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"To Juan and. . ."

"To Richard Milhous Nixon,
who never let me down."



H.S.T.

"When the going gets weird, the weird turn pro."
-- Raoul Duke
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NEWS RELEASE
AIR PROVING GROUND COMMAND
EGLIN AIR FORCE BASE, FLORIDA

OFFICE OF INFORMATION SERVICES
Telephone 26111-2622

EGLIN AFB, FLORIDA-(Nov8)-S/Sgt. Manmountain Densenovice Air Policeman,



was severely injured here today, when a wine beif#oded inside the AP gatehouse at the
west entrance to the base. Dense was incoheresg¢veral hours after the disaster, but managed
to make a statement which led investigators tcelielthe bottle was hurled from a speeding car
which approached the gatehouse on the wrong sitteeabad, coming from the general

direction of theSEPARATION CENTER

Further investigation revealed that, only mindiefore the incident at the gatehouse, a
reportedly "fanatical" airman had received his safi@n papers and was rumored to have set out
in the direction of the gatehouse at a high speedmufflerless car with no brakes. An
immediate search was begun for Hunter S. Thompm@sttime sports editor of the base
newspaper and well-known "morale problem.” Thompsas known to have a sometimes
over-powering affinity for wine and was describgdaorecent arrival in the base sanatorium as
"just the type of bastard who would do a thing likat."

An apparently uncontrollable iconoclast, Thompa@s discharged today after one of the
most hectic and unusual Air Force careers in releistry. According to Captain Munnington
Thurd, who was relieved of his duties as base ifiesson officer yesterday and admitted to the
neuropsychological section of the base hospitabnison was "totally unclassifiable™ and "one
of the most savage and unnatural airmen I've em@eaup against.”

"I'll never understand how he got this dischar@éatird went on to say. "l almost had a
stroke yesterday when | heard he was being givdroanrable discharge. It's terrifying --
simply terrifying."

And then Thurd sank into a delerium.

HEADQUARTERS
AIR PROVING GROUND COMMAND
UNITED STATES AIR FORCE
Eglin Air Force Base, Florida

ADDRESS REPLY
ATTN: Base Staff Personnel Officer
Personnel Report: A/2C Hunter S. Thompson

23 Aug 57

1. A/2C Hunter S. Thompson, AF15546879, has wabikehe Internal Information
Section, OIS, for nearly one year. During this tineehas done some outstanding sports writing,
but ignored APGC-OIS policy.

2. Airman Thompson possesses outstanding talemtiiing. He has imagination, good
use of English, and can express his thoughts iarmer that makes interesting reading.

3. However, in spite of frequent counseling vaiplanation of the reasons for the
conservative policy on an AF base newspaper, Airftempson has consistently written
controversial material and leans so strongly ttoati editorializing that it was necessary to
require that all his writing be thoroughly editeefdre release.



4. The first article that called attention to theting noted above was a story very
critical of Base Special Services. Others that vetopped before they were printed were pieces
that severely criticized Arthur Godfrey and Ted N&ihs that Airman Thompson extracted from
national media releases and added his flair forrtheendo and exaggeration.

5. This Airman has indicated poor judgment frofmeo standpoints by releasing Air
Force information to the Playground News himselthwo consideration for other papers in the
area, or the fact that onbfficial releases, carefully censored by competent OIS staffibers,
are allowed.

6. In summary, this Airman, although talented| mot be guided by policy or personal
advice and guidance. Sometimes his rebel and sutitude seems to rub off on other airmen
staff members. He has little consideration for taly bearing or dress and seems to dislike the
service and want out as soon as possible.

7. Consequently, it is requested that Airman Tpsom be assigned to other duties
immediately, and it is recommended that he be s#gneonsidered under the early release
program.

8. Itis also requested that Airman Thompsonfhieially advised that he is to do no
writing of any kind for internal or external pulditton unless such writing is edited by the OIS
staff, and that he is not to accept outside empétrwith any of the local media.

W. S. EVANS, Colonel, USAF
Chief, Office of Information Services

PART 1

Author's Note

"Art is long and life is short,
and success is very far off."
--J. Conrad

Well. . . yes, and here we go again.

But before we get to The Work, as it were, | wantake sure | know how to cope with
this elegant typewriter -- (and, yes, it appeaas thlo) -- so why not make this quick list of my
life's work and then get the hell out of town oge #1:05 to Denver? Indeed. Why not?

But for just a moment I'd like to say, for the p@nent record, that it is a very strange
feeling to be a 40-year-old American writer in tbentury and sitting alone in this huge building
on Fifth Avenue in New York at one o'clock in theming on the night before Christmas Eve,



2000 miles from home, and compiling a table of eatg for a book of my own Collected Works
in an office with a tall glass door that leads twu& big terrace looking down on The Plaza
Fountain.

Very strange.

| feel like | might as well be sitting up here wag the words for my own tombstone. . .
and when | finish, the only fitting exit will begtt straight off this fucking terrace and into The
Fountain, 28 stories below and at least 200 yantlsncthe air and across Fifth Avenue.

Nobody could follow that act.

Not even me. . . and in fact the only way | caalddth this eerie situation at all is to
make a conscious decision that | have already laretifinished the life | planned to live -- (13
years longer, in fact) -- and everything from nawwall be A New Life, a different thing, a gig
that ends tonight and starts tomorrow morning.

So if | decided to leap for The Fountain whemlgh this memo, | want to make one
thing perfectly clear -- | would genuinely lovertake that leap, and if | don't | will always
consider it a mistake and a failed opportunity, ohthe very few serious mistakes of my First
Life that is now ending.

But what the hell? | probably won't do it (for #ile wrong reasons), and I'll probably
finish this table of contents and go home for Ghress and then have to live for 100 more years
with all this goddamn gibberish I'm lashing togethe

But, Jesus, it would be a wonderful way to go outand if | do you bastards are going to
owe me a king-hell 44-gun salutr (that word is Usal' goddamnit -- and | guess | can't work
this elegant typewriter as well as | thought | chul .

But you know Icould,if | had just a little more time.

Right?

Yes.

HST #l, R.I.P.
12/23/77

Fear and Loathing in the Bunker

". . .the milkman left me a note yesterday.
Get out of this town by noon,
You're coming on way too soon
And besides that
we never liked you anyway. . ."
-- John Prine

Woody Creek, Col.-- Strange epitaph for a strayege and no real point in explaining it
either. | haven't had a milkman since | was terrg/e&d. | used to ride around on the route with
him, back in Louisville. It was one of those opesed stand-up vans that you could jump in and
out of on the run. He would creep that rancid-smegltruck along the street from house to house



while | ran back and forth with the goods.

| was the runner, the mule, and occasionally eémgtan when some poor wretch behind
on her milk bill had to either pay up or drink water breakfast that morning.

Those scenes were always unsettling -- some halke@, middle-aged housewife yelling
at me in her bathrobe through the screen doorl ®as a cold-hearted little bastard in those
days. "Sorry ma'am, but my boss out there in thektsays | can't leave these bottles here unless
you give me $21.16. . ."

No argument ever fazed me. | doubt that | evemchéiree words. | was there to collect,
not to listen and | didn't give a hoot in hellliet paid or not; all | really cared about was the
adrenalin rush that came with sprinting across |gofront lawns, jumping hedges, and hitting
that slow-rolling truck before it had to stop anditfor me.

There is some kind of heavy connection betweehntfgmory and the way | feel right
now about this stinking year that just ended. Ebedy | talk to seems very excited about it.
"God damn, man! it was a fantastic year," they Sshaybe the most incredible year in our
history."

Which is probably true. | remember thinking thatywmyself, back on those hot summer
mornings when John Dean's face lit my tube day dfig. . . incredible. Here was this crafty
little ferret going down the pipe right in front ofir eyes, and taking the President of the United
States along with him.

It was almost too good to be true. Richard Milhdlison, the main villain in my political
consciousness for as long as | can remember, waltyfbiting that bullet he's been talking about
all those years. The man that not even Goldwat&isenhower could tolerate had finally gone
too far -- and now he was walking the plank, onamatl TV, six hours a day -- with The Whole
World Watching, as it were.

That phrase is permanently etched on some gregmithe back of my brain. Nobody
who was at the corner of Michigan and Balboa oh Wednesday night in August of 1968 will
ever forget it.

Richard Nixon is living in the White House todagcluse of what happened that night in
Chicago. Hubert Humphrey lost that election by adfal of votes -- mine among them -- and if
| had to do it again | would still vote for Dick €gory.

If nothing else, | take a certain pride in knowthgt | helped spare the nation eight years
of President Humphrey -- an Administration that Wicave been equally corrupt and
wrongheaded as Richard Nixon's, far more devioud psobably just competent enough to keep
the ship of state from sinking until 1976. Thenhatiie boiler about to explode from eight years
of blather and neglect, Humphrey's cold-war liceuld have fled down the ratlines and left
the disaster to whoever inherited it.

Nixon, at least, was blessed with a mixture obgance and stupidity that caused him to
blow the boilers almost immediately after takingneoand. By bringing in hundreds of thugs,
fixers and fascists to run the Government, he vés ta crank almost every problem he touched
into a mindbending crisis. About the only disastethasn't brought down on us yet is a nuclear
war with either Russia or China or both. . . bushk has time, and the odds on his actually
doing it are not all that long. But we will getttoat point in a moment.

For now, we should make every effort to look & Ithight side of the Nixon
Administration. It has been a failure of such moeutal proportions that political apathy is no
longer considered fashionable, or even safe, amulligns of people who only two years ago
thought that anybody who disagreed openly with Goeernment” was either paranoid or



subversive. Political candidates in 1974, at lemst,going to have to deal with an angry,
disillusioned electorate that is not likely to &etor flag-waving and pompous bullshit. The
Watergate spectacle was a shock, but the factafiianaire President paying less income tax
than most construction workers while gasoline casisllar in Brooklyn and the threat of mass
unemployment by spring tends to personalize MroNix failures in a very visceral way. Even
Senators and Congressmen have been shaken oetrafltithful ruts, and the possibility of
impeachment is beginning to look very real. Givérthas, it is hard to shed anything but
crocodile tears over White House speechwriter ElaBuchanan's tragic analysis of the Nixon
debacle. "It's like Sisyphus," he said. "We rollkd rock all the way up the mountain. . . and it
rolled right back down on us."

Well. . . shucks. It makes a man's eyes damsife. But | have a lot of confidence in
Pat, and | suspect he won't have much troublerfgndiher rocks to roll.

| have not read "The Myth of Sisyphus" for a whibbat if memory serves there is nothing
in that story to indicate that the poor bugger @asre any thought to the real nature or specific
gravity of that rock that would eventually roll kagn him -- which is understandable, perhaps,
because when you're locked into that kind of daliergig, you keep pushing and ask questions
later.

If any of those six hundred valiant fools who raadé@he Charge of the Light Brigade
had any doubts about what they were doing, theyiképthemselves. There is no room in
Crusades, especially at the command level, forlpespo ask "Why?" Neither Sisyphus nor the
commander of the Light Brigade nor Pat Buchananthadime or any real inclination to
guestion what they were doing. They were Good $didiTrue Believers. . . and when the
orders came down from above they did what had tope: Execute.

Which is admirable in a queer kind of way. . .epicthat Sisyphus got mashed, the Light
Brigade slaughtered, and Pat Buchanan will surwivtbe footnotes of history as a kind of
half-mad Davy Crockett on the walls of Nixon's Alam a martyr, to the bitter end, to a
"flawed" cause and a narrow, atavistic conceptouoiservative politics that has done more
damage to itself and the country in less than sary than its liberal enemies could have done in
two or three decades.

When the cold eye of history looks back on RicHdixbn's five years of unrestrained
power in the White House, it will show that he tilad same effect on conservative/Republican
politics as Charles Manson and the Hells Angelsdratippies and flower power. . . and the
ultimate damage, on both fronts, will prove oub#just about equal.

Or maybe not -- at least not on the scale of shastbers of people affected. In
retrospect, the grisly violence of the Manson/Asgeaps affected very few people directly,
while the greedy, fascistic incompetence of Richdipcbn's Presidency will leave scars on the
minds and lives of a whole generation -- his sufgserand political allies no less than his
opponents.

Maybe that's why the end of this incredible, fragtar feels so hollow. Looking back on
the sixties, and even back to the fifties, the tdd®resident Nixon and everything that has
happened to him -- and to us -- seem so queery fahd inevitable that it is hard to reflect on
those years and see them unfolding in any other way

One of the strangest things about these five ddlwdars of the Nixon Presidency is
that despite all the savage excesses committeldebyeople he chose to run the country, no real
opposition or realistic alternative to Richard Nb®cheap and mean-hearted view of the



American Dream has ever developed. It is almostthat sour 1968 election rang down the
curtain on career politicians.

This is the horror of American politics today etrihat Richard Nixon and his fixers have
been crippled, convicted, indicted, disgraced arghgailed -- but that the only available
alternatives are not much better; the same dinecidin of burned-out hacks who have been
fouling our air with their gibberish for the lastenty years.

How long, oh Lord, how long? And how much longelt we have to wait before some
high-powered shark with a fistful of answers wiifidlly bring us face-to-face with the ugly
guestion that is already so close to the surfatkeisncountry, that sooner or later even politisian
will have to cope with it?

Is the democracy worth all the risks and problémas necessarily go with it? Or, would
we all be happier by admitting that the whole thives a lark from the start and now that it
hasn't worked out, to hell with it.

That milkman who made me his bagman was no fdobk my orders from him and it
never occurred to me to wonder where his came flowas enough for me to cruise those
elm-lined streets in a big, bright-colored van detiver the goods. But | was ten years old then
and | didn't know much. . . or at least not as magt know now.

But every once in a while, on humorless nights tikese, | think about how sharp and
sure | felt when | was sprinting across those maeid lawns, jumping the finely-trimmed
hedges and hitting the running board on that slovismg truck.

If the milkman had given me a pistol and told meut a bullet in the stomach of any
slob who haggled about the bill, I would probab&ywé done that, too. Because the milkman was
my boss and my benefactor. He drove the truckd-aanfar as | was concerned he might as well
have been the Pope or the President. On a "ndatto’ basis, the milkman understood that |
was not among the needy. Nor was he, for that maite were both a lot happier just doing
what we were told.

George Orwell had a phrase for it. Neither heAldous Huxley had much faith in the
future of participatory democracy. Orwell evenaelate: 1984 -- and the most disturbing
revelation that emerged from last year's Waterjgaggings was not so much the arrogance and
criminality of Nixon's henchmen, but the aggreslyivetalitarian character of his whole
Administration. It is ugly to know just how closeewame to meeting Orwell's deadline.

Meanwhile, it is tempting to dismiss the ominoastfthat Richard Nixon is still the
President. The spectre of impeachment lends marename weight to the probability of his
resignation. If | were a gambling person-- whicdm, whenever possible-- | would bet that
Nixon will resign for "reasons of health" withingmext six months.

It will be a nasty gig when it happens; a maudfpectacle in prime time on all four TV
networks. He will kick out the jams in a despetatéfor martyrdom, and then he will fly off,
forever, to a life of brooding isolation-- perhapsone of Robert Abplanalp's private islands in
the Bahamas.

There will be all-night poker games on the palresoed patio, with other wealthy exiles
like Howard Hughes and Robert Vesco and occasipBalbe Rebozo. . . and Nixon, the
doomed exile, will spend the daylight hours dictgthis memoirs in a permanent state of high
fever and vengefulness to his faithful secretay @mpanion, Rose Mary Woods. The only
other residents on the island will be Secret Sergigards assigned on a six-month rotation basis
by Acting President Gerald Ford.



That is one scenario, and the odds would seeavtwr it. But there are quite a few
others-- all based on the grim possibility thattRia Nixon might have no intention at all of
resigning. He just may have already sketched d¢agtaditch, D-Day style battle plan that would
turn the tide with one stroke and scuttle any nfovémpeachment.

Which brings us back to the question of nuclear, waat least a quick nuclear zap
against China, with the full and formal supporbaf old ally, Russia.

There is a fiendish simplicity in this plan, aidiesque logic so awful that | would not
even think about printing it unless | were absdjutertain that Nixon was at least a year ahead
of me in the plan and all its details. Even nosus$pect, he spends the last half hour of each day
keeping it constantly up to date on one of hisoyellegal pads.

So here it is -- the Final Solution to Almost &lur Problems:

1) A long-term treaty with Russia, arranged bytyeKissinger, securing Moscow's
support of an American invasion, seizure and teatmgcupation of all oil-producing countries
in the Middle East. This would not only solve tlemérgy crisis” and end unemployment
immediately by pressing all idle and able-bodiedem@to service for the invasion/occupation
forces. . . but it would also crank up the econamg wartime level and give the Federal
Government unlimited "emergency powers."

2) In exchange for Russian support for our vibkmzure of all Middle East oil
reserves, the United States would agree to sup@tSSR in a "pre-emptive nuclear strike"
against targets in China, destroying at least 9@@et of that nation's industrial capacity and
reducing the population to a state of chaos, pamicfamine for the next hundred years. This
would end the Kremlin's worries about China, gutampeace in Indochina for the foreseeable
future, and insure a strong and friendly ally, apdn, as kingpin of the East.

These are merely the highlights of the Final SofutNo doubt there are other and uglier
aspects, but my time and space are too limitedrigriong screeds on the subject. The only real
guestion is whether Mr. Nixon is mad enough totherisk of paralyzing both the Congress and
the people by resorting to such drastic measures.

There is no doubt at all, in my own mind, thai$eapable of it. But it will not be quite
as easy for him now as it would have been last year

Six months ago | was getting a daily rush out afching the nightmare unfold. There
was a warm sense of poetic justice in seeing "fétie’e these money-changers out of the temple
they had worked so hard to steal from its rightiwhers. The word "paranoia” was no longer
mentioned, except as a joke or by yahoos, in seigonversations about national politics. The
truth was turning out to be even worse than my rfigatanoid ravings" during that painful 1972
election.

But that high is beginning to fade, tailing dowenat vague sense of angst. Whatever
happens to Richard Nixon when the wolves finalydown his door seems almost beside the
point, now. He has been down in his bunker forosm] that even his friends will feel nervous if
he tries to re-emerge. All we can really ask of hatrthis point, is a semblance of self-restraint
until some way can be found to get rid of him gfalte

This is not a cheerful prospect, for Mr. Nixonamyone else -- but it would be a hell of a
lot easier to cope with if we could pick up a gliemof light at the end of this foul tunnel of a
year that only mad dogs and milkmen can claim iersrvived without serious brain damage.

Or maybe it's just me. It is ten below zero owsadd the snow hasn't stopped for two
days. The sun has apparently been sucked intolmhihd the comet Kohoutek. Is this really a



new year? Are we bottoming out? Or are we into Age of The Fear?
The New York Timedanuary 1, 1974

The Kentucky Derby Is Decadent and Depraved

| got off the plane around midnight and no onekepas | crossed the dark runway to the
terminal. The air was thick and hot, like wanderintgp a steam bath. Inside, people hugged each
other and shook hands. . . big grins and a whoop d&red there: "By God! You oldastard!
Goodto see you, boyDamngood. . . and imeanit!"

In the air-conditioned lounge | met a man from Blom who said his name was
something or other -- "but just call me Jimbo"Rdae was here to get it on. "I'm ready for
anything,by God! Anything at all. Yeah, what are you drirfKirl ordered a Margarita with ice,
but he wouldn't hear of it: "Naw, naw. . . what tiedl kind of drink is that for Kentucky Derby
time? What's wrong with you, boy?" He grinned andked at the bartender. "Goddamn, we
gotta educate this boy. Get him some gatidskey . ."

| shrugged. "Okay, a double Old Fitz on ice." Jommdded his approval.

"Look." He tapped me on the arm to make sure | Ngéaning. "I know this Derby
crowd, | come here every year, and let me tellgoe thing I've learned -- this is no town to be
giving people the impression you're some kind ghfat. Not in public, anyway. Shit, they'll roll
you in a minute, knock you in the head and takeygeddam cent you have."

| thanked him and fitted a Marlboro into my cigseeholder. "Say," he said, "you look
like you might be in the horse business . .. aight?"

"No," | said. "I'm a photographer.”

"Oh yeah?" He eyed my ragged leather bag with ingsvest. "Is that what you got there
-- cameras? Who you work for?"

"Playboy,"| said.

He laughed. "Well, goddam! What are you gonna takeires of -- nekkid horses? Haw!
| guess you'll be workin' pretty hard when they tin@ Kentucky Oaks. That's a race just for
fillies." He was laughing wildly. "Hell yes! And &y'll all be nekkid too!"

| shook my head and said nothing; just staredmatfr a moment, trying to look grim.
"There's going to be trouble,” | said. "My assigmtnis to take pictures of the riot.”

"What riot?"

| hesitated, twirling the ice in my drink. "At theack. On Derby Day. The Black
Panthers." | stared at him again. "Don't you réedtewspapers?"

The grin on his face had collapsed. "Whathb# are you talkin about?"

"Well. . . maybe | shouldn't be telling you. I Shrugged. "But hell, everybody else
seems to know. The cops and the National Guard be&e getting ready for six weeks. They
have 20,000 troops on alert at Fort Knox. They'aened us -- all the press and photographers --
to wear helmets and special vests like flak jackats were told to expect shooting. . ."

"No!" he shouted; his hands flew up and hoverednertarily between us, as if to ward
off the words he was hearing. Then he whackedisti®h the bar. "Those sons of bitches! God
Almighty! The Kentucky Derby!" He kept shaking tisad. "NolJesusThat's almost too bad to
believe!" Now he seemed to be sagging on the samaol,when he looked up his eyes were misty.
"Why? Whyhere?Don't they respecinything?"



| shrugged again. "It's not just the Panthers. HBkesays busloads of white crazies are
coming in from all over the country-- to mix withe crowd and attack all at once, from every
direction. They'll be dressed like everybody e¥au know -- coats and ties and all that. But
when the trouble starts. . . well, that's why tbhpscare so worried."

He sat for a moment, looking hurt and confusedraotdjuite able to digest all this
terrible news. Then he cried out: "Oh. . . JesuBBWn the name of God is happening in this
country? Where can you gatvayfrom it?"

"Not here," | said, picking up my bag. "Thanks fiee drink. . . and good luck.”

He grabbed my arm, urging me to have another| aitd | was overdue at the Press
Club and hustled off to get my act together fordiadul spectacle. At the airport newsstand |
picked up &ourier-Journaland scanned the front page headlines: "Nixon S&tidsnto
Cambodia to Hit Reds". . . "B-52's Raid, then 2,8 Advance 20 Miles". . . "4,000 U.S.
Troops Deployed Near Yale as Tension Grows OvethHearProtest.” At the bottom of the page
was a photo of Diane Crump, soon to become theviiosnan jockey ever to ride in the
Kentucky Derby. The photographer had snapped heppsg in the barn area to fondle her
mount, Fathom." The rest of the paper was spotiddwgly war news and stories of "student
unrest.” There was no mention of any trouble brgvaiha university in Ohio called Kent State.

| went to the Hertz desk to pick up my car, b thoonfaced young swinger in charge
said they didn't have any. "You can't rent one drgne," he assured me. "Our Derby
reservations have been booked for six weeks." lagxgd that my agent had confirmed a white
Chrysler convertible for me that very afternoon beitshook his head. "Maybe we'll have a
cancellation. Where are you staying?"

| shrugged. "Where's the Texas crowd staying?ntuwabe with my people.”

He sighed. "My friend, you're in trouble. This tove flatfull. Always is, for the Derby."”

| leaned closer to him, half-whispering: "Looknlfrom Playboy.How would you like a
job?"

He backed off quickly. "What? Come on, now. Whatkof a job?"

"Never mind," | said. "You just blew it." | swepty bag off the counter and went to find
a cab. The bag is a valuable prop in this kind ofkeymine has a lot of baggage tags on it -- SF,
LA, NY, Lima, Rome, Bangkok, that sort of thingand the most prominent tag of all is a very
official, plastic-coated thing that says "PhotoyBoy Mag." | bought it from a pimp in Vail,
Colorado, and he told me how to use it. "Never moarRlayboyuntil you're sure they've seen
this thing first,” he said. "Then, when you seanihw®otice it, that's the time to strike. They'll go
belly up every time. This thing is magic, | telllydPure magic."

Well. . . maybe so. I'd used it on the poor geethe bar, and now, humming along in a
Yellow Cab toward town, | felt a little guilty abbjangling the poor bugger's brains with that
evil fantasy. But what the hell? Anybody who warsdaround the world saying, "Hell yes, I'm
from Texas," deserves whatever happens to him.h&nldlad, after all, come here once again to
make a nineteenth-century ass of himself in thestroflsome jaded, atavistic freakout with
nothing to recommend it except a very saleabldliticn.” Early in our chat, Jimbo had told me
that he hasn't missed a Derby since 1954. "THe latly won't come anymore,” he said. "She
just grits her teeth and turns me loose for this. @&md when | say 'loose’ | do melaose!l toss
ten-dollar bills around like they were goin' outglas! Horses, whiskey, women. . . shit, there's
women in this town that'll danythingfor money."

Why not? Money is a good thing to have in thessted times. Even Richard Nixon is
hungry for it. Only a few days before the Derbysaél, "If | had any money I'd invest it in the



stock market." And the market, meanwhile, continitedrim slide.

The next day was heavy. With only thirty hoursilymst time | had no press credentials
and -- according to the sports editor of the Lolls\Courier-Journal-- no hope at all of getting
any. Worse, | needddio sets; one for myself and another for Ralph SteadithanEnglish
illustrator who was coming from London to do somexty drawings. All | knew about him was
that this was his first visit to the United Statéad the more | pondered that fact, the more it
gave me the fear. How would he bear up under thhs culture shock of being lifted out of
London and plunged into a drunken mob scene aé&meucky Derby? There was no way of
knowing. Hopefully, he would arrive at least a dayso ahead, and give himself time to get
acclimated. Maybe a few hours of peaceful sightgemi the Bluegrass country around
Lexington. My plan was to pick him up at the aifparthe huge Pontiac Ballbuster I'd rented
from a used-car salesman named Colonel Quick, sk him off to some peaceful setting that
might remind him of England.

Colonel Quick had solved the car problem, and mdfer times the normal rate) had
bought two rooms in a scumbox on the outskirtowit. The only other kink was the task of
convincing the moguls at Churchill Downs tlsttanlan'svas such a prestigious sporting journal
that common sense compelled them to give us tveoafehe best press tickets. This was not
easily done. My first call to the publicity officesulted in total failure. The press handler was
shocked at the idea that anyone would be stupidgmto apply for press credentials two days
before the Derby. "Hell, you can't be serious,shil. "The deadline was two months ago. The
press box is full; there's no more room. . . andtthe hell isScanlan's Monthlgnyway?"

| uttered a painful groan. "Didn't the London officall you? They're flying an artist over
to do the paintings. Steadman. He's Irish, | thidy famous over there. Yes. | just got in from
the Coast. The San Francisco office told me we \atiset."

He seemed interested, and even sympathetic, &g Was nothing he could do. |
nattered him with more gibberish, and finally héecfd a compromise: he could get us two
passes to the clubhouse grounds but the clubhtagdeand especially the press box were out of
the question.

"That sounds a little weird," | said. "It's unaptable. Wenusthave access to
everything All of it. The spectacle, the people, the pageantrycan@inly the race. You don't
think we came all this way to watch the damn tlengelevision, do you? One way or another
we'll get inside. Maybe we'll have to bribe a guardr even Mace somebody." (I had picked up
a spray can of Mace in a downtown drugstore fo8&%and suddenly, in the midst of that phone
talk, | was struck by the hideous possibilitiesising it out at the track. Macing ushers at the
narrow gates to the clubhouse inner sanctum, tiygpirey quickly inside, firing a huge load of
Mace into the governor's box, just as the racesst@r Macing helpless drunks in the clubhouse
restroom, for their own good. . .)

By noon on Friday | was still without credentialsd still unable to locate Steadman. For
all I knew he'd changed his mind and gone backotadon. Finally, after giving up on Steadman
and trying unsuccessfully to reach my man in tlesgioffice, | decided my only hope for
credentials was to go out to the track and conftle®@tman in person, with no warning --
demanding only one pass now, instead of two, dkthtavery fast with a strange lilt in my
voice, like a man trying hard to control some infienzy. On the way out, | stopped at the motel
desk to cash a check. Then, as a useless aftentdagked if by any wild chance a Mr.
Steadman had checked in.



The lady on the desk was about fifty years oldaeny peculiar-looking; when |
mentioned Steadman's name she nodded, withounigaig from whatever she was writing, and
said in a low voice. "You bet he did." Then sheoi@d me with a big smile. "Yes, indeed. Mr.
Steadman just left for the racetrack. Is he a ffiehyours?"

| shook my head. "I'm supposed to be working with, but | don't even know what he
looks like. Now, goddammit, I'll have to find him that mob at the track.”

She chuckled. "You won't have any trouble findmg. You could pickhatman out of

any crowd."
"Why?" | asked. "What's wrong with him? What dbeslook like?"
"Well. . ." she said, still grinning, "he's thenfuiest looking thing I've seen in a long time.

He has this. . . ah. . . thgsowthall over his face. As a matter of fact it's all oes head."She
nodded. "You'll know him when you see him; don'rriyabout that."

Creeping Jesus, | thought. That screws the presietials. | had a vision of some
nerve-rattling geek all covered with matted haid atring-warts showing up in the press office
and demandin&canlan'gress packet. Well. . . what the hell? We couldagsvoad up on acid
and spend the day roaming around the clubhousedsouith big sketch pads, laughing
hysterically at the natives and swilling mint jutego the cops wouldn't think we're abnormal.
Perhaps even make the act pay: set up an easeh Withsign saying, "Let a Foreign Artist Paint
Your Portrait, $10 Each. Do It NOW!"

| took the expressway out to the track, drivingpast and jumping the monster car back
and forth between lanes, driving with a beer in baed and my mind so muddled that | almost
crushed a Volkswagen full of nuns when | swervedatith the right exit. There was a slim
chance, | thought, that | might be able to catehugly Britisher before he checked in.

But Steadman was already in the press box whenthgre, a bearded young
Englishman wearing a tweed coat and RAF sungla$éese was nothing particularly odd about
him. No facial veins or clumps of bristly wartdold him about the motel woman's description
and he seemed puzzled. "Don't let it bother yosgdidl. "Just keep in mind for the next few days
that we're in Louisville, Kentucky. Not London. Neten New York. This is a weird place.
You're lucky that mental defective at the motelndigerk a pistol out of the cash register and
blow a big hole in you." I laughed, but he lookedrried.

"Just pretend you're visiting a huge outdoor lobimy" | said. "If the inmates get out of
control we'll soak them down with Mace." | showenh lthe can of "Chemical Billy," resisting
the urge to fire it across the room at a rat-faoedh typing diligently in the Associated Press
section. We were standing at the bar, sipping theagement's Scotch and congratulating each
other on our sudden, unexplained luck in pickingwp sets of fine press credentials. The lady
at the desk had been very friendly to him, he saidst told her my name and she gave me the
whole works."

By midafternoon we had everything under controé Wad seats looking down on the
finish line, color TV and a free bar in the pressm, and a selection of passes that would take us
anywhere from the clubhouse roof to the jockey rodhe only thing we lacked was unlimited
access to the clubhouse inner sanctum in sectle®&™. . . and | felt we needed that, to see the
whiskey gentry in action. The governor, a swinislo#Nazi hack named Louie Nunn, would be
in "G," along with Barry Goldwater and Colonel Sarsl | felt we'd be legal in a box in "G"
where we could rest and sip juleps, soak up aftatroosphere and the Derby's special
vibrations.

The bars and dining rooms are also in "F&G," dreldlubhouse bars on Derby Day are a



very special kind of scene. Along with the poliies, society belles and local captains of
commerce, every half-mad dingbat who ever had aetgpsions to anything at all within five
hundred miles of Louisville will show up there tetgtrutting drunk and slap a lot of backs and
generally make himself obvious. The Paddock barabably the best place in the track to sit
and watch faces. Nobody minds being stared atstivuat they're in there for. Some people
spend most of their time in the Paddock; they aarkbr down at one of the many wooden
tables, lean back in a comfortable chair and wtelever-changing odds flash up and down on
the big tote board outside the window. Black waitarwhite serving jackets move through the
crowd with trays of drinks, while the experts pontkeir racing forms and the hunch bettors
pick lucky numbers or scan the lineup for rightsstimg names. There is a constant flow of
traffic to and from the pari-mutuel windows outsidehe wooden corridors. Then, as post time
nears, the crowd thins out as people go back ioltb&es.

Clearly, we were going to have to figure out somag to spend more time in the
clubhouse tomorrow. But the "walkaround” press eas$s F&G were only good for thirty
minutes at a time, presumably to allow the newspges to rush in and out for photos or
quick interviews, but to prevent drifters like Stezan and me from spending all day in the
clubhouse, harassing the gentry and rifling the lnalidbag or two while cruising around the
boxes. Or Macing the governor. The time limit waspnoblem on Friday, but on Derby Day the
walkaround passes would be in heavy demand. A sirtook about ten minutes to get from
the press box to the Paddock, and ten more minoitgst back, that didn't leave much time for
serious people-watching. And unlike most of theeathin the press box, we didn't give a hoot in
hell what was happening on the track. We had cémaeetto watch theeal beasts perform.

Later Friday afternoon, we went out on the balcohthe press box and I tried to
describe the difference between what we were se¢eday and what would be happening
tomorrow. This was the first time I'd been to alDein ten years, but before that, when I lived in
Louisville, I used to go every year. Now, lookingwh from the press box, | pointed to the huge
grassy meadow enclosed by the track. "That whatgthl said, "will be jammed with people;
fifty thousand or so, and most of them staggerinmkl. It's a fantastic scene -- thousands of
people fainting, crying, copulating, trampling eaxther and fighting with broken whiskey
bottles. We'll have to spend some time out thaseijtls hard to move around, too many bodies."

"Is it safe out there? Will wevercome back?"

"Sure," | said. "We'll just have to be careful tmstep on anybody's stomach and start a
fight." I shrugged. "Hell, this clubhouse scenéitigelow us will be almost as bad as the infield.
Thousands of raving, stumbling drunks, getting eangtnd angrier as they lose more and more
money. By midafternoon they'll be guzzling mintgpé with both hands and vomiting on each
other between races. The whole place will be jamwiddbodies, shoulder to shoulder. It's hard
to move around. The aisles will be slick with vonpople falling down and grabbing at your
legs to keep from being stomped. Drunks pissinthemselves in the betting lines. Dropping
handfuls of money and fighting to stoop over arak i up."”

He looked so nervous that | laughed. "I'm justliad,” | said. "Don't worry. At the first
hint of trouble I'll start pumping this ‘Chemicall into the crowd."

He had done a few good sketches, but so far we'theekn that special kind of face that |
felt we would need for the lead drawing. It waseef I'd seen a thousand times at every Derby
I'd ever been to. | saw it, in my head, as the nudiske whiskey gentry-- a pretentious mix of
booze, failed dreams and a terminal identity cribis inevitable result of too much inbreeding in



a closed and ignorant culture. One of the key gemneles in breeding dogs, horses or any other
kind of thoroughbred is that close inbreeding tetadsiagnify the weak points in a bloodline as
well as the strong points. In horse breeding, ristance, there is a definite risk in breeding two
fast horses who are both a little crazy. The offgpwill likely be very fast and also very crazy.
So the trick in breeding thoroughbreds is to retaegood traits and filter out the bad. But the
breeding of humans is not so wisely supervisedjquéarly in a narrow Southern society where
the closest kind of inbreeding is not only stylésid acceptable, but far more convenient -- to the
parents -- than setting their offspring free talftheir own mates, for their own reasons and in
their own ways. ("Goddam, did you hear about Srsitiaughter? She went crazy in Boston last
week and married a nigger!")

So the face | was trying to find in Churchill Dosvthat weekend was a symbol, in my
own mind, of the whole doomed atavistic culture thakes the Kentucky Derby what it is.

On our way back to the motel after Friday's rdogarned Steadman about some of the
other problems we'd have to cope with. Neithersohad brought any strange illegal drugs, so
we would have to get by on booze. "You should keepind," | said, "that almost everybody
you talk to from now on will be drunk. People wheem very pleasant at first might suddenly
swing at you for no reason at all." He nodded,jsgestraight ahead. He seemed to be getting a
little numb and I tried to cheer him up by invitihgn to dinner that night, with my brother.

Back at the motel we talked for a while about Aiceerthe South, England -- just
relaxing a bit before dinner. There was no wayegithf us could have known, at that time, that it
would be the last normal conversation we would h&vem that point on, the weekend became
a vicious, drunken nightmare. We both went compldtepieces. The main problem was my
prior attachment to Louisville, which naturally lemimeeting with old friends, relatives, etc.,
many of whom were in the process of falling apgoing mad, plotting divorces, cracking up
under the strain of terrible debts or recoverimgrfroad accidents. Right in the middle of the
whole frenzied Derby action, a member of my ownifatmad to be institutionalized. This added
a certain amount of strain to the situation, andesipoor Steadman had no choice but to take
whatever came his way, he was subjected to shoeksifock.

Another problem was his habit of sketching pedy@enet in the various social situations
| dragged him into-- then giving them the sketcHéee results were always unfortunate. |
warned him several times about letting the subjsegshis foul renderings, but for some perverse
reason he kept doing it. Consequently, he was degawith fear and loathing by nearly
everyone who'd seen or even heard about his waglcadldn't understand it. "It's sort of a
joke," he kept saying. "Why, in England it's quitemal. People don't take offense. They
understand that I'm just putting them on a bit."

"Fuck England,” | said. "This is Middle Americahdse people regard what you're doing
to them as a brutal, bilious insult. Look what hapgd last night. | thought my brother was
going to tear your head off."

Steadman shook his head sadly. "But | liked himskHuck me as a very decent,
straightforward sort."

"Look, Ralph," | said. "Let's not kid ourselvesak was a very horrible drawing you
gave him. It was the face of a monster. It got mmilerves very badly.” | shrugged. "Why in hell
do you think we left the restaurant so fast?"

"l thought it was because of the Mace," he said.

"What Mace?"

He grinned. "When you shot it at the headwaiten'tdyou remember?"



"Hell, that was nothing," | said. "I missed him.and we were leaving, anyway."

"But it got all over us," he said. "The room wa$l bf that damn gas. Your brother was
sneezing and his wife was crying. My eyes hurtday hours. | couldn't see to draw when we
got back to the motel.”

"That's right," | said. "The stuff got on her letyin't it?"

"She was angry," he said.

"Yeah. . . well, okay. . . Let's just figure wecked up about equally on that one," | said.
"But from now on let's try to be careful when wedreund people | know. You won't sketch
them and | won't Mace them. We'll just try to redmd get drunk.”

"Right," he said. "We'll go native."

It was Saturday morning, the day of the Big Rarel we were having breakfast in a
plastic hamburger palace called the Fish-Meat §dla2Our rooms were just across the road in
the Brown Suburban Hotel. They had a dining roomt the food was so bad that we couldn't
handle it anymore. The waitresses seemed to bersgffrom shin splints; they moved around
very slowly, moaning and cursing the "darkies"he kitchen.

Steadman liked the Fish-Meat place because ifisla@nd chips. | preferred the "French
toast,” which was really pancake batter, friedhi proper thickness and then chopped out with a
sort of cookie cutter to resemble pieces of toast

Beyond drink and lack of sleep, our only real peabat that point was the question of
access to the clubhouse. Finally we decided tchgadand steal two passes, if necessary, rather
than miss that part of the action. This was thedakerent decision we were able to make for the
next forty-eight hours. From that point on -- alifvsem the very moment we started out to the
track -- we lost all control of events and speset st of the weekend churning around in a sea of
drunken horrors. My notes and recollections frommtlyeDay are somewhat scrambled.

But now, looking at the big red notebook | carradidthrough the scene, | see more or
less what happened. The book itself is somewhaghadrand bent; some of the pages are torn,
others are shriveled and stained by what appedrs whiskey, but taken as a whole, with
sporadic memory flashes, the notes seem to tefittrg. To wit:

Rain all nite until dawn. No sleep. Christ, here go, a nightmare of mud and madness. .
. but no. By noon the sun burns through -- perdiagt, not even humid.

Steadman is now worried about fire. Somebody aitd about the clubhouse catching on
fire two years ago. Could it happen again? Horribtapped in the press box. Holocaust. A
hundred thousand people fighting to get out. Drisdkeaming in the flames and the mud,
crazed horses running wild. Blind in the smoke.rf@stand collapsing into the flames with us on
the roof. Poor Ralph is about to crack. Drinkingiby, into the Haig & Haig.

Out to the track in a cab, avoid that terriblekpay in people's front yards, $25 each,
toothless old men on the street with big sign®k HERE flagging cars in the yard. "That's fine,
boy, never mind the tulips.” Wild hair on his heattaight up like a clump of reeds.

Sidewalks full of people all moving in the sameedtion, towards Churchill Downs.

Kids hauling coolers and blankets, teenyboppetmgi pink shorts, many blacks. . . black dudes
in white felt hats with leopard-skin bands, copwving traffic along.

The mob was thick for many blocks around the traeky slow going in the crowd, very
hot. On the way to the press box elevator, justethe clubhouse, we came on a row of soldiers
all carrying long white riot sticks. About two pteins, with helmets. A man walking next to us



said they were waiting for the governor and higypa@teadman eyed them nervously. "Why do
they have those clubs?"

"Black Panthers," | said. Then | remembered gddddmbo” at the airport and |
wondered what he was thinking right now. Probal@gnervous; the place was teeming with
cops and soldiers. We pressed on through the critm@ljgh many gates, past the paddock
where the jockeys bring the horses out and panamend for a while before each race so the
bettors can get a good look. Five million dollai$ ae bet today. Many winners, more losers.
What the hell. The press gate was jammed up wibipleerying to get in, shouting at the guards,
waving strange press badges: Chicago Sporting TiRigsburgh Police Athletic League. . . they
were all turned away. "Move on, fella, make waytfor working press.” We shoved through the
crowd and into the elevator, then quickly up tofilee bar. Why not? Get it on. Very hot today,
not feeling well, must be this rotten climate. iress box was cool and airy, plenty of room to
walk around and balcony seats for watching the oadeoking down at the crowd. We got a
betting sheet and went outside.

Pink faces with a stylish Southern sag, old Iwyest, seersucker coats and buttondown
collars. "Mayblossom Senility" (Steadman's phrasehurnt out early or maybe just not much to
burn in the first place. Not much energy in theseet, not muchuriosity. Suffering in silence,
nowhere to go after thirty in this life, just hamg and humor the children. Let the young enjoy
themselves while they can. Why not?

The grim reaper comes early in this league. nshaes on the lawn at night, screaming
out there beside that little iron nigger in jocl@gthes. Maybe he's the one who's screaming.
Bad DT's and too many snarls at the bridge clubngdown with the stock market. Oh Jesus,
the kid has wrecked the new car, wrapped it arahadig stone pillar at the bottom of the
driveway. Broken leg? Twisted eye? Send him off &be, they can cure anything up there.

Yale? Did you see today's paper? New Haven isnsidge. Yale is swarming with
Black Panthers. . . I tell you, Colonel, the wdnks gone mad. Why, they tell me a goddamn
woman jockey might ride in the Derby today.

| left Steadman sketching in the Paddock bar amdt wff to place our bets on the fourth
race. When | came back he was staring intentlygeoap of young men around a table not far
away. "Jesus, look at the corruption in that fatewhispered. "Look at the madness, the fear,
the greed!" | looked, then quickly turned my backtbe table he was sketching. The face he'd
picked out to draw was the face of an old friendnaie, a prep school football star in the good
old days with a sleek red Chevy convertible an@ry quick hand, it was said, with the snaps of
a 32B brassiere. They called him "Cat Man."

But now, a dozen years later, | wouldn't have gaced him anywhere but here, where |
should have expected to find him, in the PaddoclohaDerby Day. . . fat slanted eyes and a
pimp's smile, blue silk suit and his friends loakiike crooked bank tellers on a binge. . .

Steadman wanted to see some Kentucky Colonel$igbwisn't sure what they looked
like. | told him to go back to the clubhouse men@ms and look for men in white linen suits
vomiting in the urinals. "They'll usually have largrown whiskey stains on the fronts of their
suits,” | said. "But watch the shoes, that's theoff. Most of them manage to avoid vomiting on
their own clothes, but they never miss their shoes.

In a box not far from ours was Colonel Anna FriesinGoldmanChairman and Keeper
of the Great Seal of the Honorable Order of KenyuCklonelsNot all the 76 million or so
Kentucky Colonels could make it to the Derby thesy but many had kept the faith, and several



days prior to the Derby they gathered for theiriaimlinner at the Seelbach Hotel.

The Derby, the actual race, was scheduled foraienoon, and as the magic hour
approached I suggested to Steadman that we shmbdly spend some time in the infield, that
boiling sea of people across the track from théltwse. He seemed a little nervous about it, but
since none of the awful things I'd warned him abltad happened so far -- no race riots,
firestorms or savage drunken attacks -- he shruggddsaid, "Right, let's do it."

To get there we had to pass through many gatek,@®e; a step down in status, then
through a tunnel under the track. Emerging fromttimmel was such a culture shock that it took
us a while to adjust. "God almighty!" Steadman menettl. "This is a. . . Jesus!" He plunged
ahead with his tiny camera, stepping over bodied,ldollowed, trying to take notes.

Total chaos, no way to see the race, not evetrdhk. . . nobody cares. Big lines at the
outdoor betting windows, then stand back to watainimg numbers flash on the big board, like
a giant bingo game.

Old blacks arguing about bets; "Hold on thereh#indle this" (waving pint of whiskey,
fistful of dollar bills); girl riding piggyback, Tshirt says, "Stolen from Fort Lauderdale Jail."
Thousands of teen-agers, group singing "Let theShne In," ten soldiers guarding the
American flag and a huge fat drunk wearing a bagtljall jersey (No. 80) reeling around with
guart of beer in hand.

No booze sold out here, too dangerous. . . nabaths either. Muscle Beach. . .
Woodstock. . . many cops with riot sticks, but igm=f a riot. Far across the track the clubhouse
looks like a postcard from the Kentucky Derby.

We went back to the clubhouse to watch the big.rdéhen the crowd stood to face the
flag and sing "My Old Kentucky Home," Steadman thtiee crowd and sketched frantically.
Somewhere up in the boxes a voice screeched, '@roumd, you hairy freak!" The race itself
was only two minutes long, and even from our sighetus seats and using 12-power glasses,
there was no way to see what was really happehatgr, watching a TV rerun in the press box,
we saw what happened to our horses. Holy Land,FRathoice, stumbled and lost his jockey in
the final turn. Mine, Silent Screen, had the leadhing into the stretch, but faded to fifth at the
finish. The winner was a 16-1 shot named Dust Conttea

Moments after the race was over, the crowd suwglellly for the exits, rushing for cabs
and buses. The next dagsuriertold of violence in the parking lot; people werenphed and
trampled, pockets were picked, children lost, lesttiurled. But we missed all this, having
retired to the press box for a bit of post-racalkdrig. By this time we were both half-crazy from
too much whiskey, sun fatigue, culture shock, lat&leep and general dissolution. We hung
around the press box long enough to watch a méawiew with the winning owner, a dapper
little man named Lehmann who said he had just flovm Louisville that morning from Nepal,
where he'd "bagged a record tiger." The sportswgriteurmured their admiration and a waiter
filled Lehmann's glass with Chivas Regal. He had yuon $127,000 with a horse that cost him
$6,500 two years ago. His occupation, he said,"vedised contractor." And then he added, with
a big grin, "l just retired."

The rest of that day blurs into madness. Theakt$tat night too. And all the next day
and night. Such horrible things occurred that I'tcamng myself even to think about them now,
much less put them down in print. Steadman wasyltlget out of Louisville without serious
injuries, and | was lucky to get out at all. Onenof clearest memories of that vicious time is



Ralph being attacked by one of my old friends m biiliard room of the Pendennis Club in
downtown Louisville on Saturday night. The man higged his own shirt open to the waist
before deciding that Ralph was after his wife. Nmals were struck, but the emotional effects
were massive. Then, as a sort of final horror, @temn put his fiendish pen to work and tried to
patch things up by doing a little sketch of thd ge'd been accused of hustling. That finished us
in the Pendennis.

Sometime around ten-thirty Monday morning | wask&ned by a scratching sound at
my door. | leaned out of bed and pulled the curtaiok just far enough to see Steadman outside.
"What the fuck do you want?" | shouted.

"What about having breakfast?" he said.

I lunged out of bed and tried to open the doot itocaught on the night-chain and
banged shut again. | couldn't cope with the ch@ire thing wouldn't come out of the track -- so
| ripped it out of the wall with a vicious jerk dhe door. Ralph didn't blink. "Bad luck," he
muttered.

| could barely see him. My eyes were swollen alnsbsit and the sudden burst of
sunlight through the door left me stunned and lesiplike a sick mole. Steadman was mumbling
about sickness and terrible heat; | fell back anlidbd and tried to focus on him as he moved
around the room in a very distracted way for a fie@ments, then suddenly darted over to the
beer bucket and seized a Colt .45. "Christ,” | s&i@du're getting out of control.”

He nodded and ripped the cap off, taking a lomgkdf'You know, this is really awful,”
he said finally. "Imustget out of this place. . ." he shook his head nesiyo "The plane leaves
at three-thirty, but | don't know if I'll make it."

| barely heard him. My eyes had finally openedugiofor me to focus on the mirror
across the room and | was stunned at the shoadcofnition. For a confused instant | thought
that Ralph had brought somebody with him -- a mdéolethat one special face we'd been
looking for. There he was, by God -- a puffy, drrdvaged, disease-ridden caricature. . . like an
awful cartoon version of an old snapshot in somzegmroud mother's family photo album. It
was the face we'd been looking for -- and it wagoairse, my own. Horrible, horrible. . .

"Maybe | should sleep a while longer,"” | said. "YWon't you go on over to the
Fish-Meat place and eat some of those rotten fishchips? Then come back and get me around
noon. | feel too near death to hit the streethiathour.”

He shook his head. "No. . . no. . . I think Itl gack upstairs and work on those drawings
for a while." He leaned down to fetch two more caunsof the beer bucket. "I tried to work
earlier," he said, "but my hands keep tremblingdt's teddible, teddible."

"You've got to stop this drinking,” | said.

He nodded. "l know. This is ho good, no good ktBalt for some reason it makes me
feel better. . ."

"Not for long," | said. "You'll probably collapseto some kind of hysterical DT's
tonight-- probably just about the time you gettbi plane at Kennedy. They'll zip you up in a
straitjacket and drag you down to the Tombs, thesat pou on the kidneys with big sticks until
you straighten out.”

He shrugged and wandered out, pulling the door lséloind him. | went back to bed for
another hour or so, and later -- after the daigpefruit juice run to the Nite Owl Food Mart --
we had our last meal at Fish-Meat Village: a fimech of dough and butcher's offal, fried in
heavy grease.



By this time Ralph wouldn't even order coffeeKegt asking for more water. "It's the
only thing they have that's fit for human consummipti he explained. Then, with an hour or so to
kill before he had to catch the plane, we spreadlrawings out on the table and pondered them
for a while, wondering if he'd caught the properispf the thing. . . but we couldn't make up
our minds. His hands were shaking so badly thdtduketrouble holding the paper, and my vision
was so blurred that | could barely see what hedavdr "Shit,” | said. "We both look worse than
anything you've drawn here."

He smiled. "You know -- I've been thinking abduat," he said. "We came down here to
see this teddible scene: people all pissed outedf minds and vomiting on themselves and all
that. . . and now, you know what? It's us. . ."

Huge Pontiac Ballbuster blowing through traffictbie expressway.

A radio news bulletin says the National Guard &ssacring students at Kent State and
Nixon is still bombing Cambodia. The journalistisving, ignoring his passenger who is now
nearly naked after taking off most of his clothimgnhich he holds out the window, trying to
wind-wash the Mace out of it. His eyes are brigiat and his face and chest are soaked with the
beer he's been using to rinse the awful chemidalsioflesh. The front of his woolen trousers is
soaked with vomit; his body is racked with fitsaafughing and wild choking sobs. The
journalist rams the big car through traffic andiatspot in front of the terminal, then he reaches
over to open the door on the passenger's sidetanves the Englishman out, snarling: "Bug off,
you worthless faggot! You twisted pigfucker! [CrdZdaughter.] If | weren't sick I'd kick your
ass all the way to Bowling Green -- you scumsuckargign geek. Mace is too good for you. . .
We can do without your kind in Kentucky."

Scanlan's Monthlwol. I, no. 4, June 1970

A Southern City With Northern Problems
L OUISVILLE

Quino's Cafe is on Market Street, two blocks uplitl from the river in the heart of
Louisville's legal and financial district, and aften the long, damp Ohio Valley afternoons a lot
of people who might ordinarily avoid such a plaa# fimd themselves standing at Quino's white
formica counter, drinking a Fehrs or a Falls Ciéeh and eating a "genuine twenty cent
beercheese sandwich" while they skim through aly edition of the LouisvilleTimes.If you
stand at the counter and watch the street yousesloff-duty cops and courthouse loafers,
visiting farmers with five children and a pregnanfe in the cab of a pickup truck, and a
well-fed collection of lawyers and brokers in twotton suits and cordovan shoes. You will also
see quite a few Negroes, some of them also wehtiagess suits and cordovan shoes.
Louisville takes pride in its race relations, ahd appearance of well-dressed Negroes in the
Courthouse-City Hall district does not raise anglapws.

This city, known as "Derbytown,"” and "The Gatewayhe South,” has done an
admirable job in breaking down the huge and traddl barriers between the black man and the
white. Here in the mint julep country, where thegheused to be viewed with all the proprietary
concern that men lavish on a good coon hound (tTreafine when he works good -- but when
he acts lazy and no-count, beat him till he holletbe integration of the races has made



encouraging headway.

Racial segregation has been abolished in nednyhétle public places. Negroes entered
the public schools in 1956 with so little troubthat the superintendent of schools was moved to
write a book about it, calletihe Louisville StorySince then, restaurants, hotels, parks, movie
theaters, stores, swimming pools, bowling alleysl @ven business schools have been opened to
Negroes. As a clincher, the city recently passedrdimance that outlaws racial discrimination in
any public accommodation. This has just about dbealeed; out of ninety-nine establishments
"tested"” by NAACRwvorkers, there were only four complaints -- twonfrthe same East End bar.
Mayor William Cowger, whose progressive Republiedministration has caused even
Democrats to mutter with admiration, spoke for naddtis fellow citizens recently when he
said, "The stories of violence in other cititesddamake us proud to live in Louisville. We
enjoy national prestige for sane and sensible nele¢ions."

All this is true -- and so it is all the more stspg to visit Louisville and find so much
evidence to the contrary. Why, for instance, dokesal Negro leader say, "Integration here is a
farce"? Why, also, has a local Negro minister urgsccongregation to arm themselves? Why do
Louisville Negroes bitterly accuse the Federal orbenewal project of creating "de facto
segregation™? Why can't a Negro take out a mortgapey a home in most white
neighborhoods? And why is there so much bitterimeise remarks of Louisvillians both black
and white? "Integration is for poor people,” onanse"they can't afford to buy their way out of
it." Or, "In ten years, downtown Louisville will kees black as Harlem."

What is apparent in Louisville is that the Neges lwon a few crucial battles, but instead
of making the breakthrough he expected, he has cgnagainst segregation's second front,
where the problems are not mobs and unjust lawsusibms and traditions. The Louisville
Negro, having taken the first basic steps, nowdactar more subtle thing than the simple "yes"
or "no" that his brothers are still dealing withnrost parts of the South. To this extent,
Louisville has integrated itself right out of theush, and now faces problems more like those of
a Northern or Midwestern city.

The white power structure has given way in thelipigector, only to entrench itself more
firmly in the private. And the Negro -- especialhe educated Negro -- feels that his victories
are hollow and his "progress" is something he redqasit in the newspapers. The outlook for
Louisville's Negroes may have improved from "sefmbait equal” to "equal but separate.” But it
still leaves a good deal to be desired.

The white power structure, as defined by localfdeg, means the men who run the
town, the men who control banking and industry mmsdirance, who pay big taxes and lend big
money and head important civic committees. Thamesare not well known to the average
citizen, and when they get publicity at all itiiselly to be in the society sections of the
one-owner local press. During the day, their headeus is the Pendennis Club on downtown
Walnut Street, where they meet for lunch, squasians baths, and cocktails. "If you want to get
things done in this town," according to a youngyearwery much on the way up, "you'd better
belong to the Pendennis.” On evenings and weekbrdscene shifts to the Louisville Country
Club far out in the East End, or clear across thenty line to Harmony Landing, where good
polo and good whiskey push business out of sighbtfout of mind.

Anybody who pays dues to at least two of thesbschan consider himself a member in
good standing of the white power structure. Thighégroup that determines by quiet pressure,



direct action, and sometimes even default just fasvand fast Louisville will move toward
integration. Among themselves, it is clear, they @o more integrated now than they were ten
years ago, and they are not likely to be at ang iimthe near future. They have for the most part
taken their sons and daughters out of the publoals or moved to suburban areas where the
absence of Negroes makes integration an abstrastign. The only time they deal actively with
Negroes is when they give the maid a ride to theedtop, get their shoes shined, or attend some
necessary but unpleasant confrontation with a INegro spokesman. Despite an ancient
conditioning to prejudice, however, they are ini@n, a far more progressive and enlightened
lot than their counterparts in Birmingham or evemilot of cases than their own sons and
daughters.

There is a feeling in liberal circles, especiatiyNew York and Washington, that the
banner of racial segregation has little appeahéoybunger generation. And Murray Kempton
has written that the special challenge of the 16G8'how to appease the Negro without telling
the poor white." But neither theory appears to gppLouisville. Some of the bitterest racists in
town belong to the best families, and no Mississiiigh farmer rants more often against the
"niggers” than do some of Louisville's young up-aodhing executives just a few years out of
college. At Bauer's, a fashionable pine-paneledrtamuch frequented by the young bucks of
the social set, the sentiment is overwhelmingly-Begro. Late in the evening some of the
habitues may find themselves carried along in trdusion of drink and good-fellowship
toward Magazine Street in the heart of the col@extion. There, at Oliver's and Big John's and
the Diamond Horseshoe, the action goes on untihdavd a carload of jovial racists are as
welcome as anybody else, black or white. The Negsospend their resentment, the whites
suspend their prejudice, and everybody enjoys th&igrand the entertainment. But there is little
or no mingling, and the activities of the night grete separate from those of the day.

You get a feeling, after a while, that the young ot really serious either about
denouncing the "nigger" for "not knowing his placg"about ignoring the color line for
nocturnal visits to Magazine Street. Both are liesuthat will not last, and the young are simply
enjoying them while they can. Mayor Cowger likes#y: "People are different here. We get
along with each other because we don't like tratild¢hers will tell you that Louisville has no
overt racial problem because the greatest commitofehe majority of white citizens is simply
to maintain the status quo, whatever it happeieto

In such a society, of course, it might be argured &lmost anything can happen as long
as it happens slowly and inconspicuously withoutigg people stirred up. All of which
naturally frustrates the Negro, who has said tkawants freedom now. If the Negro were
patient -- and who can tell him he should be? --Wweuld have no problem. But "freedom now"
is not in the white Louisville vocabulary.

A good example of the majority viewpoint showsimiphe housing situation, which at
the moment is inextricably linked with urban renéwes it happens, the urban-renewal project
centers mainly in the downtown Negro district, amaist of the people who have to be relocated
are black. It also happens that the only part whtto which Negroes can move is the West End,
an old and tree-shaded neighborhood bypassed gygsand now in the throes of a selling
panic because of the Negro influx. There is a gngviear, shared by whites and Negroes alike,
that the West End is becoming a black ghetto.

Frank Stanley, Jr., the Negro leader who saicegrdtion here is a farce," blames urban
renewal for the problem. "All they're doing is mogithe ghetto, intact, from the middle of town



to the West End." Urban-renewal officials repltiics by claiming the obvious: that their job is
not to desegregate Louisville but to relocate peagl quickly and advantageously as possible.
"Sure they move to the West End," says one offi¢ialhere else can they go?"

It is a fact that whites are moving out of the Wesd as fast as they can. A vocal
minority is trying to stem the tide, but there adily a block without a "For Sale" sign, and some
blocks show as many as ten. Yet there is "hardyyf eace prejudice in the West End. Talk to a
man with his house for sale and you'll be giveariderstand that he is not moving because of
any reluctance to live near Negroes. Far fromatishproud of Louisville's progress toward
integration. But he is worried about the value isfroperty; and you know, of course, what
happens to property values when a Negro family mavi® an all-white block. So he's selling
now to get his price while the getting is good.

Depending on the neighborhood, he may or may eatilling to sell to Negroes. The
choice is all his, and will be until Louisville pgess an "open housing"” ordinance to eliminate
skin as a factor in the buying and selling of hon8sh an ordinance is already in the planning
stage.

Meanwhile, the homeowner who will sell to Negraea rare bird -- except in the West
End. And arguments are presented with great fedhiagthose who will show their homes only
to whites are not prejudiced, merely consideratineir neighbors. "Personally, | have nothing
against colored people," a seller will explain. tBdon't want to hurt the neighbors. If | sold my
house to a Negro it would knock several thousarldooff the value of every house on the
block."

Most Negro realtors deny this, citing the law opgly and demand. Good housing for
Negroes is scarce, they point out and prices arsegpently higher than those on the white
market, where demand is not so heavy. There avegVer, both white and Negro real-estate
speculators who engage in "block busting."” Theywirk to place a Negro in an all-white
block, then try to scare the other residents iethrng) cheap. Quite often they succeed -- then
resell to Negroes at a big profit.

According to Jesse P. Warders, a real-estate agen long-time leader in Louisville's
Negro community, "What this town needs is a simgéket for housing -- not two, like we have
now." Warders is counting on an "open housing"madce, and he maintains that the biggest
obstacle to open housing without an ordinancedddbk of Negroes on Louisville's Real Estate
board.

In order to be a "realtor” in Louisville, a reatate agent has to be a member of "the
Board," which does not accept Negroes. Wardersnsraber of the Washington-based National
Institute of Real Estate Brokers, which has absuhach influence here as the French Foreign
Legion.

Louisville, like other cities faced with urban dg¢ has turned to the building of midtown
apartments as a means of luring suburbanites loatletcity center. In the newest and biggest of
these, called "The 800," Warders tried to placesgrhl client. The reaction was a good indicator
of the problems facing Negroes after they breakbtreer of outright racism.

"Do me a favor," the builder of The 800 told Wasi€Let me get the place fifty per cent
full-- that's my breakeven point-- then I'll rentytour client.”

Warders was unhappy with the rebuff, but he bekethe builder will eventually rent to
Negroes; and that, he thinks, is real progress.dV8hould | say to the man?" he asked. "l know
for a fact that he's refused some white people,\Wdwat the man wants is prestige tenants; he'd



like to have the mayor living in his place, hekelto have the president of the board of
aldermen. Hell, I'm in business, too, | might nkélwhat he says, but | see his point."

Warders has been on the firing line long enougdgkntow the score. He is convinced that
fear of change and the reluctance of most whitegtdn any way that might be frowned on by
the neighbors is the Negroes' biggest problem undwlle. "I know how they feel, and so do
most of my clients. But do you think it's right?"

The 800 was built with the considerable help ofF&tA-guaranteed loan, which places
the building automatically in the open housing gatg. Furthermore, the owner insists that he is
color-blind on the subject of tenants. But he assunone the less that the prestige tenants he
wants would not consider living in the same buigpwith Negroes.

It is the same assumption that motivates a homeptansell to whites only-- not because
of race prejudice but out of concern for properjues. In other words, almost nobody has
anything against Negroes, but everybody's neigtbes.

This is galling to the Negroes. Simple racismnigasy thing to confront, but a mixture
of guilty prejudice, economic worries and threatesecial standing is much harder to fight. "If
all the white people I've talked to had the couraijiheir convictions,” one Negro leader has
said, "we wouldn't have a problem here."

Louisville's lending institutions frustrate Negsae the same way. Frank Stanley, Jr.,
claims that there's a gentlemen's agreement amamgels to prevent Negroes from getting
mortgages to buy homes in white neighborhoods.cbineplaint would seem to have a certain
validity, although once again less sinister explimms are offered. The lending agencies cite
business reasons, not race prejudice, as the réastheir stand. Concern for the reaction of
their depositors seems to be a big factor, andhandd the allegation that such loans would be a
poor risk -- especially if the institution holds rtgages on other homes in the neighborhood.
Here again is the fear of falling property values.

There is also the question whether a Negro woale flany more difficulty getting a
mortgage to buy a home in a white upper-class meidgiood than would a member of another
minority group -- say, a plumber named Lucianouprpossessor of six children, a dirty spitz
that barks at night, and a ten-year-old pickupknuith "Luciano Plumbing" painted on the side.

Mayor Cowger, a mortgage banker himself, insisé¢ & Negro would have no more
trouble than the hypothetical Mr. Luciano. Anothegh-ranking occupant of City Hall
disagrees: "That's what the mayor would like takhbut it just isn't true. Nobody in Rolling
Fields, for instance, would want an Italian plumfmra neighbor, but at least they could live
with him, whereas a Negro would be unthinkable beeae's too obvious. It wouldn't matter if
he were a doctor or a lawyer or anything else. Whies in the neighborhood would fear for the
value of their property and try to sell it beforeiopped.”

Another common contention is that Negroes "doahtto move into an all-white
neighborhood.” The East End, for instance, remsafigly white except for alley dwellings and
isolated shacks. The mayor, who lives in the East, Bas said, "Negroes don't want to live here.
It wouldn't be congenial for them. There are some Negro neighborhoods in the West End --
beautiful homes. They don't try to buy homes witeey won't be happy. People just don't do
things like that." Some people do, however, arapfears that almost without exception they get
turned down flat. One Negro executive with adeqfiatels called a white realtor and made an
appointment to look at a house for sale in the East Things went smoothly on the telephone,
but when the Negro arrived at the realtor's offfee man was incensed. "What are you trying to
do?" he demanded. "You know | can't sell you tlmatde. What are you up to, anyway?"



No realtor however, admits to racial prejudicdeast while talking to strangers. They
are, they point out, not selling their own homesthose of their clients. In the same fashion,
mortgage bankers are quick to explain that thegatdend their own money. A man making
inquiries soon gets the impression that all cliemgestors, and depositors are vicious racists and
dangerous people to cross. Which is entirely untrdeuisville -- although it is hard to see how
a Negro, after making the rounds of "very sympatheealtors, could be expected to believe
anything else.

Housing ranks right at the top among Louisvill@sial problems. According to Frank
Stanley, Jr., "Housing is basic; once we have whated Negroes living together, the rest will be
a lot easier.” Jesse P. Warders, the real-estatd,dagpwever, rates unemployment as the No. 1
problem area, because "Without money you can'tyghj@ other things."

The Louisville Human Relations Commission, on¢heffirst of its kind in the nation,
agrees that although the city has made vast stindb® areas of education and public
accommodations, the problems of housing and empayiare still largely unsolved because
"These areas are much more complex and confrogtdstablished customs based on a heritage
of prejudice." Of the two, however, the commisssaes housing as a bigger problem. J. Mansir
Tydings, executive director of the commission,psimistic about the willingness of merchants
and other employers to hire Negroes: "Already d amuch sooner than we expected -- our
problem is training unemployed Negroes to fill piosis that are open.”

Yet there is still another big hurdle, less tatgihan such, factors as housing and
employment but perhaps more basic when it comésdong an ultimate solution. This is the
pervasive distrust among the white power strucbfitbe Negro leadership's motives. Out in the
dove-shooting country, in the suburbs beyond thet Ead, Stanley is viewed as an "opportunist
politician" and a "black troublemaker.” Bishop Ewkarucker, the minister who urged his
congregation to arm themselves, is called an exsteand a Black Muslim. The possibility that
some of the Negro leaders do sometimes agitattéosake of agitation often cramps the
avenues of communication between white and Negideles.

Even among Negroes, Stanley is sometimes viewd#tdumeasiness and Bishop Tucker
called a racist. A former president of the LouievMAACP,on hearing the statement that local
Negroes "resent the national publicity concerningikville's progress in race relations,"
laughed and dismissed Stanley as a "very nice,sragrt young fella with a lot to learn."”
(Stanley is twenty-six.)

"He wants things to gproperly,”said the NAACHnan. "But difficult things never go
properly -- life isn't that way." He smiled nervbus'Forty years ago | came back here thinking |
could be a Black Moses -- | thought | was goingebmy people free. But | couldn't do it then
and it can't be done now. It's not a thing you @armvernight -- it's going to take years and years
and years."

Nearly everyone agrees with that, and even withsaproblems, Louisville looks to be a
lot further along the road to facing and solving thlegro problem™ than many other cities. Even
Stanley, who appears to make a cult of militantaoompromise, will eventually admit to a
visitor that he threatens far more demonstratibas te ever intends to produce.

"The white power structure here tries to clinghe status quo. They keep telling me not
to rock the boat, but | rock it anyway becausdlitsonly way to make them move. We have to
keep the pressure on them every minute, or wepdissour strength.



