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Kevin Williamson writes on the children's free libraries in the Kansas City suburbs and  
the reaction from the government creeps in the zoning office.  
Funny how words change over time: “To be attached to the subdivision,” Edmund Burke wrote in 
Reflections on the Revolution in France, “to love the little platoon we belong to in society, is the 
first principle (the germ as it were) of public affections. It is the first link in the series by which we 
proceed towards a love to our country, and to mankind.” The phrase “little platoon” remains current 
among conservatives, who are mindful that the small, local, voluntary associations of civil society 
— and not Leviathan — are the real building blocks of our common life. But “subdivision” now 
means something entirely different, calling to mind the petty dictatorships of local zoning boards 
and the like. Nine-year-old Spencer Collins of Leawood, Kan., was trying to make his contribution 
to his little platoon when he ran up against the ham-fisted tyranny of the subdivision. 

There is a charming phenomenon known as the “little free library,” in which private citizens, very 
often children, build modest little birdhouse-like structures, fill them with books, and offer them to 
their neighbors on a take-a-book/leave-a-book honor system. The practice is popular in the Kansas 
City suburbs where the Collinses reside, but they have been built from coast to coast. The 
business of America being business, there are even entrepreneurs who build ready-made little free 
libraries for those insufficiently handy or not inclined to build their own. Children engaging their 
communities in a generous, civic-minded activity dedicated to books: You could hardly improve on 
that. 

Unless you are the local zoning board. And then you might have some ideas. ... 
  
... From the suburbs to the capital, we are governed by fools. 
  
  
Kevin Williamson reminds us how delicate our democratic government is.  
... freedom, self-rule, and prosperity are extraordinarily delicate things. The natural state of the 
human animal is not security and plenty, but terror and privation. When the Romans overthrew 
Tarquin, they swore they’d never have another king. Soon enough, they had an emperor, a word 
deriving from the Latin imperator, which, some of my conservative friends would do well to 
remember, means “commander-in-chief.” 

We Americans venerate our Constitution as the English venerate their Magna Carta (which is our 
Magna Carta, too), but it isn’t our laws or our documents that keep us free. The United States and 
the United Kingdom have very different forms of government, and there are many contradictory 
and incompatible laws, institutions, health-care arrangements, etc., across the countries of the 
Anglosphere. What keeps us free is our civilization and our culture, and our tenacity in defending 
the best aspects of them. 

As John Fund points out, 13 times since 2012 the Supreme Court has felt itself obliged to 
unanimously stop Barack Obama from doing violence to the Constitution and the law in the service 
of aggrandizing his own power. The president’s most recent defeat, in the matter of his attempting 
to make recess appointments when the Senate is not in recess, was a naked power grab, ugly and 
vicious enough that even Elena Kagan and Sonia Sotomayor, whom President Obama named to 
the Court, both felt obliged by duty to blow the whistle on his transgression. But even the mighty 
Supreme Court can be overcome: ... 

  



  
  
Kevin Williamson posts on the unfortunate series of events that have overcome the 
IRS. Says it must be "the unluckiest agency in the history of the federal government." 
You may recall that when the IRS political-persecution scandal first started to become public, the 
agency’s story was that the trouble was the result of the misguided, overly enthusiastic actions of a 
few obscure yokels in Cincinnati. That turned out to be a lie, as we all know. But the IRS made a 
similar case successfully in the matter of its criminal disclosure of the confidential tax records of the 
National Organization for Marriage, whose donor lists were leaked to left-wing activists in order to 
use them against the Romney campaign. The IRS admitted that an employee leaked the 
information, but said it was an accident, that it involved only a single employee making a single 
error, etc., and the court agreed that NOM could not show that the leak was the result of malice or 
gross negligence. 

Truly, the IRS must be the unluckiest agency in the history of the federal government. Oops! It’s 
leaking confidential taxpayer information to political activists. D’oh! It’s improperly and illegally 
targeting conservative organizations for harassment and investigation and misleading Congress, 
investigators, and the public about the scope and scale of that wrongdoing. Dang! It cannot 
produce the emails that investigators have demanded as part of the inquiry into its actions. Rats! 
Its employees are openly campaigning for Barack Obama’s reelection while on the IRS’s clock, 
using IRS resources, and holding taxpayers hostage. And, who could have seen it coming? The 
IRS violated the Federal Records Act by refusing to archive relevant documents. With a string of 
bad luck like that, sure, accidentally releasing NOM’s confidential taxpayer information to left-wing 
activists seems right at home. ... 

