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To Whitney and Irene and Joe.






FOREWORD

At the height of the Vietnam War, in the late summer of 1969, I met young American draft resisters who were on their way to prison. Their example put the question in my mind: “What could I do to help end this war if I’m ready to go to prison for it?” If they could do this, I thought, I could do it. That kind of courage was contagious.

At the time, I was working at the Rand Corporation—a nonprofit research institution on contract mainly from the Defense Department—on Defense Secretary Robert McNamara’s study of US decision-making in Vietnam. It consisted of 7,000 pages of Top Secret documents, which have come to be known as the Pentagon Papers. These documents demonstrated deceptive and unconstitutional behavior by a succession of presidents, and thus the violation—along with many of their subordinates—of their oath of office to support and defend the Constitution of the United States.

Over the years, I had participated in a terrible, indecent fraud in Vietnam that had lied us into continuing and escalating a hopeless and wrongful war—something that was reproduced when the United States invaded Iraq in March 2003 and could happen again in Iran if we do not stop it now. I thought, in the fall of 1969, that by exposing the secret history of Vietnam, it might help to get us out of that terrible war.

After secretly copying the Pentagon Papers I gave them to Senator William Fulbright, chairman of the Senate Foreign Relations Committee. Although Fulbright promised to hold hearings on the documents he eventually backed off when he failed four times to obtain the classified study officially from Secretary of Defense Melvin Laird.

I then approached several other senators who, like Fulbright, were admirable and credible in their antiwar efforts, including George McGovern and Charles Mathias. Like Fulbright, their initial response  was enthusiasm for putting out the Papers in hearings or on the floor, followed by cold feet. Although each told me explicitly that under the Constitution they would not face legal risks for revealing the Papers in Congress nor could they even be questioned as to their source, they were too aware of the political risks with the administration, the public and their colleagues for revealing classified information.

In effect, they each finally said: “You can take the risk (a near-certainty of prison, in my case) if you want, but I’ve got an important position here, and the odds just aren’t worth it for me.” Eventually I gave the documents to the New York Times in March 1971. But I still believed that hearings were a better vehicle than a newspaper because Congress could subpoena witnesses and take sworn testimony.

It wasn’t until I read in the newspaper one day about a senator from Alaska, Mike Gravel, whom I really didn’t know much about at the time, that I thought of approaching him. He was in the middle of a filibuster against the draft. I had raised the possibility of a filibuster with the senators I contacted as a litmus test to see whether they were the kind of persons who might go one step beyond and expose the true story behind Vietnam. In every case, I received answers that a single-person filibuster would only look foolish. As one senator put it, “Dan, in my business, you can’t afford to look ridiculous. You cannot afford to be laughed at.”

So here was Gravel, a senator who was not afraid to look foolish, not afraid to step out from the crowd and irritate his party leaders on a transcendent issue like the draft in the middle of the Vietnam War. So I thought: “OK, maybe this is the guy.”

From a pay phone, I called up Gravel’s office in the Senate. I said to the person who answered: “Is your boss intending to keep up this filibuster? Is he going to stay with it?” The individual on the other end of the line responded: “Oh, absolutely.” I said, “Well, I’ve got some material that could keep him reading till the end of the year, if he’s interested in it.”

Mike Gravel lived up to my initial impression of him as perhaps the only member of the Senate who took his oath to the Constitution  more seriously than his political standing in the club. He also had the guts to infuriate an administration by exposing its guilty secrets.

Today we’re repeating the mistakes and crimes of Vietnam. I’m sure documents on the Iraq War similar to the Pentagon Papers exist in safes in the Pentagon, the CIA, the State Department, and elsewhere in Washington. I am also sure many holders of these documents recognized the meaning of these wrongly held secrets before the invasion of Iraq and still do today.

We know from many leaks and memoirs that there were people in the White House, the CIA, and the Pentagon who realized we were being lied into a hopeless and costly war that would actually lower our security. Many saw it as early as 2001. But so far not one has had the courage to risk everything—their clearance, their status and their career—like that one senator from Alaska.

Disheartened by the failure of the Democrats to hold hearings into the administration’s misdeeds regarding Iraq, torture, and wireless wiretapping, I asked my friend, “Mike, in your experience would you say these Democrats are extraordinarily cowardly?”

“No,” he said. “Ordinarily cowardly.” It was just the same, he said, forty years ago.

