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Brainwashing would be the most simplest term, yet that belittles the
years of emotional abuse these victims have had to endure. 
U.K. POLICE COMMANDER STEVE RODHOUSE ON THE INVESTIGATION INTO THE CASE OF THREE WOMEN
ALLEGEDLY HELD AS SLAVES FOR 30 YEARS IN LAMBETH, SOUTH LONDON.

A little over two years after former Libyan dictator
Moammar Gadhafi was captured and killed by reb-
el militiamen outside the town of Sirte, the Libyan
state is teetering on the brink of collapse. A dozen
different militia organizations have more authority
than the central government, and if ordinary civil-
ians protest at their arbitrary rule they get shot.

That happened in Benghazi, in the east of the
country, in June, when 31 peaceful demonstrators
were shot dead and many others wounded while
protesting outside the barracks of the Libyan
Shield Brigade.

It happened again in Tripoli just last week, when
a militia brigade from Misrata that has been roost-
ing in the capital for the past two years used heavy
machine-guns on unarmed civilians who were de-
manding that it go home, killing 43 and wounding
hundreds.

In between, there have been some 80 assassina-
tions of senior police and government officials. Last
month the prime minister, Ali Zeidan, was kid-
napped by gunmen of the Libya Revolutionaries
Operations Room group. Almost all the east and
the south of the country are controlled by militias
who have seized the main oilfields and ports.

Oil exports, the country’s only significant source
of revenue, have dropped from 1.4 million barrels
per day last summer to only 200,000. Deprived of
most of its income, the government will run out of
money to pay its employees next month — includ-
ing the militias that harass it, for it pays them off
too. And once the militias are no longer getting
their protection money, things may get even worse
in Libya.

That’s the bad news in Libya, but it all follows
logically from the nature of the five-month war that
overthrew Gadhafi in 2011. It was not the militias
that defeated him; it was NATO’s air power, which
relentlessly bombed his troops and strong points.
But since the Western countries, haunted by their
experiences in Afghanistan and Iraq, had no wish
to put troops on the ground, it was the militias who
collected the victory.

The militias now have 225,000 members in a
country of only five million people. Only about one-
tenth of the militiamen actually fought in the war,
but in a country with 40 per cent unemployment it’s
the best job going, so they do not lack recruits. And
from the beginning what passes for a national gov-
ernment in Libya, lacking any army or police of its
own, hired the militias to enforce its authority. As a
result, they have become the real authorities.

The eastern half of the country, Cyrenaica, with
80 per cent of the oil, is now in practice a separate
entity, run by militias that demand “federalism” but
really mean independence. Prime Minister Zeidan
warned in August that “any vessel not under con-
tract to the National Oil Company that approaches
the (oil) terminals (in Cyrenaica) will be bombed,”
and so far none has dared to, but that means no-
body gets the income. It is a truly horrible mess.

Could this have been avoided? Probably not. Af-
ter 42 years of Gaddafi’s brutal rule there was no
civil society in Libya that could support a demo-
cratic government and effectively demand respect
for human rights and an end to corruption. 

Foreign occupation might have supplied some of
the necessary skills to run a modern state, but
would have been violently rejected by Libyans. Be-
sides, there were no foreigners willing to take on
the job.

You have to start from where you are. Libya is
taking much longer than the optimists expected to
get to where it needs to be: a democratic state that
respects its citizens and enforces the law impartial-
ly. At the moment it’s not even heading in that direc-
tion. Probably not. 

The country’s oil wealth can only flow, whether
to the warlords or to the citizens, if there is a reason-
able degree of peace and order. That is a powerful
incentive to co-operation, even if much of the nego-
tiation seems to be done with guns. 

And there is a kind of civil society emerging in
Libya now: those crowds of protesters that the mili-
tias massacred were actually evidence that it exists.

It will be years more before the Libyans manage
to sort themselves out, but in the end they probably
will. But it’s very bad now, and it will probably get
worse before it gets better.

After Gadhafi,
chaos in Libya
Militias rule and murder the
innocent with no repercussions 

The country’s oil wealth
can only flow if there is a
reasonable degree of
peace and order. 

Gwynne Dyer is an independent journalist whose
articles are published in 45 countries.

GWYNNE DYER During dinner one night last week, I realized no one
was eating.

Or talking, for that matter.
They were all staring down at their cellphones.
I’m not sure how this happened exactly. One

minute we were having a nice time chatting over a
good meal, and the next time I look up, we’re the
cast of Night of the iPhone Zombies.

