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The Old Woman and the Snake
A PARABLE
n old woman was walking down the road when she saw a gang of thugs beating a poisonous snake. She rescued the snake and carried it back to her home, where she nursed it back to health. They became friends and lived togetherfor many months. One day they weregoinginto town, and the old woman picked him up and the snake bit her.
Repeatedly. "O God," she screamed, "I am dying! Why? I was your friend. I saved your life! I trusted you.' Why did you bite me?”
The snake, looked up at her and said, “/.ady, you knew I
Amnibmimt 3H
TO THE U.S. CONSTITUTION
0HE RIGHT OF THE PEOPLE
to be secure in their persons, houses,
papers, and effects, against unreasonable
searches and seizures, shall not be violated, and no warrants shall issue, but upon probable
cause, supported by oath or affirmation, and
particularly describing the place to be searched, and the persons or things to be seized.
The Raven
"Prophet!” said I, “thing of evil’—prophet still, if bird or devil!—
"Take thy beak from out my heart, and cake thy form from off my door!"
Quoth the Raven. "Nevermore."
And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door.
And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor Shall be lifted—nevermore!
—Edgar Allan Poe, 1845
The Campaign Time Line beginning an page 40 is what it appears to be—a rolling calendar of real events, large and small, that tracked the 1992 presidential campaign. Life went on, and not much really changed in all those wretched little weeks If there is no joy in Mudville tonight, the Campaign Time Line might help to explain why.
—HST
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CHAPTER 1
AUTHOR’S NOTE
Confessions of a shootist: Cruel humor on the
campaign trail, from the murder of JFK
to the crimes of the Marquis de Sade
Trace a line of goose pimples up the thin young arm. Slide the needle in and push the bulb
watching the junk hit him all over. Move right in with the shit and suck junk through
all the hungry young cells.
—William S. Burroughs, The Soft Machine rOHN F. KENNEDY, who seized the White House from
Richard Nixon in a frenzied campaign that turned a whole generation of young Americans into political junkies, got shot in the head for his efforts, murdered m Dallas by some hapless geek named Oswald who worked for cither Castro, the mob, Jimmy Hoffa, the CIA, his dominatrix landlady or the odious, degenerate FBI chief J. Edgar Hoover. The list is long and crazy— maybe Marilyn Monroe's first husband fired those shots from the Grassy Knoll. Who knows? A whole generat ion of American journalists is still embarrassed by their failure to answer that question.
JFK's ghost will haunt the corridors of power in America for as long as the grass is green and the rivers run to the sea....Take my word for it, Bubba. I have heard his footsteps for 30 years and 3
1 still feel guilty about not being able to explain the biggest news story of my lifetime to my son.
T ONE POINT, not long ago, I went to the desperate zx. length of confessing to the murder myself. We were finishing breakfast in a patio restaurant on a bright Sunday morning in Boulder. It was a stylish place near the campus, where decent people could meet after pretending they had just come from church and get fashionably drunk on mimosas and white wine. The tables were separated by ferns and potted palms.
Bright orange impaticns flowers drooped from hanging urns.
Even I can't explain why I said what I did. I had been up all night with my old friend Allen Ginsberg, the poet, and we had both slid into the abyss of whiskey madness and full-bore substance abuse. It was wonderful, but it left me a little giddy by the time noon rolled around.
"Son," I said, "I'm sorry to ruin your breakfast, but I think the time has finally come to tell you the truth about who lulled John Kennedy."
He nodded but said nothing. I tried to keep my voice low, but emotion made it difficult.
"It was me/' 1 said. "1 am the one who shot Jack Kennedy."
"What?" he said, glancing quickly over his shoulder to see if others were listening. Which they were. The mention of Kennedy's name will always turn a few heads, anywhere in the world—and god only knows what a tenured Professor of American Political History might feel upon hearing some grizzled thug in a fern bar confess to his own son that he was the one who murdered John F. Kennedy. It is one of those lines that will not fall on deaf cars.
My son leaned forward and stared into my eyes as I explained the raw details and my reasons for killing the President in cold blood, many years ago. I spoke about ballistics and treachery and my "secret work for the government" in Brazil, when he thought I was in the Peace Corps in the sixties.
"I gave up killing about the time you were born," I said.
"But I could never tell you about it, until now."
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He nodded solemnly for a moment, then laughed at me and called for some tea. "Don't worry. Dad," he said.
'Good boy," I said. "Now we can finally be honest with each other. I feel naked and clean lor the first time in 30 years."
"Not me," he said. "Now I'll have to turn you in."
"What?" I shouted. "You treacherous little bastard!" Many heads had turned to stare at us. It was a weird moment for them.
The man who killed Kennedy had just confessed publicly to his son, and now they were cursing each other Ye gods, what next?
What indeed? How warped can it be for a child born into the sixties to finally be told that his father was the hired shootist who killed Kennedy? Do you call 911? Cali a priest? Or act like a cockroach and say nothing?
"NT O WONDER the poor bastards from Generation X have 1 N lost their sense of humor about politics. Some things are not funny to the doomed, especially when they've just elected a President with no sense of humor at all. The joke is over when even victory is a downhill run into hardship, disappointment and a queasy sense of betrayal. If you can laugh in the face of these things, you arc probably ready fora staff job with a serious presidential candidate. The humor of the campaign trail is relentlessly cruel and brutal. If you tlnnk you like jokes, try hanging around the cooler after midnight with hired killers like fames Carville or the late Lee Atwater, whose death by cancer in 1991 was a fatal loss to the Bush reelection effort. Atwater could say, without rancor, that he wanted to castrate Michael Dukakis and dump him on the Boston Common with his nuts stuffed down his throat. Atwater said a lot of things that made people cringe, but he usually smiled when he said them, and people tried to laugh.
It was Deep Background stuff, they figured; of course he didn’t mean it. Hell, in some states you could go to prison for making treats like that. Felony menacing, two years minimum; Conspiracy to commit Murder and/or Felony Assault with Intent to commit Great Bodily Harm, minimum 50 years in Arkansas and Texas; also Kidnapping {death). Rape, Sodomy, 5
Malicious Disfigurement, Treason, Perjury, Gross Sexual Imposition and Aggravated Conspiracy to Commit all of the above
|600 years, minimum).... And all of this without anybody ever doing anything. Ho, ho. How's that for the wheels of justice, Bubba? Six hundred fify-two years, just for downing a few ginbucks at lunch and trading jokes among warriors....
Richard Nixon was not a Crook. Ho, ho.
George Bush was innocent. Ho. ho.
Ed Rollins bribed every Negro preacher in New Jersey to hold down the black vote for the Governor in V3. Hee-haw.
Janies Carviile set Hamilton Jordan’s heart on fire and then refused to piss down his throat to save his life. Ho, ho.
That is the kind of humor that campaign junkies admire and will tell to their children—for the same perverse reasons that make me confess to my son, over breakfast, that I blew John Kennedy's head off in Dallas.
You have to be very mean to gel a laugh on the campaign trail. There is no such thing as paranoia.
NOT EVERYBODY will get a belly Laugh out of these things, but if you want to get elected, it is better to be Mean than to be Funny.
Cruel jokes are a big part of life in any environment where speed freaks, work addicts and obsessive-compulsive political junkies are ripped to the tits day and night for thirteen straight months on their own adrenaline and swollen more and more each day with the kind of hubris that comes when you try to cross Innocence and Ambition all at once and you start seeing yourself on the front page of the New York Times in a photo with the next president getting off a jet plane in Texas or Boston or Washington, surrounded by a gang of hard-eyed U.S. Secret Service agents escorting you through the cheering crowd....
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It's a rush that a lot of people will tell you is higher than any drug they've ever tried or even heard about, and maybe better than sex.. .which is a weird theory and often raises unsettling personal questions, but it is a theory nonetheless, and on some days I've even believed it myself.
But not really, and days like that are so rare that I usually can't even remember them.... But when I do, it is like a nail in my eye. The pain goes away, but the wound stays forever. The scar never quite heals over—and whenever it seems like it's going to, I pick at it. I have some scars that go back 33 years, and I still remember how they happened, just like it was yesterday.
NTOT EVERYBODY is comfortable with the idea that poli-1 Al tics is a guilty addiction. But it is. They are addicts, and they are guilty and they do lie and cheat and steal—like all junkies. And when they get in a frenzy, they will sacrifice anything and anybody to feed their cruel and stupid habit, and there is no cure for it. That is addictive thinking. That is politics— especially in presidential campaigns That is when the addicts seize the high ground. They care about nothing else. They are salmon, and they must spawn. They arc addicts, and so am I.
The fish hear their music and 1 hear mine. Politics is like the Guinea Worm. It sneaks into youi body and grows like a cyst from within—until finally it gets so big and strong that it bursts straight through the skin, a horrible red worm with a head like a tiny cobra, snapping around in the air as it snuggles to breathe.
This is true. There aTe pictures of it happening, in the Encyclopedia Britannica. The Guinea Worm is real...and so is politics, for that matter. The only difference is that you can get nd of the worm by gripping its head and wrapping its body around a stick, then pulling it very slowly out of your flesh, like a bird pulls an earthworm out of the ground.
Getting rid of a political addiction is not so easy. The worm is smaller and tends to migrate upward, to the skull, where it feeds and thrives on the tissue. It is undetectable in the early stage, usually diagnosed as common "brain fluke"—which is r
also incurable—and by the time it gets powerful enough to bore its way through a soft spot in the skull, not even witch doctors will touch it.
The Guinea Worm problem is confined mainly to equatorial Africa, thank god. We are not ready for it in this country. A declining standard of living is one thing, but getting used to the notion that any lesion on your leg might be the first sign of a worm about to erupt is still unacceptable to the normal American. Even a single Iconfirmcdl case of Guinea Worm in Washington would be taken as an omen and doom Rill Clinton's presidency. An epidemic would finish the Democratic party and put Pat Buchanan in the While House for 20 years.
That is a horrible scenario, Bubba, and it probably won't happen. We have enough trouble in Washington without the goddamn Guinea Worm—although many presidents have suffered from worse things, bur these were always kept secret from the public.
That is the job of the Secret Service, and they are good at it.
"Degenerates are our specialty/’ one agent joked. "We cover up things every day of the. week that would embarrass the Marquis de Sadt."
THE MARQUIS WAS not a pastoral man. He preferred to live in the city, where people were closer together and the fine arts flourished. The Marquis was an artist, and artists roamed free in the city...for a while, at least. It depended on what kind of artist you were, and the Marquis was one of a kind...
He had a style all his own, they said, and he hated to be interfered with. With his artist's love of life, he disdained politicians as scum. He was also a serious drinker with a keen taste for laudanum and other opiates that occasionally drove him wild and attracted unwanted attention from the local police, no matter where he lived.
They always interfered, even in Paris, and soon he came to hate them—even fear them—when he saw that they not only hated his art, they hated him, and they wanted to lock him up.
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Which they did, more than once—and even when he was loose, they hounded him. By the spring of 1788 his reputation was so foul that he was often chased through the streets like a midnight rat.
His friends tried to intercede-The Marquis was, after all, a French nobleman, and also a working artist. So what if his art was a little weird? If he didn't do it, somebody else would. So leave him alone and mind your own business.
Which was not bad advice, at the time. The law enforce*
ment in Paris had been pretty stable for most of that century, but in the final years it got strange. The police were no longer feared.
Angry mobs set police stations on fire and had to be gunned down by soldiers. Nobody seemed to give a fuck.
The mood of the city was so ugly that even the Marquis de Sade became a hero of the people. On July 14, 1789, he led a mob of crazed rabble in overrunning a battalion of doomed military police defending the infamous Bastille Prison, and they swarmed in to "free all political prisoners,” as the Marquis later explained.
It was the beginning of the French Revolution, and de Sade himself was said to have stabbed five or six soldiers to death as his mob stormed the prison and seized the keys to the Arsenal.’ The mob found only eight "political prisoners" to free, and four of those were killed by nightfall in the savage melee over looting rights for the guns and ammunition.
A ND THAT is the story, folks, of how the Marquis de Sade Xlwas finally forced into politics. They pushed him too far. So he decided to control his environment.... And the moral of the story is never lean on the weird. Or they will chop your head off.
And perverts will cat your brains.
Take my word for it, Bubba. I am an expert on these things.
I have been there.
’ Hisconans have noted chat one of chc prisoners slain was named Rogcrc Clinton a deserter from the French Foreign Legion.
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ON ELECTION nightin 1972, for instance rIwasinSioux Falls, South Dakota, with George and Eleanor McGovern—and Frank Mankicwicz and John Holum and Sandy Berger and Gary Hart and Barbara Shailor and Bob McNeely and Eli Segal and Carl Wagner and Rick Stearns and Bill Greider and Johnny Apple and Connie Chung and Tim Crouse and John Gage and Don Pennebaker and Julie Christie and Warren Beatty and— IWhoops! Was Warren there? Had he jumped ship hy then?
Did he quit in the stretch and not show up at all in November, when the deal went down and we were all alone out there in that goddamn joyless, sexless humpbacked stupid little city that was suddenly a million miles away from the Beverly Wilshire and another grim million from the White House?
But he was not in Sioux Falls that night, unless he was hiding in some dingy penthouse on the outskirts of town. I remember every person who was there, and I can still set them frantically doing their jobs all the way to the brutal end.) TWENTY TWO PO/N7’.S’.Try that for a bad night on the campaign trail. It was
horrible. The landslide started early and
never let up. Nixon won 49 states.
Not even South Dakota went for
McGovern. It was like being in the
Alamo. We were surrounded by I
the armies of Nixon—even in our '
candidate's hometown, long before
the polls closed in California, they
were starting to close in like hyenas.
The scent of blood was dangerously
thick in the air.
I was laying low with Frank Mankicwicz in a dark corner of the Fecdlot Lounge, when the tab he’d been running for six months was abruptly "closed.” ...
No more credit. No more margaritas.
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The joke was over. The dream was dead. It was like going down on the good ship Reuben fames. About six o'clock that night, Frank got a call from the credit manager at United Airlines, wanting to talk to whoever was "in charge" of paying the bill for six months of chartered 727s and myriad smaller aircraft from the UAL Presidential Charter Fleet, at five dollars per mile, as contracted, for something like 16 million passenger-mtles in all 50 states and 9,000 hours of triple-overtime pay for pilots and crew. "Who knows what they might say if they're not paid?" the man asked Frank. "They have, as I'm sure you know, been witness to many horrible and dangerous things in the course of their work and their duties while employed by this doomed and clearly ill-advised farce of a presidential campaign. Do you know how many people would go to jail for the rest of their lives, Frank? If our pilots were ever deposed? Or the stewardesses?
Jesus. Some of it makes me sick, Frank, and nobody wants to calk about it, ch?
"Fuck no! So pay the goddamn bill, Frank Or at least part of it.. .please. Just write me a check. So what if it's bad? Who cares? You write the paper, boss, and I'll hang it."
Frank was talking to the man on a boom box in the pressroom, where they'd finally tracked him down, so we all heard the threats and the ugly squeeze that came next: "No more planes for you, big boy. Not tonight and not tomorrow. You're canceled! And so is the plane back to Washington. Ho, ho. Good luck with no crew and no pilots. The bus leaves twice a day."
Which it did—but we were not on it. We took the 727, which had been topped off with premium jet fuel before noon on Election Day and charged to UAL, as always. Frank wrote the check and I signed it and we had it hand-delivered to the United credit office in Chicago by a woman they called The Sioux City Gobbler. And that was the last we heard of it.
We fled in our jet before noon, just ahead of the writ of seizure. It was getting dark when we finally taxied up to a dimly lit hangar at the far end of National Airport, just across the river from Washington, where the national staff had gathered to meet the dead and the wounded and carry' them off to I I
wherever failures get carried off to in Washington, after they get brutally beaten in public.
Another tiling I still remember front that horrible day in November oi 72 was that some dingbat named Clinton was said to be almost single-handedly responsible for losing 222 counties in Texas—including Waco, where he was McGovern's regional coordinator—and was "terminated without pay, with prejudice," and sent back home to Arkansas "with his tail between his legs/' as an aide put it.
"We'll never see that stupid bastard again/' one McGovern aide muttered. "Clinton—Bill Clinton Yeah. Let’s remember that name. He'll never work again, not in Washington,"
Late-nineteenth-century people developed a
powerful attitude toward drug abuse, resting
on conceptions of individual worth and the
national purpose. Medical, pharmaceutical, and other influential organizations understood the threats addiction posed for special groups such as women, professionals, and young people. Yet while loathing and fearing addiction, many late*
nineteenth-century people sympathized with
addicts. They condemned the use of drugs for
escape or sensual pleasure, but many people
believed that addiction was a form of physiological slavery, which alleviated the user’s guilt....
—H. Wayne Morgan, Yesterday’s Addict
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, YE OF LITTLE FAITH.... Politics is like-a d^ath march k—/ when you lose too many times, and it sure as hell isn't the losers who tell you stupid things like "Politics is better than sex." Winning is an addiction, and Bill Clinton is a pure junkie.
Most people will deny their addictions—but not me. I have an addictive personality, and medical experts agree that I can't be cured—which used to worry’ people running for President of the United States when 1 showed up with no warning at their homes late at night lor random confrontations on issues of national security or regressive taxation or rumors of ugly personal scandals in the family....
But that was a long time ago, and things are different now.
Once I became a registered compound-addict, there were no more problems with red tape or fears of public exposure and disgrace just for being seen with me.
No candidate will risk being linked with a "suspected"
addict—but a registered, admitted addict is a whole different thing. As long as I'd confessed, I W3S okay. Nobody really cared about the countless criminal addictions that preyed on me day and night -just as long as I was not in denial.
That was the key. As long as they knew that 1 knew I was sick and guilty, I was sale. They were only trying to help me.
Look at Bill Clinton. He sent his own brother to prison "for his own good"; Bill was a New Age sensitive guy, and poor Roger was the evil dunce of the family, the black sheep kid brother who was always getting in trouble. While his brilliant big brother was shaking hands with President Kennedy in the Rose Garden, Roger was hanging out at the Toddle House in Little Rock and getting to know the local police.... And when Bill went to Oxford as a Rhodes scholar, Roger went to Memphis and got himself involved with what was then called "the criminal clement." Soon he was running wild and getting his name in the newspapers. Some people said he was a dope fiend and needed to be protected, for his own good.
It was only a few years later, when rhe Stare Police came to Governor Clinton and told him the bad news—his little brother was about to be busted for drugs in a simg operation—that Bill I 3
did what he had to do. Roger was a criminal, and Bill was not—
Roger went to the Big House, and Bill went to the White House.
I KNEW I HAD no choice but to be a part of the 1992 election. Even though I realized it was not going to be much fun, win or lose—except briefly for the campaign staff of the lone survivor, who would be the next president of the United States and move, with his people, to the White House, where many would drown or be bashed to death on the dark reefs of the fast lane.
The only other sector of the electorate who would feel any joy on election night were the junkies like me, who understood in their hearts that the only real priority in 1992 was beating George Bush. Nothing else mattered.
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CHAPTER 2
THE BOOK OF SCREEDS
The roots of addiction: The degradation of American politics in the final years of the American
Century...Abandon all hope, ye who enter here...
Welcome to Mr. Bill’s neighborhood: The tragic story of one man’s struggle with the forces of evil and greed on the campaign trail, from Kennedy to
Clinton...There is no such thing as an ex-junkie...
I have existed from the morning of the world,
and I shall exist until the last star falls from the heavens.
Although I have taken the form of Gaius
Caligula, I am all men, as 1 am no Man—and,
so, I am a God.
—Bill Clinton, 1993
HERE ARE NOT MANY flat-mil good political movies
-L on the racks these days and not many ever made, for that matter—but the handful of good ones are humdingers.
Being There is one of them, and so is All the King's Men.
Citizen Kane will tell you a lot about politics, and so will JfK or IS
The Life of Richard Nixon. But if you want a serious political movie, have a long look at Calignia, which a lot of people will tell you is the best.
Caligula is a genuine monstrosity—a saga of greed, failure and corruption that makes Nixon, seem like an amateur and Charles Manson a punk. Caligula was serious, and he had no use for journalists.
THERE ARE a lot of ways to practice the art of journalism, and one of them is to use your art like a hammer to destroy the right people—who arc almost always your enemies, for one reason or another, and who usually deserve to be crippled because they are wrong.
This is a dangerous notion, and few pri>fcssional journalists will endorse it—calling it “vengeful" and "primitive" and
"perverse" regardless of how often they might do the same thing themselves. "That kind of stuff is opinion," they say,
"and the reader is cheated if it's not labeled as opinion."
Well...maybe so. Maybe Tom Paine cheated his readers and Mark Twain was a devious fraud with no morals at all who used journalism for his own foul ends.... And maybe H. L.
Mencken should have been locked up for trying to pass off his opinions on gullible readers as normal "objective journalism."
Mencken scorned such criticism as the jabbering of dumb yahoos—especially when it came from world-famous iU.S.I presidential candidate William Jennings Bryan, who called Mencken "a disgrace to journalism” and "so genetically twisted that he couldn't even write a straight item for the obituary page “
Unfortunately for Bryan, he died before Mencken did—and he paid a terrible price for it, w-hen H. L. wrote his obituary in the American Mercury'. It was, and remains, one of the most hideous things ever written about a dead man tn the history of American letters, and 1 remember being shocked when 1 first read it—thinking, Ye gods, this is evil I had learned in school that Bryan was a genuine hero of history, but after reading HUNTE!S THOMPSON / BETTER TIAN SEI
Mencken’s brutal obit, I knew in my heart that he was, in truth, a monster.
It was clearly opinion—no doubt about that—but I believed it then and I believe it now. Bryan was a dumb brute and a raving charlatan who argued desperately in court that a male is not a mammal and thought anybody who disagreed with him should go to prison. His shadow hung over the White House for decades, and he was worshiped by millions. I shudder to know that most of my friends from high school still think he was a great man.
Mencken understood that politics—as used in journalism -was the art of controlling his environment, and he made no apologies for it. In my case, using what politely might be called "advocacy journalism," I've used reporting as a weapon to affect political situations that bear down on my environment.
It worked for Pat Buchanan.
And it almost worked for me.
In politics there is no honor.
—Benjamin Disraeli
ON SOME DAYS you get what you deserve in the politics business, and in the autumn of 1970,1 almost got mine.
I was on the ballot that year—the Freak Power candidate for sheriff of Pitkin County, Colorado. Somewhere around Halloween, I looked at the numbers and realized that 1 might actually win. A secret BBC TV poll of the community showed me running far ahead of the GOP candidate while the Democratic incumbent and I were "too close to call."
The campaign combined journalism and politics. It was necessary-We had no choice.
I 1
October 20, 1970
To whom Lt may concern-
Contrary to widespread rumors and a plague of wishful thinking, I am very serious about my candidacy for the office of sheriff In the coming November election. Anybody who thinks I'm kidding is a fool; 739 new registrations since the September primary is no Joke in a county with a total vote of less than 3,000. So the time has oome.
I think, to dispense with evil humor and oome to gripe with the strange possibility that the next sheriff of this county might very well be a foul-mouthed outlaw journalist with some very rude notions about lifestyles, aw enforcement and political reality in America.
Why not? This is a weird twist in my life, and despite the natural horror of seeing myself as the main pig. I feel ready. And I think Aspen is ready: not only for a stone-freak sheriff, tut for a whole new style of local government—the kind of government Thomas J of ferson had in mind when he used the word *democracy." We have not dene too well with that conoept—not in Aspen or anywhere else — and the proof or our failure is the wreckage of Jafforscn’s dream that haunts us on every side, from coast to coast, on the TV news and a thousand dally newspapers. We have blown it: that fantastic possibility that Abe Lincoln called “the last, best hope of man.’
Or maybe not. Not completely, anyway There are people who argue that we can still get a grip on ourselves, and salvage some of the pieces. But not even Nixon would be willing to bet seriously on this chance, and in fact the only thing that makes it worth trying is that we don’t really have much choice. The alternatives are too ugly—for our children, if not for aumelvas.
This is the grim oontext that our politicians have forced on us.
even in Aspen. This valley is no longer a refuge or a hideout from HUNIEKS. THOMPSON / liTTH HUM SEX
reality. For years, that was true; this valley was the best of both worldfl—an outpost of urban “culture" buried deep in the rural Rockies. It was a very saleable property, as they say In show business, and for 20 years the selling-orgy boomed fat and heavy.
And now we are reaping the whirlwind —bigcity probloma too malignant for small town solutions, Chloago-style traffic In a town without stoplights, Oakland-style drug busts continually bungled by simple oowboy oops who see nothing wrong with kicking handcuffed prisoners m th© ribo while the sheriff stands by watching, seeing nothing wrong with it either. While the ranchers howl about zoning.
Naw York stockbrokers and art r ustlers sell the valley out from under them. The county attorney has his own iron mine and his own industrial slum at the mouth of the valley The county commissioners are crude dimwits, lackeys for every bigcity dealer who wants a piece of the action.
This is a nightmare, a bad movie, a terrifying Joko on us all.
we are shitting in our own nest, and the stench is becoming intolerable Where will it end? When? How? And who will throw the switch?
Only serious people can laugh,
—Federico Fellini
It
TENTATIVE PLATFORM
6 OF THE I 3 POINTS
THOMPSON FOR SHERIFF...ASPEN, COLORADO, 1970
I) foe the streets at owe. flip up all city streets w<h jadhanrers aid vie die junk-asphait (after melting) to create a huge parking and auto strrage hi on the outskirts of town— preferably wi»tiere out of sight, like between the new sewage plant ard HcBMes new shopping center. U refuse and other garbage could be centrafaed m ths area—in memory of Mrs. Walter Paeplce. who sold the land lor development. The only autamoWes alowed into town would be Inted to a network of “delivery akrys." as sbowa m tie very detailed plan drawn by archi-tttt/planner fritz Benedict in 196». All public iwvtrw world be by foot and a fleet of b.cy-des, maintained by die city police force.
?) Change the name “Aspen" by public referendum, to "hr Gty." Tins would prevent greedheads, and-npen and other human jackah from apitafaiag on rhe rime “Aspen." Thus, Saowmass-at-kspen—recently sold to Kraser/Aetna el Oikarc. Calfernca—would become "Snowmass-at-fal-(ity.“ The Aspen Wildcats—whose main hackers irdude the first National Gty Bank of New fork and the Frit Boston Capital Corp, vcikf have to be rafted the “Fat Gty Wildcats’ All road signs and maps would have to It charged from Avtu to ho Cm. The local post office and chamber of commerce would be forced to t st the new name. "Aspen," Colorado, woud to longer exist and the psychic altera turn of tbt change weed be massne in the •orkj of commerce: fat Gty fahiMt. the fat Gty Wi (W. Fat Gty Musk festival, fat Gty Institute for Humanistic Studies...etc. The main advantage here n that changing the name of the town would have no mayor ellect on the trwn itself, or on those people who came here beam it’s a good place to live. What effect the aane charge might h»e on those who came here tn buy low, sei high and then move on is fairly ub*Nus...aK eminently desirable. These swue should be fucked, broken and driven across tie land Ake the retttr maggots they are.
3) Ong sales must be controlled. My first act as sheriff ml be to inttal, on the courthouse <awn, a ba; made platform and a set of stocks—in cnJ-r it punish dotaiest dope dealers mi a proper public fashion. Each year these sajm-sucun cheat trilioas of people out of mil tons of dolars; as a breed, they rank with subdivides and used-car salesmen...and the Sheriff's Department will gladly hear complaints agarnt dealers at arry hoar of the day ar night, with immunity from prosecution guaranteed to the complamg party — provided tfie complaint is valid, (k should be noted, on this point in the park™, thai any sheriff of ary county in Colorado is legally responsible for enforcing 1U state laws regardng drugs even those few be might penocally disagree with. Die statutes provide for itadeasaiKt penalties of up to $ 100 r each instance. in cates of wiflfel noMriorcemaL... But i snonif also be rooted that the srarutts p’wide lor many other penalties. n many strange and utiilfly circumstances, and as sheriff I shall make myself aware of ill these, without except)w. So ary vengeful. ill-advised dingbat who might presume to bring malfeasarce charges against my office should be quite sure of bus 1 I
or her facts.) And in the meantime. it wil be cbt general pfakr.apf-y of the sheriff’j office chat no drug worth taking should be sold lor money Nhc refit sales *il be viewed as borderline cases, and judged on their merits Beit al sales ter mcmey^reFt will be punished severely. This approach, we feel will establish a jm^if and very hnmai amb-ance in the Aspen (or Fat (iry) drag, culture -whidi is already so medi a part cf otr local realty that only a fascist Iuiuik would talk about trying to ‘ekmirate it" So the only reafcbc approach is to make Ide in this town very ugly for all profiteers—in drugs and al otter I eMs 4) Hincirg and fishing should be fortdeer. to al nonresuieau, with the eiception of those who cai obtain the signed endorsement of a resident- -who *1 then be legally responsible tor any violation or abuse committed by th nonres dent he bis 'sigred hr’ Fncs wil be heavy, and th general pokey will be merciless prosecution of al efienden. Bat—as in the case of (be proposed city name-change—this kcal erdorHneet" phi shoild have no effect on anyone ncept greedy, dangerous lull-freaks wh# art a menace wherever they go This new plan would ha»e no effect on residents—except those who tafcnt visiting ’sportsmen." By this approach making hundreds or even thousands <f nrcftaAoS persoiufy responsible for pro-tectiig the animals, fish and birds who Iwe here—w» would create a son of de facto game preserve, without the harsh restrictions that wl necessariy be forced on us if these bloodthirsty geeks keep warming in here each autuwn ano shorting everything they see.
S| The renff and fits deputies shoald atrtf be armed m public. Every urban not. shootout and Moodnth (involving guns) in recent memory has beei set iff by some trigger happy cop in a fear frenzy. And no cop in Aspen has hat to «e a gm far so twy yean that I feel safe m offering a S2 cash reward to anybody who Can recal sack ar rxidevt in writing (Box K-), Aspei) Under a normal circumstance, a prsiol-grp face-be mb sub as the MK-Y made by General Ordnance is more than enough to cjuckly wit any vnlena probfem that is kkdy to emerge m Aspen And anything the MK-Y an! hande *odd rtauro renter cements anyway ..m which case the response would be geared a all times t» massive retaliation a brutal attack with gins, bombs, pepper-loggers, wolvennes. and all ttte weapons deemed necessary to restore the ovic peace The whole notion of diuming th? police h to km* the level of violence— wire guaranteeing, at the same time, a terrible puwsiwent tr anyose stipid enough to attempt v olaice on an unarmed cop.
6) It wil be the pokey of the sheriffs office to savaj^y harass those eegaged in any form of landrape. Ths will be done by acting, with utmost frpatch. on ary and all righteous complaints My first act in office -after setting up the mathmery ter puurstang dope dealers—mil be to estabfish a research bureau to provide faus on vtedi any oti«n can He a wnt of secure. a writ of stoppage, a wnt of fear, of horror...yes...wen a writ cl assampuon...against any g'tedbead who has managed to gel around ok antquated wring laws and set up a tar vat.
scut drain or gravel pit. These wrts wil be pursued with overweening zeal...and always within the letter of the law.
Selah.
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IT WAS terrifying. I was on the verge of having to take over the whole law enforcement machinery of Pitkin County, Colorado, on my own terms, with a campaign platform that guaranteed iin a last-minute compromise with my own lawyers! that no sheriff's deputy would eat mescaline on duty.
It was weird, Bubba. Take my word for it. When I finally lost by only four percentage points, it was the happiest day of my life. lrd still be in jail if I’d won.
The system was not ready yet for Freak Power. But it was close I decided to take a break Hollywood. Las Vegas. Saigon.
But it didn’t work that way. Ir. the winter of 1971 I found myself in Washington, covering presidential politics full-time, and I was still angry.
The next two years were weird—but that is another story.
Fuck it.
Politics is like the stock market:
It’s a bad business for people
who can’t afford to lose.
—Richard Nixon, New Hampshire, 1968
A LOT OF people have said that—but in my own memory it is always Richard Nixon in the winter of 1968 as he glanced up from his meager breakfast in the Manchester Holiday Inn, just before he and Pat Buchanan took off in a rented yellow Mercury for the local TV station. They were going to make a "Nixon for President" commercial that they had to pay for in cash before anyone would let him in front of a camera.
Nixon paid. Or maybe Patrick did. "The Boss" was not short of money in those days, or at least he never seemed to be.
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He had two pin-stripe blue "senator" suits and a boxful of crisp white shirts and a few pints of gin and a fine little four-passenger, two-pilot Lear jet that he was very proud of.
Nixon gave me a tour of it one night, pointing out a few things that he especially liked about it—including the extremely high cruising speed, which was "actually a hell of a lot faster than they tell you it is," he said. "This thing is so goddamn fast that you don't even need a crapper." He laughed and pointed vaguely toward the rear of the plane, where he seemed to think a lavatory might have been, back in the good old days.... "It makes the crapper obsolete/' he said. "You don't even have time to crap!"
Nixon was fun in those days, and so was the
New Hampshire primary, It was where you could
see evil up close. There is no avoiding the goddamn candidates in New Hampshire. They arc usually boomers and Judas goats with nothing to
lose and usually no Secret Service protection
either. New Hampshire is like the good old days, as Mr. Nixon might say, when ESPN used to televise every game in the first round of the NCAA basketball tournament—
the round where the crazies show up and every once in a while beat somebody big. Or almost. Like when a crippled seven-man team called the "Delta Devils" from Mississippi Valley State almost derailed top-ranked Duke in 1986 and lost only because all of their players fouled out in the final moments.
NEW HAMPSHIRE was like that, too. It was one of
those places where anybody who was really into politics (the true junkies) could always be found in the winter of every fourth year, when the first crowd of candidates arrived It was like opening day of the racing season at Saratoga. The players always showed up.
The New Hampshire primary was so much fun and so
absolutely necessary for understanding the campaign in any year that a lot of people felt an almost genetic imperative to be there, like the whooping cranes in Nebraska.
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[ was one of them foT a while. I used to make reservations two years in advance—even four— for my clean, well-lighted room at the now-famous Wayfarers' Inn in Manchester, where the hot rods stayed and all the action was....
The mood of rhe Wayfarers' was like a casino. Losing in New Hampshire was usually permanent, and winning was a guaranteed fast ride to somewhere— maybe the White House—
or at least a fiery exit. Probably soon, but so what?
It is what they call a "heady atmosphere"—like hanging around in the paddock and feeling the horses. On one night, just a few hours before the polls opened, I came back to my room and found that it had been taken over by Walter Cronkitc....
I have never forgiven him for it.
But I forgave the Wayfarers'. They had no choice. It was purely a matter of muscle, and I didn't have enough. That's politics, Bubba. It almost never changes.