"Louisville isn't like Birmingham," he adds. "littk there's a conviction here that this
thing is morally wrong -- without that, we'd haeat trouble.”

The Reporteryol. 29, December 19, 1963

Fear and Loathing at the Super Bowl

Grim Notes of a Failed Fan. . . Mano a Mano with te Oakland Raiders. . . Down
and Out in Houston. . . Is Pro Football over the Hmp?. . . A Vague & Vengeful Screed on
Texas, Jesus, and the Political Realities of the MF. . Will Ron Ziegler Be the Next
Commissioner?

" . .and whosoever was not found written into the bddkeowas cast into the lake of fire."
-- Revelations 20:15

This was the theme of the sermon | deliveredlwéf20th floor balcony of the Hyatt
Regency in Houston on the morning of Super Bowl.Mtlwas just before dawn, as | recall,
when the urge to speak came on me. Earlier that dagl found -- on the tile floor of the Men's
Room on the hotel mezzanine -- a religious comumkitdled "A Demon's Nightmare," and it
was from the text of this sleazy tract that | chtbsewords of my sermon.

The Houston Hyatt Regency -- like others desigmedrchitect John Portman in Atlanta
and San Francisco -- is a stack of 1000 roomst &rolind a vast lobby at least 30 stories high,
with a revolving "spindletop” bar on the roof. Thhole center of the building is a tower of
acoustical space. You can walk out of any roomlaak over the indoor balcony (20 floors
down, in my case) at the palm-shrouded, wood andatayde maze of the bar/lounge on the
lobby floor.

Closing time in Houston is 2:00 AM. There are &fteurs bars, but the Hyatt Regency is
not one of them. So -- when | was seized by the togleliver my sermon at dawn -- there were
only about 20 ant-sized people moving around iriabby far below.

Earlier, before the bar closed, the whole grododrfhad been jammed with drunken
sportswriters, hard-eyed hookers, wandering gee#tastlers (of almost every persuasion), and
a legion of big and small gamblers from all oves tdountry who roamed through the drunken,
randy crowd -- as casually as possible -- withymte picking up a last-minute sucker bet from
some poor bastard half-mad on booze and willingutosome money, preferably four or five big
ones, on "his boys."

The spread, in Houston, was Miami by six, but bgmght on Saturday almost every one
of the two-thousand or so drunks in the lobby ef Regency -- official headquarters and media
vortex for this eighth annual Super Bowl -- wasdalbtely sure about what was going to
happen when the deal went down on Sunday, aboutnies east of the hotel on the fog-soaked
artificial turf of Rice University stadium.

Ah. . . but wait! Why are we talking about gambléere? Or thousands of hookers and



drunken sportswriters jammed together in a seetmaly in the lobby of a Houston hotel?

And what kind of sick and twisted impulse wouldisa a professional sportswriter to
deliver a sermon from the Book of Revelations adflotel balcony on the dawn of Super
Sunday?

| had not planned a sermon for that morning. | haideven planned to be in Houston, for
that matter. . . But now, looking back on that e, | see a certain inevitability about it.
Probably it was a crazed and futile effort to soavelexplain the extremely twisted nature of my
relationship with God, Nixon and the National Faitlh.eague: The three had long since
become inseparable in my mind, a sort of unhotytirithat had caused me more trouble and
personal anguish in the past few months than Regl&i, Hubert Humphrey and Peter Sheridan
all together had caused me in a year on the cam bz

Or perhaps it had something to do with my admiyteéep-seated need to have public
revenge on Al Davis, general manager of the OakRaiders. . . Or maybe an overweening
desire to confess that | had been wrong, from tidu&, 40 have ever agreed with Richard Nixon
aboutanything and especially pro football.

In any case, it was apparently something I'd lmeanking myself up to deliver for quite
a while. . . and, for reasons | still can't be saftehe eruption finally occurred on the dawn of
Super Sunday.

I howled at the top of my lungs for almost 30 mesy raving and screeching about all
those who would soon be cast into the lake of foea variety of low crimes, misdemeanors and
general ugliness that amounted to a sweeping meict of almost everybody in the hotel at that
hour.

Most of them were asleep when | began speakirtgada Doctor of Divinity and an
ordained minister in the Church of The New Trutknéw in my heart that | was merely a vessel
-- a tool, as it were -- of some higher and moregxéul voice.

For eight long and degrading days | had skulkedmd Houston with all the other
professionals, doing our jobs -- which was actutdlgo nothing at all except drink all the free
booze we could pour into our bodies, courtesy efNlational Football League, and listen to an
endless barrage of some of the lamest and sifiieditever uttered by man or beast. . . and
finally, on Sunday morning about six hours befdre dpening kickoff, | was racked to the point
of hysteria by a hellish interior conflict.

| was sitting by myself in the room, watching thimd & weather clocks on the TV set,
when | felt a sudden and extremely powerful movemaéthe base of my spine. Mother of
Sweating Jesus! | thought. What is it -- a leech@ tAere leeches in this goddamn hotel, along
with everything else? | jumped off the bed and Ipegawing at the small of my back with both
hands. The thing felt huge, maybe eight or ninengdsumoving slowly up my spine toward the
base of my neck.

I'd been wondering, all week, why | was feeling@w and out of sorts. . . but it never
occurred to me that a giant leech had been sudhoayl out of the base of my spine all that
time; and now the goddamn thing was moving up tdadne base of my brain, going straight
for the medulla. . . and as a professional spoitsiirknew that if the bugger ever reached my
medulla | was done for.

It was at this point that serious conflict setbecause | realized -- given the nature of
what was coming up my spine and the drastic effeoew it would have, very soon, on my
sense of journalistic responsibility -- that | wddlave to do two things immediately: First,
deliver the sermon that had been brewing in mynba#liweek long, and then rush back into the



room and write my lead for the Super Bowl story. .

Or maybe write my lead first, and then deliver seemon. In any case, there was no time
to lose. The thing was about a third of the waynypspine now, and still moving at good speed.
| jerked on a pair of L.L. Bean stalking shorts aad out on the balcony to a nearby ice
machine.

Back in the room I filled a glass full of ice awdld Turkey, then began flipping through
the pages of "A Demon's Nightmare" for some kingmfitual springboard to get the sermon
moving. | had already decided -- about midway mitte-run -- that | had adequate time to
address the sleeping crowd and also crank outdablefore that goddamn bloodsucking slug
reached the base of my brain -- or, even worseskarp dose of Wild Turkey happened to slow
the thing down long enough to rob me of my finat@se for missing the game entirely, like last
year. . .

What? Did my tongue slip there? My fingers? Orldigst get a fine professional hint
from my old buddy, Mr. Natural?

Indeed. When the going gets tough, the tough geiggJohn Mitchell said that -- shortly
before he quit his job and left Washington at 9@&sman hour in a chauffeur-driven limousine.

I have never felt close to John Mitchell, but battrotten morning in Houston | came as
close as | ever will; because he was, after giloa. . and so, alas, was I. Or at least | had a
fistful of press badges that said | was.

And it was this bedrock sense of professionalistimink, that quickly solved my
problem. . . which, until that moment when | reedlthe foul spectre of Mitchell, had seemed to
require a frantic decision between either delivgnmy sermon or writing my lead, in the space
of an impossibly short time.

When the going gets weird, the weird turn pro.

Who said that?

| suspect it was somebody from the Columbia JdismaReview, but | have no proof. . .
and it makes no difference anyway. There is a banthng pros, that needs no definition. Or at
least it didn't on that Sunday morning in Houstion reasons that require no further discussion
at this point in time. . . because it suddenly ocmlito me that had already written the leafdr
this year's Super Bowl game; | wrote it last yeakds Angeles, and a quick rip through my fat
manila folder of clips labeled "Football 73" tuchi up as if by magic.

| jerked it out of the file, and retyped it onragh page slugged: "Super Bowl/Houston
74." The only change necessary was the substitofidMinnesota Vikings" for "Washington
Redskins." Except for that, the lead seemed juatiaguate for the game that would begin in
about six hours as it was for the one that | missdads Angeles in January of '73.

"The precision-jackhammer attack of the Miami Dafghstomped the balls off the
Minnesota Vikings today by stomping and hammerirtig @ne precise jack-thrust after another
up the middle, mixed with pinpoint-precision pasass the flat and numerous hammer-jack
stops around both ends. . ."

The jangling of the telephone caused me to inpenmuy work. | jerked it off the hook,
saying nothing to whoever was on the other end bagan flashing the hotel operator. When she
finally cut in | spoke very calmly. "Look," | sail'm a very friendly person and a minister of
the gospel, to boot -- but | thought | left instiioas down there to put no calls -- NO CALLS,
GODDAMNIT! -- through to this room, and especiatigt nowin the middle of this orgy. . . I've
been here eight days and nobody's called me yey.ikMiell would they start now?. . . What?
Well, I simply can't accept that kind of flimsy seaing, operator. Do you believehtell? Are



you ready to speak with Saint Peter?. . . Waitrubei now, calm down. . . | want to be sure you
understanane thingbefore | get back to my business; | have some pdogrle whaeed help.

. But I want you to know that God is Holy! He wilbt allowsin in his presence! The Bible says:
‘There is none righteoullo, not one. . For all have sinned and come short of theyghd God.’
That's from the book of Romans, young lady. . ."

The silence at the other end of the line was reggito make me nervous. But | could
feel the sap rising, so | decided to continue nmgnea from the balcony. . . and | suddenly
realized that somebody was beating on my doorsJgsd, | thought, it's the manager; they've
come for me at last.

But it was a TV reporter from Pittsburgh, ravingiok and demanding to take a shower. |
jerked him into the room. "Nevermind the goddamovetr,” | said. "Do you realize what | have
on my spine?" He stared at me, unable to spealgidt leech,” | said. "It's been there for eight
days, getting fatter and fatter with blood."

He nodded slowly as | led him over to the phohéate leeches,” he muttered.

"That's the least of our problems,"” | said. "Roggnvice won't send any beer up until
noon, and all the bars are closed. . . | havevihid Turkey, but | think it's too heavy for the
situation we're in."

"You're right,"” he said. "I got work to do. Thedgtamn game's about to start. | need a
shower."

"Me too," | said. "But | have some work to do fjrso you'll have to make the call.”

"Call?" He slumped into a chair in front of thendow, staring out at the thick grey mist
that had hung on the town for eight days -- exoept, as Super Sunday dawned, it was thicker
and wetter than ever.

| gave him the phone: "Call the manager,” | saiell him you're Howard Cosell and
you're visiting up here with a minister in 2003;' m@éhaving a private prayer breakfast and we
need two fifths of his best red wine, with a boxsaftine crackers."

He nodded unhappily. "Hell, | came here for a skiowWho needs the wine?"

"It's important,” | said. "You make the call whilgo outside and get started.”

He shrugged and dialed "0" while | hurried outhe balcony, clearing my throat for an
opening run at James 2:19:

"Beware!" | shouted, "for the Devils also belieaad tremble!"

| waited for a moment, but there was no reply fitv lobby, 20 floors down -- so | tried
Ephesians 6:12, which seemed more appropriate:

"For we wrestle not,” | screamed, "against flesti Blood -- but against principalities,
against powers, against the rulers of the darkoktss world -- and, yes -- against spiritual
wickedness in high places!"

Still there was no response except the boomingeschf my own voice. . . but the thing
on my spine was moving with new vigor now, andrisssl there was not much time. All
movement in the lobby had ceased. They were ailistg still down there -- maybe 20 or 30
people. . . but were theigtening?Could theyhear?

| couldn't be sure. The acoustics of these massblges are not predictable. | knew, for
instance, that a person sitting in a room on tha fléor, with the door open, could hear -- with
unnerving clarity -- the sound of a cocktail glakattering on the floor of the lobby. It was also
true that almost every word of Gregg Allman's "Nk@blored Lady" played at top volume on a
dual-speaker Sony TC-126 in an open-door room er2@th floor could be heard in the NFL
press room on the hotel mezzanine. . . but it vead to be sure of the timbre and carrying-power



of my own voice in this cavern; it sounded, to tiles the deep screaming of a bull elk in the rut.
.. but there was no way to know, for sure, if kwaally getting through.

"Discipline!" | bellowed. "Remember Vince Lombaltdi paused to let that one sink in --
waiting for applause, but none came. "Remember ggebletesky!" | shouted. "He had
discipline!"

Nobody down in the lobby seemed to catch that altlkough | sensed the first stirrings
of action on the balconies just below me. It wasaat time for the Free Breakfast in the
Imperial Ballroom downstairs, and some of the eading sportswriters seemed to be up and
about. Somewhere behind me a phone was ringingd,dgaitl no attention. It was time, | felt, to
bring it all together. . . my voice was giving oltit despite the occasional dead spots and bursts
of high-pitched wavering, | grasped the railingleé balcony and got braced for some flat-out
raving:

"Revelations, Twenty-fifteen!" | screamed. "Sayllelajah! Yes! Say Hallelujah!"

People were definitely responding now. | couldrhibair voices, full of excitement -- but
the acoustics of the place made it impossible tagmod fix on the cries that were bounding
back and forth across the lobby. Were they sayalélujah"?

"Four more years!" | shouted. "My friend Generaiddhas told us that the Forces of
Darkness are now in control of the Nation -- arelyttvill rule for four more years!" | paused to
sip my drink, then I hit it again: "And Al Davis &&old us that whosoever was not found written
in the book of life was cast into the lake of fire!

| reached around behind me with my free hand patgpat a spot between my shoulder
blades to slow the thing down.

"How many of you will be cast into the lake ofefiin the next four yeard?ow many will
survive?l have spoken with General Haig, and --"

At this point | was seized by both arms and jerkadkwards, spilling my drink and
interrupting the climax of my sermon. "You craz\staad!" a voice screamed. "Look what
you've done! The manager just called. Get backerrdéom and lock the fucking door! He's
going to bust us!"

It was the TV man from Pittsburgh, trying to drag back from my pulpit. | slipped out
of his grasp and returned to the balcony. "ThiSuper Sunday!" | screamed. "l want every one
of you worthless bastards down in the lobby inrtenutes so we can praise God and sing the
national anthem!"

At this point | noticed the TV man sprinting dowre hall toward the elevators, and the
sight of him running caused something to snap irbnayn. "There he goes!" | shouted. "He's
headed for the lobby! Watch out! It's Al Davis. Has a knife!"

| could see people moving on all the balconies,raovd also down in the lobby. Then,
just before | ducked back in my room, | saw onéhefglass-walled elevators starting down,
with a single figure inside it. . . he was the mastble man in the building; a trapped and crazy
animal descending slowly -- in full view of everyhyofrom the busboys in the ground-floor
coffee-shop to Jimmy the Greek on the balcony alm@e- to certain captivity by that ugly
crowd at the bottom.

| watched for a moment, then hung the DO NOT DI&BJign on my doorknob and
double-locked the door. That elevator, | knew, widu¢é empty when it got to the lobby. There
were at least five floors, on the way down, whexecbuld jump out and bang on a friendly door
for safe refuge. . . and the crowd in the lobby hatlseen him clearly enough, through the
tinted-glass wall of the elevator, to recognize lrater on.



And there was not much time for vengeance, anywayhe odd chance that anyone
cared.

It had been a dull week, even by sportswritessidards, and now the day of the Big
Game was finally on us. Just one more free breglkfas more ride, and by nightfall the thing
would be over.

The first media-bus was scheduled to leave thel iat the stadium at 10:30, four hours
before kickoff, so I figured that gave me some timeelax and act human. | filled the bathtub
with hot water, plugged the tape recorder with Isgbakers into a socket right next to the tub,
and spent the next two hours in a steam-stupteniisg to Rosalie Sorrels and Doug Sahm,
chewing idly on a small slice of Mr. Natural, arghding theCocaine Papersf Sigmund Freud.

Around noon | went downstairs to the Imperial Badim to read the morning papers over
the limp dregs of NFL's free breakfast, then | pxpat the free bar for a few bloody marys
before wandering outside to catch the last bush@istadium -- the CBS special -- complete
with more bloody marys, screwdrivers and a roviragan-meister who seemed to have
everything under control.

On the bus to the stadium | made a few more bretdiami. At that point | was picking
up everything | could get, regardless of the poilitisad been a long and jangled night, but the
two things that needed to be done before game-timmgy sermon and my lead -- were already
done, and the rest of the day looked easy: Jush tkgep out of trouble and stay straight enough
to collect on all my bets.

The consensus among the 1600 or so sportswriteosvin favored Miami by almost two
to one. . . but there are only a handful of spaitsws in this country with enough sense to pour
piss out of their own boots, and by Saturday nigate was an obvious drift among the few
"smart" ones to Minnesota, with a seven-point aushiPaul Zimmerman of the New York Post,
author ofA Thinking Man's Guide to Pro Footbalhd the sportswriting fraternity's scaled-down
answer to the Washington Post's political guru B&roder, had organized his traditional
pressroom betting pool -- where any sportswriteo Wit up to it could put a dollar in the pot
and predict the final score (in writing, on thege®om bulletin board, for all the world to see). .
. and whoever came closest would pick up a thousasd dollars.

Or at least that was the theory. But in realigrénwere only about 400 writers willing to
risk a public prediction on the outcome of a gahe t- even to an amateur like me -- was so
obvious that | took every bet | could get agaihstVikings, regardless of the spread. As late as
10:30 on Sunday morning | was calling bookies oth lsoasts, doubling and tripling my bets
with every point | could get from five to seven.and by 2:35 on Sunday afternoon, five minutes
after the kickoff, | knew | was home free.

Moments later, when the Dolphins drove the lertgtthe field for another touchdown, |
began collecting money. The final outcome was péiyntlear less than halfway through the
first quarter-- and shortly after that, Sport Magazeditor Dick Schapp reached over my
shoulder in the press section and dropped two bilisfive and a twenty -- in my lap.

| smiled back at him. "Jesus," | said. "Are youigg upalready?This game is far from
over, my man. Your people are only 21 points doavrd we still have a whole half to go."

He shook his head sadly.

"You're not counting on a second-half rally?" ked, pocketing his money.

He stared at me, saying nothing. . . then heddile eyes up toward the soupy mist
above the stadium where the Goodyear Blimp wasrmyealmost invisible in the fog.



When | began this doom-struck story many montlus tge idea was to follow one team
all the way to the Super Bowl and, in the procagso document the alleged -- or at least
Nixonian -- similarities between pro football analifcs. The problem, at that time, was to
decide which team to follow. It had to be one vatbood chance of going all the way, and also a
team | could get along with over an extended peviciime.

That was in early November, and the list of paisds included about half the League,
but, I narrowed it down to the four teams wher&dady knew some of the players: Los
Angeles, Miami, Washington and Oakland. . . andraftany days of brooding | chose Oakland.

There were two main factors involved: 1) | hackatty made a large bet, at 8-1 odds, on
Oakland to go all the way -- as opposed to a 4tbhehe Redskins and 2abainstMinnesota. .

. and 2) When | checked with Dave Burgin, a fori@an Francisco Examiner and Washington
Star-News sports editor, he said there were ontyteams in the whole League flakey enough
for me to identify with in any kind of personal louman way: One was Pittsburgh and the other
was Oakland.

Well. . . it is three months later now, and thestion that still haunts me, is, which jail,
morgue or asylum would | be in today if I'd happe i@ pick one of thetherteams.

Even now -- almost 2000 miles and two months resddvom the Raider headquarters in
Oakland -- 1 still want to reach for an icepick gwvéme | see a football. . . and my only
consolation, looking back on that nightmare, ig thaight have decided to "cover" the Dallas
Cowboys. Just before talking to Burgin, in faateadd a savage novel callsidrth Dallas Forty
by ex-Cowboy flanker Pete Gent, and it had crankedy interest in both Dallas and the
Cowboys enough so that | was right on the brindwhping Oakland and heading for Texas. . .

Fortunately, | was shrewd enough to choose Oaklaadiecision that resulted, less than
three weeks after | made it, in a series of perdsame professional disasters ranging from
massive slander and a beating by stadium-copsdeutise Raider dressing room, to total
banishment from the field, locker room, press kand for all practical purposes -- because of
the dark assumptions that would inevitably be meat®ut any player seen with me in public --
from any bar, restaurant, zoo or shotgun storeerBay Area frequented by any Raider players.

The reasons for all this are still not entirelganl -- or maybe they are, and | still can't
grasp the real meaning of what happened. Perhasitmerely a case of the chickens coming
home to roost, accompanied by three giant condors.

The Raiders kicked you out? For what? Drug rumdgtsighter] Well, it's nice to know they're
starting to give writers the same kind of underheshdhickenshit they've been laying on players
for ten years. . . Yeah, it varies from team tortehike, for me, getting traded to Pittsburgh
after all that time in Oakland was like finally comg up for air. As a matter of general
philosophy, though, the National Football Leaguéis last bastion of fascism in America.

-- Tom Keating, Defensive tackle for the Pittsbu&jeelers

To reach the Oakland Raiders' practice field yaowedrom San Francisco across the Bay
Bridge and then south on U.S. 17 to Exit 98 at iHbgeger Road at the south end of Alameda



Bay. . . turn right at the off-ramp that leadshe Dakland International Airport; glance back at
the Edgewater Inn and the squat-white concretekiddadding right next to the Edgewater that
says "Oakland Raiders" and then swing north again.

About six miles past the Airport entrance, the @a# Hilton and a speedboat raceway --
the road gets narrow and seems to be heading dibvthfough a wet desert of stunted
jack-pines (or scrub-oaks, or whatever they calséhuseless little trees that grow on the edge of
swamplands all over the country, near places lé@sBcola and Portland). . . but this is Oakland,
or at least San Leandro, and when you drive 20sail¢ of San Francisco to a lonesome place
like this, you want a pretty good reason.

... Or at least a decent excuse.

The only people who make this run regularly, i@ #futumn months between late August
and December, are Bay Area sportswriters and pewptke payroll of the Oakland Raiders --
players, trainers, coaches, owners, etc. -- andrthereason they make this grim trip day after
day is the nervous fact that the Raiders' pradigde and daily headquarters is located, for good
or ill, out here on this stinking estuary across iy from San Francisco.

It is a hard place to find unless you know exaethere to look. The only sure giveaway
sign, from the highway, is a sudden rise of theekscaffolding looming out of the jack-pines
about 200 yards west of the road -- and two meash@ap plastic ski jackets on a platform at the
top of the tower, aiming big grey movie cameras n@vwhatever's happening on the other side
of that tree-fence.

Turn left just beyond the film-tower, park in a daly lot full of new Cadillacs and flashy
sports cars, and walk up a grassy bank to a omg-sbocrete-block building that looks like a
dog-kennel or a Pepsi-Cola warehouse in St. Louigush through a big metal fire-door &
along a naked corridor decorated on both sides @bk and grey helmets, sharp-edged
footballs, red-white-and-blue NFL stickers. . . dmally around a corner into the weight-room,
a maze of fantastically-complicated machinery witins all around warning "unauthorized
persons” to keep their goddamn hands o#\adrythingOne of the weight-machines costs
$6500 and is designed to do nothing but stretchskaot of trapezius muscles; another, costing
$8800, is a maze of steel cables, weights and drddé&s that will -- if used properly -- cure
kinks, rips and contusions out of every muscle ftomhip to the achilles tendon. There are
other machines for problems of the feet, neck dino\ves.

| was tempted to get physically involved with gwvarachine in the building -- just to
know how it felt to get jerked around by all thahfastic machinery. | was also tempted to speak
with the trainers and sample whatever medicatibag had to offer -- but pro football locker
rooms are no longer the wholesale drug dispenstnashey were in the past. National Football
League Commissioner "Pete" Rozelle -- along witteSRlent” Nixon and the network TV
moguls -- have determined that drugs and pro félotlman't mix; at least not in public.

On my first visit to the locker room -- and on aiher visits, for that matter -- | avoided
both the weight machines and the trainers. Thegenegoint, | felt, in compromising the story
early on; although if I'd known what kind of shitrd was heading into | would have sprung
every machine in the building and gobbled everlylmbuld get my hands on.

But | felt a certain obligation, back then, to acta "professional” manner. . . and,
besides, for my first look at the Raider practieddf| was accompanied by a friendly little
fellow named Al LoCasale, who had told me whenllecbon the phone that he was "executive
assistant” to the Raiders' general manager anddameibwner, Al Davis.

LoCasale led me through the locker room, pasitights and the trainers, and out



through another small door that opened onto a ¢§gagn pasture enclosing two football fields,
four goal posts, many blocking sleds and tacklingnohies, and about 60 men moving around
very actively, gathered in four separate groupbath fields.

| recognized John Madden, the head coach, rurthmgffensive unit through short-pass
drills on the field to my right. . . and on the ettield, about 50 yards to my left, another coach
was running the defensive unit through some kindridif| couldn't recognize.

Far down at the other end of the field where tbkenisive unit was working, | could see
George Blanda, the Raiders' 46-year-old reserveenback and premier place-kicker, working
with his own set of handlers and banging one kftéranother "through the uprights” -- from
the 30 or 35 yard line. Blanda and his small cresvenpaying no attention to what was
happening on the offensive and defensive fieldgifljbb was to keep George sharp on field
goals, and during the two hours | was there, thfiatr@oon, he kicked at least 40 or 50, and |
never saw him miss one.

There were two other solitary figures moving ambon the field(s) beyond the small
enclosure near the locker-room door where LoCamadeseveral assistants made sure the
half-dozen local sportswriters stayed. One was ®ay, the rookie punter and number one draft
choice from Mississippi, who spent all afternoockikng one ball after another in tall spiraling
arcs above the offensive unit to a brace of babljagt in front of the sportswriters' huddle. . .
and the other was a small wiry man in a tan galk¢h with a greasy duck-tail haircut who paced
along the sidelines of both fields with a speedydkof intensity that | never really noticed until
he suddenly appeared very close to me and | haardsk a sportswriter from the San Francisco
Chronicle who | was and what | was doing there. . .

The conversation took place within 10 yards of are] | heard most of it.

"Who's the big guy over there with the ball in hemd?" asked the man with the DA.

"His name's Thompson," replied Chronical sportewidack Smith. "He's a writer for
ROLLING STONE"

"The Rolling Stones? Jesus Christ! What'slbighere? Didyoubring him?"

"No, he's writing a big articldROLLING STONEIS a magazine, Al. It's different from the
Rolling Stones; they're a rock music group. . .Mpeon's a buddy of George Plimpton's, |
think. . . and he's also a friend of Dave Burgingpou remember Burgin?"

"Holy shit! Burgin! We ran him out of here withcattle prod!"

| saw Smith laugh at that point, then he was tagjlagain: "Don't worry, Al. Thompson's
okay. He wrote a good book about Las Vegas."

Good god! | thought. That's it. . . If they rehdttbook I'm finished. By this time I'd
realized that this strange-looking bugger named"\&ho looked like a pimp or a track-tout,
was in fact the infamous Al Davis-- general managet de facto owner (pending settlement of a
nasty lawsuit scheduled for court-action early tfaar) of the whole Oakland Raider operation.

Davis glanced over his shoulder at me, then spak& to Smith: "Get the bastard out of
here. | don't trust him."

| heard that very clearly -- and if I'd had anpse I'd have abandoned the whole story
right then, for reasons of extreme and unnatuiglpgice; call the office and say | couldn't
handle the bad vibes, then jump the next planeotor@do. . . | was watching Davis very closely
now, and it occurred to me that the fiendish initgref his speech and mannerisms reminded me
very strongly of another Oakland badass I'd spemiestime with, several years earlier --
ex-Hell's Angels president Ralph "Sonny" Bargerpwlad just beaten a multiple-murder rap and
then copped out, they said, to some kind of mitarge like "Aggravated Assault with Intent to



Commit Murder," or "Possession of Automatic Weagdqaabmachine-guns), "Possession of
Heroin (four pounds) with Intent to Sell, and SdxAssault on Two Minors with Intent to
Commit Forcible Sodomy". . .

| had read these things in the Chronicle. . . buWhat the hell? Why compound these
libels? Any society that will put Barger in jail dmake Al Davis a respectable millionaire at the
same time is not a society to be trifled with.

In any case, the story of my strange and offigiafily relationship with Al Davis is too
complicated for any long explanations at this pdispent several days pacing the sidelines of
the Raider practice field with him -- prior to tRé@tsburgh, Cleveland and Kansas City games --
and the only thing | remember him talking aboutHavironmental Determinism." He spoke at
considerable length on that subject, as | recatltliere is nothing in my notes to indicate
precisely what he said about it.

Shortly after | heard him tell Smith to get ridrag on that first afternoon, | walked over
to him and somehow got wound up in a conversatimugahow he was having trouble buying
property in Aspen because "some people out thérelght his money was "dirty" because of
his known connections in Las Vegas. "Hell, thatigoroblem," | told him. "I once ran for sheriff
in Aspen; | know the place pretty well, and | calt you for sure that at least half the money out
there is dirtier than any you're likely to comewigh."

He stopped and eyed me curiously. "You ran foriA& he said. "In Aspen, Colorado?"

| nodded. "Yeah, but I'd rather not talk aboutWe didn't lose by much, but losing in
politics is like losing in football, right? One wtone point --"

He smiled crookedly, then began pacing againoH'tdyive a damn about politics,” he
said as | hurried along the white-lime sideliné&éep up with him. "The only things that interest
me are economics and foreign affairs."”

Jesus christ! | thought. Economics, foreign asfagmvironmental determinism -- this
bastard is sand-bagging me.

We paced back and forth a while longer, then lielenly turned on me: "What are you
after?" he snapped. "Why are you out here?"

"Well. . ." | said. "It would take me a while ta@ain it. Why don't we have a beer after
practice tomorrow and I'll --"

"Not tomorrow," he said quickly. "I only come dugre on Wednesdays and Thursdays.
They get nervous when I'm around, so | try to stagy most of the time."

| nodded -- but I didn't really understand whatnmeant until an hour or so later, when
Coach Madden signaled the end of that day's peaatid Davis suddenly rushed onto the field
and grabbed the quarterback, Ken Stabler, alorfyaweceiver and a defensive back | didn't
recognize, and made them run the same pass pattequick shot from about 15 yards out with
the receiver getting the badteciselyat the corner of the goal line and the out-of-baulime-- at
least twelve consecutive times until they had wd@xactly the way he wanted it.

That is my last real memory of Al Davis: It wadtgey dark in Oakland, the rest of the
team had already gone into the showers, the coashingide speaking sagely with a gaggle of
local sportswriters, somewhere beyond the fieldtéea big jet was cranking up its afterburners
on the airport runway. . . and here wasdhmerof the flakiest team in pro football, running
around on a half-dark practice field like a kindHspeed freak with his quarterback and two
other key players, insisting that they run the sgogdamn play over and over again until they
had itright.

That was the only time | ever felt that | reallyderstood Davis. . . We talked on other



days, sort of loosely and usually about footbahenever | would show up at the practice field
and pace around the sidelines with him. . . améhg somewhere around the third week of my
random appearances, as | recall, that he begant @@y nervous whenever he saw me.

| never asked why, but it was clear that somethiag) changed, if only back to normal. . .
After one of the midweek practices | was sittinghnone of the Raider players in the tavern
down the road from the fieldhouse and he said:uslegu know | was walking back to the
huddle and I looked over and, god damn, | aimgspéd when | saw you and Davis standing
together on the sideline. | thought, man, the woekillyis changing when you see a thing like
that -- Hunter Thompson and Al Davis -- Christ, yoow that's the first time | ever saw
anybodywith Davis during practice; the bastard's alwalgmeout there, just pacing back and
forth like a goddamn beast. . ."

In the meantime, blissfully unaware of what waswtio happen, | was trying to learn as
much as possible about the real underbelly of potbiall by watching a film of the
Denver-Dallas game with several Raider players prowided a running commentary on the
action -- trying to explain, in language as closé¢hey could cut it for the layman's slow eye,
what was happening on the screen and how it migitight not relate to the Denver-Oakland
game coming up next Sunday.

The purpose of the film-session was to show meesaointhe things -- in slow motion and
repeated instant replay -- that nobody in the stammdhe press box will ever understand. It was
done as a personal favor, at a time when neither &ny of the Oakland players realized that |
was about to be banished. If I'd been writing aysbtm Evel Knievel at the time, | would have
asked him to do the same thing -- sit down for\ameng with some films of his jumps, and
explain each one step-by-step, along with whatesesr going through his head at any given
moment.

What follows, then, is a random commentary by spmoefootball players just a few
games away from the Super Bowl, watching a filna glame between two teams -- one of which
they will have to beat on Sunday, to make the gfayand another they might have to beat in
the Super Bowl itself. The film we were watchingsihe Denver-Dallas game on December
2nd. Dallas won, 22-10 -- which hardly matters,saese pro football players don't watch
game-films to see who won or lost. They watch faitgrns, tendencies and individual strengths
or weaknesses. . . and in this case they weregttgitranslate their reactions into language |
could get a personal grip on, which accounts fonesof the awkward moments.

Under normal circumstances I'd identify all of thaces in this heavily-edited tape
transcript -- but for reasons that will soon becarheious if they aren't already, | decided that it
would probably be more comfortable for all of u$ ldimped all the player voices under one
name: "Raider.” This takes a bit of an edge offttile, but it also makes it harder for the NFL
security watchdogs to hassle some good peopleaahtine their names for hanging around with
a Dope Fiend.

I
Do NoT MIsTAKE ME FORANY OTHER READER

| have come here to help to save the sufferingt Kfiow God works in a mysterious
way. If you have faith in God, don't fail to see:



MOTHER ROBERTS
PsycHIC READER AND ADVISOR
THE ONE & ONLY GIFTED HEALER

was born with the God-given powers to help humaaitgt has devoted her life to this work.
Tells your friends' and enemies' names withoutragski single word. She will tell you what you
wish to know regarding health, marriage, love, dveg courtship, speculations and business
transactions of all kinds.

She will tell you of any changes you should ordtn't make, good or bad. She removes
evil influences and bad luck of all kinds. She ndads to reunite the separated, cause speedy
and happy marriages. She lifts you out of sorrod derkness and starts you on the way to
success, and happiness. She will give sound andrieng advice on all affairs of life, whatever
they may be. You will find her superior to any atheader you have consulted in the past. A
place to bring your friends and feel no embarrasgme

1/2 PRICE WITH THIS SLIP
OPEN DAILY & SUNDAYS --8 AM TO 10 PM
1609 W. ALABAMA PHONE JA 3-2297
NO APPOINTMENT NECESSARY -- LOOK
FOR ADDRESS

Ah yes, Mother Roberts. . . | found her card anltiis and jammed it into one of my
pockets, thinking that maybe | would give her 4 oalMonday and make an appointment. | had
a lot of heavy questions to lay on her like "Why Bnere, Mother Roberts? What does it all
mean? Have | finally turned pro? Can this reallyh®eend? Down and out in Houston with --

"No, | was just kidding. Mother Roberts, just gt you on -- just working a bit of the
test on you, right? Yes, because what | was réadiging up to is this extremely central question.
.. No, I'm not shy; it's just that | come from way north where people’s lips are frozen about
ten months every year, so we don't get used tontalikntil very late in life. . . what? Old? Well,
| think you just put your finger or your wand or atbver, right smack on the head of the nail,
Mother Roberts, because the godawful truth of thelevmatter is that I've been feeling
extremely oldhis past week, and. . . What? Wait a minute nasddgmnit, I'm still getting up to
the main question, which is. . . What? Naglvercurse, Mother Roberts; that was a cry of
anguish, a silent scream from the soul, becausel iri serious trouble down here in this
goddamn town, and. . . Yesaia white person, Mother Roberts, and we both knaketh not
a damn thing | can do about it. Are you prejudicedNo, let's not get into that. Just let me ask
you this question, and if you can give me a striaggid reasonable answer | promise | won't
come out to your place. . . because what | wanttgdall me, Mother Roberts -- and | mean this
very seriously -- is why have | been in Houstondmht days without anybody offering me
some cocaine?. .. Yes, cocaine, that's what ) aau just between you and me I'm damn serious
about wanting some. . . What? Dru@3f’coursd'm talking about drugs! Your ad said you could
answer my questions and lift me out of sorrow aawkmuess. . . Okay, okay, I'm listening. . .
Yeah, yeah. . . But let me tell you something, MotRoberts: My name is Al Davis and I'm the
Editor of Reader's Digest. . . Right, and | canehgwu busted rightowfor false advertising. . .
Yeah, well I think | might pick up some of my peeglnd come out to see you later on today; we
want some explanations for this kind of anti-chbistishit. This country's in enough trouble,



goddamnit, without people like you running arouetlisg drugs like cocaine to people in
serious trouble. . ."

Mother Roberts hung up on me at that point. Clomég knows what she thought was
about to come down on her when dusk fell on Houstorlere was the Editor of the Reader's
Digest coming out to her house with a goon squad,adl of them apparently stone mad for
cocaine and vengeance. . . a terrible situation.

It was not until Monday afternoon that | actuajyoke with Mother Roberts on the
telephone, but the idea of going over to Galvestwh dealing with the whole Super Scene story
from some rotten motel on the edge of the seavealldeen wandering around in my head
almost from the first hour after | checked into ooveted press-room at the Hyatt Regency.

And in dull retrospect now, | wish | had done thaimost anything would have been
better than that useless week | spent in Houstotingdor the Big Game. The only place in
town where | felt at home was a sort of sporadycalblent strip joint called the Blue Fox, far
out in the country on South Main. Nobody | talkedrt Houston had ever heard of it, and the
only two sportswriters who went out there with noe ipvolved in a wild riot that ended up with
all of us getting maced by undercover vice-squgms aeho just happened to be in the middle of
the action when it erupted.

Ah. . . but that is another story, and we donvehiame for it here. Maybe next time.
There are two untold sagas that will not fit intieststory: One has to do with Big Al's Cactus
Room in Oakland, and the other concerns the Blueifrélouston.

There is also -- at least in the minds of at leéastdozen gullible sportswriters at the
Super Bowl -- the ugly story of how | spent thredaur days prior to Super Week shooting
smack in a $7 a night motel room on the seawdBaiveston.

| remember telling that story one night in thegsreounge at the Hyatt Regency, just
babbling it off the top of my head out of sheerdstmm. . . Then | forgot about it completely
until one of the local sportswriters approachedantiy or so later and said: "Say man, | hear
you spent some time in Galveston last week."

"Galveston?"

"Yeah," he said. "l hear you locked yourself imatel over there and shot heroin for
three days."

| looked around me to see who was listening, tiremed kind of stupidly and said
"Shucks, there wasn't much else to do, you knomhy not get loaded in Galveston?"

He shrugged uncontrollably and looked down atQig Crow and water. | glanced at my
watch and turned to leave.

‘Time to hit it," | said with a smile. "See youda when I'm feeling back on my rails."

He nodded glumly as | moved away in the crowdnd although | saw him three or four
times a day for the rest of that week, he nevekespo me again.

Most sportswriters are so blank on the subjecrofs that you can only talk to them
about it at your own risk -- which is easy enougih,me, because | get a boot out of seeing their
eyes bulge; but it can be disastrous to a profeakiootball player who makes the casual
mistake of assuming that a sportswriter knows Vile& talking about when he uses a word like
"crank." Any professional athlete who talks to arsgwriter about "drugs" -- even with the best
and most constructive intentions -- is taking ayMvezavy risk. There is a definite element of
hysteria about drugs of any kind in pro footballag, and a casual remark -- evem@aningless
remark -- across the table in a friendly hometowndan lead, very quickly, to a seat in the



witness chair in front of a congressional committee

Ah. . . drugs; that word again. It was a hard wiordvoid in NFL circles last year -- like
the "missile gap" in the 1960 Kennedy-Nixon elegtior "law and order" in 1968.

1973 was a pretty dull press-year for congressifiea.Senate's Watergate Committee
had managed, somehow, to pre-empt most of thendlkaa-time. . . and one of the few
congressmen who managed to lash his own speciglgigthat barrier was an apparently senile
67-year-old ex-sheriff and football coach from WeéBginia named Harley Staggers.

Somewhere in the spastic interim between John BedriBob" Haldeman,
Congressman Staggers managed to collar some st&owed sportswriter from the New York
Times long enough to announce that his committéee-House Subcommittee on Investigations
-- had stumbled on such a king-hell wasps' nest/afence in the course of their probe into "the
use of drugs by athletes” that the committee wapared -- oalmostprepared, pending further
evidence -- to come to grips with their natural lamnduty and offer up a law, very soon, that
would require individual urinalysis tests on albfassional athletes and especially pro football
players.

These tests would be administered by professiammaédlysists -- paid by the federal
government, out of tax-monies -- and if any on¢heke evil bastards passed urine that turned
red (or green, or blue, or whatever), they would.bah. . . well. . . the Staggers Committee is
still mulling on the question of penalties.

Maybestudyingis a better word. Qoondering. . That's right, they're stifjonderingit. .

. and God's mercy on any muscle-bound degeneraisentiss turns red if Harley ever passes
his law. The rumor on Capitol Hill is that Rep. &jars is even now in the process of arranging
for the construction of a model, medium securitfCBZDRUG PENITENTIARY AND
REHABILITATION CENTER on the site of an abandonedsile base near Tonopah, Nevada.

Meanwhile, the Vice President of the United Stéies been lashed out of office and
disbarred in his home state of Maryland, the Pezgitiimself is teetering on the brink of a
Burglary/Conspiracy indictment that will mean certempeachment, and the whole structure of
our government has become a stagnant mockeryetiféisd everybody who ever had faith in it.

What all this means to Harley Staggers is hashio | am tempted to call him: It is 7:02
in Washington and | suspect he's wide awake, adteimng the daily beating to his pit-bulls in
the backyard garage and waiting for calls from rege:

"What's up Harley? Who's gonna get it?"

"Well. . . let me say this: We know, for a fadtat the situation is out of control and |
mean to put a stop to it or fall down trying. . ."

"A stop towhat,Harley?"

"Nevermind that. You know what | mean." (pausegt'me ask you something: Does a
phrase like 'The playing fields of West Virginiaéan anything to you?" (pause) "Wait a minute
-- where were you raised? What's wrong with --Ic{gl . .

Ah, Jesus. . . another bad tangent. Somewheheiback of my mind | recall signing a
contract that said | would never do this kind ahtghagain; one of the conditions of my turning
pro was a clause about swearing off gibberish. . .

But, like Gregg Allman says: "I've wasted so mtiate. . . feelin guilty. . ."

There is some kind of back-door connection in regchbetween Super Bowls and the
Allman Brothers -- a strange kind of theme-sourat tlaunts these goddamn stories no matter
where I'm finally forced into a corner to write theThe Allman sound, and rain. There was



heavy rain, last year, on the balcony of my dinkxitel room just down from the Sunset Strip in
Hollywood. . . and more rain through the windowshsd San Francisco office building where |
finally typed out "the story."

And now, almost exactly a year later, my main mgnud Super Bowl VIII in Houston is
rain and grey mist outside another hotel windowhwhe same strung-out sound of the Allman
Brothers booming out of the same portable spedkatd had, last year, in Los Angeles.

There was not much else worth remembering frohreegame-- or at least not much that
needs writing about, and the clock on the wall reiaime, once again, that a final deadline
looms and there is hungry space to fill out thar&an Francisco. . . Which means no more
thinking about rain and music, but a quick and ynesgression to "professionalism."”

Which is what it's all about.

Indeed, I tend, more and more, to forget thesegthiOr maybe just to ignore them.

But what the hell? Retirement is just around ther, so why not wander a bit?

"You grow up fast in Texas
and you got to lay it down
Or you'll be working for somebody
way cross town."
-- Doug Sahm

The floor of the Hyatt Regency men's room was gbn@vered, about three-inches deep,
with discarded newspapers -- all apparently coreded unread, except on closer examination
you realized that every one of them was missingptsts section. This bathroom was right next
to the hotel newsstand and just across the mezz&om the crowded NFL "press lounge,” a
big room full of telephones and free booze, wheostnof the 1600 or so sportswriters assigned
to cover The Big Game seemed to spend about 16& lmd@ach day, during Super Week.

After the first day or so, when it became balgfallear that there was no point in
anybody except the local reporters going out omptiess-bus each day for the carefully staged
"player interviews," that Dolphin tackle Manny Fandez described as "like going to the dentist
every day to have the same tooth filled," the dtiibavn writers began using the local types as a
sort of involuntary "pool”. . . which was more lile@ old British Navy press gang, in fact,
because the locals had no choice. They would goeash morning, to the Miami and Minnesota
team hotels, and dutifully conduct the daily intews. . . and about two hours later this mass of
useless gibberish would appear, word for wordhendarly editions of either the Post or the
Chronicle.

You could see the front door of the hotel from ltlaécony of the press lounge, and
whenever the newsboy came in with his stack ohfpepers, the national writers would make
the long 48-yard walk across to the newsstand andltup 15 cents each for their copies. Then,
on the way back to the press lounge, they woulg &toa piss and dump the whole paper --
except for the crucial sports section -- on thefflof the men's room. The place was so deep, all
week, in fresh newsprint, that it was sometimesl bapush the door open.

Forty yards away, on comfortable couches surrounttie free bar, the national gents
would spend about two hours each day scanningtia $ports sections -- along with a
never-ending mass of almost psychotically detaiéatmation churned out by the NFL
publicity office -- on the dim chance of findingmething worth writing about that day.

There never was, of course. But nobody seemely diaturbed about it. The only thing



most of the sportswriters in Houston seemed to @boeit was havingomethingo write about. .
. anything at all, boss: a peg, an angle, a geven a goddamn rumor.

| remember being shocked at the sloth and mogemeracy of the Nixon press corps
during the 1972 presidential campaign -- but theyenike a pack of wolverines on speed
compared to the relatively elite sportswriters vehowed up in Houston to cover the Super
Bowl.

On the other hand, there reallas no storyAs the week wore on, it became increasingly
obvious that we were all "just working here." Nogdahew who to blame for it, and although at
least a third of the sportswriters who showed ugtiat super-expensive shuck knew exactly
what was happening, | doubt if more than five arcfithem ever actually wrote the cynical and
contemptuous appraisals of Super Bowl VIII that daated about half the conversations around
the bar in the press lounge.

Whatever was happening in Houston that week el ¢ir nothing to do with the
hundreds of stories that were sent out on the neives each day. Most of the stories, in fact,
were unabashed rewrites of the dozens of offickl [dress releases churned out each day by
the League publicity office. Most of the storie®ab"fantastic parties” given by Chrysler,
American Express and Jimmy the Greek were taken fiess releases and rewritten by people
who had spent the previous evening at least fivesififom the scenes described in their stories.

The NFL's official Super Bowl party -- the "incibte Texas Hoe-Down" on Friday night
in the Astrodome -- was as wild, glamorous andtexgias an Elks Club picnic on Tuesday in
Salina, Kansas. The official NFL press releasehenHoe-Down said it was an unprecedented
extravaganza that cost the League more than $10@y0d attracted people like Gene McCarthy
and Ethel Kennedy. . . Which might have been toue| spent about five hours skulking around
in that grim concrete barn and the only peoplebgaized were a dozen or so sportswriters
from the press lounge.

Anybody with access to a mimeograph machine dittleaimagination could have
generated at least a thousand articles on "anafriyescribable proportions” at John
Connally's house, with Allen Ginsberg as the goésionor and 13 thoroughbred horses
slaughtered by drug-crazed guests with magnesidoméuknives. Most of the press people
would have simply picked the story off the big &by the "workroom," rewritten it just enough
to make it sound genuine, and sent it off on theeMiithout a second thought.

The bus-ride to the stadium for the game on Sutaaly more than an hour, due to heavy
traffic. | had made the same six-mile drive thehhigefore in just under five minutes. . . but that
was under very different circumstances; Rice Stadaion South Main Street, along the same
route that led from the Hyatt Regency to the Dalgieadquarters at the Marriott, and also to the
Blue Fox.

There was not much to do on the bus except dsimoke and maintain a keen ear on the
babble of conversations behind me for any talk mhight signal the presence of some
late-blooming Viking fan with money to waste. Ithard to stay calm and casual in a crowd of
potential bettors when you feel absolutely certdiminning any bet you can make. At that
point, anybody with even a hint of partisan enthssi in his voice becomes a possible mark -- a
doomed and ignorant creature to be lured, as dbrefsipossible, into some disastrous
last-minute wager that could cost him every ddilarowns.

There is no room for mercy or the milk of humandaess in football betting-- at least
not when you're prepared to get up on the edgeavighy dollaryouown. One-on-one betting is



a lot more interesting than dealing with bookies;duse it involves strong elements of
personality and psychic leverage. Betting agalmsipbint spread is a relatively mechanical trip,
but betting against another individual can be \@wyplex, if you're serious about it -- because
you want to know, for starters, whether you'reibgtagainst a fool or a wizard, or maybe
against somebody who's jygayingthe fool.

Making a large bet on a bus full of sportswritensthe way to the Super Bowl, for
instance, can be a very dangerous thing; becauseight be dealing with somebody who was
in the same fraternity at Penn State with one eftam doctors, and who learned the night
before -- while drinking heavily with his old budeythat the quarterback you're basing your bet
on has four cracked ribs and can barely raisedssipg arm to shoulder level.

Situations like these are not common. Unrepom@dies can lead to heavy fines against
any team that fails to report one -- especiallg Buper Bowl -- but what is a $10,000 fine,
compared to the amount of money that kind of ctdmawledge is worth against a big-time
bookie?

The other side of that coin is a situation whesk@wd coach turns the League's "report
all injuries” rule into a psychological advantage liis own team -- and coincidentally for any
bettor who knows what's happening -- by scrupulotegborting an injury to a star player just
before a big game, then calling a press conferenegplain that the just-reported injury is of
such a nature -- a pulled muscle, for instanckat it might or might not heal entirely by game
time.

This was what happened in Houston with the DolgHaul Warfield, widely regarded
as "the most dangerous pass receiver in pro fdotWarfield is a game-breaker, a man who
commands double-coverage at all times becauses @irtelope running style, twin magnets for
hands, and a weird kind of adrenaline instinct teatls on tension and high pressure. There is
no more beautiful sight in football than watchinguPWarfield float out of the backfield on a
sort of angle-streak pattern right into the heéd tperfect” zone defense and take a softly
thrown pass on his hip, without even seeming tacadhe arrival of the ball, and then float
another 60 yards into the end zone, with noneefriistrated defensive backs ever touching
him.

There is an eerie kind ogrtaintyabout Warfield's style that is far more demoratizin
than just another six points on the Scoreboard.ufbalf the time he looks bored and lazy -- but
even the best pass defenders in the legaw,in some nervous corner of their hearts, that
when the deal goes down Warfield is capable obking right past them like they didn't exist. . .

Unless he's hurt; playing with some kind of injtinat might or might not be serious
enough to either slow him down or gimp the fiendishcentration that makes him so
dangerous. . . and this was the possibility thdpBia coach Don Shula raised on Wednesday
when he announced that Warfield had pulled a legateun practice that afternoon amight
not play on Sunday.

This news caused instant action in gambling citdieven big-time bookies, whose
underground information on these things is usuadlgood as Pete Rozelle's, took Shula's
announcement seriously enough to cut the spread ffam seven to six-- a decision worth
many millions of betting dollars if the game turnad to be close.

Even theaumor of an injury to Warfield was worth one point (ancee two, with some
bookies | was never able to locate). . . and ifl&had announced on Saturday that Paul was
definitely not going to play, the spread would @mbly have dropped to four, or even three. . .
Because the guaranteed absence of Warfield wouwiel ta&ken a great psychological load off the



minds of Minnesota's defensive backs.

Without the ever-present likelihood of a game-kireg "bomb™ at any moment, they
could focus down much tighter on stopping Miamiigtél running game -- which eventually
destroyed them, just as it had destroyed Oakland‘sutting defense two weeks earlier, and one
of the main reasons why the Vikings failed to stog Dolphins on the ground was the constant
presence of Paul Warfield in his customary widesnegr's spot.

He played almost the whole game, never showingsagryof injury; and although he
caught only one pass, he neutralized two Minnedetensive backs on every play. . . and two
extra tacklers on the line of scrimmage might hanaele a hell of a difference in that
embarrassingly decisive first quarter when Miamicendrove what might as well have been the
whole length of the field to score 14 quick poiatsl crack the Vikings' confidence just as
harshly as they had cracked the Redskins out inAlngeles a year earlier.

It is hard to say, even now, exactly why | wasedain of an easy Dolphin victory. The
only reason | didn't get extremely rich on the gamas my inability to overcome the logistical
problems of betting heavily, on credit, by mean&aiftic long-distance phone calls from a hotel
room in Houston. None of the people | met in thatent, water-logged town were inclined to
introduce me to a reliable bookmaker -- and thepfeebcalled on both coasts, several hours
before the game on Sunday morning, seemed unngtoneayous when | asked them to use their
own credit to guarantee my bets with their localkies.

Looking back on it now, after talking with sometbése people and cursing them
savagely, | see that the problem had something twith my frenzied speech-pattern that
morning. | was still in the grip of whatever fiesyndrome had caused me to deliver that sermon
off the balcony a few hours earlier -- and the liitnad tremor in my voice, despite my
attempts to disguise it, was apparently communicagey clearly to all those | spoke with on the
long-distance telephone.

How long, O lord, how long? This is the secondryea row that | have gone to the
Super Bowl and been absolutely certain -- at |é8dtours before gametime -- of the outcome. It
is also the second year in a row that | have fabechpitalize, financially, on this certainty. tas
year, betting mainly with wealthy cocaine additsyitched all my bets from Washington to
Miami on Friday night -- and in the resulting cositn my net winnings were almost entirely
canceled by widespread rancor and personal bigsrne

This year, in order to side-step that problemalted until the last moment to make my
bets -- despite the fact that | knew the Vikingsevdoomed after watching them perform for the
press at their star-crossed practice field on Mgradeernoon before the game. It was clear, even
then, that they were spooked and very uncertaintabbat they were getting into -- but it was
not until | drove about 20 miles around the beltw@yhe other side of town for a look at the
Dolphins that | knew, for sure, how to bet.

There are a lot of factors intrinsic to the natoiréhe Super Bowl that make it far more
predictable than regular season games, or evenffday but they are not the kind of factors that
can be sensed or understood at a distance of 208n 20 miles, on the basis of any wisdom
or information that filters out from the site thgiuthe rose-colored booze-bent media-filter that
passes for "world-wide coverage" at these spedacle

There is a progression of understanding vis-gkasfootball that varies drastically with



the factor ofdistance-- physical, emotional, intellectual and every otivay. . . Which is

exactly the way it should be, in the eyes of theazmgly small number of people who own and
control the game, because it is this finely manatisthnce factor that accounts for the
high-profitmystiquethat blew the sacred institution of baseball aff'tational pastime™
pedestal in less than 15 years.

There were other reasons for baseball's precpitmas of popularity among everybody
except old men and middle-aged sportswriters bet#889 and now -- just as there will be a
variety of reasons to explain the certain declihpro football between now and 1984 -- but if
sporting historians ever look back on all this &mydo explain it, there will be no avoiding the
argument that pro football's meteoric successerl®60's was directly attributable to its early
marriage with network TV and a huge, coast-to-caaslence of armchair fans who "grew up"
-- in terms of their personal relationships to Thame -- with the idea that pro football was
something that happened every Sunday on the tuigendtion of driving eight miles along a
crowded freeway and then paying $3 to park thercarder to pay another $10 to watch the
game from the vantage point of a damp redwood bBbalows above the 19-yard line in a
crowd of noisy drunks was entirely repugnant tarthe

And they were absolutely right. After ten yeargrging it both ways-- and especially
after watching this last wretched Super Bowl garoenfa choice seat in the "press section” very
high above the 50-yard line -- | hope to chriseVver again succumb to whatever kind of
weakness or madness it is that causes a persotioeethe incoherent hell that comes with
going out to a cold and rainy stadium for threers@mn a Sunday afternoon and trying to get
involved with whatever seems to be happening ddwereton that far-below field.

At the Super Bowl | had the benefit of my usuahgaday aids: powerful binoculars, a
tiny portable radio for the blizzard of audio-détdahat nobody ever thinks to mention on TV,
and a seat on the good left arm of my friend, Matuxal. . . But even with all these aids and a
seat on the 50-yard line, | would rather have stageany hotel room and watched the goddamn
thing on TV; or maybe in some howling-drunk bat fflheavy bettors -- the kind of people who
like to bet on every play: pass or run, three te against a first down, twenty to one on a
turnover. . .

This is a very fast and active style of bettingcduse you have to make a decision about
every 25 seconds. The only thing more intensetiiigeyes or no on the next shot in something
like a pro basketball game between the Celticsthadnicks, where you might get five or six
shots every 24 seconds. . . or maybe only onanlarty case the betting is almost as exhausting
as being out there on the floor.

| stayed in Houston for two days after the ganue gven with things calmed down | had
no luck in finding the people who'd caused me alltrouble. Both Tom Keating and Al
LoCasale were rumored to be in the vicinity, buaceording to some of the New York
sportswriters who'd seen them -- neither one \aggereto either see or be seen with me.

When I finally fled Houston it was a cold Tuesdsdiernoon with big lakes of standing
water on the road to the airport. | almost missgdrane to Denver because of a hassle with
Jimmy the Greek about who was going to drive uséoairport and another hassle with the hotel
garage-man about who was going to pay for eighs ddyending my bogus "Official Super
Bowl Car" in the hotel garage. . . and | probabbyun't have made it at all if | hadn't run into a
NFL publicity man who gave me enough speed to jeekawake and lash the little white
Mercury Cougar out along the Dallas freeway todinport in time to abandon it in the



"Departures/Taxis Only" area and hire a man fog fiwllars to rush my bags and sound
equipment up to the Continental Airlines desk juodime to make the flight.

Twenty-four hours later | was back in Woody Creekl finally, by sheer accident,
making contact with that twisted bastard Keatingsho bent my balance a bit by calmly
admitting his role in my Problem and explainingvith one of the highest left-handed
compliments anybody ever aimed at me. . .

"l got nothing personal against Thompson," he toldther NFL player who happened to
be skiing in Aspen at the time: "But let's facenig've got nothing to gain by talking to him. I've
read all his stuff and | know how he is; he's adgodn lunatic -- and you've got to be careful
with a bastard like that, because no matter how hartries, he just can't help but tell the truth."

When | heard that | just sort of slumped down gnhar-stool and stared at myself in the
mirror. . . wishing, on one level, that Keatinga$h judgment was right. . . but knowing, on
another, that the treacherous realities of thedgdrkespecially work in forced me to abandon
that purist stance a long time ago. If I'd writehthe truth | knew for the past ten years, about
600 people -- including me -- would be rotting nispn cells from Rio to Seattle today. Absolute
truth is a very rare and dangerous commodity inrcthreext of professional journalism.

What was easily the most provocative quote of wiadle dreary week came on the
Monday after the game from Miami linebacker DougfSwie was talking in his usual loose
"What? Me worry?" kind of way with two or three sfgwriters in the crowded lobby of the
Marriott. Buses were leaving for the airport, DalpBupporters and their wives were checking
out, the lobby was full of stranded luggage, arfdrobne of the corners, Don Shula was talking
with another clutch of sportswriters and ridiculitng notion that he would ever get rid of Jim
Kiick, despite Kiick's obvious unhappiness at thespect of riding the bench again next year
behind all-pro running back Mercury Morris.

Meanwhile, on the other side of the lobby, DougfBwas going along with a
conversation that had turned, along with Shula'spdney and next year's contracts. Swift
listened for a while, then looked up at whoever tedlang to him and said:

"You can expect to see a lot of new faces on peat's [Miami] team. A lot of important
contracts are coming up for renewal, and you canhag¢ the guys will be asking for more than
management is willing to pay."

Nobody paid much attention to the decidedly unratiming of Swift's matter-of-fact
prediction about "a lot of new faces next year t'ibwas not the kind of talk designed to tickle
either Shula's or Joe Robbie's rampant humoursribating. Jesus, here was the team's Player
Representative -- a star linebacker and one oéhlepest & most politically conscious people in
the League -- telling anyone who cared to listert,aven 12 hours after the victory party, that
the embryo "Dolphin Dynasty" was already in a véifferent kind of trouble than anything the
Vikings or the Redskins had been able to lay omthretwo straight Super Bowls.

Swift's comment was all the more ominous becafibésmature as the team's spokesman
in the NFL Players' Association -- a long-dormaoikgr club, of sorts, that in recent years has
developed genuine muscle. Even in the face of winat of the player reps call a "legalized and
unregulated monopoly” with the power of what ameuot”life or death” over their individual
fates and financial futures in the tight little \Wwbof the National Football League, the Players'
Association since 1970 has managed to challengewihers on a few carefully chosen issues. . .



The two most obvious, or at least most frequengynoned by players, are the Pension Fund
(which the owners now contribute to about twicdeavily as they did before the threatened
strike in 1970) and the players' unilateral refattiast year, of the "urinalysis proposal” which
the owners and Rozelle were apparently ready allidgvio arrange for them, rather than risk
any more public fights with Congress about thinkgs TV blackouts and antitrust exemptions.

According to Pittsburgh tackle Tom Keating, ancaitite maverick who seems to enjoy
a universal affection and respect from almost dwedy in the League except the owners and
owner-bent coaches, the Players' Association cobtieidea of mass-urinalysis with one quick
snarl. "We just told them to fuck it," he says. EllWwhole concept of mass urine tests is
degrading! Jesus, can you imagine what would happere of those stadium cops showed up in
the press box at half-time with a hundred testdudred told all the writers to piss in the damn
things or turn in their credentials for the resthed season? I'd like to film that goddamn scene.”

| agreed with Keating that mass-urinalysis inphess box at half-time would
undoubtedly cause violence and a blizzard of vieiassaults on the NFL in the next mornings'
papers. . . but, after thinking about it for a whihe idea struck me as having definite
possibilities if applied on a broad enough basis:

Mandatory urine-tests for all congressmen andtsesat the end of each session, for
instance. Who could predict what kind of screantiaty might erupt if Rep. Harley Staggers was
suddenly grabbed by two Pinkerton men in a hallefayye US Capitol and dragged-- in full
view of tourists, newsmen and several dozen ofhicked and frightened colleagues -- into a
nearby corner and forced to piss in a test tube?

Would Staggers scream for help? Would he struiggliee grip of his captors? Or would
he meekly submit, in the interest of National Seg@r

We will probably never know, because the presamtgfess does not seem to be in the
mood to start passing "Forced Urinalysis" lawslthaugh the Agnew-style Supreme Court that
Nixon has saddled us with would probably look wétior on such a law.

In any case, the threat of mandatory urinalysipfofessional athletes will probably be
hooted out of Congress as some kind of stupidilyllfoke if Staggers ever gets serious about it.
He is not viewed, in Washington, as a heavy ShakdrMover.

When Doug Swift made that comment about "a lotet faces on next year's team," he
was not thinking in terms of a player-revolt agaiosced urinalysis. What he had in mind, |
think, was the fact that among the Dolphin cons@cming up for renewal this year are those of
Larry Csonka, Jake Scott, Paul Warfield, Dick Arsder and Mercury Morris -- all established
stars earning between $30,000 and $55,000 a ydmow, and all apparently in the mood to
double their salaries next time around.

Which might seem a bit pushy, to some people tit you start comparing average salary
figures in the National Football League againsaias$ in other pro sports. The average NFL
salary (according to figures provided by Playeissé@ciation general counsel, Ed Garvey) is
$28,500, almost five grand less than the $33,0@@ame for major league baseball players, and
abouthalf the average salary (between $50,000 and $55,0@6¢ iNational Hockey League. . .
But when you start talking about salaries in théidwel Basketball Association, it's time to kick
out the jams: ThaverageNBA salary is $92,500 a year. (The NBA Players'desation claims
that the average salary is $100,000.) Againstdieiep-green background, it's a little easier to see
why Larry Csonka wants a raise from his currerdryabf $55,000 -- to $100,000 or so, a figure
that he'd probably scale down pretty calmly if Rudbie offered him the average NBA salary of



$92,500.

(A quick little sidelight on all these figures hasdo with the price TV advertisers paid to
push their products during time-outs and penaltyabyples at the Super Bowl: The figure
announced by the NFL and whatever TV network cdrttie goddamn thing was $200,000 per
minute. | missed the telecast, due to factors beyoy control -- which is why | don't know
which network sucked up all that gravy, or whetih@&ras Schlitz, Budweiser, Gillette or even
King Kong Amyl Nitrites that coughed up $200,000 évery 60 seconds of TV exposure on that
grim afternoon.)

But that was just a sidelight. . . and the lonideok at all these figures, my watch, and
this goddamn stinking mojo wire that's been beepiegdily out here in the snow for two days,
the more | tend to see this whole thing about ajpgnLabor Management crunch in the NFL as
a story with a spine of its own that we should pitdlp leave for later.

The only other thing -- or maybe two things --tthevant to hit, lashing the final pages of
this bastard into the mojo, has to do with the smdahd apparently serious formation of the
"World Football League" by the same people whosend so far, has been pretty good when it
comes to taking on big-time monopolies. Los Angé&es/er Gary Davidson is the same man
who put both the American Basketball Associatiod tire World Hockey League together-- two
extremely presumptuous trips that appear to hav&edoout very nicely, and which also
provided the competition factor that caused thestsadary jumps in both basketball and hockey.

Perhaps the best example of how the competitiotoffaffects player salaries comes
from the ledger-books of the NFL. In 1959, the agersalary in pro football was $9500 a year.
But in 1960, when the newly formed AFL began itg-tsioney bidding war against pro football's
Old Guard, the average NFL salary suddenly jumpekP#,500-- and in the 13 years since then
it has crept up another $1000 to the current figirs28,500.

The explanation for all this -- according to Ganand all the players I've talked to about
it -- is rooted entirely in the owner-arranged negrigetween the NFL and the AFL in 1966.
"Ever since then," says Garvey, "it's been a bayedrket, and that's why the NFL's average
salary figure has remained so stagnant, comparéeetother sports.”

Garvey said he'd just as soon not make any pabftitment on the possibility of a
players' strike next summer -- but there is a fqirtvate talk about it among individual players,
and especially among the player reps and someegddthitically oriented hard rockers like Swift,
Keating, and Kansas City's Ed Podolak.

The only person talkingublicly about a players' strike is Gary Davidson, presidétite
new World Football League -- who called a presda@mce in New York on January 22nd to
announce that the WFL was not going after the tdlege players and the 35 or so NFL veterans
who played out their options last year -- but, sudden reversal of policy that must have sent
cold shots of fear through every one of the 26pluisardrooms in the NFL, Davidson
announced that the WFL will also draft "all pro foall players, even those under contract,” and
then begin draining talent out of the NFL by a demgievice called "future contracts."

If the Boston Bulls of the WFL, for instance, d#mdl to draft Dolphin quarterback Bob
Griese this year and sign him to a future conti@c1975, Griese would play the entire "74
season for Miami, and then -- after getting a fiedideposit slip for something like $2 million
in gold bullion from his bank in Zurich -- he wouh@ve a round of farewell beers with Robbie
and Shula before catching the plane for Bostonravhe would open the 1976 season as
guarterback for the Bulls.

This is only one of several hundred weird scersattat could start unfolding in the next



few months if the WFL franchise-owners have enouggth money to take advantage of the NFL
players' strike that Gary Davidson says he's waiiim this summer.

Why not? Total madness on the money front: Hugaubes, brutal money raids on NFL
teams like the Dolphins and the Raiders; wild-eyéel. agents flying around the country in
private Lear jets with huge sacks of cash and rerding contracts for any player willing to
switch. . .

The only sure loser, in the end, will be the poastard who buys a season ticket for the
Dolphins '76 season and then picks up the Miamaldehe next day to find a red banner
headline saying: GRIESE, KJICK, CSONKA, SCOTT, ANREON JUMP TO WFL.

Which is sad, but what the hell? None of thisugtl bullshit about the future of pro
football means anything, anyway. If the Red Chinasaded tomorrow and banned the game
entirely, nobody would really miss it after twotbree months. Even now, most of the games are
so fucking dull that it's hard to understand howtamdy can even watch them on TV unless they
have some money hanging on the point spread, ohsiiethe final score.

Pro football in America is over the hump. Ten yeago it was a very hip and private
kind of vice to be into. | remember going to mysfid9er game in 1965 with 15 beers in a plastic
cooler and a Dr. Grabow pipe full of bad hash. #8ers were still playing in Kezar stadium
then, an old grey hulk at the western end of Hagjhget in Golden Gate Park. There were never
any sellouts, but the 30,000 or so regulars wetemely heavy drinkers, and at least 10,000 of
them were out there for no other reason excepétingolved in serious violence. . . By halftime
the place was a drunken madhouse, and anybody exlidrtt get it on anywhere else could
always go underneath the stands and try to gethetéong trough of a "Men's Room" through
the "Out" door; there were always a few mean druaksng around to punch anybody who
tried that. . . and by the end of the third quaofemny game, regardless of the score, there were
always two or three huge brawls that would reqgtheecops to clear out whole sections of the
grandstand.

But all that changed when the 49ers moved outatod{@stick Park. The prices doubled
and a whole new crowd took the seats. It was theedand of crowd | saw, last season, in the
four games | went to at the Oakland Coliseum: ai@dnalf-rich mob of nervous doctors,
lawyers and bank officers who would sit through wiele game without ever making a sound --
not even when some freak with a head full of apitle] a whole beer down the neck of their
grey-plastic ski jackets. Toward the end of thessaawhen the Raiders were battling every
week for a spot in the playoffs, some of the playgot so pissed off at the stuporous nature of
their "fans" that they began making public appéaischeering” and "noise."

