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ROGER COHEN

A Time

For Traitors

TEL AVIV

Here is Amos Oz on writing a novel:
“It is like reconstructing the whole o
Paris from Lego bricks. It’s about three-

quarters-of-a-million small decisions. It’sf§ °

not about who will live and who will die
and who will go to bed with whom. Those
are the easy ones. It’s about choosing ad-
jectives and adverbs and punctuation.
These are molecular decisions that you
have to take and nobody will appreciate,
for the same reason that nobody ever
pays attention to a single note in a sym-
phony in a concert hall, except when the
note is false. So you have to work very
hard in order for your readers not to note
a single false note. That is the business
of three-quarters-of-a-million decisions.”
I found Oz at the end of his working
day, around 8:30 in the morning. He’d
been up since 4, as usual, taken a brisk
walk, as usual, drunk a coffee, as usual,
and settled down at his desk around
5:30. His good working hours for all
those decisions are between 5:30 and
8:30. With a novel called “Judas” pub-
lished in Hebrew last year (but not yet
out in English), he is at work on some-
thing new, but, he says, “in this business
there are many more miscarriages and
abortions than live births.”

Treason and loyalty are themes of “Ju-
das.” They have been on Oz’s mind. “The
protagonist points out that almost every
significant political leader in history was
called a traitor by many of his own peo-
ple — Abraham Lincoln, de Gaulle, Gor-
bachev, Begin, Sadat, Rabin,” the novel-
ist told me. “The day people in this coun-
try start calling Netanyahu a traitor I
will know that something may change.”

Oz, the conscience of a certain liberal
and secular Israel still committed to a
two-state outcome, called Benjamin Ne-
tanyahu “a coward, a man who prefers
inaction to action.”

“He has been in power for some nine
years,” Oz said. “In those nine years he
has not made one, even one, really con-
troversial decision either way.”

The result is drift, a status quo that is
violent, or brewing with violence. It is an
illusion to think of the status ‘quo in any-
thing but violent terms so long as the
Palestinian quest for nationhood re-
mains unresolved.

This struggle may recede from view
for a while, and on a sunny day in a quiet
Tel Aviv it may seem infinitely remote,
but it is there, the storm at the horizon.

“Up until last summer there was a
seemingly pragmatic school in-the Is-
raeli political middle of the road, former
generals and politicians, who claimed it’s
impossible to resolve the conflict at this
time so let’s think about conflict manage-

Israelis and Palestinians
need bold leaders to
carry out ‘a fair divorce.

ment,” Oz said. “I think last summer, the
third Gaza war in six years, taught Is-
raelis what conflict management looks
like. This may be a useful lesson.”

But, I asked, after almost a half-centu-
ry of occupation of the West Bank, is a
two-state peace not on life support?
“Well, I have sad moments, and I have
encouraging moments. But I don’t see an
alternative. Or rather, the alternative is a
disaster for Israelis. The alternative is
the end of Israel.”

Oz refuses to be pessimistic. He sees
the 2002 Arab Peace Initiative as a “very
reasonable starting point.” Perhaps, he
suggested, “the present day is the best
chance we had in 110 years to conclude
the conflict altogether because Egypt,
Jordan, the Saudis, the gulf states, even
Assad in Syria, all have a more immedi-
ate enemy than Israel, and they are
more willing to make a historical com-
promise with Israel.”

But more traitors are needed. An Is-
raeli leader who will give up land for
peace, as Menachem Begin, of all people,
did with Sinai; an Arab leader, like
Anwar el-Sadat, bold enough to be prag-
matic rather than pedal empty dreams.

0z laughs at the notion of one state for
two peoples. “If anyone would have pro-
posed that in 1945 Germany and Poland
immediately become a binational state
they would put him in a madhouse. How
can anyone in Israel or elsewhere think
that Israelis and the Palestinians can
simply jump into a honeymoon.bed to-
gether? After generations of hatred, we
need a divorce, a fair divorce.”

He is right. Israelis and Palestinians
need traitors as leaders who will deliver
an equitable divorce, ugly as most di-
vorces are, setting the terms for the
peaceful coexistence of two states. The
thing about traitor-leaders is that they
break the rules that seemed immutable.

There are none on the horizon, but you
never know. “I'm old enough to know
that when somebody says words like
never, or ‘forever, or ‘the rest of eterni-
y’ in the Middle East, it usually means
bomething like six months to 30 years. If
yone had said to me as a young man
Rat one day I would travel to Egypt or
irdan with Egyptian and Jordanian vi-
b stamped in my passport, I would
be said, ‘Let’s not get carried away.””
le continued: “I have seen people
kinge. They are not born again but
y change, somewhat. In fact that is
fv I make a living, by observing and
gcribing the way people change.”
fhange and three-quarters-of-a-mil-

decisions and before you know it,
.ething new and original, even some-
2 unimaginable, is born. O

Nocera is off today.
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The Abortion Stereotype

By Razib Khan

DAvis, Calif.