 

Over the last several years I have repeatedly tried to convey to high-ranking officials that they could prevent illicit wars by exposing the truth with crucial documents. No one has yet come forward.

The risks are great. Those who spoke out would lose their careers with the executive branch, very likely subjecting themselves to loss of income, prosecution, possibly even prison. But by taking a major personal risk—like the 5,000 young men who went to prison as draft resisters in Vietnam—they would have a good chance of averting a catastrophe that could kill hundreds of thousands of people and endanger our country’s security.

My message to such officials is this:

“Don’t do what I did. Don’t wait until the war has started. Don’t  wait until the bombs have fallen: in Iran, as earlier in Vietnam or Iraq. Don’t wait until thousands more have died, and the engine of war is unstoppable. Before the war or the next escalation, consider accepting the personal risk of exposing lies and revealing the truth to the public through the press and the Congress, with documents.

“Follow the lead of Mike Gravel in fulfilling your oath of office—precisely the same for members of Congress, military officers, and officials in the executive branch—which in America is not an oath of loyalty to the president or commander-in-chief, nor to the secrecy system, nor to a political party, but solely a solemn oath to defend and uphold the Constitution of the United States against all enemies foreign and domestic: such as the domestic enemies of our Constitution who hold the highest offices today.”

 

Daniel Ellsberg 
April 2008






PREFACE

This book tells two tales: the story of a man, and the story of the military establishment.

The separate histories of my life and American militarism collided in 1968, when I arrived in the Senate at the age of thirty-eight. My fight against militarism turned into a personal battle with Scoop Jackson, the senator who personified the military-industrial power even more than I personified its opposition.

During the CIA and coup-driven 1950s, I had cooperated with the military establishment as an Army intelligence officer. Then I politically awoke. By the time I arrived in Congress, I was ready to battle the too-powerful executive branch over nuclear testing and the Vietnam War. I then took part in the national self-examination following the Vietnam disaster in the ’70s but was swept out of office when Reagan and resurgent militarism were swept in. I sank into a long political and personal despair, only to start climbing out of it in the ’90s, seeking ways to reform the political system. After nearly thirty years in the wilderness, I picked up the battle again in the 2008 Democratic presidential debates. Most of my Democratic opponents supported militarism almost as much as the Republicans. Sixty years after World War II, the military industries and the Pentagon had secured dominance over Congress, the White House, and the news media. This has never been more apparent than in the invasion of Iraq and the so-called War on Terror.

The antagonist of this story is more interesting and deserving of study than the protagonist—hence the lengthy and detailed history of the American military industry in the middle of this book. Her-man Melville, too, gave a lengthy and detailed description of his antagonist in Moby Dick. He also told two stories: Ahab’s and the whale’s. Our whale is a militarist monster that expands territory, the arms industry, and the power of the presidency. As in Melville’s work,  the beast is described in great detail to prepare the reader for the final clash. What follows is the story of personal defeat, realization that representative government isn’t the answer, and hope that the people will one day prevail.

 

Mike Gravel 
Arlington, VA, April 2008
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FALSE THREATS

Hillary Clinton was wound up so tight I thought she’d implode. We were standing in partial light backstage at the University of South Carolina in Orangeburg in April 2007, about to go on for the first Democratic presidential debate. Uptight young men and women, barking orders into their headsets, buzzed around, trying to look important. We, who were about to be the center of attention, were doing our damnedest to relax.1 “Are you having fun?” she asked me.

I was taken slightly aback. I wasn’t there for fun. I muttered something inconsequential to Hillary and moved on. I was edgy. I had tried napping and then meditating with the lights shut off, lying flat on my back in the green room, but my aide’s cell phone kept going off. I stepped out into the blinding stage lights not knowing what to expect. I had a lot to say. I knew how I wanted to say it. But the questions are a crapshoot. And I was rusty, very rusty.

