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IN LATE APRIL, 2006, Judith Regan, the publisher, called me about a highly confidential project. O.J. Simpson was going to write a book for her, she said, to confess to the murders of Nicole Brown Simpson and Ron Goldman. Only it wasn’t exactly a confession. The book was going to be called “If I Did It” and it would be sold as an account of what might have happened on the night of the murders. When I told Judith I wasn’t sure I understood what that meant, she said, “He wants to confess, and I’m being assured it’s a confession. But this is the only way he’ll do it.”

As soon as we got off the phone, I spoke to the only two other people at ReganBooks who were in the loop. One was a senior editor, the other a company attorney. I already had misgivings about the book, partly because I didn’t understand what O.J. was selling, and partly because there are laws about criminals cashing in on their crimes. I knew that this law only applied to convicted criminals, but that didn’t make it any easier to swallow.

No, no, no, I was told. O.J. himself wouldn’t be making a penny. All the profits were being funneled into a corporation that was owned and controlled by his children. I thought that sounded more than slightly suspect, but I’m not an attorney. Surely, if a deal was being made with O.J.’s kids, it was being done with the blessing of the parent company, News Corp., and the powers that be at HarperCollins.

Of course, part of me didn’t want to probe too deeply. I was being given an opportunity to sit in a room with O.J. Simpson and listen to his confession, or an ersatz version of a confession, and it was simply too good to pass up. That he wanted to describe it as “hypothetical” meant very little to me. I’d assumed from the start that he was guilty, and in the years since I’d heard nothing to make me change my mind.

Not long after, I had lunch with the attorney who had brought the project to Judith. He told me that the idea for the book, and the bizarre title, had originated with a guy who operated on the fringes of the entertainment industry, and who was friendly with O.J.’s eldest daughter, Arnelle. I still wasn’t entirely sure what, exactly, the book was supposed to be, and neither was he, but I was assured, as Judith had been, that O.J. would be confessing, and that I’d be hearing details only he could possibly know. By the time the check arrived, we had hammered out a deal. I would be paid a guaranteed, upfront fee, plus a share of the book’s profits.

I kept waiting for the attorney to ask me about my history with O.J., but he never did. Ten years earlier, during the criminal trial, I testified for the prosecution. I had described the “plaintive wail” of Nicole’s dog, and Marcia Clark used the information to try to establish a timeline for the murders. I lived on Gretna Green Way, one street over from Bundy, and I shared a back alley with Nicole. On the night in question, the unhappy dog had begun to make himself heard at around 10:15 or 10:20, leading to the assumption that the murders had already taken place. If that was indeed the case, O.J. would have had plenty of time to get home, wash up, and climb into the waiting limo for the ride to the airport.

I flew down to Miami in early June, and the following morning I went off to meet O.J. at a Coconut Grove hotel. The attorney was waiting for me in the lobby, along with one of O.J.’s handlers, and we went up to the suite they’d booked for the occasion. We waited. And we waited some more. O.J., apparently feeling skittish, didn’t show up until noon. Even then, reluctant to come upstairs, he rang from the lobby and asked if we might meet in the hotel restaurant.

He was already seated when we arrived, and he stood to greet me as I approached. He had a hard time getting to his feet—he had a bum knee—and looked like an older, faded version of his former self, heavier, with an unhealthy pallor, his hair going gray. He thanked me for making the trip, apologized for being late, and offered me his hand. It felt as big as a baseball mitt. He then gestured toward the empty chair beside him, and before I’d even settled in he said, “Tell me something. What is this ‘wailing dog’ bullshit? You ever hear of anyone putting a man away based on the testimony of a wailing dog?”

Okay. I got the message. He remembered me from the trial, and he wanted me to know he remembered. Or maybe he didn’t remember, but someone in his camp had the sense to Google me before I flew down.

We had lunch, and he talked a little bit about his knee, and about his arthritis. I wondered if he was trying to elicit sympathy, but I was thinking about something else entirely. I kept asking myself why he had agreed to write this crazy book, and I could only come up with three reasons: One, he needed the money. Two, he missed the attention. And three, he genuinely wanted to confess. I was hoping for number three, of course, but there was one other nagging possibility: The whole thing was a con.

After lunch, we made our way down the corridor, with O.J. limping beside me, the attorney and handler close behind. We got into the elevator and went up to the suite, and I readied my laptop and recorder. I generally don’t tape my interviews—I type pretty fast, and the typing itself somehow brings everything into sharper focus for me: words, tone, attitude, voice. In this case, however, I thought taping was a good idea.

O.J. dropped into a chair, grimacing, and plunged right in: “I’m not going to talk about the murders because I wasn’t there that night and I don’t know anything about it.”

“Excuse me?”

“You heard me.”

I turned to look at the attorney. “Then why am I here?” I said. “It was my understanding that I was going to hear a confession, or at least a hypothetical confession.”