T’S been widely observed that in

recent elections men have leaned

Republican and women Democrat-

ic. A key element of that gender

gap is often assumed to be a differ-

ence in attitudes to women’s reproduc-
tive rights.

The perception that men and women

have divergent views on abortion has

persisted over time. The line popular-

ized by Gloria Steinem that “if men ,

could get pregnant, abortion would be a
sacrament” proposes that a male-fe-
male divide over this social issue is
more or less a biological given.

The polling confounds such stereo-
types. The General Social Survey,
which has been tracking American
opinions for decades, includes the ques-
tion of whether a woman should be al-
lowed to get an abortion if shé “wants it
for any reason.” In 17 of the 23 years that
this question has been asked, men have
answered “yes” to a greater extent than
women. The average difference was
about 1.5 percentage points — a small
but consistent gender gap, if not the one
people seem to expect.

So what is it about women that makes
them less enthusiastic than men about
abortion on demand? Again, the survey
offers answers. Using a common statis-
tical method, one can determine the ef-
fect of different variables on an outcome
of interest — in this case, the odds that
someone will agree or disagree with the
question. This reveals that the differ-
ence between men and women is not, in
fact, likely because of their sex, but be-
cause of other factors that happen to
correlate with sex.

As it happens, religious attendance
and biblical literalism, as well as politi-
cal ideology, were all highly predictive
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of attitudes toward abortion. Being His-
panic was also associated with being
opposed to abortion on demand (even
allowing for other variables, such as re-
ligiosity).

In contrast, sex and age were usually
not independently significant. Probably
the mediating factor here is that, ac-
cording to most surveys, women tend to
be more religious than men.

While, on the whole, there isn’t a ma-
jor difference in the sexes’ attitudes to-
ward abortion, there is one when we
separate men and women by ideology.
If we look at the data since 2000 (to get a
more contemporary perspective), on
the liberal end of the ideological spec-
trum men are consistently less support-
ive of abortion on demand than women.
On the conservative end of the spec-
trum, it’s women who like abortion on
demand less than men do.

Think of it less as a
‘war on women, more
as a war among them.

In other words, conservative women
are the most anti-abortion segment of
the population, and liberal women are
the most in favor of abortion rights. You
might say that the more significant dif-
ference here is not between men and
women, but among women.

It may be that some have generalized
this difference — men being less enthu-
siastic about abortion on demand
among liberals — to the whole pop-
ulation. The critic Pauline Kael’s 1972
assertion that she personally knew only
one person who voted for President
Richard M. Nixon has become a favorite
illustration of the cultural isolation of
liberal elites. But this may simply be the
reality, that Americans are ideologically
polarized and inhabit different and mu-
tually exclusive social worlds.

Stereotypes flourish in ignorance.

Liberal and conservative perceptions of
one another can be ignorant and patron-
izing because they have so little person-
al experience of one another. Intrigu-
ingly, research by the social psychol-
ogists Jesse Graham, Brian A. Nozek
and Jonathan Haidt has shown that lib-
erals exhibit the least accurate percep-
tion of those with opposing political
views.

Our liking for black-and-white ver-
sions of reality is belied by their more
shaded truths. Even among “extremely
liberal” women in the General Social
Survey, over 25 percent did not accept
an unequivocal abortion-rights position.
Meanwhile, among “extremely con-
servative” women, nearly one-fifth (18.2
percent) did.

So, yes, there is a large gap between
these ideologically polarized positions,
but we miss a substantial proportion of
the electorate if all we apprehend is the
stylized cartoon. Nuance goes out the
window when slogans about the “war
on women” or the “liberal media” dom-
inate public discourse.

All this has important consequences
for a pluralistic society in which politics
aspires to be the art of persuasion.
Abortion is arguably the most polariz-
ing social issue in the United States, and
despite the data at our fingertips, many
succumb to caricatures of their oppo-
nents.

A greater engagement with the facts
would enable those who support abor-
tion rights to consider why so many
women do not, rather than dismissing
their political opponents as motivated
by misogyny or false consciousness.
Equally, looking at the skewed racial
demographics of abortion might encour-
age conservatives to reconsider the
idea that reproductive justice is purely a
concern of privileged white feminists.

We live in a world with a surfeit of in-
formation at our service. It is our choice
whether we seek out data that reinforce
our biases or choose to look at the world
in a critical, rational manner, and allow
reality to bend our preconceptions. In
the long run, the truth will work better
for us than our cherished fictions. O

A Ruse to Make Tax Cuts

By Edward D. Kleinbard

Los ANGELES

S Republicans take control of Con-

gress this month, at the top of

their to-do list is changing

how the government meas-

ures the impact of tax cuts on

federal revenue: namely, to switch from

so-called static scoring to “dynamic”

scoring. While seemingly arcane, the

change could have significant, negative

consequences for enacting sustainable,
long-term fiscal policies.