It was a bad joke if you didn't have to live with and as far as I'm concerned | hope to
hell I never see the inside of another footballiisian. Not even a free seat with free booze in the
press box.

That gig is over now, and | blame it on Vince Laartt.

The success of his Green Bay approach in therégtsictured the game entirely.
Lombardi never really thought abouinning; his trip wasnot losing . . Which worked, and
because it worked the rest of the NFL bought Lomitsawhole style: Avoid Mistakes, Don't
Fuck Up, Hang Tough and Take No Chances. . . Becsasner or later the enemy will make a
mistake and then you start grinding them down,iigdu play the defensive percentage you'll
get inside his 30-yard line at least three timesaaoh half, and once you're inside the 30 you
want to be sure to get at least three points. . .

Wonderful. Who can argue with a battle-plan likat? And it is worth remembering that



Richard Nixon spent many Sundays, during all tHoeg and lonely autumns between 1962 and
'68, shuffling around on the field with Vince Lomrtdaat Green Bay Packer games.

Nixon still speaks of Lombardi as if he might sedly appear, at any moment, from
underneath one of the larger rocks on the Whitesddawn. . . And Don Shula, despite his fairly
obvious distaste for Nixon, has adopted the Lomlstydke of football so effectively that the
Dolphins are now one of the dullest teams to watdhe history of pro football.

But most of the others are just as dull -- angbifl need any proof, find a TV set some
weekend that has pro football, basketball and hpglenes on three different channels. In terms
of pure action and movement, the NFL is a molats®s compared to the fine sense of crank
that comes on when you get locked into watchinggantlike the Montreal Canadiens or the
Boston Celtics.

One of the few sharp memories | still have fromt toggy week in Houston is the sight
of the trophy that would go to the team that wamBig Game on Sunday. It was appropriately
named after Vince Lombardi: "The Lombardi Trophg thick silver fist rising out of a block of
black granite.

The trophy has all the style and grace of anlameih the North Atlantic. There is a silver
plaque on one side of the base that says sometbmgf Vince Lombardi and the Super Bowl. . .
but the most interesting thing about it is a wdralttis carved, for no apparent or at least no
esthetic reason, in the top of the black marblebas

"DISCIPLINE"

That's all it says, and all it needs to say.

The '73 Dolphins, | suspect, will be to pro fodtlhat the '64 Yankees were to baseball,
the final flower of an era whose time has comegumnk. The long and ham-fisted shadow of
Vince Lombardi will be on us for many more yearsBut the crank is gone. . .

Should we end the bugger with that?

Why not? Let the sportswriters take it from heked when things get nervous, there's
always that smack-filled $7-a-night motel room dawmthe seawall in Galveston.

Rolling Stone #12&ebruary 15, 1973

The Temptations of Jean-Claude Killy

Gray day in Boston. Piles of dirty snow aroundairgort. . . My cocktail flight from
Denver was right on time, but Jean-Claude Killy wasthere to meet me.

Bill Cardoso lurked near the gate, grinning thiloetegant rimless glasses, commenting
on our way to the bar that | looked like a candddat a serious dope bust. Sheepskin vests are
not big in Boston these days.

"But look at these fine wing-tips,” | said, pomgidown at my shoes.

He chuckled. "All | can see is that goddamn nexkld8eing seen with you could
jeopardize my career. Do you have anything illegdhat bag?"

"Never," | said. "A man can't travel around orpines wearing a Condor Legion
neck-piece unless he's totally clean. I'm not esremed. . . This whole situation makes me feel
nervous and weird and thirsty." | lifted my sungles to look for the bar, but the light was too
harsh.

"What about Killy?" he said. "I thought you wergpposed to meet him."



"l can't handle it tonight," | said. "I've beenasing all over the country for 10 days on
this thing: Chicago, Denver, Aspen, Salt Lake C8yn Valley, Baltimore. Now Boston and
tomorrow New Hampshire. I'm supposed to ride upethgth them tonight on the Head Ski bus,
but I'm not up to it; all those hired geeks witkittrib-ticklers. Let's have a drink, then I'll cah
out on the bus trip."

It seemed like the only decent thing to do. Sadwae around to the airport hotel and
went inside, where the desk clerk said the Heagp&@ple were gathered in Room 247. Which
was true; they were in there, perhaps 30 in @hdihg around a cloth-covered table loaded with
beer and diced hotdogs. It looked like a cocktaityfor the local Patrolmen's Benevolent
Association. These were the Head Ski dealers, prakly from around the New England area.
And right in their midst, looking fatigued and wekedly uncomfortable -- yes, | couldn't quite
believe it, but there he was: Jean-Claude Killg, world's greatest skier, now retired at age 26
with three Olympic gold medals, a fistful of goldeontracts, a personal manager and
ranking-celebrity status on three continents. . .

Cardoso nudged me, whispering, "Jesus, therd{g'Kihadn't expected to find him here;
not in a dim little windowless room in the bowefsagplastic motel. | stopped just inside the
door. . . and a dead silence fell on the room. Wtaked, saying nothing, and Cardoso said later
that he thought we were going to be attacked.

I hadn't expected a party. | thought we were IngKor a private room, containing either
"Bud" Stanner, Head's Marketing Director, or Jads® the PR man. But neither one was there.
The only person | recognized was Jean-Claudewsaled through the silence to where he was
standing, near the hotdog table. We shook handls,dfas vibrating discomfort in this strange
atmosphere. | was never quite sure about Killyenéwnowing if he understood why | was
embarrassetbr himin those scenes.

A week earlier he'd seemed insulted when | snaldus pitchman's performance at the
Chicago Auto Show, where he and O.J. Simpson hewlt $wo days selling Chevrolets. Killy
had seen no humor in his act, and he couldn't gtalet why | did. Now, standing around in this
grim, beer-flavored sales meeting, it occurred othat maybe he thought | felt uncomfortable
because | wasn't wearing a red tie and a Robeltotéeder with brass buttons like most of the
others. Maybe he was embarrassed to be seen wjth Weird Person of some sort. . . and with
Cardoso, wearing granny glasses and a big grinderarg around the room mumbling, "Jesus,
where are we? This must be Nixon headquarters.tifet stay long. | introduced Cardoso as
an editor of the Boston Globe, and that stirred afanterest in the dealer-salesmen ranks --
they are wise in the ways of publicity -- but myckeiece was obviously more than they could
handle. Their faces tensed when | reached intbeélee tub; nothing had been offered and my
thirst was becoming acute. Jean-Claude just stoere in his blazer, smiling nervously. Outside
in the hallway, Cardoso erupted with laughter. "Wdmaincredible scene! What wasd@ng
with those bums?"

| shook my head. Killy's hard-sell scenes no lorsgeprised me, but finding him trapped
in a beer and hotdog gig was like wandering intéesdousing-project kaffeeklatsch and finding
Jacqueline Kennedy Onassis making a straight-fpitel for Folger's instant-brewed.

My head was not straight at that stage of thestigation. Two weeks of guerrilla
warfare with Jean-Claude Killy's publicity juggeutdad driven me to the brink of hysteria.
What had begun in Chicago as a simple sketch oéach athlete turned American culture-hero
had developed, by the time | got to Boston, inteaes of maddening skirmishes with an
interlocking directorate of public relations peaple



| was past the point of needing any more priviate with Jean-Claude. We had already
done our thing -- a four-hour head-on clash thaeerwith him yelling: "You and me, we are
completely different. We are not the same kindedgde! You don't understand! You could
never do what I'm doing! You sit there and smilg, ypu don't know what it is! | am tired.
Tired! | don't care anymore -- not on the insidéba outside! | don't care what | say, what |
think, but | have to keep doing i\nd two weeks from now | can go back home to rastl
spend all my money."

There was a hint of decency -- perhaps even hunadrout him, but the high-powered
realities of the world he lives in now make it hémddeal with him on any terms except those of
pure commerce. His handlers rush him from one sdeddippearance to the next; his time and
priorities are parceled out according to their @dfublicity value; everything he says is
screened and programmed. He often sounds likesaryat of war, dutifully repeating his name,
rank and serial number. . . and smiling, just agfully, fixing his interrogator with that wistful,
distracted sort of half-grin that tkkeowsis deadly effective because his handlers have sthowe
him the evidence in a hundred press-clippings. sthie has become a trademark. It combines
James Dean, Porfiro Rubirosa and a teen-age barkkwith a foolproof embezzlement scheme.

Killy projects an innocence and a shy vulneraptiitat he is working very hard to
overcome. He likes the carefree, hell-for-leatihesige that he earned as the world's best ski
racer, but nostalgia is not his bag, and his rgakést now is his new commercial scene, the
high-rolling world of the Money Game, where nothiedree and amateurs are called Losers.
The wistful smile is still there, and Killy is slwd enough to value it, but it will be a hard thing
to retain through three years of Auto Shows, ewer$100,000 a year.

We began in Chicago, at some awful hour of theningr when | was roused out of a
hotel stupor and hustled around a corner on Mich#zenue to where Chevrolet's general
manager John Z. DelLorean was addressing an audi@ée'automotive writers" at a breakfast
press conference on the mezzanine of the Continelstza. The room looked like a bingo parlor
in Tulsa -- narrow, full of long formica tables Wwia makeshift bar at one end serving coffee,
Bloody Marys and sweet rolls. It was the mornindhaf first big weekend of the Chicago Auto
Show, and Chevrolet was going whole-hog. Sittingt ne@ DeLorean at the head table were
Jean-Claude Killy and O. J. Simpson, the footbaibh

Killy's manager was there-- a tall, thick fello@med Mark McCormack, from
Cleveland, a specialist in rich athletes and probtite only man alive who knows what Killy is
worth. Figures ranging from $100,000 to $500,0@@ar are meaningless in the context of
today's long-term high finance. A good tax lawyan evork miracles with a six-figure income. .

. and with all the fine machinery available to axmého can hire the best money-managers,
Killy's finances are so skillfully tangled that ben't understand them himself.

In some cases, a big contract -- say, $500,0@0really a 5-year annual salary of
$20,000 with a $400,000 interest-free loan, depdsit the star's account, paying anywhere
from 5 per cent to 20 per cent annually, dependimfow he uses it. He can't touch the
principal, but a $400,000 nut will yield $30,00@ear by accident -- and a money-man working
for 30 percent can easily triple that figure.

With that kind of property to protect, McCormackshassumed veto-power over anyone
assigned to write about it for the public printkislis compounded in its foulness by the fact that
he usually gets away with it. Just prior to myaaiuction he had vetoed a writer from one of the
big-selling men's magazines -- who eventually weoteery good Killy article anyway but



without ever talking to the subject.

"Naturally, you'll be discreet,” he told me.

"About what?"

"You know what | mean." He smiled. "Jean-Clauds hig private life and I'm sure you
won't want to embarrass him or anyone else -- dolyyourself, | might add -- by violating
confidence."

"Well. . . certainly not," | replied, flashing himfine eyebrow shrug to cover my
puzzlement. He seemed pleased, and | glanced bkélya who was chatting amiably with
DelLorean, saying, "l hope you can ski with me sametat Val d'lsere."

Was there something depraved in that face? Cbelthnocent smile mask a twisted
mind? What was McCormack hinting at? Nothing inly)<sl manner seemed weird or degenerate.
He spoke earnestly -- not comfortable with Engllsit, handling it well enough. If anything, he
seemed overly polite, very concerned with sayirggright thing, like an Ivy League business
school grad doing well on his first job interviewconfident, but not quite sure. It was hard to
imagine him as a sex freak, hurrying back to highmom and calling room service for a cattle
prod and two female iguanas.

| shrugged and mixed myself another Bloody MargQdrmack seemed satisfied that |
was giddy and malleable enough for the task at hemtie switched his attention to a small,
wavy-haired fellow named Leonard Roller, a représtére of one of Chevrolet's numerous
public relations firms.

| drifted over to introduce myself. Jean-Claudd las famous smile on me and we
talked briefly about nothing at all. | took it fgranted that he was tired of dealing with writers,
reporters, gossip-hustlers and that ilk, so | @rpldthat | was more interested in his new role as
salesman-celebrity -- and his reactions to ihantl was in the standard, question/answer game.
He seemed to understand, smiling sympatheticallyyatomplaints about lack of sleep and
early-morning press conferences.

Killy is smaller than he looks on television, lbartger than most ski racers, who are
usually short and beefy, like weight-lifting jockeesind human cannonballs. He is almost 6-feet
tall and claims to weigh 175 pounds -- which isyeasough to believe when you meet him
head-on, but his profile looks nearly weightlesewed from the side, his frame is so flat that he
seems like a life-size cardboard cut-out. Then,mireturns to face you again, he looks like a
scaled-down Joe Palooka, perfectly built. In swimgrirunks he is almost delicate, except for
his thighs -- huge chunks of muscle, the thigharoOlympic sprinter or a pro basketball guard. .
. or a man who has spent a lifetime on skis.

Jean-Claude, like Jay Gatsby, has "one of thagesrailes with a quality of eternal
reassurance in it, that you may come across fofive@times in life. It faced -- or seemed to face
-- the whole external world for an instant, anditikencentrated oyouwith an irresistible
prejudice in your favor. It understood you jusfasas you would like to believe in yourself, and
assured you that it had precisely the impressigroafthat, at your best, you hoped to convey."
That description of Gatsby by Nick Carraway -- 6b8, by Fitzgerald -- might just as well be of
J.-C. Killy, who also fits the rest of it: "Precigat that point [Gatsby's smile] vanished -- and |
was looking at an elegant young roughneck, whaseoehte formality of speech just missed
being absurd. . ."

The point is not to knock Killy's English, which far better than my French, but to
emphasize his careful, finely coached choice ofdsofHe's an amazing boy," | was told later
by Len Roller. "He works at this [selling Chevralgjust as hard as he used to work at winning



races. Hattacksit with the same concentration you remember frortchiag him ski." The
assumption that | remembered Killy on skis camenadly to Roller. Jean-Claude is on TV so
often, skiing at selected resorts all over the djahat it is nearly impossible to miss seeing him.
This is The Exposure that makes him so valuableryeVV appearance adds dollars to his price.
PeoplerecognizeKilly, and they like his image -- a sexy daredelbiboming downhill toward a
cushion of naked snowbunnies. This is why Chevimdgts him a salary far larger than Nixon's
to say, over and over again, "For me, zee Camaadire foreign sports car. | own one, you
know. | keep it in my garage at Val d'lsere” (Kilynometown in the French Alps).

Jean-Claude emerged from the 1968 Winter Olympitis an incredible three gold
medals and then he retired, ending his "amateuéecdike a human skyrocket. There was
nothing left to win; after two World Cups (the egaient of two straight Heisman Trophies in U.
S. collegiate football) and an unprecedented swéefi three Olympic skiing events (the
equivalent of a sprinter winning the 100, 220, 440), Killy's career reads as if his press agent
had written the script for it -- a series of speatar personal victories, climaxed by the first
triple-crown triumph in the history of skiing whitee whole world watched on TV.

The nervous tedium of forced retirement obviousithers Killy, but it comes as no
surprise to him. He was looking over the hump dwefiore his final triumph in the '68 Olympics.
Between training sessions at Grenoble he talkeddikharacter out of some early Hemingway
sketch, shrugging blankly at the knowledge thatvae coming to the end of the only thing he
knew: "Soon skiing will be worn out for me," hedadlFor the last 10 years | have prepared
myself to become the world champion. My thoughtsenanly to better my control and my style
in order to become the best. Then last year [196&tame the world champion. | was given a
small medal and for two days after that it was.Haliscovered that | was still eating like
everybody else, sleeping like everybody else +lthadn't become the superman | thought my
title would make me. The discovery actually desticbyne for two days. So when people speak
to me about the excitement of becoming an Olymbantpion this year -- should it happen -- |
know it will be the same thing all over again. bknthat after the races at Grenoble the best
thing for me is to stop."”

For Killy, the Olympics were the end of the rodtie wave of the future crashed down
on him within hours after his disputed Grand Slaldotory over Karl Schranz of Austria.
Suddenly they were on him -- a chattering greenlsack'm of agents, money-mongers and
would-be "personal reps" of every shape and dasmmipMark McCormack's persistence lent
weight to his glittering claim that he could do #itlly what he had already done for Arnold
Palmer. Jean-Claude listened, shrugged, then dwkedr a while -- to Paris, the Riviera, back
home to Val d'Isére -- and finally, after weeksaff-heartedly dodging the inevitable, signed
with McCormack. The only sure thing in the deal \masell of a lot of money, both sooner and
later. Beyond that, Killy had no idea what he watigg into.

Now he was showing us how much he'd learned. Trea/@y press breakfast was
breaking up and Len Roller suggested that the thireis go downstairs to the dining room. J.-C.
nodded brightly and | smiled the calm smile of anralout to be rescued from a Honker's
Convention. We drifted downstairs, where Rollerfdws a corner table in the dining room
before excusing himself to make a phone call. Thgress brought menus, but Killy waved her
off, saying he wanted only prune juice. | was amBrge of ordering huevos rancheros with a
double side of bacon, but in deference to J.-@pseent illness | settled for grapefruit and
coffee.



Killy was studying a mimeographed news releaselttigrabbed off a table at the press
conference in lieu of notepaper. He nudged me aimttgrl at something in the lead paragraph.
"Isn't this amazing?" he asked. | looked: The usdd of my notepaper was headed: NEWS. . .
from Chevrolet Motor Division. . . CHICAGO -- Chealet began its "spring selling season” as
early as January first this year, John Z. DeLorgangral manager, said here today. He told
newsmen attending the opening of the Chicago Abmw&hat Chevrolet sales are off to the
fastest start since its record year of 1965. "We 862,000 cars in January and February,"
DeLorean said. "That's 22 per cent ahead of |zt yegave us 26.9 per cent of the industry,
compared to 23 per cent a year ago. . ."

Killy said it again: "Isn't this amazing?" | loakéo see if he was smiling but his face was
deadly serious and his voice was pure snake cdlléd for more coffee, nodding distractedly at
Killy's awkward hustle, and cursing the greedyimdtthat had brought me into this thing. . .
sleepless and ill-fed, trapped in a strange fodldceith a French auto salesman.

But | stayed to play the game, gnawing on my drafteand soon following Roller out to
the street, where we were scooped up by a largéasonpt car that must have been a Chevrolet.
| asked where we were going and somebody saidst"teithe Merchandise Mart, where he'll do
a tape for Kup's show, and then to the Auto Shoat the Stockyards."

That last note hung for a moment, not registeringkup's show was bad enough. I had
been on it once, and caused a nasty scene bygcAliilai Stevenson a professional liar when all
the other guests were there to publicize some &irgtevenson Memorial. Now nearly two years
later, | saw no point in introducing myself. Kupsmaking it easy this time, joking with athletes.
Killy was overshadowed by Bart Starr, representimgoln-Mercury, and Fran Tarkenton,
wearing a Dodge blazer. . . but with Killy in edgthe Chevrolet team still made the nut with O.
J. Simpson, modestly admitting that he probablyldiwutear the National Football League
apart in his first year as a pro. It was a dullydevel discussion, liberally spotted with promo
mentions for the Auto Show.

Jean-Claude's only breakthrough came when Kupl by story in that morning's
Tribune, asked what Killyeally thought about the whole question of "amateur" éithktatus.

"Is it safe to assume," Kup asked, "that you wexié jpor using certain skis in the Olympics?"

"Safe?" Killy asked.

Kup checked his notes for a new question and HKalbked relieved. The hypocrisy
inherent in the whole concept of "amateurism” Hamgs annoyed Killy, and now, with the
immunity of graduate status, he doesn't mind admgithat he views the whole game as a fraud
and a folly. During most of his career on the Freski team he was listed, for publicity reasons,
as a Government-employed Customs Inspector. Nobeligved it, not even officials of the
Fédération Internationale de Ski (FIS), the govegriiody for world-class amateur ski
competition. The whole idea was absurd. Who, allecould believe that the reigning world ski
champion -- a hero/celebrity whose arrival in amgat from Paris to Tokyo drew crowds and
TV cameras -- was actually supporting himself galary gleaned from his off-season efforts in
some dreary customs shed at Marseilles?

He spoke with a definite humility, as if he fdightly embarrassed by all the advantages
he'd had. Then, about two hours later when ourhatkturned to contemporary things -- the
high-style realities of his new jet-set life -- fieddenly blurted: "Before, | could only dream
about these things. When | was young | hathing,l was poor. . . Now | can have anything |
want!"

Jean-Claude seems to understand, without reagnteng it, that he is being weaned



away from the frank unvarnished style of his amatislys. One afternoon at Vail, for instance,
he listened to a sportscaster telling him whateaigrun he'd just made, and then, fully aware
that he was talking for a live broadcast, Jean-@ddaughed at the commentary and said he'd
just made one of the worst runs of his life -- amptete-disaster, doing everything wrong. Now,
with the help of his professional advisers, heleamed to be patient and polite -- especially in
America, with the press. In France he is more se@nd far more recognizable to the people
who knew him before he became a salesman. He wRaris last spring when Avery Brundage,
82-year-old president of the International Olym@mmmittee, called on Jean-Claude and
several other winners of gold medals at the 1968t8YiOlympics to return them. Brundage, a
tunnel-visioned purist of the Old School, was sheathky disclosures that many of the winners --
including Killy -- didn't even know what the wordrhateur" meant. For years, said Brundage,
these faithless poseurs had been accepting momay'tommercial interests” ranging from
equipment manufacturers to magazine publishers.

One of these gimmicks made headlines just prithécstart of the Games, if memory
serves, and was awkwardly resolved by a quick guirat none of the winners could either
mention or display their skis (or any other equiptheluring any TV interview or press
exposure. Until then, it had been standard praéticéhe winner of any major race to make the
brand-name on his skis as prominent as possibleglall camera sessions. The "no-show"
ruling worked a hardship on a lot of skiers at Gida, but it failed to satisfy Avery Brundage.
His demand that the medals be returned called upanes of Jim Thorpe, who was stripped of
everything he won in the 1912 Olympics becausedaedmce been paid to play in a semi-pro
baseball game. Thorpe went along with the madmeggning his medals and living the rest of
his life with the taint of "disgrace" on his nanken now, the nasty Olympics scandal is the
main feature of Thorpe's biographical sketch inrteer Columbia Encyclopedia.

But when a Montreal Star reporter asked Jean-€laogv he felt about turning in his
Olympic medals, he replied: "Let Brundage come dwge himself and take them from me."

It was a rare public display of "the old Jean-@kti His American personality has been
carefully manicured to avoid such outbursts. Chie¢rdoesn't pay him to say what he thinks, but
to sell Chevrolets -- and you don't do that byirigliself-righteous old men to fuck off. You don't
even admit that the French Government paid yoleta bkier because things are done that way
in France and most other countries, and nobody aften 1900 calls it anything but natural. . .
when you sell Chevrolets in America you honor thghs and mentality of the marketplace:
You smile like Horatio Alger and give all the creth Mom and Dad, who never lost faith in you
and even mortgaged their ingots when things gajhou

Anyone watching our departure from the Kup shovsiiave assumed that J.-C.
traveled with five or six bodyguards. I'm still tre who the others were. Len Roller was
always around, and a hostile, burr-haired littlgder from whichever of Chevvy's PR agencies
was running the Auto Show, who took me aside eanlyo warn me that Roller was "only a
guest -- I'm running this show." Roller laughedhe slur, saying, "He onlhinkshe's running
it." The others were never introduced; they diadsilike drive cars and open doors. They were
large, unconfident men, very polite in the styleaohed gas-station attendants.

We left the Merchandise Mart and zapped off oreaway to the Auto Show -- and
suddenly it registered: The Stockyards Amphitheatneas banging along the freeway in that big
car, listening to the others trade bull/fuck jokieapped in the back seat between Killy and
Roller, heading for that rotten slaughterhouse wiayor Daley had buried the Democratic



party.

| had been there before, and | remembered it @élicago -- this vicious, stinking zoo,
this mean-grinning, Mace-smelling boneyard of g @n elegant rockpile monument to
everything cruel and stupid and corrupt in the hoisygirit.

The public is out in force to view the new moddisan-Claude makes his pitch for
Cheuvrolet every two hours on the button: 1-3-5-74% even numbered hours are reserved for
0. J. Simpson.

Barker: "Tell me, O. J., are you faster than ttsatover there?"

0. J.: "You mean that groovy Chevrolet? Naw, nthat's the only thing | know that's
faster than me. . . ho, ho. . ."

Meanwhile, slumped in a folding chair near thdKéxhibit, smoking a pipe and
brooding on the spooks in this place, | am suddeahfronted by three young boys wearing
Bass Weejuns and Pendleton shirts, junior-highgyped one of them asks me: "Are you
Jean-Claude Killy?"

"That's right," | said.

"What are you doing?" they asked.

Well, you goddamn silly little waterhead, what tiedl does ifook like I'm doing? But |
didn't say that. | gave the question some thouytell," | said finally, "I'm just sitting here
smoking marijuana.” | held up my pipe. "This is wheakes me ski so fast.” Their eyes swelled
up like young grapefruits. They stared at me -twgifor a laugh, | think -- then backed away.
Five minutes later | looked up and found them stdtching me, huddled about 20 feet away
behind the sky-blue Z-28 Chevvy on its slow-movinmtable. | waved my pipe at them and
smiled like Hubert Humphrey. . . but they didn'twedack.

Killy's Auto Show act was a combination interviewtograph thing, with the questions
coming from Roller and a silver-blonde model inbakbzed stretch pants. The Chevvy people
had set up a plywood podium next to the Z-28 --clwlthey said was a new and special model,
but which looked like any other Camaro with a (Hesld rack on top.

Not far away, on another platform, O. J. Simpseldéd questions from a ripe little
black girl, also dressed in tight ski pants. Thies aemained segregated except in moments of
unexpected crowd pressure, when the black modeldameasionally have to interview Killy.
The blonde girl was never cast with O. J. -- astieet while | was there. Which hardly matters,
except as casual evidence that Chevvy's image-mak#rsee racial separatism as good
business, particularly in Chicago.

On the way in, Roller had rehearsed Jean-Claudkeo. and A. sequence: "Okay, then
I'll say, 'l see an interesting looking car ovesrth Jean-Claude -- can you tell us something
about it?' And then you say. . . what?"

J.-C.: "Oh, yes, that is my car, the new Z-28al$ seat covers made of Austrian ski
sweaters. And you notice my special license plHI. . ."

Roller: "That's fine. The important thing is to fi@ntaneous."

J.-C. (puzzled): "Spuen-tan-EUS?"

Roller (grinning): "Don't worry -- you'll do fing.

And he did. Killy's public pitch is very low-kew, vivid contrast to O. J. Simpson, whose
sales technique has all the subtlety of a powertsla third and one. . . O.likesthis scene. His
booming self-confidence suggests Alfred E. Neunmanlackface or Rap Brown selling
watermelons at the Mississippi State Fair. O.ndirgl is not complicated; he has had God on his



side for so long that it never occurs to him tledlirsg Chevrolets is any less holy than making
touchdowns. Like Frank Gifford, whose shoes helliifdled in the USC backfield, he
understands that football is only the beginnin@isfTV career. O. J. is a Black Capitalist in the
most basic sense of that term; his business semsgegowerful that he is able to view his
blackness as a mere sales factor -- a naturaltotioe Black Marketplace, where a honky
showboat like Killy is doomed from the start.

There are some people in "the trade," in fact, wénot understand why the Chevrolet
wizards consider Killy as valuable -- on the imagdling scale -- as a hotdog American folk
hero like O. J. Simpson.

"What the hell were they thinking about when tegned that guy for three hundred
grand a year?" muttered a ranking "automotive jalisti as he watched Killy's act on Saturday
afternoon.

| shook my head and wondered, remembering DeLtr@aviish confidence that
morning at the press breakfast. Then | lookedeattbwd surrounding Killy. They were white
and apparently solvent, their average age aroundtB@ kind of people who could obviously
afford to buy skis and make payments on new card. Simpson drew bigger crowds, but most
of his admirers were around 12 years old. Two-thotithem were black and many looked like
fugitives from the Credit Bureau's garnishee file.

Mark McCormack signed to manage Arnold Palmeraade ago-- just prior to the Great
Golf Boom. His reasons for betting on Killy aretjas obvious. Skiing is no longer an esoteric
sport for the idle rich, but a fantastically poput@w winter status-game for anyone who can
afford $500 for equipment. Five years ago the figuould have been three times that, plus
another loose $1,000 for a week at Stowe or Sutey,abut now, with the advent of
snow-making machines, even Chattanooga is a "skixtoThe Midwest is dotted with icy
"week-night" slalom hills, lit up like the miniateigolf courses of the Eisenhower age.

The origins of the ski boom were based entirelygoonomics and the appeal of the sport
itself. . . no freaky hypes or shoestring promottampaigns. . . the Money Boom of the 1960's
produced a sassy middle class with time on its $iaaad suddenly there was a mushrooming
demand for things like golf clubs, motorboats akid.dn retrospect, the wonder of it is that it
took people like McCormack so long to grab a gdodg. Or maybe the problem was a lack of
ski heroes. Does anyone remember, for instance wamoGold Medals at the '64 Winter
Olympics? It was the prominence of Jean-ClaudeyKak a hot racer in 1966 and as a press hero
in '67 and '68) that suddenly gave skiing an imdgan-Claude emerged from the '68 Olympics
as a sort of sauve Joe Namath, a "swinging Frenchmigh the style of a jet-set maverick and
the mind of a Paris bartender.

The result was inevitable: a super-priced Frengboit, tailored strictly for the
fast-growing U.S. leisure market, the same people suddenly found themselves able to afford
Porsches, Mercedes and Jaguars. . . along with M@'8/olkswagens.

But not Fords or Chevvys. "Detroit iron" didn't keait in that league. . . mainly because
there is no room in the brass ranks of the U.S endlustry for the kind of executive who
understands why a man who can afford a Cadillaicbwy a Porsche instead. There was simply
no status in owning a $10,000 car with no back aedta hood only five feet long.

So now we have a DelLorean-style blitz for Chewra@ad it's doing beautifully.

Booming Chevvy sales are mainly responsible for &dpurt to a plus-50 per cent of the whole
auto market. The strategy has been simple enougéaway focus on speed, sporty styling and the
"youth market.” This explains Chevvy's taste factsimage-makers as Simpson, Glen Campbell



and Killy. (Speculation that DeLorean was abouigm Allen Ginsberg proved to be false:
General Motors doesn't need poets.)

Killy has spent his entire adult life in the figalisciplined cocoon that is part of the price
one pays for membership of the French ski teama le style, it is every bit as demanding as
that of a pro football quarterback. In a sport vehigre difference between fame and total
obscurity is measured in tenths of a second, thamline of constant, rigid training is all
important. Championship skiers, like karate mastegsed muscles that most men never develop.
The karate parallel extends, beyond muscles, taghessity for an almost superhuman
concentration -- the ability to see and rememberyelump and twist on a race course, and then
to run it without a single mistake: no mental laggs® distractions, no wasted effort. The only
way to win is to come down that hill with maximuiffi@ency, like a cannonball down a
one-rail track. A skier who thinks too much mighéke points in conversation, but he seldom
wins races.

Killy has been accused, by experts, of "lackingdest He skis, they say, with the
graceless desperation of a man about to crashirfggto keep his balance. Yet it's obvious, even
to a rank amateur, that Killy's whole secret isfligerish concentration. He attacks a hill like
Sonny Listen used to attack Floyd Patterson --vaitid the same kind of awesome results. He
wants tobeatthe hill, not just ski it. He whips through a sl@@ourse like O. J. Simpson
through a jammed secondary -- the same impossibles) sliding, half-falling, then suddenly
free and pumping crazily for the finish line to bdsat awful clock, the only judge in the world
with the power to send him home a loser.

Shortly after | met him, | told Killy he shouldessome films of O. J. Simpson running
with a football. Jean-Claude didn't know the gaheesaid, but | insisted that wouldn't matter.
"It's like watching a drunk run through traffic arfreeway," | said. "You don't have to know the
game to appreciate O. J.'s act -- it's a spectadhang to see. . ."

That was before | understood the boundaries da¥/Kituriosity. Like Calvin Coolidge,
he seems to feel that "the business of Americasiiess.” He comes here to make money, and
esthetics be damned. He wasn't interested in argydbout O. J. Simpson except the size of his
Chevrolet contract -- and only vaguely in that.

Throughout our numerous, distracted conversatioasyas puzzled and dimly annoyed
with the rambling style of my talk. He seemed tel that any journalist worthy of his profession
would submit 10 very precise questions, write ddWrscripted Killy answers and then leave.
No doubt this reflected the thinking of his PR &dvs, who favor such concepts as "input,”
"exposure" and "the Barnum Imperative."

My decision to quit the Killy story came sudderfty; no special reason. . . an irrational
outburst of red-eyed temper and festeangstwith the supplicant's role I'd been playing for
two days, dealing with a gang of cheap-jack footmense sense of personal importance
seemed to depend entirely on the glitter of theechFrench property.

Some time later, when | had calmed down enouglotsider another attempt at cracking
the PR batrrier, | talked to Jean-Claude on thetelee. He was in Sun Valley, allowing himself
to be photographed for a magazine feature on tlig/'$€yle." | called to explain why I hadn't
made the night with him, as planned, from Chicag8un Valley. "You've made some funny
friends in the past year," | said. "Doesn't it mgke nervous to travel around with a bunch of
cops?"



He laughed quietly. "That's right," he said. "Tlag just like cops, aren't they? | don't
like it, but what can | do? | am never alone. hisTis my life, you know."

| have a tape of that conversation, and | playpw and then for laughs. It is a weird
classic of sorts -- 45 minutes of failed communagtdespite heroic efforts on both ends. The
over-all effect is that of a career speed-freakeacup like the Great Hummingbird, trying to
talk his way through a cordon of bemused ushersranda free, front-row seat at a sold-out Bob
Dylan concert.

I had made the call, half-grudgingly, after beasgured by Millie Wiggins Solheim, the
Style Queen of Sun Valley, that she had learnealitiir the Head Ski hierarchy that Jean-Claude
was eager for a soul-talk with me. What the hettought Why not? But this time on my terms
-- in the midnight style of the Great Hummingbiiidhe tape is full of laughter and disjointed
ravings. Killy first suggested that | meet him agat the Auto Show in Chicago, where he was
scheduled for a second weekend of Chevvy gigs @sdme 1-3-5-7-9 schedule.

"Never in hell,” | replied. "You're paid to hangpand with those pigs, but I'm not. They
acted like they expected me to sneak up and stedddttery out of that goddamn ugly car you
were selling.”

He laughed again. "It's true that they pay mebfang there. . . but you get paid for
writing the article.”

"What article?" | said. "As far as | know, you dogxist. You're a life-size dummy made
of plastic foam. | can't write much of an articleoat how | once saw Jean-Claude Killy across a
crowded room at the Stockyards Amphitheatre."

There was a pause, another quiet chuckle, theell;'Vilaybe you could write about how
hard it is to write about me."

Oh ho, I thought. You sneaky bugger -- there'setbing in your head, after all. It was
the only time | ever felt we were on the same wavgth -- and then for only an instant. The
conversation deteriorated rapidly after that.

We talked a while longer and I finally said, "Web hell with it. You don't need
publicity and | sure as hell don't need this kifidugkaround. . . They should have assigned this
story to an ambitious dwarf hooker with gold teeth.

There was a long pause at the other end of teeTihen: "Why don't you call Bud
Stanner, the manager from Head Ski. He is hereehddgetonight. | think he can arrange
something.”

Why not? | thought. By the time | got hold of Stenit was 1 A.M.

| assured him that all | needed was a bit of dasoraversation and some time to watch
Killy in action.

"I'm not surprised Jean-Claude wouldn't talk ta yonight," he said with a knowing
chuckle. "I happen to know he's being. . . alentertainecat the moment.”

"That's weird," | said, "I just finished a 45-misualk with him."

"Oh. .. ?" Stanner pondered my words for a montaen, like a skilled politician, he
ignored them. "It's the damnedest thing you ever,'slae continued cheerfully. "Goddamn
broads won't give him any peace. It's embarrassingetimes, the way they come on him. . ."

"Yeah," | said. "I've heard." Actually, I'd heatdo often that | recognized it now as part
of the program. Killy has a very obvious, naturaickof sex appeal -- so obvious that | was
getting a little tired of hustlers nudging me tokaaure | noticed. McCormack had set the tone
at our first encounter, with his odd warning abtiscretion.” Moments later, replying to
somebody who'd asked him if Killy had any plansddiim career, McCormack had grinned and



said, "Oh, we're not in any hurry; he's had pleftgffers. And every time he says no, the price
goes up."

Killy himself says nothing. Straight interviewsredim anyway, but he usually tries to
be civil, even smiling, despite the brain-curdliegium of answering the same questions over
and over again. He will cope with almost any kiridjiddy ignorance, but his smile snaps off
like a dead lightbulb when he senses a carnalidrifie conversation. If the interviewer persists,
or launches a direct question like, "Is there aathtin this rumor about you and Winnie Ruth
Judd?", Killy will invariably change the subjectttvian angry shrug.

His reluctance to talk about women seems genieaging disappointed reporters no
choice but to hunker down in misty speculation.IRKihas a reputation as a skiing Romeo,"
wrote the author of a recent magazine article. i@alty French, though, he remains discreet
about his swinging love life, saying little moreath yes, he has a girl friend, a model."

Which was true. He had spent a quiet vacation athin the Bahamas the week before |
met him in Chicago, and at first | got the impressihat he was fairly serious about her. . . Then,
after listening to his pitchmen for a while, | wassure what | thought. The "discretion” that
would have been the despair of any old-style, level press agent has become, in the hands of
McCormack's cool futurists, a mysterious and helisser cover story, using Killy's awkward
"no comment" behavior to enhance whatever rumoeheses to talk about.

Jean-Claude understands that his sex-life hagarcgublicity value, but he hasn't
learned to like it. At one point | asked him howfak about that aspect of his image. "What can
| say?" he shrugged. "They keep talking aboutatninormal. | like girls. But what I do is really
my own business, | think. . ."

(Shortly after that phone talk with him in Sun Mgl | learned that he reallyasbeing
"entertained” when | called, and I've never quitderstood why he spent 45 minutes on the
phone in those circumstances. What a terrible streegirl. . .)

| tried to be frank with Stanner. Early on, in d¢alk, he said: "Look, I'll give you all the
help I can on this thing, and | think I'm in a gasi to give you the kind of help you need.
Naturally, I'd expect some play for Head Skis imilyphoto coverage and of course that's my job.

"Fuck the skis," | replied. "I couldn't give a hao hell if he skis on metal bowls; all |
want to do is talk to the man, in a decent humanmag and find out what he thinks about
things."”

This was not the kind of thing Stanner wanteddaarhbut under the circumstances he
handled it pretty well. "O.K." he said, after adfrpause. "I think we understand each other.
You're looking for input that's kind of offbeatghit?"

"Input?” | said. He had used the term severalgiar&d | thought I'd better clarify it.

"You know what | mean," he snapped, "and I'lltyset it up for you."

| started making plans to go up to Sun Valley aay\ut then Stanner disrupted
everything by suddenly offering to arrange for mmstead of Ski Magazine's editor -- to
accompany J.-C. on that Eastbound flight. "Youddé a whole day with him," Stanner said,
"and if you want to come to Boston next week BVe you a seat on the company bus for the
ride to Waterville Valley in New Hampshire. Jeara@le will be along, and as far as I'm
concerned you can have him all to yourself forviwle trip. It takes about two hours. Hell,
maybe you'd rather do that, instead of working yass off to make that cross-country flight with
him. . ."

"No," I said. "I'll do it both ways -- first thdifht, then the bus ride; that should give me



all the offbeat input | need.”
He sighed.

Killy was there in Salt Lake, red-eyed and jittarigh a Coke and a ham sandwich in the
airport cafe. A man from United Airlines was sigiwith him, a waitress stopped to ask for his
autograph, people who had no idea who he was paasext! and stare at "the celebrity."

The local TV station had sent out a camera crewghvcaused a crowd to gather around
the gate where our plane was waiting. "How do thpessple know when I'm here?" he muttered
angrily as we hurried down the corridor toward theb.

I smiled at him. "Come on," | said, "you know damell who called them. Do we have
to keep playing this game?"

He smiled faintly, then lined it out like a veterdYou go ahead," he said. "Get our seats
on the plane while | talk to these camera people.”

Which he did, while | boarded the plane and inggaiound myself involved in a game of
musical chairs with the couple who were being mdvack to the tourist compartment so
Jean-Claude and | could have their First Classs#8ate blocked these two off for you," the
man in the blue uniform told me.

The dowdy little stewardess told the victims hawrg she was -- over and over again,
while the man howled in the aisle. | hunkered damvthe seat and stared straight ahead, wishing
him well. Killy arrived, ignoring the ruckus andushping into his seat with a weary groan. There
was no doubt in his mind that the seat was beiagds#or Jean-Claude Killy. The man in the
aisle seemed to recognize that his protest was ddphis seats had been seized by forces
beyond his control. "You sons of bitches!" he yellshaking his fist at the crewmen who were
pushing him back toward the tourist section. | Wwaping he would whack one of them or at
least refuse to stay on the plane but he cavelowing himself to be hustled off like a noisy
beggar.

"What was that about?" Killy asked me.

| told him. "Bad scene, eh?" he said. Then heepudl car racing magazine out of his
briefcase and focused on that. | thought of goiackland advising the man that he could get a
full refund on his ticket if he kept yelling, bute flight was delayed for at least an hour on the
runway and | was afraid to leave my seat for fearight be grabbed by some late-arriving
celebrity.

Within moments, a new hassle developed. | askedtéwardess for a drink and was told
that it was against the rules to serve booze thwiplane was airborne. Thirty minutes later, still
sitting on the runway, | got the same answer. Tiees@mething in the corporate manner of
United Airlines that reminds me of the Californigghway Patrol, the exaggerated politeness of
people who would be a hell of a lot happier ifta#ir customers were in jail -- and especially
you,sir.

Flying United, to me, is like crossing the Andesiprison bus. There is no question in
my mind that somebody like Pat Nixon personallyrapps every United stewardess. Nowhere
in the Western world is there anything to equaldbkection of self-righteous shrews who staff
the "friendly skies of United.” | do everything siidle to avoid that airline, often at considerable
cost and personal inconvenience. But | rarely nmakewn reservations and United seems to be
a habit -- like Yellow Cabs -- with secretariesldR men. And maybe they're right. . .

My constant requests for a drink to ease the dskrg rebuked with increasing severity
by the same stewardess who had earlier defendetjhtyto preempt a first class seat. Killy



tried to ignore the argument but finally abandohiedmagazine to view the whole scene with
nervous alarm. He lifted his dark glasses to wigeslies -- red-veined balls in a face that looked
much older than 26. Then a man in a blue blazefraoted us, shoving a little girl ahead of him.
"Probably you don't remember me, Jean-Claude,"dsesaying. "We met about two years ago
at a cocktail party in Vail."

Killy nodded, saying nothing. The man shoved alinai ticket envelope at him, grinning
self-consciously: "Could you autograph this for httye girl, please? She's all excited about
being on the same plane with you."

Killy scrawled an illegible signature on the pggben stared blankly at the cheap camera
the girl was aiming at him. The man backed awapemwed by Killy's failure to remember him.
"Sorry to bother you," he said. "But my little giylou know. . . since we seem to be delayed
here. . . well, thanks very much."

Killy shrugged as the man backed off. He hadmd aavord and I felt a little sorry for
the reject, who appeared to be a broker of sonm kin

The moppet came back with the camera, wanting@nskeshot "in case the first one
doesn't come out."” She took one very quickly, thgked J.-C. to remove his glasses. "No!" he
snapped. "The light hurts my eyes." There was a wawvering note in his voice, and the child, a
shade more perceptive than her father, took héungi@and left without apologies.

Now, less than a year later, Killy is making verpensive and elaborate commercials for
United Airlines. He was in Aspen recently "secréfliming a ski race for showing, months
later, on national TV. He didn't ring me up. . .

Killy refused both the drink and the meal. He wkesarly on edge and | was pleased to
find that anger made him talkative. By this timeald disabused myself of the notion that we had
any basic rapport; his habit-smiles were for peogie asked habit-questions -- fan-magazine
bullshit and pulp philosophy: How do you like Anea® (It is truly wonderful. | would like to
see it all in a Camaro.) How did it feel to windgbrgold medals in the Olympics? (It felt truly
wonderful. | plan to have them mounted on the daahbof my Camaro.)

Somewhere in the middle of the flight, with oungersation lagging badly, | reverted to
a Hollywood-style of journalism that Killy instagtpicked up on. "Tell me," | said. "What's the
best place you know? If you were free to go anypiadhe world right now -- no work, no
obligation, just to enjoy yourself -- where woulde?"

His first answer was "home," and after that camesRand a clutch of French resort areas
-- until I had to revise the question and eliminatance altogether.

Finally he settled on Hong Kong. "Why?" | askeds Face relaxed in a broad,
mischievous grin. "Because a friend of mine is haefathe police there," he said, "and when | go
to Hong Kong | can do anything | want.”

| laughed, seeing it all on film -- the adventuoés filthy-rich French cowboy, turned
loose in Hong Kong with total police protection.tWd.-C. Killy as the hellion and maybe Rod
Steiger as his cop-friend. A sure winner. . .

Looking back, I think that Hong Kong note was theest thing Jean-Claude ever said to
me. Certainly it was the most definitive -- anavés also the only one of my questions he
obviously enjoyed answering.

By the time we got to Chicago I'd decided to spardoth the agony of prolonging the
"interview" all the way to Baltimore. "I think I'ijet off here,” | said as we left the plane. He
nodded, too tired to care. Just then we were catdrbby a heavy blonde girl with a clipboard.
"Mister Killy?" she said. J.-C. nodded. The girl mioled her name and said she was there to



help him make connections to Baltimore. "How was Salley?" she asked. "Was it good
skiing?" Killy shook his head, still walking verggt up the corridor. The girl was half trotting
beside us. "Well, | hopthe other activitiesvere satisfactory," she said with a smile. Her
emphasis was so heavy, so abysmally raw, thantcgthover to see if she was drooling.
"Who are you?" she asked suddenly.
"Never mind," | said. "I'm leaving."

Now, many months later, my clearest memory of Wadle Killy scene is a momentary
expression on the face of a man who had nothimp teith it. He was a drummer and lead
singer in a local jazz-rock band | heard one najtd New Hampshire ski resort where Killy was
making a sales appearance. | was killing time diulamidnight bistro when this nondescript
little bugger kicked off on his own version of anifp called "Proud Mary" -- a heavy blues shot
from Creedence Clearwater. He was getting rightt ithtand somewhere around the third chorus
| recognized the weird smile of a man who had folisdown rhythm, that rumored echo of a
high white sound that most men never hear. | gaetin the dark smoke of that place and
watched him climb. . . far up on some private maimto that point where you look in the
mirror and see a bright bold streaker, blowinglad fuses and eating them like popcorn on the
way up.

That image had to remind me of Killy, streakingwiiathe hills at Grenoble for the first,
second and third of those incredible three goldateedean-Claude h&een there- to that rare
high place where only the snow leopards live; and,r26-years-old with more dollars than he
can use or count, there is nothing else to matabetipeaks he has already beaten. Now it is all
downhill for the world's richest ski bum. He wasodenough -- and lucky -- for a while, to live
in that Win-Lose, Black-White, Do-or-Die world dfd international super TV athlete. It was a
beautiful show while it lasted, and Killy did hising better than anyone else has ever done it
before.

But now, with nothing else to win, he is down &e Killing floor with the rest of us --
sucked into strange and senseless wars on unfateiiias; haunted by a sense of loss that no
amount of money can ever replace; mocked by thterca@andy rules of a mean game that still
awes him. . . locked into a gilded life-style whan@ning means keeping his mouth shut and
reciting, on cue, from other men's scripts. Thidgan-Claude Killy's new world: He is a
handsome middle-class French boy who trained haildesarned to ski so well that now his
name is immensely saleable on the marketplacedzly inflated culture-economy that eats its
heroes like hotdogs and honors them on about the $evel.

His TV-hero image probably surprises him more tih@woes the rest of us. We take
whatever heroes come our way, and we're not inthodiaggle. Killy seems to understand this,
too. He is taking advantage of a money-scene #namexisted before and might never work
again -- at least not in his lifetime or ours, amalybe not even next year.

On balance, it seems unfair to dismiss him astlessi greedhead, despite all the
evidence. Somewhere behind that wistful programsmeite | suspect there is something akin to
what Norman Mailer once called (speaking of Janosegs) "an animal sense of who has the
power." There is also a brooding contempt forAngericansystem that has made him what he
is. Killy doesn't understand this country; he ddesven like it -- but there is no question in his
mind about his own proper role in a scene thataking him rich. He is his manager's creature,
and if Mark McCormack wants him to star in a geiék br endorse some kind of skin-grease
he's never heard of. . . well, that's the way. i#&an-Claude is a good soldier; he takes orders



well and he learns quickly. He would rise throulgé tanks in any army.

Killy reacts; thinking is not his gig. So it isttebto honor him for whatever straight
instincts he still cultivates in private -- while Imocks them in public, for huge amounts of
money. The echo of Gatsby's style recalls the tihahJimmy Gatz was really just a rich crook
and a booze salesman. But Killy is not Gatsby. 44 bright young Frenchman with a
completely original act. . . and a pragmatic frasheeference that is better grounded, | suspect,
than my own. He is doing pretty well for himselfidanothing in his narrow, high-powered
experience can allow him to understand how | caithvhais act and say that it looks, to me, like
a very hard dollar-- maybe the hardest.

A Final Note from the Author
OwL FARM
Please insert this quote at beginning or end by Kiece. -- Thompson.
"No eunuch flatters his own noise more shamefutlyseeks by more infamous means to
stimulate his jaded appetite, in order to gain séewer, than does the eunuch of industry."
-- The quote, as | have it, is attributed to oflyBee Burroughs. . . but if memory
serves, | think it comes from the writings of K. Maln any case, | can trace it down if need be.

Scanlan's Monthlwol 1, no. 1, March 1970

The Ultimate Free Lancer

You asked me for an article on whatever | wantedrite about and since you don't pay
| figure that gives me carte blanche. | startedtonight on an incoherent bitch about the record
business. . . | was looking at the jacket copyhmn"Blues Project” album. . . but the "producer's”
name was in huge script on the back, and undermtea#re four or five other names. . . punks
and narks and other ten-percenters who appareadlyrtore leverage than the musicians who
made the album, and so managed to get their namége agecord jacket.

| was brooding about this -- which I'll write ali@ometime later -- when | picked up the
latest Free Press and read an obituary for a treaeold kid named "Godot". . . which was nice,
but as | read it | was reminded again of Lionelyldad how the Free Press commemorated his
death with a small block of unsold advertising sptmat had to be used anyway, so why not for
Lionel? I'm also reminded that I've asked you twiarea copy of his article on Lenny Bruce (in
which Lionel wrote his own obituary), and that waudisregarded both queries. Maybe there's
no connection between this and the fact that te8Project people were fucked out of any
mention except photos on their own album, butrkhthere is. | see it as two more good
examples of the cheap, mean, grinning-hippie cigmtathat pervades the whole New Scene. . .
a scene which provides the Underground Press Sgtedidth most of its copy and income.
Frank Zappa's comments on rock joints and lightivsh@P 1230) was a welcome piece of
heresy in an atmosphere that is already rigid pigpublic senility. The concept of the UPS is
too right to argue with, but the reality is somathelse. As Frank Zappa indicated, if only in a
roundabout way, there are a lot of people tryingtay alive and working WITHIN the UPS
spectrum, and not on the ten-percent fringes. §dtereTimemagazine lives. . . way out there
on the puzzled, masturbating edge, peering throluglkeyhole and selling what they see to the



wide world of Chamber of Commerce voyeurs who supih@ public prints.

Which brings us back to Lionel, who lived and dadwalking proof that all heads exist
alone and at their own risk. Maybe I'm wrong; makisefuneral procession on the Sunset Strip
was enough to bring even cops to their kneesut sibce | didn't hear anything about that
action, | have to doubt it. | suspect Lionel diedtty much as he lived: as a free lance writer
hustler, grass-runner and general free spiritstine a lot of people knew him better than | did,
but I think I knew him pretty well. | first met him Big Sur in 1960, when we were both broke
and grubbing for rent money. After that we did adbwriting back and forth, but we'd only
meet (usually at the Hot Springs in Big Sur) alterg months of different action in very
different worlds (he was broke somewhere in Newl&mgd)when | was in Peru, and later in Rio
| got a letter from him with a Chicago postmark)when | got back to New York he wrote from
L.A., saying he'd decided to settle there becausas the "only home we had."

I've never been sure if he included me in thainitedn, but | know he was talking about
a lot of people beyond himself and his wife, Beyeldionel saw the West Coast of the 1960's as
Malcolm Cowley saw New York after World War Oneas "the homeland of the uprooted.” He
saw his own orbit as something that included TopaBgg Sur, Tijuana, the Strip and occasional
runs up north to the Bay Area. He wrote @avalier,and the Free Press and anyone who would
send him a check. When the checks didn't comerhgrass to New York and paid his rent with
LSD. And when he had something that needed a lon@f writing time he would take off in his
Porsche or his Plymouth or any one of a dozen athes that came his way, and cadge a room
from Mike Murphy at Hot Springs, or in brother Désirhouse across the canyon. Lionel and
Dennis were old friends, but Lionel knew too muehnd insisted on saying it -- to use that
friendly leverage as a wedge to the screen-wribmgjness, where Dennis Murphy was making it
big. Lionel had already published two novels anavias a far-better plot-maker than most of the
Hollywood hacks, but every time he got a shot atlily cop-out money he blew it with a
vengeance. Now and then one of the New York edwansld give him enough leeway to write
what he wanted, and a few of his articles are gétaglid one focCavalieron the soul of San
Francisco that is probably the best thing evertemion that lovely, gutless town. Later he wrote
a profile on Lenny Bruce (for the Free Press) thidtl ran a newspaper -- I'd print every year in
boldface type, as an epitaph for free lancers evieeye.

Lionel was the ultimate free lancer. In the negely years | knew him, the only steady
work he did was as a columnist for the Montereyatter. . and even then he wrote on his own
terms on his own subjects, and was inevitably fitex$s than a year before he died his willful
ignorance of literary politics led him to blow aryeich assignment frorhife magazine, which
asked him for a profile on Marty Ransahoff, a bagne Hollywood producer then fresh from a
gold-plated bomb called "The Sandpiper.” Lionel wenLondon with Ransahoff (“the
first-cabin all the way," as he wrote me from th8.3Jnited States) and after two months in the
great man's company he went back to Topanga ang &noiece that resembled nothing so
much as Mencken's brutal obituary on William JegseiBryan. Ransahoff was described as a
"pompous toad" -- which was not exactly whde was looking for. The article naturally
bombed, and Lionel was back on the bricks wherm $pent the last half of his forty-odd years.
I'm not sure how old he was when he died, but gmitanuch over forty. . . according to Beverly
he suffered a mild stroke that sent him to the lials@nd then a serious stroke that finished him.

Word of his death was a shock to me, but not @aerly surprising since I'd called him a



week or so before and heard from Beverly that he ngdt on the edge. More than anything
else, it came as a harsh confirmation of the ¢tidtLionel had always lived but never talked
about. . . the dead end loneliness of a man whaesmlis own rules. Like his Basque anarchist
father in Chicago, he died without making much dkat. | don't even know where he's buried,
but what the hell? The important thing is wherdived.

Now, what? While the new wave flowered, Lenny Brueas hounded to death by the
cops. For "obscenity.” Thirty thousand people (agdcwy to Paul Krassner) are serving time in
the jails of this vast democracy on marijuana cesygnd the world we have to live in is
controlled by a stupid thug from Texas. A vicioias,|with the ugliest family in Christendom. . .
mean Okies feeling honored by the cheap indulgeheeGeorge Hamilton, a stinking animal
ridiculed even in Hollywood. And California, "theast progressive state," elects a governor
straight out of a George Grosz painting, a politiczak in every sense of the word except
California politics. . . Ronnie Reagan, the Whitepd of the West.

Jesus, no wonder Lionel had a stroke. What a mgte it must have been for him to see
the honest rebellion that came out of World War Talen over by a witless phony like Warhol.
. . the Exploding Plastic Inevitable. Lights, Ngiseve the Bomb! And then to see a bedrock
madman like Ginsberg copping out with tolerancenp®and the same sort of swill that
normally comes from the Vatican. Kerouac hiding with his "mere" on Long Island or maybe
St. Petersburg. . . Kennedy with his head blowraaff Nixon back from the dead, running wild
in the power vacuum of Lyndon's hopeless bullshiand of course Reagan, the new dean of
Berkeley. Progress Marches On, courtesy, as alaa@eneral Electric. . . with sporadic assists
from Ford, GM, ATT, Lockheed and Hoover's FBI.

And there's the chill of it. Lionel was one of thieginal anarchist-head-beatnik-free
lancers of the 1950's. . . a bruised fore-runnéreairy's would-be "drop-out generation" of the
1960's. The Head Generation. . . a loud, canntiraigg where the best are fucked for the worst
reasons, and the worst make a pile by feedinghefbest. Promoters, hustlers, narks, con men --
all selling the New Scene Timemagazine and the Elks Club. The handlers get riztevthe
animals either get busted or screwed to the flatr laad contracts. Who's making money off the
Blues Project? Is it Verve (a division of MGM)), thie five ignorant bastards who thought they
were getting a break when Verve said they'd ma&mta record? And who the fuck is 'Tom
Wilson," the "producer” whose name rides so highhenrecord jacket? By any other name he's
a vicious ten-percenter who sold "Army Surplus cardines” in the late 1940's,
"Special-Guaranteed Used Cars" in the 1950's, Qra@t thumb-prints of John Kennedy in the
1960's. . . until he figured out that the reallyg money was in drop-out revolution. Ride the big
wave: Folk-rock, pot symbols, long hair, and $2:5i@imum at the door. Light shows! Tim
Leary! Warhol! NOW!

The Distant Drummenrol. I, no. I, November 1967

Collect Telegram from a Mad Dog

Not being a poet, and drunk as well,
leaning into the diner and dawn



and hearing a juke box mockery of some better
human sound

| wanted rhetoric

but could only howl the rotten truth

Norman Luboff

should have his nuts ripped off with a plastidfor
Then howled around like a man with the

final angst,

not knowing what | wanted there

Probably the waitress, bend her double

like a safety pin,

Deposit the mad seed before they

tie off my tubes

or run me down with Dingo dogs

for not voting

at all.

Suddenly a man with wild eyes rushed

out from the wooden toilet

Foam on his face and waving a razor

like a flag, shouting

It's Starkweather god damn | Know

that voice

We'll take our vengeance now!

McConn, enroute from L.A. to some
rumored home,

killing the hours till the bars opened
stranded on Point Richmond when they closed
the night before,

thinking finally he had come among friends
or at least one.

We rang for Luboff

on the pay phone, but there was

no contact

Some tortured beast of a bad loser has already
croaked him, said McConn

We'll have a drink.

But the Mariners' Tavern was not open
for twenty minutes, so we read

a newspaper

and saw where just about everybody
had been fucked in the face

or some other orifice

or opening, or possibility

for one good reason or another



by the time the Chronicle went to press
before last midnight.

We rang for the editor

but the switchboard clamped him off.

Get a lawyer, | said. These swine have gone
far enough.

But the lawyers were all in bed

Finally we found one, limp from an orgy and
too much sleep

Eating cheese blintzes with sour cream and gin
on a redwood balcony with a

fine exposure.

Get your ass up, | said. It's Sunday and

the folks are in church. Now is the time to
lay a writ on them,

Cease and Desist

Specifically Luboff and the big mongers,

the slumfeeders, the perverts

and the pious.

The legal man agreed

We had a case and indeed a duty to
Right these Wrongs, as it were

The Price would be four thousand in front and
ten for the nut.

| wrote him a check on the Sawtooth
National Bank,

but he hooted at it

While rubbing a special oil on

his palms

To keep the chancres from itching
beyond endurance

On this Sabbath.

McConn broke his face with a running
Cambodian chop, then we

drank his gin, ate his blintzes

But failed to find anyone

to rape

and went back to the Mariners' Tavern
to drink in the sun.

Later, from jail

| sent a brace of telegrams

to the right people,

explaining my position.
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"Genius 'Round the World Stands Hand in Hand, and
One Shock of Recognition Runs the Whole Circle 'Rawd"
-- ART LINKLETTER

I live in a quiet place where any sound at nigkanms something is about to happen: You
come awake fast -- thinking, what ddbat mean?

Usually nothing. But sometimes. . . it's hard dquat to a city gig where the night is full
of sounds, all of them comfortably routine. Cais;ns, footsteps. . . no way to relax; so drown it
all out with the fine white drone of a cross-eyed Set. Jam the bugger between channels and
doze off nicely. . .

Ignore that nightmare in the bathroom. Just amaigky refugee from the Love
Generation, some doom-struck gimp who couldn't leatiee pressure. My attorney has never
been able to accept the notion -- often espousedfbymed drug abusers and especially popular
among those on probation -- that you can get higgter without drugs than with them.

And neither have I, for that matter. But | onasetd down the hill from Dr. ------ on ------
Road,* a former acid guru who later claimed to haagle that long jump from chemical frenzy
to preternatural consciousness. One fine aftermotime first rising curl of what would soon
become the Great San Francisco Acid Wave | stopgede Good Doctor's house with the idea
of asking him (since he was even then a known duiyority) what sort of advice he might have
for a neighbor with a healthy curiosity about LSD.

* Names deleted at insistence of publisher's lawyer

| parked on the road and lumbered up his graveedray, pausing enroute to wave
pleasantly at his wife, who was working in the gardinder the brim of a huge seeding hat. . . a
good scene, | thought: The old man is inside brgwim one of his fantastic drug-stews, and here
we see his woman out in the garden, pruning caroot&hatever. . . humming while she works,
some tune | failed to recognize.

Humming. Yes. . . but it would be nearly ten ydagfore | would recognize that sound
for what it was: Like Ginsberg far gone in the Om-- was trying tchumm me off.

That was no old lady out there in that gardewas the good doctdrimself-- and his
humming was a frantic attempt to block me out sfltigher consciousness.

I made several attempts to make myself clear:alusighbor come to call and ask the
doctor's advice about gobbling some LSD in my shaskdown the hill from his house. | did,
after all, have weapons. And | liked to shoot themspecially at night, when the great blue
flame would leap out, along with all that noiseand, yes, the bullets, too. We couldn't ignore
that. Big balls of lead/alloy flying around the ksl at speeds up to 3700 feet per second. . . But |
always fired into the nearest hill or, failing thetto blackness. | meant no harm; I just liked the
explosions. And | was careful never to kill morarth could eat.

"Kill?" I realized | could never properly explaihat word to this creature toiling here in
its garden. Had it ever eaten meat? Could it catpithe verb "hunt?" Did it understand hunger?
Or grasp the awful fact that my income averagedraa$32 a week that year?



No. . . no hope of communication in this placeedognized that -- but not soon enough
to keep the drug doctor from humming me all the wawyn his driveway and into my car and
down the mountain road. Forget LSD, | thought. Ladiat it's done tthat poor bastard.

So | stuck with hash and rum for another six msmthso, until | moved into San
Francisco and found myself one night in a plackeddlThe Fillmore Auditorium.” And that was
that. One grey lump of sugar and BOOM. In my minebk right back there in the doctor's
garden. Not on the surface, lurtderneath- poking up through that finely cultivated earittel
some kind of mutant mushroom. A victim of the Dixplosion. A natural street freak, just
eating whatever came by. | recall one night inNfarix, when a road-person came in with a big
pack on his back, shouting: "Anybody want some.lS.. . D. .. ? | got all the makin's right
here. All | need is a place to cook."

The manager was on him at once, mumbling, "Coeacbit! it, come on back to the
office." | never saw him after that night, but befdve was taken away, the road-person
distributed his samples. Huge white spansulesntweo the men's room to eat mine. But only
half at first, | thought. Good thinking, but a hard tpito accomplish under the circumstances. |
ate the first half, but spilled the rest on theegeof my red Pendleton shirt. . . And then,
wondering what to do with it, | saw one of the noiens come in. "What's the trouble," he said.

"Well," | said. "All this white stuff on my sleevs LSD." He said nothing. Merely
grabbed my arm and began sucking on it. A verygtalleau. | wondered what would happen
if some Kingston Trio/young stockbroker type migtgnder in and catch us in the act. Fuck
him, | thought. With a bit of luck, it'll ruin hikfe -- forever thinking that just behind some
narrow door in all his favorite bars, men in reahéeton shirts are getting incredible kicks from
things he'll never know. Would he dare to suckeawt? Probably not. Play it safe. Pretend you
never saw it. . .

Strange memories on this nervous night in Las ¥efae years later? Six? It seems like
a lifetime, or at least a Main Era -- the kind ebf that never comes again. San Francisco in the
middle sixties was a very special time and pladeet@a part of. Maybe meant something.
Maybe not, in the long run. . . but no explanatjox@mix of words or music or memories can
touch that sense of knowing that you were thereadind in that corner of time and the world.
Whatever it meant. . .

History is hard to know, because of all the hipetishit, but even without being sure of
"history" it seems entirely reasonable to think #agery now and then the energy of a whole
generation comes to a head in a long fine flaghrgasons that nobody really understands at the
time -- and which never explain, in retrospect, idzually happened.

My central memory of that time seems to hang aaarfive or maybe forty nights -- or
very early mornings -- when | left the Fillmore fatazy and, instead of going home, aimed the
big 650 Lightning across the Bay Bridge at a hudangéles an hour wearing L. L. Bean shorts
and a Butte sheepherder's jacket. . . booming tfirdlue Treasure Island tunnel at the lights of
Oakland and Berkeley and Richmond, not quite sumelwturn-off to take when | got to the
other end (always stalling at the tollgate, tocstedl to find neutral while | fumbled for change).
. . but being absolutely certain that no matterchtway | went | would come to a place where
people were just as high and wild as | was: No tlatiall about that. . .

There was madness in any direction, at any hbuantlacross the Bay, then up the
Golden Gate or down 101 to Los Altos or La Honda¥ou could strike sparks anywhere. There
was a fantastic universal sense that whatever we gdang wasight, that we were winning. . .

And that, | think, was the handle -- that sensme¥itable victory over the forces of Old



and Evil. Not in any mean or military sense; wendideed that. Our energy would simply
prevail. There was no point in fighting -- on our side agith. We had all the momentum; we
were riding the crest of a high and beautiful wave.

So now, less than five years later, you can gorup steep hill in Las Vegas and look
West, and with the right kind of eyes you can alhsegthe high-water mark -- that place where
the wave finally broke and rolled back.

Fear and Loathing in Las Vegadew York, Random House, 1972

Jacket Copy for Fear& Loathing in Las Vegas:
A Savage Journey to the Heart of the American Dream

The book began as a 250-word captionSports Illustratedl was down in LA, working
on a very tense and depressing investigation chflegedly accidental killing of a journalist
named Ruben Salazar by the Los Angeles County{8sé&ept -- and after a week or so on the
story | was a ball of nerves & sleepless pararfggaring thatl might be next). . . and | needed
some excuse tget awayfrom the angry vortex of that story & try to malense of it without
people shaking butcher knives in my face all theeti

My main contact on that story was the infamousc@ho lawyer Oscar Acosta -- an old
friend, who was under bad pressure at the timej fis super-militant constituents, for even
talkingto a gringo/gabacho journalist. The pressure wdseswy, in fact, that | found it
impossible to talk to Oscar alone. We were alwaythé midst of a crowd of heavy
street-fighters who didn't mind letting me knowtttieey wouldn't need much of an excuse to
chop me into hamburger.

This is no way to work on a very volatile & vergraplex story. So one afternoon | got
Oscar in my rented car and drove him over to theeBg Hills Hotel -- away from his
bodyguards, etc. -- and told him | was gettingtanbggy from the pressure; it was like being on
stage all the time, or maybe in the midst of agurigot. He agreed, but the nature of his position
as "leader of the militants" made it impossiblelion to be openly friendly with a gabacho.

| understood this. . . and just about then, | reimered that another old friend, now
working for Sports lllustratedhad asked me if | felt like going out to Vegastloe weekend, at
their expense, and writing a few words about a megtde race. This seemed like a good excuse
to get out of LA for a few days, and if | took Osedong it would also give us time to talk and
sort out the evil realities of the Salazar Murders

So | calledSports lllustrated- from the patio of the Polo Lounge -- and sawbk ready
to do the "Vegas thing." They agreed. . . and flare on in there is no point in running down
details, because they're all in the book.

More or less. . . and this qualifier is the essenfcwhat, for no particular reason, I've
decided to call Gonzo Journalism. It is a styléreporting" based on William Faulkner's idea
that the best fiction is far moteue than any kind of journalism -- and the best joustalhave
always known this.