“I’m not confessing to anything,” O.J. said. “I have nothing to confess.”

I excused myself to call Judith in New York. I told her what was happening and suggested we pull out, but the attorney asked if he might have a word with her. I handed him my cell phone and left the room, rejoining O.J. He gave me a look and shook his head. “I always thought this was going to be fiction,” he said.

“Fiction? I don’t know where you got that idea. This isn’t fiction. I only write non-fiction books. I save the fiction for my screenplays.”

The attorney reappeared and told O.J. they should take a little walk. They returned two hours later with O.J. back on board.

He had misunderstood—it was as simple as that. But he didn’t want to talk about the murders until later, so he wondered if we might start with the “easy stuff.” That had been my intention all along, so the attorney left us alone and we plunged in. We began with the day O.J. met Nicole. We talked about his crumbling marriage to Marguerite, his first wife. We talked about his childhood and about his late father, with whom he had a falling out that lasted for the better part of a decade.

He was smiling by the end of the afternoon. It hadn’t been that tough, he said. He liked it. Yeah, I told him. Ghostwriters are unlicensed therapists. “Don’t be afraid to cry,” I said, only half joking. “Everybody cries.”

“I’m not crying for you, motherfucker!” he said, but he was laughing.

The next day was a little tougher. He told me that he had only struck Nicole once in all the years they were together, once, and the press had turned him into the poster-boy for wife abuse. And none of the problems were his fault. It was all her. Everything.

The term “malignant narcissism” popped into my head.

By the end of the day, we had made it all the way to the night of Sydney’s recital, the night of the murders. Sydney had looked adorable on stage, he said, but Nicole was dressed like a teenager. “What did she see when she looked at herself in the mirror?” he wondered.

After the recital, Nicole and the family went to Mezzaluna for dinner, and the press made a big deal about the fact that O.J. hadn’t been invited. That was bullshit, he said. He had an open invitation. He just hadn’t wanted to go. Instead he went home, called his on-again off-again girlfriend, Paula Barbieri, didn’t reach her, and found himself going for a burger with Kato Kaelin, the houseguest.

At that point, O.J. was beginning to look a little uneasy, though it’s possible he was just tired, so we called it a day. I walked him down the corridor and we got into the elevator. There was a guy inside on his cell phone, and his eyes went wide with surprise. “Holy shit!” he said. “I’m in an elevator with O.J. Simpson. I’ll have to call you back.” He reached for O.J.’s hand, grinning ear to ear, and O.J. took it. When we got to the lobby, there was more of the same. People turned to stare, but there was no horror in their looks, no disgust, no judgment. A young couple came over and asked O.J. if he’d pose for a picture, then handed me a camera and had me do the honors. It wasn’t the only time this happened. The next morning, O.J. didn’t show. I called his handler, who couldn’t find him. He called several hours later to say he’d finally managed to track him down. O.J. was a little nervous about the day ahead, he explained, because he knew we were going to be talking about the night of the murders. “But don’t worry,” he said. “He’ll be there.”

O.J. showed up two hours later and had trouble focusing. He was restless and angry. At one point, he said, “You know what kills me? All the goddamn people who assumed I was guilty before they’d even heard my side.” He looked dead at me, waiting for a comment. We were alone in the hotel suite, and I looked at his hands. They were bigger than my head. “I’m sorry,” I said. “I thought you were guilty then, and I still think you’re guilty.”

“I know you do, motherfucker!” he bellowed, but a moment later he was laughing. “Thank you for being honest with me,” he added.

He scooped up a handful of nuts and reached for a bottle of water, and I turned on the recorder. “We ought to get started,” I said.

He took a long time to respond, as if weighing his words. “You know I couldn’t have done this alone,” he said finally.

“Okay,” I said, my voice flat. “Who was with you?”

“I’m not saying I did it,” he said.

“Well, hypothetically, then. You couldn’t have done this alone. Someone was with you. Who would that be?” “I don’t know.” “We’ve got to give him a name,” I said. “You want to call him ‘Charlie’?”

He shrugged. Call him whatever the fuck you want. 

For the next few hours it was like pulling teeth. From what I could tell, Charlie might have said something about Nicole that set O.J. off, and O.J. might have jumped into the Bronco, taking Charlie along for the short drive to the Bundy condo. And yes, O.J. said, he parked in the alley, maybe, and maybe he grabbed the knit cap and the gloves before stepping through the broken rear security gate into the courtyard of Nicole’s condo. That was a small detail, admittedly, this business about the gate being broken, but it was new to me.

In short order, I heard other details with which I was unfamiliar. That Ron Goldman arrived on the scene a few moments later, for example, and that he subsequently found himself trapped between O.J. and Charlie. And that Ron was into martial arts—that “karate shit,” as O.J. put it.

I heard that Nicole, alerted by O.J.’s raised voice, had come to the front door, and that her large Akita had trotted into the courtyard and wagged its tail when it saw Ron. That’s what they call a telling detail. It meant the dog knew Ron. Maybe.