Whenever new tax legislation is pro-
posed, the nonpartisan Congressional
Budget Office “scores” it, to estimate
whether the bill would raise more or less
revenue than existing law would.

In preparing estimates, scorekeepers
try to predict how people will respond to
a new tax law. For example, if Congress
contemplates raising the excise tax on
cigarettes, scorekeepers consider exist-
ing trends in cigarette consumption, the
likelihood that the higher taxes will in-
duce some smokers to quit, and the pros-
pect that higher prices will increase in-
centives for cigarette smuggling. There
are no truly “static” revenue estimates.

These conventional estimates do not,
however, include any indirect feedback
effects that tax law changes might have
on overall national income. In other
words, they do not incorporate macro-
economic behavioral changes.

Dynamic scoring does. Proponents
point out, correctly, that if a tax proposal
is large enough, then those sorts of feed-
back effects can aim the entire economy
on a slightly different path.

Such proponents argue that conven-
tional projections are skewed against tax
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cuts, because they do not consider that
cutting taxes could lead to higher eco-
nomic output, which would make up at
least some of the lost revenues. They
maintain that dynamic scoring will,
therefore, be both more neutral and more
accurate than current methodologies.
But the reality is more complex. In or-
der to look at the effects across the entire
economy, dynamic modeling relies on
many simplifying assumptions, like how
well people can predict the future or how
much they care about their children’s fu-
ture consumption versus their own.
Economists disagree on the answers,
and different models’ predicted feedback
effects vary wildly, depending on the val-
ues selected for those uncertain assump-
tions. The resulting estimates are likely

‘Dynamic scoring’ is the
wrong way to estimate
government revenues.

to incorporate greater uncertainty about
the magnitude of any revenue-estimating
errors and greater exposure to the risk of
a political thumb on the scale.

Consider the nonpartisan scorekeep-
ers’ estimates of the consequences of a
tax-reform bill proposed last year by
Representative Dave Camp, Republican
of Michigan. Using different models and
plausible inputs, the scorekeepers esti-
mated that, under the bill, total gross do-
mestic product might rise between 0.1
percent and 1.6 percent over the next
decade — a 16-fold spread in projected
outcomes. Which result should be the ba-
sis of congressional scorekeeping?

But the bigger problems lie deeper.
Federal deficits are on an unsustainable
path (as it happens, because of undertax-
ation; not excessive spending). Simply
cutting taxes against the headwind of
structural deficits leads to lower growth,

Look Good

as government borrowing soaks up an
ever-increasing share of savings.

The most optimistic dynamic models
get around this by assuming that the
world today is in fiscal equilibrium,
where the deficit does not grow continu-
ously as a percentage of gross domestic
product. But that’s not true. If you add
the reality of spiraling deficits into those
models, they don’t work.

To make these models work, score-
keepers must arbitrarily assume either
that we tax more and spend less today
than is really the case — which is what
they did for the Camp bill — or assume
that a tax cut today will be followed by a
spending cut or tax increase tomorrow.
Economists describe such a move as
“making counterfactual assumptions”;
the rest of us call it “making stuff up.”

In practice, these models are political
statements. They show the biggest eco-
nomic effects by assuming that tax cuts
are financed by unspecified future spend-
ing cuts. The smaller size of government,
not the tax cuts by themselves, largely
drives the models’ results.

Further, the models are not a step to-
ward more neutral revenue estimates,
because they assume that, while individ-
uals make productive investments, gov-
ernment does not. In reality, government
spending contributes significantly to eco-
nomic output. Truly dynamic modeling
would weigh the forgone economic re-
turns of government investments against
the economic gains from lower taxes.

The Republicans’ interest in dynamic
scoring is not the result of a million-
economist march on. Washington; it
comes from political factions convinced
that tax cuts are the panacea for all eco-
nomic ills. They will use dynamic scoring
to justify a tax cut that, under conven-
tional scorekeeping, loses revenue.

When revenues do in fact decline and
deficits rise, those same proponents will
push for steep cuts in government insur-
ance or investment programs, because
they will claim that the models demand
it. That is what lies inside the Trojan
horse of dynamic scoring. O

GAIL COLLINS

Hillary
Versus
History

When Hillary Clinton thinks about
running for president, do you think she
contemplates the fact that no Democrat
has been elected to succeed another
Democrat since James Buchanan in
1856?

We bring you this factoid in honor of
the beginning of the 2016 election season.
(Only 55 weeks until the New Hampshire
primary!) We’ve got so much time. It’s
the perfect moment for random irrele-
vant trivia about presidential elections of
the past. Which, to be honest, is my fa-
vorite part.

Consider that succession information
for a minute. We have had Democratic
vice presidents step into office when the
Democratic president died. But the vot-
ers haven’t gone to the polls and elected
one Democrat to follow another since be-
fore the Civil War.