As the debate began, Brian Williams of NBC News asked Hillary whether she thought the war in Iraq was lost. “This is not America’s war to win or lose,” she replied. “We have given the Iraqi people the chance to have freedom, to have their own country. It is up to them to decide whether or not they’re going to take that chance. And it is past time for them to demonstrate that they are willing to make the sacrifice, the compromise that is necessary to put together a unified government and provide security and stability without our young men and women in the middle of their sectarian civil war.”2 It takes a lot of gall to blame the Iraqi people for anything in this war. They hated Saddam Hussein, but they never asked for American intervention. The country has been torn apart because of our invasion and occupation. Maybe a million people would still be alive today, had the Bush administration listened to the intelligence, to the Arabists in the State Department, and to the billions of people and their governments around the world about what the consequences of this invasion would  be. Hillary said she would have voted against the war in the Senate if she knew then what she knows now. But you did not need to be a Middle East expert to know then that Saddam held the country together in a brutal police state. Once he was removed, old tribal and religious scores would be settled in a long-running bloodbath. Even if the threat of Saddam’s weapons of mass destruction had been real—and I never believed it—after September 11, 2001, Saddam and the US suddenly had a common enemy: Islamic extremism. Instead of negotiating a deal to fight that mutual threat, perhaps using the leverage of lifting sanctions, Bush removed Saddam and let extremism flourish in a land where it hadn’t been tolerated. Saddam had been America’s ally against Iran. It would not have been the first time the US made a deal with the devil. We all wanted to see a democratic and prosperous Iraq at peace with its neighbors. But the Bush administration foolishly thought invasion and occupation would bring it about.

All this Hillary Clinton either didn’t understand, or more likely, chose not to act on when she voted for Bush’s war on October 11, 2002. Like the other senators and representatives who rubber-stamped his phony reasons for war, she was working from a cold, political equation. Hillary was probably already eyeing the White House. There was a midterm election coming up in three weeks. She and most Democrats in both Houses calculated that looking patriotic, even if it meant giving credibility to a phony threat, was better than being right. The Iraq War was just one more example of a pattern set in US foreign policy at the outset of the Cold War: an intentionally exaggerated threat followed by a disastrous response for the basest of motives.

When Hillary was done, Joe Biden chimed in. I served seven years with Joe in the Senate. I like him, but I think he’s dead wrong on many things, especially on how to solve Iraq. “Look, Brian, this is not a game show,” he said. “You know, this is not a football game.”3 I wasn’t quite sure if he meant Iraq or the debate—or both. The debate did have the feel of a TV show, not an important public policy event that happened to be televised.

I was at the other end of the celebrity spectrum. If a week is a long time in politics, how long is twenty-six years? The media was not as pervasive or influential over people’s minds in the 1970s as it is today, but it was still powerful. It already made and broke names. It made and broke mine. How many everyday names from just a few years ago are forgotten the moment they aren’t constantly recited? The cult of celebrity was exposed on September 12, 2001, in all its hollowness when we all became just vulnerable Americans—in it together. Triviality was laid bare. Distinctions of class, money, or fame didn’t matter. That lasted a few days. Then Hollywood and New York agents got their clients together into a darkened TV studio with a bunch of church candles burning and had them sing patriotic songs. Their candlelit faces were in the public again, just as they were fading from view.

I was known in the 1970s because of out-of-the-ordinary things I did in the Senate. I admit that after getting attention for taking unusual moves to stand up to militarism and an all-powerful White House, I had a weakness for hanging around Hollywood. Movie stars were raising money for me to fight Richard Nixon in the Supreme Court. Today my name is one of those that litters recent history: once on many lips and now forgotten.

There was nothing in my early background that indicated I would take the extraordinary measures I took. I grew up the son of an immigrant during the Depression and was as patriotic as the next boy. I joined the Army when I was twenty-one. I became an officer and a spy in Europe to protect the American way of life as the Cold War was heating up. But my experiences in Europe and my studies at school slowly changed me. I started questioning my country’s motives. By the time I graduated Columbia University I was ready to change something. But I would need the people to elect me. So I drove my brother’s station wagon from Springfield, Massachusetts, to Anchorage, Alaska, and spent four years in the State House before Alaskans sent me to Washington as a senator. There was a very unpopular war going on when I arrived. Few members of Congress were willing to do anything about it: just like thirty-five years later in  Iraq. But ordinary Americans in the street protesting the killing inspired me to stand up alone in Congress. I confronted the leviathan of militarists and arms makers who, since the end of World War II, had changed our country, maybe forever. The press and my Senate colleagues vilified me. I’ve never regretted it.