O.J. looked suddenly upset. “I don’t know what the hell you want from me,” he said. “I’m not going to tell you that I sliced my ex-wife’s neck and watched her eyes roll up into her head.”

I tried to keep things moving, but he refused to talk about the actual murders, so we talked about the immediate aftermath. What happened to the bloody clothes? What role did Charlie play, if any? Who else knew about the hidden path that led through the neighbor’s property to O.J.’s tennis court? What was that banging noise at Kato Kaelin’s window, and what might have caused it?

Now that we were done with the worst of it, or as done as we were going to be, O.J. became suddenly more voluble. He provided details about the drive home, for example, and actually corrected me when I said I thought he’d driven through the red light at Bundy and Montana. “I didn’t go to the light at Montana. Why would I have gone there? I took a left at the end of the alley and went up Gretna Green to San Vicente, and from there to Sunset.”

He must have seen the look on my face. “Or that’s the way I wouldagone.”

I asked more questions. No, he said, he couldn’t have parked the Bronco there, because the limo driver would have seen him, so he had to go around the corner. And yes, several of his friends knew about the path through the neighbor’s property because they used his tennis court when he was out of town.

He even provided details from inside the house. When he was in the shower, for example, he said he knew the limo driver was at the front gate because the bottom light lit up on the phone system when he rang.

I’m sure the bottom light always lit up when someone rang at the front gate, but I wondered why O.J. had decided to share that.

I kept going. What did he tell Kato about the banging noise? How did the Bronco get back into the driveway? And where was Charlie at this point?

Charlie. I didn’t believe there was a Charlie, and I still don’t.

By late afternoon, we were done with the dreaded chapter, and O.J. looked very relieved. It would be easy to say that a great weight had been lifted off his shoulders, that he felt cleansed, but I can’t go there, because I honestly don’t know what he was thinking. If he had fallen to his knees with tears in his eyes, praising Jesus, I might have had something, but that didn’t happen. It’s possible he was just relieved because we’d gotten through the toughest part.

We went across the street and had a quick drink. I said goodbye and shook his hand, then went back to the suite, packed up, and flew home. The next day I was back in Los Angeles, parked in front of my computer and fashioning a narrative out of a dozen hours of conversation.

For the next two weeks, we talked on the phone every few days. There were details missing. Holes to fill. Unanswered questions. A final chapter to write. He seemed to enjoy talking to me, and once or twice, when he picked up the phone, he’d be singing.

A few weeks later I sent him a first rough draft, but he was preparing for knee surgery, so it took him a while to get to it. After he left the hospital, he was in pain, and he said he found it hard to focus, but eventually the fog lifted and he got to work. He called every two or three days with changes, but most of them were minor, and he said he was very happy with the book. “It’s real good. It sounds just like me.” Then he got to the chapter on the murders and everything changed. “I hate that fucking chapter,” he said. “I wish we didn’t have to do that fucking chapter.”

He didn’t say it was wrong, and he didn’t say it was bullshit. He just said he hated it, and he kept saying it.

Meanwhile, Judith Regan had been calling, eager to see pages. She had spoken to Barbara Walters about the project, she told me in confidence, and said Barbara might want to interview O.J. during sweeps week in November to coincide with the publication of the book. I had not known that a television interview was part of the deal between O.J. and HarperCollins, but the idea of having Barbara Walters on board certainly appealed to me. She was huge. She would sell books. I didn’t think I’d created a lasting work of art—this was O.J. Simpson’s book, after all, and we didn’t want him sounding like third-rate Dostoevsky—but I certainly thought it was a compelling read.

I called O.J. to say that Judith wanted to see some pages, but I didn’t mention Barbara Walters. At the beginning of the process I had told him, as I tell everyone I work with, that no one would see the manuscript until he had signed off on it, but I asked if we might make an exception. “I know you have more changes coming,” I said. “And we’ll make them. It’s just that Judith needs to see something now.”

“I hate that fucking chapter,” he repeated. “Ask her if we can take it out.”

“O.J., that’s the chapter that sold the book. It’s the only reason there is a book.”

“I like the other stuff,” he said. “About me and Nicole and all that.”

“So do I,” I said. “And people will read that, too. But they want to hear about the murders.”

“This whole thing is bullshit,” he said.

I spoke to Judith. I told her that O.J. had been going through the manuscript with great care, taking the changes very seriously, but that he seemed to be getting increasingly nervous. I think he was finally becoming aware of the enormity of what he had done, the lunacy, even, and it was starting to freak him out.

Judith got the pages and read the much-despised chapter, then asked Barbara Walters for a non-disclosure agreement and sent it over. She called me the next day to tell me that Barbara had read it, and that she had described it as “absolutely chilling.”

“She wants to talk to you,” Judith said.