... The alternative and much more likely — undeniable, to my mind — explanation is that the 
Internal Revenue Service is engaged in an active and ongoing criminal conspiracy to 
misappropriate federal resources for political purposes, to use its investigatory powers, including 
the threat of criminal prosecution, for purposes of political repression, and to actively mislead 
Congress and the public about the issue;  that the Justice Department is turning a blind eye to 
these very serious crimes for political purposes and is therefore complicit in the cover-up; that 
these crimes were encouraged if not outright suborned by Senate Democrats; and that the White 
House is at the very least passively complicit, refusing to lift so much as a presidential pinkie as the 
IRS runs amok. 

And, apparently, there’s nobody in Washington with the power and the inclination to do anything 
about it. 

  

  
Kevin Williamson thinks we need a boring president.  
As I was lunching with a few conservative political types earlier this week, the subject turned, as it 
does, to the 2016 field. When the name of a highly regarded former governor came up, the 
judgment was unequivocal: “He’s just so . . . boring.” That was not intended as an endorsement.  

It should be. 

Barack Obama has been anything but boring. “May you live in exciting times” may be a fake 
Chinese curse, but the wisdom communicated therein is real. ... 



... The most boring president of the modern era probably was Dwight Eisenhower, whose 
administration was marked by relative peace, prosperity, and confidence in the effectiveness and 
integrity of our institutions. The most boring president ever surely was Calvin Coolidge, who 
pinched pennies and kept at his plow, more or less leaving the country free to go about its own 
business, which turned out to be an excellent economic program. Our most exciting recent 
presidents? John Kennedy, who was privately corrupt and publicly inept; Richard Nixon, who was 
privately corrupt and publicly corrupt; Bill Clinton, who combined the worst features of Kennedy 
and Nixon, adding a distasteful dose of sanctimony to the mix. 

What greeted Barack Obama during his ascent was excitement that bled into reverence — it is 
easy to forget, with the demigod in his now diminished state, that his admirers were literally singing 
hymns to him. Exciting, in the same way that a head-on collision in a speeding Cadillac is exciting 
— it’s a shame J. G. Ballard, the poet laureate of car crashes, was not around to write about this 
wreck. ... 

  
  
One of the most disturbing trends in contemporary life is the animus towards free 
markets coming from parts of the Catholic Church and other organized religions. Guess 
who has comments? That's right; Kevin Williamson once again.  
Something strange happened in Washington last week: A panel of Catholic intellectuals and 
clergy, led by His Eminence Oscar Andrés Maradiaga, was convened to denounce a political 
philosophy under the headline “Erroneous Autonomy: The Catholic Case against Libertarianism.” 
The conference was mainly about free-market economics rather than libertarianism per se, and it 
was an excellent reminder that the hierarchy of the Church has no special grace to pronounce 
upon matters of specific economic organization. The best that can be said of the clergy’s corporate 
approach to economic thinking is that it is intellectually incoherent, which is lucky inasmuch as the 
depths of its illiteracy become more dramatic and destructive as it approaches coherence. 

The Catholic clergy is hardly alone in this. There is something about the intellectually cloistered 
lives of religious professionals that prevents them from engaging in anything but the most 
superficial way with the 21st-century economy. Consider Tricycle, the American Buddhist review, 
which periodically publishes hilariously insipid economic observations — e.g., the bracingly 
uninformed writing of Professor Stuart Smithers of the University of Puget Sound religion 
department, whose review of Conscious Capitalism by Whole Foods CEO John Mackey and Raj 
Sisodia contains within it a perfect distillation of fashionable economic antithought. Like Cardinal 
Rodríguez Maradiaga, he writes about the “structural” problems of capitalism, but gives no 
evidence at all that he even understands what that structure is. Unfortunately, relatively few do. ... 

  
 
 
 

  
 
 
 
 
 
 



National Review 
By the Book  
The unhappy case of the little free library 
by Kevin D. Williamson  
  

 
                            Beware government bureaucrats bearing regulations  
  

Funny how words change over time: “To be attached to the subdivision,” Edmund Burke wrote in 
Reflections on the Revolution in France, “to love the little platoon we belong to in society, is the 
first principle (the germ as it were) of public affections. It is the first link in the series by which we 
proceed towards a love to our country, and to mankind.” The phrase “little platoon” remains current 
among conservatives, who are mindful that the small, local, voluntary associations of civil society 
— and not Leviathan — are the real building blocks of our common life. But “subdivision” now 
means something entirely different, calling to mind the petty dictatorships of local zoning boards 
and the like. Nine-year-old Spencer Collins of Leawood, Kan., was trying to make his contribution 
to his little platoon when he ran up against the ham-fisted tyranny of the subdivision. 