Militarism’s defeat in Vietnam led to a rare but brief period of national self-examination. We asked ourselves, what kind of a nation have we become? How could we have been so blindly led into the outrage of Vietnam? Are we using our tremendous power and wealth for progress at home and abroad, or simply to multiply that wealth and power for its own sake? These were no idle questions. They were asked by a press corps that was partly humbled and partly triumphant, in church pulpits and in Congressional committees that, unbelievably from today’s perspective, looked into CIA assassinations, even an assassination of a president. Will defeat in Iraq lead to a similar period?

I was fortunate to be in Congress during that extraordinary seven-year window of public self-analysis. It was abruptly shut when the militarists were restored to full power with Ronald Reagan’s 1980 victory. The voters kicked me out in that counter-revolt. I was banished to a political and personal wilderness that I am only now climbing out of. The victors in that reactionary triumph started with small probes: a landing on Grenada here, an invasion of Panama there, working themselves up to a limited ground campaign in Iraq in 1991. By 2003—just twenty-three years later—the resurgent militarists, with support from their courtiers in Congress and the press, felt bold enough to try for a Vietnam-sized invasion. The old monster that I had tried to slay was back, more ferocious than ever. I could no longer stay on the sidelines. I was at my podium waiting for Brian Williams to ask me a damned question.

Barack Obama was telling Williams how proud he was to have opposed the war when he was in the Illinois state senate. John Edwards then apologized for voting for the war resolution in the US Senate (not mentioning he co-sponsored it) and called for the conflict  to end. So here were the top three candidates all saying the war should be over. Two of them were sitting senators. And what were they doing about it? On the morning of the debate, Congress had passed a bill that would fund the troops for a limited number of days until withdrawal would begin.

Williams turned to me at last. I was ready. He introduced me as a two-term senator who tried to cut off funding for the Vietnam War. So he asked me what advice I had about Iraq for the elected officials on stage. “Well, first off, understand that this war was lost the day that George Bush invaded Iraq on a fraudulent basis. Understand that,” I said. “Now with respect to what’s going on in the Congress, I’m really embarrassed. So we passed—and the media’s in a frenzy right today with what has been passed. What has been passed? George Bush communicated over a year ago that he would not get out of Iraq until he left office. Do we not believe him?”4

Of course Bush vetoed the bill passed that day, as he had vowed to, and the war dragged on. It was true I had tried to stop the Vietnam War by cutting off funding. But I later understood that to be unconstitutional: Congress can declare war, but it can’t micromanage the conflict. That is the job of the chief executive. That’s why the vote to give this fraudulent president war powers was so damaging. If Congress can start wars, isn’t it implicit in the Constitution that it can stop them too? I told Williams the way for Congress to do that was simply to pass a law against it. The war was already criminal in a colloquial sense, in that there was no formal declaration in Congress or a resolution at the UN Security Council, it was based on the kind of phony evidence that had built the Cold War. I meant really criminalizing it by passing a statute making it a felony to stay in Iraq.

I had the text of the law written for me. It was filibuster-proof, too. The Democrats had the votes to pass it in the House. In the Senate the Republicans would try to filibuster it, but all Harry Reid, the majority leader, had to do was call up a vote every day at noon to close debate. Once the media caught on, the nation would see clearly every day who was keeping the war going and who wasn’t. “And that’s just the beginning  of the tactic, if they’re tough enough to do it,” I said. After a Bush veto, you repeat the public shaming to override it. Then Bush and Cheney would have 120 days to withdraw or face five years in jail.

Williams then tried to trip me up by reminding me I had told George Stephanopoulos of ABC News at a forum a couple of months earlier in Nevada that it didn’t matter if I were elected president or not. “You’re right. I made that statement,” I told Williams. “But that was before I had a chance to stand with [the other candidates] a couple or three times. It’s like going into the Senate. You know, the first time you get there, you’re all excited, and say, ‘My God, how did I ever get here?’ Then, about six months later, you say, ‘How the hell did the rest of them get here?’”

While the audience was still laughing I switched to a deadly serious subject, which I was afraid wouldn’t be raised. “And I got to tell you,” I said, “after standing up with them, some of these people frighten me—they frighten me. When you have mainline candidates that turn around and say that there’s nothing off the table with respect to Iran, that’s code for using nukes, nuclear devices. It’s immoral, and it’s been immoral for the last fifty years as part of American foreign policy.”

“Senator Gravel, that’s a weighty charge,” Williams said. “Who on this stage exactly tonight worries you so much?”