But 1 did have the winning candidate that year, and Walter didn't. |He has never forgiven me for that, either—even though, later, I tried to include him. He is a stupid, spiteful, vicious, back-stabbing old fraud of a man who is not what he seems to be, and— Whoops. Never mind that. I must have been brooding on George Bush. That swine! No. Walter was never like that. He is an honest man, and George Bush is a raving human Sacrifice.
The difference is huge.)
I HAD RESERVATIONS at the Wayfarers'in February of
'92—but I cancelled, more or less at the last moment, and decided to stay away and miss my chance of locking on to a front-runner..,.
I was smart, I thought. Fuck those people. George Bush was unbeatable, and these Democrats were a gang of second-string bums who were probably looking for a jump on 1996.... You bet!
Just spell my name right. I am running for president and you're not—so get out of my goddamn way, if you don't vote, and the next time you see me coming., Bubba, you better run.
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CHAPTER 3
SUMMER OF ’9 1
Nightmare in Woody Creek...Invasion of the
powermongers...Armed standoff with George Bush, trapped in a dead-end valley with the prime minister of England...Airport seized by suicidal gunman, Secret Service paralyzed...Just how weird can you stand it, Bubba, before your love will crack?...
The summer is over, the harvest is in,
and we are not saved.
— Jeremiah, 8:20
JULY AND AUGUST are lightning months in the Rockies. Sometimes you get thunder, but not always. On some nights it's only lightning, with no rain at all, and no thunder. ..ungodly lightning storms, wild blasts and flashes every 10 or 15 seconds for two straight hours. They call it "summer lightning," and a lot of jxoplc get whacked by it—like what happened to Lee Trevino a few years back when he was wandering around in a thunderstorm with his one-iron over his shoulder. Whack! Right beside him. Black hole in the green, 66
billion volts, but he lived and later said, "Not even God can hit a one-iron."
N SOME DAYS you wonder what it all means And on
some days you find out. Il's like suddenly seeing a huge black pig in your headlights when you're running 80 miles an hour on ice. Boom. Total clarity. No more gray area.
Some people live for these moments, these terrible flashes of clarity and naked truth, and on some days I am one of them....
But not always. It is not a lot different from the rush that comes from electroshock therapy, or getting hit by lightning. Zang!
Immediate fire in the nuts, bulging eyes and the smell of burning hair.
It is an acquired taste. The first one's free, but after that you have to really like it.
When I was 15 years old I used to run around naked on the Cherokee Park golf course in Louisville on summer nights when the thunder and lightning happened and the greens were drenched with rain. One night I was huddled under a big elm tree about halfway down the long first hole, which rolled gently up to a hill above the lake, when I was suddenly blasted about 10
feet up in the air by a jolt so terrible that I couldn't even feel it until I was tumbling and twitching on the downhill side of No.
3, and when 1 looked back to where 1 had been, I saw the tree was on fire and split down the middle. It was hissing and popping and sputtering in the ram, and when I finally went back for my clothes, they were burned and scotched and the gooseneck putter that I'd had in my hand was burned black and twisted like a pretzel.
That is lightning, Bubba. Ben Franklin got off easy. And they say he wasn't naked, but you never know.... Ben was weird, but he had enough sense to get a patent on it, even with one of his arms charred halfway off.
I k was alone when it happened, knocked unconscious for eight or nine minutes.... Then he crawled back into his workshop and made a new arm for himscLf, which he attached to his bicep with magnets. (That’s why you always see Ben Franklin in long, puffy sleeves, and why he always carried a cane.) Some people hated Ben Franklin, but it never seemed to HUNTE15. THOMPSON / IE TIE ■ THAN if!
bother lnm. He was extremely smart, and he had a keen understanding of politics.... He was dirty and filthy and covered with fleas, and he took his women by the twos and by threes.
Whoops. Scratch that one. Just kidding. Ben kept himself cican as a whistle—except when it rained, and then he went all to pieces.
HISTORY IS FULL of these oddities. Some things happen for no good reason. And then other things happen and suddenly you have a chain of craziness on your hands, and sometimes it can't he controlled. The craziness swarms all over you.
It happened to me one afternoon in July about two years ago.
Maybe three. It's a matter of public record.
I was pushed and leaned on like the Marquis de Sadc. In the summer of 19901 came under serious attack by the forces of evil.
I was in full retreat, like Lee after Gettysburg, and my spirit was feeling weak—and it was then, at my weakest, that I was backed into a corner and attacked on my own turf by the president of the United States, the prime minister of England, the Secret Service, the press, the liberals, John Denver, the police, Pat Buchanan, all my creditors, many foreigners and a coalition of extremely rich Nazis who had swarmed into Aspen thar summer to mingle and wallow in the glitz.
They were ugly people, bur they were very expensively dressed and they had a certain glow about them that said they were in charge. Which was true. They were the rich and the powerful, the elite suave friends of the New World Order.
And I was definitely not one of them. I was on the run, a crude outlaw about to be captured and put in some kind of cage for the amusement of George and Maggie.
It was weird, Bubba—and then it began to get weirder. Take my word for it. 1 was there.
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THE SHERIFF CALLED me ar noon and said ho felt
trouble coining. "1 feel like I'm going crazy," he said.
"There's a killer on the loose and he's holed up in Woody Creek.
And Bush will be here tomorrow."
“Don't worry," 1 said. "We'D bomb the bastard. Where is he?"
'Whitehorse Springs," he said. "We have him surrounded, but we can't get near the house. He says he’ll kill anybody who comes close."
“Well/' I said, "don't go close. He can't escape. Whitehorse Springs is a death trap. There's no way out."
"That's not the problem," he said. "Of course we can wait him out -but the Secret Service wants to kill him right now.
He’s up on the mountain in a bunker with hundreds of weapons, and he's looking right down on the airport."
"So what?" I said. "Get a helicopter and put a gas bomb down on him. That will flush him out. then you can nail him when he flees."
"Nail him?" said the sheriff. "What do you mean, 'nail'
him? Are you nuts? I can't just murder the pour bastard. It would be horrible publicity for the town—and besides, he hasn't done anything."
"What?" I said. “I thought you said he was a killer. Who did he kill?"
"Nobody," said the sheriff. "He’s harmless."
1 felt tricked "Then why the fuck are you telling me the Secret Service wants to kill him!" I screamed.
"Because they think he's going to kill the president," he hissed. "That's why! He has a bazooka up there! He has rocket launchers! He's crazy'. And he hates George 15ush!"
"So do I/' I said. "Do they want to kill me, too?"
"Not yet," he said. "But things could change, if—"
"Okay," I said quietly The president of the United States was flying into the Aspen airport tomorrow—and so was Margaret Thatcher, the prime minister of England. They were coming to Woody Creek for a summit conference.
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"Ye fucking gods," 1 muttered.
"Yeah," he said. "The fat is m the fire.”
The sheriff hung up. I decided to follow the developments on CNN, when a car roared into my driveway, and then I heard doors slamming and my friend Loren Jenkins rushed in, jabbering wildly about roadblocks and killers and cops gone crazy with fear and how they were on their way— “What?" I shouted. "Cops?" 1 leaped up and grasped wildly on the counter for the remote that would slam-lock the front gates, but it was gone.... No, I thought. This can't be true! Not again’ Impossible! They won't attack me They wouldn't dare!
Loren ignored me and grabbed the telephone, stabbing frantically down on the keyboard. "Oh god!" he screamed. "What the fuck is my number?"
"What number?" I said. "You bastard! Where is my fucking remote? My gate! Close the gate! Fuck this! I can't stand it anymore! Why cops?"
"They're crazy!" he snapped. "They're trying to kill my wife!"
I found the remote in a pile with seven others and heard a distant clang of steel bars down by the road as the electric gates slammed shut and the 220-volt transformer kicked in. Then I rushed around the house to secure the doors and windows and dark shades.... Just as I hit the slam button for the garage door, [ heard somebody screaming and saw a figure sprinting up the driveway toward the house with a machine gun in his hands.
Holy shit, I thought. It's true! Here they come! I leaped back into the porch and reached for the shotgun on the rack, but it was gone.... I had put all the guns in the vault because I was expecting a visit from the Secret Service and T didn't want to alarm them with a display of high-powered weapons. Not with the president coming into the valley ...
Suddenly a man's body came slithering under the garage door, just Ixifore it slammed shut, and I recognized my friend Cromwell just in time to keep from bashing him with a shovel.
"You Nazi bastard!" he screamed. "You tried to electrocute me!" He had taken a great shock when he tried to open the gate 3 I
and another when he climbed over it. He rushed up the stairs and yelled frantically at me, "They’re coming! Get ready! i lido everything! They're killing people at the tavern."
"What?" I shouted. "Cops?"
"Hundreds of them!" he moaned. "They’re all over the road with shotguns and rifles. They want you!"
TT7ELL, I THOUGHT. Why not? Those crazy shiteating V V dogs! I was innocent and they knew it—but they were coming to kill me anyway. Probably with firebombs, like they did to those poor screwheads who grabbed Patty Hearst. Right.
Seal off the house and set us on fire with phosphorous grenades—even if we tried to surrender. Fuck them, I thought.
They are pigs! Coming to kill me because they couldn't do it in court. Shit on them. Get the guns, call the lawyers, turn on the screechers, put voltage everywhere. Burn them. Injure them.
Extract a terrible price. Like the Alamo. We wiLl fight to the death
It made perfect sense at the time. It was the time of George Bush, the 10th triumphant year of the relentless greed, looting and punishment that was the "Reagan Revolution." It was a heady time, and Woody Creek had become the center of it.
LOREN WAS STILL screeching into the telephone in the kitchen. "Oh god!" he wailed. "She won’t answer! I can't get through to her. She's trapped behind roadblocks!"
I grabbed the other phone and called the sheriff, who answered instantly and called me a fool for tying up his hot line when a crisis was happening. "It's a nightmare," he said. "I'm surrounded by crazies! They want to attack."
"Why!" I screamed. "What have I done? I’m innocent!"
"So what?" he said. "So am I. But it's out of our hands now.
The goddamn Secret Service thinks we have a suicidal assassin on our hands, and the goddamn Brits are afraid he is an IRA hit man’ They'll kill all of us if they think we're a danger to the prime minister. And some of them suspect the hit man is you."
"Ye gods/' I said.
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LIKE MOST "desperate standoff" stories, this one petered out harmlessly when the Crazed Gunman ran out of
amphetamine extract and agreed to surrender in exchange for two cans of food for his cat. On his way to the state mental facility, he confessed that he hadn't even known Bush and Thatcher were coming to town, and he had no idea why police with rifles had surrounded his house. He thought it was a plot by his wife and her psychiatrist to get him our of the way.
"Why not?" said the sheriff. "It happens all the time."
He was kidding, of course. Only a madman would believe that a lustful shrink might seize control of his wife's mind, just because it was there. Not in this day and age. They have rules.
SURE THEY DO—just like in politics, where the only real rule is Don’t Get Caught. And even that one is constantly being tested, these days. (Look at Oliver North, the charming gap-toothed ex-U.S. Manne officer He somehow beat seventeen felony charges, including treason, and used it as a springboard to martyrdom, riches and the Republican U S. Senate nomination from Virginia two years later.|
I brood on these things. It is one of those old habits, like date-rape, and cigarettes, which I like too much to quit.
PROBABLY IT WAS the humiliation of having George
Bush create panic on my own turf that drove the stake through my gizzard. There were a hell of a lot of upscale, maximum-security destination resorts in the world where he could have scheduled a week long assignation with the randy British PM (Camp David, Hong Kong, Bermuda, Alcatraz, Pans, the Isle of Man), all of them safer, more neutral and more electronically prepared than a politically disturbed little valley in Colorado where random violence and awkward behavior are an accepted way of life, and bodies are found on the cliffs below the road every spring.
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But Bush went ahead and tightened the screws on me anyway, by declaring war on Iraq about three days after he got here.
He and Maggie were forced to cut their uyst short and stand together on the lawn of thcn-U.S. Ambassador to the Court of St. James, Henry Cato, who lives just over the hill from the Big Boom Experimental Free-fire Range at rhe Woody Creek Rod and Gun Club, where the earth is sometimes split by sharp, high-impact explosions that light up the valley at night. It was a decidedly odd place for the first New World Order summit meeting, and public opinion compelled me to take it personally.
There is no such thing as paranoia.
—F. X. Leach, Altamont, 1969
Meanwhile, back at the White House, the well-di sc ip lined
“Four More Years" machine was bloated with hubris and running at top speed The wizards in charge of making the White House winter b<x»k on Campaign '92 were so arrogant and blindly overconfident about reelecting the sleazy Bush/Quayle team that, early in 1991, the Director of Presidential Personnel sent the following Confidential Memo to all the campaign junkies and key staffers from the 1988 election, advising that their services would not be required in 1992. It sent nasty shock waves through the ranks of the proven Pros who thought they were about to go to war again, for the usual big money and easy venues—and then found themselves useless and essentially out of work until 1996. Many felt crippled and betrayed, and I was one of them.
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BUSH UBER ALLES:
From wimp to warrior and back to wimp again...
How I shrewdly joined the GOP conspiracy to dump George Bush in ’92...
IN THE WINTER OF '91, George Bush was a lock for reelec-non. His "approval rating" had rocketed from 41 percent in August to 89 percent six months later. The smart money said he was unbeatable in 1992. One by one the big-name Democratic front-runners decided, in public, that '92 was not looking like a real good year for taking on an incumbent GOP president who was loved by 9 out of every 10 people on any street corner in America. His bogus "War in the Gulf" had made him a hero all over the world, and children wanted to kiss him.
George Bush was in charge that year. He walked tall and kicked ass. George and his generals were the toast of the civilized world, and later that year they became almost godlike, as
"democracy" swept the world and the Soviet Union crumbled.... It was a heady time, folks; the USA was definitely Number One, and so was George Bush. He was The Man.
Records of the time (see preceding Untermeyer memo) show that Bush and his people were so utterly confident of getting reelected in '92 that they formally disbanded their national campaign staff. "We are like tits on a boar hog," said a suddenly unemployed speechwriter. "They sent me a one-way ticket to Utah, where 1 got assigned to some yoyo running for governor on the straight Nazi ticket. Shit, wc had to flee the state on election night, and I haven't worked since."
HUNIERi. THONPiOK t HnEITHMtfl
EITHER HAS George Bush. No president in American his-1 N rory has fallen so far, so fast, as Bush did between the summer of '91 and the summer of '92....
He dipped about 55 percentage points in those 12 baffling months, and in the end he was just another oil lobbyist from Texas.
The main problem GeoTge Bush had in the summer of '91
is that nobody in big-time Republican politics really owed him anything. He was the president, hut so what? Richard Nixon had also been the president, and look what happened to him When Nixon became an embarrassment to the GOP, they dropped him like a stone and hunkered down, all but conceding die 1976 presidential race to a lightweight, non threatening peanut fanner from Georgia named Jimmy Carter.
There was no hope for any Republican candidate in '76, they felt; it was better to "let the wounds heal/' they said, and turn the terrible responsibilities of the White House over to a maverick, small-state Southern governor with no real power base and no hope of reelection.
It was a strategic retreat for the GOP. Let the Democrats reap the whirlwind of the public rage and loss of faith in government that came in the wake of Watergate. The guaranteed nightmare job of taking over the federal government, after Nixon, with a gang of local pols from Georgia would almost certainly paralyze Carter and turn him to jelly by 1980, when they would have a brand-new contender. Until then, Carter was merely a caretaker, a short-term lessee.
The strategy worked like a charm, and in 1980 Jimmy Carter was swept away like offal by the "Reagan Revolution,"
which ushered in eight years of berserk looting of the federal treasury and the economic crippling of the middle class.
That was the eighties, folks. That was the feeding frenzy of the New Rich, who found themselves wallowing in excess profits as their maximum income tax rate got chopped down to 31
percent and who were welcomed like brothers in the White House at all hours of the day or night.
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GEORGE BUSH harely had enough clout to keep his own son out of prison. When silly young Neil got caught in the web of the Savings & Loan scandal, George instantly cut him loose and said he had total confidence in the federal court system, which would surely vindicate Neil—provided that he was telling the truth.
Which was wishful thinking, as fate would have it. Neil had peddled more (alleged) influence and accepted more flagrant favors than the whore of Babylon during his brief stint as a sort of executive greeter for Silverado Savings & Loan in Denver, and he was not of 3 mood to repay any of rhe huge tips and free loans he’d received as kickbacks in exchange for the massive unsecured hig loans he doled out to his new friends in the Colorado money business.
He walked anyway—but it wasn’t easy. In the end he was allowed to slip through the cracks. He avoided prison, hut his father paid a heavy price for it in public esteem and in the eyes of GOP powermongers and long-term strategists, who viewed him as a wimp and a stooge.
IT WAS about that time that 1 too abandoned big-time politics as a natural way of life. 1 rejected many lush offers to cover the upcoming presidential campaign, and "went to ground," as they say, like a common beast of the forest. I did, after all, have a million-dollar contract to write my long-awaited sex novel—and the last thing I needed that winter was another low-rent, no-win nightmare on another campaign trail.
Fuck those people. Anger and lust are the main fuels of a serious presidential campaign, and anybody who signs on for the long haul will be a jabbering wreck on Election Day.
I wanted no part of it. Bush would win easily, 1 thought, and all the Democratic candidates looked lame. It was a bad year for anger and lust.
HUNTERS THOMPSON f 1ETTEI THtN SEX
THE FIRST thing I did after locking the gates 24 hours a day was to join the Republican Presidential Task Force—just to keep an eye on things, I told myself. If I'm not playing, these buggers must be watched.
The membership fee was SI20, and a lot of people laughed at me—but not for long: When my benefits started pouring in, even bedrock Democrats were impressed. My social status went up about nine points a week and my enemies no longer sneered when I walked into the post office. They were baffled and put off-balance as my lockbox filled up with gifts, flags, photos, medals and special-delivery letters from the White House. On one day in June, I received a full-size American flag, signed by Ronald Reagan, an autographed photo of George Bush, two gold-31
plated presidential tie tacks, a full-size (aux-bronze MecJdl of Freedom replica, a huge pyrite-slab coin with a bust of Richard Nixon on it, and a stunning engraved hologram Presidential Task Force laser graphite "credit card" that looked so official that I often used it to guarantee personal checks at fine restaurants all over the country.
Nobody ever challenged or even doubted my strange new credibility. Because it was real. My bona fidcs were genuine and so were my full-access Congressional hot-line phone numbers that I could call 24 hours a day for issues-briefings on any bill or national problem.... It was amazing. In less than two years' time I had gone from personal enemy of the president to a position of high trust and confidential access to the highest levels of policy and power in Washington. And if that was "sleeping with the enemy," as a few of my mentally challenged friends said, well...
it was blue-chip political journalism.
In fact I am still a member of the goddamn thing. It was not a bad card to have in my wallet when I was falsely arrested on sex, bombs and drugs charges. My people stood behind me. They never wavered. And, in the end, I made them proud. It was a harsh lesson to all those who would fuck with the innocent.
Editor's note: For a further explanation
of our unprecedented Campaign Time Line,
please refer to page xvii.
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Republican National Chairman Lee Atwater, who had been hospitalised on and off for the past year with a brain tumor, diet. Dark day for GOP.
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Sexual harassment charge* reported against
Supreme Court nominee
Clarence Thomas, already "confirmed” by 52-48 Senate vote, I*
stunned by new sexual harassment charges brought by longtime aide Professor Anita Hill of the Oklahoma Law School, who finally decide* she will testify against him, under oath, on nationwide TV
THE CLARENCE THOMAS
HEARINGS
I FELL OFF the apolitical wagon during the Clarence Thomas hearings. After Anita Hill and her supporters finished, there were two days off. Two days to get the pro-Thomas votes to waver? 1 really thought Thomas could be beaten.
But I noticed that CNN's midnight raps on the hearings were taking an ugly drift: *... Well, Thomas has probably made it." And if CNN did that fur two days,
you bet Thomas would have it made.
In a rage I sent off a long, crazy fax to
the network's Ed Turner, trying to prevent them from conceding before the tor
vote was in.
1 was trying to control my environment. Since 1 didn't have a column, 1 couldn't hit hard on anything*
except if I got hold of the boss of all
news at CNN and convinced him to
alter their coverage.
1 was trying to manage the |
news the only way I knew how. But
it didn't work.
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OS Nov 91
Upset in Penoiytvanie election—Thornburgh lose*
THE SINKING
OF THORNBURGH:
Early warning alarm for the GOP...
Camelot goes on trial for rape...
THERE IS more and more predatory bullshit in the air these days. Yesterday I got a call from somebody who said I owed money to Harris Wofford, my old friend from the Peace Corps; we were in Sierra Leone together.
He had come out of nowhere like a heat-seeking missile and destroyed U.S. Attorney General Dick Thornburgh in Pennsylvania. Wonderful. Harris is a senator now, and the White House creature is not. He blew a 44-point lead in three weeks, like Humpty-Dumpty.... Whoops! Off the wall like a big lizard egg. The White House had seen no need for a safety net.
It was a major disaster for the Bush brain trust and every GOP political pro in America, from the White House all the way down to City Hall in places like Denver and Tupelo. The whole Republican party was left stunned and shuddering like a hound dog passing a peach pit. (At least that's what they said in Tlipclo, where a local COP man flipped out and ran off to Biloxi with a fat young boy from one of the rich local families.... Then he tried to blame it on Harris Wofford when they arrested him.
He was ruined. Bail was only $5,000, but none of his friends would sign for it. Most were mainly professional Republicans and bankers who had once been in the Savings & Loan business, along with Neil Bush.) HUNTED i. THOMSON f BETTED IMAN SEX
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ANYWAY, Thornburgh is now seeking night work in the hank business somewhere <in the outskirts of Pittsburgh. It is an ugly story. He decided to go out on his own—like Lucifer, who plunged into hell—and he got beaten like a redheaded stepchild. Ik was mangled and humiliated. It was the worst Republican public disaster since Watergate.
The GOP was plunged into national fear. How could it happen? Dick Thornburgh had sat on the right hand of God. As A.G., he had stepped out like some arrogant knight from the Round Table and declared that his Boys—15,000 or so Justice Department prosecutors—were no longer subject to the rules of the federal court system. The White House lost more than a Senate seat when Thornburgh went down: It was a major signal that Bush and his braintrust could he beaten It also raised health care and the economy to the forefront of Clinton's campaign agenda.
But Wofford's win went largely unnoticed in the national frenzy over the "Kennedy rape trial" in Palm Beach.
Camclot was on court TV, limping into rc-hab clinics and forced to deny low rent rape accusations in the same sweaty West Palm Beach courthouse where Roxanne Pulitzer went on trial for fucking a trumpet, and lost.
It has been a long way down—not just for the Kcnncdys and the Democrats, but for all of us. Even the rich and the powerful are coming to understand that change can be quick in the nineties and that one of these days it will be them in the dock on TV, fighting desperately to stay out of prison.
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William Kennedy Smith found not guilty of rape
Soon come. Take my word for it. I have been there, and it gives me an eerie feeling.... Indeed. There arc many cells in the mansion, and more are being added every day. We are becoming a nation of jailers.
Sun
15 Dec -91
Mondi Oemwan o&t dtt Mnrat 'rtmr nn* far pmkera obMuk *t the raw
putj canvtnbwt:
□inron
PH
Mafoe
IIH
IIK
Twepj
1%>
Cuomo
IH
Bzwn
IH
Frl
20 Dee 91
Ma6» Cuomo lAnouKti 1* ril nr nr
Wed 25 Dec 91
Gorte ch tr rwipii u Sonet pmilnt
Wed 25 Dec 91
U1 tKtftctt indtfendtea «T 11 bow S^wt repotfcc HUNTE IS THOMPSON f IE TTEITHAN SIX
CHAPTER
1992: THE HORROR, THE
HO R RO R
Welcome to the year of the lizard...
88 percent in the publicapproval polls:
Stand back! I am the president and you’re not...
The rise of the Man from Hope...
I will do what I have to do to be reelected.
—George Bush, January 3, 1992
WARREN ZE VON has a song called "Up on Re-hab Mountain." It is a gloomy tune with undertones of fear, failure and disgrace. Which pretty well describes my political attitude as 1991 finally ended.
Politics looked like a smart business to quit that year, and a lot of smart people were quitting. Or just laying low tor a while, they said. Get back to the law firm and make some money, fatten up for the real campaign in 1996, when the big boys would come to bat.
George Bush was riding high. Yellow ribbons and ticker-tape parades for sick war heroes. The U.S. was Number One again, and George was eating high on the hog. He had won the Gulf War and the Cold War like Sherman marching through 45
Georgia. He had slipped the noose on Iran-contra and rammed a dumbo named Clarence onto the Supreme Court of the United States. Even his sons were rich, and his victorious generals were getting huge book contracts. He was the Man of the Hour. He had taken care of business. The "Reagan Revolution" had lasted for 11 years, and the top-bracket income tax rate had dropped from H8 percent to 31 percent. Many rich people called George Bush their friend. He was very well liked. Nineteen ninety-one was a good year for the Bush family. The Man could do no wrong It was a nasty year for anybody who wasn't a member of the Republican Presidential Task Force. The train left the station early that year, and a lot of people missed it.... George Bush was clearly a shoo-in for Four More Years. The Democrats collapsed and went limp, after they lost the War on Iraq vote in the Senate. The erstwhile Demo front-runners quietly folded their tents for '92—including Georgia senator Sam Nunn, who had his tent folded for him after he cast a courageous and principled vote against the bogus war and suffered massive ridicule for it, derailing his carefully prepared '92 presidential campaign.
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The jobiMS ratt risa b ’.I per*rt at aerta* of 401 paar it the end tl IWI No governors were polled on the war question. Or at least no governors voted on it—but the five-term governor of Arkansas, a second-string300-to-l longshot named Bill Clinton, made sure the whole world understood that he damn well would have voted for the war, if they'd let him. He called a press conference in Little Rock and swore he was not a coward, like Sam Nunn seemed to be ...
WHACK. So long, Sam. And people still wonder why Bill HUNTER S. TRW1PWN 1 BETTER TUN JEX
Clinton lost Georgia in '92 or why Les Aspin got fired and sent away to China.... Well, wonder no more, Bubba. It was Sam Nunn. Remember that name. It will hound Bill Clinton to his grave.
The first law of controlling your environment is to get the hell off the defensive as fast as you can. Take the offensive.
Attack—and be Innocent, of course.
1 did not like Bill Clinton
until the Gennifer Flowers
story came out—his adversity got me interested.
The day he was accused, I got a phone call
from Missy, my friend from
the Clinton campaign, saying, Ye gods, have you seen this? How are we going to
handle it? A wave of sorrow
and fear and despair rolled
through Clinton's campaign. They hadn't been hit
with anything like that
before; they were really
young kids. The ones who
had been hit with it, like Eli
Segal—or James Carvillc—
remembered Gary Hart.
Whaeko! Down the tubes in
three days.
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Clinton accused of marital infidelity
Presidential candidate Bill Chnton denies allegations of extramarital affairs, calling tabloid reports “an absolute, total lie**
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1 sent "Bill Clinton Fights Back* to the Clinton headquarters. Clinton was being overloaded with charges.
What advice could I give him except to deny it? Don't get like Hart. That is how dark it became.
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NEVERMORE
«l AM NOT A SLUT”
Bush collapses...Clinton flogged...
The enemy of my enemy is my friend...
Fuck the draft, fuck you, fuck New Hampshire...
Mr. Bill shoots the gap...
THE CLINTON camp took my advice and denied everything. Which worked nicely.
The net result of theGennifer Flowers flap was a nine -point gain for Clinton in the New Hampshire popularity polls. The pro-adultery vote had spoken.
The draft-dodger accusation was a little bit harder to beat, and it cost him about the same number of points in the polls that he'd gained on the sex charges.
I was impressed. Clinton's strategists had decided to confront these things and get them out of the way as early as possible. It was good thinking, but there was angst in his Little Rock headquarters about the possibility that GennifeT Flowers might be just the tip of the iceberg. The Man from Hope was clearly a sex addict of some kind—and although his denials might work for a while, his staff knew they had a serious adulterer on their hands, and he was not about to go into re-hab.
So what? I thought. If we start electing presidents on the basis of their sexual purity, some real monsters will get into the White House. I was far more conccncd with the way he handled the draft-dodger issue. If he'd taken a stand against the war in Vietnam, I was for him.
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FURTHER ADVENTURES
WITH THE MOJO WIRE
There is some shit I won’t eat—unless they pay me to eat it on TV in prime time.
—Walt Disney
PEOPLE THINK 1 watch TV too much, but they are wrong.
There is a huge difference between merely "watching" TV
and learning to respond aggressively to it. The difference, for most people, is the difference between the Living and dying of their own biains.
The lesson is simple, yet it must be learned: If all you get from watching TV most of your life is the jumble of disconnected information it imparts, you are doomed to a life of fear and confusion—especially if you receive 500 or 600 channels 24
hours a day, like I do. The difference between Dan Rather on CBS and a Crazy Wilbur puupiug junk jewelry on the R1P-U
home shopping network is not easy to see or grasp when you've been watching the whole world happening constantly on three 40-inch Interactive HD/blaek matrix Mitsubishi TV monitors that make Bill Clinton's head appear twice the size of yours, and his voice so pure and real that it sounds like it's coming from the depth of your own throat, all day and all night for 55 straight months.
This is what happens when circumstances force you to acquire too much professional equipment all at once—which is always a dangerous thing, and many good people have been taken within the system because of it.
Ilndccd. "Within the system." That is police speak for
"jail." Behind bars. Locked up.... As in: "He was apprehended KONHU THOMPSON i BEIHR TIM SEX
for being guilty and taken into the apparatus of the federal prison system/' So long, Bubba. No more fun for you. Ever.) Whoops, wandering again, but not much—because any talk of punishment always leads back to thoughts of Bill Clinton. President Clinton, from Arkansas. He has a visceral hatred of people who break the law....Indeed, but we will get to that later. We should keep it in mind for now, because it has a lot to do with my generally awkward personal relationship with the man we call "Mr. Bill."
It began, somehow, with a simple impulse to feed something into the maw of a Canon 881-X Laser Color World-Scan fax machine that had come into my possession more or less by accident. But 1 quickly took to Lt, as they say, and soon 1
was able to communicate instantly, on paper, with almost everybody in the world who could read English or even have it translated for them.
There is nothing new about the technology of sending printed pages across a telephone wire. I had been doing it for 20
years with a Xerox machine that we called the "Mojo Wire,"
which was basically a portable Telex unit that was utterly useless unless the person on the other end of the telephone line also had a Mojo machine and understood bow to operate it under conditions of severe personal strew.
The Mojo was so expensive to buy and so maddeningly complex to use that nobody except the Bank of America, Rolling Stone, and the New York Times could afford the luxury of having one on the premises, and it was out of the question to risk putting a portable Mojo in the hands of some wandering journalist who might be a drinker.
The game changed, however, when suddenly everybody had a simpler one, and they called it the fax. Even Charles Manson got one, and Gary Hart was seDing them on credit in Moscow. You could buy one in Denver for $600. Or $60, if you were willing to ignore that it might be a stolen unit that would always print the original owner’s name on the top of every page.
Ho, ho. The fax culture is very flexible, offering many S3
opportunities for random abuse and hooliganism. Anybody with a $10,000 professional/industrial full-bore fax unit and a modem hooked to the Internet, for instance, can send two or three anonymous messages a day to the president(s) of Russia, Brazil or the National Football League that say only, "I LOVE
YOU WHEN CAN WE MEET?" Or, I AM YOUR BRAIN DAMAGED BROTHER THAT YOU NEVER KNEW. CALL
ME TODAY OR ILL KILL SOMEBODY."
A lot of fun has been had by fax addicts and warped people. Massive facsimile transmission has also been used by deadly serious people in life-or-death situations. The world would never have known about the 1989 student revolution in China/Tiananmcn Square without the fax machines used illegally by students who realized they were about to be run over by tanks. It is, in fact, just about impossible to mount a successful rebellion against anything, these days, unless you have access to at least one safely hidden fax machine that will send your story out to the world.
I HAVE MY OWN checkered history with illegal facsimile transmissions, but there is no need to speak of that now. In fact, most of my work in this medium has beer, legal and profoundly beneficial. There is a vast spectrum of usage at the high end of the fax culture, and I have tried to use most of it.
There are many queer tricks to it, and most of what I know I have learned from my old friend and fellow technohooligan Ed Turner at CNN.
HUNTE! J. THOMPSON / lEITtl !KJW ill
AMENDMENT IV
to ths U.S. Coastituttoo
Th* rifttt of the people to be moots b their peeeoao, houm, Mscn, and effect*, ■fi—’ nnrwicnaMe MSttN tod eeixune, stall not be violated, end no manual (tail tarot, btt upon probable cauro, supported by otlh or efflrrmHir, end psrdcutarfy Wribfas the phot to be eeerctad, and the prosoar or thtagi to be seised.
Feb ’92
Owl Fann
Ed Turner
Executive Vice-president
CNN
Atlanta, OA
Dear Ed.
It's Saturday night and you're giving H. Ross Perot a free hour Of national TV time to campaign for president—
with his dimwit stooge, Larry King, feeding him lines and cues and setups llko one fat grape after another 1 can’t stand it, Ed. You are turning CNN into the propaganda arm of the No Fun Club.... Last week(s)/month (almost forever, it sooms) you hammered and slurred and
terrified millions of Innooant woman for pufftag up tholr olog&nt lit tie breasts with sillcon v lmplar.ts—Just so you and me, Ed, could sec them better and notice them quicker and appreciate them more and perhaps want to savor and stroke them from tame to time.... And what's wrong with that, Ed*? Are you seme kind cf puritanical body-Nazi? What will you be pushing next week—bundling boards?
Let me gently suggest to you, Ed. that you people are not in a position, as it were, to mount a campaign of repression against highbreasted, ruby itppcd women or hard working Journalists who hap pen to bounce a chock for their bar tabs now and then.... What if you had to fire all the people at CNN who ever bounced a check or had a breast anplant?
Yeah. Think what the tabloids ooulc do with that one. Eddie ...
Or what the hell? I could maybe do it myself I’m gearing up to write a “Meltdown in the Media’ column for Rolling Stone (every two weeks), and I will have a large staff and a huge budget for tips and information, confidential sources, informants, disgruntled ex-employaes, etc. And I know a Jot of people In Atlanta Where is this new and ominous downdraft of repression coming from—Jane Ponda? Ye gods, Bd. is that true? Fuck How could 1t happen? Yes. I sec it all very clearly now. ..
You’ll probably be fired pretty soon, anyway-It will be like dealing with Madam Chiang, onoe tlmt woman gate her hands on the levers. You'll be hounding me for a job on my research team at ILS, But don't worry, Ed: There Will always be a elct for you in my shop.
Yours in Jesus,
HST
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...As to Ms. Fonda non Turner, It simply is not true that she has taken over CNN Based on a very brief lime in her company, she is too bright to spend much controversial bon mots on we videotape stained wretches; so what if our correspondents have to jog to stories now instead of taking a cab. What I dread is the discovery that all these satellite dishes cause raoo zits. That will not be a story well reported here...