There is a charming phenomenon known as the “little free library,” in which private citizens, very 
often children, build modest little birdhouse-like structures, fill them with books, and offer them to 
their neighbors on a take-a-book/leave-a-book honor system. The practice is popular in the Kansas 
City suburbs where the Collinses reside, but they have been built from coast to coast. The 
business of America being business, there are even entrepreneurs who build ready-made little free 
libraries for those insufficiently handy or not inclined to build their own. Children engaging their 
communities in a generous, civic-minded activity dedicated to books: You could hardly improve on 
that. 

Unless you are the local zoning board. And then you might have some ideas.  

The Collinses were threatened with fines by their local board of governing yahoos because 
Spencer’s little free library appears, under the beady-eyed gaze of the suburban town fathers, to 
be an unauthorized structure, an unbearable standing violation of a local ordinance. The little free 



library has momentarily retreated to the family garage, though Spencer plans to address the town 
council about the matter. The municipal governing geniuses suggested that little-free-library 
proprietors approach the local public library about hosting their structures, inspiring Spencer’s 
father, Brian, to ask the very reasonable question of why exactly you’d want to put little free 
libraries on the grounds of the library itself. The entire point of the exercise is to bring books into 
the neighborhood in an informal way. The coals-to-Newcastle suggestion to move the little free 
libraries to the big expensive library (spending up 22.8 percent in fiscal 2014) is as good an 
example of the gravel-pounding buffoonery of government as you could hope to discover without a 
trip to Cleveland. 

Kansas City is blessed with a wonderful public library (I very much enjoyed being part of its 
speaker series earlier this year), and I am sure that its suburbs also have respectable libraries of 
their own. I also remember the difficulties of being nine years old in a car-oriented city, with the 
nearest local library branches being 3.2 and 4.7 miles away. The state of Texas is fairly picky 
about letting nine-year-olds drive, and my parents were entirely unsupportive of my proposal to set 
up housekeeping on my own in an apartment downtown near the library and the university — I 
was, in theory, forbidden from crossing streets with more than two lanes, though I suppose at this 
point I can admit that I ignored that rule — and so summers were a kind of exile. A little free library 
or three might have been an excellent thing. 

We conservatives are great enthusiasts for the devolution of government powers, the subsidiarity 
that so moved Alexis de Tocqueville, who wrote that such an arrangement has “not only an 
administrative value, but also a civic dimension, since it increases the opportunities for citizens to 
take interest in public affairs; it makes them get accustomed to using freedom. And from the 
accumulation of these local, active, persnickety freedoms, is born the most efficient counterweight 
against the claims of the central government, even if it were supported by an impersonal, collective 
will.” But the fact is that local governments, or even pseudo-governmental agencies such as 
homeowners’ associations, can be as tyrannical as any of the sundry fiends that staff the IRS. 

So if you happen to have a little free library standing in Leawood, Kan., you might want to drop in a 
few extra copies of Democracy in America. 

We pay a great deal of attention to the composition of our laws — the occasional gazillion-dollar 
national health-care bill notwithstanding — but no amount of care in the revision of legal language 
will ever substitute for prudence, wisdom, and discretion, our shocking public deficits in which 
transcend mere partisan and ideological affiliation. From the suburbs to the capital, we are 
governed by fools. 

  
  
National Review 
The Eternal Dictator 
The ruthless exercise of power by strongmen and generalissimos is the natural state of 
human affairs.  
by Kevin D. Williamson 
  
I’m 41 years old, which doesn’t feel that old to me (most days), but history is short. With the 
exception of those trapped behind the Iron Curtain, the world as I have known it has been 
remarkably free and prosperous, and it is getting more free and more prosperous. But it is also a 
fact that, within my lifetime, there have been dictatorships in Spain, Portugal, Greece, Poland, 
India, Brazil, Argentina, Chile, South Korea, and half of Germany — and lots of other places, too, 



to be sure, but you sort of expect them in Cameroon and Russia. If I were only a few years older, I 
could add France to that list. (You know how you can tell that Charles de Gaulle was a pretty good 
dictator? He’s almost never described as a “dictator.”) There have been three attempted coups 
d’état in Spain during my life. Take the span of my father’s life and you’ll find dictatorships and 
coups and generalissimos rampant in practically every country, even the nice ones, like Norway.  