It wasn’t that long ago that we would actually sit
down to dinner as a family, eating and talking just
like real people. Occasionally, the home phone
would ring, but we learned to ignore it since every
call between 4 p.m. and 9 p.m. was to inform us that
we had either: won a cruise to the Bahamas, were
being poisoned by our furnace ducts, or were soon
to be arrested by whoever owns Highway 407.

That all changed when my wife and the kids all
got cellphones.

At dinner time, I began to notice, with almost
Sherlock Holmes-like powers, that no one seemed
to be listening to what I was saying. This was not
new, of course. The kids had actually stopped lis-
tening to me sometime in June 2002, but this was
different. Everyone at the table was suddenly ap-
parently highly interested in something they had
dropped in their laps. I was perplexed that so many
people were simultaneously spilling food on their
pants, but it turned out, of course, that everyone
was reading text messages on their phones.

This led to our first rule. No cellphones at the ta-
ble during dinner.

Well, it was actually our third rule, the first two
being:

No caps or toques at the dinner table. I don’t
know when people started wearing baseball caps

while eating, but I’ve never really understood it.
Unless you’re a member of the Blue Jays at the pre-
game lunch, leave the cap at the door. You’re not ex-
actly going to field a grounder during the soup
course. (Well, unless people start flinging matzo
balls around the table. And that’s breaking rule 1B:
No food fights.) The only sane reason for sporting a
toque at supper time is that you’re eating in an igloo
or you’re Jacques Cousteau.

No talking with your mouth full. This rule was
instituted by my wife with good cause. Our dinner
table was always a place of “lively discussion,” and
by that I mean the powerful expression of ideas and
opinions, or what Protestants call “yelling.” This
was accompanied by vigorous hand gestures and
occasionally some foreign-language swearing.
When the conversation became especially ener-
gized, it was sometimes accompanied by the inad-
vertent mouth-spraying of food across the table.
You haven’t really lived until your daughter deliv-
ers a curfew tirade with a shower of spaghetti sauce
on the side. Even better during what we fondly
called the “braces years.”

Now, I look back longingly on the yelling and
food spitting. It meant people were actually talking
to each other and not staring dumbly at little
screens, their thumbs dancing in their laps.

What we have at the table now much of the time is
what some social scientists are calling Continuous
Partial Attention (CPT). This term came about in
the computer age, but I’m pretty sure I’ve been do-
ing it for years. CPT is what happens when I’m
reading the Saturday morning newspaper while
my wife is outlining my tasks for the day.

My Voice: “Yes, OK honey. I’ll get right on that.
Uh-huh. Sure. Uh-huh.

My Brain: “The Tiger-Cats sure need to kickstart
their offence this Sunday ...”

Now, too often, we’re all at the table half-paying
attention to several things and nothing at all.

A couple of weeks ago, we attended the memorial
service for the father of my good friend Andy. His
dad had been a skilled and creative dentist whose
innovations changed the practice of dentistry
across North America. But at the ceremony, person
after person mentioned a special gift he had: listen-
ing. They spoke about how he listened, really lis-
tened to people, and how that gift made him a mag-
net for those who wanted or needed to talk.

Listening — with focus and caring. Imagine.
Try doing that while you’re texting.

Hello? Hello? Is anyone listening?
Our family meals are episodes of Night of the iPhone Zombies

Now, I look back longingly on the
yelling and food spitting. It meant
people were actually talking to
each other and not staring
dumbly at little screens, their
thumbs dancing in their laps.

Paul Benedetti lives in Hamilton. He is a former
Spectator reporter and now teaches journalism at
Western University. 

PAUL BENEDETTI

KAMPALA, UGANDA When Rob Ford first appeared
onscreen in Africa, I was sitting in front of some
public televisions at a place where I often work,
reading about Gandhi.

It was strange because Gandhi, the great Indian
leader, led a fifth of the world’s people to democracy
in his bare feet, bony and malnourished and
wrapped in just a sort of bed-sheet, while the burly
mayor of Toronto has become a small man even
while, in heavy shoes, he’s fallen with such a thud
that it somehow has been heard around the world.

The last time I recall Ontario news making it this
far was six years ago when the Shedden massacre
involving the infamous Banditos gang got a couple
of paragraphs in a Ugandan daily.

One hardly knows what else needs to be said
about this personal implosion and splaying of in-
nards, except that even in the über-secularism of
the West, which generally allows private lives to be
just that, there are limits when it comes to public of-
ficials mixing street drugs with public vulgarity
and otherwise bizarre behaviour.

Ford’s very visible descent also reminds us that
we all live with certain ghosts; that is, we live with
events and people who continue to be with us and
in us and around us long after their deaths, includ-
ing their political deaths, sometimes for our better-
ment and sometimes not.