What do you think this means? Actu-
ally, there weren’t all that many Repub-
licans who were elected to succeed Re-
publicans either. Particularly if you ac-

knowledge that Rutherford B. Hayes

stole the election from Samuel Tilden.
James Garfield did it, but then he was as-
sassinated. William Howard Taft fol-
lowed Theodore Roosevelt, and then
Roosevelt came to hate Taft so much that
he ran as a third-party candidate in 1912,
throwing the election to Woodrow Wil-
son. Herbert Hoover succeeded Calvin
Coolidge, and we know how well that one

And, now, our
James Buchanan
moment.

worked out. Finally, George H.W. Bush
was elected after Ronald Reagan.

Wow, think about that. The only presi-
dent elected to follow a member of his
own party without creating some sort of
cosmic disaster was George H.W. Bush.
No wonder he always looks so cheerful.

These factoids refer only to elections
between Republicans and Democrats.
Even with nearly two years to go (but
seven months until the Iowa straw
poll!), we don’t have enough time to deal
with the Whigs. Our two current parties
began duking it out in — yes! — 1856,
when Buchanan ran against the first Re-
publican presidential candidate, John
Charles Frémont. Frémont was an ex-
plorer whose political enemies claimed
had resorted to cannibalism during one
unfortunate'Western ‘expedition. I am
just telling you this to make it clear how
interesting American history can be.

Anyhow, Buchanan won and went on
triumphantly to become possibly the
worst president ever. Almost every chief
executive in American history has his
defenders. I had a very nice time last
year talking with people who feel War-
ren Harding hasn’t been given his due.
But you very seldom run into fans of Bu-
chanan, the man who cozied up to slave-
holders and failed to stop Southern se-
cession.

“He was terrible,” said Jean Baker, a
professor of history at Goucher College
and Buchanan biographer. This despite
arriving in office with one of the best
résumés in the history of presidential
candidates: Buchanan had been a con-
gressman, envoy to Russia, senator, sec-
retary of state and minister to Britain.
“He was sitting around waiting and wait-
ing with the best C.V. of any president
we’ve ever had. That’s what’s so ironic,”
said Baker.

Did I mention that Buchanan was also
the last former secretary of state elected
president?

I don’t think Clinton-Buchanan com-
monalities are likely to be a big concern.
Liberals worry that Hillary might be
overly aggressive when it comes to for-
eign policy; I don’t think anybody thinks
she’d sit on her hands and let any states
secede. (Only 58 weeks until the South
Carolina primary!)

Still, it never hurts to push a little ran-
dom presidential history into the mix, if
only tofliven things up for the next year
or so. Any suggestions? I am in the mar-
ket for some comparisons between Ted
Cruz and Millard Fillmore. ,

But about James Buchanan: Professor
Baker thinks his unwillingness to stand
up to the South was because, at least
partly, of his close friendships with
Southern politicians. (He described the
abolition movement as “weak, powérless
and soon to be forgotten” and referred to
white men from the South as “the chival-
rous race.”) Buchanan roomed with Wil-
liam King of Alabama during their Sen-
ate days, and the pair were so close that
people referred to them as “Siamese
twins.” King went on to become the only
bachelor vice president, under Franklin
Pierce. Buchanan, you may recall, was
our only bachelor president.

Baker said that when she was writing
her book on Buchanan, Arthur Schlesin-
ger Jr., her editor, demanded that she
“take a position on whether he was gay
or not.” She demurred. Buchanan never
said, and he spent a great deal of time
pretending to be courting various wid--
ows, none of whom managed to get him
anywhere near the altar. Baker wishes
she could have said for sure: “It would
have been one of the few things I could
present as positive about James Bu-
chanan.”

Well, he was kind to his nephews and
nieces. He had two pet bald eagles, which
sounds sort of interesting. And he was
the only president who hailed from Penn-
sylvania. Perhaps I should point out that
Joe Biden was born in Scranton. O
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For Officers’ Killer, Shifting Between Identities

Clockwise from top left: Family photo with a young Ismaaiyl Brinsley in white; a bit older, he is remembered as a generous but difficult child; a
mug shot; an Instagram photo of the gun used to kill Officers Rafael Ramos and Wenjian Liu had a caption that read, in part, “I'm putting
Wings On Pigs Today”; Mr. Brinsley on his Facebook page; an Instagram photo posted on Dec. 18 of Mr. Brinsley, at right, with friends.
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dental than initially portrayed, friends
and his mother said. He was no ardent
anti-police activist, as some of his
friends were. He was nursing no grudge
against the police in Brooklyn. He was
no stone-cold criminal; his 20 arrests
were mostly for minor crimes, even
though they prevented him again and
again from getting a job.

He struggled with depression but had
no history of hallucinations or other
forms of psychosis, unlike his oldest
brother, who battled schizophrenia. His
version of Islam seemed more jumbled
than jihadi. Instead, Mr. Brinsley
seemed to be a grandstander at the end
of his tether, homeless, jobless and
hopeless.