By the way. Doc, Jerry Brown is, to me, the most interesting guy In the race. I don't know him well but he is absolutely right on the impact of the campaign big givers on politics. It is not new just more so He is an unrelenting sort of guy. isn’t he? Anyway, our column— Turner Se Thompson at Largo—must eschew the tired topics of the 60s.
70s. 80s and attack the tired topics of the 90s. The 90s will be the NO
PUN DECADE—no booze, no smokes, no sunbathing, no breast balloon-ers. no breathing, no snide Jokes, no racial epithets (that’s epitaph with a lisp), no breathing, no sex. greed is out and orangy-gooey is in. peo pie staying at home with their families (sure to lead to more 10 pt type heads MAN SI.AUOHTER8 ENTIRE FAMILY OF EIGHT). It is up to US to find those In the underground who aro kaaping sin allvo. It’s a big Job and wo can do It. Our first column—Mother Toresa Makes Puppy Chill.
Seize the moment,
BT
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Clinton admits he tried pot but did not inhale In answer to questions on a local television program in New York City, Clinton admits he had tried smoking marijuana during the time he was a student at Oxford University (1966-70). He says he didn't like pot and has not done it again, adding that he never inhaled.
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MR. BILL’S
MARIJUANA PROBLEM:
REAL MEN DON’T INHALE
I HAD JUST come back from an incident with the police and a snowmobile when Pat Cadell called from New York, saying that he was with a bunch of New York Tinies reporters in a bar and they were curious to know what 1 thought about what Clinton had to say about marijuana—that he had tried it in college but "didn't inhale." I was embarrassed. What do you mean "didn't inhale"? What the hell do you think we smoke it for?
I said, "Only a fool would say a thing like that. It's just a disgrace to an entire generation."
My response was printed the next day in the New York Times, with a retort from James Carvillc that said, "I'm sorry the whole reputation of a generation hangs on Bill's inability to breathe in."
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Hu, ho, I thought. Good old fumes He is very fast on his feet -unlike Mr. Rill—and that's why they pay him big money to tell candidates what to say to the New York Times when dope addicts on the press bus start asking dumb questions.
Q-"Why didn't you inhale, Governor?"
A-"What? Could you Tepcat the question’"
|coniused scuffling as CaTville seizes the mike)
Carville-"What the Governor means is that he never inhales anything, because of his asthma condition He can only breath out, not in."
Q "Is that true. Governor?"
A-"Let's clear it up right now. The answer to your rude and stupid question is that I can’t inhale and I will never cum ui your mouth."
Q-"What? Could you say chat again, Governor?"
A-(Carvi!le interrupts) "Nevermindthat, Bubba. What the Governor means is that he gave up smoking and sex and a lot of other things when he made the decision to run for president. Any more questions? Okay. Thank you very much. See you at Plato's Retreat."
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THAT IS CARVILLE'S |on, whether he's working for
the next president of the United States or the one-term governor of New Jersey. Some days you win big with gibberish and on some days you lose a 22-point lead in the blink of an eye when your opponent outsmarts you by giving fistfuls of $100
bills to black preachers in Newark, to make sure negroes won't vote.
(That is what happened to poor James in a major gubernatorial race, not long after Clinton became president. At least that's how Ed Rollins told it to the press.) Okay, back to business. Bill Clinton does not inhale marijuana, right? You bet. Like 1 chew on LSD hut I don’t swallow it. And Richard Nixon was not a crook.... Which is technically true. Nixon was never convicted of anything. He resigned for reasons of his own. He was getting too nervous to be president any longer, so he "did the right thing" by turning the Oval Office over to vice president Gerald Ford, in exchange fora presidential pardon.... Ford wept as Nixon was taken away, but he knew in his heart that he was doing a far, far better thing than he had ever done before. By accepting the burden of the presidency, he would set Richard Nixon free to pursue peace all over the world.
Even children laughed, but it worked. They all got rich in the end. And ex-Soviet premier Nikita Khrushchev—who once said that "sending Nixon to a peace conference is like sending a goat to tend the cabbages"—is still spinning in his grave.
This is the way it works in big-time politics. Deny everything. Never plead guilty. What marijuana? Fuck you, I’m innocent, and you're not....
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Which is usually true, in this league. It was Adolf Hitler who got credit for saying "a lie repeated often enough becomes the truth." {Probably it was Winston Churchill who said that, or maybe Franklin Roosevelt. Who knows? Churchill was a natural-bom liar, and Roosevelt was a serious paraplegic who won four straight campaigns for the presidency’ of the United States while sitting in a wheelchair that was never mentioned to the voters.
It was like Michael Jordan winning the NBA scoring title for six straight years while using a wooden leg. or Stephen Hawking winning a sprint medal in the Olympics.)
The moral of this story is that more people in wheelchairs should run for president—along with dope smokers who don't inhale and sex fiends who gave up sex for politics.
No. Scratch that. There is no room in the politics business for morality tales, and Bill Clinton understands this just as keenly as any other successful politician. He gained ten points in New Hampshire by flat-out denying the same "sex, drugs, and rock 'n' roll" charges Gary Hart admitted to four years earlier that sent him from the White House to the outhouse in 10
days.
That is the real lesson of presidential politics in the nineties. Never admit anything, except where you were bom. Of course Bill Clinton never inhaled when he put the bong to his lips Of course- he never knew Gcnnifer Flowers Of course he never beat Chelsea for not eating her turnips at fund-raisers....
Why should he? What the fuck? He is, after all, the President.
And the President never acts weird. That is the way it works, Bubba. Ask Richard Nixon. Or Jack Kennedy—who acted so weird in the White House that the first thing Nixon did, when he took over in '68, was have the White House swimming pool filled up with concrete and turned into a million-pound slab/base for what is now the pressroom Jack Kennedy never inhaled, and neither did Marilyn Monroe. Not even when they were swimming naked and snorting cocaine on the diving board.
Heil no. Why should they? They were smart people, and smart people don't inhale. Not if they wanr to he elected. That is all ye know, Bubba, and all ye need to know.
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CARPE DIEM: DOING THE
WRONG THING FOR THE
RIGHT REASONS
AND THEN it occurred to me: What about the rock n’ roll vote? There was a lot of arrogance in Bill Clinton and I wondered if he would backhand the rock n’ roll vote. Shit, we have more votes than Jesse Jackson. Why don't we invite the three candidates to meet the Rolling Stone editorial board? Like the Washington Post and New York Times. Fuck 'em, we have a bigger vote than they do.
June 3, 1992
To: Jann... o.c. Bill Grelder, P. J. O’Rourke. Pat Caddell Hoc damn, we're back into politics again And why not? If a whining next like Rich Bond can be the chair man of the Republican National Committee. anc if Hon Brown speaks for the Democrats—shit, it is time for the NationA.1 Affairs Desk to get cranked up again, for good or ill, and sure as hell not for long ...
But what the fuck? You know how me and Mother Nature feel about vacuums.... Right We abhor them, and it is somehow ourjob to fill them, because otherwise things will implode and go boom and wander sideways at top speed and be sucked back and forth right in front cf our eyes like greasy rolling cannons sucked loose from all their moorings and crash around like bombs on the increasingly slick and slanted decks of our own lives.
Well, well, well—let’s suck that one back up on our monitor again, and have another look at it ...
Right. We do have a choice, but not really. If it’s true—and I think It is—that politics is the art of controlling your environment, then now is the HUNTERS. THOMPSON / BETTER THRU SEX
time to get seriously into politics.... Boc&uae If wo don’t, somobody olao will, and they probably won’t be on our side,
Ah. but who is our side? Who is us? That is the question—or at least a big part of it. Maybe there is no rock n roll vole. But 1
think there could be, if we wanted to put it
together.
Why not? Jesse Jackson has bodies, but
we have votes .. maybe (if the bodies vote), and I think we can make that happen; or al least we can threaten the lizard bastards with it and maybe force them into a few commitments, like Jesse tries to do.
But, shit—wo are bigger than Jesse, and our demands are far loss complex. All we want is a total commitment to Amendments I and IV of the U.8. Constitution: free speech and privacy.
Why not? Let’s make the bastards explain why not. Let's take the high road and force them down to the tow one if they won’t agree with us.
Who the fuck would vote for a presidential candidate who was against free speech and the right to privacy?
Not mb. Bubba And not you, either, eh? Hell noi Let’s make these fuckers come to the Rolling Btono forum and answer these questions on big-time national TV.
Yes We are the voice of rock ’n’ roll, and we are legion. Stand back!
We don’t need no stinkin’ badges. And—if we stand together (yeah, there’s always a catch)—you can’t get elected without us. We are the 20 million-pound vote gorilla, and we will sit wherever we fucking want to.
Okay for now. Send money at once. I can’t sustain this level of political warfare without cash.
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To; Playboy
Juno 24, 1992
Owl Farm
“Too many whores ”
This 18 a hard one to call—especially from 10,000 miles away and 8,000
feet high and 1» weeks before the election.... But what the hell. We are.
after all, professionals, and we do our finest work, our highest and keenest thinking,
under conditions of extreme pressure
Ho, ho So try this: Only a
fool would vote this year.
The smart people will
hunker down like dazed rabbits—
quivering and staring and shitting on each other while they hop back and forth In their cages. The smart will ignore politics this year. They will pretend to be dumb, like the bunny-rabbit, but they will really be acting smart.
Shit on them, that's what I say. Let them burrow deep like moles. In fact they are dumber than moles, and many will be dyed bright yellow before Election Day.... How's that for an image? All smart people dyed yellow Or maybe pink Who knows*? They arc doomed.
Pink 18 the color of stupid, and yellow is the oolor of dumb There are too many whores in politics these days, but the night of the whore hopper is coming. 3dany will be callee. and 9 out of 10 will be choser.—co be herded dorm the long, slippery ramp and into the bottomless sheep dip.
where they will wallow and struggle helplessly (some of them drowning?, until their bodies are disinfected by powerful acids, vapors and the fumes 67
of terrible lice medicines that will fry their brains like bacon left loo long In the micro wave Ronald Reagan was right, back In the winter of ’SB.
when he told a reporter from People that Armageddon is new and that “this generation may be the one that will have to face the end of the world."
Well...maybe so. Bubba, maybe so. But Hl believe it when I see it.
These bastards have been promising us the apocalypse for as far back as
1 can remember, but they always weasel out of it—and, frankly. I've just about given up hope. Fuck them They be. Hell, it’s worse than a roofing and siding racket, or come kind of Poruu scheme.
No. We will not be that luaky. The end will not come quickly, like it says tn Revelation 22:7. First will Come the slut-rain, than the sheep dip, and after that, the terrible night of the whore-hopper, which might last for 1.000 years.
“And when the thousand years are expired. Satan shall be loosed out of his prison "
That’S Revelation 20:7. which is only the tip of the Iceberg The pad news comes in the last two verses of chapter 20—14 and 15—where it says;
"And death and hell were cAst into the lake of fire. This is the second death. And whosoever was not found written in the book of life was cast into the lake of fire."
Yeah. And how's that for a sneak preview of your golden years? Cast into the lake of fire, with Satan clawing at your legs and trying to drag you under....
Horrible, horrible. It is u grim
prospect for Jesus freaks, because they
know the Bible says that Satan is a
cross between a crocodile and a
huge hyena He has seven heads and 600 teeth
iUNIERi. THOMPSON J lETJflIHOIJiX
And hn weighs 1,000 pounds—a nasty thing to feel getting hold of your lag when you're trying to stay alloat in a lake of fire That is what a vote for Ross Parot will get you. And a vote for George Bush will get you “cast Into the great winepress of the wrath of God," which is more or less where we are now, if you believe what you read in the newspapers.
So that leaves Clinton, I guess.... Yoah. good old Bill. At least he plays the skin Bute, and he doesn’t mind ducking behind a hedge now and then for a bit of the suckee-suckee in the course of Ills afternoon jog.
The Bible also says, “The tortoise shall overtake the hare, then kill him and eat him.”
So who are we to argue? The fat is in the fire.... This ain’t no normal election year. A man would have to be crazy not to hit the streets with his vote in his hand on November 3, If only to cast it where ft can do the most damage—preferably to George Bush. Why not? It may be the last fun we'll have for a wliile. Death to the weird.
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CHAPTER 5
JULY: The Nightmare of Ross Perot
'HE WOMAN WAS almost dead when we brought her
X back to headquarters, but Sonny said she would live. We stood back while he rolled her over on her stomach and stepped on her back to make her start breathing again, then he lit a cigarette and tossed it on her back. She jumped and began coughing. He stepped on her back again, and she began snoring harshly.
"My god! What's wrong with her?" shouted one of the staff lawyers.
"Nothing," said Sonny. "She's ready to go on TV."
"O god no!" screamed the lawyer. "Not with the candidate*. We'll all go to prison!"
"Bullshit/’ said Sonny. "She's with Ross." Right. Welcome to Club '90. The world ain't what it used to be—and before this thing is ever, you'll wish that you weren't cither..,.The snake has swallowed the chicken, Rubba, and the only place to hide is a different name to call it.
Indeed. I just got a call from my old friend Frank Man-71
kicwicz, who says that Ross Perot has begun to grow a thin blond mustache on his upper lip—to the horror of his new top advisors, Hamilton Jordan and Ed Rollins, who feel it will queer his image. Other key staffers, including Consigliere Tom Luce and Propaganda Minister James Squires, have tried to put a good face, as it were, on the candidate's new facial hair—calling it "love moss" and "intellectual growth."
Ho, ho. "That's what Adolf said just before the Night of the Long Knives," said Mankiewicz, now a senior vice president of Hill and Knowlton, the heaviest of all political image-makers.
"You watch," said Mankiewicz. “He will cultivate the mustache very slowly, and his people will deny it's happening for as long as possible—but when the cold winds blow in November, it will Ik there. It will be a stiff, short little brush, and Jordan will call a press conference to explain that he knew 'Ross had a mustache from the very beginning.' And Rollins will call for the arrest and no-bail imprisonment of all the 'rotten, anti-American bigots who hate the sight of facial hair.'"
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ROSS PEROT SPEAKS:
Dilettante politics in the nineties...
A new kind of fun-hog shows up at the O.K. Corral...
Beware: You have been warned...
ROSS PEROT was the best thing that happened in American politics since Richard Nixon acquired a taste lor gin. In both cases, the political dialogue of the day was enriched by spontaneous gibberish that entertained the wrong people and made the right ones question their faith.
n
When Nixon appeared suddenly on TV to announce that he’d decided to abandon the war in Vietnam and surrender honorably to the Vietcong, the stock market almost crashed and caravans of frightened superpatriots began moving toward the mountains of Idaho, north Georgia and Arkansas, where others of their kind were busy building forts and burying stolen guns and teaching their children to speak Chinese.
Perot's whimsical decision to run for President of the United States had the same kind of galvanizing effect on tens of thousands of closet politics junkies in 1992. They didn't like Bush, Clinton or anyone else on the ballot that year, but when Perot tossed his hat in the ring, they rallied behind him like lemmings and swore to fight to the death for Ross, because he seemed to speak for them.
Ho, ho.
IT WAS ROSS PEROT’S bizarre candidacy that first really got me into the 1992 campaign, if Ross hadn't slithered into the race, I would never have been there either Fill Clinton had never impressed me, and George Bush was a criminal fraud worse than Nixon. It was like a choice between a Letch and a Gila Monster, a no-win situation and a fine opportunity to escape my addiction and seek a different way of life. With all the candidates being losers, bums and degenerates, it was a good year to get out of the politics business.
Which I did, for a while: I quit and felt clean about it, despite a constant barrage of temptation and phone calls from old friends who tried to lure me into the fray—usually for their own reasons, and I knew they were wrong....
So when 1 fell off the wagon, J did it quick, like any other junkie—and it was Ross Perot, not Clinton, who made me do it.
Yeah, good old Ross. At first he looked like fun—not because he might win, hut because he might prevent either Clinton or Bush from winning and throw the 1992 presidential election into the U.S. House of Representatives and certain chaos, which appealed to me very strongly at the time. It is awkward for me to admit, now, that the fun I saw with Perot was not democracy, but anarchy.
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Probably I was just looking for some action, but my mother diagnosed it as paranoid psychosis and said she was feeling it too. "They think we're stupid," she said. "Do you know that the suicide rate among smart people goes up like a rocket in presidential election years? It jumps about 40 percent, just like clockwork, every four years."
"Where did you get that?" I asked her.
' From the Statistical Abstract of the United States," she said "1 know exactly what I'm talking about."
I was stunned. It was true, and I hated it. "You crazy old bitch!" I screamed. "You talk like Ross Perot! Get out of my race!"
She laughed and changed the subject. "I hear you're going to vote foT Perot," she said.
"Not necessarily. I'm going to he a Perot delegate to the electoral college, but I won't vote for him."
THAI' WAS MY PLAN, and it made perfect sense, at the time. It was the only way to get involved in a presidential election that otherwise seemed to be a meaningless drill with no sense of possibility or passion You didn't have to be a campaign junkie to feel a sense of loss and melancholy at the prospect of a Bush/Quayle vs. Clinton/Gore supcrbowl in 1992. It looked like a rerun of 76: Another self-righteous, New Age, boll-weevil Southern Democrat against another greedy dimwit, corrupt, caretaker Republican.
Fuck that, I thought. Look what happened last time. Alas, poor Jimmy, I knew him well....
Indeed. Easy come, easy go. And some people will tell you that the GOP brain trust didn't really mind losing to Carter anyway. They were already bogged down in the disgrace of Watergate and Nixon's grim legacy and Gerald Ford was not the kind of champion who would lead them out of the wilderness and back to respectability. No. It was better to lay low for a while and regroup for 1980, when Ronald Reagan would be ready. And it worked.
There is no such thing as paranoia in a presidential campaign. Anything you fear or suspect will almost always turn out to be true, and the fix is always in, somewhere, and the enemy of 15
your enemy is not always your friend. And that, for the true campaign junkie, is precisely what make* it fun. The act never speaks for itself. Non res ipsa loquitur.
So there was nothing stupid or strange in the notion—which occurred to me early on—that whatever passed for the GOP brain trust after Lee Atwater dieJ might decide to go into the tank again, in 1992. After all, it looked like a good year to duck out of the White House and avoid being held responsible for the collapse of the national economy—and if George Bush had a problem with going down in history-as a failed, one-term president, so what? He was never in charge anyway, and his ego was expendable. It was a far, far better thing, in the long run, for George to take a fall in '92 than to have thr whole party sent to the guillo-unc in '96. You bet. Look what happened the last time a Republican president tried to fix a doomed national economy.
Remember Herbert Hoover?
fames Baker III said that, as 1 recall. Or maybe it was Robert Dole. Either way, the logic was compelling, and it tixik a lot of zip out of the warrior spirit on both sides. The last thing any campaign junkie needs to think is that the election is fixed even before the first votes are counted in New Hampshire. That really takes the fun out of it.
It was also what made Ross Perot interesting, at least to people like me. With Bush stumbling and Clinton constantly tripping over his own dick, a maverick third-party spoiler like Perot might whip up a serious ''antipolitics" frenzy and prevent anybody from getting the required 270 electoral votes. And when that happened, things would stun to unravel at high speed.
Hot damn, I thought at the time, I want to be in on this. I was, after all, a professional, and what better way to get the story of a presidential election run amok than to be a suddenly empowered voting member of the electoral college, where I would not necessarily have to cast my vote for thr candidate I was pledged to. It was clearly the opportunity of a lifetime for anybody who believes—as 1 do, for good or ill—that aggressive political action can be a very effective way of controlling your environment in a democracy. It W3s also an invitation to participate in what would surely be a gigantic political seam, a high-stakes orgy of vote-peddling, back-stabbing and treachery’ that would cancel the election results and leave the electors free to choose their own president.
It was irresistible.
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I called Democratic headquarters immediately, but their 26
electoral college slots from Colorado were already filled. I got the same story from GOP headquarters, even though I was a certified member of the Republican Presidential Task Force. Clearly, I was not the first campaign junkie to see this option and grab for it.
My last hope was a call to Perot headquarters, where I was surprised to find that not all of their EC slots were yet filled.
"Wonderful," I said. "Pencil me in. I've been on your side from the start."
They seemed pleased, and so was I tor a while, but it didn't last long. The trouble came when 1 was asked to sign an undated letter of resignation before being given the job. "That's the way Mr. Perot wants it," they said. "And that's the way it is."
Which was true. The clever little bastard had closed the only remaining loophole. At the first hint of disloyalty. Perot would fire me by accepting my “resignation." Welcome to the nineties, Bubba. I told you it was wrong.
IN THE MIDDLE of all this, 1 was persudaded to hold a traditional family-style Fourth of July party, which was some how a stunning success—despite a savage invasion by a gang of local thugs, parolees and degenerates who arrived around noon, with no warning, on a flock of noisy, rich-looking I larleys that jammed up the driveway and terrified the girls....
But not for long. I called the police and had them all arrested for trespassing and public drunkenness. A few resisted and were beaten severely. Then my naked friend, Tilly, got on my tractor and crushed their motorcycles, ramming them repeatedly at high speed with a three-ton rockcrusher attached to the front of my supercharged turbojet 16-geared John Deere 77OSST/Magnum Twin-Rhino earthmover.
Ed Bradley was reading the Declaration of Independence to a group of children on the front porch at the time, and he paid no attention to the nightmare of carnage and police brutality happening in the driveway. One of the hoodlums got crushed under his own Knucklehead and later had to have his legs amputated.
So what? 1 thought. 1 was tired of these filthy-rich thugs
II
from Planet Hollywood. They ride like old women and can't hold their liquor. They will never understand the kind of high-white, otherworldly grace that comes with whipping around a blind, downhill, half-wet corner into a wall of huge eucalyptus trees at 155 miles an hour with a Peterbilt suddenly looming out of the fog in the oncoming lane and kind of wavering out there in the long thin beam of your headlight....
Ah, but never mind that morbid, freaky kind of thinking, eh? I'm a BMW man, myself—but what the hell? I gave up riding in gangs a long time ago, and anything that you can drive with one hand at night on a two-lane road at 90 miles an hour in fourth gear is about as fast as I need, these days....
Almost any fool can crank a big bike up to 180 or so—but slowing the bastard down on a diminishing-radius curve into some greasy little freeway is a whole different gig.
Ah, memories, memories: How heavy and crazy they
seem on a lonely Friday night when the only real action straight out in front of you is the specter of having to choose whether George Rush or Rill Clinton or Ross Perot will be more or less running your life for the next 4 or 9 or 19 years, or maybe for as long as you live.
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CRUNCH TIME IN
NEW YORK
The coming of Mr. Bill, and first riffs in the seduction of the rock ’n’ roll vote...The assassination of Ross Perot...Ducking out of the convention... Further adventures of Ed Rollins...
NOBODY SANE goes to a national political convention unless they get paid for it, or get an offer they can't refuse.
I had both of these, but even then I said no.
Like William Faulkner replied when
asked why he turned down an invitation to have dinner in the White House with John Kennedy, it was
"just too far to go and I hate
crowds." Faulkner was teaching at
the University of Virginia at the
time, only a two-hour drive from
Washington—but for me it was 2,000
miles, so I figured I had a good excuse.
Besides, I had a ticket to Dallas for a meeting
with Ross Perot, who at the time seemed a lot more interesting than anybody likely to emerge from the Demo convention in New York. He still looked like a spoiler. Polls in California showed him leading both Clinton and Bush by huge margins, making him the front-runner in a state that nobody with a real-Thu 09 Jul 92
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istic chance nt the presidency can afford to lose. Perot had also bolstered his campaign staff by hiring my old friend Haimlton Jordan and veteran GOP wizard Ed Rollins as co-campaign managers. As a gambler, I saw Ross as a viable dark-horse bet, and I'd already received a few feelers about taking the second spot on the ticket with him. I was flattered, but it was clearly out of the question. My attorneys warned inc that I wouldn't last three days under the brutal glare of media exposure lifestyle questions that would be inevitable if 1 caved in to my sense of obligation to the burden of public service.
"You'll be in prison before Christmas/' said one, "even if you arc innocent."
IT WAS GOOD advice and 1 took it. Perot stunned the world by suddenly dropping out of the race, muttering darkly about strangers threatening to flood the nation with pornographic photos of his daughter if he didn't quit immediately, which he did—and nobody over even asked him what the hell he was talking about A skin magazine in New York claimed to have the alleged photos but had decided for reasons of conscience not to publish them, because they were "just too horrible," and that was never explained either. 1 had a few calls from sources who said they could get the photos for mu, if they existed, but I never got back to them. It was a road too low, as they say, and I had better things to do.
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Billy KunbalL/Uomady Central
Attn Al Krankcn
Dear Billy:
Thanx for your kind invitation to comment on the vaguely wretched convention that you people just endured—but I spent most of the week bogged down in r.egot.ations in Dallas with Ross Perot about the VP Blot; and then all of a sudden around dawn on Wednesday they cut off all the telephones, and every door in the building slammed shut with big magnets that none of our personal computer keys would fit anymore, and people were starting to panic and whimper and scream at Each other about maybe Ross was being assassinated In one of the secret elevators by either 3d Rollins or Hamilton Jordan or maybe thugs in the pay of Neil Bush.
And then all the fucking lights went cut for 30 or 40 seconds, and I folt somebody grab ino from behind and out off my wind while tho Ughts kept flickering, and all of the goddamn smoke detectors started going off, and I had a sense of dying stupidly in some kind of horrible, high-tech frenzy with people all around me screaming, Ross! Rossi 0
god please help me, Rossi
Jesus. It lasted for three or four tours or maybe even days while they were torturing Rollins until he gave up the codes that he tried to sneak out with, and when they grabbed him he was trying to transmit thorn on somo kind of socre*. wireless modem that he'd stolen out of Row s personal safe and was trying to hook up to his poor wife in Ball, where he’d sent her to hide out after she “quit" her job in the White House and tried to act like an innocent victim of Ed’s political bungling and just needed a separate vacation in Bali for a while so she wouldn’t have to think about politics or the ash heap of her personal career...
Ho, ho, ho. So long, Ed. And norry about your wife. Wo found her out thoro on the crayfish flats, not long after dawn, still clutching her personal top-secret While House computer codebook, no bigger than a package of Class B Djaruir.-Kretek ciove/Indo cigarettes.
How horrible. Who would have thought it? The Rollinses were a political couple. Honorable people.
WELL.. .SHUCKS. What can I say? Except never mind that election-night party we were talking about. We guessed wrong, once again. ...Yeah: Perot just quit. Whacko. Just like that. Zip! Gone! Finished! No more Mr. Citizen.
I hc hog is out of the tunnel. The fat that went into the fire about 88 days ago has now disappeared in a stupid little sizzle Yeah. Good ole Ross. That wretched, shiteating little swine. He is like the groundhog. He came out of his goddamn high-tech little hole and took one look around him and understood at once that there were, indeed, many shadows. And they were not his.
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No. They were huge. Anil they moved nt terrible speeds, but spoke only gibberish.
I was cranking up lor some kind ol king-hell atavistic endeavor—like we knew in the good old days, when we howled and jabbered and bounced around the room all night long like human golf balls every time the numbers came in from weird places like Pensacola and Butte and Sacramento, and the balance would swing back and forth....
That might happen this time—but it won't come anywhere near the kind ol craziness that was guaranteed to happen with a three-way race.
Forget the House of Representatives. That was pic in the sky. They were only fucking with us, Bubba, and now they are going to fuck with Citizen Ross Perot....You bet. Remember Lyndon LaRouchc? Two hundred and thirty-seven federal marshalls descended on his house one day, and he was never seen again. Seven consecutive life terms for fraud, stupidity and hubris....
Sorry. We almost had our hands on it—but they double-crossed us once again. Politicians. Shit on them. C.<x>d luck, Bubba. It's every man for himself now.
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DEATH OF ROSS PEROT
Ross Perot Assassinated in Watts;
Bushy-Haired Stranger Dies in
Bizarre Shootout with FBI Agents
By Rachjl Dukf
Hollywood (July 18) Billionaire presidential candidate Ross Perot from Texas was pronounced dead at 4:52 pm. today in a temporary morgue in the basement of a tup-secret Wackenhut police facility, after he was ambushed and killed by a crazed, bushy-
haired hit man from the Crips gang, who was
quickly cornered and killed in a fiery shootout on the porch of a burning L.A.
crackhousc, where he had tak-
cn refuge after shooting Per-
nt point-blank 13 times in
the face with a huge shot-
A
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CHAPTER 6
THE DEATH OF FUN:
Welcome to Little Rock
The Four Stooges meet the next president...Memo from the National Affairs Desk, July 22...
July 22, 1992
MEMO FROM THE NATIONAL AFFAIRS DESK *222
TO: Jann Wanner / Editorial
FROM. Dr. Thompson
SUBJECT; Welcome to the end of the American Century—Politics ’02.
bad wreck m the fast lane, hn/l news for fun-bogs ... The treachery of Ross Perot, the al easiness of George Bosh and tha end of the world as we know It . - • Welcome to
Bill’s Neighborhood:
Lay lfiitL act dumb, and prepare icz its n-ght cf the whore-frcp-B££. ...
We live La iiideous times, Jaim. rhe nineties wiL <o down in history as one of those nasty little backwaters when bad things happened to dumb people and things went wrong and nobody cared and nobody laughed and fear was the governing ethic People will not want to road about what happened to ua "back Ln the nineties." It will be too depressing. too grim, at least for Americans. And that’s us, Bubba. Yeah, you and me. the boys from the Bop-Kab&la. Yes, we’re the chosen ones, Jann History
has chosen us to speak for our times and our people. If we don’t, some body else will, and they will be vxmous like rats and hyenas, ar.d they will probably not be on our side.
Rees Perot was only the first of them—the New Age political predators—Perot is a greedy little dingbat with no tabs at all, who was a charlatan from the very beginning. H. L. Mencken would have loved him. He is a mcnument to Menoken's dictum that says. “Every third American devotes himself to improving and uplifting hig fellow citizen, usually by force." Hoss Perot fits that description in spades, but so what? He is a tiny little ferret of a man with a genius far amrketlng gimmicks and an eerie basic ivsemblaace to a man they called. Adolf Hitler ...
It made a lot of people nervous, and frankly. I was one of them It wasn’t Just Ross that was dangerous. It was the way he emerged out of nowhere and became a dark-horse favorite to win a three-way election Mid booomo the president of the United States. One day ho was Just another Dallas bllllonalitj and the next he was the American dream.
It was Henry Luce, they say, who first proclaimed in. public that this century—the 20th—was in fact the American century, and our fate was to rule the world, whether we wanted to or not We had no choice, he said It was our m^nifagt destiny, our role in. the great g^barr a q£ history. And besides, it was also God’s will.
That was good enough for most people (God was very big back then, and nobody wanted to cross Hlm>—but it was not good enough for the Japs or the Germans or the Chinks or the brutal Italian fascist.: who worked for Mussolini whoa he decided to annex Africa.
This Is the end of a century, whlah has always been known as the Decadence. And It is the end of the American century.
HUNTER S THOMSON J MTTEBTXAMSEX
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July 27, 1992
Nancy Hollander, Esq.
President NACDL
20 First Plaza
Altriquorque, NM
87102
Dear Nancy.
There are, as you know, those among us of exceeding Lttle faith, in re my premised due diligence in our Fourth Amendment Foundation wars. They are sluggards and lechers and degenerates, and they have been a terrible albatrcss around my neck for many months.... Indeed. we know these people. and tliey are doomed to know theriowlves for what they are.
Thank Ood for you, Nancy. You have twn a pillar of strength in a peat bog of weak reed*.... And now I ask your assistance, onee again, to stand with me as I Journey to Little Rock, Arkansas, for a fateful confrontation with the button-down, pageboy Yale Law forces of the New Covenant.
To wit: On Thursday, I will fly into Little Rook on the Rolling Stone Gulf stream 4—with Jana. Bill Grider and P. J. O'Rourke—for a lengthy, cross-exam-style summit oonferenoe with Governor Clinton. Senator Gore and whichever of their ranking wizards might want to talk to us about ques tlons and issues that I am Just now putting together. It will be an extensive gig—probably co or 6Q hours, but net aU at ones We will not Inhale, under any drciimstances. But that wdl not prevent us from grappling with bedrock issuer. Tits agenda iu wide open for now, and I figure that I/we might as well set at least a part of It .... We are, after all. the good guys-And if they're not, we may as wen know it now, for good or 111.
So, what I need from you quickly—in addition to the cruel and heart
lees list of questions and National AssodsUon of Criminal Defense Lawyers position papers that I got today from Keith—Is one question, in 20 words or less, that you would want to ask BUI Clinton if he promised to answer it and it was the only question he had kme for.... Heli, Nancy, it could be anything at all. Just as long as it’s qukik and he can't hide from it.
There will by no shortage of questions We are a profoundly eclectic task force. P. J. will fight to the death for Bush and Quayle. Grieder abandoned all hope when Tsongas went down. And Jann has his own agenda, which he feverishly keeps to himself....
So that leaves me. And I am. as you know, of the old school—the sacred Idward Bennett Williams ethic of massive recallaMon.
That is my wa, Nancy And I learned it from Bd, who was no stranger to drink or even craziness, on occasion He was a monster, but so what?
Td was a warrior, and I loved him for IL If he was a monster, he was our monster, and on same days he walked point for all of us.... Remember what Joe Louis said when “he appeared out of nowhere"—as Ed put it—in that dim Seattle courtroom as a final character witness for Dave Beck and -James Hoffa: “You can run but you cant hide.’
That’s how I want Bill Clinton to feel whan we dlscuas the Fourth Amendment m Little Rock tins weekend. And that’s why I beseech you as a fellow director and warrior to send me one hardball question that wiu help me to deal effectively with the Clinkm/Gore axle.
I am a smart boy, Nanny, but I am easily If*1 astray and seduced into slick gibberish. Bo, yes. I need help now, and I ask no more of you than I do of all these other lazy bastards on our board.
The fox has teen in our henhouse for many years, but now the coon is coming And where the fuck is Big 3d? Now that I finally need him?
Indeed. The fat is in the fire, Nancy. The hog is out of the tunnel. If you believe in God. you must believe that Ee has chosen me to speak for us at this point in our tortured history....
As Den Franklin said, “We must all harg together. or surely we will all hang separately."
Call me at any hour. For the first time in many moons. I will be registered at the Capital Hotel in Little Rock under my own name 1 am innocent, Nancy, and so are you And so we pray is Bill Clinton —H8T
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FORGET THE SHRMP HONEY
MEMO FROM THE NATIONAL AFFAIRS DESK. No. BB00086
<as in—Big Bill took three strikes and was 88’d-..) DATE: August 4, 1992
FROM: Dr. H. S. “No-Brainer" Thompson
SUBJECT: Mr. Bill's Neighborhood and who will live there...