That democratic self-governance is a historical anomaly is easy to forget for those of us in the 
Anglosphere — we haven’t really endured a dictator since Oliver Cromwell. The United States 
came close, first under Woodrow Wilson and then during the very long presidency of Franklin 
Roosevelt. Both men were surrounded by advisers who admired various aspects of authoritarian 
models then fashionable in Europe. Rexford Tugwell, a key figure in Roosevelt’s so-called brain 
trust, was particularly keen on the Italian fascist model, which he described as “the cleanest, most 
efficiently operating piece of social machinery I’ve ever seen.” And the means by which that social 
hygiene was maintained? “It makes me envious,” he said. That envy will always be with us, which 
is one of the reasons why progressives work so diligently to undermine the separation of powers, 
aggrandize the machinery of the state, and stifle criticism of the state. We’ll always have our 
Hendrik Hertzbergs — but who could say the words “Canadian dictatorship” without laughing a 
little? As Tom Wolfe put it, “The dark night of fascism is always descending in the United States 
and yet lands only in Europe.” 

Why is that? Is there something magical about Albion’s seed — Protestantism? the English 
language itself? the combination of the two in the King James Bible? — that inoculates the United 
Kingdom, the United States, Australia, Canada, and New Zealand against the European 
intellectual disease? That disease mutates every 20 years, but the primordial strain of the virus is 
always identifiable: more power, centralized power, consolidated power. If you were observing 
Earth from space, or from Rome during the reign of Hadrian, you would not be likely to think of 
England as the planet’s great mover and shaker; it is just a little island sneered at by Europe’s 
great men as “a nation of shopkeepers.” But culture and history are sensitive to initial conditions, 
and somewhere between the drafting of the Magna Carta and the invention of the first power loom, 
a British butterfly flapped its wings in the right way at the right moment, and the deeply intertwined 
phenomena of the Industrial Revolution and the liberty revolution emerged together, creating an 
entirely new kind of civilization, one that showed the world that it is indeed a glorious thing to be a 
nation of shopkeepers. Walk through modern-day London, or drive through Houston, and see how 
their shopkeepers are keeping themselves — most of them won’t even bother to sneer at the 
memory of Napoleon and his grubby little wars. 

But freedom, self-rule, and prosperity are extraordinarily delicate things. The natural state of the 
human animal is not security and plenty, but terror and privation. When the Romans overthrew 
Tarquin, they swore they’d never have another king. Soon enough, they had an emperor, a word 
deriving from the Latin imperator, which, some of my conservative friends would do well to 
remember, means “commander-in-chief.” 

We Americans venerate our Constitution as the English venerate their Magna Carta (which is our 
Magna Carta, too), but it isn’t our laws or our documents that keep us free. The United States and 
the United Kingdom have very different forms of government, and there are many contradictory 
and incompatible laws, institutions, health-care arrangements, etc., across the countries of the 
Anglosphere. What keeps us free is our civilization and our culture, and our tenacity in defending 
the best aspects of them. 

As John Fund points out, 13 times since 2012 the Supreme Court has felt itself obliged to 
unanimously stop Barack Obama from doing violence to the Constitution and the law in the service 
of aggrandizing his own power. The president’s most recent defeat, in the matter of his attempting 



to make recess appointments when the Senate is not in recess, was a naked power grab, ugly and 
vicious enough that even Elena Kagan and Sonia Sotomayor, whom President Obama named to 
the Court, both felt obliged by duty to blow the whistle on his transgression. But even the mighty 
Supreme Court can be overcome: When the Court decided that the First Amendment means what 
the First Amendment says, Senate Democrats under the leadership of Harry Reid introduced a 
constitutional amendment to repeal the First Amendment. The president himself has made it clear 
that when it comes to appointing justices to the Court, a commitment to his political agenda — he 
calls that “empathy” — trumps any commitment to the Constitution. The Constitution can be 
defaced, and it can be perverted. All it takes is a willing hand. You do not want to bet the future of 
our civilization on the mood swings of Anthony Kennedy. 

      

 
                                         Generalissimo Francisco Franco 

When I was visiting Madrid a few years back, I sat drinking coffee on one of that city’s beautiful 
public squares and watching the Spanish go about their business — walking to work, shopping, 
flirting, reading newspapers, enjoying the sun — and I wondered: How is it that these people — 
these civilized, elegant heirs to Cervantes, Velázquez, and Ignatius of Loyola — manage to inflict 
upon themselves a cartoonish dictator such as Francisco Franco? (The answer, of course, is: by 
narrowly avoiding inflicting on themselves a Russian dictator rather than a Spanish one.) I am not 
much of a multiculturalist; there are some societies that one expects to be governed under roughly 
the same principles around which a baboon troop or a cackle of hyenas is organized. But the 
Greeks? The Germans? The Italians? The Norwegians, for Pete’s sake? If it can happen to them 
— and it has — it can happen to anybody. 

The worrisome lesson of history is that there is no shortage of strongmen and generalissimos, and 
their holding power and exercising it ruthlessly is the natural state of human affairs. Nobody has to 
do anything to make that happen; it’s making that not happen that requires our attention. 