Not long after, I flew back to Miami to help speed things along, and to try to finish editing the manuscript face to face. At one point, O.J. told me to take out the line about the dog seeing Ron Goldman and wagging its tail. “Why?” I asked.

“Because it’s bullshit,” he said.

“Well, I didn’t put it in there,” I said.

“Neither did I,” he said. “If you want to say he wagged his tail, then say he wagged his tail at both of us. That dog loved everybody. He was always wagging his fucking tail.”

I did what he told me, but I wasn’t thrilled. I had loved that detail, and it’s not the type of detail one makes up. Dramatic license doesn’t let you invent things. You might recreate a conversation that took place ten years ago to the best of your ability; or you might compress a period of time to speed things along; or you might even change some minor details to make a character harder to identify. But that’s about it. I knew the business about the wagging tail had come from him, but I had no choice. It was his book. I took it out.

Barbara Walters called the next day to introduce herself and to repeat what Judith had told me: “It is just absolutely one of the most chilling things I have ever read,” she said. She let me know that she was seriously tempted to do the interview, but remained on the fence, and I can’t say I blamed her.

The next morning, very early, she called again. “Honey, it’s Barbara. Let me ask you this: Do you think it’s a confession?”

I told her I couldn’t answer that—that she was putting me on the spot. She had read the pages, and that’s all I had. I didn’t have O.J. saying, “Yeah, man. I killed them.”

She still sounded like she wanted to do the interview, but she was concerned. She had her reputation to think about. What’s more, the network brass couldn’t figure out whether the interview should be handled by the news division or the entertainment division. Now that’s what I call a telling detail. I myself had wondered how the bookstores were going to treat this strange hybrid—was it fiction, or non-fiction?—but nobody seemed to know.

“I’m still not sure if I want to do the interview,” Barbara said on her next call. “But if I do, do you think Judith would hold the book until February?”

“I don’t know,” I said.

“I have a very crowded schedule,” she said.

“I’ll talk to her.”

When I called Judith, she wanted to know what I had told Barbara, and she seemed to think I’d done us a disservice by not describing the book as a confession. As far as she was concerned, it was unequivocally a confession—because that’s what had been sold to her. “I’ve been telling you: When they brought me the book, I was told it was a confession. And as far as I’m concerned, that’s exactly what it is.”

When I got off the phone, I began to wonder how the television interview was going to work. O.J. was going to hem and haw, and he would interrupt every few minutes to remind people that this exercise was hypothetical, and that of course he’d had nothing to do with the murders. But then someone explained it to me: “That’s what editing rooms are for.”

I also remember thinking that only a guilty man would have agreed to do such a crazy book, but of course that was just my opinion—and it was the opinion of a man who had never doubted O.J.’s guilt.

Finally, O.J. signed off on the book and I sent it in. My editor breezed through it, but he and Judith both had an issue with a line in the middle of Chapter Six, where O.J. felt compelled to remind his readers, as he’d been doing with me, ad nauseam, that the description of the murders was strictly hypothetical. I had already discussed this with O.J., noting that the title itself suggested as much, but he was adamant, and the line stayed. It was his book, after all.

That settled, I called the attorney and had him come by my house to pick up the interview tapes. My contract with O.J. stipulated that the tapes belonged to him, which is unusual, but not unheard of. The attorney came over and we stood in my kitchen and shredded them.

A few days later, The National Enquirer called to say they had heard I was working with O.J. Simpson on a confession. I actually knew the reporter because back in 1978, for a brief period, I had abandoned legitimate journalism and gone to work for the tabloid. That, by the way, is where I first met Judith Regan. “I think you should check your sources,” I told the reporter.

He checked his sources, confirmed what he’d been told, and the paper broke the story the following week. From the amount of detail they had, it was clear someone had slipped them an early draft of the manuscript.

At that point, there’d be no waiting for Barbara Walters, who still hadn’t committed—not even to February. I told Judith that we should scrap the interview, saying we didn’t need it, and suggesting it might do more harm than good, but that train had already left the station: Judith herself was going to do it. She said it would air on Fox in two parts during the last week of November, and that the book would be released two days later, on the 30th of the month.

When word got out, the shit hit the fan. People were upset about a lot of things, especially about the fact that O.J.—or his kids, anyway—were going to be making money off this whole sordid enterprise. (At that point, the fact that the shell corporation was controlled by O.J. hadn’t come out.) But they were also seriously upset with News Corp., which owned Fox, HarperCollins, and ReganBooks, and seemed to have taken synergy to a new low.

The noisiest critics kept going on about the victims, though— how we should all be thinking about victims—and I wondered where they’d been when the networks capitalized on JonBenet Ramsey, the Menendez Brothers, Jeffrey Dahmer, John Wayne Gacy, Albert DeSalvo, and dozens of others sweeps-week winners. I’m aware that there was a difference in this case, and it was a big one: money. But still: Didn’t people want to hear O.J. say, even obliquely, that he had done it—or might have done it?