HEADLINE-The Pour Stooges meet Mr. Bill: Fear and loathing in Little Rock, tall gibberish at Doe's Cafe. What language do they Bpeak at the Bank of Bangladesh?... And where were you when the fun stopped?...
Well, Bubba—you’ll want to mix yourself a real stiff drink before you sit down to read this one, because it ain't gonna mako you feel oomfortable. No, I suspect it win make you feel Queasy—Just like it does me.
But so what? We are In the politics business, eh? And it is never calm or oomfortable. No sooner do you run the fox out of the henhouse than the goddamn ooon oomea tn, and that’s what's happening now.... Sorry, Bubba, but I know you want me to tell you the truth.
T havo just returned from a top aocrot Issues conference in Lit tie Reck with our high-riding candidate. Bill Clinton—who is also the five-term governor of Arkansas and the only living depositor In the Bank of Bangladesh who wears a Rolling Stone T-shirt when he jogs past the hedges at sundown.
(Ah yes, the hedges. How little 18 known of them, eh? And I suspect, in fact, that the truth will never be known___I wanted to
check them out, but it didn't work. My rented Chrysler convertible turned Into a kind of Trqjan horse in reverse—and frankly, I was deeply afraid to stay for even one night in Little Rack by myself for fear of being tracked and seized and perhaps even Jailed and humiliated, on instructions from nameless factotums at Clinton for President headquarters ) It was ugly. We were under intense surveillance the whole time, despite our rinnpnrato efforts to act like just another gang of good ole boys for Clinton.
It was shameful. Clinton already had Jann Wenner's endorsement and the oover of Rolling 3Lc.ua. so anything bo said to us—ma and F. J.
O'Rourke and Dollar Rill Grolde? wae pretty much a matter of filigree.
We were dupes.
We knew It would be eerie, but we did it anyway And if it proved nothing at all, at least we weren’t busted. Which is a very real danger these days—especially in Mr. Bill's Neighborhood, where the streets will be run or poiioe.
There was no shortage of police tc greet us when we arrived al tne stately Capital Hotel in what appeared to be downtown Little Rock As we pulled. up to the entrance al about six in the evening, I looked out through the emoko-sllver windows of tho limo and saw to my horror that the whole sidewalk and even the lobby were alive with burly, angry-looking Secret Service agents with wires in their ears and an ominous curiosity about us.
“Ye fucking godsl’ I said to Greider. “Look at those brutesl Are they waiting for us*?’’ They were an ugly-looking lot, clearly the dregs of the SS
presidential detail, and they eyed us with an unnatural hostility....
I am no stranger to the Secret Service. We have worked together for many years, with many candidates and often in very close quarters. And sometimes under very bizarre Circumstance3. But wa long ago made a separate peace. They know me now, and we get along flue.
But something was wrong.
“•This is your fault, goddamnit!" said PJ. “I’m going to end up ir.
some goddamn Arkansas prison just for being seen with you. We’re doomed. I knew I shouldn't have oome ca this stupid, evil trip.”
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•Nonsense," I said. “The governor must be Inside waiting to greet us."
"Forget It." said the limo driver. ‘Marilyn Quayle is in town.
These people are all big-time Republicans. They don't even know who you are."
“Wonderful," I said. “Probably we should make contact with Marilyn Quayle immediately. I want to get her side of the story.”
uBul2shltl" said Greider. "Get mo a wheelchair or 1*11 turn you in for uttering threats on her life."
"You swine." I said. TH put you cut in the street and make you hitchhike down to the emergency room at St. Vincent’s. ”
we had flown down to Little Rook in high style, lounging around on a jet plane the size of a Greyhound bus with only six seats, two telephones and gold-plated, fixtures in a bathroom larger than some of the editorial offices at Rolling Stone We were the strike force, the Gang of Four, the eminent Rolling Stone blue-ribbon presidential forum—zooming into Little Rock at 600 miles an hour to confront the Democratic presidential candidate.
Bill Clinton, and see who he really was.
Well... that didn’t happen, for reasons that we will get to later It was T. S. Eliot, I think, who wrote (in "The Hollow Men”)
.. Between the idea/And the reality... /Falls the Shadow." I was the shadow.
Bill Clinton was not comfortable being in the same room with me—presumably for image reasons—but he handled it pretty well.
He is, after all. a career politician only 90 days away from the presidency—provided that he makes no mistakes between now and Election Day—and being Involved m some kind of fracas tn the back room of a downtown bar and grill with an ‘alleged" world-class dope fiend, drunkard and gun freak wouM definitely be a mistake.
Ah, but we are getting ahead of our story here.
Let’s go back about 22 hours to our commando-like drop Into the Little Rock airport—where a huge blue and white sign, bigger thar. two Greyhound buses, said: I.tttlf Rock Is 3”sh CouirnY.
“ Jesus Christ," I muttered to P-J ‘What are we doing here?"
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"Speak for yourself," be said. "I feel nXLl at borne."
•Of course,'’ I said. “You Nazi swine *
He grinned and ate another Peroodo, to calm the pain in his gums.
•Do you have any more of those?" I asked him “My broken back is killing me."
“No," he said. “I gave them all to Greider. I couldn’t stand his pitiful screams any longer "
We were all injured. The plane was like a Civil War hospital,
□reider, our Smlnenoe grise, had ripped all the tendons out of his knee in a freak aocident only two hours earlier on the tarmac at the Teterboro, New Jersey, airport and was in extreme pain.
“Don’t worry, Bubba,’ I said to him. ‘I'm a doctor. Here, eat these pills." I gave him 16 Advlls, which he resisted but finally swallowed.
“T can’t stand pain," I said. "Kot even to be around it."
“Thank God you’re here. Doc,' be said ‘We’re all in this thing together."
That elegant dictum, a testament to brotherhood under stress, would be severely tested In the next 23 hours.... It was one nightmare after another, as we were plunged into Mr. Bid’s Neighborhood, for good or 111.
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THINNING OUT THE
GENE POOL
Thomas Jefferson moves West, along with his
braindamaged brother...Little Rock is
Bush Country, ho, ho...
7TLCOME TO Arkansas. It is not much different from V V Brazil, when you get right down to it: just another gang of wild boys wanting to gouge a living out of the land. It is one of those free-fall kind of states—like Kentucky and Tennessee and Missouri—that was originally populated by drifters, fugitives, outlaws, gamblers and malcontents who mainly lived in the hills or worked the rivers, because it was hard to feel free in the flatlands where "civilization" flourished....
The Wild West wasn't always just beyond the Mississippi or the Rockies or the desperate, crazy cannibalism of Donner Pass. ...It took three generations of high-rolling Americans to discover that St. Louis wasn't necessarily the western edge of the nation. We bought the whole Louisiana Purchase—16
states—from Trance for something like three cents an acre, and feiferson was condemned as a spendthrift maniac for wasting that kind of money.
It was not long, however, before a tidal wave of dehumanized white trash swarmed into these territories and set up a whole hellbroth of "shops" that sold everything from snake oil and whiskey and Winchesters to white slaves and gambling and Jesus and bogus gold mines "just over the next range" of mountains....
A thriving trade grew up around the selling of "previously unavailable" scats on the next wooden-wheeled stagecoach to Denver, where the streets were paved with gold. And it was only a few days into the sunset, not far at all. ..
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WELL... IT'S a long story, and we don't have time for it now.
No. Our job now is to have a quick look at a long political tradition for Kentucky, Tennessee and Arkansas. Some of the best people—and a lot of the worst—have emerged from these hills and rich bottomlands as senators, governors, statesmen and famous political leaders. The line runs from Henry Clay and Andrew Jackson to the legendary William Fulbright of Arkansas and Albert Gore, Sr., of Tennessee.
They were the real thing. They gave politics a good name, win or lose. People who got up on Election I>ay to vote for Fulbright or Al, Sr., still talk about it with a sense of pride and even privilege to have voted for men who spoke to the better side of their natures and stood for what was right.
That is a very rare feeling these days, and the bedrock boosters of George Bush and Dan Quayle will
never know it—which is sad
because it is a very elegant feeling to wake up
in the morning and go
down to your neighborhood polling place and
come away feeling proud
of the way you voted.
Take my word for it.
I have been there, and it's
fun.... Even now, more
than 30 years later, I still
judge people on the basis of whether they voted for lack Kennedy in 1960, or for Richard Nixon... Those bastards arc scarred forever, and I'm not. Al least not for that. Hell, it was an honor to Ik* able to vote against Richard Nixon—and it will be an honor on November 3 to vote against George Bush and everything he stands for.
BILL CLINTON is very enthusiastic about the Grameen Bank of Bangladesh and everything it stands for... .Which is probably a good thing—at least Dollar Bill says it's good, and I have always trusted Gieider’s instincts, which arc wise and shrewd and decent.... But Bill Clinton is also very enthusiastic about law enforcement and more police and re-hab prisons and the right of the U.S. military or paramilitary SWAT teams to pursue, destroy or kidnap alleged criminals in foreign countries, anywhere in the world.
Which bothers me-maybe tn the same way that Clinton's bemg a Democrat bothers P.J. He is a Republican and Pm a crim*
inal—if only because I have smoked, handled and frequently even enjoyed marijuana from time to time, and I see no reason to be rehabilitated or cured of that taste, just because a gang of faddish yahoos say marijuana is evil....
I know better, and so does Bill Clinton—along with Al and Tipper and steely-eyed little Hillary—but I am not running for president this year, and if I were I might tell Larry King that I
"didn't inhale" the stuff either.
But I would say it with a smile, and would expect my fnends to understand and smile with me. Why not? The yahoos are out there, and they are after us.
Ah, but the rub. Cazart! Yes. I see it all very clearly now. I was blind as a bat, but no longer.... So kt me share it with you, Bubba: the fruits of my hard-earned wisdom. Stand back! Here is the terrible nut of it: Bill Clinton has no sense of humor.
And he eats a lot of French fries and laughs at the wrong times and often manifests clinical symptoms of schizophrenia.
But he knows a good deal when he sees one, and on that murky Friday morning in Little Rock, we were the good deal he was looking at—the Four Stooges, direct from New York, flown in to legitimize the deal. It is eerie to think now that George Bush might have a better sense of humor than Bill Clinton.
But don't get me wrung, Bubba. We had fun, despite our various crippling injuries and my own humiliation when Clinton denounced every thought I uttered and every question 1 asked, as if I were criminally insane. ...Which is rude, if nothing else, and I tend to take rudeness personally.
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The encounter took place in <lie back room of an artificially degraded replica of a standard-brand Southern diner called
"Doe's Eat Place" (which 1 will hereafter and previously refer to as Doe's Cafe because I like "Cafe" and I can't stand the cuteness of the other....So hear with me, Bubba: This is a very painful story for me to tell).
The encounter was what we had come for, the mono a memo gig with the man we all agreed would probably be the next president of the United States—unless he fucks up between now and November 3. Which is possible. Remember Willie Horton. Remember Cary Hart.... Indeed. There arc many rooms in the mansion, and there will always be wreckage in the fast lane. This is the nineties, Bubba, and there is no such thing as paranoia. It's all true.
Separated at birth? Dr Thompson (left) and Professor Carviile
So it is probably not fair to dismiss Rill Clinton as a cowardly, craven fool for feeling a touch apprehensive when his hare brained scheduler set him up for an unprecedented and utterly unpredictable lunch forum of some kind with "The Editors of Rolling Stone,” who were famous for savaging politicians.... It was a high-risk venture, lor sure, and I had to like him for doing it.
IT IS hard to know exactly what the cover of Rolling Stone is worth to a front-running presidential candidate—hut there is no question at all about the shit-rain of ugliness that could happen if the luncheon got out of hand. These drunken, braindamaged brutes might do almost anything.
Which is a nice kind of reputation to have, in some towns—
but not in Little Rock, when you’re meeting in public with the next president in full view of the national press and 14 Secret Service watchdogs Nobody needs a headline like: Clinton Injured In Wild Brawl With Dope Fiends: Candidate Denies Drunkenness, Cancels bus Trip, flees.
Worse things have happened, Bubba, and they usually come with no warning and for no good reason at all. A mad dog might come out of nowhere and sink its fangs into the flesh above your knee, then bite you repeatedly in rhe stomach. Certain death.
Foaming at the mouth. Horrible. Horrible.
I was seized with this vision about three minutes after we sat down for a lunch of tamales, tuna fish and French fries with the next president, who was not real eager to be there. He behaved in a queer, distracted manner, and crushed my knuckles together when we shook hands I shouted with pain, and Jann quickly intervened, saying, "Calm down, Governor. We're on your side."
I nodded meekly and sat down in a tin chair at what was either the head or the foot of the table—thinking that the candidate would naturally sit at the other end, far out of reach of me.
But no. The creepy bastard quickly sat down right next to me, about two feet away, and fixed me with a sleepy-looking stare that made me feel uneasy. His eyes narrowed to slits, and HUNTERS. 1H0MP50N i BETTER TMN JU
at first 1 thought he was dozing off.... But he appeared to be very alert, very tense, as if he were ready to pounce.
Ye gods, I thought. What’s happening here-This is not what I had in mind. The interview had turned weird, and so had the governor....Nobody else seemed to notice that I was paralyzed with fear.
But I was not totally brain-dead, and just as I felt myself on the brink of passing out, 1 remembered that I had a gift for Governor Clinton, who continued to stare at me darkly.
I reached quickly into my rumpled shirt pocket and pulled out a brand-new Vandoren tenor saxophone reed, which had been entrusted to me by the famous photographer "Fulton of Aspen," who also plays the tenor sax and had caught Clinton's act on the Arsenic Hall Show. "He sounds a little screechy," Fulton had told me. "He needs a pure Vandoren reed for that Selmer Mark VI he plays. Anything else sounds cheap in a Mark VI.”
I got the governor's attention by gently waving the elegant little piece of bamboo back and forth in front of his eyes until he came vaguely alive and smiled at me....Hot damn, 1 thought.
That was close. 1 le seemed almost friendly now. I explained that the reed was a gift from a fellow musician who wished him well, then I pressed it into his outstretched palm.
The SS boys reacted like Dobermans when I made uninvited physical contact with the candidate and then gave him a small, unidentifiable object to put in his mouth. But I waved them off with a friendly smile. "Relax, boys,” ! said. "It's only a harmless reed—a tribute to the governor's art."
What happened next was so strange that I would have shrugged it off as one of those random, paranoid hallucinations that occur now and then, even to sane people—except that 1
have the whole Jong moment on Sony Hi8 Metal-E60 videotape, and there were also five or six witnesses who later recalled the incident with stark clarity and a creepy sense of dismay that none of them wanted to talk about or even acknowledge at the time. But it was true.
Clinton lifted the small Carlyle Hotel envelope toward his face and stared baleful ly at the reed for what seemed like a very long time, like a chimp peering into his mirror....There was a 101
sense of puzzlement on his face as he silently pondered the thing.
It was an awkward moment, Bubba. Very awkward. Nobody knew how to handle it. He seemed unhappy, almost angry—as he fondled the reed distractedly and rolled it around in his fingers. saying nothing... .Then he rolled his eyes back in his head and uttered a wild quavering cry that made my blood run cold.
The others tried to pretend that it wasn’t happening. We were, alter ail, in the South- -and in some tangled way we were also the governor's guesls. Or maybe he was ours. Who knows?
Hill people arc strange about manners. But there was no doubt that somebody was drifting over the line into unacceptable rudeness, and I didn't think it was me.
Then the governor dropped the reed on the table like it was just another half-eaten potato scrap, brushing it blankly aside and smiling warmly at all of us—as if he had just emerged from a pod and was happy to be among friends. "No more music," he said firmly. "Let's have some food, I'm hungry." Then he grasped the wicker basket of French fries with both hands and buried his face in it, making soft snorting sounds as he rooted around in the basket, trying vainly to finish it oh.
I was afraid, but Jann was quick to recover. "Easy, Governor, easy," he said in a very suave voice. "Let me help you with that. Bill. Hell, we're all hungry." He smiled and reached out for the half-empty basket of Trench fries, as if to share the burden— but Clinton snatched it away, clutching it to his chest and saying nothing....
Well, I thought. It can't get any weirder than this without all of us going to jail—so why not relax and act normal? Or at least try. These tilings happen. Buy the ticket, take the ride. Welcome to Mr. Bill's Neighborhood.
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I CAME AWAY from Little Rock with mixed feelings. Bill Clinton and I did not hit it off real well, but so what? I got into politics a long time ago and 1 still believe, on some days, that it can be an honorable trade... That is not an easy belief to hang on to after wallowing fur 30 years in the belly of a beast that has beaten and broken more good men and women than crack and junk bonds combined. Politics is a mean business, and when September rolls around in a presidential campaign, it gets mean on a level that is beyond most people's comprehension. The White House is the most powerful office in the world, and a lot of people will tell you that nothing isover the line when it finally comes down to winning or losing the presidency of the United States. Nobody is safe and nothing is sacred when the stakes finally get that high. It is the ultimate fast lane, and the people still on their feet in September are usually the meanest of the mean. The last train out of any station will not be full of nice guys.
Look at George Bush. He is a monster and a fraud and a failure, and he has worked overtime to give politics a bad name. He is a mean-spirited wimp and a career bureaucrat who has arguably committed more high crimes and misdemeanors in and around the Oval Office than Richard Nixon would have been impeached for if he hadn't resigned ...Nixon was genetically dishonest and so is Bush. They both represent what Bobby Kennedy called "the dark underbelly of the American dream."
And Bill Clinton docs not. Clinton is a decent man and a credit to his race. Ho, ho. That’s a joke, Bubba. George Bush wouldn't laugh at it and neither did Mr. Bill when 1 shook his hand and said it to him with a nice smile. He gave me another one of those weird slecpy-cycd stares and wished me good luck for the rest of my life.
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LET'S FACE it, Bubba. The main reason I'll vote for Bill Clinton is George Bush, and it has been that way front the start.... There is no way around it |for me) and no reason to apologize for it. George Bush is a dangerously failed president and a half-bright top-lev nerd who has spent the last four years avoiding grocery stores and gas stations while he tried to keep tabs on the disastrous fallout from the orgy of greed and short-selling that was the "Reagan Revolution."
He has dutifully presided over what
he and his people have believed all along
is the end of the American century—the
inevitable collapse of an impossible democracy brought low by niggers, unions and dupe fiends. He has no more real faith in the future of America than he docs in the future of Iraq, and in his heart he is not especially eager to do another four years in the Big House and go down in history as another Herbert Hoover.... It is not out of line in the White House, these days, to suggest in whatever passes for privacy (hat George might be better off losing a professionally tainted election and let the economy collapse on Bill Clinton instead of the GOP.
Many career Democrats feel the same way. It was not some queer shift of the jet stream that caused Bill Bradley, Sam Nunn, Dick Gephardt and Mario Cuomo to lay low in '92.... No. It was an educated fear of the coming shit-ram and a "gut instinct"
of their own highly paid advisors, who said it might be "a lot smarter" to wait and make their move in 1996. Which may be true. Calvin Coolidge had the same instinct in the summer of r2B, when he ducked out and ran like a rat.
Which reminds me, Clinton's appeal is obviously relative.
Leaving Little Rock was a narrow escape.. .so be warned: Your ACLU card won't get you anything but a beating at Clinton headquarters. Albert Speer would have recognized these people in his dreams.
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Q—Wwt happened to Hitler's dream of breeding a race of super Aryan youth?
A—Come on down to Little Rock. Bubba. See you at Doe’s Cafe—
fuse around the corner from Clinton headquarters.
And I guess it was Jann who said that “Clinton is like a cross between Dan Quayle and Calvin Coolidge."
Well... shucks, Bubba. Maybe it was me who said that.
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To; Jann
Okay. I am now going back to the drawing board to come up with a better and more valid i-eason to vote for Clinton in November—which I plan to do, but my rf-aaons are no more concrete uxlay than they were on the flight down to Little Rock. I like him a little better, but there was nothing in what he said for the record to excite anybody except cops, money mongers and elitist policy wonks. The rest is all a matter of blind faith and reading betwoon the linos.
Taken at faoo value, Clinton's stated agenda Is a benign, neohu-mano mix of Paul Tsongas, Rcbb Parce and the gh Mt cf Jimmy Carter—
along with touches of John Kennedy, Franklin Roosevelt-, and Ronald Reagan in a generous mood. Theie is no reason, on the evidence, to believe that a Clinton administration wfl] be anything but a grim, four year struggle with bad debts, bankruptcies and crisis soonomics. And nothing he told, us in Little Rook was either personally or politically reassuring to me vis-a-vis peace, prosperity and personal freedom from harassment, In our own private lives, by a new wave of tax-funded money-quacks, social workers and a bizarre task force of zealous, amateur oops with personal axeB to grind.
Well, 1 thought. Win bo mo, loco some. Ucytc Hillary will got a whoop out of it—and I knew James Carvllle would, for sure.
No assessment of Clinton or the pros and cons of a guaranteed volatile Clinton presidency would be accurate if It didn’t include the Carvillo factor.... James Is a wild boy, they say—a mean joke on wheels who grows new teeth Just as fast as he breaks them off In the flesh of the enemy. He Is a professional warrior, maybe the fastest and meanest hired gun in the politics business this year, and James is a barrel of laughs.
OUR VOTE ON the flight down to Little Rock was three-to-one for Clinton, and it was still three-to-one on the flight back to New York. Nobody had changed their mind about how to vote in November, despite a few radical shifts of attitude.
Jann had been very jittery on Thursday, and Dollar Bill was gloomy. Jann feared the unknown, and Greider was afraid we might be walking into an ambush,
that Clinton was such a pure politician that he
might use us for some kind of treacherous publicity stunt—like denouncing us in public and bolding us up for ridicule by the national press, as
"a perfect example of the kind of Judas goats that I don't want to endorse me in this elec*
tjon."
"Don’t kid yourself," he warned me. "This guy is a pure politician. He has no conscience at all. He would tiash us in pub-HllffllS. TBOHhON / BEnHTMMia
lie and denounce us as traitors if he thought it would boost him five points in the polls."
"They all would," I said. "They would burn us at the stake on network TV if they thought it would put them in the White House."
8/10/92
To: Jaan
Okay. We still have a problem with my inability to explain why I feel
very strongly about voting for BID Canton on November 3—except that four more yaars of the Reagan-Rusb. band will mean the death of hope and the loss of any sense of possibility in politics for a whole generation that desperately needs that fix and will wither on the vine without it.
That Is reason enough to vote for Clinton. It helps that I like him as a person and trust him enough as a crality politician to believe that I can occasionally turn my back on him when he moves into the White House—which he will. I think, and I will help him In everyway I can, short of guaranteeing tn print that President Clinton/Gone will solve all our problems and give 40 acres and a mule to everybody whe votes for him.
Nobody is going to do that.
3o what the ruck? Let’s kick those rat-bastards out of the temple and put one of our own people in charge. We have nothing to lose except fun and the joy of watching a serious brawler go to war with the greedheads. Why not? Rumble.
HOT
e/i7
To; Myself
It 13 4:27 a.m. on a gloomy Monday morning and I’m about to have a look at the news on TV.... Tupelo is the hot dateline this morning. Hot damn! It's Elvis Day. He was born in Tupelo.
And Madonna was born In Southfield, Michigan. That is another hot spot today. Or maybe Lt was yesterday. Shit, the news gets faster and faster. CNN is beginning to look like a retooled version of The History of the United States from Start Ifl EtOlfih in 109 fleoonda.... It was a huge hit 20 years ago, ospo maliy when the heavily censored TV version was edited down to 90 seconds. The Civil War and the history of aviation needed only five saoonda each.
Ye gods. Now it. is Saddam Huss am, Bill Clinton and George Bush, all getting ready for war. Clinton is wistfully fondling a laughing little black girl, pressing her head against his thigh while ho spoke to reporters about the firestorm of choap, rot ten. brainless, low-rent bes that he knows will erupt this week out of Houston, when Bush and hfe low rent beaters will kick off thoir long awaited avalanche of ugllnetm against everything he stands for or was ever even tempted to do.
George Bush suoking wind in public cnee again—bitterly denying a story in Saturday's Nerr York limes that said U.S.
fighter-bombers would launch a major air strike against Iraq on Monday morning, in order to boost th® president's sagging position in the popularity polls by going back to war and whipping the voters into patriotic frenzy.... It was true, but he was forced to deny It repeatedly on national TV for something like 29
straight hours.
I
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To: Jinn
by Lie time you Met this memo. half Of Baghdad wit be ashes. The first strike was oilginally sat for noon on Monday <dot-zero ‘Washington), to make the network evening news deadlines and the front page of &U morning papers.... it was a stroke of genius. a surefire guaranteed master plan for putting Weird George bank in the White House....
The strike is back on. For tomorrow. Noon EDT. Take my were for it: George Bush is half man and half ape. Or was that Mr. Bill?
Shit. You never know, these days They’re all gash-hounds in New Hampshire, but California Is a different story, eh?
You bet! It’s a hard goddamn dollar, for sure, and I pray with all my strength that I will never go through it again. Jecus I New Hampshire Is like Peter Pan and Wendy on the road. And California -only four months later—is like Caligula and the Five Dwarfs.... It is out of hand, by then, no matter which sice you’re on. Win or lose, the die is almost oast by the tune you hit Caafomia-The glue has hardened and you are fixed in it—and the only thing left is election night.
Ye fucking gods! Election night. It is the final, hideous orgasm for any political campaign.... Nobody knows why, except me—
No. That’s a lie. There are others. But not many. And most of them are gone now, for good or 01. ather dead or gone or murdered like Bobby Kennedy, who understood the wild energise of a big time, fast-lane, kill-or-be-killed modern American political campaign better than anybody ano. mlgnt still be president today if Roosevelt Grier had been man enough to stand tall and take that dinky little .22 cal III
iber in his own chest instead of ducking aside and letting it hit Bobby in the brain.
That is one way to understand politics: Not wisely but too well, in a kind of retrospective sense—and Bobby Kennedy is still the only presidential candidate in American history to be gunned down and publicly murdered on election night, in the throes of his highest moment.
Hunter
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You must be out of your fucking mind to believe that your Bush/Quaylo albatross gained 17 points m the polls (in three days) because they soai-ed like eagles out of the Houston convention. I am shocked by thi6
horrible news-managed swill that I’m seeing on CNN right now (6:17 a.m.
8/22/92)—that Gaorgo Bush is so much faster than Carl I^ewls that he is suddenly (today) only two points beldixl Clinton, accoiding to some alleged
“popularity poll" by CBS and the New York Tlmcj.
Where did you get those numbers. Ed'’ From Mary Matalln?
And what the fuck is a ‘popularity poll.’ anyway? And why Is Charles Bierbauer reporting from the White House that Bush was whipped into a frenzy of shrewd optimism when he got the news that he was “only 10 to 12 points behind in the polls’???
Whoops. Here is Headline Ne_WS again, saying “It looks like a dead heat."
desusi i’ll tell you what it looks like to me. Ed; It looks like a classic case of whlskoy journalism—like some rum dumb geek on the midnight news desk ran amok when lie gut what lie will swear forever was a “dead-serious top security telephone can from the White House switchboard; yeah.
It vrnB a woman’s voice, kind
sultry.” Right. And the sultry
voice asked him if he could
‘stand by for Mr. Baker?"
You bet. ma'am. Me and
dames go way back. Hell.
i ‘tty |
I’m from Texas. I’m a newshound.
**31, fella. This is James Bako? in the Wliitc House. You got a minute?"
"You bet, Senator. I’m all ears. How can I help you tonight? Can we put you on live?"
"Never In hell, son. You put me on live and you 11 be dead as a doornail real quick. Just shut up and write these numbers down. ”
"Yes, sir Of oourec. Yes. Please forgive me, str. I was only kid ding about putting you on ‘live.’ Heli no. We would never do that."
"JIg either, son, I would never threaten to have a man butahoi'od in hie own bathtub for rovoallng the source of confidential top aeoret White House information. I oould that, but it would be wrong—wouldn’t it?”
"Absolutely. sir! Totally wrong.. .But you don’t have to worry about me, sir. This call never happened. We never spoke. Just like Deep Throat.”
"Exactly, son. Exactly. I knew I oould trust you; We had you checked out. (Pause.] But you seUJ need these numbers, right? Yes.
You alii—unless you want to spend the next 10 years of your life in a federal prison for perjury. (Shrieks of dopey laughter la background; “Bakar’s" voice fades in and out, then barks angrily.) Shut upl Get a pencil. Here It is. You got yourself a sooop. Stop whining and listen.... Bush is 46 percent and rising Clinton Is 4fi percent and sinking like a stone. I Just got the secret advance figures, son, and I’m truly amazed. The president has boon gaining about one point every hour. By morning he will be ahead It’s amazing I've scheduled a press conference at sundpwr., when the president win call for Bill Clinton to drop out of the race.”
'What? Drop out?"
'You heard mo, fella. And you better write It Just like I said it.
Bom ember We know where you live We monitor your bank aooount and we have keys to every lock Ln your house. (Wild hoots of laughter in background as “Baker" signs off.) 3o long for now. son. Just IIS
itjmemcer what. I told you: dead heal, amazing Bush turnaround stuns Clinton as millions rally to chaor commander In chief -Demos panic as load shrinks, Clinton helpless, General E&ker seizes reins as U.S. Jots strike Baghdad—Bush triumphant in Gulfport, asks Army for support as Barbara mocks Hillary. Okay, got it, boy?"
•Yes, sir: 48 up, 48 down, Cllntor. doomed Bush rallies, dead heat. Only two points, no hope, fat lady sings, Arkys demoralized, General Baker says. ‘We will march on a road of bones.”’
-Good work, fella—except for that stuff about bones. 1 didn’t say that, son. George Bush said It. But you can’t quote ium, reinem-bar? Or mo either, goddamnit. That was our deal."
“You bet, sir. The fat lady said it. Trust me. I’m smart."
“Of course you are, sen. Otherwise you might be dead Or qMJ*J»aM up someplace, like Hoffa."
“I didn’t hear that. sir. Il sounded like a radio up the street."
“What you heard, sod, was tile fat lady. She was singing."
“Yes, sir. But not for me. Please!"
"No, Bubba. Not yet. Not as long ae you’re an asset."
Wall. .shucks, Ed. But never mind. I oan’t oontlnue.
3aing There has appeared on my gigantic TV screen—sc I guess It’s all over for you and me and my questions about possible White House Intimidation (or worse: at CNN and the dread specter of a poll-rigging scandal.
No, Ed—that would be wrong. I wili not abandon you now, Just because of some sot on the night desk, and I always feel better just to be In the same room with Chaunoey Gaoxiiner. He’s funny and you're not—at least not today, while you’re still peddling this crooked whore faced gibberish about Bush closing the gap to two points without even breaking a sweat Loose lips sink ships, Ed. And if Busk gets another four years, even you might be put in prison.... Think about It. T7e can make a NUNTEIIS. THOMSON f BtlTIR TN» SIX
deal: If you're right, I will shave my head as a feature on your Oriental news hour—and if you're wrong, you will shave your head on Crossfire.... On Monday. Yes. We are too short on time to start whooping it up by spreading kinky rumors about popularity polls. I have a dale in Little Rook on the night of November 3, Ed, and I don’t want it to turn weird on me—and especially not because of something you did.
It would be awkward, Ed, and we don't need It. Why should wo turn into savage lyrenas?
Why Indeed? All you
have to do is come to gripe
Immediately with that
sold-out screwhead botch that was running every goddamn 30 minutes on Headline until I switched over to Being into*
I hope to God it won’t be there when I switch back to your
"news," Ed. I probably couldn't stand it.... [Just got back from Little Rook, in fact, where I had a bizarre confrontation with Mr. Bill on his own turf. He said I should be in prison, and then he laughed Like a loon and offered me a bunch of Trench fries that he’d crushed and squeezed in Lils hands. It was horrible.
What the hell? ... Progress marches on, eh? My grandmother was the first president of GE and my grandfather was Korean.... So now Is the time to act. Ed. Do it now Do it for ub. Sober up and gel a grip on your news organization. They need leadership—not brainless Jabbering Ln the darkness, like you hear on some nights Ln Little Rook.
But so what? 8tand tall. Ed. The time has come. Take my word for Lt. I understand these things.
Good luck,
Doc
HUNTEkS IHOMHOM f MnEUIUNtfl
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Dear Doc:
Your satellite dlBhes got skewed by some case of empties tossed from a passing school bus out there That was the White House Channel (between the Lost Luggage Channel and the Restroom Channel) that you were watching, and those were not polling numbers, that's D C.
code for numbers of hapless print reporters slaughtered like Bosnians by the powers who really run things, and no one really cares very much because they don't work tn television and thus have the worth of a Ijebanese pound note As to the phone call you copied—accurately, I am pleased to note—it is vital to know that it was from Jim Baker, but not the Jim Baker lately of the State Department. It was from the Jim Baker lately of Tammy Fay fame and the alert deskie simply played along with the poor loon as he worked out his fantasy, not unlike editors of an aging magazine that once clalmod to play tho internal organs of the teenle readers, much ae the ghost of Marilyn the M
spooks the elders of this country. BID Clinton Is dating her ghost by the way. a story we are working on. with pictures of him alone (since ghosts don’t photograph) that prove crur thesis, one paid for and approved by the White House and which will guarantee me appointment to the Court of St James, a small motel on the out skirts of Atlanta, and 1 win go anywhere skirts are to...
And, just so you will understand for historical purposes, there was no convention in Houston. What you saw was a videotape produced by the OOP and given to all networks for playback during last week It saves us jilllons of do Jars ar.d permits us to attend our
Bathist training campa at we prepare for Saddam's takeover. You haven't heard him compared to Hitler Lately, have you? And now you know why. And It made my former staffer Pat Buchanan uneasy, sir.ce he is soil digging around in BtKburg at their old cemetery, where he fojx»d the poor old (Upper to go one cold winter day a few years ago, causing his hair to turn bright red overnight. I was standing In our anchor booth one night in Houston with Novak and Bununu, and Novak was Irritated over the cross dressing of Journalists as government employees and said, *In all my 35 years in Washington, I have r.ever boon offered a Job In government or pc’.itlcn," and Sununu reflected briefly and said, “Well, Novak, there is a rearor. for that, of course. Work in government or politics requires at least a bare minimum of qualifications.* Novak was not amused, but I was (I amuse easily, as you can tell). It seemed odd that Jerry Brown did not turn up. given the number of TV cameras in Houston. Like a moth to a burning hospital 16 old Jerry. Your frtar.d Jesse is still angry, by the way. Don't lcxrk for him much down among the flowering Bubbas who are tortured with thoir Yale/Oxford/9t. Albans accents and wives who could take Maggie Thatcher at questton time in Commons at the drop of a grit. Yep, Doc, there is a Mnspiraoy. but it js so cleverly hidden you haven’t found It, because you have not looked in the right place: a safe house near Little Rock is all I can tell you now. Watch CNN. We are the world's most important something BT
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NEW POLICY MEMO FROM THB NATIONAL AFFAIRS DESK
*00 9 XXXI
To: All Rolling Stone Staff Se Security Personnel From: RAOUL DUKE, Sports
Date: August 24, 1992
Subject: EMERGENCY PROCEDURES in re PATRICK BUCHANAN
and your PERSONAL DANGER . Beware Of AflaoKfi or W
Area.. .Journalism is a Brutal
Business
AU repeat All RS. staff, editors A-employees are warned as of today (8/24/92) that neither George Bush nor Patrick Buchanan shall be allowed to enter any Rolling Stone office for any reason until further notice.