This is why on your side of the ocean you’ll still
hear “Uganda” in one breath and “Idi Amin” in the
next, even while Amin has been gone for decades
and his bloody legacy may or may not have much to
do with daily life where I sit today.

Now the words “Ford” and “Toronto” will contin-
ue to get baroque laughter for some time. 

I’ve personally heard it here: Yes, of all places, in
Africa.

Africa, where the leaders are so shaky that earli-
er in 2013, the Mo Ibrahim Prize, $5 million given to
any African who governs with excellence and then
— here’s the catch — steps down voluntarily, wasn’t
given for the second time in three years because ap-
parently nobody worthy can be found.

This prize from a Sudanese businessman is the
largest in the world, four times the Nobel Prize,
plus another $200,000 a year thereafter, but this,
really, is paltry to what a head of government can
get through corruption and simply hanging around
indefinitely.

A comic — and they’ve had their time with him —
would say that this qualifies Ford rather nicely to
govern some desperate African state — not because
he’s so rotten but because he simply can’t leave.

To be fair, Africa has produced some worthy
leaders. 

Nelson Mandela comes to mind. And to be fair,
real life, not life shown on one screen or another, is
more muddy. 

Gandhi, that saint, may have led millions but he
was also known as a shyster in his own family, mis-
treating his wife to the point of refusing medical
care, which resulted in her death.

Even someone as revered as John F. Kennedy,
grieved worldwide when he was slain 50 years ago
yesterday, walked with clay feet in his own family
with his various infidelities.

Even so, we see these men as legends. And if they
did have a certain greatness it radiated from their
understanding that public life is to be pursued in a
spirit of service — what Kennedy expressed elo-
quently when he said that it’s not about asking what
your country (substitute city if you wish) can do for
you, but rather what you can do for it.

What Ford can do is still the obvious: Step down.
And this is not just for Toronto; it’s for himself, so
that he can grapple with and find what any of us
need to find, what’s deeper inside of him and what,
ultimately, needs healing. Because his life has much
more value than any chain of office.

What do Ugandans make of Rob Ford?
Toronto mayor’s ‘fame’ finds its way into the heart of Africa 

THOMAS FROESE

Author and journalist Thomas Froese is a Hamiltonian in
East Africa most of the year. Read his blog on
fatherhood at www.dailydad.net and his other
commentaries at www.thomasfroese.com

A comic would say this
qualifies Ford to govern some
desperate African state —
not because he’s so rotten
but because he simply can’t
leave.

COMMENT

Another renovation
for the Art Gallery of
Hamilton and this
time, $30 million.
I’m sure we have more
important renovations
required for our down-
town core than the
AGH (again). 
I hope city council
really thinks hard
about donating any-
thing toward this
adventure.
VICTORIA SMART,
ANCASTER

Take another look 
at AGH renovation

I went across the Grays
Road overpass the
second day it was open.
I was underwhelmed
by how little had been
done (sidewalk, new
guardrails, partial
repaving).
This refurbishing
project took from early
April to mid Novem-
ber. I sometimes won-
dered if they would
ever get it finished.
If this is the normal
speed that road crews
work, how long did it
take them to build the
Skyway, 50 years?
RUSSELL PAPE,
STONEY CREEK

Grays Road overpass
work took a long time

I’m just wondering. If
the Ticats win Sun-
day’s game, will there
be a Grey Cup parade
in Guelph? Go, Cats,
Go.
STEVE KOPYSH,
BURLINGTON

Where will the parade
be held? Guelph?

We need your help.
Queensdale Elementa-
ry School might be
closing, so stand up
and speak out for all of
those great, small,
valuable schools.
Queensdale is an awe-
some school that starts
at kindergarten and
goes to Grade 6. We
have amazing teachers,
who have a great way of
teaching; they make
school fun. I don’t
think they are ready to
lose Queensdale either.
So let’s save Queens-
dale!
LAUREN KISH, GRADE 5,
HAMILTON

Student says ‘Let’s
save Queensdale’

BRIEFLY
Short and excerpted
comments sent to
letters@thespec.com
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A cab driver is vi-
ciously slashed in the
face while he is at
work, leaving him
permanently disfig-
ured and his assailant
receives a 15-month jail
sentence. How typical-
ly Canadian. My ques-
tion is what would the
sentence have been if
the victim had been a
judge, politician, cop,
lawyer or other “wor-
thy” victim attacked
while doing their job?
Yet another example of
how ordinary people
just don’t matter.
GARRY SHAW, 
BURLINGTON

Little justice for
ordinary people