“I can’t even understand why,” Al-
thea Hood, who had been a close friend
of Mr. Brinsley since 2006 and saw him
in Atlanta in early December at a re-
cording studio, said of his death. “Other
than, what he did in the beginning with
his girlfriend might have been a mis-
take, and then he lost it.”

Ultimately, that is perhaps the most
coherent explanation: another wrong
turn after a lifetime of them, one that
led down a cul-de-sac where, in the end,
Mr. Brinsley saw no way out. He de-
cided to take two officers with him al-
most as an afterthought, a final attempt
to gain the kind of notoriety that he had
always craved.

It was his final incarnation.

Mr. Brinsley was born in Brooklyn,
and he never let you forget it, calling
people out for acting Brooklyn when he
felt that they weren’t. But he was raised
in Atlanta, where his parents moved
when he was a boy. There, Mr. Brinsley
was the youngest of four children
brought up in the Senegalese Sufi
branch of Islam embraced by his moth-
er, Shakuwra Dabre.

His parents broke up when Ismaaiyl
was about 9, Ms. Dabre said. He became
the generous child, the one who would
pump gas at the nearby station for tips
when money was tight, or who would
bring his mother flowers. But he was
also a handful. He learned that if he did
poorly in school or acted out, his father
came around. He acted out often.

Ms. Dabre, struggling and broke,
couldn’t handle him. So he bounced
around: to his father’s, to a school in
California, to New Jersey when his fa-
ther moved there, to Atlanta with Ms.
Dabre after he was sexually abused and
tried to kill himself when he was abbut
14, to the apartment of a sister and her
boyfriend, to a group home for troubled
boys, to his sister again. Ismaaiyl

learned to live on a couch. He was so es-

tranged at times from his mother that
she wasn’t certain where he went to
high school.

On social media, Mr. Brinsley claimed
that he had graduated from Willingboro
High School in New Jersey, but that
doesn’t seem true. He was already in
trouble in Atlanta. He appears in no Wil-
lingboro yearbooks from that time. On a
court form, he said he had made it to the
10th grade.

As an adult, Mr. Brinsley built his
own family, mostly young men like him,
living on the fringes ‘and squatting
where they could. He started having
run-ins with police, small arrests for
avoiding bus and subway tolls, or for de-

Alan Blinder, Jason Grant and Michael
Schwirtz contributed reporting. Susan
Beachy and Alain Delaquériére contrib-
uted research.
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Clouded a Lifetime of Wrong Turns

fiance. “You just going to have to lock
me up,” he told a transit police officer
when he was 19, when the officer tried
to get him to leave a bus in Atlanta.

He became a hustler. Mr. Brinsley
was a name-brand thief, accused of
stealing things like a pair of rhinestone-
studded women’s Fendi frames, a
brown Gucci belt. Some he probably re-
sold. A friend in South Beach, in Florida,
who spoke on the condition of anonym-
ity because he did not want to be linked
to Mr. Brinsley after his crimes, said he
had bought eyeglasses from him. “He
always had a fresh pair,” the friend said.

On Myspace, which he used when he
was 21 and 22, Mr. Brinsley posted pho-
tographs of himself holding wads of
cash, with a pistol tucked into his jeans,
in an album called “Grown, Gorgeous
And Gangsta.”

He aspired to be a ladies’ man. Ms.
Hood turned to Mr. Brinsley for support
when she had breast cancer; he was the
person who shared dinner with her at
California Pizza Kitchen the night be-
fore her mastectomy. He dressed well,
flirted well, presented himself well,
even as he told a court that he was indi-
gent. He had a daughter when he was
21, with a woman who wanted to be a
model, three days after he stole the
Gucci belt.

“He was a real good dresser,” said
Muller St-Cyr, a hip-hop artist from
Brooklyn. “Like, the stuff he would
wear, females would post on his Insta-
gram, ‘Uh oh, Denzel Washington.’ Fe-
males, they were shocked. What was
presented online was far from the reali-
ty. No one knew he was messed up the
way he was messed up.”

Mr. Brinsley used social media to net-
work, to figure out places to go, friends

“said. He went to Ohio, to Las Vegas, to

Florida, mainly moving by bus, always
looking for a place to stay.

“He told me a story about how he
stayed with a close friend in another
state, but after a while, this dude kicked
him out,” said the friend in South Beach,

who let Mr. Brinsley stay with him on
and off for a year. “It’s like this dude’s
been kicked out of so many houses, it’s
crazy.”

Some of his long list of petty crimes
were simply bizarre. In June 2009, he
was arrested in Springfield, Ohio, after
stealing a pair of scissors, a power in-
verter and some Trojan condoms from a
Rite Aid. When a security guard con-
fronted him, Mr. Brinsley ran to a near-
by hotel. Police found him near the laun-
dry room, trying to take out his braids.

But other incidents highlighted his
quick temper. By early 2010, Mr. Brin-
sley had been arrested twice for threat-
ening women. He had allegedly threat-
ened to kill one woman, then found her
four days later and threw a drink at her.
He threatened a Waffle House employ-
ee who asked him to leave, and tried to
punch her.