Nor shall any person in the pay of any FEDERAL POLICE
AGENCY be admitted to any R.8. office-area for any reason at any time of any day or night without a VAUD Search or Arrest WARRANT.
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(from Bi If Gr eider)
TO: DB
You treacherous jabbering pimp! 1 have people in Washington who will Jerk you up by the back of your pants and shoot you full of angel dust and slam you onto the Bush campaign bus with your nails painted pink and your mouth blazing fiery red lipstick and your fly open and the tips sliced off of your thumbs.
Yeah. “Here cornea that babbling asshole
from Rolling Stone again. What a horrible messl He can’t even talk. Did you see what those freaks wrote about the president? It's horrible. 1 can’t stand the sight of Rolling Stone.... HU name U
Greider. Get him off the bus. Have him locked up.
Scum like thia gives honest Journalism a black eye.”
Soon come. Bubba. Soon oome ..Shit. You're lower than a Judas goat. Wlxy don't you call Fitzwater and tell him you want to hang out with George Bush for a few days? You know some bitching rock ’n’ roll Jokes. But what you I’eally want to do is invite George to meet the Rolling Stone blue-ribbon forum next week in the back room of a nice biker S5rM roadhouse on south Main Street In Houston callod the Blue fox. He'll know the place for auro, or at least his poople will. Don't worry. Full bar, casual dress, come alone. ..
Good luck, Bubba. Sorry I cant be with you on this one, but 1 have to be in Louisville with my aged mother and addi’vsa the Kentucky Literacy Foundation.
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CHAPTER 7
AUTUMN MADNESS
Whooping it up in London, Louisville
and Paraguay...Secret vacation with
the royal family...Haggling with Hillary,
cruel warnings about Mr. Bill...Faxing frenzy
with James and George and jimmy
and Big Ed on the need to destroy Ross Perot...
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AS SEPTEMBER rolled around I went into seclusion with my animals and began making plans to leave the country and move to Paraguay if George Bush got reelected. Some people called me paranoid, but their names were not on the U.S.
Secret Service hot-list of known malcontents, addicts, drinkers and sworn political enemies with large weapons collections and erratic personal histories including (bogus) allegations of uttering public "threats” on the life of the president or vice president.
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Both, in my case—but only because George Bush had been elected to both offices.
It was all nonsense, of course. 1 have been on good and mutually respectful terms with the Secret Service for 29 years and have been left alone for long periods of time with more presidents, candidates, senators, prime ministers and even foreign royalty than anybody since Bernard Baruch.
Well.. .shucks. That might be stretching it, but not much.
The point is that the Secret Service stopped worrying about me n long time ago. Three generations of agents have been exposed to my sense of humor, and a few have become personal friends. I autograph my books for their children.
Wonderful, eh? But so what? I have friends in the White House, I have friends in prison, I have friends in Ecuador and New Orleans and Russia—and ] communicate with all of them instantly, along with a lot of other people, by means of my fax equipment, just like I did with friends on the Corridor of Power on the third floor of Clinton's campaign headquarters in Little Rock and Ed Turner in Atlanta and George McGovern in Washington and my mother in Louisville and my son in Boulder and Ken Kesey in Oregon and Lynn Nesbit in New York and Earl Biss in Newport and Laiia Nabulsi in Syria and John Walsh in Connecticut and Jack Nicholson in Los Angeles and Mike Stepanian in San Francisco and Terry in Moscow and Tom at the Jail and Ross Perot in Dallas and Ralph Steadman in England and Deborah in Utah and my friend The Professor in prison and Semmes in Clarksdale and Jimmy Buffet in Palm Beach and lim Mitchell at the O'Farrell Theatre and Jennifer in Sacramento and Ed Bradley at CBS and Lyle Lovett in Texas and Dan Dibble in Albany and Jo Hudson in Big Sur and David Rosenthal at Random House and Catherine Conover in the place where they keep deaf people and George Stranahan up the road in Woody Creek and Doug Brinkley on the Magic Bus and William Burroughs in Kansas and Johnny Cusak in Pittsburgh...
I am a busy man on the fax machine.
It hums and beeps and spits paper at me 24 hours a day.
Strange messages come hissing into my home from all over HUNTERS. THOMPSON / BETTER TH1HSEI
the world. The thing is never turned off. It provides a constant flow of hateful, brainless gibberish from people who dialed a wrong number and poured out their hearts and plans and crucial emergency orders for things like drone-generators and dildos that baffle my secretary and jam the laser drum with burning paper and screeching orange lights. I hate the fucking thing and 1 am always surprised when people actually respond to it.
Right. And so much for this useless, make-work bullshit.
1 am tired of explaining the Obvious. The following pages are clearly late-night, ill-advised facsimile messages sent to the people they arc clearly addressed to, on the dates that are clearly marked, and anybody who can't understand it will never have read this far, anyway. So it's all moot. Do yourself a favor and skip the next few pages. Cut to the end. That's where the fun is. Take my word for it. By this time, you know all you want to know about Bill Clinton and James Carville and George Stephanopoulos. They are politicians, nothing more. The truth is not in them, and they like it that way. That is their job. And mine,tonight, is to quit typing this mean, redundant gibberish and get on to other things. Nevermind this filigree. If you’re looking for the good parts, fan the pages until you see the word "Nixon." Nevermind Clinton. Hr is just a dip m the road. Selah.
Editor's note: We interrupt the 1992 presidential race for a brief examination of that other
great democracy, the United Kingdom.
The nation where, you may recall,
Bill Clinton didn’t inhale...
117
To: The Observer
From. H3T
Dear Simon,
Okay. Rest easy Fear nothing...
Stand back My final analysis of the Royal Family Today is almost finished and will soon be oozing out of your fax. for good or 111.... In the fateful words of Lloyd Geoi’go; “You rarely got what you need, but oven a fool can get what he wants."
Or Che Indeed. We want to keep in mind that the British royal family is generally seen as a kind of bloodless pan-sexual tribe that is mainly well mannorod and oxtromoly well paid, but not much elso. They are not even expected to he smart—much less wild and romantic and humorous.
That is not their main job. No. The main Job of the royal family is politics, and they have done pretty well at Lt recently. They are business people, and they have a very shrewd understanding of their Job description, which is brutal and extremely lucrative.
At a basic $170 or $180 million a year, tax-free, the queen of England is the lugbwt-( legally >pald executive in the world, and the next king will be paid even better. There Is huge money In being a royal. Even poor berserk Forgie earns four or five Umes as much as George Bush does as president of the United States.
Which Is fair, I think—if only txicause le.-gie lias done her job better than George has done his. If Fergle and Diana were the daughters of Pres-HUHILRi. THOMPSON / BE1IEK THAH SEX
idont and Mrs. Buah, thingfl would bo very different today in tho White House Good old Barbara would be ordering new drapes for the East Wing and stylish new prayer rugs for the Lincoln Room, instead of preparing to pack up and flee.
If Forglo and DI were the Bush sisters. Bill Clinton would have been bumped off Page One about two years ago and poor, long suffering Papa George would be running about 70 Vo 30 percent over any challenger in the polls today with a pair of daughters like that, he might even be nominated for a third term. There is nothing like a flash of royal nipples on the front page to divert the publlo mind from a a rashing, desperate economy: Nover mind the rent, Bubba—Just look at those Jiggling tits.
It is no accident, Simon, that the behavior of the royal family deteriorates most horribly on days (weeks, months, etc.) when the level of sterling falls most horribly on the worldwide currency markets God only knows what lewd and crazy acts the royals might be forced to commit if John Major ever even thought about devaluing the pound Which he has. of course—and so has Princess Diana, who clearly dreads It. But so what? 8o do I. And so will you, before this is over, because tho price this time will bo ghastly. "There are only so many orgies she can confess to," said one nervous tabloid Journalist, '‘until finally she will lose all or her headline value and be tossed aside like a sail-cat."
What it looks like to me is a serious power struggle that will probably end very soon with either President Ma>or or a 10-year okl child-king with a (relatively) nubile Queen Mother who is capable of causing serious trouble for many years if she doesn’t get her way—and even If she does, for that matter, because a 31 -year-old mother of the king who looks even vaguely like Sophia Loren is certain to rock many boats as she drifts from port to port like a wandering storm.
Editor’s note: We now return you to the
regularly scheduled Campaign 92.
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Owl Farm
Campaign '92 Bulletin
ED TURNER: CNN
Ye fucking gods, Ed. You've squeezed your goddamn sound bytes down to an average 3.3 seconds and now you’re letting Mason Williams and James Baker III take over your programming to claim that Bush has "dosed the gap" from 23 points down to 9 points in 10
days by calling poor Mr. Bill a -draft-dodger.*
You evil bastard. Where was Ronald Reagan in 1941-45? Probably on the Bataan March, eh?
HST
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Here is a n'.ne-page memo I sent to James Carville, in re our (me and James’s) long phone conversation earlier last night (Tuesday) about x-umoi-s (repeat, rumors) I picked up yesterday about a possible Bush/Baker strike on Ji-aq before the election—probably to take the head uf Saddam Hussein That is extrapolation, or course, but the nut of it has to do with the whereabouts (now) and current destmauonfs) of the U.S.8. hospital ships Mfirvy and Comfort. which are possibly en route (new) from Oakland ar.d Guam to the Persian Gulf for widely unknown reasons.
My “information" comes from a merchant seaman (here) who was suddenly ordered to quit his vacation and report at once to Alameda, California. and then fly to Guam to get aboard the Mercy and then to Iraq. Immediately (see details below, pages 1 to 3). If there is any truth at all in this rumor (which makes perfect political sense) then I have stumbled on a loose end (one of many) dangling off of a very big Story. 1 have discussed, it with James. Ed Turner, the E/amlner, the sheriff, and a few other possible legman/souroea/otc.
We should have a far better fix on it by tonight—mainly the whereabouts of Prince Bandar and the hospital ships.
Read the bizarre pages (below); I Mke this story. It’s fun. Okay, H.
i i r
September 23. 1992
Owl Farm
James Carville
Clinton Headquarters
Little Rock, Arkansas
James:
Have you checked on the locatton(s) of the U.S 3. hospital ships Comfort and Mercy? My telephone tip of last night was definitely a straw in the wind and probably bullshit — but if thoro is anything to it, wo should know at once. (If you find the Comfort and the Mercy in Guam, for instance— painted black and preparing to weigh anchor—let me respectfully suggest that you low-rent, backwoods, potato-sue king. hell-doomed carpetbaggers might want to pay some attention to it. There are not a lot of reasons why the U.S. would bo sending two huge fcbatt3e-tested’ hospital ships back to the Persian Gulf at this hardball point in tune.) Take my word for it, James—these lying, whorish swine will stop al nothing. How many points do you think Baker 3 believes it might be worth to Bush if ho could strut out on the South lAvm of the White House on October 1 5 and display the still-bleeding heed of Saddam Hussein on a silver platter?
Big points in Texas, James—and spontaneous riots of Bush fever all over Dade County. Hell, that head might be worth 10 points, nationwide.
Think about it.
There ts another small point of information on this, James, which has to do with my new neighbor: Prince Bandar of Saudi Arabia, brother of the king and 3avdi Ambassador to the U.S.
Last Saturday (9/19), about 9 or 10 o’clock at night, the black sky over my home was rent by the thunderous noise of a low flying U.S. military helicopter, on route to Bandar's house about a mile up the valley from mine (which is in Woody Greek. James, not in Aspen There is a big difference, and Bandar is only on the cusp of it).
Bandar does not normally arrive in this fashion—and if he departed that way (other witnesses swear they saw/heard three military chop-miNINS. THOMPSON / BHIfirBINStl
pars), It was a blatant display of urgency. Bush would, not move without Hirr. “on board."
Ah...but so what, eh? There are many rooms in the mansion, James, and we will never be privy to all of them.
As for fleet movements—they’re not essential Ln tliat every other ordnance (weapons, bombs, boats, etc.) except hospital ships is already m place over there. ..and they won’t really need, hospital ships, anyway.
Not to take Saddam's head... Shit, even a phoney head would look good for a South Lawn photo op on October lb. Who’s going to call the president a Uar wiiea he’s parading around in public with a rotting human head that he says is Saddam Hussein's?
Not mo, Jamas. And probably net you either Because there will be a certain resemblance. And you know hew those sand niggers are about using body-doubles. Hell, they all look alike, anyway... and Baker 3 would bring some hideous quack to certify that the head was Saddam's for i sure.
So beware. James, beware. Baker 3 is so mean that he makes you look like a garden snake.
Ho would serve up the head of Barbara Bush
on a platter if he thought it would win the
'
election.
But I’m not telling you anything you don't already know, am I? Politics is a weird business, with many loose ends—
Which brings me to one 3nal point, James: And that is the attached evil, wretched, threatening letter [p. 13B) that I received about a week ago from “one of Bill Clinton’s closest childhood friends," Mark Mason in re my recent visit to Little Rock and the horrible fate that awaits me if I aver go bank thoro—especially on election night, 41 days from now, which 1
definitely plan to do.
I’d hate to think that this ugly four-page threat actually speaks for the Clinton campaign, James. 1 don’t want to go anywhere near that prison called Tucker Farm. And let me remind you that there are laws against kidnapping and brutalizing famous journalists—even if you are the next president. You could do that, but it would be wrong Remember 113
what happened to Tex Colson__ Indeed, putting me on a subhuman Arkansas chain gang might send a demoralizing message to many deoent Americans of all ages. James, and would almost certainly get a Clinton administration off on a wrong karmic foot.
And who is fucking "Mark Mason" anyway? Aren't there also laws against impersonating a friend of the president and abuse of executive power? a dope-addled brother is one thing—but I brought the governor a fine *5 Vandoren saxophone reed; which was rudely received, at best, but it’s no reason to put mo in jail because Bill thought I was the ghost of Tommy Stukka. That is unacceptable In closing, let me direct your attention to my oddly Incomplete hotel reservations Cat the Capital) for November Z through November 5-You’ll note that election night, November 3, is missing—which Is awkward, unless you people are planning some kind of raucous all-night celebration on a nearby riverboat, with top-deck suites reserved for selected journalists....
Perhaps you could help me straighten this out, James. I could easily get tn trouble and end up on Tucker Farm if I got evicted from my room Just for Tuesday night. I might not want to sleep, but I always need a place to hide.
HUMTIR 5 TIOBPSOl / MTTtllHM SIX
Mark Hasan
September 2, 1902
Dr Hunter S. Thompson
Hotel Carlyle
New York City
Dr. Thompson:
J hope this letter reaches you in tune, since your well-being may depend on whether you heed my warning before your next meeting with soon-to-be President BL11 Clinton. The fact tliat you survived the Roiling Stone interview in Little Rock is a testament to Bill’s self-oontrol and to your continuing string of lucky breaks.
I grew up with Bill Clinton and, until he left for college, was one of his closest friends. I hope that what 1 am about to reveal will be of benefit to the both of you.
It is hard for me to describe the feeling I got when I saw the report on MTV announcing the Rolling Stone Interview in Little Rock. It never dawned on me that you would ever come faoe to face with Bill, arxl tn tel) you the truth, it was not until 1 saw you sitting within two feet of him that T realized the true significance of this meeting As I said. Bill and I grew up in Hope, Arkansas, and were probably what you would call best friends. Being sc close to Bill, I was privy to some of his innermost thoughts; his hopes and dreams, loves and hates This personal knowledge of Bill is what caused me such great concern when I saw you sitting there next to him at Doe’s.
You see. Dr. Thompson, you bear an uncanny resemblance to Bill's childhood nemosis, Tommy Stukka. BUI hated him with every fiber of his body, and with good reason I had hoped that Tommy’6
death would enable Bill to put this to rest and get on with his life, but your meeting with ium in Little Rock oonnrmec my worst fears... he never forgot. How do I know? By the look in Bill’s eyes when he met
you. You described that look exactly aa I remember It. and I am surprised that you left Arkanow; unscathed, nuta intact.
The Stukkas were a white-tr&sh family of 12 who lived about a half mile from the Clintons, right next to the Cotton Belt Railroad tracks. The whole family lived in what used to be the Hope feed depot; the whole family, that is, except for Tommy Tommy was so mean and dirty that his own. family wouldn’t let him in the house. He slept on the back of an old Borden *6 milk truck that eat up on blocks in the backyard. The only thing that Tommy could ca.ll his was an old broke-dick oog that followed him everywhere and even slept with him. Tommy had that dog for six years and never even named It I remember when Tommy turned that dog loese cn one of the pet rabbits that Bin brought to school for show-and-tell The dog not only killed it, he ate the whole thing, including the ears. From that day forward. Bill v^as never to be the same again. In. fact. I lock back on that incident as one of the reasons that Bill is governor and will probably be president. It caused him to develop ar. inner meanness and thirst for revenge that is a prerequisite for politics In Arkansas.
There were ether things that Tommy did that made Bill’s life a living hell-Like calling him •niggerbead’ because of Bill’s naturally wiry hair or “pussy lips’ boca.mo of the exaggoratod pout that Bill affects whan hurt.
Tnese taunts must nave really hurt Bill. I recall years later, during his first term as governor, bow he reacted upon hearing of Tommy’s death. I remember him saying without a hint of emotion, “That’s what he gets for trying to break into the State Polioe barracks." What b.e -got" was 18 pellets of .00 buck in the back True, his body was found at the barracks, but people are suu trying to figure out what the bell he was doing there.
What made all this so had was the fAct that Bill would not have turned out this way had it not been for the cruel treatment he suffered at the hands of this guy who, as genetics would have it, looked remarkably like you... ever, as a teenager.
I remember Bill as a genuinely sensitive young man who often spoke of marrying a nice girl, raising a family, and helping his fel-HUNTER 5. THOMPSON f MTTE1THJW
low man. The day Bill mot Hillary ho c&llod mo and said that ho had
"just met the prettiest little thing" he had even seen. Although n*
didn’t intimate It to me, it was apparent that he had some to know her carnally.
This was a significant event in Bill's life. Up until this pcint, as far as I know, bls knowledge of sex bad been limited to what he oould ccax out of the family's cheese goat, Sue-Sue. That, and his participation in what was almost a rite cf manhood back then, "stumpin'
Hitch. •
Beginning in the spring of each year, a group of four of us would go over to Mr. BUlups’c farm and chase his mule 'Hitch" around the pasture until he was too tired to run anymore We would then lead him over to an old pine stump, where Bill would take over. Bill was big; even at thirteen he was the size of a full-grown man. I can still see Bill on that stump, ol' Hitch’s tall between his teeth. Just a tuggin’ at that old blue gum mule's withers. Once he got him backed up Jus*, right, he would... maybe I shouldn’t go into detail since you are the only one to know about this botidGs us boys, and we damn sure ain’t Jellin’.
Anyway, back to this “look" I was talking about The look on your face or. page 3G of the September issue or Rolling ssone is revealing It is the look of a man who Is gripped by fear but unsure why. 1 don’t know if it is your response to something Bill said or your reaction to that “look" that you described so well and that I have seen too many times. Whatever the cause, your reaction tells me this: Among the things you may have lost over the years, your instinct is not one of them. You knew, but did not know why.
Among other things you may or may not have known is just how close you came. Had you focused on Bill’s hair a second too long or made a oomment, even In passing, about the labial quality of his lips, you would most surely have sealed your fate.
What fate is that, you ask? There exists in Arkansas a prison known as Tucker Farm, where men toll In the mosquito-Infested oat-tor. fields by day and fashion anal bungs out of apple sores by night.
I have a friend who spent time there a few years ago on a trumped-up drug charge.... To this cay he has to wear one of those adult dia-117
pere to keep his small Intestines from sliding down his pants leg when ha laughs, which 18 not often
Lest you doubt what I fray, romembor that this Is the same man who had his own brother arrested and sent to prison In response to the public outcry that he was -soft” on drug users. Be warned that even aspirin require a prescription In Arkansas He only has power in one state now. and you can choose to stay away from there if you want. However, should he be elected president, I don’t have to tell you that there will be no place for you to hide Your options would number but two: plastic surgery or expatriotism; and evan then you would not be assured safety.
I’m Bui'S the question has cjvs&ed your mind; “Why didn't he just have me seized at Doe’s?” This goes back to what I said about Rill's control; he realizes that the possibility of negative publicity generated by such a scene was too risky at this stage of the game. Besides, he doesn't think you suspect anything, and there is plenty of time to deal with you and the others after the election. Indeed, 1 myself run a great risk in writing this letter.
Bill holds a grudgo, and while I’m sure ho knows you are not really Tommy Btukka. you look enough like him to stir up old memories. Play it safe. Doc. slay away from that brute until I can talk to him and clear this up.
Cautiously yours,
Mark Mason
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FAMILY), I ‘AM *Q'O I IK TO EXERCISE MY CONSIDERABLE INPLUENCE WITH
IHOSE REPRESENTING TRUTH, JUSTICE AMD THE KALL STREET NAY
(THE W1ITE KOUSt) TO TRY ANO KEEP THEM FRflH DEPORTING YOU.
NO, we KAY tote YOUR ANCILLARY RIGHTS SUCH AS VOTING, FREEDOM
OF SPUCH,’ ftTOHT TO OWN A FAX MACHINE AND CERTAINLY WHINING ANO
SHIVLING AT*TRI1UTES POUND ONLY IN LIBERALS LIVING AT HIGH ALTITUDES
BUT TRY I SHALL. THERE IS A LEO OTP OUR FAX TO JAMES BAKER THE 111
I •
r$ OFFICE A^D Kt IS DIFFICULT TO CALN DOWN APTER YOUR MISSIVES?
I MANAGED TO CONVINCE HIM NOT TO CALL Mi AIR STRIKE OH OWL FARM, nhaTEvIR TWAT II (A COLLECTIVE P5RATHCrr NOBOS FROM THE OREGON .
JUNGLe, ONE SUPPOSES) AND CONVERT YOUR WATER SUPPLY INTO A RUM-OFF FROM'A UY DIOXIN PLANT. YOU ARE BEING SHIPPED A FEW THOUSAND
Kurds who were secretly living in the EC subway system but there IS NOTHING I CAN DO ABOUT THAT. TRY TO FEED THEM WEEKLY AND
CROP A PEN MORTAR ROUNDS INTO THEIR CMAPSITES SO THEY WILL NOT
OCT HONESICR. The best LINE OF THE MEEK, SPOTTED BY ME during A RUSH THRQOOH BAN ANTONIO
PEROT IS THE YELLOW ROSS OF
f exaClinton u> min it cERTaImly looks
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Ths right of the people to be eecare in their penoa, bourn, p*p*r», and effects, tphat mmaaombb mrcbN lad tetane,
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He. Hillary Clinton
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Dear Ms, Clintoni
Sorry I Biased you on wy recent trip tc_LitUo
but wo were forced to flee town because of rudeness We did okay — 1
consplcous failure, 4 It has
we Bust deal with it.
Before leaving for tittle Nock, X promised ay good friend I long*time Literary Agentf^Lyra Nesbit^ that I would swoop you up 4 bring you tack to Manhattan or. our huge golden Jot and give you to hoc as a birthday ‘present.
Please help we. Hilary. Lyrm is vicious 0 beautiful
-i
4 powerful — but she scorns ee now, because I failed Which lajwrgng, ee «e know, & 3 don't need it And neither do you, Hilary, go do ue both a .huge favor 4 turn all yr filter ary affaire over to Lynn as soon as possible xn closing, x r
cot Lynn Noebit
X
w
Sept 28 '92
Owl Farm
To: Random House
I will fight for your right to be weird—Just as I know you will fight for mine.
We may be weird, Bubba, but we are not as
weird as George Bush. He is like a dying yellow dog with broken teeth and slits for eyes and nothing else to 6ay. The ovil brute Is finished. He will flap around on the hook for a while—just another leader of the free world turned Into a mass of foul Jelly—but the minute he sinks below 30
percent in the polls (or when Clinton goes over SO percent), he will start acting dangerously crazy and attack in every direction like a savage gutshot hyena with only minutes to live. He is already trading strip-mining rights In 24 national forests for electoral votes in the Rust Belt, and he long ago peddled the remains of his wretched ass to a band of God spewing religious Nazis and stupid hate-mongers....
But all that is nothing compared to the horrible damage he’ll do whon he knows that his deal has finally gone down. It will bo like George Wallace on his deathbed being told that his final appeal to go to hoaven has been denied and that hell is run by a gang of mean niggers.
George Bush is doomed, along with all the rest of his rotten, degraded family. Stilt. Even Nixon is stabbing him in the nuts. We are coming into the time of Mr. Bill, and many things will change very quickly without warning.
So be prepared; the last train from Little Rock has already left the station and the terrible night of the whore-hopper will oome on November 3. Take my word for it. I undei’stand these things and you don’t.
And I will be there to experience the final throes of this tragically sexualized presidential campaign that will mean the end for George Bush, Marilyn Quayle and many others. Beware. The time has come, Bubba The hog is out of the tunnel and he cant be stopped.
T<h 29 Sep 92 Bush proposes debat* date* during World Seriei
OCTOBER 1992
Thu 01 Oct 92 Gtmg pkis el w^uewen, Pmt react r«tet campaign; i*i Mural )mhi B. Mod-daft & fm running aiMt
Thu 01 Oct 92 (NN tracking pel kgrc
Bank
bttn
52%
Pew
7%
Fri 02 Oct 92 111 miiiiei acudeaall} hit lurteili chip drag training eirroMt FORGET THE SHMW HONEY
ID COMK HM Wim TIE
of
anh |
■1
V£*tt
VULTURES ATTACK
S, FUNEUAL - ANO
El MT THE CORPSE!
October 6, 19©2
To-Johnny Cusak
You need a polltioal movie0 How about tlx? story of an ex-president eaten by giant snails on the night of Xmas Eve, only 55 days after losing the election?
He was drunk with James Baker in the Lincoln Room building a fire and finishing off his enemies list—when a huge pod of giant snails Chung in the ohimney by Baker, for political reasons) suddenly burst open from the nre heat, and thousands of hungry, gigantic, burning (or fire-molten), panaexual, constantly multiplying, meal eating, savage, brainless, disease bloated fiery monster snails erupted out of the Linooln fireplace and swarmed over them before they could stagger to the door, which was locked anyway, from the outside, by somebody who was also gummed-up and eaten while screaming for help (in German) as flames engulfed the East wing....
Whackolll How's that for a snail story, Bubba?
Remember The Blob when tliat horrible scum burst into the bowling alloy?
Wonderful. But It was nothing compared to fiery snails oomlng down a chimney in the White House!
Hugo box office, bafflod critics, ravo reviews in the highbrow press—the political movie of the decade."
It liad to happen: “The Strange and Terrible End of the 'Reagan Revolution.’- Clinton laughs. Bush sues. Cusak arrested....
It will be the secret story of what really happened to the president and his trusted Judas goat in theLr desperate filial hours—
treachery, drunkenness, war against Turkey, nationwide police riot, palace revolt, botched military takeover, collapse of the dollar, wild whores in the streets....
Whoops I We don’t want to tell the whole Btory, do we? You already have enough to get me $200K Immediately, for fleshing out the narrative, as It were.
Okay. Let me know aoonost—lost the story get stalo in my brain You can stay here if you bring enough money Thanx,
Doc
W»d 07 Oct 92 tuih durgti Giiiiea *4 t-idag iri Araka der«%tntw«s in Hcsuv during satiei 10/7/92
To: George Stephanopoulos
Ooddamnil, Oeorge;
How long do you giddy bastards think you can liang on to your
“lead’ by having Mr. Bill act more and more like George Bush?
Why the fuck are you on the defensive again? Bush should be attacked about these Sunday -night debates that he Is jabbering about.
Shit, That 1b a home run ball; Bill should have bashed it straight out of the park by laughing at the brain dead, ouvof touch. senile, dumb-rich, flat-out arrogance of any thin-blooded dingbat who wants to get me and my people into a string of cheap vaudeville style political arguments when we're happily watching God given sporting events.
What about those 100 million folks who might want to watch the World Series on Sunday night??? And the 65 million others who love Sunday Night Football??? Does he think they won’t vote?
Mol He doesn’t give a damn about those people. He’s been in hid-1*5
Ing In the While House for so many years that he's even lost touch with football. Ho doesn't evon watch the Work! SeriesI What does he want to do: force 163 million sports fans who might also be good decent Americans—who might also plan to vote on November 3—to watch a goddamn silly, stage managed political squabble overy Sunday night from now until after Halloween? Why?
Instead of the World Series??? Instead of Dallas at Philadelphia??? Shoooolt, is he nuta? Ho, ho.
HUNTERS. THOMPSON / SETTERTIUH i£X
Does he want to make all those folks choose, every Sunday night. between watching him doing his low-rent chicken-man dance once again—and then again and again and again—commanding a de facto blackout of all sports on Sunday night TV????
Is that it? Is he so dumb and so desperate and so doomed that he can’t understand or maybe not even believe that democracy and tlwj right to vote and the American dream can exist side by side with other baslo rights like watching Sunday Night Football and the World Series on TV???
Life Is grim onough in this country today—and Ooorgc Bush takes credit for making it that way—without asking 110 million registered voters and sports fans to give up one of the few chances they have in these sleazy, humorless times to just lay back and er^oy something, to relax for a few hours without having to struggle with the tax man or the bill collector or a family crisis brought on by sudden money problems.
Is George Bush nutsl Does he think I don’t watch the World Berios? or Sunday Night Football?
What does he watch on Sunday night? Jimmy Swaggart? Night Bankruptcy Court? Maybe he likes the Animal Kingdom reruns, or The Charles Manson Story ...? it will not be 60 Minutes, for sure.
George no longer watches the news, either.
Thu 08 Oct 91 CNN tracking poll
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To; James Carville
Urgent
James:
Buch looked good on TV Last night (Larry King from San Antonio), and Mr. Bill (In earlier news clipe) looked Uke he might be a smart hillbilly with a bad temper.... Sort of like Unole George appearing with his rebellious, favorite, half-smart nephew with more pimplM than brains....
Here’s Bush- “Ws all lov&d James Dean, folks—but we didn’t elect him president, did we?” (Laughs condescendingly at Clinton, then turns his back on Bill and shakes his head sadly as he looks compassionately straight into the TV camera and crosses his eyes while making the sign of the fruit loop, moronically attempUng to screw his left Index linger into his brain and then winking brazenly into the eyes of 100 million suddenly interested voters who find themselves laughing out loud or at least giggling as they make the fruit loop at each other. J
Take my word for it, James: If Bush mentions James Dean, you’re finished... unless, of course, Mr. Bill has enough sense of fun to grin at him and drop quickly into a sort of linebacker’s crouch and make the sign of the stretched-wjde mouth at Bush, which win almost certainly demoralize him, causing a less of focus....
That’s right, James; I have it all figured out—-and xf I had any
coy Ln this thing I would make Bill practice both the sign of the fruit loop and the sign of the stretched-wide mouth, just in case Bush tries to get as cute and friendly and funny as he was on Larry King. .. Don't let the laugh meter beat you on Bunday. Shit, all he needs is one. And then Bush will keep It oomlngl “James Eear. wouldn’t have qualified to ty a bomber in wartime—he couldn’t even drive a car on a public highway at night without crashing into something and killing himself."
“It was horrible, folks. We all weep, even now. for the tragic death cf James Doan.,.. I went into seclusion, as I recall—but not for long, because I won serving my oountry in Kong Kong; or was it Moeoow?
And where was Clinton?
“Who knows, folks? There was a war on—like we used to say in those dark, dangerous years before we finally won it? The Cold War.
|Mg masi
“That was Last year, folks, only months age, when I personally engineered and orchestrated our final, total victory over the onoe-invin-clble Russian bear and the cancer of Soviet communism.
“Not to mention our final solution to the global lifelong fear of sudden r.uoJear death at any moment, on any street corner, from a deathrain of hugs bombs and nuclear missiles Ipause, smiles) that no longer threaten us today—and which are being disarmed even now. as we speak with each other today [pa-use. smiles].
“And by the way, Bubba—where was Bill Clinton on the night James Dean died? Drunk and naked on some teenage golf oourse in Arkansas???
“Ripping luflt-mAddn1 tire tracks across the 18th green? Chasing & naked young girl into the woods?'
TIUnk about it. James. You’;* lucky you ain’t running against me.
I would have that degenerate bastard leaked up for his own good. • • •
HST
10
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Owl Farm
TO: Ell Segal
Clinton Headquarters
Dear Eli;
Mr Bill needs a taste of the real thing. Prepare him for the worst—
a snickering, condescending, long-suffering wise and war-weary commander in cliief brought momentarily lovr by foreign bankers and somehow reduced io squabbling in public with some half-bright whacko kid from the Ozarks who didn't have the sense to be photographed sharing a groasy, hand rolled “American loco’ cigarette with a scantily clad female KGB agent while necking openly in the shadow of Lenin’s tomb.
Bush [sudden leering chuckle]: "... And let me tell you something, folks: The traditional communist ritual of kissing the bust of Lenin took on a whole new meaning that day! Wow Talk about steamy photographs I You should have a look at thasel (Suddenly whips a batch of grainy waxpaper fax photocopies out of his pocket and waves them in front of the camera, laughing harshly.) "You know what I think of pornography, folks? How I’ve always handled obscenity? Just watch! [He flips open his silver White House Zippo and sets the filth on fire, then laughs and makes as If to toss the blazing heap Into Clinton’s lap, causing the Governor to recoil and squawk with fear....]
"Ho, ho. Don’t be afraid. Billy-It's only fire [then holds it up like a magician and blows out the flames with one quick and powerful breath]—
Wooofi Zoom: Gone. No more fire.
"How’s that, Billy? Can you do that?” (Then throws back his head and flings out his arms and utters a wild wolfhks acrr?am of triumph and magic dominance that scares the shit cut of 100 million people who will never forget the terrible sound and sight of Lt... .) Let’s race it, KU—the Governor would not be entirely at ease if a thing like that happened to him on national worldwide TV. He would probably gc wild and smack Uncle George upside the head, then have to be restrained by Secret Service agents from stomping on him....
So 1 guoss you eee why I'm nervous about Sunday—especially when 1 ses Bush regaining his sense of humor and Clinton getting edgy and smiling hko a pit bull from time to Uino....