  
  
  



  
  
The Corner 
IRS: A Series of Unfortunate Events?  
by Kevin Williamson 
  
You may recall that when the IRS political-persecution scandal first started to become public, the 
agency’s story was that the trouble was the result of the misguided, overly enthusiastic actions of a 
few obscure yokels in Cincinnati. That turned out to be a lie, as we all know. But the IRS made a 
similar case successfully in the matter of its criminal disclosure of the confidential tax records of the 
National Organization for Marriage, whose donor lists were leaked to left-wing activists in order to 
use them against the Romney campaign. The IRS admitted that an employee leaked the 
information, but said it was an accident, that it involved only a single employee making a single 
error, etc., and the court agreed that NOM could not show that the leak was the result of malice or 
gross negligence. 

Truly, the IRS must be the unluckiest agency in the history of the federal government. Oops! It’s 
leaking confidential taxpayer information to political activists. D’oh! It’s improperly and illegally 
targeting conservative organizations for harassment and investigation and misleading Congress, 
investigators, and the public about the scope and scale of that wrongdoing. Dang! It cannot 
produce the emails that investigators have demanded as part of the inquiry into its actions. Rats! 
Its employees are openly campaigning for Barack Obama’s reelection while on the IRS’s clock, 
using IRS resources, and holding taxpayers hostage. And, who could have seen it coming? The 
IRS violated the Federal Records Act by refusing to archive relevant documents. With a string of 
bad luck like that, sure, accidentally releasing NOM’s confidential taxpayer information to left-wing 
activists seems right at home. 

That these events represent an unconnected string of unfortunate events — all of which just so 
happen to benefit the Left and its IRS allies while hurting conservatives and IRS critics — beggars 
belief. Add to that mix the willful dishonesty, the staged press rollout, complete with planted 
questions, intended to preempt questions about the internal investigation and its results, the naked 
lie that the wrongdoing was limited to a few nobodies in Cincinnati — the only way to believe that 
story is to desire very deeply to believe it. 

The alternative and much more likely — undeniable, to my mind — explanation is that the Internal 
Revenue Service is engaged in an active and ongoing criminal conspiracy to misappropriate 
federal resources for political purposes, to use its investigatory powers, including the threat of 
criminal prosecution, for purposes of political repression, and to actively mislead Congress and the 
public about the issue;  that the Justice Department is turning a blind eye to these very serious 
crimes for political purposes and is therefore complicit in the cover-up; that these crimes were 
encouraged if not outright suborned by Senate Democrats; and that the White House is at the very 
least passively complicit, refusing to lift so much as a presidential pinkie as the IRS runs amok. 

And, apparently, there’s nobody in Washington with the power and the inclination to do anything 
about it. 

 
 
  
 
 



National Review 
The Case for a Boring Man 
Barack Obama brings to mind the supposed Chinese curse: “May you live in exciting 
times.”  
by Kevin D. Williamson 
  
As I was lunching with a few conservative political types earlier this week, the subject turned, as it 
does, to the 2016 field. When the name of a highly regarded former governor came up, the 
judgment was unequivocal: “He’s just so . . . boring.” That was not intended as an endorsement.  

It should be. 

Barack Obama has been anything but boring. “May you live in exciting times” may be a fake 
Chinese curse, but the wisdom communicated therein is real. Thought experiment: Consider the 
presidency of Barack Obama from the point of view of the sort of person who is likely to support 
such men. Having vanquished George W. Bush, he has now given us: a military mess in Iraq 
complete with the deployment of U.S. troops and a mission that is probably unachievable; the 
continuing disintegration of Afghanistan and its reversion to a jihadist safe haven; an economy that 
is shrinking significantly and probably is dipping back into recession; a defense and intelligence 
apparatus that is abusing its powers and the trust of the American people in ways that are not 
obviously related to defeating terrorist plots; millions without health insurance; millions out of work; 
corruption in our public institutions, ranging from the IRS to our universities; a self-aggrandizing 
political elite that is busy enriching itself through the vulgar exploitation of political connections 
while incomes for ordinary Americans stagnate or decline; etc. There has been a great deal of 
excitement, but if you voted for Obama because you were angry about the wars, the surveillance 
state, and the economy, things aren’t looking any better at all. 

      

 
                                                    Calvin Coolidge 



The most boring president of the modern era probably was Dwight Eisenhower, whose 
administration was marked by relative peace, prosperity, and confidence in the effectiveness and 
integrity of our institutions. The most boring president ever surely was Calvin Coolidge, who 
pinched pennies and kept at his plow, more or less leaving the country free to go about its own 
business, which turned out to be an excellent economic program. Our most exciting recent 
presidents? John Kennedy, who was privately corrupt and publicly inept; Richard Nixon, who was 
privately corrupt and publicly corrupt; Bill Clinton, who combined the worst features of Kennedy 
and Nixon, adding a distasteful dose of sanctimony to the mix. 