Which is not to say that Fiction is necessarilytmtrue" than Journalism -- or vice versa
-- but that both "fiction" and "journalism" are ifidial categories; and that both forms, at their
best, are only two different means to the same &hid.is getting pretty heavy. . . so | should cut



back and explain, at this point, tliaar & Loathing in Las Vegas afailed experimenin

Gonzo Journalism. My idea was to buy a fat notelaokrecord the whole things it
happenedthen send in the notebook for publication -- withediting. That way, | felt, the eye

& mind of the journalist would be functioning asamera. The writing would be selective &
necessarily interpretive -- but once the image wiatten, the words would be final; in the same
way that a Cartier-Bresson photograph is alwayséys) the full-frame negative. No alterations
in the darkroom, no cutting or cropping, no spaftin. no editing.

But this is a hard thing to do, and in the endurnfd myself imposing an essentially
fictional framework on what began as a piece @ight/crazy journalism. True Gonzo reporting
needs the talents of a master journalist, the ég@ artist/photographer and the heavy balls of
an actor. Because the writaustbe a participant in the scene, while he's writing or at least
taping it, or even sketching it. Or all three. Rably the closest analogy to the ideal would be a
film director/producer who writes his own scripd®es his own camera work and somehow
manages to film himself in action, as the protagoor at least a main character.

The American print media are not ready for thisdkof thing, yetRolling Stonavas
probably the only magazine in America where | caggtithe Vegas book published. | sent
Sports lllustrated500 words -- instead of the 250 they asked fang my manuscript was
aggressively rejected. They refused to even paymymum expenses. . .

But to hell with all that. | seem to be driftingray from the point -- thaftear & Loathing
is not what | thought it would be. | began writimgluring a week of hard typewriter nights in a
room at the Ramada Inn -- in a place called Argadadifornia -- up the road from Pasadena &
right across the street from the Santa Anita racktrl was there during the first week of the
Spring Racing -- and the rooms all around me werened with people | couldn't quite believe.

Heavy track buffs, horse trainers, ranch ownexckgys & their women. . . | was lost in
that swarm, sleeping most of each day and writlhgight on the Salazar article. But each night,
around dawn, | would knock off the Salazar work apend an hour or so, cooling out, by letting
my head unwind and my fingers run wild on the Hdark Selectric. . . jotting down notes about
the weird trip to Vegas. It had worked out nicetyterms of the Salazar piece -- plenty of hard
straight talk about who was lying and who wasmt &scar had finally relaxed enough to talk
to me straight. Flashing across the desert atd &(ig red convertible with the top down, there
is not much danger of being bugged or overheard.

But we stayed in Vegas a bit longer than we'degnto. Or at leadtdid. Oscar had to
get back for a nine o'clock court appearance onddgnSo he took a plane and | was left alone
out there -- just me and a massive hotel bill thaitew | couldn't pay, and the treacherous reality
of that scene caused me to spend about 36 sttzgin$ in my room at the Mint Hotel. . . writing
feverishly in a notebook about a nasty situatiat ththought | mightot get away from.

These notes were the genesiser & Loathing.After my escape from Nevada and all
through the tense work week that followed (spendilhgny afternoons on the grim streets of
East LA and my nights at the typewriter in that Rala Inn hideout). . . my only loose & human
moments would come around dawn when | could refakfack around with this slow-building,
stone-crazy Vegas story.

By the time | got back to the Rolling Stone HqSan Francisco, the Salazar story was
winding out at around 19,000 words, and the strafegas "fantasy” was running on its own
spaced energy and pushing 5000 words -- with nareedjht and no real reason to continue
working on it, except the pure pleasure of unwigddm paper. It was sort of an exercise -- like
Boleroand it might have stayed that way -- if Jarin Wentiee editor oRolling Stonehadn't



liked the first 20 or so jangled pages enough ke taseriously on its own terms and tentatively
schedule it for publication-- which gave me thelpueeeded to keep working on it.

So now, six months later, the ugly bastard isfied. And | like it -- despite the fact that
| failed at what | was trying to do. As true Gonlmurnalism, this doesn't work at all -- and even
if it did, I couldn't possibly admit it. Only a gddmn lunatic would write a thing like this and
then claim it was true. The week the first secbbRrear & Loathingappeared ifRolling Stond
found myself applying for White House press cre@ést- a plastic pass that would give me the
run of the White House, along with at least thaoatticcess to the big oval room where Nixon
hangs out, pacing back & forth on those fine thelpayers' carpets and pondering Sunday's
pointspread. (Nixon is seriouspro football freak. He and | are old buddies o front: We
once spent a long night together on the Thruway fBoston to Manchester, disecting the pro &
con strategy of the Oakland-Green Bay Super Bowlagdt was the only time I've ever seen the
bugger relaxed -- laughing, whacking me on theekaehe recalled Max McGee's one-handed
catch for the back-breaking touchdown. | wapressedit was like talking to Owsley about
Acid.)

The trouble with Nixon is that he's a seriguaditics junkie.He's totally hooked. . . and
like any other junkie, he's a bummer to have arotasgecially as President.

And so much for all that. . . I have all of 190Xtuck around with Nixon, so why hassle
it here?

Anyway, the main point | want to make ab&@iar & Loathingis that although it's not
what | meant it to be, it's still smmplexn its failure that | feel | can take the risk affdnding
it as a first, gimped effort in a direction thatatfTom Wolfe calls "The New Journalism" has
been flirting with for almost a decade.

Wolfe's problem is that he's too crustyptrticipatein his stories. The people he feels
comfortable with are dull as stale dogshit, andgéeple who seem to fascinate him as a writer
are so weird that they make him nervous. The drihgtnew and unusual about Wolfe's
journalism is that he's an abnormaiiyodreporter; he has a fine sense of echo and atdeast
peripheral understanding of what John Keats wasbbout when he said that thing about
Truth & Beauty. The only reason Wolfe seems "nesiecause William Randolph Hearst bent
the spine of American journalism very badly whewats just getting started. All Tom Wolfe did
-- after he couldn't make it on theashington Posind couldn't even get hired by tNational
Observer-- was to figure out that there was really not mpehcentage in playing the old
Colliers'game, and that if he was ever going to make ifgarhalism," his only hope was to
make it on his own terms: By beiggodin the classical -- rather than the contemporasense,
and by being the kind of journalist that the Amanrint media honor mainly in the breach. Or,
failing that, at the funeral. Like Stephen Cranbpwouldn't even get a copyboy's job on today's
New York Timeslhe only difference between working for thenesandTimemagazine is the
difference between being a third-string All-Amendalllback at Yale instead of Ohio State.

And again, yes, we seem to be rambling -- so parhahould close this off.

The only other important thing to be said abieei&r & Loathingat this time is that it was
funto write, and that's rare -- for me, at least, heed've always considered writing the most
hateful kind of work. | suspect it's a bit like &ieg, which is only fun for amateurs. Old whores
don't do much giggling.

Nothing is fun when yobhave to do it- over & over, again & again -- or else you'll be
evicted, and that gets old. So it's a rare goddaimiior a locked-in, rent-paying writer to get
into a gig that, even in retrospect, was a kingtndjhlife fuckaround from start to finish. . . and



then to actually ggtaid for writing this kind of maniac gibberish seems gi@ely weird; like
getting paid for kicking Agnew in the balls.

So maybe there's hope. Or maybe I'm going madseélaee not easy things to be sure of,
either way. . . and in the meantime we have thisdaexperiment in Gonzo Journalism, the
certain truth of which will never be establishettial much is definite-ear & Loathing in Las
Vegaswill have to be chalked off as a frenzied experitnarfine idea that went crazy about
halfway through. . . a victim of its own conceptaahizophrenia, caught & finally crippled in
that vain, academic limbo between "journalism" &tibn." And then hoist on its own petard of
multiple felonies and enough flat-put crime to paybody who'd admit to this kind of stinking
behavior in the Nevada State Prison until 1984.

So now, in closing, | want to thank everybody wiehped me put this happy work of
fiction together. Names are not necessary herg;khew who they are -- and in this foul era of
Nixon, that knowledge and private laughter is ptipahe best we can hope for. The line
between martyrdom and stupidity depends on a oektad of tension in the body politic -- but
that line disappeared, in America, at the triaihaf "Chicago 7/8," and there is no point in
kidding ourselves, now, about Who Has the Power.

In a nation ruled by swine, all pigs are upwardbiteo-- and the rest of us are fucked
until we can put our acts together: Not necess#ilin, but mainly to keep from Losing
Completely. We owe that to ourselves and our cegelf-image as something better than a
nation of panicked sheep. . . but we owe it esfigd@ our children, who will have to live with
our loss and all its long-term consequences. ltdeamt my son asking me, in 1984, why his
friends are calling me a "Good German."

Which gets down to a final point abdtgar & Loathing in Las Vegashave called it,
only half sarcastically, "a vile epitaph for theugrCulture of the Sixties," and I think it is. This
whole twisted saga is a sort of Atavistic Endeaaaiream-trip into the past -- however recent --
that was only half successful. | think we both ustieod, all along, that we were running a hell
of a risk by laying a sixties trip on Las VegadBv1. . . and that neither one of us would ever
pass this way again.

So we pushed it as far as we could, and we suvverhich means something, | guess,
but not much beyond a good story and now, havimgdi written it, and humping a reluctant
salute to that decade that started so high andvieenso brutally sour, | don't see much choice
but to lash down the screws and get on with whatttdoe done. Either that or do nothing at all
-- fall back on the Good German, Panicked Sheegdrsyne, and | don't thinkm ready for that.
At least not right now.

Because it was nice to be loose and crazy withaoa gredit card in a time when it was
possibleto run totally wild in Las Vegas and then get padwriting a book about it. . . and it
occurs to me that | probably just made it, justermttie wire and the deadline. Nobody will dare
admit this kind of behavior in print if Nixon wireggain in '72.

The Swine are gearing down for a serious workioigtttme around. Four more years of
Nixon means four more years of John Mitchell -- &t more years of Mitchell means another
decade or more of bureaucratic fascism that wik®entrenched, by 1976, that nobody will feel
up to fighting it. We will feel too old by then,ddeaten, and by then even the Myth of the Road
will be dead -- if only for lack of exercise. Thesdl not be any wild-eyed, dope-sucking
anarchists driving around the country in fireapele convertibles if Nixon wins again in '72.

There will not even be any convertibles, much Esgdope. And all the anarchists will
be locked up in rehabilitation pens. The internaldrotel-chain lobby will ram a bill thru



congress, setting mandatory death penalties faraumping a hotel bill -- and death by
castration & whipping if the deed is done in VegHse only legal high will be supervised
Chinese acupuncture, in government hospitals & $2fay -- with Martha Mitchell as Secretary
of Health, Education & Welfare, operating out déiaurious penthouse on top of the Walter
Reed Army Hospital.

So much, then, for The Road -- and for the lassjimlities of running amok in Las
Vegas& living to tell the tale. But maybe we won't reathyss it. Maybe Law & Order is really
the best way to go, after all.

Yeah. .. maybe so, and if that's the way it happe. well, at least I'll know | wdkere,
neck deep in the madness, before the deal went,dovanl got so high and wild that | felt like a
two-ton Manta Ray jumping all the way across thg BaBengal.

It was a good way to go, and | recommend it highlgt least for those who can stand the
trip. And for those who can't, or won't, there ® much else to say. Not now, and certainly not
by me, or Raoul Duke eithdfear & Loathing in Las Vegamarks the end of an era. . . and now,
on this fantastic Indian summer morning in the Reskl want to leave this noisy black machine
and sit naked on my porch for a while, in the sun.

Previously unpublished

A Conversation on Ralph Steadman and His Book,
America,with Dr. Hunter S. Thompson

HST: I'm sitting here looking at Ralph's books terrible a really rotten thing to publish.

ED.: What's wrong with it?

HST: It's embarrassing. | hate to go into the itet@his scatological scene here, with sex
organs and things. . .

ED.: You've worked with Ralph Steadman quite abit Thompson. Some of the
material in this book came out of assignments &pd you made together. How did you two
hook up in the first place?

HST: Ah, let's see. . . I ran into him at the Keakly Derby in May of 1969. | had been
looking around for an artist to go the Derby witk.rhcalled Warren Hinckle, the editor at
Scanlan'sand said, "We need somebody with a really pecskase of humor, because this is
going to be a very twisted story. It'll require syody with a serious kink in his brain.” So
Hinckle thought for a while and said, "I know julsé person for you. He's never been published
over here before. His name is Ralph Steadman, Inkesvior Private Eyein London and we'll get
him over there right away." So | went down theraeking that whatever showed up would be
pretty hard to cope with.

Ralph was a day late; he checked into the wrongir@t the wrong hotel. . . this was his
first visit to this country, by the way, the KenkydDerby. He's had four basic reasons for
coming to this country, which might explain somathabout the nature of the drawings in this
book. His first visit was for the Kentucky Derby1869. . . he hadn't been here before that. His
second gig -- also fdscanlan's- was the America's Cup yacht race at Newport,deHsland,
in 1970. The third was the 1972 Democratic Conwenitn Miami forRolling StoneAnd the



fourth was the Watergate hearings in Washingtahensummer of '73. He went to a few other
places in conjunction with those trips -- plac&e IDallas, Disneyland, Santa Fe -- but those
were mainly side trips. The assignments that sepsychological tone for his reaction to this
country were the Kentucky Derby, the America's Qdiami Beach for the Convention and
Watergate. That's a pretty heavy series of shd¢kgk, for an artist in his late twenties who
never wanted to work over here in the first place.

ED.: Why not?

HST: | dont' think he ever even liked the ided@hi$ country, much less the reality.

ED.: That shows. He seems to be horrified by Aozeri

HST: Yeah. That's one of the reasons he's furotl with -- he has a really fine, raw
sense of horror.

ED.: What is it about America that horrifies him?

HST: Everything. The only time I've ever seen halaxed and peaceful in this country
was when he and his wife came out to my place ilor@do for a while. . . But, of course, that's
total isolation; Ralph is very sensitive about prisvacy.

ED.: How does he behave in public when you've ly@@mhim?

HST: He's deceptively mild in public, although gvence in a while he'll run amok. He
behaved pretty well at the Derby, even though he dvank the whole time.

ED.: Drunk?

HST: He's constantly drunk, in public --

ED.: Does he draw on the spot?

HST: Well hesketche®n the spot, he takes a lot of photographs. He aisitite sort of
Minox-type camera. | didn't see him taking that snphotos in Miami and Washington. He used
to do more of that in the old days. Now he sketdrethe spot, but then he goes back to the
hotel and has the whole assignment finished thaesaght.

ED.: So he's very fast?

HST: Yes, it's shocking to work with him. Just abthe time I'm starting to sit down and
get to work, he's finished. It's depressing. lktate three weeks to write that Kentucky Derby
story, but Steadman did his drawings in three didgss not really a serious boozer, you know,
but when he comes over here and gets involvedesethorrible scenes, it causes him to drink
heavily.

ED.: What happened at America's Cup?

HST: Well we met in New York, flew to Newport, and the way I. . . uh. .. I had a
whole bunch of these little purple pills somebodgyl lgiven me. | knew it was going to be a
beastly goddamn assignment and | had definite gtariseeping it as unhinged as possible. . .
kind of off-balance, off-center. | had no intentioihgetting a serious story out of it. Our idea
was to drive this boat we'd chartered right int® fthce, right into the course. It was a 50-foot
sloop -- not a racing boat, but a pretty big sgilpacht. Unfortunately, the weather was so
horrible that the bastards only raced one day btitree and the scene was still going on when
we had to leave. . . for a very specific reason.

On the way up, | took one of these purple pillsjal turned out to be psilocybin | think.
They were just about right. | ended up taking tweéhoee a day, for general research purposes. . .
Steadman doesn't get at all into drugs usuallye-siokes a little now and then, but he's
horrified of anything psychedelic. He had a kingpefsonal drug crisis up there in Newport. We
spent the first two days just waiting for the weatto lift so the boats could go out. It was
intolerably dull, and on the third day he said, liveeem to be having a wonderful time in this



nightmare. | can't figure it out.” And | said, "Wedlrely on my medicine to keep totally twisted.
Otherwise, | couldn't stand this bullshit." Anded, "Well, maybe [I'll try one." At this point, |
was up to about four a day. . . So he tried on¢hink he got it down about six o'clock at night
in one of those bars in town, a yachting crowddrathe pier. And by midnight he was
completely berserk. He stayed that way for abontyisix hours, during which time we had to
leave, had to charter a plane and flee becaugeottoe were looking for us.

ED.: Why?

HST: Well, at some point the morning after we tdlot first pill -- or it might have been
the next morning, I'm not sure -- Ralph was inrsgane condition for three or four straight days
-- but at one point | decided that, in order tothatgs moving a bit, we'd sneak over to the
Australian yacht, the challeng@rretel,and paint "Fuck the Pope" on the side in hugerkettes
big as we could make them. So that wksretelboomed out of the harbor in the morning, this
brutal graffiti would be painted in such a way thabple on board, the crew members, couldn't
see it because "Fuck the Pope" would be belowdk dn the water line. . . whereas everybody
elsewoutd see it immediately from the press and spectaiats.

But there was no way to getthere, to do the paint job. It was like trying tet gnto Fort
Knox. The boats were guarded so well that the way to get near them was to come in from
the sea. Even that was sort of guarded, becausesigll lit up, and no boat of any size or any
reason to be out there at night could have maideby sea.

So we got a dinghy off the boat we were charteritgudn't rowed a boat at all for about
ten years, and | don't think Ralph headerrowed one. | ended up rowing. The boat was just
about big enough for the two of us to fit in --ery small dinghy. And we came in kind of
around the pilings on the sea-side. We were sngdkom piling to piling. We'd bought these
six cans of red spray paint from the hardware stotee town and -- no, | actually bought them
in New York, come to think of it. So, | gueskiewwhat we were going to do. Ralph was going
to be the artist and | was just rowing the boat.

Somehow we managed to get right next to the Alistrgacht. It looked like a huge,
silver knife in the water; just a giant blade, eimg machine -- not good for anything else,
absolutely stark and menacing. Particularly wheum fyad yourself down at the water line right
next to the hull -- with all the spotlights and gimaround it, up above.

We could hear people talking further back, ateahzance to the dock. It never occurred
to them that anyone would come in from the seaad trying to hold the dinghy against the side
without making any noise, while Ralph stood up paghted. And you know those spray-paint
cans have a little ball in them, and in order ta thie paint up, you have to shake it -- the little
ball bangs around inside, and it hisses just bafagaint catches and it starts to work.

It was the goddamn little ball that got us. Beeatisvas so quiet in the harbor -- the
sound of that ball bouncing around inside as Ralpiok the can up. . . And then when he
started cursing as the hissing got going, thidyeddrmed whoever was up there, and they
began to shout.

Somebody looked over the side and yelled, "Whatyau guys doing down there?" And
| said something like "Nothing, nothing at all,"datold Ralph to keep going. And then they
began to shout and a Land-Rover came speeding tteehength of the dock, lights went on
everywhere, all over the damn slip. It was a pretigh stretch to row across with all these
lights on us. But we realized we were going to haveo it -- or get jailed immediately -- so
Ralph just hung on and we took off toward the dadsnand the open sea in this dinghy with all
these people yelling at us -- and Ralph still teraible psychological condition. . .



Because this wagal fearthat came on top of everything else. When the gt hit
us, | thought they might start shooting. They wadreost insanely serious about the security.

We got away by heading out to sea, then doubladk Into the darkness of the piling
across the harbor. But we knew we had only gotteaydemporarily, because by this time
they'd seen us. . . We were in a yellow dinghy ibgilog to a yellow boat, and by dawn there
would be no question as to where we'd come from.

We were fucked; there was no doubt about it. $teadwas raving incoherently as we
rowed back to our boat; he hates violence of ang.ki. But | figured he'd hate jail even worse,
so when we got to our boat I told him to pack eargwhile | took a big flare-gun up on deck
and fired three huge parachute flares up into ifjetfs these brutes that cost about ten dollars
apiece; they go up about 100 yards, then expladdaur falling fireballs. . . the kind of things
you're never supposed to use except for seriousgemees at sea. Anyway, | fired three of
these while Ralph was packing -- twelve orangdétis that went off like twelve shotgun blasts
and lit up the whole harbor. . . Some of themdellboats and started fires, people were
shouting, leaping out of their bunks and grabbirgdxtinguishers. . . There was total chaos in
the harbor.

| went below and got my own stuff together, themhailed a passing motor launch -- it
was almost dawn by this time -- and whoever wasingthat launch agreed to give us a ride
into the shore for twenty dollars.

From there we got a cab straight to the airpadt @rartered a small plane to Boston.
Ralph was still in a really fiendish condition. M@s barefooted, out of his mind and his only
refuge was New York. | called down there and foontthatScanlan'shad folded yesterday, but
a friend of Steadman's would meet him at the airpeaid, "Now look, yothaveto meet him,
because he's in terrible condition. . . | havedadolack in Colorado today in order to file to run fo
sheriff". . . that was the deadline. So this gusead to meet Ralph at La Guardia. He went into a
raving frenzy, cursing me, cursing America. . .

ED.: Cursing?

HST: Oh yes. He was very bitter about it -- haviogt his shoes, his dignity, his sanity --
all that sort of thing. . . | put him on the plaiweNew York, then flew off to Colorado. . . and the
next time | heard from him was about a month latdren | got a letter saying he'd never come
to this country again, and certainly not as longj\aas here.

What had happened was -- | found out later --ehlveas nobody at the airport in New
York City. Nobody met him. He had no shoes, no nyohe didn't know anything about New
York. TheScanlan'sffice was closed, he couldn't even get in theoboaly answered the
phone. He borrowed ten dollars for the cab fronagemder on Forty-fifth Street. . . By this time
his mind was coming apart. | talked to one of thepie in the hotel th&canlan'sused and they
remembered this strange, wild-eyed Britisher paaiaynd the lobby, kicking the walls with his
bare feet and cursing everybody who came nearfimally, he remembered some editor -- a
friend of a friend, | think -- that he had some rection with. By this time his face and head had
turned completely purple, his feet were bleedibgvds about twenty-four hours after he arrived
that he finally got to this editor's apartment sbhow, in a state of shattered nervous hysteria.
She sort of nursed him back to health, and | thiekhad a return ticket -- he never leaves home
unless the money and a ticket are all broughtedittuse and handed to him. He has no faith in
expense reimbursement, which | think is very wise.

ED.: Have all his experiences in America been tiiat?

HST: Well, he fled Miami after two days. He cameioto cover the Democratic



Convention, but he couldn't handle Miami.

ED.: He also covered the Republican Convention. .

HST: No, he watched that on television in Londda.refused to come back to Miami,
for any reason.

ED.: Why?

HST: He couldn't stand Miami Beach. The shock teasgreat. There's a drawing in the
book that explains why. . .

ED.: Why does he submit himself to this kind giea

HST: | think he gets a perverse kind of kick oliitoHis best drawings come out of
situations where he's been most anguished. Sdbledaiely put him into shocking situations
when | work with him. I've always found that thatleen he does his best stuff. . . | took him
into the Watergate hearings completely drunk. Arehtwe had to sit down at a press table in an
aisle where the senators came in and out duringdtieg breaks. Ralph leaped up during one of
the intermissions with a beer in his hand and kedc&am Ervin off his feet. He almost got my
press pass pulled, almost got us thrown out ohdaings permanently. Sometimes he seems
unconscious of the things he's doing. People thendoesn't quite know what's going on. The
real trouble he generates comes later, when peegliee what he's done.

ED.: When they look at his drawings.

HST: Yes. When they realize they were very nickito, and then they see themselves
horribly caricatured. . . He did that to my brotloarcce.

ED.: Your brother?

HST: Yeah, we were down there at the Derby. Dawvigent to college on a football
scholarship as a linebacker -- he encouraged Raldb a sketch of him, sitting in a restaurant in
Louisville -- and Ralph did it. | thought we wereserious trouble. At that point, | maced the
waiter at the restaurant and we had to leave.

ED.: Mace? Younacedhim?

HST: Yeah, | maced the waiter. He was a surlydsdstand | figured a shot of Mace
would be good for him -- and for us, too.

ED.: What provoked you?

HST: It was just an argument we got into with waater. I'm not sure how it developed. |
maced him right after Ralph had done this drawihigny brother. All of a sudden we had
something new to cope with. In fact, we had to éetihe restaurant immediately.

ED.: Ralph's kinda like Clark Kent, you know. Hastthat mild-mannered disguise.

HST: Yes. | wonder what would show on his chestefcould do a drawing of him
ripping back the shirt. . . maybe an adder or aiamng or a Gila monster. . .

ED.: Yes. The kind that sits still for hours aheén kills you.

HST: With a flip of the tongue. . . yes, | thinkzéla monster would be appropriate. A
gila monster with a ballpoint pen for a tongue.

ED.: Ralph works in ball-point?

HST: I'm not sure. . . As | recall, he uses claaill big, bright pencils; and when he's
carrying those big pads around with him, it sets bff from almost anybody he's near.

ED.: Do people go up and look at what he's doing?

HST: No, because he works so fast and he contestsa intensely. It would be like
harassing a TV cameraman. There's something &teatiman that warns people not to
interfere with him when he's working.

ED.: Why do you like to work with him? Would yoather work with Ralph than a



photographer?

HST: Definitely. Photographers generally get ia Way of stories. Steadman has a way
of becoming part of the story. And | like to semys through his eyes. He gives me a
perspective that | wouldn't normally have becauwss shocked at things | tend to take for
granted. Photographers just run around suckingwfheng they can focus on and don't talk
much about what they're doing. Photographers ganticipate in the story. They all can act, but
very few of them think. Steadman thinks more lik@réer; | can communicate with him. He
comes to grips with a story sort of the same wdg.l. . | don't mean that we always agree on
what somebodiookslike. But we can go to the Watergate hearingsirfstance, and he'll be
shaken and repulsed by something that happensraedhe@ points it out to me, I'll agree with
him.

ED.: What is it about America that you think she¢km most?

HST: I think it's the lack of subtlety and theKkaaf the traditional British attempt to
cover up the warts, or explain them away somehovnherica, we decorate the warts, sell
them, cultivate them. . . I'm looking at this dragiihe did in Vegas of all those cops standing in
the lobby.

ED.: Is it the people who shock him?

HST: Yeah. The extreme types -- cowboys and bainmed cops, horrible Southern
drunkards at the Kentucky Derby and gross degesgematMiami beach. Of course that's all he's
seen on these experiences.

ED.: He's had a one-sided look at things, tragehth you.

HST: That's true. It's been pretty hard for him. .

ED.: Couldn't be worse.

HST: Only if he'd traveled with Charlie Mansonprebody like that. . . Ralph seems to
work much better when he's genuinely offended. Arellearned now | can just kinda chuckle
when | see something, and even if it's not worthing, I'll think, "Ah-hah, this'll really give the
bastard a jolt. . ." So I'll make sure he has taframt it.

ED.: He needs to be in jeopardy?

HST: | think that's part of the reason the Vegaskiworked so well. That sense of being
in jeopardy ran all through it. I think he idengifi very strongly with it. There's no substitute for
that horrified adrenalin rush.

There's a paranoid flash in a lot of his works tde has a paranoid side to him: "People
are lying to me; that cant be true. . . if Thompsaws | should turn right here, probably | should
turn left. . ." He gets very confused about thilikgs that. But he's fun to work with. I think he
deliberately gets himself in situations that | h&weet him out of, so | have to worry about him.
That thing at the Watergate is a perfect examjilepagh | didn't rescue him then, | knew what
was going to happen.

ED.: You didn't rescue him?

HST: Well, | pulled him out after a while -- bubtrwhen he jumped up and crashed
through a line of marshals around Ervin and knodkedinto the TV cameras. It was a narrow
aisle between the press table and the TV. . .stallaheir machinery really, all the hardware.

ED.: Who would you compare him to in the histofyad? What do you think of him,
objectively?

HST: George Grosz, | guess. That's who | thinkgift away. And. . . Hogarth. . . or
maybe Pat Oliphant today. . .

ED.: Do you think he's given us an accurate pibrdfaAmerica?



HST: Well, I'm not sure Hogarth was entirely olijge but, yes, there's an element of
reality, even in Ralph's most grotesque drawingscéiches things. Using a sort of venomous,
satirical approach, he exaggerates the two or thiegs that horrify him in a scene or situation.
.. And you can say that these people didn't Idactlylike that, but when you can look at them
again it seems pretty damn close. All the copsiénMegas hotel lobby are wearing the same
plaid Bermuda shorts, and they're uglier than aoyg of mutants you'd see at a bad insane
asylum -- you know, for the criminally insane. Blbok back on that scene and | know they
weren't much different, really. They had on diffgreolored shirts and they werealt crazy and
dangerous-looking -- but he caught the one or tisbndjuishing characteristics among them: the
beady eyes, burr haircuts, weasel teeth, beeebelfiyou exaggerate those four characteristics,
you get a pretty grizzly drawing. . .

ED.: He is a realist, then. . .

HST: Oh yes. By way of exaggeration and selediatesquery. His view of reality is
not entirely normal. Ralph sees through the glasg darkly. He doesn't merely render a scene,
heinterpretsit, from his own point of view. For instance, hé the senators should be on trial at
the Watergate hearings. He was convinced thatwiteeg totally corrupt. Corruption in its
broadest sense seems to be the thing that shaokanu gets him cranked more than anything
else. . . congenital corruption. . . on a leveldayond police payoffs or political bribery. . .
deeply corrupt people, performing essentially goractions, in the name of law and order.

ED.: Do you plan any further projects together?

HST: The trial of Nixon would be a nice trip fore8dman.

ED.: In the Senate?

HST: Yes. Nixon doesn't have to be in the dockceording to law -- but it's possible that
he might be. . . and | think that would be an idgaty for Ralph. Or maybe a very expensive
wedding in the South -- Old, incestuous familibé&gs like that -- or a carnival scene, like a
traveling carnival, with sideshows at country fairsand I think he could get off pretty harshly
on an L.A. gang rape or a sex orgy on Beekman Rtaew York. . . There's a kind of wild
theme in his drawings: decadence, corruption, inafitgr . . like these horrible people in plastic
hats standing outside the Kennedy Memorial in Bal@bscenity in its broadest sense is another
hallmark of the things that shock him. . . | thimk sees all of Dallas and Texas and even all of
America as obscene, or at least a mockery of vitstiould be -- the way it claims to be, from
his point of view. He probably thinks it was doonfeam the start. He has that King-George-lli
notion of America.

ED,: Yes, as an Englishman. . . We fucked up ftieenbeginning. We should have stayed
with those guys.

HST: Right. A bunch of crude upstarts -- couldmke it work. Maybe Ralph should
spend more time at Shriners conventions. | noteeaught one of those in Dallas. We should
lock him in a hotel at the National Shriners Corti@nin Duluth for a whole week. . . Jesus, that
might be a terminal shock. . . or he'd come up w@ime fantastic drawings. He works best when
you put him in a situation where he's borderindlipping out, but not quite, you know -- where
he can still function.

ED.: It's the old edge.

HST: Why not? It's a nice place to work. . . Wihers comfortable and not stunned or
appalled at what he's seeing, then he doesn'tsdodst stuff. . . it's not bad, but it doesn't have
that. . .

ED.: Doesn't have the bite.



HST: Well, that's probably true, but you can'testpa mind like Ralph's to stay up on the
wire all the time;it's too fucking painful, even when you do it iroshdoses. But Steadman has
pretty good sense about that, so | figure he'lpk@e edge for a while. . . which is a good thing
for me, because there's nobody I'd rather work.with

--June 1974
Americaby Ralph Steadman,
San Francisco, Straight Arrow Press, 1974

Strange Rumblings in Aztlan

The. . . Murder. . . and Resurrection of Ruben Satear by the Los Angeles County
Sheriff's Department. . . Savage Polarization & thévlaking of a Martyr. . . Bad News for
the Mexican-American. . . Worse News for the Pig...And Now the New Chicano. . . Riding
a Grim New Wawve. . . The Rise of the Batos Locos. Brown Power and a Fistful of Reds. . .
Rude Politics in the Barrio. . . Which Side Are YouOn. . . Brother?. . . There Is No More
Middleground. . . No Place to Hide on Whittier Bouévard. . . No Refuge from the
Helicopters. . . No Hope in the Courts. . . No Peaavith the Man. . . No Leverage
Anywhere. . . and No Light at the End of This Tunné . . Nada. . .

Morning comes hard to the Hotel Ashmun; this isaplace where the guests spring
eagerly out of bed to greet the fresh new day.dButhis particular morning everybody in the
place is awake at the crack of dawn: There isribterpounding and shrieking in the hallway,
near room No. 267. Some junkie has ripped the dudrloff the communal bathroom, and now
the others can't get in -- so they are trying tkkhe door down. The voice of the manager
wavers hysterically above the din: "Come on noWase-- do | have to call the sheriff?" The
reply comes hard and fast: "You filthy gabacho pgu call the fuckin sheriff and I'll cut your
fuckin throat." And now the sound of wood crackinggre screaming, the sound of running feet
outside my door, No. 267.

The door is locked, thank Christ -- but how can gay for sure in a place like the Hotel
Ashmun? Especially on a morning like this with almod wild junkies locked out of the hall
bathroom and maybe knowing that No. 267 is the omdyn within lunging distance that has a
private bath. It is the best in the house, at $a.8@ht, and the lock on the door is brand new.
The old one was ripped out about 12 hours eajlist before | checked in.

The desk clerk had gone to a lot of trouble torgetinto this room. His key wouldn't fit
the new lock. "Jesus Christ!" he kept mutteringhiSTkeyhasto fit! This is a brand newale
lock." He stared balefully at the bright new key in hiadha

"Yeah," | said. "But that key is for\&Webstetock."

"By God you'reight!" he exclaimed. And he rushed off, leaving us stapthere in the
hallway with big chunks of ice in our hands. "Whkat'rong with that guy?" | asked. "He seems
out of control -- all this sweating and grapplinglgabbering. . ."

Benny Luna laughed. "Man, he's nervous! You thitsknormalfor him to be lettin four
nasty lookin Chicanos into his best room at threthé morning? With all of us carryin chunks
of ice and funny-lookin leather bags?" He was staigg around the hall, convulsed with
laughter. "Man, this guy iBeaked!He doesn't knowhat'sgoin on!"



"ThreeChicanos," said Oscar. "And one hillbilly."

"You didn't tell him | was a writer, did you?" $ked. I'd noticed Oscar talking to the
man, a tall sort of defeated looking Germanic typé,| hadn't paid much attention.

"No, but he recognizehe,"Oscar replied. "He said, 'You're the lawyer, argolt?' So |
said That's right, and | want your best room Fas gabacho friend of mine." He grinned.
"Yeah, he knowsomething'svrong with this scene, but he doesn't know whaesehguys are
scared okverythingnow. Every merchant on Whittier Boulevard is sue&stiving on borrowed
time, so they go all to pieces at the first sigmoything strange going on. It's been this way ever
since Salazar."

The room clerk/manager/keeper/etc, suddenly raditiake hallway corner with the right
key, and let us into the room. It was a winner ra@down echo of a place | stayed in a few
years ago in the slums of Lima, Peru. | can't tdhalname of that place, but | remember that all
the room keys were attached to big wooden knobatdhe size of grapefruits, too big to fit in a
pocket. | thought about suggesting this to our mahe Hotel Ashmun, but he didn't wait
around for tips or small-talk. He was gone in aliladeaving us alone to deal with a quart of rum
and God only knows what else. . . We put the ic& lirasin next to the bed and chopped it up
with a huge rigging knife. The only music was aetapssette dfet It Bleed.

What better music for a hot night on Whittier Bexdrd in 19717 This has not been a
peaceful street, of late. And in truth it wasverpeaceful. Whittier is to the vast Chicabarrio
in East Los Angeles what the Sunset Strip is tdyaod. This is where the street action lives:
The bars, the hustlers, the drug market, the wherasd also the riots, the trashings, killings,
gassings, the sporadic bloody clashes with thedhatenmon enemy: The cops, the Pigs, the
Man, that blue-crusted army of fearsome gabachapsdrom the East L.A. Sheriff's
Department.

The Hotel Ashmun is a good place to stay if yomtita get next to whatever's happening
on Whittier Boulevard. The window of No. 267 is abd5 feet above the sidewalk and just a
few blocks west on the Silver Dollar Cafe, a nordgs$ tavern that is not much different from
any of the others nearby. There is a pool tabtberrear, a pitcher of beer sells for a dollar, and
the faded Chicano barmaid rolls dice with the parim keep the jukebox going. Low number
pays, and nobody seems to care who selects the. musi

We had been in there earlier, when not much wppédrang. It was my first visit in six
months, since early September when the place wiasstid with the stench of CS gas and
fresh varnish. But now, six months later, the Siellar had aired out nicely. No blood on the
floor, no ominous holes in the ceiling. The onlynieder of my other visit was a thing hanging
over the cash register that we all noticed immedjjatt was a black gas mask, staring blindly
out at the room-- and below the gas mask was & Btardprinted sign that said: "In memory of
August 29, 1970."

Nothing else, no explanation. But no explanati@s wecessary -- at least not to anybody
likely to be found drinking in the Silver Dollarh& customers are locals: Chicanos and barrio
people -- and every one of them is acutely awarehaft happened in the Silver Dollar Cafe on
August 29, 1970.

That was the day that Ruben Salazar, the promihdexican-American” columnist for
the Los Angele3imesand News Director for bilingual KMEX-TV, walked mthe place and
sat down on a stool near the doorway to order alee/ould never drink. Because just about
the time the barmaid was sliding his beer acrosd#r a Los Angeles County Sheriff's deputy
named Tom Wilson fired a tear gas bomb througHrtihre door and blew half of Ruben



Salazar's head off. All the other customers escapethe back exit to the alley, but Salazar
never emerged. He died on the floor in a cloud $fgas -- and when his body was finally
carried out, hours later, his name was alreadydaed into martyrdom. Within 24 hours, the
very mention of the name "Ruben Salazar" was entughovoke tears and fist-shaking tirades
not only along Whittier Boulevard but all over EasA.

Middle-aged housewives who had never thought@itelves as anything but
lame-status "Mexican-Americans" just trying to bgtin a mean Gringo world they never made
suddenly found themselves shouting "Viva La Razgublic. And their husbands -- quiet
Safeway clerks and lawn-care salesmen, the lowmestrenst expendable cadres in the Great
Gabacho economic machine -- were volunteeringgufy;yes, to stand up in court, or
wherever, and calling themselves Chicanos. The thtaxican-American" fell massively out of
favor with all but the old and conservative -- dhd rich. It suddenly came to mean "Uncle
Tom." Or, in the argot of East L.A. -- "Tio Tacd he difference between a Mexican-American
and a Chicano was the difference between a Negta &iack.

All this has happened very suddenly. Too suddénlynost people. One of the basic
laws of politics is that Action Moves Away from tienter. The middle of the road is only
popular when nothing is happening. And nothingaerihas been happening politically in East
L.A. for longer than most people can remember. lLéintimonths ago the whole place was a
colorful tomb, a vast slum full of noise and chéeaipor, a rifle shot away from the heart of
downtown Los Angeles. The barrio, like Watts, ituatly a part of the city core-- while places
like Hollywood and Santa Monica are separate estifThe Silver Dollar Cafe is a ten-minute
drive from City Hall. The Sunset Strip is a 30-nmtimsgprint on the Hollywood Freeway.

Whittier Boulevard is a hell of a long way from lHavood, by any measure. There is no
psychic connection at all. After a week in the btsad East L.A. | felt vaguely guilty about
walking into the bar in the Beverly Hills Hotel anddering a drink -- as if | didn't quite belong
there, and the waiters all knew it. | had beenetmafore, under different circumstances, and felt
totally comfortable. Or almost. There is no way.towell, to hell with that. The point is thatshi
time | feltdifferent.| was oriented to a completely different world 5 rhiles away.

MARCHA FOR LA JUSTICIA

THERE ARE NO POLICE COMMUNITY RELATIONS IN THE CHICA NO COMMUNITIES . NoO,
EVER SINCE THE POLICE RIOT ON AUGUST 29th IT HAS BECOME TOO OBVIOUS TO IGNORE THE
FACT THAT THE LAPD, THE SHERIFFS, AND THE HIGHWAY PATROL HAVE FOR YEARS BEEN
SYSTEMATICALLY TRYING TO DESTROY THE TRUE SPIRIT OF OUR PEOPLE. IN THE PAST, POLICE
HAVE BROKEN UP EVERY ATTEMPT OF OUR PEOPLE TO GET J USTICE, THEY HAVE BEATEN
YOUNG STUDENTS PROTESTING POOR EDUCATION, RAIDED OFFICES, ARRESTED LEADERS,
CALLED US COMMUNISTIC AND GANGSTERS IN THE PRESS , AND EVERYTHING ELSE ON THE
STREETS WHEN THE PRESS WAS GONE

EVEN MORE INSIDIOUS THAN THE DIRECT POLITICAL REPRES SION AGAINST LEADERS
AND DEMONSTRATIONS IS THE CONTINUOUS ATTACKS ON THE EVERYDAY LIFE OF PEOPLE IN
THE BARRIOS . ALMOST EVERY MONTH EACH BARRIO HAS SUFFERED THROUGH AT LEAST ONE
CASE OF SEVERE BRUTALITY OR MURDER AND THEN STRUGGL ED TO DEFEND FRIENDS AND
WITNESSES WHO FACE BUM RAPS. ONE WEEK IT 'S SAN FERNANDO, THEN LINCOLN HEIGHTS,
EAST L.A., VENICE, THE HARBOR AND POMONA. . . THEY HIT ONE BARRIO AT ATIME , TRYING
TO BREAK OUR UNITY AND SPIRIT .

ON AUGUST 29th, THROUGH ALL OF OUR BARRIOS WERE DEMONSTRATIONS FOR PEACE



AND JUSTICE AND THE POLICE RIOTED AND ATTACKED . OUT OF FEAR, THEY INSTALLED
MARTIAL LAW , ARRESTING AND ABUSING HUNDREDS OF COMMUNITY PEOPLE . THEY KILLED
GILBERTO DIAZ,LYNN WARD, AND RUBEN SALAZAR , THE MAN WHO COULD TELL OUR STORY
TO THE NATION AND THE WORLD .

WE MUST NOT FORGET THE LESSON OF AUGUST 29TH, THAT THE MAJOR SOCIAL AND
POLITICAL ISSUE WE FACE IS POLICE BRUTALITY . SINCE THE 29TH POLICE ATTACKS HAVE
BEEN WORSE, EITHER THE PEOPLE CONTROL THE POLICE , OR WE ARE LIVING IN A POLICE
STATE.

WE MUST NOT ALLOW THE POLICE TO BREAK OUR UNITY .WE MUST CARRY ON THE
SPIRIT OF RUBEN AND SALAZAR AND EXPOSE THIS BRUTALITY TO THE NATION AND  THE
WORLD . THE CHICANO MORATORIUM COMMITTEE CALLS UPON YOU TO SUPPORT OUR
NON-VIOLENT MARCH FOR JUSTICE THROGH THE BARRIOS OF THE GREATER L OSANGELES
AREA.

CARAVANS WILL BE COMING FROM DOZENS OF CITIES AND AR OUND OUR BARRIOS. WE
WILL ALL MEET AT THE E.L.A. SHERIFF'S SUB-STATION ON 3rd STREET BETWEEN FETTERLY
AND Woo0DS. AT 11:00 AM JANUARY 31, 1971. Join your local caravan. For further
information calL 268-6745.

-- Handbill from the National Chicano Moratorium C ommittee

My first night in the Hotel Ashmun was not restflihe others had left around five, then
there was the junkie eruption at seven. . . folldag hour later by a thundering, low-fidelity
outburst of wailing Norteno music from the jukelioxhe Boulevard Cafe across the street. . .
and then, about nine-thirty, | was jerked up adpia series of loud whistles from the sidewalk
right under my window, and a voice calling, "Huhdfake-up, man! Let's get moving."

Holy jesus! | thought. Only three people in therld&know where | am right now, and
they're all asleep. Who else could have trackedontigis place? | bent the metal slats of the
Venetian blind apart just enough to look down atdtreet and see Rudy Sanchez, Oscar's quiet
little bodyguard, looking up at my window and wayiargently: "Come on out, man, it's time.
Oscar and Benny are up the street at the Sweethiéatts the bar on the corner where you see
all those people in front. We'll wait for you the@K? You awake?"

"Sure I'm awake," | said. "I've been sitting hewaating for you lazy criminal bastards.
Why do Mexicans need so much fucking sleep?"

Rudy smiled and turned away. "We'll waiting for you, man. We're gonna be drinkin a
hell of a lot of bloody marys and you know the rale have down here."

"Never mind that," | muttered. "I need a shower."

But my room had no shower. And somebody, thattniggd managed to string a naked
copper wire across the bathtub and plug it intockst underneath the basin outside the
bathroom door. For what reason? Demon Rum, | hadew® Here | was in the best room in the
house, looking for the shower and finding only &etgified bathtub. And no place to
righteously shave -- in the best hotel on the skipally | scrubbed my face with a hot towel and
went across the street to the Sweetheart Lounge.

Oscar Acosta, the Chicano lawyer, was there; tepan the bar, talking idly with some
of the patrons. Of the four people around him ratheir late twenties -- two were ex-cons, two
were part-time dynamite freaks and known fire-borapand three of the four were veteran
acid-eaters. Yet none of this surfaced in the cosaten. The talk was political, but only in
terms of the courtroom. Oscar was dealing with Inyperpolitical trials at the same time.



In one, the trial of the "Biltmore Six," he wadeleding six young Chicanos who'd been
arrested for trying to burn down the Biltmore Hatek night about a year ago, while Governor
Ronald Reagan was delivering a speech there ibat@om. Their guilt or innocence was
immaterial at this point, because the trial hadettgyed into a spectacular attempt to overturn the
entire Grand Jury selection system. In the preogeaionths, Acosta had subpoenaed every
Superior Court Judge in Los Angeles County andsseox@mined all 109 of them at length,
under oath, on the subject of their "racism." Isvaawretched affront to the whole court system,
and Acosta was working overtime to make it as wredicas possible. Here were these hundred
and nine old men, thegadges,compelled to take time out from whatever they waing and
go into another courtroom to take the stand ang dearges of "racism” from an attorney they
all loathed.

Oscar's contention, throughout, was that all Gramnges are racist, since all grand jurors
have to be recommended by Superior Court Judgelsc-naturally tend to recommend people
they know personally or professionally. And thatrgfore no ratbastard Chicano street crazy, for
instance, could possibly be indicted by "a jurnhi peers.” The implications of a victory in this
case were so obvious, so clearly menacing to the sgstem, that interest in the verdict had
filtered all the way down to places like the Bowday, the Silver Dollar and the Sweetheart. The
level of political consciousness is not normallghin these places -- especially on Saturday
mornings -- but Acosta's very presence, no matt@rerhe goes or what he seems to be doing, is
so grossly political that anybody who wants to tallkhim has to figure out some way to deal on
a meaningful political level.

"The thing is to never talk down," he says. "W trying to win votes out here. Hell,
that trip's been done, it's over. The idea now iméake peopléhink. Force them to think. And
you can't do that by walking around slapping steaa@n the back and buying them beers." Then
grinning. "Unless you happen to be babbling drungtoned. Which is certainly not my style; |
want to make that one thing very clear."

But today the talk was easy, with no ulterior podi. "Say, Oscar," somebody asked.
"How do we stand on that Grand Jury thing? Whatfschances?"

Acosta shrugged. "We'll win. Maybe not on thisdewut well win on appeal.”

"That's good, man. | hear you're really workin ontthe bastards."

"Yeah, we're fuckin em over. But that one miglketanother year. Right now we have to
think about Corky's trial. It starts Tuesday."

"Corky's in town?" The interest is obvious. Head® to listen. Rudy eases back a few
feet so he can watch the whole bar, scanning ttesfeor any that might deo interested.
Paranoia is rampant in the barrio: Informers. Na#Assassins -- who knows? And Rudolfo
"Corky" Gonzales is a definite heavy, prime targeta frame or a set-up. A scholarly,
soft-spoken ex-boxer, his Denver-based "Crusadéustice" is one of the fewable Chicano
political organizations in the country. Gonzalea igoet, a street-fighter, a theorist, an organizer
and the most influential "Chicano leader” in themioy next to Cesar Chavez.

Whenever Corky Gonzales appears in East L.A.enlf to stand trial on a misdemeanor
weapons bust -- the level of political tensiongiseticeably. Gonzales has a very intense
following in the barrio. Most of his supporters ging: Students, dropouts, artists, poets,
crazies -- the people whespectCesar Chavez, but who can't realateto church-going
farmworkers.

"This weekend is going to be hell,” Oscar had takithe night before. "Whenever
Corky's in town, my apartment turns into a fuckiog. | have to go to a motel to get any sleep.



Shit, | can't stay all night arguing radical pa#iwhen I have to be in court the next morning.
These wild-eyed fuckers show up at all hours; thryg wine, joints, acid, mescaline, guns. . .
Jesus, Corky wouldn't dare take that kind of ri$&'s already here, but | don't know where he's
staying. He's checked into some kind of goddamnddglinn or something, about five miles out
on Rosemeade, but he won't tell anybody where-itnet even me, his lawyer." He smiled,
"And that's pretty shrewd, because if | knew whezavas | might go over some night all twisted
and crazy about calling a general strike at dawspme other dangerous bullshit that would
freak him."

He nodded, smiling lazily down at his drink. "Asnatter of fact, havebeen thinking
about calling a general strike. The movement igastdamn splintered right now that almost
anything would help. Yeah, maybe | should write Kaa speech along those lines, then call a
press conference for tomorrow afternoon in theesidollar.” He laughed bitterly and called for
another bloody mary.

Acosta has been practicing law in the barrio foe¢ years. | met him a bit earlier than
that, in another era which hardly matters heregpkthat it might be a trifle less than fair to run
this story all the way out to the end without sgyat least once, for the record, that Oscar is an
old friend and occasional antagonist. | first miet,has | recall, in a bar called "The Daisy Duck"
in Aspen, when he lumbered up to me and startadgabout "ripping the system apart like a
pile of cheap hay," or something like that. . . &nemember thinking, "Well, here's another one
of those fucked-up, guilt-crazed dropout lawyeosfrSan Francisco -- some dingbat who ate
one too many tacos and decided he was really Emilfapata.”

Which was OK, I felt, but it was a hard act to tienin Aspen in that high white summer
of 1967. That was the era of Sergeant Pepper,uhedistic Pillow and the original Buffalo
Springfield. It was a good year for everybody -farmostpeople, anyway. There were
exceptions, as always. Lyndon Johnson was oneQandr Acosta was another. For entirely
different reasons. That was not a good summer tather the President of the United States or
an angry Mexican lawyer in Aspen.

Oscar didn't hang around long. He washed dishes While, did a bit of construction
work, bent the County Judge out of shape a fewgjritieen took off for Mexico to "get serious."
The next thing | heard, he was working for the pubefender's office in L.A. That was
sometime around Christmas of 1968, which was mutaal year for anybody -- except Richard
Nixon and perhaps Oscar Acosta. Because by that@star was beginning to find his own
track. He was America's only "Chicano lawyer," kplained in a letter, and he liked it. His
clients were all Chicanos and most were "politmahinals,” he said. And if they were guilty it
was only because they were "doing what had to be.do

That's fine, | said. But | couldn't really getant. | was allfor it, you understand, but
only on the basis of a personal friendsivfmstof my friends are into strange things | don't
totally understand -- and with a few shameful exiogs | wish them all well. Who am |, after
all, to tell some friend he shouldn't change hisi@do Oliver High, get rid of his family and join
a Satanism cult in Seattle? Or to argue with andtiend who wants to buy a single-shot
Remington Fireball so he can go out and shoot tops a safe distance?

Whatever's right, | say. Never fuck with a friesntdead by accident. And if their private
trips get out of control now and then -- well, ydo what has to be done.

Which more or less explains how | suddenly foungetf involved in the murder of
Ruben Salazar. | was up in Portland, Oregon, atiitine, trying to cover the National American
Legion Convention and the Sky River Rock Festitdha same time. . . and | came back to my



secret room in the Hilton one night to find an 'eBmgmessage” to call Mr. Acosta in Los
Angeles.

| wondered how he had managed to track me dowortiand. But | knew, somehow,
what he was calling about. | had seen the Mifnesthat morning, with the story of Salazar's
death, and even at a distance of 2000 miles it géhee powerful stench. The problem was not
just a gimp or a hole in the story; the whole gaddadhing was wrong. It made no sense at all.

The Salazar case had a very special hook in ittiNd he was a Mexican or a Chicano,
and not even Acosta's angry insistence that the kag killed him in cold blood and that nobody
was going to do anything about it. These wereralper ingredients for an outrage, but from my
own point of view the most ominous aspect of Osca#tory was his charge that the police had
deliberately gone out on the streets and killeejprter who'd been giving them trouble. If this
was true, it meant the ante was being upped dadisti¥Vhen the cops declare open season on
journalists, when they feel free to declare anyeaa "unlawful protest” a free fire zone, that
will be a very ugly day -- and not just for jourisss.

For thirteen devastated blocks, darkened storesdstaping, show windows smashed. Traffic
signs, spent shotgun shells, chunks of brick andrete littered the pavement. A pair of sofas,
gutted by fire, smouldered at a curbside splashigal blood. In the hot blaze of police flares,
three Chicano youths swaggered down the ruineestreley brother,” one yelled to a black
reporter, "was this better than Watts?"

-- NewsweekFeb. 15, 71

Ruben Salazar is a bonafide martyr now -- not anlyast L.A., but in Denver and Santa
Fe and San Antonio, throughout the Southwest. &hgth and breadth of Aztlan -- the
"conquered territories" that came under the yok&mfigo occupation troops more than 100
years ago, when "vendido politicians in Mexico Gitjd out to the US" in order to call off the
invasion that Gringo history books refer to as'tdexican-American War." (Davy Crockett,
Remember the Alamo, etc.)

As a result of this war, the US government wasdeabout half of what was then the
Mexican nation. This territory was eventually brokep into what is now the states of Texas,
New .Mexico, Arizona and the southern half of Galiia. This is Aztlan, more a concept than a
real definition. But even as a concept it has gaked a whole generation of young Chicanos to
a style of political action that literally terrieheir Mexican-American parents. Between 1968
and 1970 the "Mexican-American Movement" went tigtothe same drastic changes and heavy
trauma that had earlier afflicted the "Negro CRights Movement" in the early Sixties. The
split was mainly along generational lines, andfifgt "young radicals" were overwhelmingly
the sons and daughters of middle-class Mexican-faes who had learned to live with "their
problem."”

At this stage, the Movement was basically intellat The word "Chicano” was forged
as a necessary identity for the people of Aztlameither Mexicans nor Americans, but a
conquered Indian/Mestizo nation sold out like stabg its leaders and treated like indentured
servants by its conquerers. Not even their langwagedefinable, much less their identity. The
language of East L.A. is a speedy sortlodlo mixture of Mexican Spanish and California
English. You can sit in the Boulevard Cafe on Wéitbn a Saturday morning and hear a young
Chicano ex-con explaining to his friends: "This dathn gabacro parole officer tells me | have
to get the sewing machine back. | talked to thaldgonn vendido and the vieja tambien, and



they tell me don't worry, we won't say nothing thaiuld send you back to the joint. But the
gabacho keeps pushin me. What can | do?" And th&tdenly noticing a vagrant gringo nearby,
he finishes the whole story in rapid, angry Spanish

There are a lot of ex-cons in the Movement noan@lwith a whole new element -- the
"Batos Locos.'And the only difference, really, is that the ex-s@me old enough to have done
time for the same things tatos locodaven't been arrested for, yet. Another differaadbat
the ex-cons are old enough to frequent the actos dlong Whittier, while most of thmatos
locosare still teenagers. They drink heavily, but nathie Boulevard or the Silver Dollar. On
Friday night you will find them sharing quarts efeet Key Largo in the darkness of some
playground in the housing project. And along whk tvine, they eat Seconal -- which is
massively available in the barrio, and also chedmick or so for a rack of five reds, enough to
fuck anybodyup. Seconal is one of the few drugs on the mat&gal( or otherwise) that is flat
guaranteed to turn yaunean Especially with wine on the side and a few "whité&gnnies, for a
chaser. This is the kind of diet that makes a mantwo go out and stomp people. . . the only
other people I've ever seen heavily into the red&filvine diet are the Hell's Angels.

The results are about the same. The Angels watltbgded and then snarl around
looking for somebody to chain-whip. Thatos locoget loaded and start looking for their own
kind of action (burning a store, rat-packing a eiggr stealing some cars for a night of
high-speed cruising on the freeways). The acti@imeost always illegal, usually violent -- but
only recently has it become "political.”

Perhaps the main Movement/focus in the barriogtllays is the politicalization of the
batos locosThe term translates literally as "crazy guys," inttarsh political terms it translates
as "street crazies," teenage wildmen who have mgtto lose except their hostility and a vast
sense of doom and boredom with the world as theykh "These guys aren't afraid of the
pigs,” a Chicano activist told me. "Hell, thiglye a fight with the pigs. Thewantit. And there's
a hell of a lot of 'em, man. Maybe two hundred gend. If we can organize these guys, man, we
can move ommanybody'

But thebatos locosare not easily organized. For one thing, they'igehessly ignorant
about politics. They hate politicians -- even Cheoliticians. They are also very young, very
hostile, and when you get them excited they aed\liko do almost anything -- especially when
they're full of wine and reds. One of the first dwettempts to bring thieatos locosnto the new
Chicano politics was the mass rally against pdbicgality last January 31st. The organizers took
great care to make sure the thing would be peacEfea word went out all over the barrio that
“"this one has to be cool -- no riot, no violend® ftruce was arranged with the East L.A. sheriff's
department; the cops agreed to "keep a low probiat, they nonetheless sand-bagged and
barricaded the sheriff's substation right nextodite of the rally in Belvedere Park.

Writing in The Nation, a Chicago priest named lavi Gomez described the scene as
the rally gathered steam: "Despite the tensioresad atmosphere prevailed as Chicanos sat on
the scarred grass of the park's soccer field @tehled while barrio speakers aired grievances of
police brutality and the gringo occupation of Antl®scar Acosta gave the most rousing talk of
the afternoonYa es tiempolhe time is now! There's only one issue. Not padibase. We are
going to be clubbed over the head for as long abwedecause we're Chicanos! The real issue
is nuestra tierraour land. Some people call us rebels and revolaties. Don't believe it.
Emiliano Zapata was a revolutionary because hehibagainst other Mexicans. But we are not
fighting our own people but gringos! We are notrtgyto overturn our own government. We
don't have a government! Do you think there wowdgblice helicopters patrolling our



communities day and night if anybody consideredeas citizens with rights!™

The rally was peaceful -- all the way to the dddt then, when fighting broke out
between a handful of Chicanos and jittery copstineathousand younbatos locoseacted by
making a frontal assault on the cop headquartetsnocks, bottles, clubs, bricks and everything
else they could find. The cops withstood the atfaclabout an hour, then swarmed out of the
place with a stunning show of force that includieithd deadly buckshot balls out of 12-gauge
shotguns straight into the crowd. The attackeis ttheough the backstreets to Whittier
Boulevard, and trashed the street again. The coyssied, firing shotguns and pistols at point
blank range. After two hours of street warfare, tthlewas one dead, 303 serious injuries and a
little less than a half million dollars' worth odhage -- including 78 burned and battered police
cars.

The entire L.A. power structure was outraged. Are@lChicano Moratorium Committee
was aghast. The rally's main organizer -- 24-yddiRmsalio Munoz, a former president of the
UCLA student body -- was so shocked by the ouththetthe reluctantly agreed -- with the
sheriff -- that any further mass rallies would be tangerous. "We will have to find a new way
of expressing grievances," said a spokesman famtire moderate Congress of
Mexican-American Unity. "From now on the coursel g to play a low profile.”

But nobody spoke for theatos locos- except maybe the sheriff. "This violence was not
caused by outsiders," he said, "but by memberseoChicano community! They can't say we
provoked them this time." This was a definite stvitcom the standard-brand cop-analysis of
"Mexican violence." In the past they had alwaysi#d it on "Communists and Outside
Agitators.” But now, it seemed, the sheriff wasafip catching on. The real enemy was the same
people his men had to deal with every goddamn filyeoweek, in all kinds of routine situations
-- on street-corners, in bars, domestic brawlsardccidents. Thgente the street-people, the
ones whdive there. So in the end, being a sheriff's deputyastiE.A. was not much different
from being a point man for the American DivisionMietnam. "Even the kids and old women
are VC."

This is the new drift, and everybody in East Lwho's willing to talk about it uses the
term "since Salazar." In the six months since thied@r and the unsettling coroner's inquest that
followed it up, the Chicano community has been thigrsundered by a completely new kind of
polarization, another painful amoeba-trip. But $ipét this time was not between the young
militants and the old Tio Tacos; this time it wagweeen student-type militants and this whole
new breed of super-militant street crazies. Theraent was no longevhetherto fight -- but
When, and How, and with What Weapons.

Another awkward aspect of the new split was thatais had been painful, but essentially
simple: now it was more no longer a simple mattethe generation gap” -- more than a
conflict of life-styles and attitudes; the divisitms time was more along economicctass
lines. And this was painfully complex. The origiséiident activist had been militant, but also
reasonable -- in their own eyes, if not in the eyfethe law.

But thebatos locosiever even pretended to be reasonable. They wentgst it on, and
the sooner the better. Anytime, anywhere: Just géva reason to work out on the pig, and we're
ready.

This attitude created definite problems within thevement. The street people had right
instincts, said the leadership, but they were risewl'hey had no program; only violence and
vengeance -- which was wholly understandable, ofss but how could work?How could
the traditionally stable Mexican-American commurgsin anything, in the long run, by



declaring total war on the gabacho power strucinge meanwhile purging its own native
vendidos?

AZTLAN! Love it or leave it.
-- sign at Chicago rally

Ruben Salazar was killed in the wake of a Wattke stot that erupted when hundreds of
cops attacked a peaceful rally in Laguna Park, &be00 or so liberal/student/activist type
Chicanos had gathered to protest the drafting atléh citizens" to fight for the US in Vietnam.
The police suddenly appeared in Laguna Park, vativarning, and "dispersed the crowd" with
a blanket of tear gas, followed up by a Chicagtestyop-up with billyclubs. The crowd fled in
panic and anger, inflaming hundreds of young spexstavho ran the few blocks to Whittier
Boulevard and began trashing every store in siggneral buildings were burned to the ground;
damage was estimated at somewhere around a nullikers. Three people were killed, 60
injured -- but the central incident of that Aug@Sth, 1970 rally was the killing of Ruben
Salazar.

And six months later, when the National Chicana&forium Committee felt it was time
for another mass rally, they called it to "carrytbe spirit of Ruben Salazar."

There is irony in this, because Salazar was ndbadyitant. He was a professional
journalist with ten years of experience on a vgradtassignments for the neo-liberal Los
Angeles Times. He was a nationally known repoxt@nning prizes for his work in places like
Vietnam, Mexico City and the Dominican Republic.den Salazar was a veteran war
correspondent, but he had never shed blood ungeiHe was good, and he seemed to like the
work. So he must have been slightly bored wherTtirees called him back from the war zones,
for a raise and a well-deserved rest covering tlaffairs."

He focused on the huge barrio just east of citly his was a scene he had never really
known, despite his Mexican-American heritage. Butdtked into it almost instantly. Within
months, he had narrowed his work for the Times dtamen once-a-week column for the
newspaper, and signed on as News Director for KMBX- the "Mexican-American station,"
which he quickly transformed into an energetic,ragsgively political voice for the whole
Chicano community. His coverage of police actigtieade the East Los Angeles sheriffs
department so unhappy that they soon found themsatva sort of running private argument
with this man Salazar, this Spic who refused todasonable. When Salazar got onto a routine
story like some worthless kid named Ramirez getbiegten to death in a jail-fight, he was likely
to come up with almost anything -- including a esrf hard-hitting news commentaries
strongly suggesting that the victim had been bett@l®ath by the jailers. In the summer of 1970
Ruben Salazar was warned three times, by the tmfi®ne down his coverage." And each time
he told them to fuck off.

This was not common knowledge in the communityl afier he was murdered. When
he went out to cover the rally that August aftermbe was still a "Mexican-American
journalist." But by the time his body was carriad of the Silver Dollar, he was a stone Chicano
martyr. Salazar would have smiled at this irony, liwould not have seen much humor in the
way the story of his death was handled by the empisthe politicians. Nor would he have been
pleased to know that almost immediately after leiatd his name would become a battle cry,
prodding thousands of young Chicanos who had aldesgiained "protest” into an undeclared
war with the hated gringo police.



His paper, the L.A. Times, carried the accouritooformer foreign correspondent's death
on its Monday front page: "Mexican-American newsrRamen Salazar was killed by a
bullet-like tear gas shell fired by a sheriff's dgpinto a bar during rioting Saturday in East Los
Angeles." The details were hazy, but the new, lyasivised police version was clearly
constructed to show that Salazar was the victim Regrettable Accident which the cops were
not aware of until many hours later. Sheriff's degmihad cornered an armed man in a bar, they
said, and when he refused to come out -- even 'dfed warnings” (with a bull horn) "to
evacuate" -- "the tear gas shells were fired andrsépersons ran out the back door."

At that time, according to the sheriff's nervousutmpiece, Lt. Norman Hamilton, a
woman and two men -- one carrying a 7.65 autonpésiol -- were met by deputies, who
guestioned them. "I don't know whether the man withgun was arrested on a weapons
violation or not," Hamilton added.

Ruben Salazar was not among those persons wlautdahe back door. He was lying on
the floor, inside, with a huge hole in his headt 8 police didn't know this, Lieutenant
Hamilton explained, because, "they didn't enterddweuntil approximately 8 PM, when rumors
began circulating that Salazar was missing," amdutadentified man across the street from the
bar" told a deputy, "I think there's an injured niahere." "At this point,” said Hamilton,
"deputies knocked down the door and found the Bodyo and a half hours later at 10:40 PM,
the sheriff's office admitted that "the body" wasbien Salazar.

"Hamilton could not explain," said tiémes,"why two accounts of the incident given to
the Timesby avowed eyewitnesses differed from the sheaffsounts.”

For about 24 hours Hamilton clung grimly to higgoral story -- a composite, he said, of
firsthand police accounts. According to this vemsiBuben Salazar had been "killed by errant
gunfire. . . during the height of a sweep of mérant 7000 people in (Laguna) Park when police
ordered everyone to disperse.” Local TV and raéwstasts offered sporadic variations on this
theme -- citing reports "still under investigatidhat Salazar had been shot accidentally by
careless street-snipers. It was tragic, of colmsetragedies like this are inevitable when crowds
of innocent people allow themselves to be manipdldty a handful of violent, cop-hating
anarchists.

By late Sunday, however, the sheriff's story halthpsed completely -- in the face of
sworn testimony from four men who were standindhimiten feet of Ruben Salazar when he
died in the Silver Dollar Cafe at 4045 Whittier Bexard, at least a mile from Laguna Park. But
the real shocker came when these men testifiedSddazar had been killed -- not by snipers or
errant gunfire -- but by a cop with a deadly teas Qazooka.

Acosta had no trouble explaining the discrepalitey're lying," he said. 'They
murderedSalazar and now they're trying to cover it up. Sheriff already panicked. All he can
say is, 'No comment.' He's ordered every cop irctlumty tosay nothingo anybody --
especially the press. They've turned the East $hariff's station into a fortress. Armed guards
all around it." He laughed. "Shit, the place lotike a prison -- but with all the cojpsside!"

Sheriff Peter J. Pitchess refused to talk to memlicalled. The rude aftermath of the
Salazar killing had apparently unhinged him congdletOn Monday he called off a scheduled
press conference and instead issued a statemginiy s& here are just too many conflicting
stories, some from our own officers, as to whatpesed. The sheriff wants an opportunity to
digest them before meeting with newsmen."



Indeed. Sheriff Pitchess was not alone in hisilitalo digest the garbled swill that his
office was doling out. The official version of t&alazar killing was so crude and illogical --
even after revisions -- that not even the sheeéfnsed surprised when it began to fall apart even
before Chicano partisans had a chance to attadkhich they would, of course. The sheriff had
already got wind of what was coming: many eyewisess sworn statements, first-hand accounts
-- all of them hostile.

The history of Chicano complaints against cop&ast L.A. is not a happy one. "The
cops never lose," Acosta told me, "and they wasé lthis one either. They just murdered the
only guy in the community they were really afraidland | guarantee you no cop will ever stand
trial for it. Not even for manslaughter.”

| could accept that. But it was difficult, evenr fae, to believe that the cops had killed
him deliberately. | knew they were capable of itf bwas not quite ready to believe they had
actually done it. . . because once | believed thalso had to accept the idea that they are
prepared to kill anybody who seemed to be annaolyiegh. Even me.

As for Acosta's charge of murder, | knew him veglbugh to understand how he could
make that chargpublicly. . . | also knew him well enough to he sure heldwttry to hang that
kind of monstrous bullshit on me. So our phone tediurally disturbed me. . . and | fell to
brooding about it, hung on my own dark suspicidra Oscar had told me the truth.

