
 
Take Sandy Hook and the media unbound, 
Did nobody notice no children around? 
A storm of kids should squall through the news: 
The runny-nosed squeal of 400 buckaroos. 
Yet the whole thing came off with the greatest aplomb, 
A statement from cops, at most a sad mom. 

Or take the Pulse killings, and the uniform show, 
Of the same three victims lacking any blood flow, 
All carried back in the direction of crime, 
And yet no news editor even had time 
To see in the distance the huge P of the place, 
For the only thing sought was the classic vid ace. 

The worst one, of course, is old 9-11, 
Which surely wins out as conspiracy heaven, 
For rare is the aspect that stands a hard look, 
From towers’ collapse to M. Atta’s flight book, 
Not a syllable of which have reporters e’er deigned, 
To review or research or say needs be changed. 

So into the breach have the vigilant leapt, 
Not all fair, not all smart, and many inept, 
And plagued good ol’ YouTube with video galore, 
Charging the government with treason and more, 
And saying the media must be in cahoots, 
Glad to spin tales and take in big loots. 

The Info Age is thus quickly becoming, 
Victim of vile informational slumming. 
What’s true and what’s not on the state of affairs, 
Depends on hobbyists who work from armchairs. 
And much to blame are reporters fair-faced, 
Filing big scoops with bold cut-and-paste.
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