Remember this, Ell—Clinton Is on his own turf this time. And Bush is so desperate that he'll even slink Into Mr. Bill's Neighborhood and try to pick a fight.
Let’s face It, Bubba: George Bush is a very successful man with many powerful friends in the business community—and on some days he can even be amusing—but he has boon a genuinely rotter. president of the United Stales and history will not be kind to him—or to us. either, if we shame ourselves by returning the new rich inbred scum to another four yoars of plundering the national treasury and gutting the American Dream ... If they win, we lose And the operative word here Is we. Maybe Bill should use it more often. We is a very big word....
—HBT
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During the course of the debate, Bush comment* that If reelected, Baker would handle domestic affair*. Clinton attacks Bush on hi* remarks about Clinton's patriotism, citing Bush’s father as an example of acceptable behavior. Candidates exchange views on th* economy.
Tua 13 Oct 91
IF omMum Qiujk. Al Gore tei Meud <Ali*r Saddle Mett ia Manta
Dear Ed.
Tha word on the street m th At the Bush/Baker/Perot axis has you m its grip, for some reason, and that they have a stranglehold on the Jugular vein of CNN news focus ... Il's horrible and wrong and I'm getting real Ured of having to deny these stupid rumors about you.
And I have an Idea, Ed—a way to crush all these sinister allegations with one elegant, super-patriotic stroke (that’s super-patriotic stroke [slcji, to wit:
You should go on the air on Wednesday about 10.00 a.m. and call ror Hoss Porot to withdraw from the raoo at once (and quit Die debate on Thursday night) If lie really believes in the American political process, like he says he does—and if he hasn’t been a hired creature of James Baker 3 all along, a tool of the age-old divide and conquer strategy that will reelect George Bush. Horrible. horrible—but it’s true, and you are ths dupe who turned the public tide In favor of the shadowy B/B/P axis and “went along with it"—for one reason or another (ho. ho)—and then resigned his news job (very graciously) when word got out that he was going to tie tho noxt ambassador to the Court of St. James.... It was a sure thing— Until ho was smeared, somehow (In a “drug scandal connection’ with rock ’n’ roll or sex freaks), and was cruelly passed
over for the St. James gig and eventually found employment with an obscure radio station In Oklahoma....
No, Ed—don’t let that happen to you agair.. If only because It will make It easier for me to get my hands on you, on my Journey to my r.ew home In Paraguay (where I have. in fact, already been offered a meyor position in our embassy in ’93).
My only real fear is that they will renege on the offer and force me to stay in this country if you and your people get your way and got Bush reelected....
And if that happens, Ed—1 11 be coming to .you, on some snow blind midnight In Oklahoma, for refuge and gainful employment and pro taction from iny enemies
That 1b the nut of it, Ed. That Is what will happen if you don’t go on the air tomorrow and call for Peiv*. to drop out of the race immediately—eo the American people can really have their say. one on one, instead of being led astray by the hired gun diversions of the Perot fraud He 1» not one of us, Ed He is a giddy litUe state socialist who became feverishly addicted to ths sight of himself on TV—and who will reelect George Bush if he doesn't get out of the race tomorrow (for "high patriotic reasons," of course—near "preterhuman self-sac-rlftoe") and let the people decide.
In the end. he will be seen as a hero. Hell, you can convince him of that, eh? Yeah. Sure you can. Do it for us, Ed Do it for Jane and Ted, and do it because it’s right.
Okay Ivit, ttp know if I can be of any assistance.
HS7
151
An Actual Transcript: A PHONE CONVERSATION
HS? to JD oflloa of George Stephanopoulos
HST HI, Jackie. This Is Hunter Thompson here.
JD HI. How ire you?
EST Well, I’m & little bit weird here. Because I've been Involved In this strange negotiation with Ed Turner.
JD With Ted Turner?
HST This 18 ED Turner, who’s the VP of all news at CNN. And Ted is the., we know Ted. Bd is the power behind the sooneB. I know It sounds weird, but it's true. They're not related.
JD Whtt can I do for you?
HST Wen, rm trying to get this thing through to George, heowse apparently Ed is going to go on the air today or tomorrow and call for tho withdrawal of Perot JD Okay.
H8T Yeah. I've been involved in this talk with him and—did you get that stuff I sent through to George earlier?
JD The fa? Yes, I did.
HST We should probably get It to him, because it Invoke® what I’m sending you right now. This Is a reaponse from Ed Turner at CNN.
JD So, Ed Turner Is going to go on the air and encourage Mr. Perot tc drop out of the race?
HST Wall, that’s what I’m talking to him about, yeah. I'm no: sure it's a—
JD —Now, you’re enoouraglng this or he's offering this?
HST Well, the (ax I'm going to send you indicates that he’s thinking about doing it today or tomorrow.
JD l’m sorry. So, you’re enoouraglng Bd Turner to go on the air and aay this, or he's offering to go on the air and say this?
HST Well, the fax I sent to George thoro oxplains how this cams about and also, Jann Wenner o( Rolling Stone Is doing the same thing. But I'm going to send you the response from Ed Turner to me, right now on the fax. If you give It to George, I think he'd really. I don't know, if nothing else, appreciate It.
JD Okay, great. I'll get it to him right awsy.
10/12/92
Georges
I have had a wonderful response from Ed Turner/CNN. in re Perot quit ting the race tomorrow.
He appears to be ready to act, George—and I’m still trying to bring you Into the loop.
Why are your people so disorganized?
R.3.V.P.
Doc/Hunter
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TO: James Carville/Capital Hotel/ Little Rock/10-14 92
From: HST/Woody Creek, Colorado
Subject: Crisis politics and the wisdom of IJBJ
Comments: See below
Choor up, James. This is the passing lane, and on some days it gets real narrow.... Hell, the scum always rises when the water gets hot. They are mean and rich , -XK - and greedy n-n(’ bloated with hate and fear after 1 Z years of power and oxcess proms,
And they will rage against the | J dying of the light. This is a
bad crowd. James, and too many of them would kill to bo winners....
Wo are coming down to some very fast days, no matter what happens.... They are liars and thieves and forgers and fixers and pimps and slick-living power-junkies who are suddenly oonfronted with the end of the world as they know it.
So be careful who you drink with for the next few days. They might hire some treacherous freak to flatter you at the hotel bar and then stab you full of enough sedatives so they can drag you to some born-again tattoo parlor in an airstream on the outskirts of town and carve the sign of the Manson family on your forehead and weird Jap swastikas all over your back and then put you on a (private' plane to Dallas, stark naked ar.d utterly crazy on truth serum for a god-awful photo-op and rabid confession in the blazing sun on the tarmac, just in time for the evening news ar.d tomorrow's papers....
Hideous, eh? But it won’t happen that way, James. It will probably be were® They might hire Bill’s daughter to say he abused her. Like Woody Allen... Or they might offer you $11 million In a brown bag and a diplomatic poet Ln the Congolese Republic.
Ah. but 1 digress. Jamee—and 1 figure you know all these things, anyway. ... All I xealfy wanted to tell you was this ancient and nonbr&ble story about how Lyndon Johnson first got elected to Congress, when his (heavily favored? opponent was a wealthy local pig farmer....
Remember that one, James? Sure you do. It’s a wonderful story, and I suspect It will oheer you up.
It goes this way: The year was 1948, as I recall, and byndon was running about 10 polnto bohmd, with onjy nine days to go ... Ho waa sunk in despair He was desperate And it was JJSt before noon on a Monday, they say. when he called his equally depressed campaign manager and instructed him to call a press conference at two or two thirty (just alter lunch on a slow news day) and accuse his high-riding opponent (the pig farmer} of having routine carnal knowledge of his barnyard sows, despita the pleas of his wife and children....
HUNTEI5 THOMPSON > BETH I "HIM SEI
His campaign man ago? was shockod. “Wo can't say that. lyndon,"
lw said “It’s not true."
“Of course it’s not," Johnson barked at him, "but let’s make the bastard deny it.”
It works every time, James—even on smart people. And remember: You are running against (at least) two king-hell Texas politicians who don’t mind saying that they didn’t get where they are by telling the truth or being nice to people. They have controlled the most powerful offioe in the history of the world (sic) for 12 years, and they don’t want to give it up.... Shit, why should they? Baker and Bush, between them, have washed enough human blood off their hands to stock the plasma banks of most small town hospitals, and they are no longer spooked at the smell of it.
They would torture the queen of England for three days and nights to make her say that Bill Clinton raped her repeatedly while ho was a stu dent at Oxford and she has many orazod love letters to prove it. They are 8oum.
By the way.
James—Lyndon won
that election by
something like 44
votes.
So don’t let it
happen to you Don't
deny anything—especially if they accuse
you of fucking pigs.
dust stand up in
front of the mike and
smile like a champion
and tell this good old classic LBJ story.... It’s pure. There’s no way to respond to it. Right: “What is this, Mr. Bush? More of your sleazy hired gossip? Good God, George! How low will you crawl?" Ho, ho.
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HUNTER S. THOMPSON / BETTERTHAM SEI
I
Jann,
I guess It won’t surprise you to know that I've been for Perot all along—working for him, In fast—and everything I’ve done or said or tried In the past six months has been part of a master plan that I wanted to tell you about, but I couldn’t... and I still can’t.
Xot now...but soon. Maybe in the terrible chaos of Little Rock.
Maybe in Washington. Who knows?
All T can tell you now, for sure, is that the master plan is so fine and smart and stunningly powerful that I know you will fee! Joy whan it's finally made clear to you.... And don’t worry about all this •Clinton" business; you meant weE. and that will be remembered.
Right. And what else can I say, Bubba? Shit. I’ve been say ing it all along I’ve been trying to tell yen, but you giggled and shrugged it off. I did overythmg possible iunder the circumstanoes) to bring you into the loop—but you said Lt was ail “irrelevant.’ Just a bunch of funny stories.
Right. Ho. ho.... Hang on to your sense of humor and drink a lot of wliiskcy.
Remember that I am your friend. Jann. and I have handled this thing pretty well....
Which la true. 1 have boon wlso and shrewd and suave—and, as a result, you wore spared ths fato of a doomed roach In tho middle of a bowling alloy at midnight. Or sheep In the savage harvest...
(.Whoopsl Nevermind sheep and roaches. We were talking about Bubba Ross and f guess I got sidetracked.... Fuck those people. And remember this: Baker 3 created Perot 2. They’ve been working together from the start... and now it's the whipsaw for Mr. Bill.}
Ye fucking godsl CNN says his lead is "down to single digits"
(sic), eight points.. he's lost IO points in 10 days. And there’s 10 more days to go. Think about it. The hog la out of the tunnel....
...0 God, Jannl I can’t go on.
And now Larry King is hO6tlng Barbara Bush again.... (Larry is In on it, too—all along, fi-om the start; He will be director of White House Communications before Groundhog Day. Take my word, for it.) And Baker 3 will be running the White House by July 4.
That is the plan—which also involves massive fixing of the electoral college.
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10/28/92
I’m leaving tonight (now/midnight» for Uule Rook and expect to arrive Thursday night at the Capital Hotel, to do my work.
How about dinner?
If I drive like a bastard I can be there by 6:00 r.u. (Thursday night). I'll call you from the road—mainly 1-40 through Am ar Ilk) I also have lawyers alerted in every town along the way—but don’t worry: I am clean like the driven snow.
Which doesn't mean that some hophead freak of a cop in Fort Smith who loves Jesus and hates bald people might not try to fuck with me because of my religious beliefs ...
1 am driving a gold 1976 Fleetwood Eldorado Cadillac V-8 SOO c.u. con vertible with Colorado license plates—which 1 plan to auction off in Little Rock....
Try that for karma in the Ozarks.
So what? We are warriors—but unless CNN stops running these shiteating yellow-press polls about a two-polnt spread, we may have a long night in Little Rock.
But what the hell? Two points is as good as 20 in this game, eh? Fuck Bush. He’ll be lucky if the White House is all be loses next year.... If he wins he’ll be Impeached by the summer of '94 and Mr. Bill can run against Quayle next time.
Shit, James—you win either way.
Congratulations.
See you tomorrow.
ART TWO
CHAPTER 8
HALLOWEEN IN
LITTLE ROCK
Election night in the armpit of the Ozarks...
Strange rumble with Carville, white slavery
on the Gold Coast...Dead Cadillacs and dumb
cocksuckers—it’s all downhill from here...
In an age that is utterly corrupt,
the best policy is to do as others do.
— Marquis de Sade, J 788
THE 1976 FLEETWOOD Eldorado Cadillac convertible
is a monument to some of the ugliest moments in American history—the cruel and terrible journeys by mule trains and wagons and drag-sleds and wooden-wheeled "stage coaches"
that hauled the great Westward Movement lor 2,000 miles lrom the Mississippi River to the Rockies and on to California, where money grew on trees and the streets of San Francisco were paved with gold bricks.
Some people made it the easy way—takmg six-or eight-month journeys on wooden steam-sailboats around the bottom of Argentina between icebergs and sea-monsters and shipwrecks in the frozen Strait of Magellan—where they had to stay well clear of any ice floe or island where they might be lured ashore 109
by false land lights and then boarded at night by gangs of des pirate, malaria crazed survivors of some previous disaster who had been stranded there for nine months with no matches or water and only dead seal blubber to feed on while they waited with sharp sticks and bludgeons for the next ship to come through and maybe pick them up—and then up the other side, another 8,000 miles, past Chile and Lima and Mexico in a boat full of crazy people until they finally found the channel into San Francisco Bay and then swarmed frantically ashore, only to be set upon by cruel thugs and robbers who worked the waterfront in gangs that murdered the strong ones and sold the women and children into slavery on Chinese merchant junks, which carried them off another 6,000 miles to spend the rest of their lives in bamboo cages on the other side of the world.
The hard way to "go West" in America was to do it by land and creep across the continent at one or two miles a day and know that at any moment you might be scalped for no reason, or burned at the stake by Comanches, or maybe chopped up and eaten by your own traveling companions if you got trapped in the snow on a lonely pass above Reno, or forced to embrace cannibalism yourself.
THE 1976 CADILLAC is a monument to all these agonies, because it can take two people from St. Louis to San Francisco, in total climate-controlled comfort, in less than 48
hours with no problem worse than a few traffic tickets or getting raped in some motel parking lot. It is a land yacht, a luxury cabin on wheels, with a 500-cubic-inch V-8 engine and a vastly overrated "front-wheel drive." It weighs about three tons "fully loaded," and will take you anywhere you want to go in fine style at 100 miles an hour. The Fleetwood Eldorado is the final word in cruising.
That is why I decided to drive mine from Woody Creek, Colorado, to Little Rock, Arkansas, to be a part of Bill Clinton's victory celebration on the eve of the recent general election.
What the hell? It was only about 1,200 miles—downhill, more or less—and the car was a subtle green-gold color that was not likely to attract much attention on the cop-infested highways of HUNTERS THOMPSON t BETTER iHRI iEX
Colorado, New Mexico, Texas, Oklahoma and Arkansas. We could make the journey in relative peace and comfort, without the ever-cheapening rigors of airbus and airport travel.
Nicole was not optimistic about loading up the Cadillac and driving 1,200 miles through hostile territory, just to get to Little Rock. "Why not just fly to Memphis and rent a car?" she said. "We could get there in four hours, instead of four days."
"Nonsense," I said. "It's an overnight trip. Once we get to Texas, it’s a straight shot all the way to Little Rock. And remember, this is a very fast and extremely comfortable car."
"What if it breaks down?" she muttered. "Or you get us arrested in the middle of Oklahoma?”
"Don't worry," I said. "I have criminal defense lawyers alerted in every town between here and Little Rock. They are the best in the business."
"What?" she said. "You’ve hired lawyers!"
"Of course not," I said. "These people are my friends. They are the midnight warriors of the Fourth Amendment Foundation, and they are everywhere. We arc guaranteed safe passage."
Nicole pleaded. "This car is cursed..."
"I know/' I said. "But I swore I would drive it to Little Rock and give it to Clinton. It’s a present to him from the Indian."
"Oh, no?" she said. "What Indians7 Who owns the car?"
"Earl," I said. "Hut don't worry. It's in perfect shape."
"Are you crazy?" she said. ‘ Earl is wanted in fourteen states!" She pointed at the Cadillac. "Look at the plates. We can't drive this car anywhere!"
The New Mexico license plate said die u pig. it was one of those "personalized" things that cost a hundred dollars for seven digits, no questions asked. At least not at the courthouse.
But what happens when you run a ted light in Amarillo and get pulled over by a Texas R anger > Would he be offended by your die u pic. plate! It was possible.
But not if you handled ir suavely: “Hi, officer. I see you're staring at my license plate, but it's not what you think. I’m a foreigner in my heart... bom in Germany a long time ago ... You bet, but 1 still remember the language, and I still respect it. You know what that license plate says in German! It says ‘colorblind. ’ Yes, I’m colorblind. But only at night." Yeah. Ho, ho.
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"Let's get those plates off the Chevy," I told Nicole. "It won't make any difference. Hell, they're both convertibles."
Which was true, so we switched the plates and left for Little Rock at midnight on Monday.
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Unfortunately, the huge Cadillac's brake cylinder blew out on the way to Denver, and our plans were changed dramatically. We abandoned the car on a side street and hailed a cab for the airport, where I chartered a Lear jet to Little Rock for five or six thousand dollars and charged it to my attorney, Michael Stepaaian, who was in Bali at the time.
We touched down in Little Rock around 7:00 or 7:15, right on schedule, and went straight to the Capital Hotel. Our pilot had driven us into town in a borrowed van with a faulty tailgate that collapsed as he was unloading our mass of luggage and heavy equipment, hurling him headfirst down the street with an eerie scream that brought people running out of the lobby to help us—or maybe kill us. Who knows? 1 have never bcm at the Capital Hotel when it wasn't crawling with U.S. Secret Service agents. They have been there for most of the year: When it wasn't Bill Clinton or Hillary to protect, it was Big Al Gore, or Tipper, or Lynn Martin, or General Schwarzkopf for the sumo wrestling championship.
The Capital Lounge was crowded, but there was not enough tension, none of the cranked-up energy that you normally find in bars and elevators and hotel lobbies along the campaign trail.... It was hard to know that you were in the hot center of a winning presidential campaign—the hometown headquarters of a local boy who was about to become the next president of the United States.
That is hig, Bubba—very big if you live in Washington—but it wasn't real big in Little Rock. It took me a few days to understand this: In Little Rock, the governor of Arkansas is bigger than the president of the United States. Washington is too far away to take seriously, but the governor's mansion is right across the goddamn street. It is where the boss lives—where the Clintons had lived for 10 years and if the boss wanted to go off to Washington, the feeling in Little Rock was that he was probably taking a demotion.
The action picked up on the weekend, as busloads of gawkers and thrill-scckcrs began to drift in from Memphis and Hot Springs; occasionally there would be a crowd from St. Louis.
There were also lawyers and lobbyists and a growing number of people who looked like they were from the Hamptons, or maybe 171
Georgetown.... They were fixers and Bubbas and job-seekers with slick-looking political wives who seemed vaguely amused at being crowded into the same rural cocktail lounge with half-naked Clinton staffers and Swedish journalists wearing i fucked gennifer flowers T-shirts. It was an odd mix of people, but very calm and focused. There were no crazies—except maybe for me, and I wasn't having much fun. But I tried to make the best of it.
I am well known at the Capital Hotel and I have many friends on the staff. They were nervous at first, remembering the bad scene I made two months before in the lobby when they couldn't get a wheelchair and some morphine fast enough for my crippled friend Dollar Bill Greider, who was suffering visibly as we wheeled him into the lobby on a brass-railed baggage cart and blundered into a cordon of Secret Service bodyguards around Marilyn Quayle as she marched in her queenly fashion across the tiles of the hushed lobby on her way from the elevator to Ashley’s black-tie restaurant, where she would dine alone, that night, far from the madding crowd of (Arkansas} GOP county chairmen (and chairwomen] who had gathered to pay homage.
Ah, but that was last time, when the Quayles still had some clout and some half-bright teenage dream of a political future....
Dan is, after all, the vice president of the United States, and his wife is a friend oi Engelbert Humpe rd ink's. That should count for something, these days—even in Little Rock.
But it doesn't. On any day in the week before Election Day, Marilyn Quayle could have floated stark naked on a pink inner-tube under both bridges in downtown Little Rock without attracting more attention than a pervert in the bushes near Riverfront Park.
HUNTER S. THOHPiOH IIEI1E1IHAN SEI
THE LOBBY WAS FULL of pimps, journalists and Secret Service agents when we finally arrived. I paid Leon S200 in cash to haul our 900 pounds of loose-wrapped, high-tech luggage up to the room. He was a waterhead, so 1 sent him up the back way on a freight elevator and told Nicole to watch him carefully whenever he touched our bags.... "I think Leon is a cop," I told her. "He probably doesn't even work here, but we still have to humor him. That's why I gave him those hundrvd-dollar bills."
"You fool!" she said. "We're an hour late for dinner with Carvillc and you're already stupid drunk. 1 can't stand it. Get away from me. Go to the bar. Read a newspaper and don't talk to anybody. I'll get us checked in, then I'll—" She suddenly stiffened.
"Oh my God," she hissed. "There's James’ Don't let him see you. Get out of sight, quick!"
1 saw Carville hunched over a telephone at the front desk, laughing and muttering distractedly. "James!" I shouted.
"What's happening?"
He grinned and waved me over. "Hut damn!" he said.
"Crazy George just called the Larry King show and got straight through to Bush. He said he was Caspar Weinberger and threatened to commit suicide if Bush didn't stop lying."
"What?" I said. "Stephanopoulos did that? Tonight?"
He looked up from the phone and sneered at me. "No," he said. "He did it tomorrow.” Then he laughed bitterly and waved me off.
“The Doc says you're crazy," he said into rhe telephone.
"The Doc says you should Ik fired." He laughed and rolled his eyes at me, making a throai-shtting gesture. "You stupid little bastard!" he snarled at the phone. ' You just blew the election!"
He hung up and walked away. "1 feel sick," he muttered "I should have fed that Greek to the alligators a long time ago. I'm going up to my room. See you for dinner in a few minutes."
1 shrugged and went into the bar. It was crowded, but 1
found a scat next to the huge marble centerpost, trying to stay out of sight.... Nicole had disappeared with the waterhead cop.
The bitch has turned on me, I thought; I'm about to be busted and locked up.
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Just then 1 noticed a slick-looking blond woman making a lewd signal at me from far across the bar. Then she smiled and blew me a kiss.
Ye gods, I thought. What now? She looked like Gennifer Flowers, and she was sitting next to a man who looked like a rich and mean drunk. I ignored her and tried to read the sports section, but I couldn't relate to it. There were too many politicians in the room.
The woman was smiling at me again, hoisting her snifter and fixing me with a stare that told me instantly that my life was about to turn weird. This one was clearly active.
I more or less instinctively returned her lewd salutation with a professional smile and a quick ned, then I turned to speak with the bartender.
"Welcome back, Di. Thompson," he said. "Good to have you back with us." He slid a tall margarita across the bar and grinned at me. "It's amazing. Really amazing."
I became quickly alert, remembering the warning I'd received from Mark Mason. "Amazing?" I said. "Why? Did you think I was dead?"
"What?" he blurted. "Dead? Or course not, sir." He backed slightly away from me. "I just mean I never thought we'd see you back here in Little Rock again. Not after what happened last time."
His face remained solemn and respectful, but somebody to the left of me snickered, and I thought I heard laughter behind me. It was hard to tell. Then I heard a woman laughing, and I glanced down the bar to where the slick-looking blond woman was sitting—but she was gone.
I looked around me and everything seemed to be wrong—
the laughter, the woman, the guilty-acting bartender and probably all the people behind me.
Suddenly, I felt a hand on my shoulder and then a person muscling their way into the cramped space between me and the marble pillar....
It was a rude move in any bar; but it was also very suave and quick. "Hi," she said. "Do you mind if I shake your hand?
You're my hero."
I knew who it was, and so did her mean, drunk, boyfriend.
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who was watching us intently from his scat across the bar....
The barrender was bringing me another margarita as the woman was saying, "This is really incredible! 1 can't believe it’s happening! I’m finally meeting my hao1
. 1 feel like swooning in your
arms ..."
Whoops, I thought. Watch out! Something weird is happening here, and everybody's in on the joke except me.
"I'm Maureen," she whispered. "I adore you." She pulled me against her and buried her head on my chest. J rolled back against the bar, and people moved quickly aside to give us more room to nuzzle and coo and neck like the long-lost passion-crazed dream lovers that we seemed to be.
"You remind me of Emerson," she said. “I've always compared you to Emerson...She looked softly up into my eyes and suddenly I felt a hand sliding playfully across the front of my pants.
"I know why you’re here," she said, 'and I think you’re going to need help. You can't do it alone in this town. It's too damn mean."
I nodded solemnly and called the bartender for another margarita. "One or two, Doc?" he asked, nodding at Maureen.
"Three," I said. The place was fiLling up and getting very busy.
The noise level was so high that 1 had to lean very close to her head to hear what she was saying. She put her arm around my waist and pulled me closer. 1 could feel the heat of her belly against mine, and she smiled as my arm brushed her nipples when I reached between us to get my Dunhills off the bar.
"I love crowds," she whispered. "I love to be crushed."
Ye gods, I thought. Nicole could arrive any minute, and she would not be amused at the sight of this elegant blond bimbo pressing herself against me in the darkest corner of the lounge.
Maureen had the look of a woman who had once posed naked for Cybersex and would love to do it again. Maybe tonight, or even now, right here, just for laughs.
You bet. Arkansas girls will do anything for a laugh, they say. Just ask Bill Clinton. He loves Arkansas girls, and why shouldn't he? They are his people: They vote, and he wants to keep them close. All governors love pretty girls. It's the Ameri-ur
can way—unless you're the President, and then it gets tricky.
But some people never learn.
And not so many care, tor that matter. A recent Newsweek poll shows that 59 percent of the American people don't give a hoot in hell about the President's alleged sex life, and only 44
percent care if he lives or dies.
Right, so much for numbers. I have wandered away from my story about sweet Maureen, the cybersex girl who approached me in the bar of the Capital Hotel and offered to put me in touch with people who claimed to have sexually explicit videotapes of Bill Clinton "abusing three naked young women in the Governor's Mansion in Little Rock." She called him, "Bill" and hinted that she herself might be one of the women shown on the tapes.
"They were all really drunk," she said. "They went there looking for jobs, but he took them up to the attic and made them perform sex acts in front of a camera, with state troopers watching."
I wa« .shocked. "Why did he let state troopers watch?" I asked. " That's horrible."
She giggled again and leaned closer to me. "It wasn't so bad," she said. "You should see the videotapes. Is that what you want?"
Just then I felt a tapping on my shoulder and heard James saying, "Watch out, Doc. You look like you could use a drink.
Let's get a table."
"You bet," I said. 1 turned to introduce Maureen, but she was gone. James was in a philosophical mood and I decided not to mention the Clinton sex tapes until later. Nicole had joined us, along with Stacy Hadash. Carvi lie's pretty young assistant, and they were both giddy Maureen was nowhere in sight, but she had given me her business card and I knew I would have to meet her and see the tapes as soon as possible. I had no choice.
It might be a major story.
Meanwhile, blissfully unaware of the bomb I would soon lay on him, Carville rumbled on about theology.
"Remember this," said Carville. "The Bible says that everybody will eat a pound of dirt before we die."
"What?" I said. "The Bible? Come on, James, I know the HUNIER k TIOHWI i 1HA* JEX
Bible.... Shit, I'm a doctor of divinity, I'm a goddamn biblical scholar—all four Bibles—and nowhere in any of the Scriptures does it say that every human being bom of Christ must eat a pound of dirt to get to heaven."
He snickered. "Heaven?" he said. "Who mentioned heaven?"
Whoops, I thought. Be careful with this Bible stuff. James can't handle it now, and neither can I. We are both in the grip of immense stress... and he was, after all, a swamp Catholic.
"Well, shucks," I said. "A little din never hurt anybody, I guess. We can probably get some at Doc's. Hell, eating din is what makes us immune to filth, right? Remember David the Bubble Boy?"
"You bet," he said. "I remember everything, Doc—that's why I'm good at my business. I keep score!" He laughed and drank off both man inis, seeming dangerously distracted....
"You think God is mean, Bubba? Shit, you ought to sec my scorecard! Richard Nixon never even thought about keeping an enemies list like the one I keep."
I believed him. He was the purest "political professional"
I'd ever met—and that covers a lot of extremely mean people: masters of vengeance and duplicity, who knew what had to be done, and did it. They were pros—the hardest of the hard hitters in our time: Lee Atwater, Frank Mankiewicz, Pat Buchanan— they are all sure nominations for the Hardball Hall of Fame, and James Carville is at least as good as any of them, or at least he was in '92.
"Okay, James," 1 said. "Let's go over to Doe's and order up some of that fine mud pie."
"Why not?" he said. "I'm hungry."
"You're always hungry, James/’ I said. "Just like I'm always thirsty."
He nodded quickly and stood up. "Let's go. We have a car.
1'11 drive." He chuckled. "I'm probably the only one here with a license. Hell, I guess they took yours away a long time ago—
right, Doc?"
I stared at him but said nothing. Sracy accepted the check from the nervous waitress and handed it to me... I shrugged and signed it. The total was $2.99.
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"James never drinks too much,* the waitress assured me.
"We make sure of that." She smiled and kissed him lightly on the top of his head. "Our James is too important," she said. "We can't have him running around drunk, can we?"
"Never in hell," said Carville. "Two drinks a day—that's my limit. Right, Faye?"
Faye nodded solemnly and smiled as I added a $22 tip to the bill and handed it back to her.
"Thank you. Doctor," she said. "Number436, isn't it?" She giggled. "Yes—of course it is."
She knew it well.
WE TOOK the backstreets over to Doc's, at the corner of Markham and Ringo. James drove and 1 sat in the backseat with my snow-cone margarita. It was only about ten blocks, but it seemed to take a long tune. Carville was not in a hurry that night. He had all the time in the world. The war was almost over. Just a few more days—and then, the White House. Total victory. Fuck those people. Veni vidi vid.. . James Carville, at the politically advanced age of 48, was about to win the heavyweight championship of the world, in his very specialized business—which is hiring out his talents and his labor and even his love, on some days, to
ambitious politicians who want
to get elected to
the most powerful jobs in the history of the known world, or since the
fall of Rome and
Caligula and the
rulers of Sodom
and Gomorrah.
DATELINE: ELECTION NIGHT
WELCOME TO the garden of agony, Bubba... and watch yourself. We arc a smart, well-disciplined organization...
and the fat is in the fire.... Stand back.... There is no such thing as safe sex, hut it is safer for some people than others....
Will the New World Order be ruled by Jesuits?... Is Bill Clinton a Trojan horse* ... Did the real Jesus freaks run a naked reverse on us?
Oh they often call me Speedo
but my real name
is Mister Earl...
—The Cadillacs, 1953
WHO KNOWS why, Bubba?
November brings the hunter's
■ moon, which always causes weirdness—
■ especially if you happen to be a moon*
|-r child, a dope fiend and a blood-starved
-J whore-hopper all at once.
But I am none of these things, and neither is my new Jesuit buddy, Mr. Bill—who
■ would soon he very powerful.
Think about it, Bubba. What if Presi-
" dent Clinton is a mole for the Society of
I lesus? Were the preachers down in I louston
only a decoy*’ Will your children be turned
into slaves of a new Papist dynasty’ And
who is the king of the Jesuits these days?
These arc serious questions, and the
time has come to confront them. They are
burning the midnight oil in the Jesuit war
room at Georgetown tonight, and not many of
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those boys are from Arkansas ... not hardly. Hell no. They are a gang of Bubbas from Rome—the elite troops of the Vatican, the meanest of the mean.
I don't know why it took meso long to figure this out. It is not some kind of goddamn hillbilly coincidence that Bill Clinton claims to have been born on a moonlit night to a single mother in some rural Ozark hamlet called Hope and then raised in a weird mountain town where the water is 4,000 years old.
By sundown on TYiesday in Little Rock, the strange mix of speed freaks, child wizards and pure political protcssionals in Bill Clinton's third-floor war room in the old Arkansas Carette building on Third Street were whooping it up for real.... The hog was out of the tunnel, George Bush was doomed and Dan Quayle was back in the punk-housej the deal had gone down, and Mr. Bill from Hot Springs was on his way to the White House....
The war was over, the king was dead, long live the king....
Fust as darkness set in, the whole building was sealed off and suddenly swarmed over by finely organized SWAT teams—huge men in black combat suits with hand mikes and beepers and .45
autos and M-16 machine guns hanging upside-down on their shoulders—who were clearing the elevators and slapping anybody who didn't have the right S/l level staff pass up against the walls and bending them over stair railings, while gangs of gray-frocked Secret Service agents swept the offices with screeching mctal/bomb detectors and hurled some of Clinton's top staffers out the side door into the alley when they refused to submit to strip-searches or forgot their Social Security numbers in a panic....
Soon 1 saw Stephanopoulos coming down the hall toward us in a knot of cameras and bright lights and strangers slapping him on the back and shouting, "Yo, George! We did it! Say something!"
1 seized him and spoke rapidly for nine or 10 seconds, but he seemed to understand. "Don't worry," he said. "I'm in charge here, and you won't have any more problems." He laughed and turned back to the cameras.
"Don't worry, George," said a woman's voice in the hall.
"I'll handle it. Get going! You're late for 60 Minutes."
George nodded and hurried away tn the waiting freight elevator. The other one had been "deactivated" a few hours earlier by the bomb squad, and the SWAT team checkpoints on every HUNTE* S THOMPSON / lEHEt THAU SEX
floor made it impossible for anybody except cops to use the stairs.... It was a whole different kind of security, and it came with different rules. The joke was over. Bubba. It was Condition Six from now on, full-time maximum alert This was the Presidential Detail, the real thing, and the whole building was suddenly full of them. A team of snipers had been secretly camped on the roof for two or three days, laying low under camouflage tarps and telling people downstairs that they were building a "top secret carrier pigeon terminal" on the roof, so Mr. Bill could communicate with his allies in Washington without fear of electronic surveillance or blackmail by scum with nothing to lose.
It was an ugly scene, so I slipped out of the side door of the pressroom and went back to the Capital J (otcl bar, where the politics gentry were beginning to strut their stuff. They were mainly Arkansas people, beady-eyed drunks and depraved-looking country lawyers and stylish blondes with huge pointed tits and tortured honky-tonk eyes. They were all wearing blue Clinton/Core buttons and their mood was clearly ambitious. They were on a roll for sure, and the next stop would be Washington, D.C. They were the winners. The American Dream had come true right in front of their eyes.
My own mood was strangely flat. Wc had won—and 1 was thinking "wc" at the time—and George Bush had gone down in flames. It was a Great Victory, but 1 couldn’t crank up much joy.