On Monday, November 20th, Rupert Murdoch apologized for the “ill-considered project” and pulled the plug. A number of affiliates had sworn not to air the interviews, and more were jumping on the bandwagon, so I sort of understood. But I couldn’t understand why he was killing the book. As a middle-aged man who makes his own decisions, I didn’t like the idea of having a handful of self-appointed moral arbiters telling me what I could read or watch. Still, if you owned a bookstore, you didn’t have to sell a book that made you uncomfortable, like, say, Mein Kampf, even if you hadn’t read it yourself. And if you owned a television station, you had the right to refuse to air anything at all, I guess, especially an objectionable interview that you’d never seen.

I was reminded of a long-ago issue of National Lampoon that featured a photograph of a wary, wide-eyed dog on the cover—with a gun to its head. The caption read, “If You Don’t Buy This Magazine, We’ll Kill This Dog.”

The next day, O.J. called. “Can you believe this shit?” he said. “Fucking Geraldo Rivera can interview Charles Manson, and what does that do for society? It’s about ratings and money. That’s all it is.”

No shit.

“Well, I just want you to know,” he went on, “I was a good soldier for this thing, and I’m not going to throw you under the bus.”

I asked him what he meant by that, and he said, “You know that chapter was mostly you.”

“Excuse me?”

It had been like pulling teeth, admittedly, in the beginning, anyway, but he’d gone back and reread the manuscript three times, asking for changes. If there was anything in there he hadn’t agreed with, or that I’d gotten wrong, which happens, I had given him ample opportunity to address it. It was his book, not mine.

“Remember when we first sat down?” he said. “And I told you I thought the book was going to be fiction?”

“Are you taping me?” I said.

“Taping you! Why would I do that?! It’s illegal.”

He was taping me. He was already beginning to distance himself from the project, and he was setting me up to take the fall. I understood. Sort of. It was over. There was nothing left for him. No absolution, and certainly no more money.

“I treated it as fiction,” he said. “I purposefully didn’t correct some of the mistakes, because if the time comes that I have to defend myself, I can say, ‘Hey look, it can’t be me because that couldn’t have happened.’” He mentioned the business about removing his shoes, but not the socks. And the fact that he would have had to scale a ten-foot chain-link fence to get from his tennis court to the guesthouse. And he said nobody had ever seen him on a golf course with a knit-cap and gloves. I had asked him about every single one of those things, and his answers, however oblique, had found their way into the manuscript.

I stayed calm, but I reminded him that it was his book, that I’d given him plenty of opportunities to review it, and that I didn’t appreciate the suggestion that I had made things up.

“You’re right,” he said. “We worked together. It was a collaborative effort. But I don’t know any ‘Charlie.’”

Now I was getting angry. “Don’t you remember how it began?” I said. “You told me you couldn’t have done this alone.”

“I never said that!” he bellowed. “I said, ‘At least two people did this!’”

Now he was flat-out lying, but I didn’t feel like arguing, so I backed off. Within minutes, his tone had changed. “I’d like to think that during our experience together I never gave you any indication that I did it,” he said, measuring his words. It seemed as if he was reading from a prepared script. “I tried to make it clear every chance I had that I didn’t do this.”

Yes, he sure did.

“I called you today because I loved working with you,” he continued. “I thought you were a good guy. I hope that no matter how you went into this project, you came out of it thinking better of me.”

He went on to tell me that his eldest daughter, Arnelle, had been part of the negotiations from the start, and that he had told his youngest daughter, Sydney, that he had done the book to help secure her financial future. “The book was very cathartic for me,” he added. “I thought it would enlighten people who didn’t understand my relationship with Nicole.” He then admitted that the shell company—the one that had allegedly been established by and for his kids—had helped him pay down his mortgage and settle his accounts with the I.R.S.

Great, I thought.

He ended the conversation with, “I got nothing but respect for you.”

I could see what was coming. O.J. was going to put as many miles as he could between himself and the book, and he was going to use me to help him do it. Maybe that had been the plan all along.

Sure enough, the next morning he told the world that the book was a work of fiction, created largely by the ghostwriter. And it got better. “When I saw what [the ghostwriter] wrote, I said, ‘Maybe you did it, because they’re saying that chapter contains things only the killer would know.’ I don’t know these things.”

The phone wouldn’t stop ringing, but I didn’t feel any burning need to talk to the press, or to defend myself. They wrote about me anyway, and got many of the details wrong. It was true, for example, that I’d met Judith Regan at The National Enquirer, but we had gone our separate ways—she to build an empire, me to write screenplays—and we lost touch. Many years later, however, long after she’d become a publishing powerhouse, she began to call me, urging me to get into the book business, but I was busy writing scripts, and I didn’t write my first book for her until 2001. As it turned out, I enjoyed it. I enjoyed the process. I enjoyed the people (or most of them, anyway). And I liked the feel of a book in my hand. It had a lot more substance than an unproduced screenplay.