“Well, I would say the top tier ones,” I responded. I could hear the giggles welling up from the audience. They thought I was joking. “The top tier ones. They’ve made statements.” Then I caught Biden out of the corner of my eye raising his hand. “Oh, Joe, I’ll include you, too,” I said. “You have a certain arrogance. You want to—you want to tell the Iraqis how to run their country. I got to tell you, we should just plain get out—just plain get out. It’s their country. They’re asking us to leave. And we insist on staying there. And why not get out? . . . Oh, you hear the statement, ‘Well, my God, these soldiers will have died in vain.’ [All who died in] Vietnam died in vain. And they’re dying in vain [in Iraq] right this very second. And do you know what’s worse than a soldier dying in vain? It’s more soldiers dying in vain. That’s what’s worse.”

I was misunderstood on that last comment. I value all human life, innocent Iraqi civilians equally with American soldiers. All these deaths in Iraq have served no wider cause than the narrow interests of the American elite. Most wars serve few interests, yet we pretend it’s for democracy. Dying unwittingly for the elite is dying in vain, without any democratic purpose. They died, and the American taxpayer paid for their deaths, because Americans have been lured into fearing phantom threats. From the Soviets to the Viet Minh to Saddam Hussein, a lot of men have gotten rich from false fears, and a lot more men and women have died. Even serious threats, like terrorism, are purposely exaggerated along with the response to it. Williams later asked: “What three nations, other than Iraq, represent, to you, the biggest threat to the United States?” Biden said North Korea, Iran, and Russia. Williams then asked me. “We have no important enemies,” I said. I could feel the air go out of the auditorium. “What we need to do is to begin to deal with the rest of the world as equals. And we don’t do that. We spend more as a nation on defense than all the rest of the world put together. Who are we afraid of? Who are you afraid of, Brian? I’m not [afraid of any foreign power]. And Iraq has never been a threat to us. We invaded them. I mean, it is unbelievable. The military-industrial complex not only controls our government, lock, stock, and barrel,” I said, throwing my arm towards my competitors on stage, “but . . . our culture [as well].”

I have struggled in my political life against letting militarism and fear take control of our democracy. I have raised my voice against the needless killing of millions of people around the world in pursuit of an elusive security and ever-greater corporate profits. Leading presidential candidates from both parties, as well as the US Congress, have for years been captive to the prerogatives of the Pentagon-military industry partnership. The president’s chief job since the end of World War II, the position these people on stage and a bunch of Republicans were auditioning for, is, above all, pitchman for the war industries. It’s hard to believe a standing army was once accursed among early Americans and that the Constitution declares Congress  to be more powerful than the president. It used to be we had real enemies too, from the Revolution to the Civil War. The United States had no need for false alarms because it admitted it was grabbing land—to fulfill its ‘Manifest Destiny’—from Native Americans, Mexicans, and the Spanish Empire. The First World War meant convincing the American people to enter an overseas conflict that didn’t directly threaten them. So a manageable threat had to be exaggerated. The sinking of American ships foolishly plying the waters of a declared war zone provided the “threat” to justify entry into that war. Weapons had become so sophisticated that government and private industry were forced to work closely together. After winning, the US military was demobilized; defense spending shrunk and the private armaments industry contracted. The Second World War changed that. The military-industrial relationship was formalized and the economy became dependent on it. By 1949 there was a peacetime draft, a new Defense Department, a Central Intelligence Agency and a National Security Council coordinating the national security state. Except, there was no war. So tension with Russia was exalted into a global struggle against a highly embellished Communist “threat.” We were bathed in irrational fear during the entire Cold War to keep the military factories—and our irrational insecurities—humming. And now the phantom peril has seamlessly merged into the War on Terror.

The domestic cost has been great. Wasteful defense spending has helped bring us failing schools, crumbling physical infrastructure, a backward national rail system, 47 million Americans without health insurance, and 37 million living in poverty. Cutting the defense budget in half would do nothing to undermine our security and that giant sound you’d hear would be the sigh of relief from a suffering world. Then we could concentrate those resources on solving our disgraceful problems at home.

 

Many minutes had gone by in the debate. Williams was clearly ignoring me. Earlier I’d said I felt like a potted plant standing there. I had less than four minutes compared to about fifteen minutes each for  the top three candidates. Williams finally looked at me and asked if I thought the US should rely more on nuclear energy. I’m implacably opposed to civilian nuclear power, because of the waste and the danger. I was the first in the Senate to speak out against nuclear power thirty-five years ago.