For the most part, his family was es-
tranged. His mother was back in Brook-
lyn and rarely saw him. His father had
little to do with him. “SOMETIMES 1
FEEL LIKE A MOTHER-LESS
CHILD,” he wrote on Facebook during
this time.

By 2011, he was on Twitter as the
“Scorpio King.” His missives were aspi-
rational (“Rise and grind! Another day,
more dollars”); revealing (“I Almost
Got Shot At Point Blank Range A Few
Moments Ago”) and contradictory (“IN
ALLAH I TRUST” followed by one men-
tioning “3 Condoms” and “I Love My-
self!111”)

For some reason, Mr. Brinsley was
feeling angry. He sent threatening text
messages to his sister Jalaa Brinsley in
New York, the police said. On Twitter,
he said he wished he could kill people
and get away with it, then wrote “Take
It In Blood Or Give It In Fear!” Days

_ later, on June 6, 2011, Mr. Brinsley

showed up at a friend’s place in Mariet-
ta, Ga., looking for a pair of sunglasses
and a duffle bag. He ended up firing a
bullet from a stolen gun at her gold Che-
vy Malibu, leading police on a foot chase

and being Tasered and arrested near
the Happy Mart convenience store.

Despite this, his worst crime to date,
the friend, Quione Williams, and her sis-
ter, Virginia Washington, said they liked
Mr. Brinsley. Ms. Williams, who some-
times let Mr. Brinsley stay with her, de-
scribed his social media bravado as
“just stupid stuff.” The sisters said he
seemed frustrated because he couldn’t
get ajob.

“He’s trying to keep up with the °

Joneses, but he don’t have Joneses’
money,” Ms. Williams said.

Even as he was being driven by the
police to the station, Mr. Brinsley de-
manded attention. While sitting in the
back of the squad car, he posted to his
Facebook wall from his mobile phone,
asking people to write him, if they ever
cared.

“I’m locked up right now, in Cobb
County,” he wrote. “I’m looking at some
serious time.”

He was out in less than seven months,
soon posturing again. “I’'m a Reformed
Thug........Re-Formed,” he wrote on
Twitter. While visiting the Crown
Heights neighborhood of Brooklyn, he
wrote: “My God Comes First......... And
Then My Gun........! 2

Yet Mr. Brinsley tried to get his life to-
gether: He started Minc & Co., which
made T-shirts featuring drawings of na-
ked women in various poses. The
T-shirts didn’t work. Neither did an-
other new company, My Local Breed,
which aimed to sell polo shirts with a
person’s home state emblazoned on the
chest. Meanwhile, Mr. Brinsley kept pil-
ing up more debts, more responsibil-
ities, like a second daughter, born to a
woman in Brooklyn.

He was robbed once or twice, friends
said. In May, two people pistol-whipped
him — one was an acquaintance, Ms.
Washington said. It devastated him.

“How would you feel if you went to
someone’s house who you thought was
your friend, and they happened to strip
you and rob you?” said a friend in At-

KIRSTEN LUCE FOR THE NEW YORK TIMES

After Ismaaiyl Brinsley’s parents broke up when he was about 9, his mother,
Shakuwra Dabre, above in Brooklyn, struggled to raise him, she said. The two
were so estranged at times that she was not certain where he went to high school.

- ment outside Baltimore, about 5:30

lanta, whoasked to be identified only by
his Instagram handle, Mike Summerz.
“And then you get to see these people
again. You are victimized and then you
get to see the person that victimized -
you. Imagine that was happening all the
time.”
At some point, Mr. Brinsley met Ms.
Thompson, an Air Force reservist who
at the time worked for a Veterans Af-
fairs hospital in North Carolina. He
moved in with her, staying with her
when she moved to a suburb of Balti-
more, friends said. Ms. Dabre said her
son liked the fact that Ms. Thompson let
him roam around and visit his usual
haunts. But he fell in love. She broke up
with him, probably a couple of times, in
August, the police said, and around
Thanksgiving, Ms. Dabre said.
Regardless, he kept a key.
In recent months, Mr. Brinsley was
upset about what happened to Mr.
Brown and Mr. Garner, and he posted a
picture of a flag burning on Instagram,
urging his friends to do the same. “So
Let’s Ruffle Some Feathers And Take It
Into Qur Own Hands And Make Them
Watch In Horror As We Burn What
They Represent,” he wrote in one post,
retrieved by a friend and shown to The
New York Times.
But he never talked about wanting to
hurt police officers, his friends said.
Back in Atlanta after Thanksgiving,
Mr. Brinsley saw Ms. Hood in the first
part of December, counseling her over
her own breakup. He didn’t mention his
own. He said he was going home, to
Brooklyn.
At some point, Mr. Brinsley sat down
for a meal with the mother of his young-
er daughter, Ms. Dabre said, adding
that the woman later told her that Mr.
Brinsley had threatened suicide.
On Dec. 18, Mr. Brinsley saw some of
his Atlanta friends, posing for Insta-
gram pictures and sneering at the cam-
era as one friend brandished a knife. Mr.
Brinsley did not talk about hurting po-
lice officers or visiting his ex-girlfriend,
said his friend known as Mike Summerz
on Instagram. “I knew he had a lot on
his mind,” the friend added.
The next day, Ms. Dabre said she had
a vision: her son walking into her apart-
ment with a gun.
Instead, Mr. Brinsley showed up the
following day at Ms. Thompson’s apart-

a.m., letting himself in with his key.