The reporters kept calling, and I kept politely declining their requests for interviews. I had been a real reporter once myself, before I sold my soul, briefly, to The National Enquirer, so I knew they were just trying to do their jobs. Then Jeffrey Toobin from The New Yorker reached me. He had interviewed me a decade earlier, after I testified at O.J.’s trial, but I begged off, telling him I had nothing say, and that if I said anything at all it was off the record. He begged me for one line, and I gave it to him: “I think you’d be hard-pressed to find a reporter in this country who, given the opportunity to sit down and take a confession from O.J. Simpson, no matter how oblique, would have refused to do so.”

But even as I said it, I regretted it. It sounded like an apology, and I had nothing to apologize for. Still, it was only one quote—he certainly couldn’t build a story around one quote, right? We made a little small talk, still off the record, and said goodbye, and the next day, to my great surprise, a young woman called from the magazine’s fact-checking department. I refuted everything but that one line, but they ran a lengthy story anyway. Toobin had taken his decade-old interview with me and made it sound as if we’d just had the nicest, most pleasant conversation, and weren’t we just marvelously amusing? I called him to complain, and I left messages for his boss, but my calls were never returned.

On November 21, 2006, Charles Krauthammer of Time magazine filed a story about the whole sordid debacle. “I would have let O.J. speak,” he wrote. “I thought the outrage was misdirected and misplaced . . . The real outrage is the trial that declared him not guilty: the judge, a fool and incompetent whose love of publicity turned the trial into a circus; the defense lawyers, not one of whom could have doubted the man’s guilt yet who cynically played on the jury’s ignorance and latent racism to win a disgraceful verdict; the prosecutors, total incompetents who bungled a gimmie, then shamelessly cashed in afterwards; the media that turned the brutal deaths of two innocents into TV’s first reality-show soap opera.”

Not long after, writing in The Huffington Post, Jeff Norman said the book’s cancellation was “nothing to cheer. No matter how much the relatives of murder victims engender sympathy, it is not the role of media professionals to censor or otherwise punish O.J.”

Newsweek actually managed to get a look at the critical chapter: “The narrative is as revolting as one might expect, but it’s also surprisingly revealing,” wrote the reporter, Marc Miller. “What emerges from the chapter is something new in the nearly 13-year Simpson saga: a seeming confession in Simpson’s own voice . . . In his crude, expletive-laced account, Simpson suggests Nicole all but drove him to kill her. He describes her as the ‘enemy.’ She is taunting him with her sexual dalliances, he says, and carrying on inappropriately in front of their two children.”

William Tucker, writing in The American Spectator, praised the enterprise as “a remarkable public service.” He went on: “Police will tell you suspects constantly come in either wanting to match wits with the cops or wanting to get something off their chest. . . . Confession is good for the soul. The Catholic Church has known this for centuries. Thus it isn’t at all surprising after all these years to find O.J. finally coming clean. Sure he couches his confession in a this-is-how-I-would-havedone-it mode. Police often suggest this themselves as a prelude to an actual confession. And sure he posits a mysterious ‘friend’ who supposedly accompanied him every step of the way. Guilty people often do that, too. James Earl Ray, in confessing to Congress of killing Martin Luther King, insisted a mysterious ‘Raul’ had accompanied him the whole time. There was no such person.”

By then, of course, it was too late, and the fallout continued. Judith Regan was fired—for reasons that reportedly had nothing to do with the book—and my phone kept ringing. But suddenly it wasn’t just reporters anymore. Friends and friends of friends and people I didn’t even know were calling to ask if they could get a copy of the book. I even heard from a Federal judge who offered to come by the house and read it in my living room, saying he was absolutely incensed by News Corp.’s decision to kill it, which was nothing short of censorship. His comments brought to mind the famous line, generally attributed to Voltaire: “I disapprove of what you say, but I will defend to the death your right to say it.” After Fred Goldman won the rights to the book, O.J. came out swinging again, doing everything in his power to discredit the book, and to further distance himself from the project.

“We got to that chapter, and I said, ‘Hey, I can’t participate in that,’” O.J. told a reporter, suggesting that he’d been largely passive throughout the process.

The next day, reluctantly, I set the record straight. “O.J. read the book, his book, several times. I made every change he asked for, and he signed off on it . . . (I)f there are errors in the book, it’s because O.J. didn’t correct them, or worse, he fed them to me. But that’s fine, too. It’s his book. Self-delusion is a wonderful thing.”

You’ve read the story. This is the book. Judge for yourself.