What greeted Barack Obama during his ascent was excitement that bled into reverence — it is 
easy to forget, with the demigod in his now diminished state, that his admirers were literally singing 
hymns to him. Exciting, in the same way that a head-on collision in a speeding Cadillac is exciting 
— it’s a shame J. G. Ballard, the poet laureate of car crashes, was not around to write about this 
wreck. 

“Want to know what kills more police than bullets and liquor?” the wise gangster Proposition Joe 
asks rhetorically while advising a colleague in The Wire. “Boredom. They just can’t handle that. 
You keep it boring — you keep it dead . . . boring.” But our voters, like The Wire’s fictional 
Baltimore cops, are addicted to excitement. Proposition Joe, who just wanted to make a living and 
be left alone, would be a Mitch Daniels man, I guarantee you. (No? He later praises his criminal 
colleagues for working out their differences in a businesslike fashion rather than shooting it out: 
“For a cold-assed crew of gangsters, y’all carried it like Republicans.”) 

There are two broad categories of Republicans who are running for president in 2016: senators 
and governors. Senator Rand Paul is the man with the views closest to my own, but I have a 
strong bias in favor of governors. The Senate, particularly if you are in the minority, is a place to 
make speeches, to think big thoughts and construct grand philosophies — which, in anything but 
the smallest of doses, constitutes vice. Talk to a senator from any party or political tendency, and 
you can count on an interesting conversation. Governors? Dead boring. Even the colorful ones, 
such as Texas’s Rick Perry: Get Governor Perry started on the specifics of tort reform or his 
economic-development programs, and his new glasses start to make sense: He may have some 
big ideas about the Tenth Amendment, but his days are filled with governor stuff: gloriously boring 
governor stuff. 

The Republican party is a more ideologically demanding party than is its opposite number, which is 
generally a happy thing — philosophy should trump narrow interest-group calculation — but the 
downside of that is that in the presidential primaries governors are at an inherent disadvantage vis-
à-vis senators and other legislators. A senator, especially a senator in the minority, never has to 
compromise; under Harry Reid’s management, Republican senators really can’t do very much, so 
they don’t do very much — other than make exciting speeches. There’s no upside to doing 
anything else. Governors, on the other hand, have to do things — they have to run their states. 
Some of them, like Scott Walker of Wisconsin, have to work with Democrat-dominated states and 
electorates that do not vote very much like Texans or Oklahomans. When something exciting 
happens to a governor, it’s generally bad news. The best executive operations are like the best 
technology: When it’s working right, you hardly even know that it’s there. 

I myself don’t have a 2016 candidate, but I’ll say this: I don’t want an exciting one. I don’t need to 
be inspired and don’t desire to be awed or ruled. I want what has been missing these past years: a 
responsible, sober, honest, predictable federal government, one that recognizes its own limits — 
constitutional and epistemic — and under which the president is not a hero but a steward. 

  



National Review 
Catholics Against Capitalism 
They try to fulfill the Lord’s command to feed His sheep — with rhetoric.  
by Kevin D. Williamson 
  
Something strange happened in Washington last week: A panel of Catholic intellectuals and 
clergy, led by His Eminence Oscar Andrés Maradiaga, was convened to denounce a political 
philosophy under the headline “Erroneous Autonomy: The Catholic Case against Libertarianism.” 
The conference was mainly about free-market economics rather than libertarianism per se, and it 
was an excellent reminder that the hierarchy of the Church has no special grace to pronounce 
upon matters of specific economic organization. The best that can be said of the clergy’s corporate 
approach to economic thinking is that it is intellectually incoherent, which is lucky inasmuch as the 
depths of its illiteracy become more dramatic and destructive as it approaches coherence. 

The Catholic clergy is hardly alone in this. There is something about the intellectually cloistered 
lives of religious professionals that prevents them from engaging in anything but the most 
superficial way with the 21st-century economy. Consider Tricycle, the American Buddhist review, 
which periodically publishes hilariously insipid economic observations — e.g., the bracingly 
uninformed writing of Professor Stuart Smithers of the University of Puget Sound religion 
department, whose review of Conscious Capitalism by Whole Foods CEO John Mackey and Raj 
Sisodia contains within it a perfect distillation of fashionable economic antithought. Like Cardinal 
Rodríguez Maradiaga, he writes about the “structural” problems of capitalism, but gives no 
evidence at all that he even understands what that structure is. Unfortunately, relatively few do. 