I noticed Arthur Schlesinger across the bar, and lifted my glass to him in a friendly salute, but he appeared to be drunk and didn't recognize me. Politics is a very nasty business, win or lose, and you never really know whose side you're on, especially when you win.
I was brooding on these things when I was joined at the bar by James Carville, who was acting moody.
"What's wrong, James?" I asked him. "Arc you feeling guilty?"
"Fuck no!" he snarled "Why should 1 be feeling guilty?"
I shruxxvd and tried to get a grip on myself. "Nothing, James. Nothing at all. I was just kidding."
"Nobody kids in this business,” he said. "Maybe it's you that feels guilty. Am I right?" He jabbed me in the ribs with his finger. "What arc you fcclin' guilty about, Doc? You smokin'
marijuana?"
"Not yet," 1 said. "But 1 will, very soon. Do you have any?"
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He laughed. "Good try, Doc. That’s very smart. Here I just won the biggest election in the history’ of the goddamn world, and you ask me if I'm feeling guilty and smoking marijuana.
Jesus!"
I nodded thoughtfully and called tor another drink. Two more. Maybe four.
"Let's kick out the jams," I said. "1 want to get wild! I feel like killing somebody."
The bartender stared at me but said nothing. People behind us tried to back away, but it was too crowded. I figured they would leave us alone because we were both bald. Carville was acting nervous and said he was having chills.
"Don't worry, James," I said. "Here, take my new Lear jet jacket." Which he did. Then he said he was feeling queasy and needed a little air. That was the last 1 saw of him until long after midnight, when he turned up with a woman who said she worked at Bush/Quayle headquarters, a few blocks down the street. They were both acting loopy and the woman w’as playing with a new Sony Hi8 video camera on a strap around her neck.
"Thank god you're back, James!" I said. "I've been like a prisoner here, for hours! 1 left all my money in that Lear jacket and I couldn't pay our bill."
He stared at me for a long moment, squinting his eyes.
"What money?" he said finally. "There's none of your goddamn money in this jacket."
"What?" 1 said. "You must be mistaken, James. Check the inside pocket—the one with the secret zipper. J left my wallet in there, along with a small brown envelope full of one-hundred-dollar bills."
He smiled dreamily at the woman, then shrugged at me.
"Full?" he said, almost whispering. "Full? I know not full." He squinted at me again, smiling crazily as he flapped the jacket at me to show that the pockets were indeed empty.
1 was stunned. He was in charge of strategy for the whole Clinton campaign; the New York Times had compared him to Napoleon.... "Wait a minute, James," 1 said. "This can't be true. That was all the money I had, and the banks are closed tomorrow*."
He nodded thoughtfully. "Do tell," he said. "Do tell."
Then he leaned toward the woman and slurred, "What's wrong, honey? Are you havin' trouble with those batteries?"
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"Fuck you/' she snapped. "They're useless. We need a charger."
He laughed, then he smacked his hand down on the bar.
"Bartender!" he yelled. "Bring us a goddamn battery charger!"
He stood up off his stool and shouldered me aside, turning his back on me and waving a crisp new $100 bill at the puzzled bartender, an elderly Negrc gentleman m a white lapel jacket.
"How much does it cost?" James said with a grin. "Don’t worry about me, Bubba. I have plenty of money."
"You swine!" I shouted. It was too ugly. I stood up suddenly and whacked him hard on the side of his head with my open hand, right on his car. He never saw it coming. He staggered sideways and dropped to his knees as the crowd parted, trying to get away from the violence and jabbering hysterically as James scrambled around on the floor and went into a snakelike crouch, snarling and hissing at me.
I tried to back away, but it was too late. He hurled himself at my knees, in the style of a crazed sumo wrestler. I would have gone down, but there were too many people in the way. I tried to stomp him, but he slithered away and cursed me. People were yelling and I tried to stomp him again.
I felt hands grasping at me, and then I was seized from behind in a chokehold and dragged off-balance. I swung wildly and hit somebody, just as James lunged at me again. Several people kicked at him. I was still being strangled from behind—and then 1 heard a vaguely familiar voice in my ear, whispering harshly, "Calm down, Hunter! Get a grip on yourself! James is innocent."
"What?" I screamed. "Innocent? The swine stoic all my money and then laughed about it?"
“No," said the voice. "James didn't steal your money. I did."
My heart sank. Now 1 recognized the voice. It was George Stephanopoulos. I knew him well.
"Ye gods!" I shouted. "I can't stand it! You're all thieves!"
"Nonsense," he said. "This is a New World Order, and we want you to be part of it.”
1 jerked away from him and slumped on a bar stool. Carville was still on the floor, curled into a fetal position while the woman from Bush/Quayle headquarters tried to soothe him.
"Don't worry, James," she said. "He's crazy as a loon. I'll have him killed "
its
THE INAUGURAL
"Will you follow mu:"
YES. BUBBA! YES!
"Will you lust after me?”
YES, BURBA!
"Will you give me your wives and your money—
And will you work for me 24 hours a day anywhere
in America without sleep and fight to the death
for me oil the Field of Fire and Honor”'
O YES, BUBBA!—YES! YES!
"Okay, folks. Welcome to Link Rock. My name is Bill and I love you. Now let's get io work.*
CHAPTER 9
1993: TROUBLE IN MR.
BILL’S NEIGHBORHOOD
Stand back! Here comes Mr. Bill! And you better pay attention, Bubba—because the President is new at his job and he hates Germans—ho, ho...
New humor from the White House
and other dangerous jokes...
WELL, 1 HAVE been on this case for a while now, and all I can tell you for sure is that Bill Clinton has definitely moved from the Governor's Mansion in Little Rock to the White House in Washington, D.C. The distance is only 1,005 miles— two hours in a fast jet plane, or 22 easy hours on Interstate 40 in a BMW 731i.... Some people could drive it in 12 hours, and Clinton's custom-built Boeing 747 Air Force One could make it in 88
minutes, if necessary.
But not many people are addicted to that kind of speed, and Bill Clinton is no exception. It took him 15 weeks to make the trip—and even at that pace he felt rushed. There was not enough time to park properly, he said—particularly for a man suddenly burdened with carrying the fate of the free world around on his shoulders, and that is how Bill sees himself now. Like Atlas.
It is a heavy gig, and also very dangerous. Beggars in front, back-stabbers behind and many ex-friends underfoot.... You think Job had it bad, Bubba? Job had it easy, compared to the trials and tribulations facing Mr. Bill from Arkansas. He is in for a very long year.
Aha! And now here he is right in front of me, on live TV, speaking suavely and triumphantly to a crowd of middle-aged men on ItF
their knees in the frozen crust of the White House Rose Garden on a half-bright Friday morning in Washington.... The President is happy, but his audience is not. They are mainly White House staffers and disgruntled journalists, rounded up on short notice and herded out in the cold for a sudden "photo opportunity."
Ho, ho. They clap sullenly as the new president signs the first piece of legislation passed into law by his "new" Democratic Congress—the "family leave" bill—and he is making a point of being proud of it.
And so am I, for that matter. It is a major political victory, and it did not go unnoticed by the big boys and rich bullies who normally run Washington.
THE PRESIDENT is running again! Hot damn! This is 59
days in a row. The man won't quit. He is Like the Energizer Bunny—always, always, always on the move. It's uncanny. Not even CNN can keep up with him as he races back and forth to McDonald's, and then off to Santa Barbara for Christmas, and then to Hilton Head, whooping it up with the slam dancers. Mr.
Bill is a player; he runs like a bat out of hell, and he still looks worse than George Bush.
How Long, O Lord, how long* How many miles of this shiteating jogging footage are we going to have to watch between now and '96?
WHEN THE CLINTONS moved into the White
House—and they didn't do that until January 20—they found an antique communications system that was so old that most of Clinton's staff people could barely recognize it. One of the ranking staffers who had spent a year working with the high-tech, state-of-the-art computerized communications system in Clinton's Little Rock headquarters said the White House telephone system looked like something left over from the Lincoln administration.
"No wonder the goddamn country is in such a mess," he said. "Bush was living in a time warp "
There were no private telephones in the W'hitc House, not even in the Oval Office. Anybody in the West Wing could listen in on any call Bush or Reagan made, just by pressing a button on HUNTERS. THOMPSON / MTTEITHIMSH
one of (heir antique phones.... No wonder we were driven crazy by news leaks. Not even the hot line to Moscow was secure.
The White House switchboard was a basement room in the Executive Office Building, about a block away, where three old ladies, wearing headphones, plugged every call into a black box full of holes.
Clinton went crazy when he saw it. There was no way he could make a private call to anybody. The operators knew every number he called and heard everything lie said -along with the FBI and CIA and probably Al Gore’s wife.
'How the hell do they expect me io call Sam Nunn or Cohn Powell?" lit muttered. "1 can't even make a private call to Hillary."
Elections are about fucking your enemies.
Winning is about fucking your friends.
—James Carvifle, 1992
ON SOME days you have good ideas and on some days you have bad ones. The trick is knowing the difference.
Instantly. What you do after that is a matter of character or sometimes how fast you can run. (Gordon Liddy said that.) How nice. We now have a disciplined, Razorback pig in the White House, and he also plays the saxophone and runs about one mile an hour.
Jimmy Carter played the Jew’s harp to Wagner, as 1 recall, but so what? His wife loved music and his sons smoked marijuana and his mother had been in the Peace Corps He could play anything he wanted. At least for the next four years.
That is the trouble with music. It almost never gets you reelected. Harry Truman played the piano, and look what happened to him. He almost lost to a man named Dewey, and he ran like a rat from General Eisenhower Before Jimmy Carter’s love tor the Allman Brothers elected Reagan and Bush, the GOP had not been in charge of the country for 12 years since 1920 32. It was the time of Prohibition and 189
huge profits on the stock market, followed by 15 years of Great Depression and World War—which proved to be good for business, so it was continued in the form of a Cold Wai (oi 45 more years, which was also good for business.
it was the dictum of Calvin Coolidge, in 1925, that "the business of America is business."
Sure, Bubba, just like they tell you in church. Safe passage.
To meet St. Peter, up there at the gate, golden streets guarded by U.S. Marines. Yessir. Hog heaven, Fat City, the Big Rock Candy Mountain, everything you ever wanted, a steady level of bliss and easy living, nothing weird or dangerous.
But heaven will not be for everybody. Many will not make the cut, many will lie culled out, ripped away from the herd, as queer and filthy sheep arc grabbed and plucked from the flock by God's shepherds and plunged into sheep dip.
All animals will go to heaven or hell, including sheep. Anybody who thinks there won't he sheep and cobras and hyenas in hell is due for a shock All animalswill be treated equally in hell, just like they are in the U.S. Marines. A pit bull with rabies from Denver will get the same treatment as Richard Nixon.... There is no sleep in hell. Every morning at sunrise a U.S. Marine will come around to your hideout and shit on your chest. Guinea Worms will sprout from your flesh. Your sons will be adopted by the Marquis de Sadc and your daughters will be placed in the care of the Clinton family.
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ARE YOU following me, Bubba? Or maybe you knew this all along, eh?
Hell! Of course you did! You're probably way ahead of me.
You already know about the Clinton/Cartcr axis and the Bildcr-hurgers and Zoe Baird and the terrible wrath of Hillary.... Ho, ho. Ask Jimmy Carter or Lloyd Cutler...
Right. Let's ask Lloyd. He'll know. He was Jimmy's White House counsel 16 years ago when he secured a job in the Justice HUNTERS. TNONKON f MTTttTMUI SEX
Department for his young friend Zo£ Baird. She was bright, he said, and would go far.
Which was true. Ms. Baird went straight to the top, like a cork in clear water. Soon she was married into the Yale Law School and working as chief counsel for the Aetna Life & Casualty Insurance Company.
That is big, Bubba. Not as big as Shaquille O'Neal, maybe...
but it is very big in the English way, if you know what I mean.... The Bairds gave elegant parties in their mansion on the outskirts of New Haven They were rich and powerful. They had a beautiful child and they were nice to their numerous oliveskinned servants.
Zoe Baird gave fabulous parties. The people who came were amazing: Jimmy Carter, Abo Bcamc, C-eorge Plimpton, Henry Kissinger, Mike Tyson.... Hell, Zoe was a winner. She was like a horizontal corporation. She had fnends in many high places, from Yale and Aetna to Bill and Hillary and Warren and Lloyd and Jimmy. The list goes on and on.
She made $507,000 a year, and the only people she knew who made less than that were Bill Clinton and her Peruvian servants—who were making $250 a week and minding their own business before they were suddenly busted, divorced, and deported permanently back to Peru for reasons they will never understand, except that Ms. Baird crossed somebody a lot meaner than she was and the whole family got whacked into hamburger because of it.
If there was any justice in this world, Zoe Baird would be deported to Peru along with her doom-struck servants.... But when I suggested this to George Stephanopoulos, he laughed and changed the subject.
He was busy that week, and so was Mr. Bill. They were too busy getting fitted for their morning coats for the inauguration to notice that somebody in the White House was pulling the plug on the elitist New Age business lawyer that Clinton had just nominated to be Attorney General of the United States.
What the hell? There were 12 other Cabinet nominees, and most of them looked to be solid, decent people Not like that crazy bitch Zoe Baird... Where did she come from anyway?
WTiere indeed? Think a minute, Bubba: Who sent her? Who brought her in? Who smiled when you put that big checkmark beside her name for A.G.? And why?
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Ramamber me. Rubba?
Sure you do I’m the guy that never realty lized him anyway. 8hitl And I never pretended to. either.... Naw. be treated me like a roach from the get-go. Like maybe he had such a pure, clear goddamn nose from never Inhaling that he could actually smell what he thought was some kind of drugs in my pocket.
Or maybe It was me that was actually responsible for what happened to his brother. Sure! Like it wan me that told the copa to go ahead and put the poor despised little bastard in a federal prison.
For his own good, of oourse Nobody would have Roger locked up for their own political reasons, would they? Especially not if they had sparkleeyed little Hillary looking right over their shoulder all the time, hissing and croaking In that blue-steel voice of hers that a lot of people said always Bounded exactly like a raven bom out of a black egg.
We oould have let poor Roger go loose to gobble drugs in sleazy honky-tonks and bus stops all over America, while we turned our banks on him and tried to ignore his fiendish Antics ar.d took our own high road to the White House Yoah, we oou’.d do that, Hlllaiy—but it would be wrong.
Hight, Hillary?
Hillary i Goddamnit I Why can’t you ever sit still ar.d look me in the eye when I talk to you? 0 godi I can't stand it much longer. I need a break from this goddamn politics, Hillary! I’ve been doing It every rat-bastard day of my lbs since I was 14 year’s old. Heli, why do we have to go straight to the goddamn White House right uoyf ? Why don’t we just go off to Fiji for a while? Hot damn! YoahI Remember that guy we met in Hilton Head last year? That guy Ianoe, from Georgia, good friend of Jimmy’s? He lias one of those "paradise islands’- down there in fjjl. He’d sell it to us cheap! And we'd own all the water rights, too!
Think about it, HiUary: We can always go to the white House—but rqi is now. It’s happening! Hell, you’d love it. Hillary. You oould wander around naked and get your nipples all brown and ripe In the sunshine....
SO MUCH for romance in the White House, ch:
Or sex either. Unless you believe all this crazy shit about radical lesbian separatists taking over the country and dancing around naked all night in the Lincoln Bedroom suite ..
horrible, horrible.
Naw, Bubba. That would be impossible. Nobody in his right mind would even think about something like that—much less publish it. Jesus! Your life wouldn't be worth a plugged nickel after that.
Hideous. You could never again sit peacefully and read the New York Limes in a stall of any public men's room without shitting blood every time you heard the sharp leather click of wingtip heels on a white tile floor—or creeping slowly into the deserted hotel men's room, and then coming to a halt, just in front of the stall you're trapped in....
Maybe even downstairs in a posh restaurant like Elio's in New York. Heavy breathing, then somebody turns on the spigot in the basin, a loud rush of water—then an unseen hand starts jiggling the latch on your stall, which might not be firmly locked.
The fuckers arc never lined up properly; sometimes they feci locked, but they’re not And usually it's just an honest mistake, anyway—some innocent businessman, just like yourself, trying to open what he thought was an empty stall. "Oops. Sorry.
Excuse me."
Yep. That is usually the way it works....
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HE MAY BE A SWINE,
BUT HE’S OUR SWINE
NOBODY IN Washington has
called President Clinton a pig
yet—at least not in public—but
behind his back they call him far
uglier things: liar, coward, stupid,
chicken man, pussy-whipped, white
trash, whore-monger and dumber
than Jimmy Carter....
Nobody has compared him to
Thomas Jefferson or JFK, or Mickey
Mouse, for that matter—but if another presidential election were held tomorrow, Mr. Bill could find himself on
the road hack to Arkansas.
Most Americans like Bill Clinton. A recent Wall Street four-na! poll showed him with a 64 percent approval racing—but even his friends are feeling nervous after his first three weeks in the White House, which have been like one long flogging. "He's in real trouble," said one longtime advisor. "I don't know how many more of these fuck-ups we can stand. Jesus! We all worked our butts off to get him elected. It's horrible to think it might all go up in smoke because a hunch of rich women lawyers hired illegal nannies."
"Nonsense," I said. "Only two of them were women."
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HICH IS true. Only two of Clinton’s nominees were V V rich women lawyers with alien nannies—and he chose both of them, in rapid succession, to be Attorney Genera! of the United States.... God only knows why: Zoe Baird was utterly unqualified for the job, and Kimba Wood was giddy. After the nasty leaks about her once applying for a Playboy Club job, she will be lucky to stay a federal judge; the tabloids will heat her like a snake every time she appears in court. The National Enquirer will publish naked pictures of her.
So wh.-it? Tt is hard to feel sorry for the arrogant, glitzy elitists who seem to be so much a part of Bill and Hillary's inner circle, with names like Zoft and Kimba. Or even Ron. Yeah, good old Ron Brown, the Secretary of Commerce, who also has a little otf-the-books problem. He will have no clout after this. "No respect." And big business will treat him like scum.
Bill Clinton is already being treated that way in Washington.
He has bungled his first three weeks so badly that senators and generals tell twisted "homo" jokes about him over lunch....
Even his wife calls him a "pussy,” and switched back to her maiden name. Family friends worry that his daughter is becoming autistic, despite her new grasp of higher mathematics.
"Ho, ho. The Rain Man was a math genius," said Patrick Buchanan. "Maybe Chelsea should be the new Attorney General."
Maybe so. At least she's a girl. And she has no criminal history. And what the hell? She can lie about her age. Those dumb bastards in the White House will believe anything.
But not me, Bubba. The only time I ever really believed Bill Clinton was when he said he could beat George Bush—which he did—and that was all I cared about at the time. The enemy of my enemy is my friend, like the Arabs say—and if he happens to be a swine, so what? At least he is our swine Even his own friends are choosing up sides.
It is one of the saddest stories of the Clinton campaign The same people who weren't afraid to take on a deeply entrenched president of the United States are now afraid of each other....
In rhe good old days they were a very tight championship team, and they knew exactly who the enemy was.
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But things arc different now. The enemy seems to be everywhere.
AT LEAST GEORGE is having fun in the White House. It reminds me of the good old days, when Marilyn Monroe was running around naked for lunch in the White House pool with JFK.... And that’s where Stephanopoulos has his office— right smack on top of the pool where Jack and Marilyn used to play.
He says it spooks him, because on some nights he thinks he can hear them splashing around and laughing down there like HUMTERS THOMPSON I UTTII1HMSIX
teenage ghosts who always return to their favorite swimming hole—the White House pool, where they always felt safe and happy.
Like Peter Pan and Wendy, Jack and Marilyn, usually naked, sometimes stoned, playing around in the shallow end of the pool like a pair of brainless sea otters, locked in a watery tomb.
Well, I thought. This is not a good omen.
George is caving in to the pressure, hearing
ghosts at night in the pressroom, and Mr. Bill
is cruising the whoopee district at night in
some kind of hillbilly drag in the company of
known degenerates who can't hold their
liquor....
It is an ominous image—especially if Colin
Powell ever gets wind of it. Or Strom Thurmond. It would not play well on the front page of the Washington Post.
So for Christ's sake, be careful. Beware of
paparazzi. The public has come to grips with
the image of their president wearing shades
and bent over a horn like a giddy satyr—but
that was on a harmless TV show, after he'd
wrapped up the California primary and before
he even knew the names of the Joint Chiefs of
Staff....
It will be a different story if he turns up on
a grainy DEA videotape of a routine crack raid
on some late-night topless joint at 14-th and U
with a shaggy black wig on his head, trying to
Hee through a fire exit with Marion Barry and two unidentified women.
That would be very ugly, and nobody needs it. Remember what happened to Wilbur Mills: Some people say he still wades in the tidal basin on moonless nights, calling for Fannie Fox—
but the truth is that Wilbur got sent back to Arkansas in a straitjacket and ruined forever in history.
So let's go easy with these rumors about strange voices giggling underneath the White House at night. Imagine what Bob 197
Dole could do with that story. Or Sam Nunn—not to mention General Powell.
And never mind this berserk cruising around downtown jazz joints in a Tiny Tim wig. Sooner or later he’ll he recognized—
probably by some disgruntled midnight crawler from his own campaign staff who got stiffed by the transition team because of Susan Thomases.
Indeed. And we know some of those people, right?
You bet we do, Bubba. And sc docs Mr. Bill...
It is not easy to feed a year of your smart young life into the meat grinder of a winning presidential campaign and then find yourself unemployed in Washington on Inauguration Day while most of the people you worked with—the hot-rod Clinton/Gorc team—are being fitted for ranking jobs in the White House and the Cabinet or wearing bright red suits, like Zoe Baird....
That is a hard rock to swallow, Bubba. It can make a person sick and sometimes very mean.
"X ONE real fear about Bill Clinton is that he might fail IV1 utterly, like Jimmy Carter, and bring another 12 years of greedy Republican looting.... That is what happened when Carter lost control of his presidency and got stomped by Ronald Reagan in 19K0.... Jimmy was humiliated and the Democratic party was demoralized for 10 years.
It was horrible. And it will be worse if it happens again. Jesus!
Another populist Southern governor with no sense of humor, no grasp of how to rule Washington or balance the budget or deal with the Arabs or even what to do with his lovely iron-willcd wife.
That is a hard dollar—and it gets a lot harder when you suddenly have to operate out of the White House instead of Little Rock or Plains.
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Editor's note: Dr, Thompson writes frequently for newspapers and magazines all over the
world. On some days he seems to speak 16 lan
guages, appearing simultaneously on TV in
London, Hong Kong and Berlin. The following
commentary was written for the Swiss magazine, Das Magazin, edited by Ernest Marchel.
POLITICS IN AMERICA
by Dr. Hunter S. Thompson
Subject; Adventures In Mr. Bill's Neighborhood: Clinton uber alles.
cruel flashbacks to '68 Darkness at Noon....
Off the pig, bite the bullet, pay the piper ... lock and load, eat shit and die ... and other quick answers to your sleazy, open-ended questions.
Ah. Ernest/—you dogl You are too suave, and I almost took the bait. Ho. ho. Right. For 30 or 40 seconds I wallowed in the grip of a hubris so powerful that I actually believed I oould explain the last 29 years of American politics and the meaning of life and the nature and fate of democracy in the final years of the American century in 1,000 words or less, or at least in 22 minutes....
But not for long, Ernest. No. I qulokly got a grip on mysolf especially after scanning your -five simple questions,” which were not simple at all, but extremely devious and complex—shit. I oould spend the next two years trying to answer those goddamn questions properly. Even your numbers were load&d.
You are right to make a distinction between “the sixties” and the “’68 generation.” Nineteen sixty-eight was a political year, as they say, an extremely political year. Many were called, and many
mors woi'e chosen. It was the year when the hanunoi* come down on the sixties, when the politics of protect suddenly became very cruel and uncomfortable for a lot of people who thought they had “been into politics” before that year, that doomed and fateful year when the music stopped and the movement staggered and all the fun got beaten out of “the revolution."
(Whoops. Sorry. Ernest. I’ll try to get a grip on myself. No more musk: Back to facts. Kight.) Have a took at the evidonoe.... Mr.
Anthony Henry, tile MP for South Hampton from 1 727 to 1734. said it all about politics In 1724 when he wrote this ugly letter to his squalid constituents and warned them about having to fuck the tax man....
Gentlemen,
I have received your letter about the excise and I am surprised at your insolence in writing to me at all.
You know, as I know, that I bought this constituency.
You know, and I know, that I am now determined to sell it, and you know, what you think I don’t know, that you are looking out for another buyer, and I know, what you certainly don’t know, that I have found another constituency to buy.
About what you said about the excise: May God’s curse light on you all, and may it make your homes as open and free to the excise officers as your wives and daughters have always been to me while 1 have represented your rascally constituency....
That 1$ Realpolitik, Bubba—then ar.d now. Mr. Henry knew his business. And so does Mr. Bill. Politics hasn’t changed all that much in the last 269 years. It just gets a new suit and a more expensive blow-dry.
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Which brings us to your questions), and I will try to take them quickly—much against my better judgment. To wit: Does Bill Clinton represent me?
Yes. For good or Ul. I voted for him, I endorsed him and I loved him for beating George Bush—probably for the same reasons that brought me to Love Jack Kennedy, because he beat Richard. Nixon, U.S. Steel and. occasionally. Marilyn Monroe.
Jack Kennedy was a warrior. Sc was his brother, Bobby. They ware more than Just politicians They were political profesclorials.
high rollers They saw the enemy as Just another set of gongs to be beaten savagely. And they were very gocd povb to have on your side in a bad fight—and all fights against Richard Nixon were bad. He was Criminally insane George Bush was a punk, compared to Nixon The quality of the opposition has steadily declined since the sixties.
You also ask: How important is the First Lady?
The one-word answer is: Very (important); almost desperately important. Hillary is the linchpin of the whole Clinton strategy for getting reelected in 1996. She is arguably the moat powerful person m Washington these days. She is in charge of health care reform.
And if that doesn’t pass, neither w.L Mr. B11L He will be just another half-bright, one-term president, like Jimmy Carter and George Bush—a failure, a geek and probably the last president ever elected by the Democratic party....
Indeed. Four generations of idiots is enough. If Clinton fails... well... weloome to Parot country; that cranky little bastard will be on the ballot again In *90; and next Lme. be Just might win.
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Dear George,
You put me in an awkward position. If I tell you what I think about your flint 100 days, Mr. Bill might not want to talk to me for the next 100 years.
But what the hell, eh? Let’s give It a whirl.
We could make a deal, to wit: I’ll tell you my thoughts If you’ll tell me yours.... That seems fair, and I might even learn something, which is always fun—even when you get beaten like a redheaded stepchild, as Mr. Bill might say....
Or would ho?
Probably not, eh? But who knows? How many votes do they have? Compared to Mixner? Or me? Or Korean?
No. Nevei' mind the redheaded stepchild vote. George. It oould come back to haunt you....
But the Koresh vote is a different matten—especially if it develops into a Fourth Amendment issue, which is not unlikely if you bring any of those "surviving Davkhans* to trial.... Hell, that dimwit ATF warrant is already the laughingstock of the Fifth Circuit.
No self respecting Judge In the country will rule for the government on that one—which moans, 1 guess. that you’ll have to appeal it all the way to the U.S. Supreme Court and be nice to Clarence Thomas for a few years.
Maybe you should ask Mario Cuomo for some legal advice on
how to ixandle tills “Koresh tr-ol" situation.... I think you kava a bucket of rooks on your hands, but Mario might disagree. Who knows?
But ask him. He owes you a favor just for offering him a goddamn job on the Supreme Court, and he's a fellow Democrat, a trusted advisor, a family friend with wardering rights in the White House....
Anyway, get his wise counsel and good advice now—or he will hammer you with it in the winter of ’96.
And let me remind you, George. that you are not in the modeling bus in ogg. No—you arc in tho politloc business, and it is moan.
Not like the campaign.... In a campaign, you need help from your friends; in Washington you need it from your enemies.
The whisperings of treachery are like
serpents in my bed
—fi. F. Baoon. Wamcn'O Vfllras
Ah, but you learned these things a long time age. so why brood abcut them now? They are boring, like the wisdom of Washington is boring. It is not a town that Loau.i with original thinkers (except maybe for ex-mayors and a handful of anarchist'hillbilly musicians)—and nobody you meat in D.C. was actually bom there. Even the cab drivers are foreigners.
I was one of them for a while, George. I lived there. I had a 10-room. th roe-bath, two-firep'.pjso, red brick Colonial house with a two car garage and a wood-paneled full studio-apartment above, on •Juniper Street which was a dead-end street At the time, and the only thing between my ircnt porch and the Kennedy Center was a three-or four-mile stretch of dense woods and horse trails and the lonely midnight roads of Rock Cit*?k Park, which will always be one of my favorite places in the world....
its
Ah yas, the park. I knew it well, George The park police came to love me. I was like the team, physician to the night shift. I know their wives and girlfriends, and they knew mine. They haled Nixon, and so did I. And we all smoked marijuana. Hell, wa even Inhaled It....
I was a national director of NORML In those years, and I had oonstant access to the best hashish and marjliana in the world. I had Santa Marta Gold and Black Lebanese and Khmer Rouge bud-sticks and crystal mosoallno and bongs full of pure crank, DMT and even Jimson weed, from lime to time.... I was very well oonnected, as they say, and I understood that my karma was to share my “wealth."
Which is always a dangerous idea, eh? (You bet Ask Mr. Bill.) But in the Old Days, George, it didn’t seem as dangerous as it does now. Maybe because there was a lot more wealth to share back then.
God only knows why....
—HST
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TO: Georg® 9.
White House
Dear George,
I must have been out of ray head with rage last night when I sent you that rude and stupid memo about Ecilywood. GF, hairstylists, etc.... I was clearly In a foul mood
Which 1b no excuse for my dssoent into unacceptable rudeness, and plAAsn anoept my heartfelt Apolcgy for my lapse It was one of those nasty little short circuits that you get from time to time when you crank up the power.
In any case, my recent offer of a safe haven, hideout, etc , ln Woody Creek remains, of course, as vabd and honorable today as it was when I first uttered it. Consider it a standing offer—regardless of anything I might say about Mr, Bill or even your own increasingly skittish TV appearances.... But, just for the record, I wish both of you would stop -worrying so much about your nicking haircuts and laugh once in a while Say aotoething funny, even goofy ... A New York Times reporter once asked Bobby Kennedy if there was any truth in the rumor that he and his brother were having trouble raising enough money for the '60 campaign against Nixon -Why*”* he said. “Do you have some?”
Ho, ho, eh? You bet. Quick is funny. George. Five words or less.
Maybe six, like this: “Nonsansel What have you been Inhaling?’* Or four—as in “Fuck you. I’m stck." (Whoops. Scratch that—for TV, at least. And you probably won’t want to use it more than once, or they might slap you in fit. Elizabeth’s and shAve your haad.> Right. And that's all it would take, George, so be careful about where you take your naps.... On® of my worst moments in politics came whan I decided tc get a haircut on the day before 1 filed to run for sheriff. Just a trim—sort of respectably close, like a cop’s. “I understand," said my 111
old friend the barber. “But before we get started, why don’t wa smoke this wonderful joint?"
Of course, I said We must calm our nerves. Which we did—and about 20 minutes latex’ I looked in the mirror and saw that the brainless, dope-addict bastard bad shaved one side of my head completely bald. Gone. My right profile was like an egg with lips. A ripple of fear went through me. ‘You swir.e!” I sheeted. “Now Hl never be sheriff!"
It was an awful moment, George. My political career was dead before it started....
What would you have done? Or what if Mr. Bill had somehow gone sideways in a barbershop two days before the New Hampshire primary and got naif of Ms skull shaved baW? Think about it. How would you have advised him to handle it? RSVP.
Okay. But in closing, let me get deadly serious for a moment and Suggest that this Supreme Court vacancy is probably your last free shet at the light at the end of the tunnel (Jesus!)—and you are doomed if you botch it like you did with the A G. You people don't Seem to have much interest in the federal justice System. There is a lack of attention—which concerns m», and it should concern you.
And this one is kX Bubba. Mr. Bill will UTevucably define his presidency with this Bcotus appointment. So don't lowball it. No more punks. Remember Zo6. Remember Klxnba. Remember Clarence Thomas....
Let’s face it, George: We have a mutual interest in this situation that you and the governor lured me into, and I am not entirely comfortable with it.
Shit. Comfortable? Never in hell, Bubba! No, I am r.ot comfortable—because you people are not doing anything right, and it worries me. I am implicated.
Why? Woll ... how would you Like to walk aroimd in history with the stigma of being the only famous political journalist in American history so dumb that he willingly destroyed his own reputation for HUNTEK. THOMMOM / IEHERTBMSU
true wizardry by gutting tricked lute endorsing no*, just one but two rural southern governors who spent just enough time In the White House to disgraco the Derr.oaratic party and put Republicans back in power for another 12 years.
You giddy bastards have not been a powerful advertisement for my theory that “politics is basically the art of controlling your environment ’ People are beginning to sneer at me. and 1 hate it.
Which >s the real reason, 1 guess, why I’m trying to do you this bug» favor—because we need repeat, noco to do something right Uke appointing a true aristocrat of the law to the court and introducing him like the second coming of Holmes.... Make it a major event, a commitment to excellence and justice and truth that is so far above politics as usual that even Bob Dele and Sam NUnn will call the appointment/nomination “transcendent * And Mr. B12 will take on a whole new look to a lot of people.
You will want to hoop in mind, Bubba, that this looks like it oould be a long, ugly summer for the image of federal law enforooment agoncioc If Waco comas up on the docket Ths majesty of the law will be soiled and embarrassed, at best Then. restore respect for the law and the court, under Clinton, by making some very good appoint-merits at the FBI and the courts.
Take my word for it, George. You want to avoid any dingbats, dilettantes, third cousins or radical lesbiar. separatists this tune Okay. That’s about it for now.
Ill
6/G/&3
Dear Ooorge,
I’m still on your side, Bubba—and rinvor mind that swarm of policy wonks you liang out with. They are making life difficult for all of us We’d be better off if they were rounded up and herded into a huge holding pen for potential organ donors.
Why not? Some of them can make significant contributions, in time.
and their names will be honored in various medical texts. We can erect a goklen pillar in the Rose Garden and carve the names of the organ donors on it complete with names, appraised organ valuefs) and even the names of recipients, who will be compelled by law to make large donations to tho Fund for Othor Hoople’s Koalth Care.
Okay. And so much for that problem, eh? Just round the buggers up and let Susan Thomases make a list of the estimated valuers) on their vital organs—then put her in the pen with all the others; her spleen alone would fetch enough to pay premiums for half the population of Maryland Jesus. What would Ira Magaziner’s brain be worth on the open mar ket? Or Gore's liver? Carville's heart? Or that bastard Bentsen’s conscience?