PABLO F. FENJVES

Los Angeles, California August 15, 2007









 

 

 

 

 

PUBLISHER’S NOTE 

 


This is an exact replication of the original If I Did It manuscript. It is followed by essays written by Dominick Dunne, the crime reporter who attended every of the trial and was given a special seat by the judge; Kim and Fred Goldman, the sister and father of Ron Goldman; and by Peter Haven, one of the OJ Simpson trials lawyers. Resources may also be found at the end of the book. The royalties for this book are shared between The Nicole Brown Foundation and the Ron Goldman Foundation for Justice. 
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1 THE LUCKIEST GUY IN THE WORLD 

 





I’M GOING TO tell you a story you’ve never heard before because no one knows this story the way I know it. It takes place on the night of June 12, 1994, and it concerns the murder of my ex-wife, Nicole Brown Simpson, and her young friend, Ronald Goldman. I want you to forget everything you think you know about that night, because I know the facts better than anyone. I know the players. I’ve seen the evidence. I’ve heard the theories. And, of course, I’ve read all the stories: That I did it. That I did it but I don’t know I did it. That I can no longer tell fact from fiction. That I wake up in the middle of the night, consumed by guilt, screaming. 

Man, they even had me wondering, What if I did it? 

Well, sit back, people. The things I know, and the things I believe, you can’t even imagine. And I’m going to share them with you. Because the story you know, or think you know— that’s not the story. Not even close. This is one story the whole world got wrong. 

First, though, for those of you who don’t me, my name is Orenthal James Simpson—“O.J.” to most people. Many years ago, a lifetime ago, really, I was a pretty good football player. I set a few NCAA records, won the Heisman trophy, and was named the American Football Conference’s Most Valuable Player three times. When I retired from football, in 1978, I went to work for NBC, as a football analyst, and in the years ahead I was inducted into both the College Football Hall of Fame and the Pro Football Hall of Fame. 

I did a little acting, too, and for a number of years I was a pitchman for Hertz, the rental car people. Some of you might remember me from the television spots: I was always running late, pressed for time, leaping over fences and cars and piles of luggage to catch my flight. If you don’t see the irony in that, you will. 

All of that was a long time ago, though, a lifetime ago, as I said—all of that was before the fall. And as I sit here now, trying to tell my story, I’m having a tough time knowing where to begin. Still, I’ve heard it said that all stories are basically love stories, and my story is no exception. This is a love story, too. And, like a lot of love stories, it doesn’t have a happy ending. 

Let me take you back a few years, to the summer of 1977. I was married then, to my first wife, Marguerite, and we were about to celebrate our tenth wedding anniversary, but it was not a good time for us. Marguerite and I had been on shaky ground for a number of years, and at one point had actually separated, but we reconciled for the sake of our two kids, Arnelle, then nine, and Jason, seven. A few months into it, though, while Marguerite and I were in the middle of dinner, she set down her fork and gave me a hard look. 

“What?” I asked. 

“This isn’t working,” she said. “And I’m five months’ pregnant.” 

I knew the marriage wasn’t working, but the news of the pregnancy was a real shock. 

We finished dinner in silence—we were at the house on Rockingham, in Brentwood—and after dinner went to bed, still silent. I lay there in the dark, thinking about the unborn baby. I knew Marguerite would never consider an abortion, and it made for a very strange situation: The youngest Simpson would be joining a family that had already fallen apart. 

In the morning, I told Marguerite that I was going to go to the mountains for a night or two, to think things through, and I packed a small bag and took off. 

On my way out of town, I stopped at a Beverly Hills jewelry store to pick out an anniversary present for her—we’d been married a decade earlier, on June 24, 1967—then paid for it and left. As I made my way down the street, heading back to my car, I ran into a guy I knew, and we went off to have breakfast at The Daisy, a couple of blocks away. We found a quiet, corner table, and our young waitress came over. She was a stunner: Blonde, slim, and bright-eyed, with a smile that could knock a man over. 

“Who are you?” I asked. 

“Nicole.” 

“Nicole what?” 

“Nicole Brown.” 

“How come I’ve never seen you before?” 

“I just started here,” she said, laughing. 

She was from Dana Point, she told me, about an hour south of Los Angeles, and she’d come up for the summer to make a few bucks. 

“How old are you?” I asked. 

“I just turned eighteen last month,” she said. “On May 19.” 

“I’m sorry I missed your birthday,” I said. 

She smiled that bright smile again. “Me, too,” she said. 

After breakfast, I made the two-hour drive to Lake Arrowhead, and I spent the night up there, thinking about my failing marriage, and trying not to think about the gorgeous young waitress who had served me breakfast. When I got back from the mountains, I went home, having resolved absolutely nothing, and a few nights later I went back to The Daisy. Nicole was there, and I took her aside. “I want you to know that I’m married, but that my marriage is ending,” I said. “So, you know—I’m still technically a ‘married man.’ I don’t know if that bothers you, but if it does I’m just letting you know that things are going to change soon.” 

“Is that the truth?” she asked. 

“It’s the truth,” I said. 

Later that same night, I stopped by her apartment, on Wilshire Boulevard, and took her to a party. By the end of the evening, I was hooked. 