“As Marx pointed out,” Professor Smithers writes, “capital is full of contradictions. Capital not only 
creates wealth, value, and jobs — it also destroys wealth, value, and jobs. Those ‘wondrous 
technologies’ also manifest as wrathful deities, efficiently eliminating or reducing the need for 
labor.” The implicit economic hypothesis here is that producing a certain amount of goods more 
efficiently — in this case, with less labor — makes the world worse off. (“Why not use spoons?”) 
The reality is the opposite, and that is not a matter of opinion, perspective, or ideology — it is a 
material reality, the denial of which is the intellectual equivalent of insisting on a geocentric or 
turtles-all-the-way-down model of the universe. 

The increasingly global and specialized division of labor and the resulting chains of production — 
i.e., modern capitalism, the unprecedented worldwide project of voluntary human cooperation that 
is the unique defining feature of our time — is what cut the global poverty rate in half in 20 years. It 
was not Buddhist mindfulness or Catholic homilies that did that. In the 200,000-year history of 
Homo sapiens, neither of those great religious traditions, nor anything else that human beings ever 
came up with, made a dent in the poverty rate. Capitalism did. One of the great ironies of our times 
is that so many of the descendents of the old Catholic immigrant working class have found 
themselves attracted to an American Buddhism that, with its love of ornate titles, its costumes, its 
fascination with apostolic succession, and its increasingly coddled professional clergy, is a 21st-
century expression of Buddhism apparently committed to transforming itself — plus ça change! — 
into 15th-century Catholicism. Perhaps it should not be entirely surprising that it has embraced the 
same intellectual errors. 

Cardinal Rodríguez Maradiaga and likeminded thinkers, stuck as they are in the hopelessly 19th-
century distributist model of economic analysis, apparently are incapable of thinking through the 
implications of their own dogma. The question of how certain goods are “distributed” in society is a 
second-order question at best; by definition prior to it is the question of whether there is anything to 
distribute. To put it in Christian terms, all of the great givers in Scripture — the Good Samaritan, 



the widow with her mite, Joseph of Arimathea — had something to give. If the Good Samaritan had 
been the Poor Samaritan, with no resources to dedicate to the stranger’s care, then the poor 
waylaid traveler would have been out of luck. All the good intentions that we may muster are not 
half so useful to a hungry person as a loaf of bread. 

Those who put distribution at the top of their list of priorities both make the error of assuming the 
existence of some exogenous agency that oversees distribution (that being the Distribution Fairy) 
and entirely ignore the vital question of what gets produced and by whom. Poverty is the direct by-
product of low levels of production; the United States and Singapore are fat and happy with 
$53,101 and $64,584 in per capita economic output, respectively; Zimbabwe, which endured the 
services of a government very much interested in the redistribution of capital, gets to divide up 
$788 per person per year, meaning that under circumstances of perfect mathematical equality life 
would still be miserable for everybody. Sweden can carve up its per capita pie however it likes, but 
it’s still going to be 22.5 percent smaller than the U.S. pie and less than two-thirds the size of 
Singapore’s tasty pastry. You cannot redistribute what you don’t have — and that holds true not 
only for countries but, finally, for the planet and the species, which of course is what globalization 
is all about. That men of the cloth, of all people, should be blind to what is really happening right 
now on the global economic scale is remarkable, ironic, and sad. Cure one or two people of 
blindness and you’re a saint; prevent blindness in millions and you’re Monsanto. 

Unless His Eminence et al. have come up with a way to apply something akin to a literal loaves-
and-fishes model to the global economy — and I’m going to go ahead and predict that that isn’t 
happening, no matter what color the alleged economist’s hat is — then production precedes 
consumption. “The poor you will always have with you,” Jesus said, but in the capitalist world, that 
simply is not true — there is no poverty in the capitalist world comparable to poverty in the early 
18th century, much less to the poverty that was nearly universal in Jesus’ time. Our people are 
clothed, fed, and housed, and the few shocking exceptions, as with the case of the neglected 
mentally ill, are shocking because they are exceptions — and those are not economic failures but 
political failures. 