On the plane to L.A. | tried to make some kincdafase -- either pro or con -- from my
bundle of notes and news-clips relating to Salaziath. By that time at least six reportedly
reliable witnesses had made sworn statements ifferted drastically, on several crucial points,
with the original police version -- which nobodylieged anyway. There was something very
disturbing about the sheriff's account of that dent; it wasn't even a godid.

Within hours after the Times hit the streets vifite news that Ruben Salazar had in fact
been killed by cops -- rather than street-snipetise sheriff unleashed a furious assault on
"known dissidents” who had flocked into East LogjAles that weekend, he said, to provoke a
disastrous riot in the Mexican-American communiig. praised his deputies for the skillful zeal
they displayed in restoring order to the area witino and a half hours, "thus averting a major
holocaust of much greater proportions.”

Pitchess did not identify any "known dissidentsjt he insisted that they had committed
"hundreds of provocative acts." For some reasoshieeff failed to mention that his deputies
had already jailed one of the most prominent Clagailitants in the nation. "Corky" Gonzales
had been arrested during Saturday's riot on atyasfecharges that the police never really
explained. Gonzales, fleeing the combat zone datlaeid truck with 28 others, was arrested first
for a traffic violation, then on a concealed weapoharge and finally for "suspicion of robbery"
when police found $300 in his pocket. Police Inspedohn Kinsling said it was a "routine"
booking. "Any time we stop a traffic case and fthdt there is a weapon in the car and that its
occupants have a sizeable amount of money," he "'saédalways book them for suspicion of
robbery."

Gonzales ridiculed the charge, saying, "Anytimdexican is found with more than $100
he's charged with a felony." The police had orithjnelaimed he was carrying a loaded pistol
and more than 1000 rounds of ammunition, along migmy spent cartridges -- but by
Wednesday all felony charges had been droppedoiAsdbbery,"” Gonzales said, "Only a
lunatic or a fool could believe that 29 people vebrdb a place and then jump on a flatbed truck
to make their getaway." He had climbed aboardrinektwith his two children, he said, to get
them away from the cops who were gassing the ralwhich he'd been invited as one of the



main speakers. The $300, he said, was expense mam@nself and his children -- for meals
in L.A. and three round-trip bus tickets from Dente@L.A.

That was the extent of Corky Gonzales' involvenienle Salazar incident, and at a
glance it seems hardly worth mentioning -- exceptfrumor on the Los Angeles lawyers'
grapevine that the robbery charge was only a msecessary holding action, to set Gonzales up
for a "Chicano Seven" conspiracy bust -- chargivad he came from Denver to Los Angeles
with the intention of causing a riot.

Both Sheriff Pitchess and Los Angeles Police CRefvard Davis were quick to seize on
this theory. It was the perfect tool for this prerol: not only would it frighten the local Chicanos
and hamstring nationally-known militants like Goleza but it could also be used to create a sort
of "red menace" smokescreen to obscure the naglifies of the Ruben Salazar killing.

The sheriff fired the first salvo, which earnedhta giant banner headline in Tuesday's
L.A. Times and a heavy pro-police editorial in Wedday's Herald-Examiner. Meanwhile, Chief
Davis launched a second blast from his listeningt poPortland, where he had gone to vent his
wisdom at the American Legion convention. Davigi@d all the violence, that Saturday, on a
"hard core group of subversives who infiltrated aiméi-war rally and turned it into a mob,"
which soon ran wild in a frenzy of burning and iagt 'Ten months ago," he explained, "the
Communist Party in California said it was givingapthe blacks to concentrate on the
Mexican-Americans."

Nowhere in the Herald editorial -- and nowhereither statement by the sheriff and the
police chief -- was there any mention of the narabdd Salazar. The Herald, in fact, had been
trying to ignore the Salazar story from the vergibhaing. Even in Sunday's first story on the riot
-- long before any "complications” developed -- thessic Hearst mentality was evident in the
paper's full-page headline: "East Los Angeles P&adky Explodes in Bloody Violence. . . Man
Shot to Death; Buildings Looted, Burned." Salazaase appeared briefly, in a statement by a
spokesman for the L.A. County sheriff's departmeatcalm and confident assertion that the
"veteran reporter” had been shot in Laguna Parlgdogons unknown, in the midst of a bloody
clash between police and militants. So much forddubalazar.

And so much for the Los Angeles Herald-Examinexr genuinely rotten newspaper that
claims the largest circulation of any afternoonyda America. As one of the few remaining
Hearst organs, it serves a perverted purpose inlégsas a monument to everything cheap,
corrupt and vicious in the realm of journalisticspibility. It is hard to understand, in fact, how
the shriveled Hearst management can still find ghaimps, bigots and deranged Papists to
staff a rotten paper like the Herald. But they ntgnaomehow. . . and they also manage to sell a
lot of advertising in the monster. Which meanstttieg is actually being read, and perhaps
taken seriously, by hundreds of thousands of paapfenerica’'s second largest city. At the top
of Wednesday's editorial page -- right next toReel Menace warning -- was a large cartoon
titled "At the Bottom of it All." It showed a flamg Molotov cocktail crashing through a
window, and on the bottoffivottom,get it?) of the bottle is a hammer and sickle embl€he
editorial itself was a faithful echo of the Davidgdhess charges: "Many of the dissidents came
here from other cities and states to join agitaitoisos Angeles to set off a major riot, which
was planned in advance. . . That the holocaushalicgtrupt into greater proportions is due to the
bravery and tactics of the sheriff's deputiesThose arrested should be "prosecuted to the fullest
extent of the law. Precautions must be doubleddagnt a recurrence of such criminal
irresponsibility.” The continued existence of theatst Examiner explains a lot about the



mentality of Los Angeles -- and also, perhaps, abmmurder of Ruben Salazar.

So the only way to go was to reconstruct the wktuley on the basis of available
eyewitness testimony. The police refused to sayhamy at all -- especially to the press. The
sheriff was saving "the truth" for the official @orer's inquest.

Meanwhile, evidence was building up that Rubera&al had been murdered -- either
deliberately or for no reason at all. The most dgingaanti-cop testimony thus far had come
from Guillermo Restrepo, a 28-year-old reporter aedscaster for KMEX-TV, who was
covering the "riot" with Salazar that afternoondavho had gone with him into the Silver Dollar
Cafe "to take a leak and drink a quick beer befagavent back to the station to put the story
together." Restrepo's testimony was solid enougitsaswn to cast a filthy shadow on the
original police version, but when he produced mareeyewitnesses who told exactly the same
story, the sheriff abandoned all hope and sergdriptwriters back to the sty.

Guillermo Restrepo is well known in East L.A. -faailiar figure to every Chicano who
owns a TV set, Restrepo is the out-front publiefatKMEX-TV news. . . and Ruben Salazar,
until August 19, 1970, was the man behind the newse editor.

They worked well together, and on that Saturdagmtie Chicano "peace rally" turned
into a Watts-style street riot, both Salazar anstiRpo decided that it might be wise if Restrepo
-- a native Colombian -- brought two of his frier{déso Colombians) to help out as spotters and
de facto bodyguards.

Their names were Gustavo Garcia, age 30, and HEatmo Franco, also 30. Both men
appear in a photograph (taken seconds before Salazsakilled) of a sheriff's deputy pointing a
shotgun at the front door of the Silver Dollar Cdkarcia is the man right in front of the gun.
When the picture was taken he had just asked thevbat was going on, and the cop had just
told him to get back inside the bar if he didn'iiveo be shot.

The sheriff's office was not aware of this phomtiltthree days after it was taken -- along
with a dozen others -- by twooreeyewitnesses, who also happened to be editors Biakza, a
militant Chicano newspaper that calls itself "tloéce of the East L.A. barrio.” (Actually, it is
one of several: The Brown Berets publish a monthbjoid called La Causa. The National La
Raza Law Students' Association has its own monthlysticia O! The Socialist Workers Party
covers the barrio with The Militant and the Eask.LWelfare Rights Organization has its own
tabloid -- La Causa de los Pobres. There is also%ados -- a quarterly review of Chicano Art
and Literature.)

The photographs were taken by Raul Ruiz, a 28-gkhteacher of Latin American
studies at San Fernando Valley State College. Ragzon assignment for La Raza that day
when the rally turned into a street war with palige and Joe Razo -- a 33-year-old law student
with an M.A. in psychology -- were following thetam along Whittier Boulevard when they
noticed a task force of sheriff's deputies premptmassault the Silver Dollar Cafe.

Their accounts of what happened there -- along Ritiz's photos -- were published in
La Raza three days after the sheriff's office &aithzar had been killed a mile away in Laguna
Park, by snipers and/or "errant gunfire.”

The La Raza spread was a bombshell. The photaniwenuch individually, but together
-- along with Ruiz/Razo's testimony -- they showleat the cops were still lying when they came
up with their second (revised) version of the Sal&illing.

It also verified the Restrepo-Garcia-Franco testiyp which had already shot down the
original police version by establishing, beyond dowubt, that Ruben Salazar had been killed, by



a deputy sheriff, in the Silver Dollar Cafe. Thegre certain othat, but no more. They were
puzzled, they said, when the cops appeared with gnd began threatening them. But they
decided to leave anyway -- by the back door, siheecops wouldn't let anybody out of the front
-- and that was when the shooting started, less30aseconds after Garcia was photographed in
front of that shotgun barrel on the sidewalk.

The weakness in the Restrepo-Garcia-Franco testimas so obvious that not even the
cops could miss it. They knew nothing beyond wizat happenethsidethe Silver Dollar at the
time of Salazar's death. There was no way theyddeave known what was happenmgside,
or whythe cops started shooting.

The explanation came almost instantly from theiffeeffice -- once again from Lt.
Hamilton. The police had received an "anonymousmtéphe said, that "a man with a gun" was
inside the Silver Dollar Cafe. This was the exinheir "probable cause," their reason for
doing what they did. These actions, according tmitan, consisted of "sending several
deputies"” to deal with the problem. . . and tha/sth by stationing themselves in front of the
Silver Dollar and issuing "a loud warning" with allborn calling all those inside to come
outside with their hands above their heads.

There was no response, Hamilton said, so a depetyfired two tear gas projectiles into
the bar through the front door. At this point twemmand a woman fled out the back and one of
the men was relieved by waiting deputies of a téiber pistol. He was not arrested -- not even
detained -- and at that point a deputy fired twaertear gas projectiles through the front door of
the place.

Again there was no response, and after a 15-mimaiteone of the braver deputies crept
up and skillfully slammed the front doorwithout enteringHamilton added. The only person
who actually entered the bar, according to thecgoliersion, was the owner, Pete Hernandez,
who showed up about half an hour after the sho@ntyasked if he could go inside and get his
rifle.

Why not? said the cops, so Hernandez went ib#o& doorand got his rifle out of the
rear storeroom -- about 50 feet away from wheredRubalazar's body lay in a fog of rancid CS
gas.

Then, for the next two hours, some two dozen Heateputies cordoned off the street in
front of the Silver Dollar's front door. This naailly attracted a crowd of curious Chicanos, not
all of them friendly -- and one, an 18-year-old,givas shot in the leg with the same kind of tear
gas bazooka that had blown Ruben Salazar's heatd apa

This is a fascinating tale. . . and perhaps thstnmberesting thing about it is that it
makes no sense at all, not even to a person wiliragccept it as the absolute truth. But who
could possibly believe it? Here, in the middle déaible riot in a hostile ghetto with a Chicano
population of more than a million, the Los Angeséeriff's department had put every available
man on the streets in a vain attempt to controhtass looting and arson by angry mobs. . . but
somehow, with the riots still running in high geairJeast a dozen deputies from the elite Special
Enforcement Bureau (read TAC Squad) are instantiylable in response to an "anonymous
report” that "a man with a gun" is holed up, fomsreason, in an otherwise quiet cafe more
than ten blocks away from the vortex of the actiging.

They swoop down on the place and confront seveea trying to leave. They threaten to
kill these men -- but make no attempt to eitheestror search them -- and force them all back
inside. Then they use a bullhorn to warn everyhadide to come out with their hands up. And



then, almost instantly after giving the warningg\ttiire -- through the open front door of the
place and from a distance of no more than 10 fato highpowered tear gas projectiles
designed "for use against barricaded criminals"@aphble of piercing a one-inch pine board at
300 feet.

Then, when a man carrying an automatic pistos tiaeflee out the back door, they take
his gun and tell him to get lost. Finally, afteirfg two more gas bombs through the front door,
they seal the place up -- without ever entering @nd stand around outside for the next two
hours, blocking a main boulevard and attractingrgd crowd. After two hours of this madness,
they "hear a rumor" -- again from an anonymous @ that there might be an injured man
inside the bar they sealed off two hours ago. 89 threak down the door" and find the body of
an eminent journalist -- "the only Chicano in Ha#.," according to Acosta, "that the cops were
really afraid of."

Incredible as it seems, the sheriff decided tks#ith this story -- despite a growing
body of eyewitness accounts that contradict theepalersion of "probable cause.” The police
say they went to the Silver Dollar Cafe to arrést t'man with a gun.” But eight days after the
killing they were still trying to locate the sourotthis fatal tip.

Two weeks later at the coroner’s inquest, theiffedeey witness on this critical point
mysteriously appeared. He was a 50-year-old mareddvanuel Lopez who claimed all credit
for the tip with his tale of having seen two arnmeen -- one with a revolver and one carrying a
rifle in the port arms position -- go into the ®&Dollar shortly before Salazar was killed. Lopez
quickly "motioned to" the sheriff's officers stated nearby, he said, and they responded by
parking a patrol car directly across the six-lanalévard from the Silver Dollar's front door.
Then using a loud bullhorn, the deputies gave tisbritt warnings for everybody in the bar to
"throw out their weapons and come out with theimdsaover their heads."

Then, after a five- or ten-minute wait, Lopez s#lee rounds of tear gas were fired at
the bar, with one projectile glancing off the fral@orway and two whooshing through a black
curtain that was hanging a couple of feet back ftloenopen doorway. It was too dark to see
what was happening inside the bar, Lopez added.

By his own admission at the inquest, Lopez' bedramn the afternoon of Saturday,
August 29th, was somewhat singular. When the rokd out and mobs began looting and
burning, Mr. Lopez took off his shirt, donned aditascent red hunting vest and stationed
himself in the middle of Whittier Boulevard as dwuteer cop. He played the role with such zeal
and fanatic energy that by nightfall he found hithemous. At the height of the violence he
was seen dragging a bus bench into the middleedbdlulevard in order to block all traffic and
divert it off to side streets. He was also seeulingrbystanders away from a burning furniture
store. . . and later, when the riot-action seenwendl,dve was observed directing a group of
sheriff's deputies toward the Silver Dollar Cafe.

Indeed, there was no arguing with his claim twekgelater that he had been right in the
middle of things. His testimony at the inquest strahperfectly logical and so finely informed
that it was hard to understand how such a promieeinbverted witness could possibly have
escaped being quoted -- or at least mentionedthdgozens of newsmen, investigators and
assorted tipsters with access to the Salazar 4topez' name had not even been mentioned by
the sheriff's office, which could have saved itgelbt of unnecessary public grief by even
hinting that they had a witness as valuable as Manuel Ldgezy had not been reluctant to
display their other two "friendly” witnesses -- tigr of whom had seen any "men with guns,”



but they both backed the Lopez version of the dstuaoting sequence. Or at least they backed
it until the cops produced Lopez. Then the other witnesses refused to testify at the coroner's
inquest and one of them admitted that his real naageDavid Ross Ricci, although the police
introduced him originally as "Rick Ward."

The Salazar inquest rumbled on for 16 days, ditrgutarge crowds and live TV
coverage from start to finish. (In a rare demoristnaof non-profit unity, all seven local TV
stations formed a combine of sorts, assigning tiver@ge on a rotating basis, so that each day's
proceedings appeared on a different channel.) TAeTimes coverage -- by Paul Houston and
Dave Smith -- was so complete and often so rifé wérsonal intensity that the collected
Smith/Houston file reads like a finely-detailed Aication novel. Read separately, the articles are
merely good journalism. But as a document, arramtpednologically, the file is more than the
sum of its parts. The main theme seems to emengasakeluctantly, as both reporters are driven
to the obvious conclusion that the sheriff, alorithviais deputies and all his official allies, have
beenlying all along. This is never actually stated, but thielence is overwhelming.

A coroner's inquest is not a trial. Its purpostidetermine the circumstances
surrounding a person's death -- not who might tkaiedl him, or why. If the circumstances
indicate foul play, the next step is up to the DilACalifornia a coroner's jury can reach only
two possible verdicts: That the death was "accaléndr that it was "at the hands of another.”
And in the Salazar case, the sheriff and his aflesdedh verdict of "accidental.” Anything else
would leave the case open -- not only to the pdggibf a murder or manslaughter trial for the
deputy, Tom Wilson, who finally admitted firing tldeath weapon; but also to the threat of a
million dollar negligence lawsuit against the Couby Salazar's widow

The verdict finally hinged on whether or not theyjcould believe Wilson's testimony
that he fired into the Silver Dollar -- at theiling-- in order to ricochet a tear gas shell into the
rear of the bar and force the armed stranger irtsideme out the front door. But somehow
Ruben Salazar had managed to get his head in thefwhat carefully aimed shell. Wilson had
never been able to figure out, he said, what weohy:

Nor could he figure out how Raul Ruiz had manatgettioctor” those photographs that
made it look like he and at least one other depugre aiming their weapons straight into the
Sivler Dollar, pointing them directly at peopletsaals. Ruiz had no trouble explaining it. His
testimony at the inquest was no different thanstibey he had told me just a few days after the
murder. And when the inquest was over there wasimpin the 2025 pages of testimony -- from
61 witnesses and 204 exhibits -- to cast any sefoubt on the "Chicano Eyewitness Report”
that Ruiz wrote for La Raza when the sheriff wasrsiaintaining that Salazar had been killed
by "errant gunfire" during the violence at Laguraak®

The inquest ended with a split verdict. Smithegllparagraph in the October 6th Times
read like an obituary: "Monday the inquest into death of newsman Ruben Salazar ended. The
16-day inquiry, by far the longest and costliestrsaffair in county history, concluded with a
verdict that confuses many, satisfies few and méties The coroner's jury came up with two
verdicts: death was 'at the hands of another peffam jurors) and death was by 'accident’
(three jurors). Thus, inquests might appear to Wwaste of time."

A week later, District Attorney Evelle Younger-staunch Law & Order man--
announced that he had reviewed the case and dabiaetho criminal charge is justified,”
despite the unsettling fact that two of the thrgers who had voted for the "death by accident”
verdict were now saying they had made a mistake.



But by that time nobody really gave a damn. The&io community had lost faith in the
inquest about midway through the second day, drtietest of the testimony only reinforced
their anger at what most considered an evil whigdw&Vhen the D.A. announced that no
charges would be filed against Wilson, severahefrhore moderate Chicano spokesmen called
for a federal investigation. The militants called &n uprising. And the cops said nothing at all.

There was one crucial question, however, thairtheest settled beyond any reasonable
doubt. Ruben Salazar couldn't possibly have besnrittim of a conscious, high-level cop
conspiracy to get rid of him by staging an "acctdédeath.” The incredible tale of half-mad
stupidity and dangerous incompetence on every l@vle law enforcement establishment was
perhaps the most valuable thing to come out ofrtheest. Nobody who heard that testimony
could believe that the Los Angeles County shed&partment is capable of pulling off a delicate
job like killing a newsmarmn purposeTheir handling of the Salazar case -- from the afayis
death all the way to the end of the inquest --aeserious doubts about the wisdom of allowing
cops to walk around loose on the street. A geek @amd hit a 20 foot wide ceiling is not what
you need, these days, to pull off a nice cleam-fliegree murder.

But premeditation is only necessary to a chargesifdegreemurder. The Salazar
killing was a second-degree job. In the terms atiSe 187 of the California Penal Code and in
the political context of East Los Angeles in 19R@pen Salazar was killed "unlawfully" and
"with malice aforethought.” These are treacheramcepts, and no doubt there are courts in this
country where it might be argued successfully ¢habp has a "lawful” right to fire a deadly tear
gas bazooka point-blank into a crowd of innocemtpbe on the basis of some unfounded
suspicion that one of themightbe armed. It might also be argued that this kindrazed and
murderous assault can be accomplished without tenalfiorethought.”

Maybe so. Maybe Ruben Salazar's death can béy@isiissed as a "police accident,”
or as the result of "official negligence." Most mie-class, white-dominated juries would
probably accept the idea. Why, after all, wouldemp-cut young police officer deliberately kill
an innocent bystander? Not even Ruben Salazan seeonds before his death -- could believe
that he was about to have his head blown off bgpafar no reason at all. When Gustavo Garcia
warned him that the cops outside were about totslsatazar said, "That's impossible; we're not
doing anything."” Then he stood up and caught agasatbomb in his left temple.

The malignant reality of Ruben Salazar's deathashe was murdered by angry cops for
no reason at all -- and that the L.A. sheriff'satépent was and still is prepared to defend that
murder on grounds that it was entirely justifiedle&ar was killed, they say, because he
happened to be in a bar where police thought thasealso a "man with a gun.” They gave him
a chance, they say, by means of a bullhorn warningnd when he didn't come out with his
hands up, they had no choice but to fire a teabgasoka into the bar. . . and his head got in the
way. Tough luck. But what was he doing in that plaanyway? Lounging around a noisy
Chicano bar in the middle of a communist riot?

What the cops are saying is that Salazar got imhakeserved -- for a lot of reasons, but
mainly because he happened to be in their way whenhad to do their duty. His death was
unfortunate, but if they had to do it all over agtiey wouldn't change a note.

This is the point they want to make. It is a locatiation on the standard
Mitchell-Agnew theme: Don't fuck around, boy -- ahgiou want to hang around with people
who do, don't be surprised when the bill comes-dwéistling in through the curtains of some
darkened barroom on a sunny afternoon when thed®pde to make an example of somebody.

The night before 1 left town | stopped by Acostaace with Guillermo Restrepo. | had



been there earlier, but the air was extremely heasyalways, on stories like this, some of the
troops were getting nervous about The Stranger idgrround. | was standing in the kitchen
watching Frank put some tacos together and wongleriren he was going to start waving the
butcher knife in my face and yelling about the tinaced him on my porch in Colorado (that
had been six months earlier, at the end of a \@rg hight during which we had all consumed a
large quantity of cactus products; and when héestawaving a hatchet around I'd figured Mace
was the only answer. . . which turned him to jétilyabout 45 minutes, and when he finally
came around he said, "If | ever see you in EastAmggeles, man, you're gonna wish you never
heard the word 'Mace,' because I'm gonna carlkeaver your fuckin body.")

So | was not entirely at ease watching Frank dtepburger on a meat block in the
middle of East L.A. He hadn't mentioned the Maa#,y®t, but | knew we would get to it sooner
or later. . . and I'm sure we would have, excegt siddenly out in the living room some geek
was screaming: "What the hell is this goddamn gabgig writer doing here? Are we fuckin
crazyto be letting him hear all this shit? Jesus, he&dhenough to put every one of us away for
five years!"

Longer than that, | thought. And at that pointdpped worrying about Frank. A
firestorm was brewing in the main room -- betweenand the door -- so | decided it was about
time to drift around the corner and meet RestrépgbeaCarioca. Frank gave me a big smile as |
left.

A man police say preyed on elderly women was cloafgesday with one count of murder and
12 of robbery. Frazier DeWayne Brown, 44, a 6-f@eiach, 230-pound former Los Angeles
county sheriff's deputy, was arraigned in the s&tak of Justice courtroom where he once
worked as a baliliff. Police had long been seekimyean who befriended elderly women at bus
stops and later attacked and robbed them. Evidageest Brown included possessions taken
from victims of strong-arm robberies and found is fome.

L. A. Times3/31/71

Several hours later we came back. Guillermo watdedlk to Oscar about putting
pressure on the KMEX-TV management to keep himtfRgs) on the air. "They want to ged
of me," he explained. "They started the presswralty after Ruben was killed -- the next fuckin
day!"

We were sitting on the floor in the living roomutdide, overhead, the police helicopter
was looping around in the sky above Whittier Boalely sweeping the neighborhood with a
giant searchlight beam that revealed nothing --sarded no purpose except to drive the
Chicanos below into a seething rage. "Those sob#afes!" Acosta mutteretiLook at that
goddamn thing!" We had all gone out in the yardtare up at the monster. There was no way to
ignore it. The noise was bad enough, but the pgpbearchlight was such an obvious,
outrageous harassment that it was hard to understam even a cop could explain it away as
anything but deliberate mockery and provocation.

"Now tell me," said Acosta'Whyare they doing a thing like this? Why? You thinkyh
don'tknowwhat effect it has on us?"

"They know," said Restrepo. He lit a cigarettevaswent back inside. "Listen," he said,
"l get about fifteen telephone calls every day froeople who want to tell me stories about what
the police have done to thentefrible stories. I've been hearing them for a year andfa ha
every goddamn day -- and the funny thing is, | nexsed to believe these people. Not



completely. | didn't think they wellging, just exaggerating." He paused, glancing around the
room, but nobody spoke. Restrepo is not entirelgted in these quarters; he is part of the
establishment -- like his friend, Ruben Salazam whdged that gap the hard way.

"But ever since Ruben,” Restrepo continuedb€llevethese stories. They're true! |
realize that, now -- but what can | do?" He shruggervously aware that he was talking to
people who had made that discovery a long time ‘dast the other night,” he said, "I got a call
from a man who said the cops killed his cousirhmyail. He was a homosexual, a young
Chicano, nobody political -- and the police remaid he hung himself in his cell. Suicide. So |
checked it out. And, man, it made me sick. Thisgbypdy wasll bruises,black and blue marks
all over him -- and right across his forehead he I fresh stitches.

"The police report said he tried to escape so Haslyto dominate him. They got him
sewed up at the hospital, but when they took hiyail the warden or yailer or whatever they
call the bastard wouldretccepthim, because he was bleeding so bad. So they iookdck to
the hospital and got a doctor to sign some papa@ngée was OK to be put in the yail. But they
had tocarry him. And the next day they took a picture of hinmgiag from the end of the top
bunk with his own shirt tied around his neck.

"You believethat? Not me. But you tell me -- what catio? Where do | look for the
truth? Who can | ask? The sheriff? Goddamn, | ggtbn the air with a story about how the
cops killed a guy in the yail unlesghowsomething for proof! Jesus Christ, welkalow.But
just to know is not enough. You understand that@ ¥@e why | never made that story on TV?"

Acosta nodded. As a lawyer, he understood peyféledt evidence isecessary- on the
air and in print, as well as in the courtroom. Btaink was not convinced. He was sipping from a
guart of sweet Key Largo wine, and in fact he didmen know who Restrepo was. "Sorry,
man," he'd said earlier. "But | don't watch the sem TV."

Acosta wincedHe watches and readverythingBut most of the people around him
think The News -- on the TV or radio or newspaeraherever -- is just another rotten gabacho
trick. Just another bad shuck, like the otherse"maws," to them, is pure propaganda -- paid for
by the advertisers. "Who pays the bill for thatighit?" they ask. "Who's behind it?"

Who indeed? Both sides seemed convinced thardaéénemy” is a vicious conspiracy
of some kind. The Anglo power structure keepsrglltself that "the Mexican problem" is really
the work of a small organization of well-trainedr@munist agitators, working 25 hours a day to
transform East L.A. into a wasteland of constantence -- mobs of drug-crazed Chicanos
prowling the streets at all times, terrorizing therchants, hurling firebombs into banks, looting
stores, sacking offices and massing now and threregwith Chinese sten pistols, for all-out
assaults on the local sheriff's fortress.

A year ago this grim vision would have been ajo&d, the crude ravings of some
paranoid hysterical Bircher. But things are diffareow; the mood of the barrio is changing so
fast that not even the most militant of the yourgc@no activists claim to know what's really
happening. The only thing everybody agrees onasttie mood is getting ugly, the level of
tension is still escalating. Titrectionof the drift is obvious. Even Gov. Reagan is watrie
about it. He recently named Danny Villanueva, dneetkicking specialist for the Los Angeles
Rams and now general manager of KMEX-TV, as thee@ax's personal ambassador to the
whole Chicano community. But, as usual, Reganistisml is part of the problem. Villanueva is
overwhelmingly despised by the very people Reaggn ke's "trying to reach."” He is the classic
vendido."Let's face it," says a Chicano journalist not diyudentified with the militants,



"Danny is a goddamn pig. Ruben Salazar told me Y@ know KMEX used to be a good news
station for Chicanos. Ruben was the one who dit] #ml Danny was afraid to interfere. But
within 24 hours after Ruben was murdered, Villaraustarted tearing up the news department.
He wouldn't even let Restrepo show films of thescgassing people in Laguna Park, the day
after Ruben died! Now he's trying to get rid of Rego, cut the balls off the news and turn
KMEX-TV back into asafeTio Taco station. Shit! And he's getting away with

The total castration of KMEX-TV would be a crippdi blow to the Movement. A major
media voice can be an invaluable mobilizing toaktigularly in the vast urban sprawl of Los
Angeles. All it takes is a sympathetic news diregtdh enough leverage and personal integrity
to deal with the news on his own terms. The man red Ruben Salazar, former station
director Joe Rank, considered him valuable enoagiut-bid the blue-chip Los Angeles Times
for the services of one of that paper's rankingsstaso nobody argued when Salazar demanded
absolute independence for his KMEX news operatut.with Salazar dead, the station's Anglo
ownership moved swiftly to regain control of thaderless news operation.

Guillermo Restrepo, Salazar's heir apparent, sugakscovered that he had no leverage
at all. He was muscled into a straight newscagtelies He was no longer free to investigate any
story that he felt was important. . . If the Chiedvioratorium Committee called a press
conference to explain why they were organizing aswally against "police brutality,” for
instance, Restrepo had to get permission to covaAnd Chicano activists soon learned that a
two-minute news feature on KMEX was crucial to siecess of a mass rally, because TV was
the only way to reach a mass Chicano audiencénurrg. And no other TV station in L.A. was
interested in any kind of Chicano news except riots

"Losing Ruben was a goddamn disaster for the M@rgrhAcosta said recently. "He
wasn't reallywith us, but at least he was interested. Hell, the isutmever really liked the guy.
But he was the only journalist in L.A. with reafluence who would come to a press conference
in the barrio. That's the truth. Hell, the only wag can get those bastards to listen to us is by
renting a fancy hotel lounge over there in Westiydwbod or some bullshit place like that --
wheretheycan feel comfortable -- and hold our press confezdhere, with free coffee and
snacks for the press. But even then, about halhiteeads won't come unless we serve free
booze, too. Shit! Do you know what theatsts?"

This was the tone of our conversation that nighemGuillermo and | went over to
Oscar's pad for a beer and some talk about polifies place was unnaturally quiet. No music,
no grass, no bad-moubfato locotypes hunkered down on the pallets in the frontirold was
the first time I'd seen the place when it didnikdike a staging area for some kind of hellish
confrontation that might erupt at any moment.

But tonight it was deadly quiet. The only intertiop was a sudden pounding on the door
and voices shouting: "Hey, man, open up. | got sbrotherswith me!" Rudy hurried to the
door and peered out through the tiny eyewindownTie stepped back and shook his head
emphatically. "It's some guys from the project,"tbkel Oscar. "I know them but they're all
fucked up.”

"Goddamnit," Acosta muttered. "That's the last thine | némaight. Get rid of them.

Tell them | have to be in court tomorrow. Jesusaveto get some sleep!”

Rudy and Frank went outside to deal with the thOscar and Guillermo went back to
politics -- while | listened, sensing a down hitlftlon all fronts.Nothingwas going right. The
jury was still out on Corky's case, but Acosta wasoptimistic. He was also expecting a
decision on his Grand Jury challenge in the "BiltenSix" case. "We'll probably lose that one,



too," he said. "The bastards think they have uthemun now; they think we're demoralized -- so
they'll keep the pressure on, keep pushing." Hegged. "And maybe they're right. Shit. I'm
tired of arguing with them. How long do they expet to keep coming down to their goddamn
courthouse and begging for justice? tirad of that shit. We'rall tired.” He shook his head
slowly then ripped the poptop out of a Budweisat fRudy brought in from the kitchen. "This
legal bullshit ain't makin' it," he went on. "Thewit looks now, | think we're just about finished
with that game. You know at the noon recess todadito keep a bunch of these goddamn
batos locogrom stomping the D.A. Christ! That would fuck na jood. They'll send me to the
goddamn pen for hiring thugs to assault the prase€uHe shook his head again. "Frankly, |
think the whole thing is out of control. God onlgdws where it's heading, but | know it's going
to be heavy, I think maybe the real shit is abouwtame down."

There was no need to ask what he meant by "hdat/y Bhe barrio is already plagued
by sporadic fire-bombings, explosions, shootings mmor violence of all kinds. But the cops
see nothing "political” in these incidents. Judbbe| left town | talked on the phone with a
lieutenant at the East L.A. sheriff's office. Hesvaaxious to assure me that the area was totally
pacified. "You have to remember," he said, "th& ttas always been a high-crime area. We
have a lot of trouble with teen-age gangs, and@tting worse. Now they're all running around
with .22 rifles and handguns, looking for fightshveach other. | guess you could say they're
sort of like the Blackstone Rangers in Chicagogexthat our gangs are younger."

"But they're not into politics like the black ganigp Chicago?" | asked.

"Are you kidding?" he replied. "The only politictling the Blackstone Rangers ever did
was con somebody out of a federal grant for aflob@ney."

| asked him about some of the stories I'd heacditbombings, etc. But he quickly
dismissed them as rumors. Then, during the nextioair of random talking about things that
had happened in the past few weeks, he mentionedyramiting and a building burned down
at East Los Angeles College, and also the firebambf a localvendidopolitician's real estate
office. "But they hit the wrong guy," the Lt. sardth a chuckle. "They bombed another realtor
who happened to have the same name as the guwéreyafter.”

"Que malo," | mumbled, lapsing into my own dialé&ut aside from all that, you people
don't see real trouble brewing? What about thdBeg#hat keep turning into riots?"

"It's always the same bunch of troublemakers gxmained. "They take a crowd that's
gathered for other reasons, and then they sulivert i

"But that last rally was called to protgxilice brutality” | said. "And then it turned into a
riot. | saw the films -- 50 or 60 police cars lingpl bumper to bumper on Whittier Boulevard,
deputies firing shotguns into the crowd. . ."

"That wasnecessary,he replied. "That mob was out of control. Ttetackedus."”

"l know," | said.

"And let me tell you something else,” he went'@rhat rally wasn'teally about 'police
brutality." The guy who organized it, Rosalio Muptdd me he was just using that slogan to get
people out to the park.”

"Well, you know how they are," | said. Then | adkem if he could give me the names
of any Chicano leaders | should talk to if | decide write an article about the scene in East
L.A.

"Well, there's Congressman Roybal," he said. "#&ad real estate man | told you about. .

"The one who got fire-bombed?"



"Oh, no," he replied. "The other guy -- the oneytimtendedo fire-bomb."

"OK," I said. "I'll write those names down. Andjliess if | decide to look around the
barrio you guys could help me out, right? Is itestaf walk around out there, with all these gangs
running around shooting at each other?"

"No problem," he said. "We'll even let you rideand in a radio car with some of the
officers.”

| said that would be fine. What better way, a#titrto get the inside story? Just spend a
few days touring the barrio in a cop car. Partidulaght now, with everything calm and
peaceful.

"We see no evidence of any political tension,"lthehad told me. "We have a great deal
of community support.” He chuckled. "And we alseda very active intelligence bureau."

"That's good," | said. "Well, | have to hang upwar I'll miss my plane.”

"Oh, then you've decided to do the story? Whehyail be in town?"

"I've been here for two weeks," | said. "My pldeaves in ten minutes."

"But | thought you said you were calling from Samancisco," he said.

"l did," | said. "But | was lying." (click)

It was definitely time to leave. The last loosel @mthe Salazar case had been knotted up
that morning when the jury came back with a "guiitgrdict for Corky Gonzales. He was
sentenced to "40 days and 40 nights" in the L.Aur@pjail for possession of a loaded revolver
on the day of Salazar's death. "We'll appeal,” saiista, "but for political purposes this case is
finished. Nobody's worried about Corky survivingd#ys in jail. We wanted to confront the
gabachaocourt system with a man the whole Chicano commuaigw was technically innocent,
then let them draw their own conclusions aboutvérelict.

"Hell, we never denied thabmebodyad a loaded pistol in that truck. But it wasn't
Corky. He wouldn't dare carry a goddamn gun arowitial him. He's deader.He doesn't have
to carry a gun for the same goddamn reason Nixesrb"

Acosta had not stressed that point in the countrdor fear of alarming the jury and
inflaming the gringo press. Not to mention the cofydly give them the same kind of flimsy
excuse to shoot at Gonzales that they alreadytogedtify shooting Ruben Salazar?

Corky merely shrugged at the verdict. At 42, he $i@ent half his life gouging Justice out
of The Man, and now he views the Anglo court systgth the quiet sort of fatalistic humor that
Acosta hasn't learned yet. But Oscar is gettingetfest. The week of April Fools Day, 1971,
was a colossal bummer for him; a series of bad poiid setbacks that seemed to confirm all his
worst suspicions.

Two days after Corky's conviction, Superior Calutige Arthur Alarcon -- a prominent
Mexican-American jurist -- rejected Acosta's callgfaonstructed motion to quash the
"Biltmore Six" indictments because of "subconscjanstitutional racism" in the Grand Jury
system. This effort had taken almost a year of nark, much of it done by Chicano law
students who reacted to the verdict with a bittesmaatching Acosta's.

Then, later that same week, the Los Angeles BoB8lpervisors voted to use public
funds to pay all legal expenses for several poleemnecently indicted "for accidentally” killing
two Mexican nationals -- a case known in East la#&\;the murder of the Sanchez brothers." It
was a case of mistaken identity, the cops explaifikdy had somehow been given the wrong
address of an apartment where they thought "twoiddexfugitives” were holed up, so they



hammered on the door and shouted a warning to "@uhef there with your hands over your
head or we'll come in shooting." Nobody came ocathe cops went in shooting to kill.

But how could they have known that they'd attadkedwrong apartment? And how
could they have known that neither one of the Sendinothers understood English? Even
Mayor Sam Yorty and Police Chief Ed Davis admittieak the killings had been very
unfortunate. But when the Federal D.A. brought gharagainst the cops, both Yorty and Davis
were publicly outraged. They both called press eamnrfces and went on the air to denounce the
indictments -- in language that strangely echoedAimerican Legion outcry when Lt. Galley
was charged with murdering women and children inlMdy

The Yorty/Davis tirades were so gross that a Ris@ourt judge finally issued a "gag
order" to keep them quiet until the case comesdb But they had already said enough to whip
the whole barrio into a rage at the idea that Gtodax dollars might be used to defend some
"mad dog cops" who frankly admitted killing two Mean nationals. It sounded like a replay of
the Salazar bullshit: same style, same excuse, szsukt -- but this time with different names,
and blood on a different floor. "They'll put mejail if | won't pay taxes," said a young Chicano
watching a soccer game at a local playground, “tAk@ my tax money and use it defend some
killer pig. Hell, what if they had come to my adsisdboy mistake? I'd be dead as hell right now."

There was a lot of talk in the barrio about "dnagvsome pig blood for a change" if the
Supervisors actually voted to use tax funds tortetbe accused cops. A few people actually
called City Hall and mumbled anonymous threatdienrtame of the "Chicano Liberation Front."
But the Supervisors hung tough. They voted on Tdaysand by noon the news was out: The
city would pick up the tab.

At 5:15 PM on Thursday afternoon the Los Angeldg Ball was rocked by a dynamite
blast. A bomb had been planted in one of the doawsstestrooms. Nobody was hurt, and the
damage was officially described as "minor." Abob080 worth, they said -- small potatoes,
compared to the bomb that blew a wall out of thetiiiit Attorney's office last fall after Salazar
died.

When | called the sheriff's office to ask abow é&xplosion they said they couldn't talk
about it. City Hall was out of their jurisdictioBut they were more than willing to talk when |
asked if it was true that the bomb had been th&wbthe Chicano Liberation Front.

"Where'd you hear that?"

"From the City News Service."

"Yeah, it's true," he said. "Some woman callecng said it was done in memory of the
Sanchez brothers, by the Chicano Liberation F\f&tve heard about those guys. Whatdo
know about them?"

"Nothing," | said. "That's why | called the shérifthought your intelligence network
might know something."”

"Sure they do," he said quickly. "But all thatanihation is confidential.”

Rolling Stone#81, April 29, 1971

Freak Power in the Rockies



A Memoir and Rambling Discussion (with Rude Slogas) of Freak Power in the
Rockies. . . on the Weird Mechanics of Running a Tkeover Bid on a Small Town. . . and a
Vulgar Argument for Seizing Political Power and Using It like a Gun Ripped Away from a
Cop. . . with Jangled Comments on the Uncertain Relof the Head and the Awful Stupor
Factor. . . and Other Disorganized Notes on "How t¢’unish the Fatbacks,"” How to Make
Sure that Today's Pig Is Tomorrow's Offal. . . andwWhy This Crazed New World Can Only
Be Dealt with by. . . A New Posse!

- Or--

"Just how weird can you stand it, brotheibefore your love will crack?"
-- Mike Lydon inRampartsMarch, 1970

Two hours before the polls closed we realized Wehad no headquarters -- no hole or
Great Hall where the faithful could gather for theful election-night deathwatch. Or to
celebrate the Great Victory that suddenly seemeyglpassible.

We had run the whole campaign from a long oakble ta the Jerome Tavern on Main
Street, working flat out in public so anyone cosigk or even join if they felt ready. . . but now,
in these final hours, we wanted a bit of privacyme clean, well-lighted place, as it were, to
hunker down and wait. . .

We also needed vast quantities of ice and rumd-aasatchel of brain-rattling drugs for
those who wanted to finish the campaign on thedsgpossible note, regardless of the outcome.
But the main thing we needed, with dusk coming dewd the polls due to close at 7 PM, was
an office with several phone lines, for a blizzafdast-minute calls to those who hadn't yet
voted. We'd collected the voting lists just bef6r@0 -- from our poll-watcher teams who'd been
checking them off since dawn -- and it was obvidtsn a very quick count, that the critical
Freak Power vote had turned out in force.

Joe Edwards, a 29-year-old head, lawyer and lakerrfrom Texas, looked like he
might, in the waning hours of Election Day in Nou®n 1969, be the next mayor of Aspen,
Colorado.

The retiring mayor, Dr. Robert "Buggsy" Barnarddibeen broadcasting vicious radio
warnings for the previous 48 hours, raving abonglprison terms for vote-fraud and
threatening violent harassment by "phalanxes dfyatchers" for any strange or freaky-looking
scum who might dare to show up at the polls. Wekbe the laws and found that Barnard's
radio warnings were a violation of the "voter inigi@tion” statutes, so | called the District
Attorney and tried to have the mayor arrested aton. but the D.A. said, "Leave me out of it;
police your own elections."

Which we did, with finely-organized teams of palktchers: two inside each polling
place at all times, with six more just outside ang or trucks full of beef, coffee, propaganda,
check lists and bound Xerox copies of all Coloradbing laws.

The idea was to keep massive assistance avaitldé,times, to our point menside
the official voting places. And the reasoning behinis rather heavy public act -- which jolted a
lot of people who wouldn't have voted for Edwardgvaay -- was our concern that the mayor
and his cops would create some kind of ugly sceary on, and rattle the underground
grapevine with fear-rumors that would scare offteoff our voters. Most of our people were
fearful ofanykind of legal hassle at the polls, regardless eirthights. So it seemed important



that we should make it very clear, from the stédf we knew the laws and we weren't going to
tolerateany harrassment of our people. None.

Each poll-watcher on the dawn shift was given dgide tape-recorder with a
microphone that he was instructed to stick in #eefof any opposition poll-watcher who asked
anything beyond the legally-allowable questionsarding Name, Age and Residence. Nothing
else could be asked, under penalty of an obscaoti@h law relating to "frivolous challenge,” a
little brother to the far more serious charge ajtér intimidation."

And since the only person who had actually threadeto intimidate voters was the
mayor, we decided to force the confrontation asisasopossible in Ward I, where Buggsy had
announced that he would personally stand thegdobtwatching shift for the opposition. If the
buggers wanted a confrontation, we decided to igitcethem.

The polling place in Ward | was a lodge called @resthaus, owned by an old and
infamous Swiss/Nazi who calls himself Guido Meydartin Bormann went to Brazil, but
Guido came to Aspen -- arriving here several yaties the Great War. . . and ever since then he
has spent most of his energy (including two conegpletms as City Magistrate) getting even with
this country by milking the tourists and having yguor poor) people arrested.

So Guido was watching eagerly when the Mayor adiw his parking lot at ten minutes
to 7, creeping his Porsche through a gauntletlefsEdwards people. We had mustered a
half-dozen of the scurviest lookitggal voters we could find -- and when the Mayor arriagd
the polls these freaks were waiting to vote. Behiran, lounging around a coffee-dispenser in
an old VW van, were at least a dozen others, midsiemn large and bearded, and several so
eager for violence that they had spent the whajatrmaking chain-whips and loading up on
speed to stay crazy.

Buggsy looked horrified. It was the first timehirs long drug experience that he had ever
laid eyes on a group of non-passive, super-aggeskads. What had got into them? Why were
their eyes so wild? And why were they yelling: "Yireufucked, Buggsy. . . We're going to croak
you. . . Your whole act is doomed. . . We're gdim@eat your ass like a gong."

Who were they? All strangers? Some gang of uddgrsior speed-freaks from San
Francisco? Yes. . . of course. . . that bastarddtdsvhad brought in a bunch of ringers. But then
he looked again. . . and recognized, at the he#lteagroup, his ex-drinkalong bar-buddy Brad
Reed, the potter and known gun freak, 6'4" and g&0ning down through his beard and black
hair-flag. . . saying nothing, just smiling. . .€at God, he knew the others, too. . . there was Don
Davidson, the accountant, smooth shaven and goiteat-looking in a sleek maroon ski parka,
but not smiling at all. . . and who were thoseggithose ripe blond bodies whose names he knew
from chance meetings in friendlier times? What whsy doing out here at dawn, in the midst of
this menacing mob?

What indeed? He scurried inside to meet Guidojrimiéad ran into Tom Benton, the
hairy artist and known Radical. . . Benton wasmgng like a crocodile and waving a small black
microphone, saying: "Welcome, Buggsy. You're latee voters are waiting outside. . . Yes, did
you see them out there? Were they friendly? Arydif wonder whatm doing here, I'm Joe
Edwards' poll-watcher. . . and the reason | haiglittie black machine here is that | want to
tape every word you say when you start committeigrfies by harassing our voters. . ."

The Mayor lost his first confrontation almost gustly. One of the first obvious
Edwards-voters of the day was a blond kid who laloddeout 17. Buggsy began to jabber at him
and Benton moved in with the microphone, readytervene. . . but before Benton could utter a
word the kid began snarling at the Mayor, yellif@o fuck yourself, BuggsyYoufigure out



how old | am. | know the goddam law! | don't haseshow you proof o&nything!You're a
dying manBuggsy! Get out of my way. I'm ready to vote!"

The Mayor's next bad encounter was with a veryygaung girl with no front teeth,
wearing a baggy grey T-shirt and no bra. Somebadlytitought her to the polls, but when she
got there she was crying -- actually shaking wéérf-- and she refused to go inside. We weren't
allowed within 100 feet of the door, but we got @éo Benton and he came out to escort the girl
in. She voted, despite Buggsy's protests, and whertame outside again she was grinning like
she'd just clinched Edwards' victory all by herself

After that, we stopped worrying about the Mayoo. §oons had shown up with
blackjacks, no cops were in evidence, and Bentdrekstablished full control of his turf around
the ballot box. Elsewhere, in Wards 2 and 3, thak¥vote was not so heavy and things were
going smoothly. In Ward 2, in fact, our official [pavatcher (a drug person with a beard about
two feet long) had caused a panic by challengirgeds ofstraightvoters. The city attorney
called Edwards and complained that some ugly lanativard 2 was refusing to let a
75-year-old woman cast her ballot until she produeéirth certificate. We were forced to
replace the man; his zeal was inspiring, but wesl&ie might spark a backlash.

This had been a problem all along. We had triesidbilize a huge underground vote,
without frightening the burghers into a counter@ktaBut it didn't work -- primarily because
most of our best people were also hairy, and vewaws. Our opening shot -- the midnight
registration campaign -- had been ramrodded bydeeldneads: Mike Solheim and Pierre
Landry, who worked the streets and bars for heaersdike wild junkies, in the face of
near-total apathy.

Aspen is full of freaks, heads, fun-hogs and waight-people of every description. . .
but most of them would prefer jail or the bastinaolthe horror of actually registering to vote.
Unlike the main bulk of burghers and businessmemdropout has tmake an efforto use his
long-dormant vote. There is not much to it, no askl no more than ten minutes of small talk
and time -- but to the average dropout the ide@giktering to vote is a very heavy thing. The
psychic implications, "copping back into the systeetc., are fierce. . . and we learned, in
Aspen, that there is no point even trying to cooripeople to take that step unless you can give
them a very good reason. Like a very unusual caelid . or a fireball pitch of some kind.

The central problem that we grappled with ladtifathe gap that separates the Head
Culture from activist politics. Somewhere in thghtmare of failure that gripped America
between 1965 and 1970, the old Berkeley-born naifdreating The System by fighting it gave
way to a sort of numb conviction that it made meease in the long run to Flee, or even to
simply hide, than to fight the bastards on anyttemgn vaguely resembling their own terms.

Our ten-day registration campaign had focused stirotirely on Head/Dropout culture;
they wanted no part of activist politics and it hmen a hellish effort to convince them to
register at all. Many had lived in Aspen for fivesix years, and they weren't at all concerned
with beingconvictedof vote-fraud -- they simply didn't want to be Hads Most of us are living
here because we like the idea of being able to wallour front doors and smile at what we see.
On my own front porch | have a palm tree growing@ iblue toilet bowl. . . and on occasion | like
to wander outside, stark naked, and fire my .44naagat various gongs I've mounted on the
nearby hillside. I like to load up on mescaline &mth my amplifier up to 110 decibels for a taste
of "White Rabbit" while the sun comes up on thevgipeaks along the Continental Divide.

Which is not entirely the point. The world is foll places where a man can run wild on



drugs and loud music and firepower -- but not &org. | lived a block above Haight Street for
two years but by the end of '66 the whole neighbodhhad become a cop-magnet and a bad
sideshow. Between the narcs and the psychedelitergjghere was not much room to live.

What happened in the Haight echoed earlier sadendesrth Beach and the Village. . .
and it proved, once again, the basic futility agzswy turf you can't control. The pattern never
varies; a low-rent area suddenly blooms new ansd@md human -- and then fashionable, which
attracts the press and the cops at about the sa@eQop problems attract more publicity,
which then attracts fad-salesmen and hustlers ichwiheans money, and that attracts junkies
and jack-rollers. Their bad action causes publiaitg -- for some perverse reason -- an influx of
bored, upward mobile types who dig the menace bitanghetto” life and whose
expense-account tastes drive local rents and giriees out of reach of the original settlers. . .
who are forced, once again, to move on.

One of the most hopeful developments of the fadayht/Ashbury scene was the
exodus to rural communes. Most of the communesdat for reasons that everybody can see
now, in retrospect (like that scenekiasy Ridewhere all those poor freaks were trying to grow
their crops in dry sand) -- but the few that sudeek like the Hog Farm in New Mexico, kept a
whole generation of heads believing that the fulayesomewhere outside the cities.

In Aspen, hundreds of Haight-Ashbury refugeedtt@settle in the wake of that ill-fated
"Summer of Love" in 1967. The summer was a wild excdedible dope orgy here, but when
winter came the crest of that wave broke and dtife the shoals of local problems such as jobs,
housing and deep snow on the roads to shacksatfat; months earlier, had been easily
accessible. Many of the West Coast refugees moneldut several hundred stayed; they hired
on as carpenters, waiters, bartenders, dish-washeasd a year later they were part of the
permanent population. By mid-'69 they occupied nobé#spen's so-called "low-cost housing" --
first the tiny mid-town apartments, then out-lyistgacks, and finally the trailer courts.

So most of the freaks felt that voting wasn't Wwdtte kind of bullshit that went with it,
and the mayor's illegal threats only reinforcedrthetion that politics in America was
something to be avoided. Getting busted for grassame thing, because the "crime" was worth
the risk. . . but they saw no sense in going tatdow a "political technicality,” even if they
weren't guilty.

(This sense of "reality" is a hallmark of the Di@glture, which values the Instant
Reward -- a pleasant four-hour high -- over anyghnvolving a time lag between the Effort and
the End. On this scale of values, politics is tdbatlt, too "complex” and too "abstract” to
justify any risk or initial action. It is the flipide of the "Good German" syndrome.)

The idea of asking young heads to "go clean" neweurred to us. They could go dirty,
or even naked, for all we cared. . . all we askedntto do was firstegisterand thenvote. A
year earlier these same people had seen no diéeef@iween Nixon and Humphrey. They were
against the war in Vietnam, but the McCarthy cresiaad never reached them. At the
grass-roots of the Dropout-Culture, the idea ohgdClean for Gene was a bad joke. Both Dick
Gregory and George Wallace drew unnaturally lafgenks of the vote in Aspen. Robert
Kennedy would probably have carried the town, ihladn't been killed, but he wouldn't have
won by much. The town is essentially Republican:Ra€gistrations outnumber Democrats by
more than two to one. . . but the combined totddaith major parties just about equals the
number of registered Independents, most of whodeghemselves on being totally
unpredictable. They are a jangled mix of Left/Ceazand Birchers; cheap bigots, dope dealers,
nazi ski instructors and spaced off "psychedelim&s" with no politics at all beyond



self-preservation.

At the end of that frenzied ten-day hustle (siweekept no count, no lists or records) we
had no way of knowing how many half-stirred droolidd actually registered, or how many of
those would vote. So it was a bit of a shock aluad when, toward the end of that election day,
our poll-watchers' tallies showed that Joe Edwaatsalready cashed more than 300 of the 486
newregistrations that had just gone into the books.

The race was going to be very close. The votisig Ehowed roughtly 100 pro-Edwards
voters who hadn't showed up at the polls, and quedid that 100 phone calls might raise at least
25 of these laggards. At that point it looked [#&might make the nut, particularly in a
sharply-divided three-way mayor's race in a towthwnly 1623 registered voters.

So we needed those phones. But where? Nobody knewatil a girl who'd been
working on the phone network suddenly came up wikiey to a spacious two-room office in the
old Elks Club building. She had once worked théyea local businessman and ex-hipster
named Craig, who had gone to Chicago on business.

We seized Craig's office at once, ignoring the Isaamd curses of the mob in the Elks bar
-- where the out-going mayor's troops were alregathering to celebrate the victory of his
hand-picked successor. (Legally, there was nottiiag could do to keep us out of the place,
although later that night they voted to have Crigted. . . and he is now running for the State
Legislature on a Crush the Elks platform.) By solack we had the new headquarters working
nicely. The phone calls were extremely brief arréati "Get off your ass, you bastard! \Weed
you! Get out and vote!"

About six people worked the lists and the phokers went off to hustle the various
shacks, lodges, hovels and communes where we Kreee Were voters but no phones. The
place filled up rapidly, as the word went out tivat finally had a headquarters. Soon the whole
second-floor of the Elks Club was full of beardesbks yelling frantically at each other;
strange-looking people rushing up and down thesstaith lists, notebooks, radios, and cases of
Budweiser. . .

Somebody stuck a purple spansule in my hand, gay@oddamn, you look tired! What
you need is a hit of this excellent mescaline.bdided absently and stuck the thing in one of the
22 pockets in my red campaign parka. Save this finulgter, | thought. No point getting crazy
until the polls close. . . keep checking thesekstm lists, squeeze every last vote out of them. .
keep calling, pushing, shouting at the bastarasatkn them. . .

There was something weird in the room, some kirelextric madness that I'd never
noticed before. | stood against a wall with a hbeeny hand and watched the machinery
working. And after a while | realized what the difénce was. For the first time in the campaign,
these people really believed we were going to wor at least that we had a good chance. And
now, with less than an hour to go, they were waghike a gang of coal-miners sent down to
rescue the survivors of a cave-in. At that poirwith my own role ended -- | was probably the
most pessimistic person in the room; the othermedeentirely convinced that Joe Edwards
would be the next Mayor of Aspen. . . that our walged experiment with Freak Power was
about to carry the day and establish a nationwidequlent.

We were in for a very long night -- waiting forethallots to be counted by hand -- but
even before the polls closed we knew we had chatigedhole structure of Aspen's politics.
The Old Guard was doomed, the liberals were teredrand the Underground had emerged, with



terrible suddenness, on a very serious powerThpoughout the campaign I'd been promising,
on the streets and in the bars, th&dwards won this Mayor's race | would run for Stenext
year (November, 1970). . . but it never occurreth&othat | would actually have to run; no more
than I'd ever seriously believed we could mournte&€over bid" in Aspen.

But now it was happening. Even Edwards, a skdmii the start, had said on election
eve that he thought we were going to "win big." Whe said it we were in his office, sorting
out Xerox copies of the Colorado election lawsdor poll-watching teams, and | recall being
stunned at his optimism.

"Never in hell," | said. "If we win at all it's gog to be damn close -- like 25 votes." But
his comment had jangled me badly. God damn! | thaugaybe wewill win. . . and what then?

Finally, at around 6:30, | felt so useless anfts@hscious just hanging around the action
that | said what the hell, and left. | felt like @@ood Bumstead pacing back and forth in some
comic-strip version of a maternity-ward waiting nmoFuck this, | thought. I'd been awake and
moving around like a cannonball for the last 50rspand now -- with nothing else to confront --
| felt the adrenalin sinking. Go home, | thouglatt #his mescaline and put on the earphones, get
away from the public agony. . .

At the bottom of the long wooden stairway from i§saoffice to the street | paused for a
quick look into the Elks Club bar. It was crowdedidoud and happy. . . a bar full of winners,
like always. They had never backed a loser. They Wee backbone of Aspen: shop-owners,
cowboys, firemen, cops, construction workers.nd tneir leader was the most popular mayor in
the town's history, a two-term winner now backingdwn hand-picked successor, a half-bright
young lawyer. | flashed the Elks a big smile arguick V-fingered "victory" sign. Nobody
smiled. . . but it was hard to know if they reatizbat their man was already croaked; in a
sudden three-way race he had bombed early, whdndakeContractors' Association and all
their real estate allies had made the painful d&cti® abandon Gates, their natural gut-choice,
and devote all their weight and leverage to stopgpie "hippie candidate,"” Joe Edwards. By the
weekend before election day it was no longer aethivay campaign. . . and by Monday the only
guestion left was how many mean-spirited, Righttishitheads could be mustered to vote
againstJoe Edwards.

The other alternative was a 55-year-old lady skepkr backed by author Leon Uris and
the local Republican majority. . . Eve Homeyemagtime functionary in the Colorado GOP,
had spent thousands of dollars on a super-chir@mpaign to re-create herself in the boneless
image of Mamie Eisenhower. She hated stray dogsrantdrcycles made her ears ring. Progress
was nice and Development was good for the locah@try. Aspen should be made safe for the
annual big-spending visits of the Atlanta Ski Carldl the Texas Cavaliers -- which meant
building a four-lane highway through the middle@ivn and more blockhouse condominiums to
humor more tourists.

She played Nixon to Gates' Agnew. If the sighhaked hippies made her sick, she
wasn't quite ready to cut their heads off. She @ldsnd cranky, but not quite as mean as Gates'
vigilante backers who wanted a mayor who would gineam free rein to go out and beat the
living shit out of anybody who didn't look like nmal material for the Elks' and Eagles'
membership drives. And where Gates wanted to teeA into a Rocky Mountain version of
Atlantic City. . . Eve Homeyer only wanted to maka sort of St. Petersburg with a Disneyland
overlay. "She agredahlfway,with everything Lennie Oates stood for. . . but slaated it made
damn clear that she viewed Joe Edwards' candidapyr@ demented lunacy -- a form of surly



madness so wrong and rotten that only the Wretaheddhe Scum of the Earth could give it a
moment's thought.

We had already beaten Oates, but | was too trdhssle the Elks right then, and in
some strange way | felt sorry for them. They wedreud to be stomped very badly by a candidate
who agreed with them more than they knew. The meaplo had reason to fear the Edwards
campaign were the sub-dividers, ski-pimps and leétged land-developers who had come like a
plague of poison roaches to buy and sell the whalley out from under the people who still
valued it as a good place to live, not just a gowestment.

Our program, basically, was to drive the realtes@ons completely out of the valley: to
prevent the State Highway Department from bringirfgur-lane highway into the town and in
factto ban all auto traffic from every downtown strélairn them all into grassy malls where
everybody, even freaks, could do whatever's righé cops would become trash collectors and
maintenance men for a fleet of municipal bicycfesanybody to use. No more huge,
space-killing apartment buildings to block the vidmm any downtown street, of anybody who
might want to look up and see the mountains. Noenhemd-rapes, no more busts for
"flute-playing” or "blocking the sidewalk". . . fludhe tourists, dead-end the highway, zone the
greedheads out of existence, and in general cagtaten where people could live like human
beings, instead of slaves to some bogus sens@gfd3s that is driving us all mad.

Joe Edwards' platform was against the developetghe old-timers and ranchers -- and
it was hard to see, from their arguments, how tmyd disagree in substance with anything we
said. . . unless what they were really worried alwas the very good chance that a win by
Edwards would put an end to their options of sgllit to the highest bidder. With Edwards,
they said, would come horrors like Zoning and Egglavhich would cramp their fine Western
style, the buy low, sell high ethic. . . free eptese, as it were, and the few people who bothered
to argue with them soon found that their nostatgik about "the good old days" and "the
tradition of this peaceful valley" was only an awded cover for their fears about
"socialist-thinking newcomers."

Whatever else the Edwards campaign may or makians accomplished, we had
croaked that stupid sentimental garbage aboutiéimel-loving old-timers."

| left the Elks Club building and stopped on Ayntinfor a moment to look up at the tall
hills around the town. There was already snow on@jter, to the north. . . and on Bell, behind
Little Nell, the ski trails were dim white tracks. steel toll-roads, waiting for Christmas and the
blizzard of fat-wallet skiers who keep Aspen riElight dollars a day to ski on those hills, $150
for a pair of good skis, $120 for the Right bo&85 for a Meggi sweater, $75 for a goose-down
parka. . . and $200 more for poles, gloves, goggiass socks, and another $70 for a pair of ski
pants. . .

Indeed. The ski industry is a big business. Amatéa-ski" is bigger: $90 a day for an
apartment in the Aspen Alps, $25 apiece for a goedl & wine in the Paragon. . . and don't
forget the Bates Floaters (official apres-ski baiothe US Olympic team -- the worst kind of
flimsy shit imaginable for $30 a pair).

It adds up to something like an average figur$5ifO a week for the typical midwest
dingbat who buys both his gear and his style ollagboy. Then you multiply $100 a day by
the many skier days logged in 1969-70 by the ASflarCorp, and what you get is a staggering
winter gross for a Rocky Mountain village with argopulation of just over 2000.

Which is only half the story: The other half isamual 30-35 percent growth/profit
jump on all money fronts. . . and what you see Karsaw,prior to Nixon's economic



adjustments) is/was a king-hell gold-mine with mal & sight. For the past ten years Aspen has
been the showpiece/money-hub of a gold rush thebtade millionaires. In the wake of World
War I, they flocked in from Austria and Switzerth{never from Germany, they said) to staff
the embryo nerve/resort centers of a sport thaldveaon be bigger than golf or bowling. . . and
now, with skiing firmly established in America, tbaginal German hustlers are wealthy
burghers. They own restaurants, hotels, ski slapdsespecially vast chunks of real estate in
places like Aspen.

After a savage, fire-sucking campaign we lost bly g@ix (6) votes, out of 1200. Actually
we lost by one (1) vote, but five of our absentaktols didn't get here in time -- primarily
because they were mailed (to places like MexicoNaolal and Guatemala) five days before the
election.

We came very close to winning control of the toand that was the crucial difference
between our action in Aspen and, say, Norman Maitammpaign in New York -- which was
clearly doomed from the start. At the time of Eddgicampaign we were not conscious of any
precedent. . . and even now, in calm retrospeetottly similar effort that comes to mind is Bob
Scheer's 1966 ran for a US Congress seat in Bgrkidkland -- when he challenged liberal
Jeffrey Cohelan and lost by something like two qeart of the vote. Other than that, most radical
attempts to get into electoral politics have beaortul, fore-doomed efforts in the style of the
Mailer-Breslin gig.

This same essential difference is already evioeh®70, with the sudden rash of assaults
on various sheriffs' fiefs. Stew Albert got 65,08fles in Berkeley, running on a neo-hippie
platform, but there was never any question of hiswmg. Another notable exception was David
Pierce, a 30-year-old lawyer who was actually el@echayor of Richmond, California (pop.
100,000 plus) in 1964. Pierce mustered a huge lgjaeko vote-- mainly on the basis of his
lifestyle and his promise to "bust Standard QOilé $€rved, and in fact ran, the city for three
years -- but in 1967 he suddenly abandoned evexytioi move to a monastery in Nepal. He is
now in Turkey, en route to Aspen and then Califarmhere he plans to run for Governor.

Another was Oscar Acosta, a Brown Power candidat8heriff of Los Angeles County,
who pulled 110,000 votes out of something like twidlion.

Meanwhile in Lawrence, Kansas, George Kimball édee minister for the local White
Panther party) has already won the Democratic pyimaunning unopposed -- but he expects
to lose the general election by at least ten to one

On the strength of the Edwards showing, | haddbztio surpass my pledge and run for
sheriff, and when both Kimball and Acosta visitesi@&n recently, they were amazed to find that
| actually expect tavin my race. A preliminary canvass shows me running aretad of the
Democratic incumbent, and only slightly behind Regpublican challenger.

The root point is that Aspen's political situatisrso volatile -- as a result of the Joe
Edwards campaign -- thahyFreak Power candidate is now a possible winner.

In my case for instance, | will have to work véigrd -- and spew out some really
heinous ideas during my campaign -- tolgssthan 30 percent of the vote in a three-way race.
And an underground candidate who really wanteditooould assume, from the start, a working
nut of about 40 percent of the electorate -- withdimances of victory riding almost entirely on
his Backlash Potential; or how much active fear laathing his candidacy might provoke
among the burghers who have controlled local catdsgifor so long.

The possibility of victory can be a heavy millstasround the neck of any political



candidate who might prefer, in his heart, to speisdnain energies on a series of terrifying,
whiplash assaults on everything the voters hold.ddeere are harsh echoes of the Magic
Christian in this technique: The candidate firgtates an impossible psychic maze, then he drags
the voters into it and flails them constantly wiibberish and rude shocks. This was Mailer's
technique, and it got him 55,000 votes in a citg@imillion people -- but in truth it is more a

form of vengeance than electoral politics. Whichas to say that it can't be effective, in Aspen

or anywhere else, but as a political strategytiiisted by a series of disastrous defeats.

In any event, the Magic Christian concept is dde sf the "new politics” coin. It doesn't
work, but it's fun. . . unlike that coin's othecéathat emerged in the presidential campaign of
Gene McCarthy and Bobby Kennedy in 1968. In bodesawe saw establishment candidates
claiming conversiomo some newer and younger state of mind (or palitieality) that would
make them more in tune with a newer, younger ariddeeelectorate that had previously called
them both useless.

And it worked. Both conversions were hugely susfidsfor a while. . . and if the tactic
itself seemed cynical, it is still hard to know,dither case, whether the tactic was father to the
conversion, or vice-versa. Which hardly matters nimw. We are talking about political-action
formats: if the Magic Christian concept is one rtiiee Kennedy/McCarthy format has to qualify
as another. . . particularly as the national DercParty is already working desperately to
make it work again in 1972, when the Demos' onlyehof unseating Nixon will again be some
shrewd establishment candidate on the brink of mp@nse who will suddenly start dropping
acid in late '71 and then hit the rock-festivalltrathe summer of '72. He will doff his shirt at
every opportunity and his wife will burn her bra.and millions of the young will vote for him,
against Nixon.

Or will they? There is still another format, amdktis the one we stumbled on in Aspen.
Why not challenge the establishment with a canditiay've never heard of? Who has never
been primed or prepped or greased for public ¢¥igad whose lifestyle is already so weird that
the idea of "conversion" would never occur to him?

In other words, why not run an honest freak amd bum loose, onheir turf, to show up
all the "normal” candidates for the worthless legbey are and always have been? Why defer to
the bastards? Why assume they're intelligent? Véhgue they won't crack and fold in a
crunch? (When the Japs went into Olympic volleytialy ran a blitz on everybody using
strange but maddeningly legal techniques like dap'roll,” the "dink spike" and the "lightning
belly pass" that reduced their taller opponentscteaming jelly.)

This is the essence of what some people callAgpen technique™ in politics: neither
opting out of the system, nor working within it.but calling its bluff, by using its strength to
turn its back on itself. . . and by always assuntiveg the people in power are not smart. By the
end of the Edwards campaign, | was convinced, teegpy lifelong bias to the contrary, that the
Law was actually on our side. Not the cops, orjtigges or the politicians -- but the actual Law,
itself, as printed in the dull and musty lawbodkattwe constantly had to consult because we
had no other choice.