Realizing I had the floor and might not get it again, I brought up terrorism. Brian Williams made a wisecrack about it later, saying that somehow his question about nuclear power had been diverted. But it was too big a moment to pass up. I needed to point out how misguided Bush’s so-called War on Terror was. How it was based on inflated threats to mobilize the defense industry and aggrandize his and his cronies’ power.

“We are mischaracterizing terrorism,” I said. “Terrorism has been with civilization from the beginning. And it will be there to the end. We’re going to be as successful fighting terrorism as we are fighting drugs with a war. It doesn’t work. This invasion brought about more terrorists,” I said.

When the topic swung back to Iran, I was happy Williams looked my way. “With respect to Iran,” I said, “it is we who have threatened them, not the other way around. We’ve sanctioned them for twenty-six years. We scared the bejesus out of them when the president says, ‘They’re evil.’” Sanctions never work, unless, like in South Africa, the regime’s victims ask for them. Iran was not a threat even before courageous members of the Bush administration in December 2007 exposed the lie that Tehran was building a nuclear weapon. That National Intelligence Estimate was a momentous event. Here were high-ranking civilian and military officials deciding enough was enough with the phony threats.

An Iranian bomb would create a nuclear stalemate in the Middle East and neutralize our leverage to change their regime. “We need to recognize them,” I said, “and you know something? Who is the greatest violator of the non-proliferation treaty? The United States of America. We signed a pledge (in 1968) that we would begin to disarm, and we’re not doing it. We’re expanding our nukes. . . . Who the  hell are we going to nuke?” I blurted out. I looked over and saw Obama staring at me. “Tell me, Barack. Barack, who do you want to nuke?”

“I’m not planning to nuke anybody right now, Mike, I promise,” Obama said.

“Good. Good,” I said. “We’re safe then, for a while.”

I didn’t mingle on the stage with the others after the debate, but went back to the green room. There I saw Chris Matthews of MSNBC on the television interviewing some of the other candidates. So I wandered back down to the stage and got on his post-debate show. He asked me where I had been for twenty-six years. It was a fair question. I told him I had been hiding under a rock, ashamed of the profession of politics. I’m not sure the pursuit of power can ever be called noble, though there have been noble individuals in this game. But most politicians are in it for themselves. It is a career like any other with the aim of keeping your job and getting promoted. I know I was criticized for appearing too angry that night. I tried to tone it down in subsequent debates. But it was hard. How can you not be angry when we have developed a culture of paranoia about our overwhelming global power, seeing bogeymen everywhere we turn? When make-believe threats led us to invade and occupy a weaker sovereign nation? When we officially engage in torture to find out who struck us on September 11 or seemingly for no reason at all? How can you be considered alive without signs of anger after seeing our resources squandered on killing machines while our own people drop out of high school and can’t afford health care? How can you not be angry when celebrity names are pounded into us daily so we won’t forget them and in the same manner we are told to be scared, lest we relax and realize we have little to fear?

At a later debate in New Hampshire in September 2007, Tim Russert of NBC News asked me if both Houses should postpone their winter recess to stay and hold cloture votes such as the one I had suggested for criminalizing the Bush-Cheney war. I couldn’t believe the question. “By God, yes,” I said, “if it stops the killing.” The lack of  urgency was astounding. While the top three wanted the war over, when Russert asked them at that same New Hampshire debate if US troops would still be in Iraq at the end of their first term in 2013, they all said yes. You really have to wonder, whose interests they are intent on serving? It can’t be the American people’s, because their interests wouldn’t be threatened by an immediate and unilateral withdrawal.

In this book, we will trace the history of the military-industrial relationship from the first days of the Republic until its power over our lives today. We will show in detail how the origins of the Cold War are extremely relevant in understanding the so-called War on Terror. We will tell the story of my awakening and subsequent struggle against dominant militarism and the lies it is based on. And I will offer solutions to the myriad problems it causes at home and abroad.

This is not a book about celebrity candidates. They have had ample time. It’s about facing fear, finding it baseless, and learning how to get free of it. I told Matthews what some of my achievements were in the face of an authoritarian government thirty years ago, and how that kind of government was with us again today. But I left out the most daring thing I ever did, the kind of thing that could change the course of history if someone would only do it again now.
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