Which brings us to our fundamental problem: The errors of the Catholic hierarchy regarding the 
economy are the product of errors in its thinking regarding the state. Catholic thinking about the 
role of the state has evolved precious little since “render unto Caesar,” even though there is, 
especially in the Christian world, a blessed shortage of Caesars just now, and has been for some 
time. The Catholic clergy still operate under the Romans 13 assumption that “the powers that be 
are ordained of God.” (Paul apparently forgot to add “ . . . and the Electoral College.”) From the old 
royalist Right to the redistributionist Left, there is an implicit and sometimes explicit belief that the 
state is a channel for moral expression, whether that expression takes the form of entrenching 
traditional ideals about family life or or collaborating with the state in the seizure and redistribution 
of wealth. (Probably worth keeping in mind the clergy’s historical track record here: The last 
economic idea that it got itself exercised about was Marxism.) But the state is in fact no such thing. 
It is a piece of social software, a technology, a tool with no more moral significance in and of itself 
than a hammer. Like a chainsaw, its uses depend on whose will is controlling it — sometimes you 
get the United Chainsaw Carvers Guild (which, no kidding, exists) and sometimes you get Patrick 
Bateman. Having failed to reckon with both the epistemic challenges to the various economic-
planning orders they dream of (without understanding “how little they know about what they 
imagine they can design”) and the public-choice analysis of state action, Catholic economic 
thinkers conclude that they can invent a chainsaw that can cut through wood but not their legs. 
(Which keeps going wrong and wrong and wrong.) Enthralled by the power of selecting among the 
millions of choices about what the state should do, they never consider the relatively restricted and 
plebiean question of what the state actually can do. 



This is true even among the so-called conservatives. Consider John Paul II writing on the 100th 
anniversary of Rerum Novarum: 

If Pope Leo XIII calls upon the State to remedy the condition of the poor in accordance with justice, 
he does so because of his timely awareness that the State has the duty of watching over the 
common good and of ensuring that every sector of social life, not excluding the economic one, 
contributes to achieving that good, while respecting the rightful autonomy of each sector. This 
should not however lead us to think that Pope Leo expected the State to solve every social 
problem. On the contrary, he frequently insists on necessary limits to the State’s intervention and 
on its instrumental character, inasmuch as the individual, the family and society are prior to the 
State, and inasmuch as the State exists in order to protect their rights and not stifle them. 

But the state in fact has no way of knowing to any practical effect what the common good even is 
or how its policies might affect priorities relating to it. The “common good” may seem like a 
relatively straightforward thing when your theater of operations is the general moral intuition of a 
saint, but it’s something else when you’re working with 20,000 pages of Affordable Care Act 
regulations — and that, not refined sentiment, is the realm in which the state operates. Meanwhile, 
he also expects the state to determine just wages and union work rules, to administer 
unemployment insurance, to calculate the economic consequences of immigration, and a hundred 
other things that the state has no capacity for doing. Like Cardinal Rodríguez Maradiaga and 
others, he assumes that the state will act in the cause of justice for the poor rather than being the 
most ruthless and pitiless exploiter of the poor, as history, including the history of this country, very 
strongly suggests that it will be. “The relevance of these reflections for our own day is 
inescapable,” the sainted epistolist writes, saying perhaps rather more than he meant to. Put not 
your trust in princes. Expecting them to deal rationally — to say nothing of morally — with systems 
of incomprehensible complexity is an error. 

“The case against libertarianism”? As usual, the most important part of the question goes unstated 
and unanswered: “Compared with what?” You can have free trade or you can have trade managed 
by politicians; you can have free markets or you can have capital managed by politicians; you can 
have real prices or you can have shortages, waste, and chaos; you can have a society in which 
people are free — free, among other things, to follow the Gospel to a higher kind of freedom — or 
you can have . . . something else. “Can you be Catholic and libertarian?” the Washington Post 
asks. I suppose that it depends on how you intend to fulfill the Lord’s command to feed His sheep 
— with rhetoric or with bread — and how much faith you put in the proposition that “deep within his 
conscience, man discovers a law which he has not laid upon himself but which he must obey.” And 
it must depend very heavily upon how you feel about the peaceful, cooperative, egalitarian, 
collaborative, poverty-pulverizing economy that we built when Cardinal Rodríguez Maradiaga 
wasn’t looking, the billions it has saved from poverty, and the billions more that it will save. Can 
you be Catholic and celebrate that? How could you be Catholic and do anything else? 

I myself first felt the pull of the Church in a very, very poor place — India, as it happens — that was at the 
time engaged in the humane project of making itself a considerably less poor place, largely by ignoring the 
advice of the Hindu versions of Cardinal Rodríguez Maradiaga. I am grateful to our clergy, and if my 
criticism herein seems unduly uncharitable to these princes of the Church, it is only because their backward 
views on capitalism are doing real, material, irreversible damage to the world and especially to the lives of 
poor people, who are most in need of what only capitalism has to offer. His Eminence may not entirely 
understand it, but the banks and boardrooms are full of men and women doing more in real terms for the 
least of these than he is — more, in fact, than he would even understand how to do — and what he proposes 
mainly is to stand in their way. For God’s sake, stop it.  



 
  
  

 
  



 
  
  

 
  

         
  
  
  



 
  
  

 



  
  

 
  
  
 