But in November of '69 we had no time for thiskiof theory-talk or thinking. |
remember a list of books | wanted to get and remdtder to learn something about politics, but
| barely had time to sleep, much less to do anglinga As the de facto campaign manager, | felt
like a man who had started some kind of bloody ¢fagig by accident. . . and as the Edwards
campaign grew crazier and more vicious, my only ceacern was to save my own ass by



warding off a disaster. | didn't know Edwards &tlalit by mid-October | felt personally
responsible for his future -- and his prospectshait point, were not good. Bill Dunaway, the
"liberal" publisher of the Aspefimes,told me on the morning of election that | had
"singlehandedly destroyed Joe Edwards' legal cane®spen” by "forcing him into politics."

This was the liberal myth -- that some drug-addlgdmaniac writer from Woody Creek
had run amok on horse-tranquilizers, and thenHadad trip on the local Head population. . .
who were normally quite peaceful and harmlesspag &s they had enough drugs. But now, for
some goddamn reason, they had gone completely-waldd they were dragging poor Edwards
down with them.

Right. . . poor Edwards: He was recently divoraad living with his girlfriend in a local
garret, half-starving for income in a town fulllaine dilettante lawyers, and his name was
completely unknown except as "that bastard who sheedity” a year earlier, on behalf of two
longhairs who claimed the cops were discriminatigginst them. Which was true, and the
lawsuit had a terrible effect on the local poli€ae Chief (now a candidate for sheriff) had quit
or been fired in a rage, leaving his patrolmen mbation to a federal judge in Denver -- who
put the suit in limbo, while warning the Aspen cdipat he would bust the city severely at the
first sign of "discriminatory law enforcement" agsi hippies.

This lawsuit had severe repercussions in Aspea:riayor was shackled, the City
Council lost its will to live, the City Magistrat§uido Meyer, was fired instantly -- even before
the Police Chief -- and the local cops suddenlpstal busting longhairs for the things like
"blocking the sidewalk," which carried a 90-day g@ntence that summer, along with a $200
fine.

That bullshit stopped at once, and it has stay@gbed -- thanks entirely to Edwards'
lawsuit; the local liberals called an ACLU meetiagd let it go at that. So only a waterhead
could have been surprised when, a year later, dftilaof us in search of a mayor candidate
decided to call on Joe Edwards. Why not? It mad&epesense -- except to the liberals, who
were not quite comfortable with a Freak Power cdaidi. They didn't mind Edwards, they said,
and they even agreed with his platform -- whichhad carefully carved to their tastes -- but
there was something very ominous, they felt, abioeit'rabble” support he was getting: Not the
kind of people one really wanted to sip vichysseish -- wild heads, bikers and anarchists who
didn't know Stevenson and hated Hubert Humphrey Wére these people? What did they
want?

What indeed? The local businessmen's bund wasuzated. Joe Edwards, to them, was
the leader of a Communist drug plot to destroyrtivaiy of life, sell LSD to their children and
Spanish Fly to their wives. Never mind that manyhafir children were already selling LSD to
each other, and that most of their wives couldetttgimped on a bad night in Juarez. . . that was
all beside the point. Theointwas that a gang of freaks was about to take oectothin.

And why not? We had never denied it. Not everheaglatform -- which was public, and
quite mild. But somewhere around the middle ofEevards campaign even the liberals got a
whiff of what his platform really meant. They cowdde a storm gathering behind it, that our
carefully reasoned words were only an opening wéadgdrastic action. They knew, from long
experience, that a word like "ecology” can meanoatnanything -- and to most of them it meant
spending one day a year with a neighborhood clgacrew, picking up beer cans and sending
them back to Coors for a refund that would be s&fitpurse, to their favorite charity.

But "ecology," to us, meant something else entirdle had in mind a deluge of brutally
restrictive actions that would permanently crippée only the obvious landrapers but also that



quiet cabal of tweedy liberal speculators who ingrsdealing in private, so as not to foul up the
image. . . Like Armand Bartos, the New York "artrpa" and jet-set fashion-pacer often
hummed in Women's Wear Daily. . . who is also twaer/builder and oft-cursed landlord of
Aspen’s biggest and ugliest trailer court. The glaccalled "Gerbazdale,” and some of the
tenants insist that Bartos raises their rents.etvery he decides to buy another Pop Art Original.

"I'm tired of financing that asshole's art colient” said one. "He's one of the most
blatant goddam slumlords in the Western World. Hi&sws out here, then gives our rent money
to shitheads like Warhol."

Bartos is in the same league with Wilton "Winkffda Jr. -- a New York stockbroker
recently suspended for unethical manipulation efrttarket. Jaffee has taken great pains to
cultivate his image, in Aspen, as that of an argygpessive Eastern aesthete. But when the SEC
zapped him, he responded by quickly leasing a clofihiks vast ranch -- between Aspen and
Woods Creek -- to a high-powered gravel-crushingrapon from Grand Junction, which
immediately began grinding up the earth and seltingy the ton, to the State Highway
Department. And now, after destroying the earthfanting the Roaring Fork River, the swine
are demanding a zoning variance so they can boikphalt plant. . . on the elegant Aspen
estate that Wink Jaffee no doubt describes quiendd his progressive friends on Wall Street.

These, and others like them, are the kind of ghgsind horsey hypocrites who pass for
"liberals" in Aspen. So we were not surprised whemy of them made a point of withdrawing
their support about halfway through Edwards' cagmadt first they had liked our words and
our fiery underdog stance (fighting the good figh&nother hopeless cause, etc.), but when
Edwards began looking like a winner, our liberéikealpanicked.

By noon on election day, the only real questiols Waw Many Liberals had Hung On. A
few had come over, as it were, but those few wetenough to form the other half of the
nervous power base we had counted on from the $tagtoriginal idea had been to lash together
a one-shot coalition and demoralize the local mfpwiics establishment by winning a major
election before the enemy knew what was happewigsgen's liberals are a permanent minority
who have never woanything,despite their constant struggles. . . and Aspabled
"underground" is a far larger minority that has ereevenrtried to win anything.

Sopowerwas our first priority. The platform -- or at leastr public version of it -- was
too intentionally vague to be anything but a flégjlsecondary tool for wooing the liberals and
holding our coalition. On the other hand, not etrenhandful of people in the powernexus of
Joe Edwards' campaign could guarantee that he vetautisodding the streets and flaying the
sheriff just as soon as he got elected. He wae; altt a lawyer -- an evil tirade, at best -- &nd
think we all knew, although nobody ever said igtttve really had no idea what the bastard
might do if he got elected. For all we knew he daulrn into a vicious monster and have us all
jailed for sedition.

None of us eveknewJoe Edwards. For weeks we had joked about our tglaoslidate”
who emerged from time to time to insist that he Washelpless creature of some mysterious
Political Machine that had caused his phone to oing Saturday at midnight, and told him he
was running for Mayor.

Which was more or less true. | had called him freazy, full of booze and resentment at
a rumor that a gaggle of local powermongers hashdl met and decided who Aspen's next
mayor would be -- a giddy old lady would run unopead behind some kind of lunatic obscenity
they called a "united front,” or "progressive salitly" -- endorsed by Leon Uris, who is Aspen's



leading stag movie fan, and who writes books, Exedusto pay his bills. | was sitting in
Peggy Clifford's living room when | heard aboutaihd, as I recall, we both agreed that the
fuckers had gone too far this time.

Someone suggested Ross Griffin, a retired ski-Badlifelong mountain beatnik who
was going half-straight at the time and talkingw@hanning for the City Council. . . but a dozen
or so trial-balloon calls convinced us that Rossnitaquite weird enough to galvanize the street
vote, which we felt would be absolutely necessgkg.it turned out, we were wrong: Griffin ran
for the Council and won by a huge margin in a wiatidof Heads.)

But at the time it seemed necessary to come upavtandidate whose Strange Tastes
and Para-Legal Behavior were absolutely beyondtopures . a man whose candidacy would
torture the outer limits of political gall, whosame would strike fear and shock in the heart of
every burgher, and whose massive unsuitabilitylferjob would cause even the most apolitical
drug-child in the town's most degenerate commurshoat, "Yes! | mustotefor that man!”

Joe Edwards didn't quite fill that bill. He wabiatoo straight for the acid-people, and a
little too strange for the liberals-- but he was timly candidate even marginally acceptable on
both ends of our un-tried coalition spectrum. Addhdurs after our first jangled phone talk
about "running for Mayor," he said, "Fuck it, whgtf"

The next day was Sunday anle Battle of Algiersvas playing at the Wheeler Opera
House. We agreed to meet afterwards, on the streethe hookup was difficult, because | didn't
know what he looked like. So we ended up millingwend for a while, casting sidelong glances
at each other, and | remember thinking, Jesusgddbak benim over there? That scurvy-looking
geek with the shifty eyes? Shit, he'll never wigthimg. . .

Finally after awkward introductions, we walked dote the old Jerome Hotel and
ordered some beers sent out to the lobby, whereowie talk privately. Our campaign
juggernaut, that night, consisted of me, Jim Sad#ted Mike Solheim -- but we all assured
Edwards that we were only the tip of the icebegy thas going to float him straight into the
sea-lanes of big-time power politics. In fact, hsed that both Solheim and Salter were
embarrassed to find themselves there -- assurimg $otal stranger that all he had to do was say
the word and we would make him Mayor of Aspen.

None of us had even a beginner's knowledge oftbawn a political campaign. Salter
writes screenplay@®ownhill Racer)and bookgA Sport and a Pastime$olheim used to own an
elegant bar called Leadville, in Ketchum, Idahaj &is Aspen gig is housepainting. For my part,
| had lived about ten miles out of town for two gg&aloing everything possible to avoid Aspen's
feverish reality. My lifestyle, | felt, was not emly suited for doing battle with any small-town
political establishment. They had left me alond,rassled my friends (with two unavoidable
exceptions -- both lawyers), and consistently igdaall rumors of madness and violence in my
area. In return, | had consciously avoided writatigut Aspen. . . and in my very limited
congress with the local authorities | was treaileel $ome kind of half-mad cross between a
hermit and a wolverine, a thing best left alonéoag as possible.

So the '69 campaign was perhaps a longer stapddhan it was for Joe Edwards. He
had already tasted political conflict and he seetoatig it. But my own involvement amounted
to the willful shattering of what had been, untiéh, a very comfortable truce. . . and looking
back I'm still not sure what launched me. Prob#@blas Chicago -- that brainraping week in
August of '68. | went to the Democratic Conventasna journalist, and returned a raving beast.

For me, that week in Chicago was far worse thanatbrst bad acid trip I'd even heard
rumors about. It permanently altered my brain clsémypi and my first new idea -- when | finally



calmed down -- was an absolute conviction thereweagossibility for any personal truce, for
me, in a nation that could hatch and be proudrafignant monster like Chicago. Suddenly, it
seemed imperative to get a grip on those who haekow slipped into power and caused the
thing to happen.

But who were they? Was Mayor Daley a cause, gngptom? Lyndon Johnson was
finished, Hubert Humphrey was doomed, McCarthy ragen, Kennedy was dead, and that
left only Nixon, that pompous, plastic little favho would soon be our President. | went to
Washington for his Inauguration, hoping for a telgishitrain that would pound the White
House to splinters. But it didn't happen; no simtrao justice. . . and Nixon was finally in
charge.

So in truth it was probably a sense of impendiognd, of horror at politics in general,
that goaded me into my role in the Edwards campdipe reasons came later, and even now
they seem hazy. Some people call politics fun,raaglbe it is when you're winning. But even
then it's a mean kind of fun, and more like theagsedge of a speed trip than anything peaceful
or pleasant. Real happiness, in politics, is a waden hammer shot on some poor bastard who
knows he's been trapped, but can't flee.

The Edwards campaign was more an uprising thaovement. We had nothing to lose:
we were like a bunch of wild-eyed amateur mechamili;ig a homemade racing car onto the
track at Indianapolis and watching it overtake acbrof big Offenhausers at the 450 pole. There
were two distinct phases in the month-long Edwasdapaign. For the first two weeks we made
a lot of radical noise and embarrassed our friem#ksdiscovered that most of the people we had
counted on were absolutely useless.

So nobody was ready for the second phase, wheahitifgebegan coming together like a
conquered jigsaw puzzle. Our evening strategy meggin the Jerome Bar were suddenly
crowded with people demanding a piece of the acWéa were inundated with $5 and $10
contributions from people whom none of us knewnirBob Krueger's tiny darkroom and Bill
Noonan's angry efforts to collect enough moneyap for a full-page ad in Dunaway's liberal
Times,we suddenly inherited all the facilities of the t@er of the Eye" Photography School and
an unlimited credit-line (after Dunaway fled to thahamas) from Steve Herron at the
Times-owned radio station, then the only one innto{@everal months after the election a
24-hour FM station began broadcasting -- with dagtMuzak balanced off against a late-night
freak-rock gig as heavy as anything in S.F. or .ith no local television, the radio was our
equivalent of a high-powered TV campaign. And davaoked the same kind of surly reaction that
has been shrugged off, on both coasts, by US Seaatikdates such as Ottinger (N.Y.) and
Tunney (Calif.).

That comparison is purely technical. The radiatspee ran in Aspen would have
terrified political eunuchs like Tunney and OttingBur theme song was Herbie Mann's "Battle
Hymn of the Republic,” which we ran over and ovgaia -- as a doleful background to very
heavy raps and evil mockery of the retrograde ojtipaos They bitched and groaned, accusing us
in their ignorance of "using Madison Avenue tecluais,” while in truth it was pure Lenny
Bruce. But they didn't know Lenny; their humor veaid Bob Hope, with a tangent taste for Don
Rickles here and there among the handful of swegdio didn't mind admitting that they dug
the stag movies, on weekends, at Leon Uris' homigezhMountain.

We enjoyed skewering those bastards. Our radiandjzan ex-nightclub comic, Phil
Clark, made several spots that caused people to &ahe mouth and chase their tails in
impotent rage. There was a thread of high, wild twim the Edwards campaign, and that was



what kept us all sane. There was a definite satistain knowing that, even if we lost, whoever
beat us would never get rid of the scars. It wasssary, we felt, to thoroughly terrify our
opponents, so that even in hollow victory, they lddaarn to fear every sunrise until the next
election.

This worked out nicely -- or at least effectivedyyd by the spring of 1970 it was clear on
all fronts, that Aspen's traditional power struetwas no longer in command of the town. The
new City Council quickly broke down to a perman&#t split, with Ned Vare as the spokesman
for one side and a Bircher-style dentist named @owah taking care of the other. This left Eve
Homeyer, who had campaigned with the idea thairtagor was "only a figurehead," in the
nasty position of having to cast a tie-breakingevan every controversial issue. The first few
were minor, and she voted her Agnew-style conunstim each case. . . but the public reaction
was ugly, and after a while the Council lapsed atand of nervous stalemate, with neither side
anxious to bringinythingto a vote. The realities of a small-town politice ao close to the bone
that there is no way to avoid getting cursed indineets, by somebody, for any vote you cast. An
alderman in Chicago can insulate himself almostmetely from the people he votes against,
but there is no escape in a place the size of Aspen

The same kind of tension began popping up on tiker dronts: The local high school
principal tried to fire a young teacher for voiciadeft-wing political bias in the classroom, but
her students went on strike and not only forcedeheher's reinstatement but very nearly got the
principal fired. Shortly after that, Ned Vare anbbeal lawyer named Shellman savaged the
State Highway Department so badly that all plansriiog the four-lane highway through town
were completely de-funded. This drove the Countyn@assioners into a filthy funk; the
Highway had been their pet project, but suddenlyais screwed, doomed. . . by the same gang
of bastards who had caused all the trouble lalst fal

The Aspen Medical Center was filled with criesade and anguish. Comcowich the
twisted dentist rushed out of his office in thailéhng and punched a young freak off his bicycle,
screeching: "You dirty little motherfucker we'reigg to run you all out of town!" Then he fled
back inside, to his office across the hall front thfiathe good Dr. Barnard (Buggsy) and his
like-minded cohort Dr. J. Sterling Baxter.

For five years these two had controlled Asperarafwith a swagger that mixed sports
cars and speed with mistresses and teeny-boppe s @valier disdain for the amenities of the
medical profession. Buggsy handled the municipabacwhile Baxter ran the County, and for
five fairly placid years the Aspen Medical Centeasrmspen's Tammany Hall. Buggsy dug his
Mayor's act immensely. From time to time he wouwld amok and abuse his power
disgracefully, but in general he handled it welis Ftiends were many and varied -- ranging
from dope dealers and outlaw bikers to Districtgludnd horse-traders. . . even me, and in fact it
never crossed my mind that Buggsy would be anythirtga tremendous help when we kicked
off the Edwards campaign. It seemed entirely Idgitat anold freak would want to pass the
torch to ayoungfreak. . .

Instead, he refused to go gracefully, and rathen tielping Edwards he tried to destroy
him. At one point Barnard actually tried to get bato the race himself, and when that didn't
work he shoved in a last-minute dummy. This wag f@gates, who went down -- along with
Buggsy -- to an ignominious defeat. We beat thamidf and Barnard couldn't believe it.
Shortly after the polls closed, he went down to/ Elall and stared balefully at the blackboard
when the clerk started posting the returns. Trst figures stunned him visibly, they said, and by



ten o'clock he was raving incoherently about "ffaaiid "recounts” and "those dirty bastards
who turned on me."

One of his friends who was there recalls it asrg heavy scene. . . although Dylan
Thomas might have dug it, for the Mayor is saitiéawe raged horribly against the dying of the
light.

And so much for what might have been a very sany st . except that Buggsy went
home that night and began laying feverish plartsetmome Mayor of Aspen again. His new
power base is a thing called the "Taxpayers' Ledgusort of reverse-elite corps of the booziest
Elks and Eagles, whose only real point of agreensethiat every animal in this world that has
walked on two legs for less than 50 years is euier and dangerous. The Taxpayers' League is
really a classic example of what anthropologistsara“atavistic endeavor.” On the scale of
political development, they are still flirting witBenator Bilbo's dangerously progressive
proposal to send all the niggers back to Africaadleet of iron barges.

This is Buggsy's new constituency. They areatloticious drunks, and natll mental
defectives either. Some are genuinely confusedragitened at what seems to be the End of the
World as they know it. And this is sad, too. . t the saddest thing of all is that, in the contaxt
this article, the Taxpayers' League is not irrefevin the past six months this group has
emerged as the most consistently effective voting im the valley. They have beaten the
liberals handily in every recent encounter (noneied) that came down, in the end, to a matter
of who had the muscle.

Who indeed? The liberals simply can't get it upand since the end of the Edwards
campaign we have deliberately avoided any efforhtdilize the Freak Power bloc. The
political attention span of the average dropotibasshort, we felt, to blow it on anything minor.
Nearly everyone who worked on the Edwards gigyaat was convinced that he would have
won easily if the election had been held on Novemnilé¢h instead of November 4th. . . or if
we'd started whipping our act together even a vezgher.

Maybe so, but | doubt it. That idea assumes tleahadcontrol of the thing -- but we
didn't. The campaign was out of control from begigrto end and the fact that it peaked on
election day was a perfect accident, a piece & that we couldn't have planned. By the time
the polls opened we had fired just about every slgohad. There was nothing left to do, on
election day, except deal with Buggsy's threatsé that was done before noon. Beyond that, |
don't recall that we did much -- until just beftine polls closed -- except drive around town at
high speed and drink vast amounts of beer.

There is no point even hoping for that kind ofdagain this year. We began organizing
in mid-August -- six weeks earlier than last tirm@and unless we can pace the thing perfectly we
might find ourselves limp and burned out two wele&fore the election. | have a nightmare
vision of our whole act coming to a massive orgtasiimax on October 25th: Two thousand
costumed freaks doing the schottische, in perfeisiam, in front of the County Courthouse. . .
sweating, weeping, chanting. . . "Vote NOW! Vote WO Demanding the ballait once,
completely stoned on politics, too high and strongto even recognize their candidate, Ned
Vare, when he appears on the courthouse stepshantsdor them all to back off: "Go back to
your homes! You can't vote for ten more days!" Tiab responds with a terrible roar, then
surges forward. . . Vare disappears. . .

I turn to flee, but the Sheriff is there with ageurubber sack that he quickly flips over my
head and places me under arrest for felony corgpifide elections are canceled and J. Sterling
Baxter places the town under martial law, with reths) total command. . .



Baxter is both the symbol and the reality of tHd/Ogly/Corrupt political machine that
we hope to crack in November. He will be workingnfra formidable power base: A coalition of
Buggsy's "Taxpayers" and Comcowich's right-wingwsbhnites -- along with heavy
institutional support from both banks, the ConegtAssociation and the all-powerful Aspen
Ski Corporation. He will also have the financinglarganizing resources of the local GOP,
which outnumbers the Democrats more than two toimnegistrations.

The Democrats, with an eye on the probabilityradtaer Edwards-style uprising on the
Left, are running a political transvestite, a maddiged realtor whom they will try to promote as
a "sensible alternative" to the menacing "extrenpesed by Baxter and Ned Vare. The
incumbent Sheriff is also a Democrat.

Vare is running as an Independent and his camaigrbol, he says, will be "a tree." For
the Sheriff's campaign, my symbol will be eithdraaribly-deformed cyclops owl, or a
double-thumbed fist, clutching a peyote button,chihis also the symbol of our general strategy
and organizing cabal, the Meat Possum Athletic CAtlithe moment | am registered as an
Independent, but there is still the possibilitpending the outcome of current negotiations for
campaign financing -- that | may file for office aCommunist. It will make no difference which
label I adopt; the die is already cast in my racmd the only remaining question is how many
Freaks, heads, criminals, anarchists, beatnikghsra, Wobblies, bikers and Persons of Weird
Persuasion will come out of their holes and votetie. The alternatives are depressingly
obvious: my opponents are hopeless bums who wautddre at home on the Mississippi State
Highway Patrol. . . and, if elected, | promise@sammend them both for the kinds of jobs they
deserve.

Ned Vare's race is both more complex and far nmop®rtant than mine. He is going
after the dragon. Jay Baxter is the most powerdlitipal figure in the county. He ihe County
Commissioner; the other two are echoes. If Varebesmt Baxter that will snap the spine of the
local/ money/politics establishment. . . and ré&k Power can do that in Aspen, it can also do
it in other places. But if itkan'tbe done here, one of the few places in America &/her can
work off a proven power base -- then it is harthtagine it working in any other place with
fewer natural advantages. Last fall we came wisimrvotes, and it will probably be close again
this time. Memories of the Edwards campaign wilhiguntee a heavy turnout, with a dangerous
backlash factor that could wipe us out completeless the Head population can get itself
together and actuallyote.Last year perhaps the Heads voted; this year wenagld them all.

The ramifications of this election go far beyong &cal issues or candidates. It is an
experiment with a totally new kind of political nale. . . and the results, either way, will
definitely be worth pondering.

Tentative Platform
Thompson for Sheriff
Aspen, Colorado, 1970

1) Sod the streets at once. Rip up all city streeth jack-hammers and use the junk
asphalt (after melting) to create a huge parkirgyauto-storage lot on the outskirts of town --
preferably somewhere out of sight, like betweennine sewage plant and McBride's new
shopping center. All refuse and other garbage cbeldentralized in this area -- in memory of
Mrs. Walter Paepke, who sold the land for developmEhe only automobiles allowed into
town would be limited to a network of "delivery-@s," as shown in the very detailed plan



drawn by architect/planner Fritz Benedict in 1988 .public movement would be by foot and a
fleet of bicycles, maintained by the city policede.

2) Change the name "Aspen," by public referendortf-at City." This would prevent
greedheads, land-rapers and other human jackafsdapitalizing on the name "Aspen."” Thus,
Snowmass-at-Aspen -- recently sold to Kaiser/Aetimaakland -- would become
"Snowmass-at-Fat City." Aspen Wildcat -- whose nizgkers include The First National City
Bank of New York and the First Boston Capital Cerpvould have to be called "Fat City
Wildcat." All road-signs and roadmaps would haveeéachanged from Aspen to "Fat City." The
local Post Office and Chamber of Commerce woulcehtavhonor the new name. "Aspen,"” Colo,
would no longer exist -- and the psychic alteraiohthis change would be massive in the world
of commerce: Fat City Ski Fashions, the Fat Cigl@&h Cup, Fat City Music Festival, Fat City
Institute for Humanistic Studies. . . etc. And thain advantage here is that changing the name
of the town would have no major effect on the tatgelf, or on those people who came here
because it's a good placdlitee. What effect the name-change might have on thosecahw
here to buy low, sell high and then move on idyabvious. . . and eminently desirable. These
swine should be fucked, broken and driven acrossatid.

3) Drug Sales must be controlled. My first acGaeriff will be to install, on the
courthouse lawn, a bastinado platform and a sstioaks -- in order to punish dishonest dope
dealers in a proper public fashion. Each year tdesd¢ers cheat millions of people out of
millions of dollars. As a breed, they rank with didders and used car salesmen and the Sheriffs
Dept. will gladly hear complaints against dealdrargy hour of the day or night, with immunity
from prosecution guaranteed to the complainingypanprovided the complaint is valid. (It
should be noted, on this point in the platform{ #ray Sheriff of any County in Colorado is
legally responsible for enforcirall State Laws regarding drugs -- even those few hétmig
personally disagree with. The statutes providenfalfeasance penalties up to $100 in each
instance, in cases of willful nonenforcement. ut ibshould also be noted that the statutes
provide for many other penalties, in many otheargge and unlikely circumstances, and as
Sheriff | shall make myself aware all of them, without exception. So any vengeful, ilveetd
dingbat who might presume to bring malfeasanceggdsaagainst my office should be quite sure
of his/her facts. . .) And in the meantime, it viié the general philosophy of the Sheriff's office
that no drug worth taking should be sold for moridgnprofit sales will be viewed as borderline
cases, and judged on their merits. Blisales for money-profit will be punished severellgisT
approach, we feel, will establish a unique and yempanambiancan the Aspen (or Fat City)
drug culture -- which is already so much a pamwflocal reality that only a falangist lunatic
would talk about trying to "eliminate it." The onigalistic approach is to make life in this town
very ugly forall profiteers -- in drugs and all other fields.

4) Hunting and fishing should be forbidderatbnonresidents, with the exception of
those who can obtain the signed endorsement cfiderd -- who will then be legally responsible
for any violation or abuse committed by the nordest he has "signed for." Fines will be heavy
and the general policy will be Merciless Proseautid All Offenders. But -- as in the case of the
proposed city name-change -- this "Local Endorséfm@an should have no effect on anyone
except greedy, dangerous kill-freaks who are a ceendnerever they go. This new plan would
have no effect on residents -- except those wheehmendorsevisiting "sportsmen."” By this
approach -- making hundreds or even thousandgofittuals personally responsible for
protecting the animals, fish and birds who liveeherwe would create a sort of de facto game
preserve, without the harsh restrictions that méitessarily be forced on us if these blood-thirsty



geeks keep swarming in here each autumn to sheoyteing they see.

5) The Sheriff and his Deputies shouaklerbe armed in public. Every urban riot,
shoot-out and blood-bath (involving guns) in reaaeimory has been set off by some
trigger-happy cop in a fear frenzy. And no cop sp@n has had to use a gun for so many years
that | feel safe in offering a $12 cash award tgbaaly who can recall such an incident in
writing. (Box K-33, Aspen). Under normal circumstas a pistol-grip Mace-bomb, such as the
MK-V made by Gen. Ordnance, is more than enougfutckly wilt any violence-problem that
is likely to emerge in Aspen. And anything the MKe¥n't handle would require reinforcements
anyway. . . in which case the response would beegeat all times to Massive Retaliation: a
brutal attack with guns, bombs, pepper-foggersyarates and all other weapons deemed
necessary to restore the civic peace. The wholemoft disarming the police is towerthe
level of violence -- while guaranteeing, at the saime, a terrible punishment to anyone stupid
enough to attempt violence on an unarmed cop.

6) It will be the policy of the Sheriff's officeagagely to harass all those engaged in any
form of land-rape. This will be done by acting, mittmost dispatch, on any and all righteous
complaints. My first act in office -- after setting the machinery for punishing dope-dealers --
will be to establish a Research Bureau to provaa¢sfon which any citizen can file a Writ of
Seizure, a Writ of Stoppage, a Writ of Fear, ofidar. . yes. . . even a Writ of Assumption. . .
against any greedhead who has managed to get apouahtiquated laws and set up a tar-vat,
scum-drain or gravel-pit. These writs will be piedwiith overweening zeal. . . and always
within the letter of the law. Selah.

Rolling Stonet67, October 1, 1970

Memo from the Sports Desk:
The So-Called "Jesus Freak" Scare

A recent emergency survey of our field-sourcescaigs a firestorm of lunacy brewing
on the neo-religious front. Failure to preparetfos madness could tax our resources severely --
perhaps to the breaking point. During the next meenths we will almost certainly be inundated,
even swamped, by a nightmare-blizzard of schlotiyeagish, swill & pseudo-religious bullshit
of every type and description. We can expect nefrahtil after Christmas. This problem will
manifest itself in many treacherous forms -- andmlehave to deal with them all. To wit:

1) The mailroom will be paralyzed by wave aftexwe of pamphlets, records, warnings
and half-mad screeds from Persons and/or Comm&cganizations attempting to cash in on
this grisly shuck. So we have already made arraegésrto establish an alternative mailroom, to
handle our serious business.

2) We expect the main elevators to be jammedlaypand night, by a never-ending
swarm of crazies attempting to drag huge woodesse®and other over-sized gimcracks into
the building. To circumvent this, we are even nawhe process of installing a powerful
glass/cube electric lift on thexterior of the building for employee/business & generatcethl
use. The ingress/egress door will be cut in thewal, behind Dave Felton's cubicle. The
ground-floor door will be disguised as a huge pagldarate in the parking lot. An armed guard
will be on duty at all times.



3) We expect the phone lines to be tied up almasstantly by hired and/or rablésus
Freaksattempting to get things like 'Today's Prayer Mgssaetc., into our editorial columns.
Our policy will benotto reject these things: No, we waltceptthem. They will all be switched
to a special automated phone-extension in the baseof the building. Yail Bloor, the eminent
theologist, has prepared a series of recordedeefur calls of this nature. Any callers who resist
automation can leave their names & numbers, scetiispBloor can return their calls and deal
with them personally between the hours of 2 andvb A

These are only a few of the specific horrors Watwill have to come to grips with
between now and September. There will, of coursetbers -- less tangible and far more
sensitive -- such as Subversion of Key Personrehlways, there will be a few brainless
scumbags going under -- succumbing, as it were thd lure of this latest cult. We expect this,
and when these organizational blow-holes appeay, il be pluggedwith extreme speed &
savagery.

It is the view of the Sports Desk that a generatibfailed dingbats and closet-junkies
should under no circumstances be allowed to foulinas of communication at a time when
anybody with access to a thinking/nationwide auckeimas an almost desperate obligation to
speakcoherently This is not the year for a mass reversion to atiavsillshit -- and particularly
not in the pages dROLLING STONE

We expect the pressure to mount in geometric pssjons from now until December, &
then to peak around Christmas. Meanwhile, it id weetemember the words of Dr. Heem, one of
the few modern-day wizards who has never been widngHeem was cursed by Eisenhower,
mocked by Kennedy, jeered by Tim Leary and threstdyy Eldridge Cleaver. But he is still on
the stump. . . still hustling.

"The future of Christianity is far too fragile,¢lsaid recently, "to be left in the hands of
the Christians -- especialpros.”

The Sports Desk feels very strongly about thistHar warnings will issue, as special
problems arise. Which they will. We are absolutaytain of this, if nothing else. What we are
faced with today is the same old Rising Tide tha#'sn coming for the past five years or more. .
. the same old evil, menacing, frog-eyed trip @ftele generation run amok from too many
failures.

Which is fine. It was long overdue. And once agaithe words of Dr. Heem,
"Sometimes the old walls are so cockeyed that yoit even fit a new window." But the trouble
with theJesus Frealoutburst is that it is less, a window than a giga8panish Inquisition, the
Salem Witch Trials, the Rape of the Congo and thedDest of the Incas, the Mayans, and the
Aztecs. Entire civilizations have been done in bpgeful monsters claiming a special
relationship with "God."

What we are dealing with now is nothing less taaather Empire on the brink of
collapse -- more than likely of its own bad weightwisted priorities. This process is already
well underway. Everything Nixon stands for is doaiyneow or later.

But it will sure as hell b&ater if the best alternative we can mount is a genenaiio
loonies who've given up on everything except avawf the same old primitive bullshit that
caused all our troubles from the start. Whhoeor to think that all the fine, high action of the
Sixties would somehow come down -- ten years later a gross & mindless echo of Billy
Sunday.

This is why the Sports Desk insists that thesexhaiads must be kept out of the building



at all costs. We have serious business to dea) aith these fuckers will only be in the way.
Sincerely,
Raoul Duke

Rolling Stone#90, September 2, 1971

Memoirs of a Wretched Weekend
in Washington

One of my clearest memories of that wretched weekethe sight of Jerry Rubin
standing forlornly on the steps of a marble butpdirear the Capitol, watching a gang fight at the
base of a flagpole. The "counter-inaugural” pataal®just ended and some of the marchers had
decided to finish the show by raping the Ameridag.fOther marchers protested, and soon the
two factions were slugging it out.

The flag slipped down the pole a few feet, themtizack up as a group of anti-war
patriots formed a sort of human anchor on the rpaltey-rope. These defenders of the flag
were part of the Mobilization Committee to End War in Vietham (MOBE), organizers of the
"counter-inaugural”. . . the liberal, pacifist agjiate wing of the protest. The attackers,
screaming "Tear the damn thing down," were a wild disorganized hellbroth of young
streetfighters, ranging from local SDS militantsatmotorcycle gang called the "Huns." There
were blacks on both sides of the argument, but widste fist-action involved young whites.

As | backed away from the brawl, two dogs begghting behind me and a march leader
shouting "Peace!" into his bullhorn was attackealiseak wearing a Prussian helmet. The
anti-war parade had turned savagely on itself.

Rubin, a Yippie organizer and veteran of everyanpjotest since the first Berkeley
uprising in 1964, was staring at the chaos arobedlag-pole. "Awful," he muttered: "This
whole thing is depressing. . . no life, no direatio. this may be the last demonstration.”

His words echoed a notion I'd just scribbled inmoyebook: "No more singing, no more
speeches, farewell to all that. . ." | understod@Rubin meant; our paths had crossed
constantly in the past four years, from the Bayaftiee Chicago. . . always on different levels of
involvement, he as a central figure and | as analist. . . but now, in 1969, it was obvious to
both of us that the scene had changed drastically.

Violence and confrontation are the themes now.Whele concept of "peaceful protest”
died in Chicago, at the Democratic Convention. Nbbiovited Joan Baez to Washington;
nobody sang "We Shall Overcome." There were ott@xer slogans here, like "Kill the Pigs!"
"---- the War," and "Two-Four-Six-Eight. . . Orgae to Smash the State!"

Vicious dissidence is the style. Nobody goes liffipey throw rocks at the cops, then
run. . . and two minutes later they pop up somewkése and throw more rocks. We have come
a long way from Berkeley and the Free peech MovénTédrere is a new meanness on both
sides. . . and no more humor.

For Rubin, the change is bitterly personal. Assult of the police riot in Chicago, he is
now free on $25,000 bail, charged with solicitatiortommit mob action, a felony carrying a
possible five-year prison sentence. In the gooddalgk, three months in jail was considered
harsh punishment for a protest leader. Now, in\ttxen era, people like Rubin are candidates



for the bastinado.

As for me. . . well, the change is not yet phylsig¢éth press credentials, | usually
manage to avoid arrest. . . although | suspect that will change in the new era. A press badge
or even a notebook is coming to be a liabilityhe tncreasingly polarized atmosphere of these
civil conflicts. Neutrality is obsolete. The questinow, even for a journalist, is "Which side are
you on?" In Chicago | was clubbed by police: In Wagton | was menanced by demonstrators.

The Inauguration weekend was a king-hell bummednmost every way. The sight of
Nixon taking the oath, the doomed and vicious tointae protest, constant rain, rivers of mud,
an army of rich swineherds jamming the hotel baldJadies with blue hair clogging the
restaurants. . . a horror-show, for sure. Very tate night, listening to the radio in my room |
heard a song by The Byrds, with a refrain that wéhbbody knows. . . what trouble they're in;
Nobody thinks. . . it might happen agaiti.echoed in my head all weekend, like a theme song
for a bad movie. . . the Nixon movie.

My first idea was to load up on LSD and cover ltheuguration that way, but the
possibilities were ominous: a scene that bad conlg be compounded to the realm of
mega-horrors by something as powerful as acid..Ni.had to be done straight, or at least with
a few joints in calm moments. . . like fast-stegpacross the Mall, bearing down on the
Smithsonian Institution with a frenzied crowd chagtobscenities about Spiro Agnew. . .
mounted police shouting "Back! Back!". . . and than next to me, an accredited New York
journalist, hands me a weird cigarette, saying, yWbt? It's all over anyway. . ."

Indeed. He was right. From my point of view -- gvdsumably from his -- it was all
over. Richard Nixon had finally become Presidentatound us these 18 and 19 year old
loonies were throwing firecrackers and garbagé@ntounted police. From inside the
Smithsonian, Agnew's people were looking out, creavegainst the doorway glass, watching
the mob as it menaced late-arriving guests. A ogphis temper and rushed into the crowd to
seize an agitator. . . and that was the last weaddm for about three minutes. When he
emerged, after a dozen others had rushed in tolsanéne looked like some ragged hippie. . .
the mob had stripped him of everything except histp, one boot, and part of his coat. His hat
was gone, his gun and gunbelt, all his badges ahckepdecorations. . . he was a beaten man and
his name was Lennox. | know this because | wasisigrbeside the big plainclothes police boss
who was shouting, "Get Lennox in the van!"

Lennox was not in full control of himself; he wareaming around like a guinea hen just
worked over by a pack of wild dogs. The supervisae down on him, raging at the spectacle of
a chewed-up cop running around in full view of gress and the mob. . . adding insult to injury.
They put Lennox in the van and we never saw hininaga

How could this happen? With Spiro Agnew and hisgysi looking out from the elegant
museum on the eve of his inauguration as Vice-Beasiof the U.S., a mob of dissident
"pacifists" mauls a cop assigned to protect théypdihis man Lennox had read too many old
newspapers, too many reports about "cowardly, nolemt demonstrators.” So he rushed in to
grab one of them -- to enforce The Law -- and thegrly did him in. A man standing next to the
action said: "They took turns kicking him in thealde They tore everything off of him -- thirty
more seconds and they'd have stripped him completded."

Rotten behavior, no doubt about it. Several htates, riding in a cab in another part of
Washington, | told the black cabbie what had hapgetBeautiful, beautiful,” he said. "l used to
be on The Force and | was ready to go back. . ntuhow; hell, I don't want to be a public
enemy."



| went to the Inauguration for several reasonsntainly to be sure it wasn't a TV trick.
It seemed impossible that it could actually hapgtmesident Nixon. Enroute to Washington,
crossing the Rockies in a big jet with a drink ig hand | wrote in my notebook: "One year
later, flying east again to cover Nixon. . . lastd it was to New York and then on the
Yellowbird Special to Manchester, New Hampshireto. Nixon headquarters at the Holiday Inn,
greeted by speechwriter Pat Buchanan who didntoappof my garb. . . Mistah Nixon, he doan
like ski jackets, boy -- and Where's yore tie? Budn, a rude suspicious geek, Liberty Lobby
type. . . but now he's in Washington, and so i"Bbss."

All the staffers called him "the boss." His speschnd campaign appearances were
called "drills." I'm not sure what they called nbeit it must have been ugly. Here is an excerpt
from the article | wrote after following him aroumbw Hampshire for ten days:

Richard Nixon has never been one of my favorite people. He was. . . a man with
no soul, no inner convictions. . . The "old Nixon" didn't make it. Neither did earlier
models of the "new Nixon." So now we have "Nixon Mark 1V," and as a journalist |
suppose it's only fair to say that this latest model might be different and maybe even
better in some ways. But as a customer, | wouldn't touch it -- except with a long cattle
prod.

At the Baltimore airport | ran into Bob Gover,iging from New Orleans with a new
wife and a big movie camera. Gover is a wr({tene Hundred Dollar Misunderstandingmong
others), but he's into a film gig now, making a meooaf the impending revolution that he thinks
will be out in the open before 1970. Not everyamelved in "The Movement" is that
optimistic; the timetable varies from six monthddar years, but there is near-unanimous
agreement that some kind of shattering upheavabedur before 1972. . . not just riots, or
closing down universities, but a violent revolution

This ominous prospect has already cracked thddraglidarity of the "new left." Until
now, the war in Vietham has been a sort of umbieiae, providing a semblance of unity to a
mixed bag of anti-war groups with little else imomon. The "counter-inaugural” in Washington
showed, very clearly, that this alliance is breglkiiown.

Indeed, the whole scene is polarizing. Wtih Niaord John Mitchell on the Right,
drumming for Law and Order. . . and with the Blaeksl the Student Left gearing down for
Revolution. . . the Center is almost up for gralise only centrist-style heavyweight these days
is Senator Ted Kennedy, who seems to be playingahee kind of Build and Consolidate game
that Richard Nixon perfected in 1966.

Kennedy began to haunt Nixon even before he wasrsin. On Saturday, two days
before the Inauguration, Teddy dominated local masts by unveiling a bust of his murdered
brother, Robert, in the courtyard of the Justice&ament. Then, two days after the Inaugural,
Teddy was the star of a big-name fund raising ralihe Washington Hilton. The idea was to
pay off Robert's campaign debts, but a local nepsipeolumnist said it "looked like the kickoff
of Teddy's campaign.” The senator, ever-cautioas, quoted in the Washington Post as saying
he hadn't picked a Vice President yet, for 19720N's reaction to this boffo was not reported in
the press. The only public comment came from RBaikle, a visiting dignitary, who said:

"Well. . . nobody laughed when Banquo's ghost camibe party. . . and remember the
Baltimore Colts."



In any case, the battle is joined. . . Revolutiersus the Wave of the Past. Rumors
persist that Mr. Nixon remains confident -- forgeas not apparent to anyone under 50, except
cops, evangelists and members of the Liberty Lobbeg. rest of us will have to start reading
fiction again, or maybe build boats. The demand$isfgrowing polarization -- this banshee
screaming "Which side are you on?" -- are goinghéke the Johnson years seem like a Peace
Festival. Anybody who thinks Nixon wrote that santhinaugural speech should remember the
name, Ray Price. He is Nixon's Bill Moyers, antike Moyers -- a good man to watch for signs
of a sinking ship. Price is Nixon's house libegald when he quits we can look for that era of
bloody chaos and streetfighting. . . and perhaps ¢vat Revolution the wild turks on the New
Left are waiting for. President Nixon has movea iatvacuum that neither he nor his creatures
understand. They are setting up, right now, inclen eye of a hurricane. . . and if they think the
winds have died, they are in for a bad shock.

And so are the rest of us, for we are all in tha -- even the young militants of the New
Left, who are now more disorganized than evenitierdl Democrats, who at least have a
figurehead. The Washington protest was a bust,itgetbe claims of the organizers. . . and for
reasons beyond mud and rain. Jerry Rubin was iiigls probably "the last demonstration" --
or at least the last one in that older, gentler@mzk-hopeful context.

On Monday night, around dusk, | went back to tigedircus tent that had been the scene,
just 20 hours earlier, of MOBE's Counter-Inaugi@all. On Sunday night the tent had been a
mob scene, with thousands of laughing young disssdemoking grass and bouncing balloons
around in the flashing glare of strobe-lights amckemusic. Phil Ochs was there and Paul
Krassner. . . and Judy Collins sent a telegrarmgasiie couldn't make it but "keep up the
fight.". . . the crowd dug it all, and passed tlaéfor a lot of dollars to pay for the tent rental.
casual observer might have thought it was a vigiaunyy.

Then, after Nixon's parade, | went back to the teisee what was happening. . . and it
was gone, or at least going. A six-man crew fromNlorfolk Tent Co. had taken down
everything but the poles and cables. Thick rollblak and white canvas lay around in the mud,
waiting to be put on a truck and taken back towheshouse.

As the tent disappeared, piece by piece, yourtg gith long hair and boys carrying
rucksacks drifted by and stopped to watch. Theyduawe back, like me, half-expecting to find
something happening. We stood there for a whilgt teethe Washington Monument. . . nobody
talking, not even the tent-company crew. . . amhtive drifted off in different directions. It was
cold, and getting colder. | zipped up my ski jaciketl walked fast across the Mall. To my left, at
the base of the monument, a group of hippies wasipg a joint around. . . and off to the right a
mile or so away, | could see the bright dome ofGlagitol. . . Mr. Nixon's Capitol.

Suddenly | felt cold, and vaguely defeated. Mdwanteight years ago, in San Francisco, |
had stayed up all night to watch the election regur . and when Nixon went down | felt like a
winner.

Now, on this Monday night in 1969, President Nixwas being honored with no less
than six Inaugural Balls. | brooded on this for laile;, then decided | would go over to the
Hilton, later on, and punch somebody. Almost anybwduld do. . . but hopefully | could find a
police chief from Nashville or some other mean géekhe meantime, there was nothing to do
but go back to the hotel and watch the news on.Tvhaybe something funny, like film clips of
the bastinado.
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PART 2

Presenting: The Richard Nixon Doll
(Overhauled 1968 Model)

No interview with Richard Nixon will end until refers to himself, at least once, as a
"political man." His opponents, by implication, anere "politicians.” Especially the man Nixon
plans to defeat this November. . . for the Presigeri the United States. Selah.

The major polls and surveys in the country sugtiegtNixon may be right, despite the
outraged howls of all those voters who insist thahoice between Nixon and Johnson is no
choice at all. Sen. Eugene McCarthy has called d@Hoice between obscenity and vulgarity."
Yet McCarthy is the political heir of Adlai Stevems who said that "People get the kind of
government they deserve." If this is true, then8L&Gorobably the year in which the great
American chicken will come home to roost. . . eitfug good or for ill.

So it was with a sense of morbid curiosity thaeht to New England not long ago to
check on "the real Richard Nixon." Not necessahby "new Nixon," or even the newest model
of the old "new Nixon," who is known to the pressps that follows him as "Nixon Mark IV."
My assignment was to find the man behind all threasks, or maybe to find that there was no
mask at all -- that Richard Milhous Nixon, at age Was neither more nor less than what he
appeared to be -- a plastic man in a plastic hagposnded by hired wizards so cautious as to
seem almost plastic themselves. . . These poltiaatilers were chosen this time for their
coolness and skill for only one job: to see thathard Nixon is the next President of the United
States.

One of the handlers, Henry Hyde, presumably felas a threat to the Nixon camp. He
calledPAGEANTtO check me out. This was after he got into my remmehow -- while | was
away, eating breakfast -- and read my typewritiate® The Nixon people, who wore baggy,
dark-colored suits and plenty of greasy kid sttifey looked like models at an Elks Club style
show), seemed to feel | was disrespectful becausss Idressed like a ski buPAGEANT
reassured Mr. Hyde as to the purity of my missiot @tentions in spite of my appearance.

Richard Nixon has never been one of my favoriteppe anyway. For years I've regarded
his very existence as a monument to all the ragertkes and broken chromosomes that corrupt
the possibilities of the American Dream; he waewd €aricature of himself, a man with no soul,
no inner convictions, with the integrity of a hyesnad the style of a poison toad. The Nixon |



remembered was absolutely humorless; | couldn'gingehim laughing at anything except
maybe a paraplegic who wanted to vote Democratictuidn't quite reach the lever on the
voting machine.

After 1960, though, I no longer took him seriouslyo years later he blew his bid for
the governorship of California and made it overwhably clear that he no longer tobknself
seriously -- at least not as a politician. He madwtional ass of himself by blaming his defeats
on the "biased press.” He called a press conferamg¢enarled into the microphone: "You won't
have Dick Nixon to kick around anymore, becausatlgmen, this is my final press
conference."

There is no avoiding the fact that Richard Nixamwd not be running for President in
1968 if John Kennedy hadn't been assassinategdiaes earlier. . . and if the GOP hadn't
nominated Barry Goldwater in 1964. . . which gu#ead the election of Lyndon Johnson, who
has since done nearly everything wrong and botthe¢bb so that now even Nixon looks good
beside him.

The situation is so obvious that Nixon, "the podit man," can't resist it. And who can
blame him for taking his luck where he finds it?dHgack on the "fast track” that he likes to talk
about, with the Presidency to gain and nothindlabdose. He's obviously enjoying this
campaign. It's a bonus, a free shot, his last ghémstand eyeball to eyeball again with the high
rollers.

Richard Nixon has been in politics all his lifer 21 years he has rolled about as high as
a politician can in this country, and his luck ha&&n pretty good. His instincts are those of a
professional gambler who wins more often than Bedphis "skill" is nine parts experience to
one part natural talent, and his concept of pgliscentirely mechanical.

Nixon is a political technician, and he has hitechnicians to help him win this time. As
a campaign team, they are formidable. They haved, young turks, crippled opponents, and
a candidate who once came within an eyelash ofrtggtite late John F. Kennedy.

The "new Nixon" is above anger, and he rarelytims for casual conversation. His
staffers explain to the grumbling press that "Mixdy is busy writing tonight's speech.” He is
grappling in private, as it were, with the subiatadictions of the Asian mind. (He slipped
once in public during a late February trip to Wissim. "This country cannot tolerate a long
war," he said. "The Asians have no respect for hulwas. They don't care about body counts."
The implied racial slur was a departure from hiefidly conceived campaign oratory.)

At one point | asked Ray Price, one of Nixon's€braintrusters, why the candidate was
having such difficulty finding words to echo DeandR's views on Vietnam. Nixon's speeches
for the past four nights had been straight ouheftohnson-Rusk handbook on the "domino
theory."

Price looked hurt. "Well," he said slowly, "I realvish you'd done your homework on
this. Mr. Nixon has gone to a lot of trouble tordiahis views on Vietham, and I'm only sorry
that -- well. . ." He shook his head sadly, aseifdouldn't bring himself to chastise me any
further on the hallowed premises of a Howard Joh'ssmotel.

We went to his room, where he dug up a repriramarticle from the October 1967 issue
of Foreign Affairs.The title was "Asia After Vietnam," and the autlhwas Richard M. Nixon. |
was hoping for something more current, but Price staddenly called off on other business. So |
took the article to the bar and went through itesaltimes without finding anything to clear my
head. It was thoughtful, articulate, and entirepnsistent with the thinking of John Foster
Dulles.



| was disappointed with Price -- for the same esed%l been disappointed all week with
Nixon. In various ways they both assumed thatand all the other reporters -- would fail to
understand that Nixon was not only being evasivé vagard to Vietham that week but that he
was doing it deliberately and for good reason. @edtomney's campaign was obviously on its
last legs; New Hampshire was sewed up for Nixod,the best way to maintain that lead was to
stay visible and say nothing more controversiahti@od Bless America." Romney tried
desperately to provoke an argument, but Nixon igd@very challenge.

Nixon did confess that he had a way to end the lwrhe wouldn't tell how.

Patriotically he explained why: "No one with thesponsibility who is seeking office should
give away any of his bargaining positions in adwah@ixon's wife, Pat, has confidence in his
ability to cope with Vietnam. "Dick would never healet Vietham drag on like this," she says.)

Both Romney and McCarthy had their Manchester tneaders at the Wayfarer, an
elegant, woodsy motel with a comfortable bar amdhibst dining room in the area. Nixon's
Holiday Inn command post was on the other sidewht a grim-looking concrete structure. |
asked one of Nixon's advisers why they had chogelm a dreary place. "Well," he replied with a
smile, "our only other choice was the Wayfarerut Wwe left that for Romney when we found
out that it's owned by one of the most prominetitipal operators in the state -- a Democrat, of
course." He chuckled. "Yeah, poor George reallgse into that one."

Nixon's pros had won another point; there wasingthewsworthy about it, but those
who mattered in the state political hierarchy ustieyd, and they were the people Nixon needed
to win New Hampshire. Small victories like this agato delegates. Even before the votes were
counted in New Hampshire, GOP strategists said iNhad already gathered more than 600 of
the 667 votes he would need to win the nomination.

There is no denying his fine understanding ofAhgerican political process. | went to
New Hampshire expecting to find a braying ass, lazaine away convinced that Richard Nixon
has one of the best minds in politics. He undedstammoblems very quickly; you can almost hear
his brain working when he's faced with a difficgiltestion. He concentrates so visibly that it
looks like he's posing, and his answer, when wélowill nearly always beght, for the
situation-- because Nixon's mind is programmed, from longeelence, t@wopewith difficult
situations. The fact that he often distorts thestjoa -- and then either answers it dishonestly or
uses it to change the subject -- is usually losh@rhetoric. "I'm really better at dialogue,” he
says, "The question-and-answer format is good fririike it on TV. The set speech is one of
those things like the Rotary Club luncheon. | cantdbut if | had my druthers, I'd make it all Q
and A." The "old Nixon" would argue in public; theew Nixon" won't. He has learned this
lesson well, even if painfully.

The "new Nixon" is a very careful man when it cent@ publicity; he smiles constantly
for the cameras, talks always in friendly platitsidend turns the other cheek to any sign of
hostility. His press relations are "just fine," $8ys, and if anyone mentions that “final press
conference" he held in 1962, Nixon just smiles eimanges the subject. He is making a
conscious effort to avoid antagonizing reporters time, but he is still very leery of them.

Nixon takes all his meals in his room, which heerdeaves except to rush off to one of his
"drills" -- the term he and his staffers use to many speech or public appearance. His staffers
sometimes join reporters in the bar, but never Nixxée neither drinks nor smokes, they say, and
bars make him nervous. Humphrey Bogart would hakert a dim view of Nixon. It was Bogart
who said, "You can't trust a man who doesn't dtiAkd it was Raoul Duke who said, "I'd never
buy a used car from Nixon unless he was drunk."



People who talk like that are not the sort that¢ddilikes to have around, especially when
he's engaged in something else and can't keepeaonethem. Perhaps this explains why his
staffers got so upset when I tried to attend antapession one afternoon at a TV station in
Manchester. Nixon was scheduled to make some sabevcommercials, featuring himself and a
group of citizens in a question-and-answer sesdiba.press had not been invited; | wanted to
watch Nixon, however, in a relaxed and informatisgt

My request to sit in on the tape session wasyfld¢hied. "This is @ommerciakaping,”
said Henry Hyde. "Would Procter & Gamble let yotoitheir studios? Or Ford?" Hyde was a
gear and sprocket salesman in Chicago before haartzeblixon's press aide, so | wasn't
surprised at his weird analogy. | merely shruggaditaok a cab that afternoon down to the TV
station -- half expecting to be thrown out the mateshowed up. This didn't happen, perhaps
because a CBS camera crew was already there anerimgidarkly about Nixon's refusal to see
them. They left shortly after | arrived, but | huagpund to see what would happen.

The atmosphere was very sinister. Nixon was o#frinther room, as usual, rehearsing
with his cast. They spent an hour getting all thesgions right. Meanwhile Hyde and other
staffers took turns watching me. None of them kméw the "citizens"” who were to appear on
the program were, or who had chosen them. "Th@ystepeople who want to ask him
guestions,"” said Hyde.

Whoever they were, they were shrouded in greaesgc- despite the fact that their
faces would soon be appearing on local TV screetismonotonous regularity. At one point |
was making notes near the studio door when it sugidiew open and two of Nixon's staffers
came at me in a very menacing way. "What are yotingP" snapped one.

"Notes," | said.

"Well, write them on the other side of the roosgid the other. "Don't stand around this
door."

So | went to the other side of the room and madeesmore notes about the strange,
paranoid behavior that had puzzled me for the feasdays. And then | went back to the
Holiday Inn and waited for the next "drill."

Nixon's speeches that week are hardly worth meimigp-- except as indisputable proof
that the "old Nixon" is still with us. On Vietnane kechoes Johnson: on domestic issues he talks
like Ronald Regan. He is a champion of "free emieep at home and "peace with honor"
abroad. People with short memories say he sounsjseieches like a "milder version of
Goldwater," or a "Johnson without a drawl.” Butgbavho recall the 1960 campaign know
exactly whom he sounds like: Richard Milhous Nixon.

And why shouldn't he? Nixon's political philosopligs formed and tested by the time he
became Vice-President of the United States at Gg# derved him well enough for the next
eight years, and in 1960 nearly half the votethecountry wanted him to be the next President.
This is not the background of a man who would fmg serious reason, at age 55, to change his
political philosophy.

He has said it himself: "All this talk about 'thew Nixon.' Maybe it's there, but perhaps
many people didn't know the old one." He undersahhddislikes the implications of the term:
The necessity for a "new Nixon" means there muge lieeen something wrong with the old one,
and he strongly disputes that notion.

There is probably some truth in what he saysniy ¢o the extent that he will now talk
candidly with individual reporters -- especially#e from influential papers and magazines.
Some of them have discovered to their amazemaaitthk "private Nixon" is not the monster



they'd always assumed him to be. In private hebeafiendly and surprisingly frank, even about
himself. This was never the case with the "old MiXo

So there is no way of knowing if the "private NiXavas always so different from the
public version. We have only his word, and -- wieé, is, after all, a politician running for office,
and a very shrewd man. After several days of watrhis performance in New Hampshire |
suspected that he'd taken a hint from Ronald Reagdrired a public relations firm to give him
a new image. Henry Hyde denied this emphaticalliat's not his style,” he said. "Mr. Nixon
runs his own campaigns. You'd find that out prqtiick if you worked for him."

"That's a good idea," | said. "How about it?"

"What?" he asked humorlessly.

"A job. I could write him a speech that would charhis image in twenty-four hours."

Henry didn't think much of the idea. Humor is seain the Nixon camp. The staffers tell
jokes now and then, but they're not very funny.yG@tarley McWhorter, the resident political
expert, seems to have a sense of the absurd.

Oddly enough, Nixon himself shows traces of hurilmt often in public, despite his
awkward attempts to joke about how bad he lookietmvision and that sort of thing. ("I
understand the skiing is great here," he told atkence. "lI've never skied, but" -- he touched
his nose -- "I have a personal feeling about EVery now and then he will smile spontaneously
at something, and it's not the same smile thatelaenis at photographers.

At one point | had a long conversation with hinoabpro football. I'd heard he was a
fan, and earlier that night in a speech at a Chamb&ommerce banquet he'd said that he'd bet
on Oakland in the Super Bowl. | was curious, amdesiRay Price had arranged for me to ride
back to Manchester in Nixon's car, | took the opyaity to ask him about it. Actually, |
suspected that he didn't know football from pigthong and that he mentioned it from time to
time only because his wizards had told him it waunlake him seem like a regular guy.

But | was wrong. Nixorknowspro football. He'd taken Oakland and six pointthie
Super Bowl, he said, because Vince Lombardi hatllimh up in Green Bay that the AFL was
much stronger than the sportswriters claimed. Nigited Oakland's sustained drive in the
second half as evidence of their superiority ollerKansas City team that had challenged the
Packers in 1967 and had totally collapsed in ticersg half. "Oakland didn't fold up,” he said.
"That second-half drive had Lombardi worried."

| remembered it, and mentioned the scoring playsideline pass to an unknown
receiver named Bill Miller.

Nixon hesitated for a moment, then smiled broaudtigt slapped me on the leg. "That's
right,” he said. "Yes, the Miami boy." | couldn&lkeve it; he not only knew Miller, but he knew
what college he'd played for. It wasn't his fackradwledge of football that stunned me; it was
his genuine interest in the game. "You know," hd,s@he worst thing about campaigning, for
me, is that it ruins my whole football season. d&rsports buff, you know. If | had another career,
I'd be a sportscaster -- or a sportswriter."

I smiled and lit a cigarette. The scene was sealrthat | felt like laughing out loud -- to
find myself zipping along a New England freewayihig yellow car, being chauffeured around
by a detective while | relaxed in the back seattaiiced about football with my old buddy Dick
Nixon, the man who came within 100,000 votes okaay me to flee the country in 1960. | was
on the verge of mentioning this to him, but jusrtiwe came to the airport and drove out on the
runway, where his chartered Lear Jet was waitircafphim off to the wild blue yonder of
Miami for a "think session” with his staff. (Thehne rises early and works a 20-hour day. He



skimps on food -- breakfast is juice, cereal, anié;ftunch is a sandwich, and dinner might be
roast beef or steak, which he often doesn't finisind keeps his weight at a constant 175
pounds. He swims some, suns a lot, yet rarely séestop working. "I'll say this -- he has
enough stamina to be President,” says William ReRg an old friend. "He has the most
stamina of any man | have ever known.")

We talked for a while beside the plane, but by timae I'd thought better of saying
anything rude or startling. It had been exceptigrd¢cent of him to give me a ride and an hour
of his time, so | controlled the almost irresistilbirge to gig him on his embryonic sense of
humor.

It was almost midnight when the sleek little pldmo®med down the runway and lifted
off toward Florida. | went back to the Holiday Iand drank for a while with Nick Ruwe, the
chief advance man for New Hampshire.

"l almost had a heart attack tonight when | lookedr and saw you poking around that
jet engine with a cigarette in your mouth,” Ruwilsble shook his head in disbelief. "My God,
what a nightmare!"

"Sorry," | said. "I didn't realize |1 was smoking."

But | remembered leaning on the wing of the plamearm's length away from the fully
loaded fuel tank. Somebody should have mentioneditiarette, | thought, and the fact that
nobody did makes me wonder now if Nixon's humanhimey is really as foolproof as it seems
to be. Or perhaps they all noticed | was smokirgj-aike Ruwe -- said nothing at all.

Or perhaps that's beside the point. Senator Mb@€arsuccess in New Hampshire can
hardly be attributed to the hard-nosed professismabf his staff. . . and in his broader context
the Nixon campaign seems flawed. There is a cymi@sthe core of it, the confident assumption
that success in politics depends more on shrewthigge than on the quality of the product. The
"old Nixon" didn't make it. Neither did earlier meld of the "new Nixon." So now we have
"Nixon Mark 1V," and as a journalist | suppose dlsly fair to say that this latest model might be
different and maybe even better in some ways. Bat eustomer, | wouldn't touch it -- except
with a long cattle prod.

Granted, the "new Nixon" is more relaxed, wiseorenmellow. But | recognize the man
who told a student audience at the University olvNtampshire that one of his biggest problems
in politics has always been "that I'm not a goaiad can't be phony about it, | still refuse to
wear makeup. . ." Three weeks later this same after, winning the New Hampshire primary,
laughingly attributed his victory to the new makéwgd been wearing. He thought he was being
funny -- at least on one level -- but on anotheeldée was telling the absolute truth.

PageantJuly 1968

Author's Note

Dawn is coming up in San Francisco now: 6:09 A.iWan hear the rumble of early
morning buses under my window at the Seal Rock.Inout here at the far end of Geary Street:
this is the end of the line, for buses and evenglalse, the western edge of America. From my



desk I can see the dark jagged hump of "Seal Riockhing out of the ocean in the grey
morning light. About two hundred seals have beeakibg out there most of the night. Staying in
this place with the windows open is like living méx a dog pound. Last night we had a huge
paranoid poodle up here in the room, and the duaskabd went totally out of control when the
seals started barking -- racing around the roomdikhicken hearing a pack of wolves outside
the window, howling& whining, leaping up on the bed & scattering my bgakey pages all
over the floor, knocking the phone off the hooksefting the gin bottles, trashing my carefully
organized stacks of campaign photographs. . odfiie right of this typewriter, on the floor
between the beds. | can see an 8x10 print of Avéarkkiewicz yelling into a telephone at the
Democratic Convention in Miami; but that one widver be used, because the goddamn hound
put five big claw-holes in the middle of Frank'ssh

That dog will not enter this room again. He camwith the book-editor, who went away
about six hours ago with thirteen finished chaptetie bloody product of fifty-five consecutive
hours of sleepless, foodless, high-speed editingtigre was no other way to get the thing
done. | am not an easy person to work with, in teofndeadlines. When | arrived in San
Francisco to put this book together, they had &vinale set up for me downtown at tRelling
Stoneoffice. . . but | have a powerful aversion to waidiin offices, and when | didn't show up
for three or four days they decided to do the dodycal thing: move the office out here to the
Seal Rock Inn.

One afternoon about three days ago they showexd oy door, with no warning, and
loaded about forty pounds of supplies into the rotmoe cases of Mexican beer, four quarts of
gin, a dozen grapefruits, and enough speed tothkkeputcome of six Super Bowls. There was
also a big Selectric typewriter, two reams of papdace-cord of oak firewood and three tape
recorders -- in case the situation got so despératd might finally have to resort to verbal
composition.

We came to this point sometime around the thimtydthour, when | developed an
insoluble Writer's Block and began dictating bigicks of the book straight into the microphone
-- pacing around the room at the end of an eighteencord and saying anything that came into
my head. When we reached the end of a tape ther @dbuld jerk it out of the machine and drop
it into a satchel. . . and every twelve hours oa snessenger would stop by to pick up the tape
satchel and take it downtown to the office, wharknown persons transcribed it onto
manuscript paper and sent it straight to the print&eno.

There is a comfortable kind of consistency in &l of finish, because that's the way
all the rest of the book was written. From Decenibérto January '73 -- in airport bars, all-nite
coffee shops and dreary hotel rooms all over thumty -- there is hardly a paragraph in this
jangled saga that wasn't produced in a last-mite&th-grinding frenzy. There was never
enough time. Every deadline was a crisis. All atbore were experienced professional
journalists meeting deadlines far more frequem téne, but | was never able to learn from
their example. Reporters like Bill Greider from M&ashington Port and Jim Naughton of the
New York Times,for instance, had to file long, detailed, and ey complex storiegvery day
-- while my own deadline fell every two weeks -1 Ineither one of them ever seemed in a hurry
about getting their work done, and from time toeithey would try to console me about the
terrible pressure | always seemed to be laborimtpun

Any $100-an-hour psychiatrist could probably ekpthis problem to me in thirteen or
fourteen sessions, but | don't have time for tNatdoubt it has something to do with a
deep-seated personality defect, or maybe a kimkhetever blood vessel leads into the pineal



gland. . . On the other hand, it might easily baething as simple & basically perverse as
whatever instinct it is that causes a jackrabbwait until the last possible second to dart across
the road in front of a speeding car.

People who claim to know jackrabbits will tell ythey are primarily motivated by Fear,
Stupidity, and Craziness. But | have spent enougé in jackrabbit country to know that most
of them lead pretty dull lives; they are bored vihikir daily routines: eat, fuck, sleep, hop
around a bush now & then. . . No wonder some ahttaft over the line into cheap thrills once
in a while; there has to be a powerful adrenalshrimn crouching by the side of a road, waiting
for the next set of headlights to come along, stemaking out of the bushes with split-second
timing and making it across to the other side ijjustes in front of the speeding front wheels.

Why not? Anything that gets the adrenalin movikg h 440 volt blast in a copper
bathtub is good for the reflexes and keeps thesvieg® of cholesterol. . . but too many adrenalin
rushes in any given time-span have the same badtff the nervous system as too many
electro-shock treatments are said to have on thie:after a while you start burning out the
circuits.

When a jackrabbit gets addicted to road-runninig, anly a matter of time before he gets
smashed -- and when a journalist turns into aipsljunkie he will sooner or later start raving
and babbling in print about things that only a pare/ho has Been There can possibly
understand.

Some of the scenes in this book will not make naerise to anybody except the people
who were involved in them. Politics has its owngaage, which is often so complex that it
borders on being a code, and the main trick irtipalijournalism is learning how to translate --
to make sense of the partisan bullshit that evem freends will lay on you -- without crippling
your access to the kind of information that alloyes to keep functioning. Covering a
presidential campaign is not a hell of a lot défetr from getting a long-term assignment to cover
a newly elected District Attorney who made a camgpairomise to "crack down on Organized
Crime." In both cases, you find unexpected frieon$oth sides, and in order to protect them --
and to keep them as sources of private informatigou wind up knowing a lot of things you
can't print, or which you can only say without eventing at where they came from.

This was one of the traditional barriers | triedgnore when | moved to Washington and
began covering the '72 presidential campaign. Aasd was concerned, there was no such thing
as "off the record.” The most consistent and uliigtyadamaging failure of political journalism
in America has its roots in the clubby/cocktailgmaral relationships that inevitably develop
between politicians and journalists -- in Washimgbo anywhere else where they meet on a
day-to-day basis. When professional antagonistsrbea@fter-hours drinking buddies, they are
not likely to turn each other in. . . especially far "minor infractions"” of rules that neither sid
takes seriously; and on the rare occasions wheohifractions suddenly become Major, there
is panic on both ends.

A classic example of this syndrome was the disastlEagleton Affair." Half of the
political journalists in St. Louis and at leastazeén in the Washington press corps knew
Eagleton was a serious boozer with a history oftaldieakdowns -- but none of them had ever
written about it, and the few who were known todawentioned it privately clammed up 1000
percent when McGovern's harried staffers beganmgakiquiries on that fateful Thursday
afternoon in Miami. Any Washington political repartwvho blows a Senator's chance for the
vice-presidency might as well start looking for #rey beat to cover -- because his name will be
instant Mud on Capitol Hill.