After he shot her, Mr. Brinsley fled in
a panic, catching the Bolt Bus to New
York. As he sat on the bus, wearing
camouflage pants and greenish tennis
shoes spattered with blood, he called
Ms. Thompson’s mother; apologized
and said he had shot her daughter by
accident. He called Jalaa Brinsley, his
sister, and he called Ms. Dabre, whom
he referred to as “ummi,” which means
“mother” in Arabic. “It’s a wrap.
Ummi,” Mr. Brinsley told her. “I alread
know it’s a wrap.”

“] was shaking,” Ms. Dabre said. ‘4
said, ‘Jalaa, I don’t like the feel of thig
We were both shaking. I had a feeli
he was heading this way.”

She thought he was coming for
Instead, he came for two police officé
he had never met, in a city where
didn’t live, at the end of a life that ne
measured up. He posted his intentig
on Instagram. Pay attention to me,
seemed to shout, even telling two yo
men he met in Bedford-Stuyvesant
follow him on Instagram and to wg
what he did next, just before he shot
strangers.
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Intro

Linda and I thought the most useful thing I could do--because
I’ve been a full-time professional writer practically since the dawn
of civilization--is to bring in an actual piece of writing that’s being

written, even as we gather here, and go through it with you, and talk

about what I think IMm some specific ;vmgys So, what you’ll
hear 1s fronT;i;:uscrlpt, the opening scenes of what will be my
eleventh novel--the first pages of about a 300-page book that I’ve
been working for a year and a half, and that I'1l finish by Labor

Day--perhaps appropriately--which would mean it’1l be published

sometime next year, probably late spring or early summer.

I’m going to divide this into four segments of reading--the first
one about eight minutes, and the othegs two or three minutes apiece
--with some notes I’ve made as tBM;vﬁat I think I'm don?g, n
between. All together, it’ll probably take half an hour of our period,

so I’ll have to ask you to hold your questions until then--but after
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that you can fire away, about what I’ve read or said, or anything

else about the glamorous writing life.

Let me emphasize that this is from manuscript, drafts as we cz}g NY
the various stages of a piece of writing, and no one except my editog}/
and my wife have read or heard any of this. So, we’ll have a public

world premiere, right here and now.

Okay, ready? ECell phones off, text fingers taking a rest, /goggles

on, helmets fastened--here we go.
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Miss You excerpt #1 (8 min.)
My father was the best bartender who ever lived. No one

SR,

Ty
really questioned that in a town like Gros Ventre, glad of any

) . s o O ol N r——
honor, or out in the lonely sheep camps and bunkhouses and

other parched locations of the Two Medicine country’(ﬁhere

\\\
the Medicine Lodge saloon was viewed as a nearly holy oasis.
What else was as reliable in life as sauntering intED

- o 13a lad~ £ o Ar30tcaose taxzalls 1nta
WLLILJ 1TAailv 111 111V 1TV A VUOSTUITIUT COU vwWar\ 11rco
the oldest enterprise for a hundred miles around and béfllet

B

with Just;/the/rrght drink Whlskrng along the pohshed wood of

the prod1g10us bar, along with a greeting as dependable as the

A — i m;::( ""«:% - ?',
time of day. Not even heaven promised such service.
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Growrng up 1n back of the JOIIlt as my father always called it,

oS AR k "0-(:?

I could praetrcally hear in my sleep the toasts that celebrated

RSP
LNt RSO NIRRT

W R,

the Medicine Lodge as an unbeatable place and Tom Harry as
! - ‘/‘T
perfectlon of a certain kind behind the bar.

W —" PR TS MR R

Which was not to say, even the adherents comfortably

straddling ‘their bar stools rnight have adnntted, that he added

[

i

g p ‘
e smamp s G 3

up to the best human being there ever was. Or the absolute

best father of all trme in ways I could list. Yet, as peculiar a

pair as we made, the bacheldr saloonkeepér w1thastreakof

frost in his blaek pompadour and the 1nqurslt1tfe hoy who had

e

been an accrdent between the




sheets in the end I would not have traded my 1nvoluntary

wawmwml& e ———————— }k gL
parent for a more standard model. Itis sa1d it takes a good
storyteller to turn ears mto eyes but luckrly lrfe 1tself
i l
sometrmes performs that trrck on us. In what became our

t’" s1 '«“»m\"s,

story together when life took me by the ears whata

k

fortunate gamble it was that my father 1ncluded me in h1s

IRy

W
callmg Otherwise, I'd have missed out on the best seat in

s P ' o

the house--the joint, rather--when hrstory came huntmg for

Ry L
him.