That was in June, 1977. For the next month, I saw her almost every single day, until it was time to leave for football. I missed her, and I spoke to her constantly. I also spoke to Marguerite, of course, to see how the kids were doing, and to make sure the pregnancy was going okay, but I was pretty confused. I had a wife back home, with a third kid on the way, and I was already falling in love with another woman. 

I came home in time for the delivery of the baby, but split almost immediately after to rejoin the Buffalo Bills, the team I was playing with back then. When football season ended, I returned to L.A. and took a room at the Westwood Marquis, and I found myself pretty much living two lives—one with Marguerite, as an estranged husband and father of three, and the other with Nicole, my new love. I spent most of my time with Nicole, of course, at the hotel or at her little apartment, and from time to time—when I was called away on business— she’d hit the road with me. 

Eventually, I met Nicole’s family—two sisters, Denise and Dominque, who were living in New York back then; a third sister, Tanya; and their mother, Juditha, who lived in Dana Point with her husband, Lou. I didn’t meet Lou till later, but that was only because the situation never presented itself. He knew about me, of course, and I don’t think he had any objections, and if he did nobody shared them with me. 

Nicole also met my kids, but I waited an entire year before I made the introductions. I was a little wary, for obvious reasons, but Nicole took to them as if they were her own. They liked her, too. Before long, the kids wouldn’t go anywhere with me unless Nicole was part of it. 

I’ve got to tell you: Life was pretty good. I felt like the luckiest guy in the world. 

The following year, I moved out of the Westwood Marquis and into the Hollywood Hills home of my old friend Robert Kardashian, and I asked Nicole to move in with me. I think everyone saw us as the perfect couple, including Nicole, but as the months turned into years she began to drop not-so-subtle hints about getting married. I kept trying to put her off, of course, because I’d failed at marriage once, and because I’d seen plenty of other couples fail, but Nicole kept pushing. This led to a number of heated arguments, and from time to time I was sure we were finished, but we survived—mostly because Nicole had faith in us. She believed that our relationship was special, and that we could beat the odds, and pretty soon she had me believing it, too. 

In 1979, my divorce from Marguerite became final, and Marguerite moved out of the Rockingham house. I was making arrangements to put the place on the market, but Nicole talked me out of it. “This is a beautiful place,” she said. “All it needs is a little fixing up.” 

She walked me through the house, room to room, telling me what we could change, and how it would look, and it was obvious that she had an eye for that kind of thing. She ended up redesigning and redecorating the whole place, top to bottom, and it turned out so well that I encouraged her to become a licensed interior decorator. Within a year, she was working professionally. 

She was happy. Sort of. The fact is, we still weren’t married, and I couldn’t go a week without hearing about it: Didn’t I love her? Didn’t we have a future? Couldn’t we have children now, while she was still young enough to enjoy them? These little discussions often ended in arguments, and I absolutely dreaded them. Nicole had a real temper on her, and I’d seen her get physical when she was angry, so sometimes I just left the house and waited for the storm to blow over. 

Finally, in 1983, we got engaged. We had a big party, and Nicole seemed very happy, but it didn’t last. Within a few weeks she was pushing me to set a date for the wedding. “I’m tired of being your girlfriend,” she kept saying. “I want to get married and have children. I’ve been helping you raise your own kids all this time, and I love them, but I think it’d be nice to have a few of our own.” 

The woman had a point, but I just wasn’t ready to commit, and it wore her down. 

One night in 1984, we were in the middle of another argument, and I went outside to get away from her. There was a tether ball hanging from one of the trees, and a baseball bat lying nearby, and I picked up the bat and took a few hard swings at the ball. Nicole came out of the house and watched me for a few moments, still angry, glaring, and I crossed into the driveway, sat on the hood of her convertible Mercedes, and glared right back. I still had the bat in my hand, and I remember flipping it into the air and accidentally hitting one of the rims. 

“You going to pay for that?” she snapped. 

“Yeah,” I snapped back, then took the bat and whacked the hood. “And I guess I’ll pay for that, too, since it’s my car—and since I pay for everything around here.” 

She shook her head, disgusted with me, and went into the house, and I wandered back into the yard and took a few more swings at the tether ball. It was crazy. It seemed all we did lately was argue. People say a lot of marriages get into trouble at the seven-year mark, and we weren’t married, but we’d been together seven years, and maybe that was the problem. 

As I was trying to make sense of this, a Westec patrol car pulled up to the gate. Nicole came out of the house to meet it, and I realized it wasn’t there by accident. The guy got out of the patrol car and addressed us from beyond the gate. “We folks having a problem here?” 

“He just hit my car,” Nicole said. She turned to look at me, still glaring, her arms folded across her chest. 

“You want to file a complaint?” 

Nicole was still staring at me, but I could see she was feeling a little foolish. 

“Ma’am?” 

She turned to face the guy and apologized for summoning him, and he got back into his patrol car and left. Nicole looked at me again. I smiled and she smiled. A few weeks later, we set a date for the marriage. 
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