When | went to Washington | was determined to @vbis kind of trap. Unlike most
other correspondents, | could afford to burn allbmngges behind me -- because | was only there
for a year, and the last thing | cared about weebéishing long-term connections on Capitol
Hill. I went there for two reasons: (1) to learnnasch as possible about the mechanics and
realities of a presidential campaign, and (2) taenabout it the same way I'd write about
anything else -- as close to the bone as | couidagel to hell with the consequences.

It was a fine idea, and on balance | think it veaflout pretty well -- but in retrospect |
see two serious problems in that kind of mercilba#i;busting approach. The most obvious and
least serious of these was the fact that everethigpeople | considered my friends in
Washington treated me like a walking bomb; somesweluctant to even drink with me, for fear
that their tongues might get loose and utter wandswould almost certainly turn up on the
newsstands two weeks later. The other, more compteklem had to do with my natural
out-front bias in favor of the McGovern candidaewhich was not a problem at first, when
George was such a hopeless underdog that hisrstatfer no harm in talking frankly with any
journalist who seemed friendly and interested {-viduen he miraculously emerged as the
front-runner | found myself in a very uncomfortabplesition. Some of the friends I'd made
earlier, during the months when the idea of McGoweinning the Democratic nomination
seemed almost as weird as the appearance of tnfelRolling Stonecorrespondent on the
campaign trail, were no longer just a handful gbé¢less idealists I'd been hanging around with
for entirely personal reasons, but key peoplefas&rising movement that suddenly seemed
capable not only of winning the party nominationt 8uving Nixon out of the White House.

McGovern's success in the primaries had a lastifegt on my relationship with the
people who were running his campaign -- especthtdge who had come to know me well
enough to sense that my contempt for the time-hemhdouble standard in political journalism --
might not be entirely compatible with the increggynpragmatic style of politics that George
was getting into. And their apprehension increasedsurably as it became obvious that dope
fiends, anarchists, and Big-Beat dropouts werdhmbnly people who read the political
coverage irRolling StoneNot long after McGovern's breakthrough victory e WWisconsin
primary, arch-establishment mouthpiece Stewart p\lsent out of his way to quote some of my
more venomous comments on Muskie and HumphreysiNéwsweekolumn, thus raising me
to the level of at least neo-respectability at alibe same time McGovern began to look like a
winner.

Things were never the same after that. A cloudedifsh intensity had come down on the
McGovern campaign by the time it rolled into Califm. Mandates came down from the top,
warning staffers to beware of the press. The oxtgptions were reporters who were known to
have a decent respect for things said "in confidg¢rand | didn't fit that description.

And so much for all that. The point | meant to m&lere -- before we wandered off on
that tangent about jackrabbits -- is that everghimthis book except the footnotes was written
under savage deadline pressure in the travelingxof a campaign so confusing and
unpredictable that not even the participants clditoeknow what was happening.

| had never covered a presidential campaign béfgot into this one, but | quickly got
so hooked on it that | began betting on the outcofreach primary -- and, by combining
aggressive ignorance with a natural instinct to krtbe convential wisdom, | managed to win all
but two of the fifty or sixty bets | made betweegbFuary and November. My first loss came in
New Hampshire, where | felt guilty for taking advage of one of McGovern's staffers who
wanted to bet that George would get more than 8&epé of the vote; and | lost when he wound



up with 37.5 percent. But from that point on, | wateadily -- until November 7, when | made
the invariably fatal mistake of betting my emotionstead of my instinct.

The final result was embarrassing, but what thE hélew that one, along with a lot of
other people who should have known better, ancedih@aven't changed anything else in this
mass of first-draft screeds that | wrote during¢hmpaign, | can't find any excuse for changing
my final prediction. Any re-writing now would cheidte basic concept of the book, which -- in
addition to the publisher's desperate idea thatght sell enough copies to cover the fantastic
expense bills | ran up in the course of those tevélantic months -- was to lash the whole thing
together and essentiallgcord the reality of an incredibly volatile presiatial campaign while it
was happeningfrom an eye in the eye of the hurricane, as it wanel there is no way to do that
without rejecting the luxury of hindsight.

So this is more a jangled campaign diary tharcarceor reasoned analysis of the '72
presidential campaign. Whatever | wrote in the ngthhours on rented typewriters in all those
cluttered hotel rooms along the campaign traiteaf the Wayfarer Inn outside Manchester to
the Neil House in Columbus to the Wilshire Hyattude in L.A. and the Fontainebleau in Miami
-- is no different now than it was back in Marcldaviay and July when | was cranking it out of
the typewriter one page at a time and feedingadt ihe plastic maw of that goddamn Mojo Wire
to some hash-addled freak of an editor atRb#ing Stonenews-desk in San Francisco.

What | would like to preserve here is a kind ajtiispeed cinematic reel-record of what
the campaign was likat the timenot what the whole thing boiled down to or howiti fnto
history. There will be no shortage of books covgtimat end. The last count | got was just before
Christmas in '72, when ex-McGovern speech writerdgdBerger said at least nineteen people
who'd been involved in the campaign were writinghsoabout it -- so we'll eventually get the
whole story, for good or ill.

Meanwhile, my room at the Seal Rock Inn is fillimg with people who seem on the
verge of hysteria at the sight of me still sittimgre wasting time on a rambling introduction, with
the final chapter still unwritten and the pressgsesduled to start rolling in twenty-four hours. . .
but unless somebody shows up pretty soon with e powerful speed, there might rios
any Final Chapter. About four fingers of king-h€Hank would do the trick, but | am not
optimistic. There is a definite scarcity of genyihgh-voltage Crank on the market these days --
and according to recent statements by official sgaten for the Justice Department in
Washington, that's solid evidence of progress in\War Against Dangerous Drugs.

Well. . . thank Jesus for that. | was beginninthiok we were never going to put the arm
on that crowd. But the people in Washington sayem@ally making progress. And if anybody
should know, it's them. So maybe this country'suabm get back on the Right Track.

- HST
Sunday, January 28, 1973
San Francisco, Seal Rock Inn

Fear and Loathing: On the Campaign Trail,
San Francisco, Straight Arrow Books, 1973
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The McGovern Juggernaut Rolls On

The press room was crowded -- two dozen or samgnkedia wizards, all wearing little
egg-shaped ID tags from the Secret Service: Leo&pha Figaro,Jack Perkins/NBC, R. W.
Apple/N.Y.Times . . the McGovern campaign went big-time, for y@alCalifornia. No more of
that part-time, secondary coverage. McGovern wddexly the front-runner, perhaps the next
President, and virtually every room in the hotekviled with either staff or media people. . .
twelve new typewriters in the press suite, ten gsofour color TV sets, a well-stocked free bar,
even a goddamn Mojo Wire.*

* aka Xerox Telecopier. We have many inquiries alibis. "Mojo Wire" was the name originally givemet

machine by its inventor, Raoul Duke. But he sigae@y the patent, in the throes of a drug frenzyeoox board
chairman Max Palevsky, who claimed the inventionhionself and renamed it the "Xerox Telecopier.tePéa
royalties now total $100 million annually, but Dulexeives none of it. At Palevsky's insistencedmains on the
Rolling Stonepayroll, earning $50 each week, but his "sportsimml” is rarely printed and he is formally barred by
court order, along with a Writ of Permanent Coriatydrom Palevsky's house & grounds.

The gossip in the press room was heavier than tisatanight: Gary Hart was about to be
fired as McGovern's campaign manager; Fred Duttouldvreplace him. . . Humphrey's sister
had just been arrested in San Diego on a warramtemed with Hubert's campaign debts. . .
Muskie was offering to support McGovern if Georgewd agree to take over $800,000 of his
(Muskie's) campaign debt. . . But Crouse was now/iresight. | stood around for a while, trying
to piece together a few grisly unsubstantiated msmabout "heavy pols preparing to take over
the whole McGovern campaign®. . . Several peoptediunks of the story, but nobody had a
real key; so | left to go back down to my roomhnk for a while.

That was when | ran into Mankiewicz, picking a tifuh of thumbtacked messages off
the bulletin board outside the doors.

"l have a very weird story for you," | said.

He eyed me cautiously. "What is it?"

"Come over here,” | said motioning him to folloverdown the corridor to a quiet place. .
. Then | told him what | had heard about Humphray@night air-courier to Vegas. He stared
down at the carpet, not seeming particularly irdere -- but when | finished he looked up and
said, "Where'd yohearthat?"

| shrugged, sensing definite interest now. "WeNas talking to some people at a place
called The Losers, and --"

"With Kirby?" he snapped.

"No," | said. "I went over there looking for hifaut he wasn't around.” Which was true.
Earlier that day Kirby Jones, McGovern's pressetacy, had told me he planned to stop by The
Losers Club later on, because Warren Beatty hamhmeended it highly. . . but when | stopped
by around midnight there was no sign of him.

Mankiewicz was not satisfied. "Who was there?abked. "Some afur people? Who
was it?"

"Nobody you'd know," | said. "But what about tklemphrey story? What can you tell
me about it?"

"Nothing," he said, glancing over his shouldea &urst of yelling from the press room.
Then: "When's your next issue coming out?"

"Thursday."



"Before the election?"

"Yeah, and so far | don't have anything worth iatshwrite about -- but this thing sounds
interesting."

He nodded, staring down at the floor again, therok his head. "Listen,” he said. "You
could cause a lot of trouble for us by printindhmgy like that. They'd know where it came from,
and they'd jerk our man right out.”

"What man?"

He stared at me, smiling faintly.

At this point the story becomes very slipperyhwitany loose ends and dark shadows --
but the nut was very simple: | had blundered alnsostpletely by accident on a flat-out
byzantine spook story. There was nothing timelpanmticularly newsworthy about it, but when
your deadline is every two weeks you don't tenaidory about things like scoops and
newsbreaks. If Mankiewicz had broken down and aeahito me that night that he was actually
a Red Chinese agent and that McGovern had no gusrjldn't have known how to handle it --
and the tension of trying to keep that kind of loeis news to myself for the next four days until
Rolling Stonavent to press would almost certainly have causetbnmk myself in my hotel
room with eight quarts of Wild Turkey and all thmgaine | could get my hands on.

So this strange tale about Humphrey & Vegas wagspeciallynewsworthyby my
standards. Its only real value, in fact, was the fiash of contrast it provided to the insane
tedium of the surface campaign. Important or rfog was something very different: midnight
flights to Vegas, mob money funneled in from casitmpay for Hubert's TV spots; spies,
runners, counterspies; cryptic phone calls frompairphone booths. . . Indeed; the dark
underbelly of big-time politics. A useless storg, aoubt, but it sure beat the hell out of getting
back on that goddamn press bus and being haulaéd some shopping center in Gardena and
watching McGovern shake hands for two hours withgy housewives.

Unfortunately, all | really knew about what | @l U-13 story was the general outline
and just enough key points to convince Mankiewiiz t might be irresponsible enough to go
ahead and try to write the thing anyway. All | knever thoughtl knew -- at that point was that
somebody very close to the top of the Humphrey @gmphad made secret arrangements for a
night flight to Vegas in order to pick up a largendle of money from unidentified persons
presumed to be sinister, and that this money wbeldsed by Humphrey's managers to finance
another one of Hubert's eleventh-hour fast-finifzkriegs.

Even then, a week before the vote, he was thaodié running ten points and maybe
more behind McGovern -- and since the average dadlgia expenditure for each candidate in
the California primary was roughly $30,000 a daymhrey would need at least twice that
amount to pay for the orgy of exposure he wouldirteeovercome a ten-point lead. No less than
a quick $500,000.

The people in Vegas were apparently willing targpfor it, because the plane was
already chartered and ready to go when McGoveaadduarters got word of the flight from
their executive-level spy in the Humphrey campalis.identity remains a mystery -- in the
public prints, at least -- but the handful of peogWare of him say he performed invaluable
services for many months.

His function in the U-13 gig was merely to call Glavern headquarters and tell them
about the Vegas plane. At this point, my secondhiod-hand source was not sure what



happened next. According to the story, two McGowgraratives were instantly dispatched to
keep around-the-clock watch on the plane for the seventy-two hours, and somebody from
McGovern headquarters called Humphrey and warnadimat they knew what he was up to.

In any case, the plane never took off and ther®meaevidence in the last week of the
campaign to suggest that Hubert got a last-mimitex of money, from Vegas or anywhere
else.

This is as much of the U-13 story as | could pigether without help from somebody
who knew the details -- and Mankiewicz finally agpleinsisting the whole time that he knew
nothing about the story except that he didn't warsiee it in print before election day, that if |
wanted to hold off until the next issue he would e in touch with somebody who would tell
me the whole story for good or ill.

"Call Miles Rubin," he said, "and tell him I tojebu to ask him about this. He'll fill you
in."

That was fine, | said. | was in no special huoythe story, anyway. So | let it ride for a
few days, missing my deadline for that issue.nd an Wednesday | began trying to get hold of
Miles Rubin, one of McGovern's top managers foiifGalia. All I knew about Rubin before |
called was that several days earlier he had thitashingtorPostcorrespondent David Broder
out of his office for asking too many questionssd than twenty-four hours before Broder
appeared on Rubin's TV screen as one of the thtegagators on the first
Humphrey/McGovern debate.

My own experience with Rubin turned out to be pisbut par for the course. | finally got
through to him by telephone on Friday, and explaithat Mankiewicz had told me to call him
and find out the details of the U-13 story. | s#drto say we could meet for a beer or two
sometime later that afternoon and he could --

"Are you kidding?" he cut in. "That's one storyuyfe never going to hear."

"What?"

"There's no point even talking about it," he d&tly. Then he launched into a
three-minute spiel about the fantastic honestyiatagjrity that characterized the McGovern
campaign from top to bottom, and why was it thatgbe like me didn't spend more time writing
about The Truth and The Decency and The Integrisgead of picking around the edge for
minor things that weren't important anyway?

"Jesus Christ!" | muttered. Why argue? Gettingtlimg but pompous bullshit and
gibberish out of Rubin would be like trying to dteseat from a hammerhead shark.

"Thanks," | said, and hung up.

That night | found Mankiewicz in the press roond aold him what had happened.

He couldn't understand it, he said. But he woalkl to Miles tomorrow and straighten it
out.

| was not optimistic; and by that time | was bewng to agree that the U-13 story was
not worth the effort. The Big Story in Californ@fter all, was that McGovern was on the brink
of locking up a first-ballot nomination in Miami and that Hubert Humphrey was about to get
stomped so badly at the polls that he might hav®etoarried out of the state in a rubber sack.

The next time | saw Mankiewicz was on the niglfblethe election and he seemed very
tense, very strong into the gjla monster tripand when | started to ask him about Rubin he
began ridiculing the story in a VERY LOUD VOICE, kfigured it was time to forget it.

Several days later | learned the reason for Fsadrad nerves that night. McGovern's fat



lead over Humphrey, which had hovered between ti&2@rpercentage points for more than a
week, had gone into a sudden and apparently uraitadle dive in the final days of the
campaign. By election eve it had shrunk to fivenpgiand perhaps even less.

The shrinkage crisis was a closely guarded saoneng McGovern's top command. Any
leak to the press could have led to disastrouslimesdon Tuesday morning: Election Day. . .
MCGOVERN FALTERS; HUMPHREY CLOSING GAP. . a headline like that in either the Los Angele
Timesor the San Francisd@@hroniclemight have thrown the election to Humphrey by
generating a last minute Sympathy/Underdog turaadtwhipping Hubert's field workers into a
frenzied "get out the vote" effort.

But the grim word never leaked, and by noon ons@lag an almost visible wave of relief
rolled through the McGovern camp. The dike woulththey felt, at roughly five percent.

The coolest man in the whole McGovern entouragéu®sday was George McGovern
himself -- who had spent all day Monday on airpiamacing from one critical situation to
another. On Monday morning he flew down to San Dig a major rally; then to New Mexico
for another final-hour rally on the eve of the NBl@xico primary (which he won the next day --
along with New Jersey and South Dakota). . . amalff on Monday night to Houston for a brief,
unscheduled appearance at the National Governorge&nce, which was rumored to be
brewing up a "stop McGovern" movement.

After defusing the crisis in Houston he got a fevurs' sleep before racing back to Los
Angeles to deal with another emergency: His 22-pédudaughter was having a premature baby
and first reports from the hospital hinted at sesicomplications.

But by noon the crisis had passed, and somewbernetsne around one he arrived with
his praetorian guard of eight Secret Service agenméax Palevksy's house in Bel Air, where he
immediately changed into swimming trunks and dawe the pool. The day was grey and cool,
no hint of sun, and none of the other guests see¢mfeel| like swimming.

For a variety of tangled reasons -- primarily hessamy wife was one of the guests in the
house that weekend -- | was there when McGoveimealr So we talked for a while, mainly
about the possibility of either Muskie or Humphsgpping out of the race and joining forces
with George if the price was right. . . and it oced to me afterward that it was the first time
he'd ever seen me without a beer can in my habdaling like a loon about Freak Power,
election bets, or some other twisted subjectut hle was kind enough not to mention this.

It was a very relaxed afternoon. The only tensenertt occurred when | noticed a sort of
narrow-looking man with a distinctly predatory appence standing off by himself and
glowering down at the white telephone as if he p&hto jerk it out by the root if it didn't ring
within ten seconds and tell him everything he wdriteknow.

"Who the hell ighat?" | asked, pointing across the pool at him.

"That's Miles Rubin,"” somebody replied.

"Jesus," | said. "l should have guessed."

Moments later my curiosity got the better of md &walked over to Rubin and
introduced myself. "l understand they're goingub you in charge of press relations after
Miami," | said as we shook hands.

He said something | didn't understand, then hdraway. For a moment | was tempted to
call him back and ask if | could feel his pulset Bxe moment passed and | jumped into the
pool, instead.*



* Later in the campaign, when Rubin and | becanasagaably good friends, he told me that the trugysibthe
"U-13" was essentially the same as the versiopiéded together in California. The only thing | mlicknow, he
said, was that Humphrey eventually got the mongyvay. For some reason, the story as | originallgtevit was
almost universally dismissed as "just another drithompson's Mankiewicz fables."

The rest of the day disintegrated into chaos, kkknness, and the kind of hysterical
fatigue that comes from spending too much timengafiom one place to another and being
shoved around in crowds. McGovern won the Demarmtmary by exactly five percent -- 45
to 40 -- and Nixon came from behind in the GOP taasip Ashbrook by 87 to 13.

She was gonna be an actress and | was gonna defiyn t
She took off to find the footlights and | took odf find the sky
-- Taxiby Harry Chapin

George McGovern's queer idea that he could getdifrelected President on the
Democratic ticket by dancing a muted whipsong @dbrpse of the Democratic Party is
suddenly beginning to look very sane, and very ipesssor the last five or six days in
California, McGovern's campaign was covered fromvrdéo midnight by fifteen or twenty
camera crews, seventy-five to a hundred still piy@tphers, and anywhere from fifty to two
hundred linear/writing press types.

The media crowd descended on McGovern like a svadinwild bees, and there was not
one of them who doubted that he/she was coverimrgWimner. The sense of impending victory
around the pool at the Wilshire Hyatt House washasp and all-pervasive as the gloom and
desperation in Hubert Humphrey's national staftlqearters about ten miles west at the far
more chick and fashionable Beverly Hilton.

In the McGovern press suite the big-time reponegse playing stud poker -- six or eight
of them, hunkered down in their shirt-sleeves adé ties around a long white-cloth-covered
table with a pile of dollar bills in the middle atfte bar about three feet behind Tom Wicker's
chair at the far end. At the other end of the rommVicker's left, there were three more long
white tables, with four identical big typewriters each one and a pile of white legal-size paper
stacked neatly beside each typewriter. At the otinerof the room, to Wicker's right, was a
comfortable couch and a giant floor-model 24-incbtdfola color TV set. . . the screen was so
large that Dick Cavett's head looked almost asabigVicker's, but the sound was turned off and
nobody at the poker table was watching the TV sgtvay. Mort Sahl was dominating the
screen with a seemingly endless, borderline-hystaonologue about a bunch of politicians he
didn't have much use for -- (Muskie, Humphrey, Mg€&m) -- and two others (Shirley Chisholm
and former New Orleans DA Jim Garrison) that hedik

| knew this, because | had just come up the oaitsidirway from my room one floor
below to get some typing paper, and I'd been watrthie Cavett show on my own 21-inch
Motorola color TV.

| paused at the door for a moment, then edgechdrtauthe poker table towards the
nearest stack of paper. "Ah, decadence, decaderidanuttered. "Sooner or later it was bound
to come to this."

Kirby Jones looked up and grinned. "What are yibching about this time, Hunter? Why
are you always bitching?"

"Never mind that," | said. "You owe me $20 & | wéainnow."



"What?" he looked shocked. "Twenty dollars for t#ia

| nodded solemnly. "I knew you'd try to welsh. Cidell me you don't remember that
bet."

"What bet?"

"The one we made on the train in Nebraska," I.s&du said Wallace wouldn't get more
than 300 delegates. . . But he already has 317, wadt that $20."

He shook his head. "Wteayshe has that many? You've been reading the New York
Timesagain." He chuckled and glanced at Wicker, who eesding. "Let's wait until the
convention, Hunter, things might be different tfien.

"You pig," | muttered, easing toward the door witly paper. "I've been hearing a lot
about how the McGovern campaign is finally turndighonest, but | didn't believe it until now."

He laughed and turned his attention back to timeegdAll bets are payable in Miami,
Hunter. That's when we'll count the marbles."

| shook my head sadly and left the room. Jestimught, these bastards are getting out
of hand. Here we were still a week away from D-olegalifornia, and the McGovern press suite
was already beginning to look like some kind ofeksion-Jackson Day stag dinner. | glanced
back at the crowd around the table and realizetdnibtzone of them had been in New
Hampshire. This was a totally different crowd, §mod or ill. Looking back on the first few
weeks of the New Hampshire campaign, it seemedffepeht from what was happening in
California that it was hard to adjust to the ideat it was still the same campaign. The difference
between a sleek front-runner's act in Los Angetebthe spartan, almost skeletal machinery of
an underdog operation in Manchester was almost tharethe mind could deal with all at
once.*

* California was the first primary where the McGoweampaign was obviously well-financed. In Wisdanshere
McGovern's money men had told him privately thaytivould withdraw their support if he didn't finifirst or a
very close second, the press had to pay fifty cefser in the hospitality suite.

Four months ago on a frozen grey afternoon in Namwpshire the McGovern "press
bus" rolled into the empty parking lot of a motelthe outskirts of Portsmouth. It was 3:30 or
so, and we had an hour or so to kill before thea®erwould arrive by air from Washington and
lead us downtown for a hand-shaking gig at the Bdishworks.

The bar was closed, but one of McGovern's advarerehad arranged a sort of
beer/booze and sandwich meat smorgasbord for #ss jpm a lounge just off the lobby. . . so all
six of us climbed out of the bus, which was actuati old three-seater airport limousine, and |
went inside to kill time.

Of the six passengers in the "press bus," three l@eal McGovern volunteers. The
other three were Ham Davis from the Providedmernal, Tim Crouse from th&®olling Stone
Boston Bureau, and me. Two more media/press peggie already inside: Don Bruckner from
the Los AngeleJimes,and Michelle Clark from CBS.*

* The New Hampshire primary was Michelle's firssiggment in national politics. "I don't have thguast idea
what I'm doing," she told me. "I think they're jlstting me get my feet wet." Three months laterew McGovern
miraculously emerged as the front-runner, Micheléss still covering him. By that time her star wessng almost as
fast as McGovern's. At the Democratic ConventioMiami, Walter Cronkite announced on the air thet bad just
been officially named "correspondent.” On Decenthe972, Michelle Clark died in a plane crash atiWhy
Airport in Chicago -- the same plane crash thde#ithe wife of Watergate defendant Howard Hunt.



There was also Dick Dougherty, who has just quijdb as chief of the L.ATimesNew
York bureau to become George McGovern's presstagegrspeechwriter, main fixer, advance
man, and all-purpose traveling wizard. Dougherty Bruckner were sitting off by themselves at
a corner table when the rest of us straggled meddunge and filled our plates at the
smorgasbord table: olives, carrots, celery sta&Bami, deviled eggs. . . but when | asked for
beer, the middle-aged waitress who was also the desk said beer "wasn't included"” in "the
arrangements," and that if | wanted any | wouldeheovpay cash for it.

"That's fine," | said. "Bring me three Budweisgrs.

She nodded. "With three glasses?"

"No. One glass."

She hesitated, then wrote the order down and lueabeff toward wherever she kept the
beer. | carried my plate over to an empty table satdlown to eat and read the local paper. . .
but there was no salt and pepper on the tableywsmi back up to the smorgasbord to look for it
& bumped into somebody in a tan garbardine suit whe quietly loading his plate with carrots
& salami.

"Sorry." | said.

"Pardonme,"he replied.

I shrugged and went back to my table with the aadt pepper. The only noise in the
room was coming from the L.Alimescorner. Everybody else was either reading or eating
both. The only person in the room not sitting domas the man in the tan suit at the
smorgasbord table. He was still fumbling with tbed, keeping his back to the room. . .

There was something familiar about him. Nothingaal -- but enough to make me
glance up again from my newspaper; a subliminalgetion-flash of some kind, or maybe just
the idle journalistic curiosity that gets to beablt after a while when you find yourself drifting
around in the nervous murk of some story with ngaagnt meaning or spine to it. | had come up
to New Hampshire to write a long thing on the Mc@&avcampaign -- but after twelve hours in
Manchester | hadn't seen much to indicate thattitedly existed, and | was beginning to wonder
what the fuck | was going to write about for thegue.

There was no sign of communcation in the room. diess people, as usual, were going
out of their way to ignore each other's existektaan Davis was brooding over the New York
Times,Crouse was re-arranging the contents of his kn&psaichelle Clark was staring at her
fingernails, Bruckner and Dougherty were tradinghSéorty jokes. . . and the man in the tan
suit was still shuffling back and forth at the sgesbord table -- totally absorbed in it, studying
the carrots. . .

Jesus Christ! | thought. The Candidate! That dnmgfigure up there at the food table is
George McGovern.

But where was his entourage? And why hadn't anyletsk noticed him? Was he
actuallyalone?

No, that was impossible. | had never seen a pesal candidate moving around in
public without at least ten speedy "aides" surraogdim at all times. So | watched him for a
while, expecting to see his aides flocking in frtima lobby at any moment. . . but it slowly
dawned on me that The Candidate wasinyself:there were no aides, no entourage, and
nobody else in the room had even noticed his drriva

This made me very nervous. McGovern was obviowsliying for somebody to greet
him, keeping his back to the room, not even lookingund -- so there was no way for him to



know that nobody in the room even knew he was there

Finally I got up and walked across to the fooddatvatching McGovern out of the
corner of one eye while | picked up some oliveg;tfed another beer out of the ice bucket. . .
and finally reached over to tap The Candidate eratim and introduce myself.

"Hello, Senator. We met a few weeks ago at Tond&ns house in Washington."

He smiled and reached out to shake hands. "Okepof course," he said. "What are you
doing uphere?"

"Not much, so far," | said. "We've been waiting you."

He nodded, still poking around with the cold cuitelt very uneasy. Our last encounter
had been somewhat jangled. He had just come bawkNew Hampshire, very tired and
depressed, and when he arrived at Braden's houbadvalready finished dinner and | was
getting heavily into drink. My memory of that evegiis somewhat dim, but even in dimness |
recall beating my gums at top speed for about tatorhrabout how he was doing everything
wrong and how helpless it was for him to think beld even accomplish anything with that
goddamn albatross of a Democratic Party on his,reauk that if he had amgal sense he would
make drastic alterations in the whole style & tof&is campaign and remodel it along the lines
of the Aspen Freak Power Uprising, specificallprg the lines of my own extremely weird and
nerve-rattling campaign for Sheriff of Pitkin Coyn€Colorado.

McGovern had listened politely, but two weeksdateNew Hampshire there was no
evidence to suggest that he had taken my advigesegiously. He was sitll plodding along in
the passive/underdog role, still driving back &tfoacross the state in his lonely one-car
motorcade to talk with small groups of people iratliving rooms. Nothing heavy, nothing wild
or electric. All he was offering, he said, was gerand admittedly lonsghot opportunity to vote
for an honest and intelligent presidential candidat

A very strange option, in any year -- but in miebFuary of 1972 there were no visible
signs, in New Hampshire, that the citizenry wasulbo rise up and drive the swine out of the
temple. Beyond that, it was absolutely clear --oadmg to the Wizards, Gurus, and Gentlemen
Journalists in Washington -- that Big Ed Muskies Man from Maine, had the Democratic
nomination so deep in the bag that it was hardlsthvarguing about.

Nobody argued with the things McGovern said. He wight, of course -- but nobody
took him very seriously, either. . .

7:45AM. . . The sun is fighting through the smog nowpadrey glow on the street
below my window. Friday morning business-workefficas beginning to clog Wilshire
Boulevard and the Glendale Federal Savings patkingcross the street is filling up with cars.
Slump-shouldered girls are scurrying into the bigeTinsurance & Trust Company and Crocker
National Bank buildings, rushing to punch in on tinee clock before 8:00.

| can look down from my window and see the two Mgérn press buses loading. Kirby
Jones, the press secretary, is standing by thealdbe No. 1 bus and herding two groggy CBS
cameramen aboard like some kind of latter-day Nysiting goats aboard the ark. Kirby is
responsible for keeping the McGovern press/mediv@drhappy -- or at least happy enough to
make sure they have the time and facilities to mepbatever McGovern, Mankiewicz, and the
other Main Boys want to see and read on tonight'si@ws and in tomorrow's newspapers. Like
any other good press secretary, Kirby doesn't radrditting -- off the record -- that his love of
Pure Truth is often tempered by circumstancesjdfiss to convince the press that everything
The Candidate says is even now being carved o sadets.



The Truth is whatever George says; this is akiyew and all ye need to know. If
McGovern says today that the most important issubke California primary is abolition of the
sodomy statues, Kirby will do everything in his pawo convince everybody on the press bus
that the sodomy statuesustbe abolished. . . and if George decides tomorrawtis
pro-sodomy gig isn't making it with the voters, §irwill get behind a quick press release to the
effect that "new evidence from previously obscurerses” has convinced the Senator that what
he really meant to say was that sodomy itself shbalabolished.

This kind of fancy footwork was executed a lotieaback there in the early primaries
than it is now. Since Wisconsin, McGovern's wordsenbeen watched very carefully. Both his
mushrooming media entourage and his dwindling nurabepponents have pounced on
anything even vaguely controversial or potentidéynaging in his speeches, press conferences,
position papers, or even idle comments.

McGovern is very sensitive about this sort of ¢hiand for excellent reason. In three of
the last four big primaries (Ohio, Nebraska & Catifia) he has spent an alarmingly big chunk
of his campaign timdenyingthat behind his calm and decent facade he is raalyt of Trojan
Horse candidate -- coming on in public as a bucigitersonian Democrat while secretly
plotting to seize the reins of power and turn trarer at midnight on Inauguration Day to a
Red-bent hellbroth of radicals, Dopers, Traitoesx Eiends, Anarchists, Winos, and "extremists"
of every description.

The assault began in Ohio, when the Senator fromri§ (Henry Jackson, D-Wash.)
began telling everybody his advance man could rayntb listen to him that McGovern was not
only a Marijuana Sympathizer, but also a FellowvEtar. . . Notexactlya dope-sucker and a
card-carrying Red, but almost.

In Nebraska it was Humphrey, and although he drdppe Fellow Traveler slur, he
added Amnesty and Abortion to the Marijuana chage® caused McGovern considerable grief.
By election day the situation was so grim in tradially conservative, Catholic Omaha that it
looked like McGovern might actuallgsethe Nebraska primary, one of the kingpins in his
Coverall strategy. Several hours after the polisetl the mood in the Omaha Hilton Situation
Room was extremely glum. The first returns showedhrey well ahead, and just before | was
thrown out | heard Bill Dougherty -- Lt. Gov. of Gih Dakota and one of McGovern's close
friends and personal advisors -- saying: "We'rengoget zinged tonight, folks."

It was almost midnight before the out-state refuragan offsetting Hubert's big lead in
Omaha, and by 2:00.M. on Wednesday it was clear that McGovern would walthough the
final 6 percent margin was about half of what hadrbexpected ten days earlier, before
Humphrey's local allies had fouled the air withratas about Amnesty, Abortion, and
Marijuana.

Sometime around 11:30 | was readmitted to theaBdn Room -- because they wanted
to use my portable radio to get the final resultend | remember seeing Gene Pokorny slumped
in a chair with his shoes off and a look of gredief on his face. Pokorny, the architect of
McGovern's breakthrough victory in Wisconsin, we®dhe campaign manager of Nebraska,
his home state, and a loss there would have béféigted his future. Earlier that day in the hotel
coffee shop I'd heard him asking Gary Hart whigteshe would be assigned to after Nebraska.

"Well, Gene," Hart replied with a thin smile. "Tttdepends on what happens tonight,
doesn't it?" Pokorny stared at him, but said ngthinke almost all the other key people on the



staff, he was eager to move on to California.

"Yeah," Hart continued. "We were planning on segdiou out to California from here,
but recently I've been thinking more and more abloat slot we have open in the Butte,
Montana office."

Again, Pokorny said nothing. . . but two weeksiawvith Nebraska safely in the bag, he
turned up in Fresno and hammered out another Ma@awetory in the critically important
Central Valley. And that slot in Butte is still ape .

Which is getting a bit off the point here. Inde®@de are drifting badly -- from
motorcycles to Mankiewicz to Omaha, Butte, Fresnavhere will it end?

The point, | think, was that in both the Ohio &hebraska primaries, back to back,
McGovern was confronted for the first time with fhaitics of the rabbit-punch and the groin
shot, and in both states he found himself dangérausnerable to this kind of thing. Dirty
politics confused him. He was not ready for itre@specially not from his fine old friend and
neighbor, Hubert Humphrey. Toward the end of theridgka campaign he was spending most of
his public time explaining that he was Not for almr on demand. Not for legalized Marijuana,
Not for unconditional amnesty. . . and his stafsvie@coming more and more concerned that
their man had been put completely on the defensive.

This is one of the oldest and most effective sitkpolitics. Every hack in the business
has used it in times of trouble, and it has evemlaevated to the level of political mythology in
a story about one of Lyndon Johnson's early campaigTexas. The race was close and
Johnson was getting worried. Finally he told hisipaign manager to start a massive rumor
campaign about his opponent's life-long habit gbging carnal knowledge of his own barnyard
SOWS.

"Christ, we can't get away with calling him a pigsker,” the campaign manager
protested. "Nobody's going to believe a thing tikat."

"l know," Johnson replied. "But let's make theaabitchdenyit.”

McGovern has not learned to cope with this tagic Humphrey used it again in
California, with different issues, and once agaeofge found himself working overtime to deny
wild, baseless charges that he was: (1) Planniisgutile both the Navy and the Air Force, along
with the whole Aerospace industry, and (2) He wawarn foe of all Jews, and if he ever got to
the White House he would immediately cut off allitary aid to Israel and sit on his hands
while Russian-equipped Arab legions drove the Jatesthe sea.

McGovern scoffed at these charges, dismissing #eehnidiculous lies," and repeatedly
explained his position on both issues -- but winay ttounted the votes on election night it was
obvious that both the Jews and the Aerospace weorkedouthern California had taken
Humphrey's bait. All that saved McGovern in Califiarwas a long-overdue success among
black voters, strong support from chicanos, andaasiwe pro-McGovern Youth Vote.

This is a very healthy power base, if he can ketgether -- but it is not enough to beat
Nixon in November unless McGovern can figure ouhsavay to articulate his tax and welfare
positions a hell of a lot more effectively thandié in California. Even Hubert Humphrey
managed to get McGovern tangled up in his own emanproposals from time to time during
their TV debates in California -- despite the fenett toward the end of that campaign
Humphrey's senile condition was so obvious thahdéJyeegan feeling sorry for him.

Indeed. Sorry. Senile. Sick. Tangled. . . Thatacdy how I'm beginning to feel. All
those words and many others, but my brain is teonto spit them out of the memory bank at



this time. No person in my condition has any bussntalking about Hubert Humphrey's
behavior. My brain has slowed down to the poirdlaiost helpless stupor. | no longer even
have the energy to grind my own teeth.

So this article is not going to end the way | thloit would. . . and looking back at the
lead | see that it didn't even start that way eitAs for the middle, | can barely remember it.
There was something about making a deal with Mavikieand then Seizing Power in
American Samoa, but | don't feel ready right novayldke later. . .

Way out on the far left corner of this desk | segote that says "Call Mankiewicz --
Miami Hotel rooms."

That's right. He was holding three rooms for uthatconvention. Probably | should call
him right away and firm that up. . . or maybe not.

But what the hell? These things can wait. Befoyeanms go numb there were one or two
points | wanted to make. This is certainly no tifmeany heavy speculation or long-range
analysis -- on any subject at all, but especiatiiyon anything as volatile and complex as the
immediate future of George McGovern vis-a-vis thenidcratic Party.

Yet it is hard to avoid the idea that McGovern pasthe Party through some very
drastic changes in the last few months. The Go@dBols are not pleased with him. But they
can't get a grip on him either -- and now, lessti@ee weeks before the convention, he is so
close to a first-ballot victory that the old haeksd ward-heelers who thought they had total
control of the Party less than six months ago firemselves skulking around like old winos in
the side alleys of presidential politics -- firstigped of their power to select and control
delegations, then rejected as delegates themsehas Big Ed took his overcrowded
bandwagon over the high side on the first la@nd now, incredible as it still seems to most of
them, they will not even be allowed into the Paxdyvention next month.

One of the first people | plan to speak with wieget to Miami is Larry O'Brien: shake
both of his hands and extend powerful congratutatio him for the job he has done on the
Party. In January of 1968 the Democratic Party seafat and confident that it looked like they
might keep control of the White House, the Congrasd in fact the whole U.S. Government
almost indefinitely. Now, four and a half yearslatit is a useless bankrupt hulk. Even if
McGovern wins the Democratic nomination, the Pargchinery won't be of much use to him,
except as a vehicle.

"Traditional Politics with a Vengeance" is Garyrttaphrase -- a nutshell concept that
pretty well describes the theory behind McGoveanmsmzingly effective organization.

"The Politics of Vengeance" is a very differerntth-- an essentially psychotic concept
that Hart would probably not go out of his way talerse.

Vehicle. . . vehicle. . . vehicle -- a very strarigoking word, if you stare at it for eight or
nine minutes. . . "Skulking" is another interestlngking word.

And so much for that.

The morning news says Wilbur Mills is running fresident again. He has scorned all
invitations to accept the Number Two spot with amgelse -- especially George McGovern. A
very depressing bulletin. But Mills must know wiha&'s doing. His name is said to be magic in
certain areas. If the Party rejects McGovern, lenthgy give it to Mills. That would just about
make the nut.

Another depressing news item -- out of Miami Betigh time -- says an unnatural
number of ravens have been seen in the city rgcdrdlrists have complained of being kept



awake all night by "horrible croaking sounds" odéstheir hotel windows. "At first there were
only a few," one local businessman explained. 'Bate and more keep coming. They're
building big nests in the trees along Collins Aventihey're killing the trees and their droppings
smell like dead flesh."

Many residents say they can no longer leave thi@idows open at night, because of the
croaking. "I've always loved birds," said anothesident. "But these goddamn ravens are
something else!"

Later in June

Mass Burial for Political Bosses in New York. . McGovern over the Hump. . . The
Death by Beating of a Six-Foot Blue-Black Serpent.. What Next for the Good Ole Boys?. .
. Anatomy of a Fixer. . . Treachery Looms in Miami.. .

It is now clear that this once small devoted baad become a great surging multitude all across
this country-- and it will not be denied.
-- George McGovern, on the night of the New Y orkrary

The day after the New York primary | woke up iawuate on the twenty-fourth floor of
Delmonico's Hotel on Park Avenue with a hellish @viearing both rooms apart and rain coming
in through all the open windows. . . and | thougfes, wonderful, only a lunatic would get out
of bed on a day like this; call room service foaggfruit and coffee, along with a New York
Timesfor brain food, and one of those portable brickddmeplaces full of oil-soaked sawdust
logs that they can roll right into the suite arré fip at the foot of the bed.

Indeed. Get some heat in the room, but keep thdaws open -- for the sounds of the
wind and the rain and the far-off honking of albsle taxi horns down on Park Avenue.

Then fill a hot bath and get something IMemphis Undergroundn the tape machine.
Relax, relax. Enjoy this fine rainy day, and semel bill to Random House. The budget boys
won't like it, but to hell with them. Random Houstédl owes me a lot of money from that time
when the night watchman beat my snake to deathewhite marble steps leading up to the
main reception desk.

| had left it overnight in the editor's office,aded up in a cardboard box with a sacrificial
mouse. . . but the mouse understood what was haqgpemd terror gave him strength to gnaw a
hole straight through the side of the box and esaat the bowels of the building.

The snake followed, of course-- through the saole-h and somewhere around dawn,
when the night watchman went out to check the rdaor, he was confronted with a six-foot
blue-black serpent slithering rapidly up the stdiisking its tongue at him and hissing a
warning that he was sure -- according to his owtoant of the incident -- was the last sound he
would ever hear.

The snake was a harmless Blue Indigo that I'dgustight back from a reptile farm in
Florida. . . but the watchman had no way of knowhghad never seen a snake. Most natives of
Manhattan Island are terrified of all animals exaggrkroaches and poodles. . . so when this
poor ignorant bastard of a watchman suddenly fdumdelf menaced by a hissing, six-foot
serpent coming fast up the stairs at him from #wegal direction of Cardinal Spellman's



guarters just across the courtyard. . . he saigitig of it made him almost crazy with fear, and
at first he was totally paralyzed.

Then, as the snake kept on coming, some primahaishocked the man out of his
trance and gave him the strength to attack theytith the first weapon he could get his hands
on -- which he first described as a "steel broomdlg" but which further investigation revealed
to have been a metal tube jerked out of a nearbyura cleaner.

The battle apparently lasted some twenty min#esrrible clanging and screaming in
the empty marble entranceway, and finally the watah prevailed. Both the serpent and the
vacuum tube were beaten beyond recognition, ardtlaat morning a copy editor found the
watchman slumped on a stool in the basement neketgerox machine, still gripping the
mangled tube and unable to say what was wronghuithexcept that something horrible had
tried to get him, but he finally managed to kill it

The man has since retired, they say. Cardinali@paldied and Random House moved
to a new building. But the psychic scars remaidinamemory of corporate guilt that is rarely
mentioned except in times of stress or in argumewes money. Every time | start feeling a bit
uneasy about running up huge bills on the Randomskltab, | think about that snake -- and
then | call room service again.

STATE VOTEAIDS MCGOVERN:
SENATOR'S SLATES WIN BY LARGE MARGIN
IN THE SUBURBS

That was th@imes'sbig headline on Wednesday morning. The "3 A's aatel' (Acid,
Abortion, Amnesty) had definitely improved his gasn by carrying the suburbs. The bulk of
the political coverage on page one had to do withllraces -- "Ryan, Badillo, Rangel Win:
Coller is in Close Battle". . . "Delegates Named™'Bingham Defeats Scheuer; Rooney
Apparent Winner."

Down at the bottom of the page was a block of ywinetos from the National Mayors'
Conference in New Orleans -- also on Tuesday --thedhoice shot from down there showed a
smiling Hubert Humphrey sitting next to Mayor DalefyChicago with the Mayor of Miami
Beach leaning into the scene with one of his anmsrad Daley and the other around Hubert.

The caption said, "Ex-Mayor Is Hit With Mayors'h& details, Page 28, said Humphrey
had definitely emerged as the star of the Mayansfarence. The two losers were shown in
smaller photos underneath the Daley/Humphrey thivhggskie "received polite applause,” the
caption said, and the camera had apparently cduighsomewhere near the beginning of a
delayed Ibogaine rush: his eyes are clouding dusijaw has gone slack, his hair appears to be
combed back in a DA.

The caption under the McGovern photo says, "He, teceived moderate response.” But
McGovern at least looked human, while the other foaked like they had just been trucked
over on short notice from some third-rate wax mos@uthe French Quarter. The only
genuinely ugly face of the five is that of Mayor|®@a He looks like a potato with mange -- it is
the face of a man who would see nothing wrong waling his son to go out and round up a
gang of thugs with bullhorns and kick the shit obianybody stupid enough to challenge the
Mayor of Chicago's right to name the next Democragindidate for President of the United
States.

| stared at the front page for a long time: theas something wrong with it, but |



couldn't quite fix on the problem until. . . yes.l realized that the whole front page of the June
21st New YorkTimescould just as easily have been dated March 8thjdlyeafter the New
Hampshire primary.

"Pacification” was failing again in Vietnam; DeanSecretary Melvin Laird was
demanding more bombers; ITT was beating anotheggallstock-sales rap. . . but the most
striking similarity was in the overall impressiohwhat was happening in the fight for the
Democratic presidential nomination.

Apparently nothing had changed. Muskie looked asssick and confused as he had on
that cold Wednesday morning in Manchester four im®ago. McGovern looked like the same
tough but hopeless underdog -- and there was rthithe face of either Daley or Humphrey to
indicate that either one of those corrupt and wusiold screws had any doubt at all about what
was going to happen in Miami in July. They appedoede very pleased with whatever the
Mayor of Miami Beach was saying to them. . .

An extremely depressing front page, at first giarcalmost rancid with a sense of deja
vu. There was even a Kennedy story: Will he or Woe?

This was the most interesting story on the pdgmly because of the timing. Teddy had
been out of the campaign news for a few monthsnbwut -- according to th€imes'sR.W.

Apple Jr. -- he was about to make his move:

"City Councilman Matthew J. Troy Jr. will annourtoelay that he is supporting Senator
Edward M. Kennedy for the Democratic vice-presig@mtomination, informed sources said last
night Mr. Troy, a long-time political ally of thedfinedy family, was one of the earliest
supporters of Senator George McGovern for the &eesly. As such, he would be unlikely to
propose a running mate for the South Dakotan ufledsmen had indicated their approval.”

Unlikely.

Right. The logic was hard to deny. A McGovern/Keay ticket was probably the only
sure winner available to the Democrats this yeatrpleyond that it might solve all of Kennedy's
problems with one stroke. It would give him at dast and probably eight years in the
spotlight; an unnaturally powerful and popular vimesident with all the advantages of the
office and very few of the risks. If McGovern rafdwand called for the abolition of Free
Enterprise, for instance, Kennedy could back off sinake his head sadly. . . but if McGovern
did everything right and won a second term as thetmevered and successful President in the
nation's history, Teddy would be right there besiohe -- the other half of the team; so clearly
the heir apparent that he would hardly have todrodlvout campaigning in public in 1980.

Don't worry, boys, we'll weather this storm of apyal and come out as hated as ever.
-- Saul Alinsky to his staff shortly before hisadle, June 1972

The primaries are finally over now: twenty-thrddle goddamn things -- and the deal is
about to go down. New York was the last big spdethefore Miami Beach, and this time
McGovern's people really kicked out the jams. Tsiynped every hack, ward-heeler, and
"old-line party boss" from Buffalo to Brooklyn. TH&emocratic Party in New York State was
left in a frightened shambles.

Not even the state party leader, Joe Cranglejvadvthe McGovern blitz. He tried to
pass for "uncommitted” -- hoping to go down to Miamith at least a small remnant of the



big-time bargaining power he'd planned on whenrgmally backed Muskie -- but McGovern's
merciless young street-fighters chopped Cranglendeith the others. He will watch the
convention on TV, along with Brooklyn Party bossdde Esposito and once-powerful Bronx
leader Patrick Cunningham.

Former New York Governor Averell Harriman also wdwp on the list of ex-heavies
who will not attend the convention. He too was arlyeMuskie supporter. The last time | saw
Averell he was addressing a small crowd in the VWadin Beach railroad station -- framed in a
halo of spotlights on the caboose platform of BdisESunshine Special”. . . and the Man from
Maine was standing tall beside him, smiling broatigking every inch the winner that all those
half-bright party bosses had assured him he wasitidy going to be.

It was just about dusk when Harriman began spegakis | recall, and Muskie might have
looked a little less pleased if he'd had any waknmaiwing that -- ten blocks away, while Ave
was still talking -- a human threshing machine naeter Sheridan was eagerly hitting the
bricks after two weeks in the Palm Beach jail aragrancy rap.

Unknown to either Big Ed or Peter, their pathsev&von destined to cross. Twelve hours
later, Sheridan -- the infamous wandering Boohadte Neo-American church -- would board
the "Sunshine Special” for the last leg of the imj@ Miami.

That encounter is already legend. | am not esjegioud of my role in it -- mainly
because the nightmare developed entirely by actidét if | could go back and try it all over
again | wouldn't change a note.

At the time | felt a bit guilty about it: havingebn, however innocently, responsible for
putting the Demo front-runner on a collision counsth a gin-crazed acid freak -- but that was
before | realized what kind of a beast | was degfith.

It was not until his campaign collapsed and hisffers felt free to talk that | learned
that working for Big Ed was something like beingKed in a rolling boxcar with a vicious
200-pound water rat. Some of his top staff peoplesiclered him dangerously unstable. He had
several identities, they said, and there was notwde sure on any given day if they would have
to deal with Abe Lincoln, Hamlet, Captain QueegBobo the Simpleminded. . .

Many strange Muskie stories, but this is not thetfor them. Perhaps after the
convention, when the pressure lets off a bit raigh not even that is certain, now: Things are
getting weird.

The only "Muskie story" that interests me rightwis the one about how he managed to
con those poor bastards into making him the defpatty leader and also the bosses' choice to
carry the party colors against Nixon in Novembaevaht to know that story, and if anybody who
reads this can fill me in on the details, by allame call at once/o Rolling StoneSan Francisco.

The Muskie nightmare is beginning to look more amate like a major political
watershed for the Democratic Party. When Big Edtwdemvn he took about half of the national
power structure with him. In one state after anotheach time he lost a primary -- Muskie
crippled and humiliated the local Democratic powwngers: Governors, Mayors, Senators,
Congressmen. . . Big Ed was supposed to be tokettto Miami, where they planned to do
business as usual once again, and keep the paegsativable, if not entirely healthy. All
Muskie had to do, they said, was keep his mouth aha act like Abe Lincoln.

The bosses would do the rest. As for that haravedsbastard McGovern, he could take
those reformist ideas he'd been working on, andtfem straight up his ass. A convention
packed wall to wall with Muskie delegates -- theaid cream of the party, as it were -- would
make short work of McGovern's Boy Scout bullshit.



That was four months ago, before Muskie begarhargsaround the country in a stupid
rage and destroying everything he touched. Fingag booze, then Reds, and finally over the
brink into Ibogaine. . . and it was right abouttttiae that most of the Good Ole Boys decided to
take another long look at Hubert Humphrey. He wasaoch; they all agreed on that -- but by
May he was all they had left.

Not much, for sure. Any political party that cactiugh up anything better than a
treacherous brain-damaged old vulture like Hubemndhrey deserves every beating it gets.
They don't hardly make 'em like Hubert any moreutjust to be on the safe side, he should be
castrated anyway.

Castrated?esus! Is nothing sacred? Four years ago HuberpHrey ran for President
of the United States on the Democratic ticket d ha almost won.

It was a very narrow escape. | voted for Dick @rggn '68, and if somehow Humphrey
manages to slither onto the ticket again this y&al vote for Richard Nixon.

But Humphrey will not be on the ticket this yeaat least not on the Demaocratic ticket.
He may end up running with Nixon, but the oddsayainst him there, too. Not even Nixon
could stoop to Hubert's level.

So what will Humphrey do with himself this yeas?here no room at the top for a totally
dishonest person? Bnited States Senato?loyal Party Man?

Well. . . as much as | hate to get away from dbjegournalism, even briefly, there is no
other way to explain what that treacherous bastppars to be cranking himself up for this
time around, except by slipping momentarily inte tkalm of speculation.

But first, a few realities: (1) George McGoverrsisclose to a first-ballot nomination in
Miami that everybody except Hubert Humphrey, Gere€stthy, Shirley Chisholm, and Ed
Muskie seems ready to accept it as a foregone asiod. . . (2) The national Democratic Party
is no longer controlled by the Old Guard, Bossestyhcks like George Meany and Mayor Daley
-- or even by the Old Guard liberal-manque typlkes Liarry O'Brien, who thought they had
things firmly under control as recently as six nisnago. . . (3) McGovern has made it painfully
clear that he wants more than just the nominatierhas every intention of tearing the
Democratic Party completely apart and rebuildirgcitording to his own blueprint. . . (4) If
McGovern beats Nixon in November he will be in &ifon to do anything he wants either to or
with the party structure. . . (5) But if McGovenses in November, control of the Democratic
Party will instantly revert to the Ole Boys, and Gtwvern himself will be labeled "another
Goldwater" and stripped of any power in the party.

The pattern is already there, from 1964, wherNixen/Mitchell brain-trust -- already
laying plans for 1968 -- sat back and let the G@#hinery fall into the hands of the Birchers
and the right-wing crazies for a few months. .d amen Goldwater got stomped, the
Nixon/Mitchell crowd moved in and took over the fyawvith no argument from anybody. . . and
four years later Nixon moved into the White House.

There have already been a few rumblings and nthtedts along these lines from the
Daley-Meany faction. Daley has privately threateteedump lllinois to Nixon in November if
McGovern persists in challenging Daley's eightyefiman slave delegation to the convention in
Miami. . . and Meany is prone to muttering out Idrain time to time that maybe Organized
Labor would be better off in the long run by endgranother four years under Nixon, rather
than running the risk of whatever radical madnestehrs McGovern might bring down on him.

The only other person who has said anything atadking a dive for Nixon in November
is Hubert Humphrey, who has already threatenediblip-- at the party's Credentials



Committee hearings in Washington last week -- thie friend Joe Alioto, the Mayor of San
Francisco, throw the whole state of California i@d unless the party gives Hubert 151
California delegates -- on the basis of his logihgw of strength in that state's winner-take-all
primary.

Hubert understood all along that California wdsoahothing. He continually referred to
it as "The Big One," and "The Super Bowl of thenkaries”. . . but he changed his mind when he
lost. One of the finest flashes of TV journalisrmiany months appeared on the CBS evening
news the same day Humphrey formally filed his clesnalmost half the California delegation. It
was a Walter Cronkite interview with Hubert in Gathia, a week or so prior to election day.
Cronkite asked him if he had any objections towimaner-take-all aspect of the California
primary, and Humphrey replied that he thought is\ahsolutely wonderful.

"So even if you lose out here -- if you lose all2lelegates -- you wouldn't challenge the
winner-take-all rule?" Cronkite asked.

"Oh, my goodness, no," Hubert said. "That wouldkenae sort of a spoilsport, wouldn't
it?"

On the face of it, McGovern seems to have eveangtiinder control now. Less than
twenty-four hours after the New York results waral, chief delegate-meister Rick Stearns
announced that George was over the hump. The Newbiivz was the clincher, pushing him
over the 1350 mark and mashing all but the flintstesnce that anybody would continue to talk
seriously about a "Stop McGovern" movement in Miahtie Humphrey/Muskie axis had been
desperately trying to put something together wgim@ diehards like Wilbur Mills, George
Meany, and Mayor Daley -- hoping to stop McGoverst short of 1400 -- but on the weekend
after the New York sweep George picked up anoiftgrdr so from the last of the non-primary
state caucuses and by Sunday, June 25th, he waa bohdred votes away from the 1509 that
would zip it all up on the first ballot.

At that time the number of officially "uncomitttédelegates was still hovering around
450, but there had already been some small-sctdetams to McGovern, and the others were
getting nervous. The whole purpose of getting yelfidected as an Uncommitted delegate is to
be able to arrive at the Convention with bargairpower. Ideology has nothing to do with it.

If you're a lawyer from St. Louis, for instancedayou manage to get yourself elected as
an Uncommitted delegate for Missouri, you will Hestown to Miami and start scouting around
for somebody to make a deal with. . . which waakietlong, because every candidate still in the
running for anything at all will have dozens of bign personal fixers roaming around the hotel
bars and buttonholing Uncommitted delegates to dintdwhat they want.

If your price is a lifetime appointment as a judgethe U.S. Circuit Court, your only
hope is to deal with a candidate who is so clogaabmagic 1509 figure that he can no longer
function in public because of uncontrollable droglilf he is stuck around 1400 you will
probably not have much luck getting that bench agpeent. . . but if he's already up to 1499 he
won't hesitate to offer you the first opening oa th.S. Supreme Court. . . and if you catch him
peaked at 1505 or so, you can squeeze him for aamgthing you want.

The game will get heavy sometimes. You don't warmfo around putting the squeeze on
people unless you're absolutely cleldn.skeletons in the closeto secret vices. . . because if
your vote is important and your price is high, BExeer-Man will have already checked you out
by the time he offers to buy you a drink. If youbed a traffic-court clerk two years ago to bury
a drunk driving charge, the Fixer might suddenlgfoant you with a photostat of the citation
you thought had been burned.



When that happens, you're fucked. Your priceyesit down to zero, and you are no
longer an Uncommitted delegate.

There are several other versions of the Reverse&xg: the fake hit-and-run; glassine
bags found in your hotel room by a maid; grabbddha street by phony cops for statutory rape
of a teenage girl you never saw before. . .

Every once in a while you might hit on somethinighweal style, like this one: On
Monday afternoon, the first day of the conventigoy -- the ambitious young lawyer from St.
Louis with no skeletons in the closet and no sedoets worth worrying about -- are spending
the afternoon by the pool at the Playboy Plazaisagaup sun and gin/tonics when you hear
somebody calling your name. You look up and semilng), rotund chap about thirty-five years
old coming at you, ready to shake hands.

"Hi there, Virgil," he says. "My name's J. D. Sgaal work for Senator Bilbo and we'd
sure like to count on your vote. How about it?"

You smile, but say nothing -- waiting for Squaaebdntinue. He will want to know your
price.

But Squane is staring out to sea, squinting atesioimg on the horizon. . . then he
suddenly turns back to you and starts talking ¥asy about how he always wanted to be a
riverboat pilot on the Mississippi, but politicstgo the way. . . "And now, goddamnit, weust
get these last few votes. . ."

You smile again, itching to get serious. But Sguanddenly yells at somebody across
the pool, then turns back to you and says: "Ja&us), I'm really sorry about that, but | have to
run. That guy over there is delivering my new Jariséerceptor.” He grins and extends his hand
again. Then: "Say, maybe we can talk later on What room are you in?"

"1909."

He nods. "How about seven, for dinner? Are yoate

"Sure."

"Wonderful," he replies. "We can take my new Jarfee a run up to Palm Beach. . . It's
one of my favorite towns."

"Mine too," you say. "I've heard a lot about it."

He nods. "l spent some time there last Februaryut we had a bad act, dropped about
twenty-five grand.”

Jesus! Jensen Interceptor; twenty-five gran&qguane is definitely big-time.

"See you at seven," he says, moving away. "

The knock comes at 7:02 -- but instead of Squisa beautiful silver-haired young girl
who says J. D. sent her to pick you up. "He's lpaitbusiness dinner with the Senator and he'll
join us later at the Crab House."

"Wonderful, wonderful -- shall we have a drink?"

She nods. "Sure, but not here. We'll drive oveddooth Miami and pick up my girlfriend.
.. but let's smoke this before we go."

"Jesus! That looks like a cigar!"

"It is!" she laughs. "And it'll make us both crazy

Many hours later, 4:38.m. Soaking wet, falling into the lobby, begging folgieNo
wallet, no money, no ID. Blood on both hands and simoe missing, dragged up to the room by
two bellboys. . .

Breakfast at noon the next day, half sick in tbiex shop -- waiting for a Western



Union money order from the wife in St. Louis. Vesgotty memories from last night.

"Hi there, Virgil."

J. D. Squane, still grinning. "Where were you laght, Virgil?" | came by right on the
dot, but you weren'tin."

"l got mugged -- by your girlfriend."”

"Oh? Too bad. | wanted to nail down that uglydittote of yours."

"Ugly? Wait a minute. . . That girl you sent; went someplace tmeetyou."

"Bullshit! You double-crossed me, Virgil! If we wen't on the same team | might be
tempted to lean on you."

Rising anger now, painful throbbing in the hedéuck you, Squane! I'm amobody's
team! If you want my vote you know damn well howget it -- and that goddamn dope-addict
girlfriend of yours didn't help any."

Squane smiles heavily. "Tell me, Virgil -- whatsuv&you wanted for the vote of yours?
A seat on the federal bench?"

"You're goddamn fuckin'-A right! You got me in baduble last night, J. D. When | got
back there my wallet was gone and there was bloatyhands.

"l know. You beat the shit out of her."

"What?"

"Look at these photographs, Virgil. It's somehs most disgusting stuff I've ever seen.”
"Photographs?"

Squane hands them across the table.

"Oh my god!"

"Yeah, that's what | said, Virgil."

"No! This can't bene!l never saw that girl! Christ, she's only a child!"

"That's why the pictures are so disgusting, Virgou're lucky we didn't take them
straight to the cops and have you locked up." Pmgpithe table with his fist. "Thattape,
Virgil! That's sodomyWith achild!"

"No!"

"Yes,Virgil -- and now you're going to pay for it."

"How? What are you talking about?"

Squane smiling again. "Votes, my friend. Yours &ne others. Six votes for six
negatives. Are you ready?"

Tears of rage in the eyes now. "You evil sonotdbityou're blackmailing me!"

"Ridiculous, Virgil. Ridiculous. I'm talking abowbalition politics."

"l don't everknowsix delegates. Not personally, anyway. And besitihes; allwant
something.”

Squane shakes his head. "Dosltme about it, Virgil. I'd rather not hear. Just lgrime
six names off this list by noon tomorrow. If thdiiaote right, you'll never hear another word
about what happened last night."

"What if | can't?"

Squane smiles, then shakes his head sadly. "Yfewill take a turn for the worse,
Virgil."

Ah, bad craziness. . . a scene like that couldruforever. Sick dialogue comes easy
after five months on the campaign trail. A senshwhor is not considered mandatory for those
who want to get heavy into presidential politiasnkies don't laugh much; their gig is too
serious -- and the politics junkie is not mucheti&nt on that score than a smack junkie.



The High is very real in both worlds, for thoseondre into it -- but anybody who has
ever tried to live with a smack junkie will tell yat can't be done without coming to grips with
the spike and shooting up, yourself.

Politics is no different. There is a fantasticaadline high that comes with total
involvement in almost any kind of fast-moving pigleti campaign -- especially when you're
running against big odds and starting to feel &ikginner.

As far as | know, | am the only journalist coverithhe '72 presidential campaign who has
done any time on the other side of that gap -- bsth candidate and a backroom pol, on the
local level -- and despite all the obvious diffezes between running on the Freak Power ticket
for Sheriff of Aspen and running as a well-behaizemnocrat for President of the United States,
the roots are surprisingly similar. . . and whateeal differences exist are hardly worth talking
about, compared to the massive, unbridgeable gayeba the cranked-up reality of living day
after day in the vortex of a rolling campaign -dahe friendish ratbastard tedium of covering
that same campaign as a journalist, from the oaiisidking in.

For the same reason that nobody who has never ttogrgs with the spike can ever
understand how far away it really is across thattgahe place where the smack junkie lives. . .
there is no way for even the best and most talgotanalist to know what is really going on
inside a political campaign unless he has beere thienself.

Very few of the press people assigned to the M&&oeampaign, for instance, have
anything more than a surface understanding of vehaally going on in the vortex. . . or if they
do, they don't mention it, in print or on the &nd after spending half a year following this
goddamn zoo around the country and watching thénimexy at work I'd be willing to bet pretty
heavily that not even the most privileged rankimgjders among the campaign press corps are
telling much less than they know.

Fear and Loathing: On the Campaign Trail,
San Francisco, Straight Arrow Books, 1973

September

Fat City Blues. . . Fear and Loathing on the WhitdHouse Press Plane. . . Bad Angst
at McGovern Headquarters. . . Nixon Tightens the Sews. . . "Many Appeared to Be in the
Terminal Stages of Campaign Bloat". . .

Hear me, people: We have now to deal with anotaee+ small and feeble when our fathers
first met them, but now great and overbearing. @jely enough they have a mind to till the soill
and the love of possession is a disease with tihibese people have made many rules that the
rich may break but the poor may not. They taker tiithies from the poor and weak to support
the rich and those who rule.

-- Chief Sitting Bull, speaking at the Powder Ri@onference in 1877

If George McGovern had a speech writer half agwetat as Sitting Bull, he would be
home free today -- instead of twenty-two pointsibéland racing around the country with both



feet in his mouth. The Powder River Conference dmieety-five years ago, but the old Chief's
baleful analysis of the White Man's rape of the Aican continent was just as accurate then as it
would be today if he came back from the dead armtlisBor the microphones on prime-time TV.
The ugly fallout from the American Dream has beeminig down on us at a pretty consistent
rate since Sitting Bull's time -- and the only rddference now, with Election Day '72 only a

few weeks away, is that we seem to be on the \argaifying the fallout and forgetting the
Dream itself.

Sitting Bull made no distinction between Demociatd Republicans -- which was
probably just as well, in 1877 or any other yedyut it's also true that Sitting Bull never knew
the degradation of traveling on Richard Nixon'ssprelane; he never had the bilious pleasure of
dealing with Ron Ziegler, and he never met Johrchitl, Nixon's king fixer.

If the old Sioux Chief had ever done these thihgjsink -- despite his angry contempt
for the White Man and everything he stands fore'dlbe working overtime for George
McGovern today.

These past two weeks have been relatively calre forene. Immediately after the
Republican Convention in Miami, | dragged myselélo#o the Rockies and tried to forget about
politics for a while -- just lie naked on the poliaithe cool afternoon sun and watch the aspen
trees turning gold on the hills around my houses up a huge cannister of gin and grapefruit
juice, watch the horses nuzzling each other imptsture across the road, big logs in the
fireplace at night; Herbie Mann, John Prine, arabdeColin Young booming out of the speakers.
.. Zip off every once in a while for a fast rumoitown along a back road above the river: to the
health-center gym for some volleyball, then oveBémton's gallery to get caught up on
whatever treacheries the local greedheads rammedgth while | was gone, watch the late TV
news and curse McGovern for poking another hol@srown boat, then stop by the Jerome on
the way out of town for a midnight beer with Solhei

After two weeks on that peaceful human schedhbke|ast thing | wanted to think about
was the grim, inescapable spectre of two more feenmonths on the campaign trail. Especially
when it meant coming back here to Washington,dd &ying the groundwork for a long and
painful autopsy job on the McGovern campaign. Winait wrong? Why had it failed? Who was
to blame? And, finally, what next?

That was on project. The other was to somehow thassagh the fine eye of the White
House security camel and go out on the campaigmiith Richard Nixon, to watch him waltz
in -- if only to get the drift of his thinking, twatch the moves, his eyes. It is a nervous thing to
consider: Not just four more years of Nixon, bukdh'slast four years in politics- completely
unshackled, for the first time in his life, fromyaneed to worry about who might or might not
vote for him the next time around.

If he wins in November, he will finally be free tto whatever he wants. . . or maybe
"wants" is too strong a word for right now. It corgs up images of Papa Doc, Batista, Somoza,
jails full of bewildered "political prisoners" aride constant cold-sweat fear of jackboots
suddenly kicking your door off its hinges at foulVA

There is no point in kidding ourselves about wRahard Nixon reallyvantsfor
America. When he stands at his White House windoaviaoks out on an anti-war
demonstration, he doesn't see "dissenters," hecaesnals.Dangerous parasites, preparing to
strike at the heart of the Great American Systeah plat him where he is today.



There may not be much difference between DemoaratRepublicans; | have made
that argument myself -- with considerable venom,rasall -- over the past ten months. . . But
only a blind geek or a waterhead could miss thierihce between McGovern and Richard
Nixon. Granted, they are both white men, and boghpaliticians -- but the similarity ends right
there, and from that point on the difference ivast that anybody who can't see it deserves
whatever happens to them if Nixon gets re-electedtd apathy, stupidity, and laziness on the
part of potential McGovern voters.

The tragedy of this campaign is that McGovern laisdstaff wizards have not been able
to dramatize what is really at stake on Novembler \Rte are not looking at just another dim
rerun of the '68 Nixon/Humphrey trip, or the LBJI@@ater fiasco in '64. Those were both
useless drills. | voted for Dick Gregory in '68ddor "No" in '64. . . but this one is differentych
since McGovern is so goddamn maddeningly inept thighkind of words he needs to make
people understand what he's up to, it will savet @f time here -- and strain on my own weary
head -- to remember Bobby Kennedy's ultimate charaation of Richard Nixon, in a speech at
Vanderbilt University in the spring of 1968, nohtpbefore he was murdered.

"Richard Nixon,"he said;'represents the dark side of the American spirit."

| don't remember what else he said that day. $guieould look it up in the New York
Timesspeech morgue, but why bother? That one line $ayk i

The mood at McGovern's grim headquarters buildint©10 K Street, NW, in
Washington is oddly schizoid these days: a jangiedof defiance and despair -- tempered, now
and then, by quick flashes of a lingering conviatibat George can still win.