Y 00 e 5
I turned twelve that year of everythrng, 1960 But as my

“jgw(, mﬁy’u’{

father would have said, it took some real gettmg there first.
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// My mother, who was my father’s housekeeper when

domestic matters underwent a surprising turn andI was the

result, long since had Washed her hands of the two of us and

Sens

——

Vanlshed from our part of Montana and for all I could find

out, from the face of the carth. “She up and left ” was h1s
= -
total eXplanatron “Pulled out on us when you were a couple

L=

of months old krddo i Accordrngly, he handed me off to h1s

———

S

sister Marge and her farnrly n Arrzona and I spent my early

W“? SR R §. S ——

years in one of those sun-baked Phoenlx nerghborhoods where

R A e

S PBATTI o S e e - l&.«&

saguaro cactuses had not yet been crowded out entlrely It




was not an easy existence. My cousins, Danny and Ronny,
ﬂ? w ¥ d b —
were four and six years older than I was . and mfimtely more
e Mm
—-’”‘“\A .

i
ornery. Aunt Marge was loyal to me--or at least to the checks

R s

7
my father sent for my suppo‘;rt——but she took in laundry and

— —
ironing as well as running the household and so her

supervision of her unruly sons was sporadic at best. None of

us saw much of the husband and father, Arvin, a fireman who

usually was trying to catch some sleep in the back bedroom or

e — | e
on shift at the firehouse. My endurmg memory of that perlod

of my hfe 1s of the big Zen1th console radlo saving my sﬁ?

[o-

R R R

S S

the same trme every afternohon when the bigger boys took a




break from tormentlng me and we all slumped down on the
pm— ; —) 4 w;;;? ——
living room ﬂoor to tune in to serial adventures far beyond

2 TS "‘";a\ﬂ T i:i,.&
what Phoen1x had to offer So ! survrved as chlldren

o e
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somehow do, and occasronally I even was reprreved from
\/L,/\M P e e

& -
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Danny and Ronny A time or two a year, my father would

TR
Ww&%ﬁfﬁ‘% 5 MFE.?

show up and take me off on what he declared was a vacation.
i ” | s a..,‘:i
We saw the Grand Canyor}ﬂnore than once.
B .
As time went on, my situation started to ship drastlcally

_onn_y was about to become a teenager and turn1ng mean

S, }

along w1th 1t Arnong other stunts he liked to grind his
: ™~ - M
knuckles on the back of my head when Aunt Marge wasn’t
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Watchlng All the while, copycat Danny was just Wa1t1ng for

his turn at m rne. / The saying is that What does not krll you

g

S
. =
‘—_ﬁr ——— R L S gt

strengthens you /but sometimes you wonder which W111

— MWMW s m

happen frrst
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By the summer I turned srx I was desperately lookrng

’?u" B e

SRR

forward to the f1rst grade when T Would be out of Ronny S

Mg

>
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reach at least that much of the day It all cu1m1nated one hot

———

’ : : 4 ; ° . °
afternoon when we were sprawled on the rug n the 11V1ng

W\? e ~»"WL\ MWM”?
room listening as usual td “The Lone Ranger.

%2

Ronny was

R R

- }«%

alternately mocking Tonto-—”Why it never your turn to sweep

the tepee, Kemo Sabe?”——andspitting sunflower seed husks at
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me, Dannz was grgghng at such good fun, and I was wincing

e
at how hfe strnks when a person has to put up with relatives

— Pan. W

like the pair of them. Then, more dramatrcally than

anything on the radro there was a thunderlng knock on the

front door which brorlght Aunt Marge rushrng to see What it

Vo

. i
was about

She opened the door to my father head and shoulders A"
) oA
above her even though she was a large woman. “Hey, ‘?G \

" Tk, =
Marge. /ﬁow’s tricks?” I was too surprised to jump up and
run to him as usual Seeing him materialize in that doorway--

- a
he looked like he always did, his hair slicked back and his
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hvely eyebrows cocked, although his usual blinding Whlte

“"““*‘*x
shlrt was unbuttoned at the neck in concession to the Arlzona

heat——challenged my 1mag1nat10n more mlghtlly than the

g

masked man and hlS faithful Indian compamon ever could

L R = 7
What was wrong? Why was he here, suddenly and

R —— \

unannounced?

t

The perfectly bland answer confounded me as much as the

e e

question. “I came to get the kid.”

Aunt Marge laughed in his face. “Tom you can’t drag

: e

L'A

I g

SR

SR, \&:5‘

Rusty off on some dumb Vacatlon rlght now. He starts school
- =
pretty soon.”
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That did not seem to perturb him the least bit. “Last time

I looked, Montana has schoolhouses.”

\bi"tc!

- e |

She was speechless although not for long. “You don’t
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