Do you get my drift, George? Sure you do. These lintheadfl have too many separate agendas. Their real value lies in their organs. Now, while it’s still a seller’s market. Think it over. Hell, Dole will eat it right up....
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Ah, but I digress. So let’s get. quickly to my main point—which in, of courno, tho gonaral. (And nover mind that ho said some of the nicer things about Mr. Bill that we’ve heard recently.... ) Fuck him.
Ho wan rude and he wan dumb and he should swiftly be busted in pub Uc. This commander-in-chief business won’t last long If he isn’t Take my word for it, George. 1 am an Air Force veteran and I am seldom wrong about matters of discipline Sc fire tho bastard Take a tip from the Marines and drum him out of the corps.... Right.
Have tho loonollppcd scrcwhaad brought to the White House in irons for a major photo-op, then put him out on the South Lawn, where the President will rip off all his medals and badges and insignia of rank.... No words should be spoken. George Only the harsh thunder of 300 snare drums rolling as he walks alone through the long “tunnel of shame.” I think that's what the Corps calls it—but they usually don’t have enough snare drummers to crank up the sustained deoitel level to a point where onlookers (even on TV) will lose oontrol of their bowels and begin to experience fear, acute disorientation and feelings of deep animal panic that will be with them for the rest of their lives—or at least every time they hear a drumroll, and that oan bo arranged vory artfully, like, no more of this “Hall to the Chief"
bullshit when the president appears in big-time public situations. No.
Frcm now on we do the snare drums. Ho, ho. And if snare drams aren’t exactly right for your enemies, try rolling 600 bass drums on a gigantic PA system with rubber-mounted pig-iron subwoofers—the kind they use on submarines to trigger unwanted bombs on the ocean 115
floor. Hell, everything in the world will explode If you torture it with the right frequency Even whales and aircraft carriers Or the World Trade Center. All you need is the square root cf the parallax quotient of a sound wave and a shock wave.... You're welcome.
Well .. shucks, George I guess we ad get off on eerie tangents cnoe in a while, and I guess that is mine for the day. Snare drums, bass drums, sound waves, involuntary bowel movements on command...
It's horrible, horrible. But that's politics. eh? And it looks, from here, like you've had a few ram-fed leeeons on that subject....
But let mo tell you, Bubba—if Mr. Bill can hang you out to dangle in the sleazy winds that he brought down on himself and a lot of other people, Including me, then he better not waste any time getting rid of that goddamn dingbat of a useless. A.F. general who made a conscious decision to Dartmouth him on CNN all over the world.
Bill Clinton’s perceived wlrr.p facto-is rising so fast that George Bush is beginning to look like Godzilla.
>> >
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Tue 22 Jun 93 Pat Nixon, wife of ax-pretktent Richard Nixon, dioc In New Jemey
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PAT NIXON DIES
YE GODS, CNN says Pat Nixon just died (1103 a.m., MST1, and I feel 1 should send a message of condolence to The Man—which he was, in the good old days, and now I can finally feel sorry for him. Richard Nixon was a warrior: He gave no mercy and expected none.
Yet he approved my first White House press pass and never had me busted for the horrible things I wrote about him. He had more Dobermans on his staff than anybody I've ever seen in politics, but he never sicced them on me—at least not on the level of "termination with extreme prejudice" that he applied to so many others Who knows why? Maybe he was just "too busy" with China or counting brown bags lull of cash that he often solicited on White House stationery from rich thugs who wanted influence.... Richard Nixon knew pimps, and they knew him.
He was criminally insane from birth, and so was his unhappy wife. They were genetically fated, and they had no choice but to act like the rodents they
were.
But we did, and we voted for him every
time he ran for public office, except twice.
1 I J
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THE HORRIBLE “SUICIDE”
™OF VINCENT FOSTER
and why ft destroyed the best minds
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-----your Borrow at the loss of a fine, lifelong friend.
I didn't know Vinca Fobtar, iAit I do know friends & I understand how it feels to have a chunk of yourself ripped away in the darknose.
t iorry. But
that it how it faellf isn't it?/raminda ma,
Bill, that the last time we spoke7had lunch at Doo1*, you had just lost another friend — and X told Jann we should lay off the interview p get out of town quietly, like Decent people would....
Ah, but you
know how They are, Bubba. Buy the Ticket, taka the Ride — and I admired the way you handled yourself that day. Xt was a hard dollar, 4 I felt for you.
Thanks again for your gracious hospitality.
And let's
forget about that weird episode with the /_f rje^, eh? I tried to act non-chaiant(sp?) — but, like I said, we were all hungry that day.
{whoops I Nevermind that slip. X apologize./ But some of your people in the press room said that you (a they) could use a bit of a sails on a day like thia.
And sc oould X,
Bubba. So could 1.... And I'll be at boo's for lunch anytime you say. But only if you promise to be funny this time, i'll handle the 08SS. They
Pat Buchannan....Okay. very sincerely.
THE WHITE HOUSE
WA.BHIHQTOH
Auguet 30, 1993
Owl Far*
Wa»ty CrMk, Colorado ll<M
Dear Dooj
Thank you for your lottar. Tour enoouraglng
word* aeon a lot, and I appreciate your
writing. The past tow week* have been tough,
but we've had a few day* of good root and look forward to the challenge* of the fall.
Bee you soon.
Sincerely,
CHAPTER 10
DOOMED HOPE AND
S
Winning the high ground, losing the low...
Flogged for beauty, whipped for truth...
Winning wrong, losing right,
final notes on the failures of Bill Clinton:
They called him “Suckee-Suckee"...
SOME S T O RIE S take a long rime to tell, and this one could go on forever if I tned to include all the tragic details and reasons for all the cruelness and craziness and treachery that happened along the way and explain all that blood on the tracks ...
The last thing I did before slashing the foul knot that had lashed me for so long to the rotten mast of politics was to call the White House and ask for my old friend Missy and invite her out to the farm for a few days of loose, relaxed talk about the horrible, suicidally depressing dead-end hole that she had dragged me down into, and buried us both in shame....
That dopey bitch! She was the one who came up with that goddamn silly Judas-goat gibberish about "politics is better than sex" in the first place.
And 1 had fallen for it. But so what? I am of the romantic sensibility, as they say, and I am easily swayed in that direction, which is dangerous....
Right. But we will get back to that later. There will be plenty of time to discuss these things—which is unfortunate.
ill
and I dread it, but some things can't be avoided, and having a chat with Missy was one of them. It was a dramatic imperative.
Until she saw the agony she'd plunged me into, it would not be agony—only an unheard song, like the tree that falls in the forest and makes no sound....
Ho, ho, Bubba. How’s that for a warped lens? There is no agony in the forest until it is seen by rhe eye of the agonizer.
Right. Send your kid off to school with that one scrawled on his wrist. Give the teachers something to think about when they stare into the mirrors at the faculty lounge; Agonist# non est sine vide agon brutes.
1$ that right? No. Latin translation to come—call the sheriff. He will know. At least the sheriff here will understand, Bubba. Can your sheriff translate Latin at 8:35 on any Friday morning? Do you want him to? Do you understand politics? Do you know the Garden of Agony?
A H, BUT never mind these fruitless Jesuit tangents. They XX arc no more appropriate here then they arc in a secular White House—which is where I was calling, that day, to reach my old friend Missy, who had an office there....
But no more, they said. She could now be reached at the State Department, or maybe the DNC—did I want to leave a message?
"You bet," I said. "Just ask her to call Dr. Thompson at home." And then I started to give my phone number.
"Yes, we have it," interrupted the gentle voice of the operator. "Mr. Hunter," she said. "Woody Creek, Colorado. Two point two miles east by northeast of the Ambassador's home— am I right?"
"Exactly," I said. "And how is your sainted mother? Is she out of jail yet?"
She chuckled. "Well, well, well, Mr. Hunter," she said. "We haven't been hearing from you in quite a while, have we?"
"Are you kidding?" I said. "I’ve been calling regularly. You just haven't recognized me since I got that voice-change machine. Hell, I have about 22 different voices now."
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She laughed. "Sure you do, Mr. Hunter/ she said. "And I'd recognize every one of 'em You can’t fool me. I'd recognize that crazy voice of yours anywhere!"
I reached over to the voice-changer and gave her a taste of my British-accented 13-year-old nymphet voice.
"Oh my god!" she said. "That's horrible!"
"Why?" I said. "You know it's me. Hell, it's only a machine.
What's wrong?"
There was a pause. "Well, Mr. Hunter, I guess it just gives me the willies to hear that crazy little kid’s voice and know it’s actually you talking! It almost makes me sick to my stomach."
Whoops, 1 thought. Be careful. You can't take anything for granted these days—especially a sense of humor in the White House. There is too much child abuse running around, too many ways to get busted and ruined by accident..,.
Ye fucking gods, I thought. Now I'll get a call from the goddamn Secret Service every time the White House switchboard gets a call from anything that sounds like a deranged or troubled child. They will red-flag my voice print and put me in the pervert file. My phone will ring day and night with apologetic queries from people like Bob Hislop, of the Secret Service detail over in Denver.
"Hello, Hunter. Yeah, it's me again. Yeah, goddamnit They had another call from that little girl in Scranton last night, and the voice print seems to match yours.... Would you mind coming in for a chat?"
Insane? Of course it's insane!
MISSY CALLED me back a few hours later from a phone that she said was in New Jersey but which I knew from my instant caller ID to be Carville's secret hideout in the South Mountains, not far from the tomb of Lee Atwater. She was not fascinated with the idea of flying instantly to Colorado at her own expense to brood with me on the smoldering remains of her elegant little notion about politics being better than sex, but she said she would do it anyway.
I picked her up in Denver at midnight. We had a few drinks til
at the cowboy bar in the doomed airport, then we walked downstairs to my Jeep and drove for three hours at top speed across the high backroads of the Continental Divide....
She slept most of the way, because of her new Ativan addiction—but once we got out on the lonely two-lane blacktop across South Park, I had plenty of time and all the roadside privacy I needed to pull over and slap her around for a while and get some answers. It was wonderful. She was dopey from time to time, but in those strange few hours that we spent together I learned more about politics in America than I'd learned in the past three years....
It was an old story, a tangled web of doomed hope and failed dreams. It was one of those nights that comes along now and then to make sure you understand that there is no such thing as paranoia,- it is always worse than you thought....
It has been the same since Julius Caesar thought Brutus wanted to kill him. Which was true, and he did, Rasputin understood these things, and so did John Fitzgerald Kennedy, who had such a morbid fascination with his own public murder by forces beyond his control that he ''filmed" it only eight weeks before he was murdered m Dallas.
THE STORY this time had mainly to do with the efforts of James Baker m, then secretary' of state, to pull the plug or. the desperate efforts of his old friend George Herbert Walker Bush IV to get himself reelected as president of the United States. In a nut, the "real leadership" of the national Republican party called Baker back from one of his endless squabbles with the leaders of Israel and told him that he had a new assignment—should he choose to accept it, etc —which was to make sure the GOP would not win the 1992 presidential election, and never mind how George felt about it.. Jt was the economy, they said It was so much worse than anything any Democratic candidate could foresee in his worst dreams that it had to be dumped on a Democrat for the next four years.
It was better that way, they said, and Bakei 3 agreed. They were still having nightmares about what happened to Herbert HUNKES. IWHP50H • BETTER FMNSU
Hoover, and what came next 20 straight years of Roosevelt and Truman, an era of total dominance by populist Democrats who packed the Supreme Court and went to war with half of the civilized world, including Hitler and Mussolini and the emperor of Japan and Spain and France and even Ireland. It lifted America out of "Mr. Hoover's Depression" and created a permanent war economy ruled by killer thugs from places like Georgia and South Carolina and Texas and a new wave of armed Yalies from the OSS and the CIA and the communist-infested State Department.
If Dwight Eisenhower had come back from the war and decided to run as a Democrat—which he almost did—there would be no Republican party today. They would be like the Ku Klux Klan, small knots of hate-crazed rich people scattered in walled ghettos around the country, instead of the dominant ruling autocracy that they have been for most of the last four decades.
Kennedy was an accident that didn't take long to cure, and LBJ—after winning in a landslide over Goldwater in 1964—made such a bloody disaster out of the war in Vietnam that he was denounced as a werewolf and a warmonger and drummed out of the White House in shame. Carter was an inevitable freak of nature that got in only because of Nixon and the Watergate scandal... but none of them got reelected. For every one step forward, the Democrats embarrassed themselves and took three steps back.
That was the thinking of the GOP moguls and wizards when they decided to dump George Bush and kt Bill Clinton take the rap for the next four years of bad debt and misery that even Ronald Reagan realized was coming. He blamed it on John the Baptist, but the truth was pure politics, and James Baker was called in to do the off-loading. George Bush was not happy, but he understood. He was so guilty that he made Nixon look honest, and he went quietly.
115
THE 1 992 presidential campaign was the slowest and lamest and least passionate "struggle for the White House" that I'd ever seen or even heard about in my lifetime—
it was dead on both ends. Neither one of the final candidates would have been allowed anywhere near the White House in better times. It was dumb on dumb: George Bush looked more and more like some kind of half-eaten placenta left behind at the birth of Ronald Reagan, and Bill Clinton's low-rent accidental fascist-style campaign made Jimmy Carter seem like Thomas Jefferson.
The standard gets lower every year, but the scum keeps using. A whole new class has seized control in the nineties: They call themselves "The New Dumb/' and they have no sense of humor. They arc smart, but they have no passion. They arc cute, but they have no fun except phone sex and line dancing. ... They are healthy and clean and cautious and their average life-span is now over 100 years (with women at 102 and men slightly under 100).
By a.d. 2015, the median age for the Generation X crowd will be 121—and Ross Perot will still be president. He will rule entirely by TV, and only 16 or 17 people m the world will ever see him in person. To the other 500 billion he will appear as an interactive "morph" on their wraparound TV screens. On some days he will appear as a nine-year-old runt lacking off in an abandoned grain silo near Texarkana, and on other days he will look like Socrates or Jesus or Abe Lincoln.... But it won't matter, because people will be used to it by then: They will have their own morph-imaging machines, and they will be able to speak directly with the president at least twice a week, on a two-way virtual-reality hookup so real that you can actually "shake hands" with something that looks like the president and "look him in the eye" and squeeze his knuckles until the bones pop wildly back and forth in your grip.
And you will feel it, because you will have VR receptors planted under your skin, and he won't.
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That is the good news.
The bad news is 'hat there will be no year 2000 A.D.—
at least not as wc know years today—and everything after that will be counted in units of Hertz: as in Hortz 002, for instance.... The current Gregorian calendar has been obsolete since World War II and no longer serves its purpose.
Not even the Incredible Atomic Clock is accurate any longer. Scientists have been secretly adding "kap seconds" to it tor years, hoping against hope that the Earth will somehow right itself.... But no. It has been wandering more and more into unpredictable orbits and erratic speeds, and apparently there is no cure for it. The Atomic Clock might run for a very long time, but so will a rat full of speed.... And Speed Kills, like they used to say in Little Rock.
I hate all jokes, as a rule—but every once in a while a good one slips through the cracks, and suddenly you start hearing it on every street corner in America.
Q: Why did the chicken cross the road?
A: To vote for Bill Clinton.
Funny, ch? You bet. Ho, ho....
But not to me, Bubba. When I hear people telling that joke to each other in public, I think they're talking about me, and it gives me a queasy feeling
And I never argue, because it's true. Yessir. I crossed that road at high noon in the summer of '92, and I brought a lot of people with me—or at least I tried to, and some people mention it constantly. Even people who once voted for Nixon look down on me now.
But I had my reasons, so fuck them I would do it again, because I felt it was absolutely necessary to beat George Bush.
He was like a rubberized impersonation of Nixon, and I figured Clinton could beat him.
Which was true. We won. Even Bob Dylan went to Washington for the inauguration. Rolling Stone called it the Coming of a New Age in American politics. Jack Nicholson stood in the Lincoln Memorial and brought silence to the multitudes by 111
croaking Lincoln's words into a nine• million*watt P.A. system.
Young girls went crazy in strange hotel rooms and offered up their virginity to traveling salesmen from Arkansas. Even Thomas Jefferson was said to be happy.
ALMOST EVERYBODY who was anybody went to
, Washington that week, except me. I had many invitations and tar more access than I wanted, along with a penthouse suite at the Embassy Row hotel in the name of Eleanor McGovern—but I went to a sports bar in South San Francisco and watched an NFL football game on TV. It felt like the right thing to do, at the time, and I have never regretted it.
Later I went to the O'Farrell Theatre and watched naked women dance, while discussing Irish politics with my old friend Jim Mitchell.
He seemed hurt that he hadn't received an invitation to the Clinton Inaugural. "You're lucky," I told him. "Wait till you see what happens to the poor bastards who did get invited."
In the months that followed 1 went crazy with grief and fell into a kind of spastic communication with the White House.
Life lost all its meaning and I fell into brooding solitude. How had it happened? I wondered. And why to a fine man like me?
All I did was vote against George Bush, because he was wrong.
And then I remembered that ancient story about The Old Woman and the Snake. It remains my clearest memory of the first time I sat down to lunch with Bill Clinton. I mentioned it at the beginning of the book, and its bears repeating now: An old woman was walking down the road when she saw a gang of thugs beating a poisonous snake. She rescued the snake and carried it back to her home, where she nursed it back to health. They became friends and lived together for many months. One day they were going into town, and the old woman picked the snake up. and it bit her. Repeatedly. "Oh, God." she screamed ‘7 am dying! Why! I was your friend. I saved your life! J trusted you! Why did you bite me!"
The snake looked up at her and said. "Lady, you knew 1 was a snake when you first picked me up."
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] identified very strongly with the Old Woman—despite hoots and howls from a surprising number of people who said I was obviously the Snake.
When 1 dealt with Richard Nixon, there was never any question about who was the Old Woman and who was the Snake, and I suspect that is why I got along with him better than I do with Bill Clinton.... Nixon was so aggressively evil that he almost glowed at night His political instincts were so dangerous that he made the politics of total opposition a very honorable trade for two generations of the best people tn America. He gave no mercy and expected none. He was fun.
Clinton is a different kind of animal. He shares Nixon's humble origins and his utterly unprincipled belief in expediency. Nixon was a genuinely paranoid Fatalist who thought They were out to get him, and he was right.... We had no choice, really. Richard Nixon was like that 16-wheel Peterbilt in the famous cult movie about a desperate traveling salesman w’ho gets chased across the desert by a kill-crazy semi with no driver.
The monster truck pursued him at insane speeds, through phone booths and gas pumps, and even over cliffs, but he never knew why.
The difference between Nixon and Clinton is the difference between the Truck and the Traveling Salesman. Boss was our Satan, and Mr. Bill is our Willy Laman. Clinton is "liked, but not well liked," and not even his best friends and allies believe anything he says. He has the sense of loyalty of a lizard with its tail broken off and the midnight taste of a man who might go on a double-date with the Rev. Jimmy Swaggart.
Nixon never double-dated. He preferred the three-way: When his future wife, Pat, refused to go to the senior prom with him, he eagerly served as all-night driver for the car that carried Pat and her chosen date.
He was weird, Bubba. He played in a league where Clinton will never be anything but a batboy. Nixon was a monster with insanely wrong convictions. Clinton is a humorless punk with bad habits. Nixon was so had that he could get innocent people in to politics, but Clinton is bad in a way that will get all but the worst ones out.
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ELL.. .SHUCKS. I guess that's about it for now. These V V arc harsh and terminal judgments that will not be fondly received in the Clinton White House—especially not by a profoundly compromised president who is already running mercilessly for reelection in 1996.... There is no mercy in the Passing Lane, and no place to pull over and park.
Speed kills, they say and speed is also very addictive It gets you there faster, and fast is the only way to run if you want to be president of the United States. Buy the ticket, take the ride.
Some will march on a road of bones, and others will be nailed up on telephone poles That is the way it works.
Historians do not call the final ten years of any century "the Decadence" for no reason. It is always a doomed and dissolute time, and the end of the American Century will be no different.... Generation X got off easy compared to the hideous fate of the poor bastards in Generation Z. They will be like steerage passengers on the S.S. Titanic, trapped in the watery bowels of a sinking "unsinkable ship."
It was Ronald Reagan who warned in 1985 that "this generation may be the one that will have to face the end of the world as we know it." There will be no year 2000, except for morphs and pimps and political junkies with no pulse. The president of the United States said that, so we have no reason to doubt it.
Good luck.
hunter s. Thompson / irnri thin sex
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THE WHI TE HOUSE
Washington
Hunter S. Thompson
Owl Farm
Woody Creek, Colorado 81656
Dear Doc;
Thanks for the drawing you faxed me. I
appreciate the Inspiration, and I intend to
keep working until the last dog dies.
Sincerely,
I’hicugo (AP)—April I. 1994
Famed author and political journalist
Dr. Hunter S. Jhoinpkon announced
to a cheering crowd of editors. brokers. and elite political professionals in Chicago today tbut “politics is wr
better than sex" and that be “could
not, in good conscience." go ahead
with his plan to publish his long-
awaited treatise on that subject.
“It is the gibberish of the Neu
Dumb." he said, as the crowd
applauded wildly, and "I don't want
my name connected with it in any
way—especially not in a book that
would sit on the shelves of 50.000
libraries for the next 200 years.**
Thompson said his publishers
"had not been enthusiastic" about his bizaiTc project from the Mart, but he
had “forced it on them" because of
his admitted "addlciion to politics"
and "extreme personal pressures”
from within the Clinton campaign,
which he formally endorsed in 1992.
Random House executive editor
David Rosenthal said he fell
“immensely relieved” that "Hunter
has come to his senses” and “can now
get back to writing his real book—
Polo Is My Life: Memoirs of a Brutal
Southern GtntleuMu. which will be published in tlte fall.
“Dr. Thompson can be extremely
difficult when he caves in lo his political addiction," Said Rosenthal. “He has been with us for many years, and
we are proud to be his publisher
Hunter is a national ircjtsurc and his
works will live fotever.”
PART THREE
NIXON’S THE ONE.
RICHARD MILHOUS NIXON
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CHAPTER 666
THE DEAT H OF
RICHARD N IXON
THE DEATH of Richard Nixon in April 1994
came just as this book was going to press and
made it necessary to change the ending No book
about campaign junkies and politics, addicts would be complete without including Richard Nixon. He was
the ultimate campaign junkie, and his addiction to politics was total. Cheating and lying and stealing were all he really understood in life.
Richard Nixon was the real thing, and I will miss him for the hideous clarity that he brought to my understanding of American politics, and for rhe anger he inspired in my work. He brought out the best in me, all the way to the end, and for that I am grateful to him. What follows is the obituary that 1 just delivered to Rolling Stone. Read it and weep, for we have lost our Satan. Richard Nixon has gone home to hell.
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DAILY® NEWS
Richard M. Nixon
37th President oi-i he United States
1913-1994
COMPLETE COVERAGE ON PAGES 2 - S
HE WAS A CROOK
Memo from the National Affairs Desk
Date: May 1. 1994
From; Dr. Hunter S. Thompson
Subjett The Death of Richard Nixon; Holes on the passing of an American Monster.. He was a liar and a quitter, and he should have been buried at sea.... But he was. after all, the president.
And he cried mightily with a strong voice,
saying, Babylon the great is fallen, and is
become the habitation of devils, and the
hold of every foul spirit and a cage of every
unclean and hateful bird.
—Revelation 18:2
RICHARD NIXON is gone now, and I am poorer for it.
He was the real thing—a political monster straight out of Grendel and a very dangerous enemy. He could shake your hand and stab you m the back at the same time. 1 le lied to his friends and betrayed the trust of his family. Not even Gerald Ford, the unhappy ex-president who pardoned Nixon and kept him out of prison, was immune to the evil fallout. Ford, who believes strongly in heaven and hell, has told more than one of his celebrity golf partners that "I know I wilt go to hell, because I pardoned Richard Nixon."
I have had my own blood relationship with Nixon for many years, but I am not worried about it landing me in hell with him.
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I have already been there with that bastard, and f am a better person for it Nixon had the unique ability to make his enemies seem honorable, and we developed a keen sense of fraternity.
Some of my best friends have hated Nixon all their lives. My mother hates Nixon, my son hates Nixon, I hate Nixon, and this hatred has brought us together.
Nixon laughed when I told him this. "Don't worry," he said. "1, too. am a family man. and we feel the same way about you."
IT WAS Richard Nixon who got me into politics, and now that he's gone, I feel lonely. He was a giant in his way. As long as Nixon was politically alive—and he was, all the way to the end—we could always be sure of finding the enemy on the Low Road There was no need to look anywhere else for the evil bastard. He had the fighting instincts of a badger trapped by hounds.
The badger will roll over on its back and emit a smell of death, which confuses the dogs and lures them in for the traditional ripping and tearing action. But it is usually the badger who does the ripping and tearing. It is a beast that fights best on its back: rolling under the throat oi the enemy and seizing it by the head with all four claws.
That was Nixon's style—and if you forgot, he would kill you as a lesson to the others. Badgers dun't fight fair, Bubba.
That's why God made dachshunds.
NT IXON WAS a Navy man, and he should have been
J. buried at sea. Many of his friends were seagoing people—
Hebe Rebozo, Robert Vesco, William F. Buckley, Jr.—and some of them wanted a full naval burial.
These tome is at least two styles, however, and Nixon's immediate family strongly opposed both of them In the tradi tionalist style, the dead president’s body would be wrapped and sewn loosely in canvas sailcloth and dumped off the stem of a frigate at least 100 miles off the coast and at least 1,000 miles south of San Diego, so the corpse could never wash up on American soil in any recognizable form.
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The family opted for cremation until they were advised of the potentially onerous implications of a strictly private, unwitnessed burning of the body of the man who was, after all, the president of the United States. Awkward questions might be raised, dark allusions to Hitler and Rasputin. People would be filing lawsuits to get their hands on the dental charts. Long court battles would be inevitable—some with liberal cranks bitching about corpus delicti and habeas corpus and others with giant insurance companies trying not to pay off on his death benefits.
Either way, an orgy of greed and duplicity was sure to follow any public hint that Nixon might have somehow faked his own death or been cryogenically transferred to fascist Chinese interests on the Central Asian Mainland.
It would also play into the hands of those millions of selfstigmatized patriots like me who believe these things already If the right people had been in charge of Nixon's funeral, his casket would have been launched into one of those open-sewage canals that empty into the ocean mst south of Los Angeles. He was a swine of a man and a jabbering dupe of a president. Nixon was so crooked that he needed servants to help him screw his pants On every morning. Even his funeTal was illegal. He was queer in the deepest way. His body should have been burned in a trash bin.
THESE ARE harsh words for a man only recently canonized by President Clinton and my old friend George McGovern—but I have written worse things about Nixon, many times, and the record will show that I kicked him repeatedly long before he went down. I beat him like a mad dog with mange every time I got a chance, and I am proud of it. He was scum.
Let there be no mistake in the history books about that.
Richard Nixon was a evil man—evil in every way that only those who believe in the physical reality of the Devil can understand it. He was utterly without ethics or moral or any bedrock sense of decency. Nobody trusted him—except maybe the Stalinist Chinese, and honest historians will remember him mainly as a rat who kept scrambling to get back on the ship.
It is fitting that Richard Nixon's final gesture to the Amer 141
ican people was a clearly illegal series of 21 105-mm howitzer blasts that shattered the peace of a residential neighborhood and permanently disturbed many children Neighbors also complained about another unsanctioncd burial in the yard at the old Nixon place, which was brazenly illegal. "It makes the whole neighborhood like a graveyard," said one. "And it fucks up my children's sense of values."
Many were incensed about the howitzers, but they knew there was nothing they could do about it—nor with the current president sitting about 50 yards away and laughing at the roar of the cannons. It was Nixon's last war, and he won.
The funeral was a dreary affair, finely staged for TV and shrewdly dominated by ambitious politicians and revisionist historians. The Rev. Billy Graham, still agile and eloquent ar the age of 136, was billed as the main speaker, but he was quickly upstaged by two 1996 GOP presidential candidates: Sen. Bob □ole of Kansas, and Gov. Pete Wilson of California, who formally hosted the event and saw his poll numbers crippled when be got blown off the stage by Dole, who somehow seized the number three slot on the roster and uttered such a shameless, self-serving eulogy that even he burst into tears at the end ot it.
Dole's stock went up like a rocket and cast him as the early GOP front-runner for '96. Wilson, speaking next, sounded like an Engelbert Humperdink impersonator and probably won't even be reelected as governor of California in November.
The historians were strongly represented by the number two speaker, Henry Kissinger, Nixon's secretary of state and himself a zealous revisionist with many axes to grind. He set the tone for the day with a maudlin and spectacularly self-serving portrait of Nixon as even more saintly than his mother and a president of many godlike accomplishments—most of them put together in secret by Kissinger, who came to California as pan of a huge publicity tour lor his new book on diplomacy, genius, Stalin, H. P. Lovecraft and other great minds ot our rime, including himself and Richard Nixon.
Kissinger was only one of the many historians who suddenly came to see Nixon as more than the sum of his many-squalid parts. He seemed to be saying that History’ will not have to absolve Nixon, because he has already done it himself in a HUNTERS. THOMPSON I BETTER THAN SEX
massive act of will and Crazed arrogance that already ranks him supreme, along with oilier Nietzschean supermen like Hitler, Jesus, Bismarck and the emperor Hirohito. These revisionists have catapulted Nixon to the status of an American Caesar, claiming that when the definitive history of the 20th century is written, no other president will come close to Nixon in stature.
"He will dwarf FDR and Truman," according to one scholar from Duke University.
It was all gibberish, of course. Nixon was no more a Saint than he was a Great President. He was more like Sammy Glick than Winston Churchill He was a cheap crook and a merciless war criminal who bombed more people to death in Laos and Cambodia than the U. S. Army lost in all of World War II, and he denied it to the day of his death. When students at Kent State University, in Ohio, protested the bombing, he connived to have them attacked and slain by trcxips from the National Guard.
SOME PEOPLE will say that words like scum and rotten are wrong for Objective Journalism—which is true, but they miss the point. It was the built-in blind spots of the Objective rules and dogma that allowed Nixon to slither into the White House in the first place. He looked so good on paper that you could almost vote for him sight unseen. He seemed so all-American, so much like Horatio Alger, that he was able to slip through the cracks of Objective Journalism. You had to get Subjective to see Nixon clearly, and the shock of recognition was often painful.
Nixon's meteoric rise from the unemployment line to the vice presidency in six quick years would never have happened if TV had come along 10 years earlier. He got away with his sleazy "my dog Checkers" speech in 1952 because most voters heard it on the radio or read about it in the headlines of their local, Republican newspapers. When Nixon finally had to face the TV cameras for real in the 1960 presidential campaign deliates, he got whipped like a redheaded mule. Even die hard Republican voters were shocked by his cruel and incompetent persona. Interestingly, most people who heard those debates on the radio thought Nixon won. But the mushrooming TV audi 141
ence saw him as a truthless used-car salesman, and they voted accordingly. It was the first time in 14 years that Nixon lost an election.
When he arrived in the White House as VP at the age of 40, he was a smart young man on the rise—a hubris-crazed monster from the bowels of the Amencan drcam with a heart full of hate and an overweening lust to be President. He had won every office he'd run for and stomped like a Nazi on all of his enemies and even some of his friends.
Nixon had no friends except George Will and J Edgar Hoover (and they both deserted him}. It was Hoover's shameless death in 1972 chat led directly to Nixon’s downfall. He felt helpless and alone with Hoover gone. He no longer had access to either the Director or the Director’s ghastly bank of Personal Files on almost everybody in Washington.
Hoover was Nixon’s right flank, and when he croaked, Nixon knew how’ Lee felt when Stonewall lackson got killed at Chancellorsville. It permanently exposed Lee’s flank and led to the disaster at Gettysburg.
For Nixon, the loss of Hoover led inevitably to the disaster of Watergate. It meant hiring a New Director—who turned out to be an unfortunate toady named L. Patrick Gray, who squealed like a pig in hot oil the first time Nixon leaned on him. Gray panicked and fingered White House Counsel John Dean, who refused to take the rap and rolled over, instead, on Nixon, who was trapped like a rat by Dean’s relentless, vengeful testimony and went all to pieces right in front of our eyes on TV.
That is Watergate, in a nut, for people with seriously diminished attention spans. The real story is a lot longer and reads like a textbook on human treachery. They were all scum, but only Nixon walked free and lived to clear his name. Or at least that's what Bill Clinton says—and he is, after aD, the president of the United States.
Nixon liked to remind people of that He believed it, and that was why he went down. He was not only a crook but a fool.
Two years after he quit, he told a TA' journalist that "if the president does it, it can’t be illegal."
Shit. Not even Spiro Agnew was that dumb. He was a flat-out, knee-crawling thug with the morals of a weasel on speed.
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But he was Nixon's vice president for five years, and he only resigned when he was caught red-handed taking cash bribes across his desk in the White House.
Unlike Nixon, Agnew didn’t argue. He quit his job and fled in the night to Baltimore, where he appeared the next morning in U. S. District Court, which allowed him to stay out of prison for bribery and extortion in exchange for a gudty (no contest) plea on income-tax evasion. After that he became a major celebrity and went to work for Coors Beer, where he did odd jobs and played golf. He never spoke to Nixon again and was an unwelcome guest at the funeral. They called him Rude, but he went anyway. It was one of those biological imperatives, like salmon swimming up waterfalls to spawn before they die. He knewr he was scum, but it didn't bother him.
Spiro Agnew was the Joey Buttafuoco of the Nixon
administration, and 1. Edgar Hoover was its Caligula. They were brutal, brain damaged degenerates worse than any hit man out of The Godfather, yet they were the men Richard Nixon trusted most. Together they defined his presidency.
It would be easy to forget and forgive Henry Kissinger of his crimes, just as he forgave Nixon. Yes, we could do that—but it would be wrong. Kissinger is a slippery little devil, a world-class hustler with a thick German accent and a very keen eye for weak spots at the top of the power structure. Nixon was one of these, and Super K exploited him mercilessly, all the way to the end.
Kissinger made the Gang of Four complete: Agnew,
Hoover, Kissinger and Nixon. A group photo of these perverts would say all we need to know about the Age of Nixon.
"N TIXON'S SPIRIT will be with us for the rest of our lives—
X N whether you're me or Bill Clinton or you or Kurt Cobam or Bishop Tutu or Keith Richards or Amy Fisher or Boris Yeltsin's daughter or your fiancee's 16-year-old beer-drunk brother with his braided goatee and his whole life like a thundercloud out in front of him. This is not a generational thing.
You don’t even have to know who Richard Nixon was to be a victim of his ugly, Nazi spirit.
He has poisoned our water forever. Nixon will be remembered as a classic case of a smart man shitting in his own nest.
But he also shit in our nests, and that was the crime that history will bum on his memory like a brand. By disgracing and degrading the presidency of the United States, by fleeing the White House like a diseased cur, Richaid Nixon broke the heart of the American Dream.
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