McGovern's young staffers, after all, hanaver lost an election they expected to win, at
the outset- and they definitely expected to win this oneeylare accustomed to being far
behind in the public opinion polls. McGovern hanast always been the underdog, and --
except for California -- he has usually been ablelose the gap with a last-minute stretch run.

Even in the primaries he lost -- New HampshireioDRennsylvania -- he did well
enough to embarrass the pollsters, humiliate the& pad crank up his staff morale another few
notches.

But that boundless blind faith is beginning todatw. The Curse of Eagleton is
beginning to make itself felt in the ranks. And rgen Frank Mankiewicz, the Wizard of Chevy
Chase, can properly explain why McGovern is nom@eaineered at from coast to coast as "just
another politician." Mankiewicz is still the maineewheel in this hamstrung campaign; he has
been the central intelligence from the very begign+ which was fine all around, while it
worked, but there is not a hell of a lot of evidena suggest that it's working real well these
days, and it is hard to avoid the idea that Frarjlkst as responsible for whatever is happening
now as he was six months ago, when McGovern caneehng out of New Hampshire like the
Abominable Snowman on a speed trip.

If George gets stomped in November, it will notdeeause of anything Richard Nixon
did to him. The blame will trace straight back te brain-trust, to whoever had his ear tight
enough to convince him that all that bullshit abtnéw politics" was fine for the primaries, but
it would never work again against Nixon -- so heulddhave to abandon his original power base,
after Miami, and swiftly move to consolidate theedre'd just shattered: the
Meany/Daley/Humphrey/Muskie axis, the senile rente@af the Democratic Party's
once-powerful "Roosevelt coalition."”

McGovern agreed. He went to Texas and praised h8Jevised his economic program



to make it more palatable on Wall Street; he wer@hicago and endorsed the whole
Daley/Democratic ticket, including State's Attorriey Hanrahan, who is still under indictment
on felony/conspiracy (Obstruction of Justice) clearfpr his role in a police raid on local Black
Panther headquarters three years ago that resultled murder of Fred Hampton.

In the speedy weeks between March and July, thesathere in McGovern's cramped
headquarters building on Capitol Hill was so hilgattyou could get bent by just hanging around
and watching the human machinery at work.

The headquarters building itself was not much &iggan McGovern's personal
command post in the Senate Office Building, fivedils away. It was one big room about the
size of an Olympic swimming pool -- with a grocatgre on one side, a liquor store on the
other, and a tree-shaded sidewalk out front. Téitiae | was there, about two weeks before the
California primary, | drove my blue Volvo up on thelewalk and parked right in front of the
door. Crouse went inside to find Mankiewicz whilgicked up some Ballantine ale.

"Is this a charge?" the booze-clerk asked.

"Right," | said. "Charge it to George McGovern."

He nodded, and began to write it down.

"Hey, wait a minute!" | said. "l was just kiddingere -- here's the cash."”

He shrugged and accepted the three bills. . wdrah | got to Frank's office and told him
what had happened, he didn't seem surprised. "eailtredit's pretty good," he said, "in a lot
of places where we never even asked for it."

That was back in May, when the tide was stilingsiBut things are different now, and
the credit is not so easy. The new K Street heatkepsas an eight-story tomb once occupied by
the "Muskie for President” juggernaut. Big Ed abamet! it when he dropped out of the race for
the Democratic nomination, and it stood empty far@nth or so after that -- but when
McGovern croaked Humphrey in California and becéimeenominee-apparent, his wizards
decided to get a new and larger headquarters.

The Muskie building was an obvious choice -- ifyopecause it was available very
cheap, and already wired for the fantastic mazghohe lines necessary for a presidential
campaign headquarters. The Man from Maine andrhiy af big-time backers had already
taken care of that aspect; they had plenty of phioes, along with all those endorsements.

Not everybody on the McGovern staff was happy whihidea of moving out of the
original headquarters. The decision was made irfd@aila, several days before the primary, and
| remember arguing with Gary Hart about it. He $tesil the move was necessary, for space
reasons. . . and even in retrospect my argumeikielgping the original headquarters seems
irrational. It was a matter of karma, | said, psgatontinuity. And besides, | had spent some
time in the Muskie building on the night of the Nelampshire primary, when the atmosphere of
the place was strongly reminiscent of Death Ro®iat) Sing. So my memories of that building
were not pleasant -- but my reasons, as usuala madiceably mystic flavor to them. And Gary,
as usual, was thinking in terms of hard lawyerggd@nd political pragmatism.

So the McGovern headquarters was moved, after Mfaom the original base between
the liquor store and the grocery store on Capiithltbithe Muskie tomb on K Street, in the
fashionable downtown area. It was a central looatioey said with a big parking lot next door.
It also had two elevators and sixteen bathrooms.

The original headquarters had only one bathrooith, avcardboard arrow on the door



that could be moved, like a one-armed clock, tedHtifferent positionsueEN, WOMEN Or EMPTY.

There was also a refrigerator. It was small, batshow there were always a few cans of
beer in it, even for visiting journalists. Nobodwsvin charge of stocking it, but nobody drank
the last beer without replacing it, either. . . ifwaybe it was all a shuck from the start; maybe
they had a huge stash outside the back door, bytahly kept two or three cans in the
refrigerator, so that anybody who drank one woekl 0 guilty that he/she would bring six to
replace it, the next time they came around. . | bloubt it; not even that devious Arab bastard
Rick Stearns would plot things that carefully).

But what the hell? All that is history now, andesfroaming around the new McGovern
headquarters building for a week or so, the orfiygerator | found was up in finance director
Henry Kimmelman's office on the sixth floor. | war here with Pat Caddell one afternoon last
week to watch the Cronkite/Chancellor TV news (g\adternoon at 6:30, all activity in the
building is suspended for an hour while the stafige gather around TV sets to watch "the
daily bummer," as some of them call it) and Kimmainhas the only accessible color set in the
building, so his office is usually crowded for thews hour.

But his set is fucked, unfortunately. One of tbeoctubes is blown, so everything that
appears on the screen has a wet purple tintWéhen McGovern comes on, rapping out lines
from a speech that somebody watching one of thddhweaters' TV sets just wrote for him a few
hours earlier, his face appears on the set in Kiimawe's office as if he were speaking up from
the bottom of a swimming pool full of cheap purgie.

It is not a reassuring thing to see, and mosheftaffers prefer to watch the news on the
black & white sets downstairs in the political seat . .

What? We seem to be off the track here. | wasrngl&bout my first encounter with the
refrigerator in Henry Kimmelman's office -- whewds looking for beer, and found none. The
only thing in the icebox was a canned martini taated like brake fluid.

One canned martini. No beer. A purple TV screasthRlevators jammed in the
basement; fifteen empty bathrooms. Seventy-fiveéscan hour to park in the lot next door.
Chaos and madness in the telephone switchboardirFéee back rooms, confusion up front,
and a spooky vacuum on top -- the eighth floorhewe Larry O'Brian is supposed to be holding
the gig together. . . what is he doing up thereBddy knows. They never see him.

"Larry travels a lot,"” one of the speech writexsltme. "He's Number One, you know --
and when you're Number One you don't have to tiyasd, right?"

The McGovern campaign appears to be fucked atithes A spectacular Come From
Behind win is still possible -- on paper and gitika right circumstances -- but the underlying
realities of the campaign itself would seem to ju@e this. A cohesive, determined campaign
with the same kind of multi-level morale that cleeaized the McGovern effort in the months
preceding the Wisconsin primary might be a gooddetose a twenty-point gap on Nixon in
the last month of this grim presidential campaign.

As usual, Nixon has peaked too early -- and nows hecked into what is essentially a
Holding Action. Which would be disastrous in a daace, but -- even by Pat Caddell's partisan
estimate -- Nixon could blow twenty points off esd in the next six weeks and still win.
(Caddell's figures seem in general agreement Wik of the most recent Gallup Poll, ten days
ago, which showed that Nixon could bldmirty points off his lead and still win.)



My own rude estimate is that McGovern will stegdilose the gap between now and
November 7th, but not enough. If | had to make bioght now, | would try to get McGovern
with seven or eight points, but I'd probably gohafive or six, if necessary. In other words, my
guess at the moment is that McGovern will lose Ipppular vote margin of 5.5 percent -- and
probably far worse in the electoral college.*

* | was somewhat off on this prediction. The fimadrgin was almost 23%. At this point in the campdigvas no
longer functioning with my usual ruthless objediviBack in May and June, when my head was sl won
vast amounts of money with a consistency that éaffhe experts. David Broder still owes me $508 essult of
his ill-advised bet on Hubert Humphrey in the Qatifia primary. But he still refuses to pay on theunds that |
lost the 500 back to him as a result of a forfefteat-race between Jim Naughton and Jack Germoilami
Beach.

The tragedy of this is that McGovern appearedateelra sure lock on the White House
when the sun came up on Miami Beach on the momiifidnursday, July 13th. Since then he has
crippled himself with a series of almost unbelidedidunders -- Eagleton, Salinger, O'Brien, etc.
-- that have understandably convinced huge chuhitsecelectorate, including at least half of his
own hard-core supporters, that The Candidate ibl@egng dingbat. His behavior since Miami
has made a piecemeal mockery of everything he sk&rstand for during the primaries.

Possibly I'm wrong on all this. It is still congable -- to me at least -- that McGovern
might actually win. In which case | won't have torvy about my P.O. Box at the Woody Creek
general store getting jammed up with dinner iniotag from the White House. But what the
hell? Mr. Nixon never invited me, and neither didritedy or LBJ.

| survived those years of shame, and I'm not eslhgevorried about enduring four
more. | have a feeling that my time is getting shamnyway, and | can think of a hell of a lot of
things I'd rather find in my mailbox than an inviten to dinner in the Servants' Quarters.

Let those treacherous bastards eat by themsdlkieg.deserve each other.

Ah, Jesus! The situation is out of hand again. Juneis up, the deal is down, and that
evil bastard Mankiewicz just jerked the kingpin ofimy finely crafted saga for this issue. My
brain has gone numb from this madness. After siapggiibr thirteen days in this scum-crusted
room on the top floor of the Washington Hilton timg feverishly, night after night, on the
home-stretch realities of this goddamn wretchedpzagnm -- | am beginning to wonder what in
the name of Twisted Jesus ever possessed me tolmyme the first place. What kind of
madness lured me back to this stinking swamp oha?

Am | turning into a politics junkie? It is not appy thought -- particularly when | see
what it's done to all the others. After two weak®oody Creek, getting back on the press plane
was like going back to the cancer ward. Some obtdst people in the press corps looked so
physically ravaged that it was painful to even tb&gn, much less stand around and make small
talk.

Many appeared to be in the terminal stages of GagnBloat, a gruesome kind of
false-fat condition that is said to be connectadedzow with failing adrenal glands. The
swelling begins within twenty-four hours of that ment when the victim first begins to suspect
that the campaign is essentially meaningless. &tphbint, the body's entire adrenaline supply is
sucked back into the gizzard, and nothing eithadickate says, does, or generates will cause it
to rise again. . . and without adrenaline, thehfllesgins to swell; the eyes fill with blood and
grow smaller in the face, the jowls puff out fronetcheekbones, the neck-flesh droops, and the
belly swells up like a frog's throat. . . The bréils with noxious waste fluids, the tongue is



rubbed raw on the molars, and the basic percepttennae begin dying like hairs in a bonfire.

I would like to think -- or at leaslaimto think, out of charity if nothing else -- that
Campaign Bloat is at the root of this hellish artbst boils up to obscure my vision every time |
try to write anything serious about presidentiditjos.

But I don't think that's it. The real reason, $jgect, is the problem of coming to grips
with the idea that Richard Nixon will almost centlgibe re-elected for another four years as
President of the United States. If the currentgalk reliable -- and even if they aren't, the shee
size of the margin makes the numbers themselvespantant -- Nixon will be re-elected by a
huge majority of Americans who feel he is not omgre honest and more trustworthy than
George McGovern, but also more likely to end the wa/ietnam.

The polls also indicate that Nixon will get a caméble majority of the Youth Vote. And
that he might carry all fifty states.

Well. . . maybe so. This may be the year wheninaly come face to face with
ourselves; finally just lay back and say it -- thet are really just a nation of 220 million used
car salesmen with all the money we need to buy,qamgno qualms at all about killing anybody
else in the world who tries to make us uncomfogabl

The tragedy of all this is that George McGovean,dll his mistakes and all his imprecise
talk about "new politics" and "honesty in governméis one of the few men who've run for
President of the United States in this century wdaily understands what a fantastic monument
to all the best instincts of the human race thisntxy might have been, if we could have kept it
out of the hands of greedy little hustlers like HRicd Nixon.

McGovern made some stupid mistakes, but in conkext seem almost frivolous
compared to the things Richard Nixon does everyaddys life, on purpose, as a matter of
policy and a perfect expression of everything laeds for.

Jesus! Where will it end? How low do you havettmp in this country to be President?
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October
Ask Not for Whom the Bell Tolls. . .

Due to circumstances beyond my control, | woutleanot write anything about the
1972 presidential campaign at this time. On TuesNayember 7th, | will get out of bed long
enough to go down to the polling place and votedeorge McGovern. Afterwards, | will drive
back to the house, lock the front door, get badked, and watch television as long as necessary.
It will probably be a while before The Angst liftsbut whenever it happens | will get out of bed
again and start writing the mean, cold-blooded bemtmat | was not quite ready for today.
Until then, I think Tom Benton's "re-elect the Rdest" poster says everything that needs to be
said right now about this malignant election. Iy ather year | might be tempted to embellish
the Death's Head with a few angry flashes of my.dwr not in 1972. At least not in the sullen
numbness of these final hours before the deal does -- because words are no longer
important at this stage of the campaign; all th&t bees were said a long time ago, and all the



right ideas were bouncing around in public longobefLabor Day.

That is the one grim truth of this election malstlly to come back and haunt us: The
options were clearly defined, and all the majordidates except Nixon were publicly grilled, by
experts who demanded to know exactly where theydstm every issue from Gun Control and
Abortion to the Ad Valorem Tax. By mid-Septembettboandidates had staked out their own
separate turf and if not everybody could tell yduatveach candidate stood &pecifically,
almost everyone likely to vote in November undesdtthat Richard Nixon and George
McGovern were two very different men: not only e tcontext of politics, but also in their
personalities, temperaments, guiding principled, eren their basic lifestyles. . .

There is almost a Yin/Yang clarity in the diffecenbetween the two men, a contrast so
stark that it would be hard to find any two bettevdels in the national politics arena for the
legendaryduality -- the congenital Split Personality and polarizestincts -- that almost
everybody except Americans has long since takegrimmted as the key to our National
Character. This was not what Richard Nixon had iimdmvhen he said, last August, that the
1972 presidential election would offer voters "thearest choice of this century,” but on a level
he will never understand he was probably righand it is Nixon himself who represents that
dark, venal, and incurably violent side of the Aro@n character almost every other country in
the world has learned to fear and despise. OuriBadil President, with his Barbie doll wife
and his boxful of Barbie doll children is also Anvar's answer to the monstrous Mr. Hyde. He
speaks for the Werewolf in us; the bully, the ptedashyster who turns into something
unspeakable, full of claws and bleeding string-gjash nights when the moon comes too close. .

At the stroke of midnight in Washington, a droglired-eyed beast with the legs of a man
and a head of a giant hyena crawls out of its lmdravindow in the South Wing of the White
House and leaps fifty feet down to the lawn. .uges briefly to strangle the Chow watchdog,
then races off into the darkness. . . towards tla¢evgate, snarling with lust, loping through the
alleys behind Pennyslvania Avenue, and trying dedely to remember which one of those four
hundred identical balconies is the one outside MaMitchell's apartment. . .

Ah. . . nightmares, nightmares. But | was onlydkid). The President of the United States
would never act that weird. At least not duringtfdl season. But how would the voters react if
they knew the President of the United States weasiging over "a complex, far-reaching and
sinister operation on the part of White House aalesthe Nixon campaign organization. . .
involving sabotage, forgery, theft of confidenfigs, surveillance of Democratic candidates and
their families and persistent efforts to lay theibdor possible blackmail and intimidation."

That ugly description of Nixon's staff operatia@mnes from a New YorKimeseditorial
on Thursday, October 12th. But neither Nixon norame else felt it would have much effect on
his steady two-to-one lead over McGovern in allnbgonal polls. Four days later the
TimegYankelovich poll showed Nixon ahead by an incrésltiventy points (57 percent to 37
percent, with 16 percent undecided) over the marbBdennedy described as "the most decent
man in the Senate."

"Ominous" is not quite the right word for a sitoatwhere one of the most consistently
unpopular politicians in American history suddeslkyyockets to Folk Hero status while his
closest advisors are being caught almost dailyam-gstyle gigs that would have embarrassed
Martin Bormann. How long will it be before "demedtextremists” in Germany or maybe Japan,
start calling us A Nation of Pigs? How would Nixgact? "No comment"? And how would the
popularity polls react if he just came right outladmitted it?
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Epitaph
Four More Years. . . Nixon Uber Alles. . . Fear ath Loathing at the Super Bowl. . .

President Nixon will be sworn into office for a sed term today, emboldened by his sweeping
electoral triumph of last November and a Vietnaragaeesettlement apparently within his grasp.
.. In the most expensive inauguration in Americestory-- the cost is officially estimated at
more than $4 millior- Mr. Nixon will once again take the oath on a tengrgrstand outside the
east front of the Capitol, then ride in a parad@ested to draw 200,000 people to Pennsylvania
Avenue and its environs, and millions more to thedgvision sets. . . It will be the President's
first statement to the American people since hévigion appearance on November 6, election
eve. Since then the peace talks have collapsedivedsombing of North Vietham has been
instituted and then called off, and the talks heasaimed without extended public comment from
Mr. Nixon . . .

-- San Francisc€hronicle,January 20, 1973

When the Great Scorer comes to write
against your name -- he marks --

Not that you won or lost --

But how you played the game.

-- Grantland Rice: who was known -- prior to heath in the late fifties -- as "The Dean
of American Sportswriters,” and one of Richard Nisdavorite authors.

They came together on a hot afternoon in Los Aeggdiowling and clawing at each
other like wild beasts in heat. Under a brown @afifa sky, the fierceness of their struggle
brought tears to the eyes of 90,000 God-fearing.fan

They were twenty-two men who were somehow more than.

They were giants, idols, titans. . .

Behemoths.

They stood for everything Good and True and Riiglilhe American Spirit.

Because they had guts.

And they yearned for the Ultimate Glory, the Greete, the Final Fruits of a long and
vicious campaign.

Victory in the Super Bowl: $15,000 each.

They were hungry for it. They were thirsty. Foetwy long weeks, from August through
December, they had struggled to reach this Pinnacknd when dawn lit the beaches of
Southern California on that fateful Sunday mornimdanuary, they were ready.

To seize the Final Fruit.

They could almost taste it. The smell was stronigan a ton of rotten mangoes. Their



nerves burned like open sores on a dog's neck.eéihiickles. Wild eyes. Strange fluid welled
up in their throats, with a taste far sharper thiés

Behemoths.

Those who went early said the pre-game tensionalvagst unbearable. By noon, many
fans were weeping openly, for no apparent reastdmer®wrung their hands or gnawed on the
necks of pop bottles, trying to stay calm. Many-fights were reported in the public urinals.
Nervous ushers roamed up and down the aisles,socaiifig alcoholic beverages and
occasionally grappling with drunkards. Gangs ofddat-crazed teenagers prowled through the
parking lot outside the stadium, beating the mastetl out of luckless stragglers. . .

What? No. . . Grantland Rice would never havetamitwveird stuff like that: His prose
was spare & lean; his descriptions came straigimb fthe gut. . . and on the rare and ill-advised
occasions when he wanted to do a "Think Piece¢alied on the analytical powers of his
medulla. Like all great sportswriters, Rice undeostthat his world might go all to pieces if he
ever dared to doubt that his eyes were wired sttagghis lower brain -- a sort of de facto
lobotomy, which enables the grinning victim to aderentirely on the level of Sensory
Perception. . .

Green grass, hot sun, sharp cleats in the tufbdéring cheers from the crowd, the
menacing scowl on the face of a $30,000-a-yeamgugjuard as he leans around the corner on a
Lombardi-style power sweep and cracks a sharpiplsisbulder into the line-backer's groin. . .

Ah yes, the simple life: Back to the roots, theibs -- first a Mousetrap, then a
Crackback & a Buttonhook off a fake triple-reveFg Pattern, and finally The Bomb. . .

Indeed. There is a dangerous kind of simple-mirféi@aer/Precision worship at the root
of the massive fascination with pro football instkibuntry, and sportswriters are mainly
responsible for it. With a few rare exceptions IB@b Lypstye of The New YorKimesand Tom
Quinn of the (now-defunct) Washingt@aily News sportswriters are a kind of rude and
brainless subculture of fascist drunks whose ogdy function is to publicize & sell whatever the
sports editor sends them out to cover. . .

Which is a nice way to make a living, becauseeégpgs a man busy and requires no
thought at all. The two keys to success as a spots are: (1) A blind willingness to believe
anything you're told by the coaches, flacks, husti@nd other "official spokesmen” for the
team-owners who provide the free booze. . . anjdA (Roget's Thesaurus, in order to avoid
using the same verbs and adjectives twice in theegzragraph.

Even a sports editor, for instance, might notm@ething wrong with a lead that said:
"The precision-jackhammer attack of the Miami Dafghstomped the balls off the Washington
Redskins today by stomping and hammering with aeeige jackthrust after another up the
middle, mixed with pinpoint precision passes ifte flat and numerous hammer-jack stomps
around both ends. . ."

Right. And there was the genius of Grantland Ritecarried a pocket thesaurus, so that
"The thundering hoofbeats of the Four Horsemen'eneehoed more than once in the same
paragraph, and the "Granite-grey sky" in his lead & "cold dark dusk" in the last lonely line of
his heart-rending, nerve-ripping stories. . .

There was a time, about ten years ago, when Haowsrite like Grantland Rice. Not
necessarily because | believed all that sportyshit]lbut because sportswriting was the only
thing | could do that anybody was willing to pay.f&nd none of the people | wrote about



seemed to give a hoot in hell what kind of lungtlaberish | wrote about them, just as long as it
moved.They wanted Action, Color, Speed, Violence. . oAe point, in Florida, | was writing
variations on the same demented themes for thra@eting papers at the same time, under three
different names. | was a sports columnist for omeep in the morning, sports editor for another

in the afternoon, and at night | worked for a pr@stling promoter, writing incredibly twisted
"press releases" that | would plant, the next dalpth papers.

It was a wonderful gig, in retrospect, and at 8rhevish | could go back to it -- just
punch a big hatpin through my frontal lobes and Imeaggain that happy lost innocence that
enabled me to write, without the slightest twingeanscience, things like: "The entire Fort
Walton Beach police force is gripped in a statéeaf this week; all leaves have been cancelled
and Chief Bloor is said to be drilling his men &or Emergency Alert situation on Friday and
Saturday night -- because those are the nights Wteaika, The Mad Jap,' a 440-pound sadist
from the vile slums of Hiroshima, is scheduled taken his first -- and no doubt his last --
appearance in Fish-head Auditorium. Local wrestimgresario Lionel Olay is known to have
spoken privately with Chief Bloor, urging him tovea'every available officer' on duty at
ringside this weekend, because of the Mad JapstiEyy temper and his invariably savage
reaction to racial insults. Last week, in Detr&iazika ran amok and tore the spleens out of three
ringside spectators, one of whom allegedly callied 4 'yellow devil." "

"Kazika," as | recall, was a big half-bright Cub&ho once played third-string tackle for
Florida State University in Tallahassee, about i@l@s away -- but on the fish-head circuit he
had no trouble passing for a dangerous Jap strargle | soon learned that pro wrestling fans
don't give a fuck anyway.

Ah, memories, memories. . . and here we go adaitk on the same old trip: digressions,
tangents, crude flashbacks. . . When the '72 prasal campaign ended | planned to give up this
kind of thing. . .

But what the hell? Why not? It's almost dawn im $aancisco now, the parking lot
outside this building is flooded about three inciesp with another drenching ran, and I've been
here all night drinking coffee & Wild Turkey, smokj short Jamaican cigars and getting more &
more wired on the Allman Brothers' "Mountain JamWwling out of four big speakers hung in
all four corners of the room.

Where is the MDA? With the windows wide open amel ¢urtains blowing into the room
and the booze and the coffee and the smoke andukie beating heavy in my ears, | feel the
first rising edge of a hunger for something withiteof the crank in it

Where is Mankiewicz tonight?

Sleeping peacefully?

No. . . probably not. After two years on The Edgepluntary retirement is a hard thing
to cope with. I tried it for a while, in Woody Cieebut three weeks without even a hint of crisis
left me so nervous that | began gobbling speedoabtling distractedly about running for the
U.S. Senate in '74. Finally, on the verge of desjo@m, | took the bush-plane over to Denver for
a visit with Gary Hart, McGovern's ex-campaign ngaratelling him | couldn't actually put him
on the payroll right now, but that | was countinglom to organize Denver for me.

He smiled crookedly but refused to commit himselfand later that night | heard, from
an extremely reliable source, that Hart was plagptanrun for the Senate himself in 1974.

Why? | wondered. Was it some kind of subliminal;facused need to take vengeance on
the press?

Onme?The first journalist in Christendom to go on recommparing Nixon to Adolf



Hitler?
Was Gary so blinded with bile that he would adtualn against me in The Primary?
Would he risk splitting the "Three A's" vote andyba sink us both?

| spent about twenty-four hours thinking abouthien flew to Los Angeles to cover the
Super Bowl -- but the first person | ran into dothere was Ed Muskie. He was wandering
around in the vortex of a big party on the mainkdaficthe Queen Matry, telling anybody who
would listen that he was having a hell of a hamktdeciding whether he was for the Dolphins or
the Redskins. | introduced myself as Peter Sherittafiiend of Donald Segretti's.” "We met on
the 'Sunshine Special' in Florida," | said. "I veag of my head. . ." But his brain was too
clouded to pick up on it. . . so | went up to tiheves nest and split a cap of black acid with John
Chancellor.

He was reluctant to bet on the game, even whéiereal to take Miami with no points. A
week earlier I'd been locked into the idea thatReeskins would win easily -- but when Nixon
came out for them and George Allen began televisiagrayer meetings | decided that any
team with both God and Nixon on their side was &atkom the start.

So | began betting heavily on Miami-- which worlaat nicely, on paper, but some of
my heaviest bets were with cocaine addicts, angldhe known to be very bad risks when it
comes to paying off. Most coke freaks have alrdaldwn their memories by years of
over-indulgence on marijuana, and by the time tpetyserious about coke they have a hard time
remembering what day it is, much less what kindl-@onsidered bets they might or might not
have made yesterday.

Consequently -- although | won all my bets -- Id@ao money.

The game itself was hopelessly dull -- like a# tither Super Bowls -- and by half time
Miami was so clearly in command that | decided #&ich the rest of the drill on TV at Cardoso's
Hollywood Classic/Day of the Locust-style apartmieahind the Troubadour. . . but it was
impossible to keep a fix on it there, because @y in the room was so stoned that they kept
asking each other things like "How did Miami ges ttall? Did we miss a kick? Who's ahead
now? Jesus, how did they get 14 points? How mamt$a. . . ah. .touchdown?"

Immediately after the game | received an urgehtican my attorney, who claimed to
be having a terminal drug experience in his privategalow at the Chateau Marmont. . . and by
the time | got there he had finished the whole jar.

Later, when the big rain started, | got heavilpithe gin and read the Sunday papers. On
page 39 ofCalifornia Livingmagazine | found a hand-lettered ad from the Mcibsa
Hamburger Corporation, one of Nixon's big contrdratin the '72 presidential campaign:

PRESS ON, it said. NOTHING IN THE WORLD CAN TAKEHE PLACE OF
PERSISTENCE. TALENT WILL NOT: NOTHING IS MORE COMM® THAN
UNSUCCESSFUL MEN WITH TALENT. GENIUS WILL NOT: UNR®ARDED GENIUS
IS ALMOST A PROVERBEDUCATIONALONE WILL NOT: THEWORLD IS FULL OF
EDUCATED DERELICTS. PERSISTENCE AND DETERMINATIONLLONE ARE
OMNIPOTENT.

| read it several times before | grapsed therfiganing. Then, when it came to me, |
called Mankiewicz immediately.
"Keep your own counsel,” he said. "Don't draw aagclusions from anything you see or



hear."

| hung up and drank some more gin. Then | put ByBRarton album on the tape
machine and watched the trees outside my balcatipgéashed around in the wind. Around
midnight, when the rain stopped, | put on my sgediami Beach nightshirt and walked several
blocks down La Cienega Boulevard to the LosersbClu
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Memo from the Sports Desk& Rude Notes
from a Decompression Chamber in Miami

There is no joy in Woody Creek tonight -- at least in the twisted bowels of this
sink-hole of political iniquity called the Owl Farmbecause, 2000 miles away in the swampy
heat of Washington, D.C., my old football buddy¢cloNixon, is lashing around in bad trouble. .
. The vultures are coming home to roost -- likealveays feared they would, in the end -- and it
hurts me in a way nobody would publish if | propedescribed it, to know that | can't be with
him on the sweaty ramparts today, stomping thogg kiuzzards like Davy Crockett bashing
spies off the walls of the Alamo.

"Delta Dawn. . . What's that
flower you have on?"

Fine music on my radio as dawn comes up on th&iBec. . But suddenly the music
ends and ABC (American Entertainment Network) Newsrrupts: Martha Mitchell is
demanding that "Mister President" either resigh@impeached, for reasons her addled tongue
can only hint at. . . and Charles 'Tex" Colson,Rihesident's erstwhikgpecial counsels
denying all statements & sworn testimony, by anyhdidking him to burglaries, fire-bombings,
wire-tappings, perjuries, payoffs and other routglenies in connection with his job at the
White House. . . and President Nixon is relaxirgyit avere, in his personal beach-front mansion
at San Clemente, California, surrounded by thezsctemnants of his once imperial guard. . .
Indeed, you can almost hear the rattle of martiiscalong the airwaves as Gerald Warren --
Ron Ziegler's doomed replacement -- cranks andthstily rewritten paragraph (Amendment
No. 67 to Paragraph No. 13 of President Nixongioal statement denying everything. . .) into
the overheated Dex machine to the White Houseanforediate release to the national media. . .
and the White House press room is boiling withtgeidzed journalists, ready to pounce on any
new statement like a pack of wild African dogsatone for all the things they knew but never
wrote when Nixon was riding high. . .

Why does Nixon use the clumsy Dex, instead oMlogp? Why does he drink martinis,
instead of Wild Turkey? Why does he wear boxer tsf?awWhy is his life a grim monument to
everything plastic, de-sexed and non-sexual? Whaoklat Nixon's White House | have a sense
of absolutepersonal alienation. The President and | seenstgdee on almosiverything--
except pro football, and Nixon's addiction to thas caused me to view it with a freshly
jaundiced eye, or what the late John Foster Deldled "an agonizing reappraisal.” Anything



Nixon likesmustbe suspect. Like cottage cheese and catsup. . .

"The Dex machine." Jesus! Learning that Nixon hisdoeople usthis -- instead of the
smaller, quicker, more versatile (and portable) dMjire -- was almost the final insult: coming
on the heels of the Gross sense of Injury | felemwhsaw that my name was not included on the
infamous "Enemies of the White House" list.

| would almost have preferred a vindictive taxiatmthat kind of crippling exclusion.
Christ! What kind of waterheads compiled that lidt®wv can | show my face in the Jerome Bar,
when word finally reaches Aspen that | wasn't @n it

Fortunately, the list was drawn up in the sumniérb-- which partially explains why
my name was missing. It was not until the autumi7®tthat | began referring to The President,
in nationally circulated print, as a Cheapjack Pan#l a Lust-Maddened Werewolf, whose very
existence was (and remains) a bad cancer on theidaneolitical tradition. Every ad the
publishers prepared for my book on the 1972 Canmpaig) off with a savage slur on all that
Richard Nixon ever hoped to represent or standTfoe. man is a walking embarrassment to the
human race -- and especially, as Bobby Kennedy nata, to that high, optimistic potential
that fueled men like Jefferson and Madison, andcciviaibe Lincoln once described as "the last,
best hope of man."

There is slim satisfaction in the knowledge thgterclusion from the (1971) list of
"White House enemies" has more to do with timind Bon Ziegler's refusal to re&blling
Stonethan with the validity of all the things I've sadd written about that evil bastard.

| was, after all, the only accredited journalisvering the 1972 presidential campaign to
compare Nixon with Adolf Hitler. . . | was the onbye to describe him as a congenital thug, a
fixer with the personal principles of a used-cdesaan. And when these distasteful excesses
were privately censured by the docile White Houssg corps, | compounded my flirtation with
Bad Taste by describing the White House correspusdes a gang of lame whores & sheep
without the balls to even argue with Ron Zieglewho kept them all dancing to Nixon's bogus
tune, until it became suddenly fashionable to seefbr the hired liar he was and has been all
along.

The nut of my complaint here -- in addition torigeleftoff The List -- is rooted in a
powerful resentment at not being recognized (nehdw Ziegler) for the insults | heaped on
Nixon beforehe was laid low. This is a matter of journalistibies -- or perhaps even
"sportsmanship” -- and | take a certain pride inwimg that | kicked Nixon before he went
down. Not afterwards -- though | plan to tthat, too, as soon as possible.

And | feel no more guilt about it than | would aibsetting a rat trap in my kitchen, if it
ever seemed necessary -- and certainly no moretgait | know Nixon would feel about hiring
some thug like Gordon Liddy to set me up for atigloharge, if my name turned up on his List.

When they update the bugger, | plan to be on ytakorney is even now preparing my
tax records, with an eye to confrontation. Whenrtbxt list of "White House enemies” comes
out, | want to be on it. My son will never forginee -- ten years from now -- if | fail to clear my
name and get grouped, for the record, with thosemvRichard Milhous Nixon considered
dangerous.

Dick Tuck feels the same way. He was sitting inkitghen, watching the TV set, when
Sam Donaldson began reading The List on ABC-TV.

"Holy shit!" Tuck muttered. "We're nainit."

"Don't worry," | said grimly. "Wewill be."

"What can welo?" he asked.



"Kick out the jams," | said. "Don't worry, Dick. Mén the next list comes out, wdsi
there.l guarantee that."
-- Dr. Hunter S. Thompson
"Rude Notes from a Decompression Chamber in MiamiJune ‘73

FrRoM: Raoul Duke, Sports Editor

To: Main/Edit Control

C.C.: Legal, Finance, Security, et al.

SUBJECT. Imminent emergence of Dr. Thomspon from the Dec@sgion Chamber in
Miami, and probably inability of the Sports Deskamryone else to control his movements at that
time. . . "especially in connection with his illozeived plan to move the National Affairs Desk
back to Washington and bring Ralph Steadman owen fEngland to cause trouble at the
Watergate Hearings. . .

EDITOR'S NOTE:

The following intra-corporate memo arrived by Meyoe from Colorado shortly before deadline time fo
this issue. It was greeted with mixed emotionsIbthase potentially afflicted. . . and becausehaf implications,
we felt a certain obligation to lash up a quiclstdminute explanation. . . primarily for those wiave never
understood the real function of Raoul Duke (whdieial title is "sports editor"), and also for tlmeany readers
whose attempts to reach Dr. Thompson by mail, pl8oother means have not borne fruit.

The circumstances of Dr. Thompson's removal frieenRublic World have been a carefully guarded $ecre
for the past several months. During the last wddWarch -- after a strange encounter with Henryslitiger while
on "vacation" in Acapulco -- Dr. Thompson almostwined when his SCUBA tanks unexplainably ran duio
while diving for black coral off the Yucatan CoastMexico, at a depth of some 300 feet. His rapribegence from
these depths -- according to witnesses -- resuitachear-fatal case of the Bends, and an emergsmayered
night-flight to the nearest decompression chambkich happened to be in Miami.

Dr. Thompson was unconscious in the decompres$iamber -- a round steel cell about 12 feet in
diameter -- for almost three weeks. When he finadlyained his wits it was impossible to speak Wwith, except by
means of a cracked loudspeaker tube & brief hartbmrhotes held up to the window. A televisionwas
introduced into the chamber at his insistence bpaxtremely complicated maneuvering, he was ablegtch the
Watergate hearings. . . but, due to the dangeriffesaehces in pressurization, he was unable to conaoate
anything but garbled notes on his impressions tkeDhis long-time friend and associate who flewtiami
immediately, at his own expense.

When it became apparent that Dr. Thompson woulid bfee chamber indefinitely, Duke left him in Miam
-- breathing easily in the chamber with a TV sed&®eral notebooks -- and returned to Colorado, avherspent the
past three months handling the Doktor's personiiliginess affairs, in addition to organizing theleted
framework for his 1974 Senate Race.

It was a familiar role for Duke, who has been Thompson's close friend & adviser since 1968 erdf#
years of distinguished service in the CIA, the BBt the Pittsburgh (Pa.) Police Intelligence Uit duties, since
hiring on with Dr. Thompson, have been understalydedried. He has been described as "a weaponstéxae
"ghost-writer," a "bodyguard," a "wizard" and a utal fixer."

"Compared to the things I've done for Thompsonyk®says, "both Gordon Liddy and Howard Hunt were
stonepunks"

It is clear, from this memo, that Duke has spegwad bit of his time in Colorado watching the Wgtde
hearings on TV -- but it is also clear that hig#ine conclusions are very different from the oBesThompson
reached, from his admittedly singular vantage pioitthat decompression chamber in downtown Miami.

The editors oROLLING SToNEwould prefer not to comment aither of these viewpoints at this time, nor
to comment on the nightmare/blizzard of Expensectiess submitted, by Duke, in connexion with thibidus
memo. In accordance with our long tradition, howewe are placing the Public Interest (publicatidiDuke's
memo, in this case) on a plane far above and beganthevitably mundane haggling about the codirefkfast
and lunch.

What follows, then, is a jangled mix of Duke'siciffl communications with this office, and Thompson



"Watergate Notes" (forwarded to us, by Duke) frasmdecompression chamber in Miami. The chronolsgyait
entirely consistent. Duke's opening note, for inség reflects his concern & alarm with Dr. Thompsatecision to
go directly from Miami -- once the doctors have fimned his ability to function in normal air-presss -- to the
harsh & politically volatile atmosphere in Washiogt D.C. Unlike Duke, he seems blindly obsesset thi¢
day-to-day details of the Watergate hearingsnd.\vahat is also clear from this memo is that Drofipson has
maintained regular contact (despite all medical gimgsical realities, according to the doctors iarge of his
Chamber in Miami) with his familiar campaign trallies, Tim Crouse and Ralph Steadman. An invoéoeived
only yesterday, from the manager of the Watergaitekindicates that somebody has reserved a tap-fl
river-view suite, under the names of "Thompsona&tean & Crouse". . . four adjoining rooms at $2%@ayg, with
a long list of special equipment and an unlimite¢hdouse expense authorization.

Needless to say, we will. . . but, why mentiort thav? The dumb buggers are already into it, and
somethings bound to emerge. We save the bargaining for.late

-- The Editors

Duke Memo No. 9, July 2,1973
Gentlemen:

This will confirm my previous warnings in re: tdangerously unstable condition of Dr.
Thompson, whose most recent communications leaw®uabt in my mind that he still considers
himself the National Affairs Editor dROLLING STONE-- and in that capacity he has somehow
made arrangements to fly immediately from MiamWashington, upon his release, to "cover"
the remaining episodes of the Watergate Hearingavé no idea what he really means by the
word "cover" -- but a phone talk late last nighttwhis doctors gave me serious pause. He will
leave The Chamber at the end of this week, anddikiag in terms of "saturation coverage.”
According to the doctors, there is no way to comitate with him in the Chamber except by
notes held up to the glass window -- but | suspedtas a phone in there, because he has
obviously communicated at length with Crouse, Stead Mankiewicz and several others. A
person resembling Crouse was seen loitering arten@hamber last Monday night around 3:30
AM. . . and a call to Steadman's agent in Londarficoed that Ralph has left his hideout in the
south of France and is booked on a Paris-Washirfgiint next Thursday, the day before
Thompson's release.

Mankiewicz denies everything, as usual, but l¢dlko Sam Brown in Denver yesterday
and he said the word around Washington is thatkHsatacting very nervous" and also ordering
Wild Turkey "by the case” from Chevy Chase Liqudrsis indicates, to me, that Frank knows
something. He has probably been talking to CrooseTim's number in Boston won't answer,
so | can't confirm anything there.

Dr. Squane, the Bends Specialist in Miami, saysnijpson is "acceptably rational” --
whatever that means -- and that they have no reasagep him in The Chamber beyond Friday.
My insistence that he be returned at once to Cdimraunder guard if necessary -- has not been
taken seriously in Miami. The bill for his stayTime Chamber -- as you know -- is already over
$3000, and they are not anxious to keep him theydanger than absolutely necessary. | got the
impression, during my talk with Doc Squane lastiighat Thompson's stay in The Chamber
has been distinctly unpleasant for the staff. Hlzer understand why he didn't just wither up
and die," Squane told me. "Onlyreonstercould survive that kind of trauma.”

| sensed disappointment in his voice, but | saypaiot in arguing. We've been through
this before, right? And it's always the same gig.dly concern for right now -- as Thompson's
de facto personal guardian -- is to make sure lesrdbget involved in serious trouble, if he's



serious about going to Washington.

Which heis, | suspect -- and that means, if nothing elsd,hlbdl be running up huge
bills on theROLLING StoNEtab. Whether or not he will write anything coherisnd moot point, |
think, becausahateverhe writes -- if anything -- will necessarily be pout of date by the time
it appears in print. Not even the Washington Podttae New York Times, which arrive daily
(but three days late) out here in Woody Creek,amampete with the spontaneous, brain-boggling
horrors belching constantly out of the TV set.

Last Saturday afternoon, for instance, | wasngjthiere very peacefully -- minding the
store, as it were -- when the tube suddenly erupidda genuinelybsceneonversation
between Mike Wallace and John Ehrlichman.

| was sitting on the porch with Gene Johnstome of Dr. Thompson's old friends and
ex-general manager of the Aspen Wallposter -- wemdy called us inside to watch the show.
Ehrlichman's face was so awful, so obviously mired lifetime of lies and lame treachery, that
it was just about impossible to watch him in ouisted condition.

"Jesus Christpok at him!" Johnston kept muttering. "Two months aat bastard was
running the country.He opened a beer and whacked it down on the tdblever want to hear
the word 'paranoid’' again, goddamnit! Not afteirsgthatface!" He reeled towards the front
door, shaking his head and mumbling: "God dammnftstandit!"

| watched the whole thing, myself, but not withpubblems. It reminded me bfst Exit
to Brooklyn-- the rape of a bent whore -- but | also knewDrompson was watching the show
in Miami, and that it would fill him with venom &raziness. Whatever small hope we might
have had of keeping him away from Washington dutiig crisis was burned to a cinder by the
Wallace-Ehrlichman show. It had the effect of remafng Thompson's conviction that Nixon has
cashed his check -- and that possibility alonen@ugh to lure him to Washington for the
death-watch.

My own prognosis is less drastic, at this pointinme [sic], but it's also a fact that I've
never been able to share The Doktor's obsessiwecpblisions -- for good or ill. My job has to
do with nuts & bolts, not terminal vengeance. Anadl$o occurs to me that there is nothing in the
Watergate revelations, thus far, to convince anyarne stone partisan fanatic that we will all be
better off when it's finished. As | see it, we haheady reaped threal benefits of this spectacle
-- the almost accidental castration of dehumanpmeger-mongers like Haldeman, Ehrlichman
and Tom Charles Huston, that vicious young jackal lkawyer from Indianapolis that Nixon put
in charge of the Special Domestic Intelligence apen.

Dumping thugs like these out of power for the rtbx¢e years gives us all new room to
breathe, for a while -- which is just about all ga hope for, given the nature of the entrenched
(Democratic) opposition. Nixon himself is no prablenow that all his ranking thugs have been
neutralized. Just imagine what those bastards rigye done, given three more years on their
own terms.

Even a casual reading of White House memorandames Domestic Subversives &
Other White House Enemies (Bill Cosby, James Re$&tanl Newman, Joe Namath, et al.) is
enough to queer the faith of any American lesgéibihan Mussolini. Here is a paragraph from
one of his (September 21, 1970) memos to Harry "Btdddeman:

"What we cannot do in a courtroom via criminalggoutions to curtail the activities of
some of these groups, IRS [the Internal Revenuei&@grcould do by administrative action.
Moreover, valuable intelligence-type informatiorutmbbe turned up by IRS as a result of their
field audits. . ."



Dr. Thompson -- if he were with us & certifiablg-ghressurized at this point in time --
could offer some first-hand testimony about howI®R8 and the Treasury Department were
used, back in 1970, to work muscle on Ideologicadries like himself. . . and if Thompson's
account might be shrugged off as "biased," we taays compel the testimony of Aspen police
chief, Dick Richey, whose office safe still holdsilegal sawed-off shotgun belonging to a US
Treasury Department undercover agent from Denverfwbked up in his efforts to convince
Dr. Thompson that he should find a quick reasordfopping out of electoral politics. That
incident came up the other afternoon at the Je®aneén Aspen, when Steve Levine, a young
reporter from Denver, observed that "Thompson weesad the original victims of the Watergate
syndrome -- but nobody recognized it then; theledal Paranoia.”

Right. . . But that's another story, and well ké&for the Doktor to tell. After three
months in the Decompression Chamber, he will desbtbe cranked up to the fine peaks of
frenzy. His "Watergate notes from the Chamber" shgwewerful, brain-damaged kind of zeal
that will hopefully be brought under control in thear future. . . and I'm enclosing some of them
here, as crude evidence to show he's still funetgrdespite the tragic handicap that comes with
a bad case of the Bends.

In closing, | remain. . . Yrs. in Fear & Loathing:
Raoul Duke, Spts. Ed.

EDITOR'S NOTE:

What follows is the unfinished mid-section of Dhompson's Notes from the Decompression Chamber.
This section was written in his notebook on the afigr convicted Watergate burglar James McCompfiearance
before the Ervin committee on national TV. It weenscribed by a nurse who copied Dr. Thompsonssnag he
held them up, page by page, through the pressateesesindow of his Chamber. It is not clear, frdre text,
whether he deliberately wrote this section withWéobdy Creek, Colorado" dateline, or whether he pdahto be
there by the time it was printed.

In either case, he was wrong. His case of the Bt severe, almost fatal. And even upon hisselea
these is no real certainty of recovery. He mightehim re-enter the Decompression Chamber at arey ffrhe
suffers a relapse.

None of which has any bearing on what follows kicl was published exactly as he wrote it in the
Chamber:

Jesus, where will it end? Yesterday | turned onTiyset -- hungry for some decent
upbeat news -- and here was an ex-Army Air Foréensd with 19 years in the CIA under his
belt admitting that he'd willfully turned himsetito a common low-life burglar because he
thought the Attorney General and The President@ltS had more or lessderedhim to.
Ex-Colonel McCord felt he had a duty to roam arothecountry burglarizing offices and
ransacking private/personal files -- because thargg of the USA was at stake.

Indeed, we were in serious trouble last year d-fanfive or six years before that, if you
believe the muck those two vicious and irrespoesyiolung punks at the Washington Post have
raked up.

"Impeachment” is an ugly word, they say. Newswaadkmnist Shana Alexander says
"all but the vulture-hearted want to believe himagant." A week earlier, Ms. Alexander wrote a
"love letter" to Martha Mitchell: "You are in theekt tradition of American womanhood,
defending your country, your flag. . . but mosatf defending your man."

Well. . . shucks. | can hardly choke back thegearand where does that leave Pat



Nixon, who apparently went on a world cruise uraeéifferent name the day after McCord
pulled the plug and wrote that devastating letiefudge Sirica.

The public prints -- and especially Newsweek e fatl of senile gibberish these days.
Stewart Alsop wakes up in a cold sweat every mgrairthe idea that Congress might be forced
to impeach "The President.”

For an answer to that, we can look to Hubert Huyphk- from one of the nine speeches
he made during his four-and-a-half hour campaigmemocratic candidate George McGovern
in the waning weeks of last November's presidestalwdown -- Humphrey was talking to a
crowd of hardhats in S.F., as | recall, and he,sddg friends, we're not talking about re-electing
the President -- we're talking about re-electingh@rd Nixon."

Even a blind pig finds an acorn now and then. Haray's voice just belched out of my
radio, demanding that wget to the bottom of this Watergate mésg,meanwhile we have to
make sure the Ruskies understand that we all $itanly behind The President.

Right. As far behind him as possible, if GOP stadebearers like B. Goldwater and
Hugh Scott are any measure of the party's allegiémthe frightened unprincipled little shyster
they were calling -- when they nominated him focamonization ten months ago in Miami --
"one of the greatest Presidents in American Histafe will want those tapes for posterity
because we won't hear their like again -- from S&dldwater, Duke Wayne, Martha, Sammy
Davis, Senator Percy or anyone else. Not even @ddegany will join a foursome with Richard
Nixon these days. The hallowed halls of the Whiteist no longer echo with the happy sound
of bouncing golf balls. Or footballs either, foathmatter. . . or any other kind.

The hard-nosed super-executives Nixon chose tdhigrcountry for us turned on each
other like rats in a slum-fire when the first sigridrouble appeared. What we have seen in the
past few weeks is the incredible spectacle of asi@eat of the United States either firing or
being hastily abandoned by all of his hired hamas @onies -- all the people who put him where
he is today, in fact, and now that they're gonsedems helpless. Some of his closest "friends"
and advisers are headed for prison, his once-fsslfdemocratic Congress is verging on mutiny,
the threat of impeachment looms closer every day,hés coveted "place in history" is even now
being etched out in acid by eager Harvard histarian

Six months ago Richard Nixon was Zeus himselfjr@afirebombs and shitrains down
on friend and foe alike -- the most powerful manhe world, for a while -- but all that is gone
now and nothing he can do will ever bring a hinitdfack. Richard Nixon's seventh crisis will
be his last. He will go down with Harding and Graatone of America's classically rotten
presidents.

Which is exactly what he deserves -- and if sayivag makes me "one of the
vulture-hearted,” by Ms. Alexander's lights. . liwe. I think | can live with it. My grandmother
was one of those stunned old ladies who cried vilheiDuke of Windsor quit the Big Throne to
marry an American commoner back in 1936. She dishotv the Duke or anything about him.
But she knew -- along with millions of other oldlias and closet monarchists -- that a Once and
Future King had a duty to keep up the act. She ¥aeter lost illusions -- for the same reason
Stewart Alsop and Shana Alexander will weep tomarifdPresident Richard M. Nixon is
impeached and put on trial by the US Senate.

Our Congressmen will do everything possible toiédty because most of them have a
deep and visceral sympathy, however denied andteeit) for the "tragic circumstances" that led
Richard Nixon to what even Evans and Novak cak 'think of ruin."” The loyal opposition has
not distinguished itself in the course of this lemgning nightmare. Even Nixon's oldest



enemies are lying low, leaving the dirty work toeli lawyers and faceless investigators.
Senators Kennedy, McGovern and Fulbright are salgrglent, while Humphrey babbles
nonsense and Muskie hoards his energy for bea#iok jpersonal attacks by Strom Thurmond.
The only politicians talking publicly about the @iimplications of the Watergate iceberg are
those who can't avoid it -- the four carefully s¢édel eunuch/Democrats on the Senate Select
Investigating Committee and a handful of panickegiblicans up for re-election in 1974.

The slow-rising central horror of "Watergate" @ that it might grind down to the
reluctant impeachment of a vengeful thug of a plessi whose entire political career has been a
monument to the same kind of cheap shots and weadble finally got nailed for, but that we
might somehow fail to learn something from it.

Already -- with the worst news yet to come -- thex an ominous tide of public opinion
that says whatever Nixon and his small gang of heran and hired gunsels might have done, it
was probably no worse than what other politiciasgehbeen doing all along, and still are.

Anybody who really believes this is a fool -- laulot of people seem to, and that
evidence is hard to ignore. What almost happenesl-h@nd what was only avoided because the
men who made Nixon President and who were runmiagountry in his name knew in their
hearts that they were all mean, hollow little beddavho couldn't dare turn their backs on each
other -- was a takeover and total perversion ofAimerican political process by a gang of
cold-blooded fixers so incompetent that they cotileven pull off a simple burglary. . . which
tends to explain, among other things, why 25,00thgoAmericans died for no reason in
Vietnam while Nixon and his brain trust were tryitogfigure out how to admit the whole thing
was a mistake from the start.

At press time, the National Affairs Suite in Wasdton had been re-opened and prepared for "total
coverage." Thompson arrived there July 7th, an@éxpect his reports soon.

Rolling Stone#140, August 2, 1973

Fear and Loathing at the Watergate:
Mr. Nixon Has Cashed His Check

PART |

The Worm Turns in Swamptown. . . Violent Talk at he National Affairs Desk. . . A
Narrow Escape for Tex Colson. . . Heavy Duty in Th8unker. . . No Room for Gonzo?
"Hell, They Already Have This Story Nailed Up and Beeding from Every Extremity."

Reflecting on the meaning of the last presidemdi@ttion, | have decided at this point in time
that Mr. Nixon's landslide victory and my overwhielgndefeat will probably prove to be of
greater value to the nation than would the victory supporters and | worked so hard to
achieve. | think history may demonstrate that iswat only important that Mr. Nixon win and
that | lose, but that the margin should be of stagrproportions. . . The shattering Nixon
landslide, and the even more shattering exposutkeotorruption that surrounded him, have
done more than | could have done in victory to amathie nation. . . This is not a comfortable



conclusion for a self-confidertsome would say self-righteougolitician to reach. . .
-- George McGovern in thé/ashington PostAugust 12, 1973

Indeed. But we want to keep in mind that "comfoled is a very relative word around
Washington these days -- with the vicious tentacfé¥Vatergate" ready to wrap themselves
around almost anybody, at any moment -- and whe@dern composed those eminently
reasonable words in the study of his stylish homée woodsy edge of Washington, he had no
idea how close he'd just come to being made extyelaecomfortable.”

| have just finished making out a report addressesbmebody named Charles R. Roach,
a claims examiner at the Mid-Atlantic Regional Hgaarters of Avis Rent-a-Car in Arlington,
Virginia. It has to do with a minor accident thatarred on Connecticut Avenue, in downtown
Washington, shortly after George and his wife hadedfarewell to the last staggering guests at
the party he'd given on a hot summer night in dolypmemorating the first anniversary of his
seizure of the presidential nomination in Miami.

The atmosphere of the party itself had been arghzioose and pleasant. Two hundred
people had been invited -- twice that many showee to celebrate what history will record,
with at least a few asterisks, as one of the migsisttous presidential campaigns in American
history. Midway in the evening | was standing oe ffatio, talking to Carl Wagner and Holly
Mankiewicz, when the phone began ringing and whoamswered it came back with the news
that President Nixon had just been admitted tontdeeby Bethesda Naval Hospital with what
was officially announced as "viral pneumonia."”

Nobody believed it, of course. High-powered jolista like Jack Germond and Jules
Witcover immediately seized the phones to findwhat waseally wrong with Nixon. . . but
the rest of us, no longer locked into deadlinetherfast-rising terrors of some tomorrow's
election day, merely shrugged at the news anddepirinking. There was nothing unusual, we
felt, about Nixon caving in to some real or evepgh®somatic illness. And if the truth was
worse than the news. . . well. . . there would tlimg unusual about that either.

One of the smallest and noisiest contingents antem@00 invited guests was the
handful of big-time journalists who'd spent mostast autumn dogging McGovern's every lame
footstep along the campaign trail, while two thatting police reporters from the Washington
Post were quietly putting together the biggesttjpali story of 1972 or any other year -- a story
that had already exploded, by the time of McGogetahniversary” party, into a scandal that has
even now burned a big hole for itself in every Aroan history textbook written from 1973 till
infinity.

One of the most extraordinary aspects of the Waterstory has been the way the press
has handled it: What began in the summer of 19%hasf the great media-bungles of the
century has developed, by now, into what is prop#i# most thoroughly and most
professionally covered story in the history of Aman journalism.

When | boomed into Washington last month to meéead@mnan and set up the National
Affairs Desk once again | expected -- or in retegdthink | expected -- to find the high-rolling
news-meisteref the capital press corps jabbering blindly amtmemselves, once again, in
some stylish sector of reality far-removed from ktha&in Nerve of "the story". . . like climbing
aboard Ed Muskie'Sunshine Speciah the Florida primary and finding every media stathe
nation sipping Bloody Marys and convinced they wiaang the rails to Miami with "the
candidate". . . or sitting down to lunch at theuSid-alls Holiday Inn on election day with a



half-dozen of the heaviest press wizards and commvayy convinced that McGovern couldn't
possibly lose by more than ten points.

My experience on the campaign trail in 1972 hatdfiiled me with a real sense of awe,
vis-a-vis the wisdom of the national press corpso. | was seriously jolted, when | arrived in
Washington, to find that the bastards had this Vgate story nailed up and bleeding from every
extremity -- from "Watergate" and all its twisteetdils, to ITT, the Vesco case, Nixon's lies
about the financing for his San Clemente beach-raapand even the long-dormant "Agnew
Scandal.”

There was not a hell of a lot of room for a Gojamarnalist to operate in that high-tuned
atmosphere. For the first time in memory, the Wagtoin press corps was working very close to
the peak of its awesome but normally dormant paknthe Washington Post has a half-dozen
of the best reporters in America working every &mgf the Watergate story like wild-eyed
junkies set adrift, with no warning, to find theiext connection. The New York Times, badly
blitzed on the story at first, called in hotrodsrr its bureaus all over the country to overcome
the Post's early lead. Both Time's and Newsweekshiiigton bureaus began scrambling
feverishly to find new angles, new connections, heaks and leads in this story that was
unraveling so fast thatobodycould stay on top of it. . . And especially not these (or four)

TV networks, whose whole machinery was geareddoaliaction stories, rather than skillfully
planted tips from faceless lawyers who called angbe phones and then refused to say anything
at all in front of the cameras.

The only standard-brand visual "action" in the @vgéate story had happened at the very
beginning -- when the burglars were caught in tttedog a squad of plain-clothes cops with
drawn guns -- and that happened so fast that thk@senot even a still photographer on hand,
much less a TV camera.

The network news moguls are not hungry for staneslving weeks of dreary
investigation and minimum camera possibilitiesartigularly at a time when almost every
ranking TV correspondent in the country was asslgneone aspect or another of a presidential
campaign that was still boiling feverishly when iNatergate break-in occurred on June 17th.
The Miami conventions and the Eagleton fiasco kieptWatergate story backstage all that
summer. Both the networks and the press had thiest teams” out on the campaign trail until
long after the initial indictments -- Liddy, HulcCord, et al. -- on September 15th. And by
election day in November, the Watergate story sedike old news. It was rarely if ever
mentioned among the press people following the eégnp A burglary at the Democratic
National Headquarters seemed relatively minor, amegbto the action in Miami. It was a
"local" (Washington) story, and the "local staffasvhandling it. . . buthadno local staff, so |
made the obvious choice.

Except on two occasions, and the first of thedlehsiunts me. On the night of June 17th |
spent most of the evening in the Watergate HotelmFabout eight o'clock until ten | was
swimming laps in the indoor pool, and from 10:3@lumbit after 1:00 AM | was drinking
tequila in the Watergate bar with Tom Quinn, a sgpoolumnist for the now-defunct
Washington Daily News.

Meanwhile, upstairs in room 214, Hunt and Liddyevalready monitoring the break-in,
by walkie-talkie, with ex-FBI agent Alfred Baldwin his well-equipped spy-nest across
Virginia Avenue in room 419 of the Howard Johnsoatt Lodge. Jim McCord had already
taped the locks on two doors just underneath thénlthe Watergate garage, and it was probably
just about the time that Quinn and | called for kst round of tequila that McCord and his team



of Cubans moved into action -- and got bustedtless an hour later.

All this was happening less than 100 yards fronengtwe were sitting in the bar, sucking
limes and salt with our Sauza Gold and mutteringlgabout the fate of Duane Thomas and the
pigs who run the National Football League.

Neither Bob Woodward nor Carl Bernstein from tlustRvere invited to McGovern's
party that night -- which was fitting, because ¢uest list was limited to those who had lived
through the day-to-day nightmare of the 72 campaig People like Frank Mankiewicz, Miles
Rubin, Rick Sterns, Gary Hart and even Newsweeiespondent Dick Stout, whose final
dispatch on the doomed McGovern campaign very neat him thrown out of th®akota
Queen llat 30,000 feet over Lincoln, Nebraska, on the d=fgite the election.

This was the crowd that had gathered that nighitlg to celebrate his last victory before
the Great Disaster -- the slide that began withHd&ag and ended, incredibly, with "Watergate."
The events of the past six months had so badlygdrige nerves of the invited guests -- the
staffers and journalists who had been with McGoyeym New Hampshire all the way to Sioux
Falls on election day -- that nobody really wantedo to the party, for fear that it might be a
funeral and a serious bummer.

By the end of the evening, when the two dozeribdnhders had forced McGovern to
break out his own private stock -- ignoring the aléyre of the caterers and the dousing of the
patio lights -- the bulk of the conversation wasu®ed on which one or ones of the Secret
Service men assigned to protect McGovern had begorting daily to Jeb Magruder at CREEP,
and which one of the ten or 12 journalists withemscto the innards of George's strategy had
been on CREEP'S payroll at $1500 a month. Thisalist -- still publicly unknown and
undenounced -- was referred to in White House measd€hapman's Friend," a mysterious
designation that puzzled the whole Washington pzegss until one of the President's
beleaguered ex-aides explained privately that "@taay) is a name Nixon used, from time to
time, in the good old days when he was able tceetraround obscure Holiday Inns under phony
names. . .

R. Chapman, Pepsi-Cola salesman, New York Citwith a handful of friends carrying
walkie-talkies and wearing white leather shouldelsters. . . But what the hell? Just send a case
of Pepsi up to the suite, my man, and don't asktaues; your reward will come later -- call the
White House and ask for Howard Hunt or Jim McCdinéy'll take care of you.

Right. Or maybe Tex Colson, who is slowly and Bueenerging as the guiding light
behind Nixon's whole arsenal of illegal, immoratlamethical "black advance" or "dirty tricks"
department. It was Colson who once remarked thatdwd "walk over his grandmother for
Richard Nixon". . . and it was Colson who hireddh&alumber" Egil "Bud" Krogh, who in 1969
told Daniel X. Friedman, chairman of the psychiatepartment at the University of Chicago:
"Anyone who opposes us, we'll destroy. As a mattéact, anyone who doesn't support us, we'll
destroy."

Colson, the only one of Nixon's top command tées@vade Watergate's legal noose, is
the man who once told White House cop Jack Cadlf®lput a firebomb in the offices of the
staid/liberal Brookings Institution, in order tdleer steal or destroy some documents he
considered incriminating. Colson now says he wasy'mking" about the firebomb plan, but
Caulfield took it so seriously that he went to Waite House counsel John Dean and said he
refused to work with Colson any longer, because/a® "crazy."



Crazy? Tex Colson?

Never in Hell. "He's the meanest man in Americalitips,” says Nixon's speechwriter
Pat Buchanan, smiling lazily over the edge of a loaa beside the pool outside his Watergate
apartment. Buchanan is one of the few people iNiken administration with a sense of humor.
He is so far to the right that he dismisses Texs@ohs a "Massachusetts liberal." But for some
reason, Buchanan is also one of the few peoplerhgps the only one -- on Nixon's staff, who
has friends at the other end of the political speot At one point during the campaign |
mentioned Buchanan at McGovern Headquarters, foeseason, and Rick Sterns, perhaps the
most hardline left-bent ideologue on McGovern'$fssart of chuckled and said, "Oh yeah,
we're pretty good friends. Pat's the only one oféhbastards over there with any principles.”
When | mentioned this to another McGovern statiersnapped: "Yeah, maybe so. . . like Josef
Goebbels had principles."

My own relationship with Buchanan goes back toNleev Hampshire primary in 1968
when Nixon was still on the dim fringes of his pickl comeback. We spent about eight hours
one night in a Boston hotel room, finishing offaftgallon of Old Crow and arguing savagely
about politics: As I recall, | kept asking him wayperson who seemed to have good sense would
be hanging about with Nixon. It was clear even tthext Buchanan considered me stone crazy,
and my dismissal of Nixon as a hopeless bum witbh@nce of winning anything seemed to
amuse him more than anything else.

About eight months later, after one of the strahg@ad most brutal years in American
history, Richard Nixon was President and Pat Buahawmas one of his top two speechwriters
along with Ray Price, the house moderate. | dgbet Pat again until the McGovern Campaign
in '72 when Ron Ziegler refused to have me on tix@MNPress Plane and Buchanan intervened
to get me past the White House Guard and into winaed out to be a dull and useless seat on
the plane with the rest of the White House prespscdt was also Buchanan who interviewed
Garry Wills, introducing him into the Nixon Campaigf 1968 -- an act of principle that resulted
in an extremely unfriendly book callétixon Agonistes.

So it seemed entirely logical, | thought -- gobragk to Washington in the midst of this
stinking Watergate summer -- to call Buchanan awdishe felt like having 13 or 14 drinks on
some afternoon when he wasn't at the White Houskimgpfeverishly in what he calls "the
bunker." Price and Buchanan write almost everytiNngpn says and they are busier than usual
these days, primarily figuring out whatdtto say. | spent most of one Saturday afternoon with
Pat lounging around a tin umbrella table besidéMagergate pool and talking lazily about
politics in general. When | called him at the WHiteuse the day before, the first thing he said
was "Yeah, | just finished your book."

"Oh Jesus," | replied, thinking this naturally methe end of any relationship we'd ever
have. But he laughed. "Yeah, it's one of the fusirtieings I've ever read."

One of the first things | asked him that aftern@@s something that had been simmering
in my head for at least a year or so and that wastre could feel comfortable with strange
friends like me and Rick Sterns, and particuladwte could possibly feel comfortable sitting
out in the open -- in plain sight of the whole Wgtge crowd -- with a known monster whose
affection for Richard Nixon was a matter of faidgutal common knowledge -- or how he felt
comfortable playing poker once or twice a week somes with Rick Sterns, whose political
views are almost as diametrically opposed to Buaharas mine are. He shrugged it off with a
grin, opening another beer. "Oh, well, we ideolagseem to get along better than the others. |
don't agree with Rick on anything at all that | ¢haimk of, but I like him and | respect his



honesty."

A strange notion, the far left and far right fingisome kind of odd common ground
beside the Watergate pool and particularly whenadrtbem is a top Nixon speechwriter,
spending most of his time trying to keep the Bosmfsinking like a stone in foul water, yet
now and then laughingly referring to the White Hoas The Bunker.

After the sixth or seventh beer, | told him about abortive plot several nights earlier to
seize Colson out of his house and drag him dowm&dvania Avenue tied behind a huge gold
Oldsmobile Cutlass. He laughed and said somethiniget effect that "Colson's so tough, he
might like it." And then, talking further about Goin, he said, "But you know he's not really a
Conservative."

And that's what seems to separate the two GOP g dikg it separates Barry Goldwater
from Richard Nixon. Very much like the differencetlveen the Humphrey Democrats and the
McGovern Democrats. The ideological wing versusgitagmatists, and by Buchanan's
standards it's doubtful that he even considersdithixon a Conservative.

My strange and violent reference to Colson seama@tuse him more than anything
else. "l want to be very clear on one thing," luaied him. "If you're thinking about having me
busted for conspiracy on this, remember that llkeady deliberately dragged you into it." He
laughed again and then mentioned something abetibtie overt act" necessary for a
conspiracy charge, and | quickly said that | haddea where Tex Colson even lived and didn't
really want to know, so that even if we'd wantedtag the vicious bastard down Pennsylvania
Avenue at 60 miles per hour behind a gold OldsneoBiltlass we had no idea, that night, where
to find him, and about halfway into the plot wegdrad into a black and gold Cadillac on
Connecticut Avenue and drew a huge mob of angrgkislavho ended all thought of taking
vengeance on Colson. It was all | could do to getod that scene without getting beaten like a
gong for the small crease our rented Cutlass hathhe fender of the Cadillac.

Which brings us back to that accident report 1 yote and sent off to Mr. Roach at
Avis Mid-Atlantic Headquarters in Arlington. The@adent occurred about 3:30 in the morning
when either Warren Beatty or Pat Caddell openedidioe of a gold Oldsmobile Cutlass I'd
rented at Dulles airport earlier that day, and leahipe door against the fender of a massive
black & gold Cadillac roadster parked in front dage-night restaurant on Connecticut Avenue
called Anna Maria's. It seemed like a small thibtha time, but in retrospect it might have
spared us all -- including McGovern -- an extremegty episode.

Because somewhere in the late hours of that egewninen the drink had taken hold and
people were jabbering loosely about anything thateinto their heads, somebody mentioned
that "the worst and most vicious" of Nixon's baekst White House hit men -- Charles "Tex"
Colson -- was probably the only one of the dozemore Nixon/CRP functionaries thus far
sucked into "the Watergate scandal" who was netyiko do any time, or even be indicted.

It was a long, free-falling 