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			Whom the Gods would destroy, they first make famous.





Chapter I

			How Do We Get Out of Here?

			On April 24, 1968, a few weeks before Bobby Kennedy was shot dead as he walked without a security detail through the kitchen of Los Angeles’s Ambassador Hotel, he addressed a full and rowdy house at Indiana University’s auditorium. It was toward the end of Indiana’s Democratic presidential primary in which he was competing with Senator Eugene McCarthy and Indiana’s governor, the state’s favorite son, Roger Branigin. Kennedy would win the race and head on to the next primary in California.

			As surprising as it may sound, I was the only person standing on stage behind him, though I was then a very green editor of a new off-campus conservative magazine, The Alternative, which I edit to this day under the name The American Spectator. There were plenty of Kennedy supporters in the auditorium that day. There were even some campus radicals. Yet I was the solitary figure standing behind the massive black curtains that were his backdrop. I had walked over to the auditorium with my younger brother, Roger, but when we got there, we split up; he to the orchestra pit, I to the stage. There was no one else on stage, just me behind the curtains!

			Sometimes, no matter how perceptive one fancies oneself, the significance of an event, even a very large event—say a presidential election, say an assassination—escapes one’s notice. I quickly forgot the events of April 24, 1968. My life was about to speed up, and it has remained at high speed ever since.

			Within months, I pretty much forgot my adventure with Bob Kennedy. It lay fallow in my mind for years. I was like Fabrizio, Stendhal’s hero in The Charterhouse of Parma, riding my horse through the battle of Waterloo without a clue as to the meaning of it all. Clop, clop, clop, young Fabrizio rides on. Clap, clap, clap, throughout the great auditorium, the significance of that afternoon in Indiana would not be recognized by me for years to come.

			All that was on my mind that day was how ironic it was that I, a stalwart of the New Right as it was then called, was within a few feet of the liberals’ great hope for a reiteration of Camelot or of the New Frontier, Bob Kennedy! I was the lone figure standing behind him. Just me! Standing alone, peering out at the crowd from behind the curtain! There I stood as he mesmerized yet another audience in his increasingly frenzied campaign for the Democratic presidential nomination. No one else was with us! I was twenty-four years old.

			And, the truth be known, in April 1968, I already had my candidate. I was supporting Governor Ronald Reagan in his brief run for the Republican presidential nomination. I even had a “Reagan for President” button in my pocket. It would be twenty years before the import of Kennedy’s speech began to eke back into my mind, and perhaps twenty more years before the issues he raised that day became clear to me. Bob Kennedy was contagiously eloquent that afternoon. He was polished. He was au courant. He reached out to the throng with an infectious sense of urgency. Yet practically every word of that speech in the light of oncoming history was wrong. Moreover, the speech, as good as it seemed to be in 1968, quickly and unaccountably faded from my mind, and twenty years later its sense of urgency had vanished too.

			Weeks later, when bullets announced the tragic denouement of his quest for the presidency, I had put—for the most part—his April speech out of my mind. Life then took off for me: The growth of my magazine and all the adventures that came with it crowded out other thoughts. Suddenly the years of student protests were upon us and the race riots and the assassinations and Watergate and all the hullabaloo that went with it, some transient, some still with us.

			The Nixon years arrived in typical Republican sobriety but culminated in tragedy. Then there was the Ford interlude and more Republican sobriety, and then the delightful Carter years when I was given my first chance to bedevil a president and never missed an opportunity to do so. Years later, President Carter’s aide, Robert Pastor, assured me during a junket to Mexico City for President Miguel de la Madrid’s inauguration: “Carter hated you.” Wow, my first presidential endorsement!

			Then the years with Ronald Reagan in the White House, schmoozing with him, dining in the State Dining Room, and inviting him to my home for dinner, he and a security detail composed of hundreds plus his own bartender. He drank Screwdrivers—two! Then came the first Bush years: luncheon in the Rose Garden where I counseled him not to raise taxes. Bush was a gent, even if he ignored my counsel and that of Chief of Staff John Sununu and an advisor, Charlie Black. After President George H. W. Bush came the rollicking Clinton years, a descent from the Greatest Generation to the Phoniest Generation, that is to say, the coat-and-tie radicals of the 1960s generation. Bill never had me to dinner, though we shared a dining room once at the Jockey Club in Washington in 1995 where we chatted until I noticed that he was becoming agitated; his wife, too, was becoming agitated. I suggested he go over and sit down, and he did! The president of the United States sat down at my command! We never renewed the conversation. Yet, I never stopped pursuing him and his lovely wife, Bruno, through the 1990s, through the next two decades, even through the #MeToo hysteria, when he was lying low.

			Then came another Bush, George W., not quite the gent that his dad was, but he did have me into the White House for dinner with a prince. That would be Prince Charles, not the entertainer, Prince. Then the years of Barack H. Obama—a soigné cipher—and finally my 2016 pick for president, Donald Trump. I spotted him when he came to The American Spectator’s 2013 gala and picked him to win the presidency about the time he first came down the escalator at Trump Tower. I repeated my pick frequently right up to his election. “Happy Days Are Here Again”! Or were they?

			On and on, for over fifty years, the world whirled and clanged. At times, it picked up speed. Occasionally, it slowed down. But usually, it whirled ever faster. There is a continuity from 1968 to the 2020s. It is a continuity of Episodic Chaos followed by Episodic Calm. One wonders what it all means.

			The year nineteen sixty-eight would go down in history as a seminal year in American politics. With it, the whirl quickened. It was the year in which many moderate students became radicalized, at least temporarily, until they began facing the grim news from the Internal Revenue Service. In time, they would revert to the bourgeois grind, but for a while, they would experiment with drugs and sex and, what would become a fixture of society lasting for decades, rock ’n’ roll: pontificating, sermonizing, at times seemingly sanctifying whatever it touched. It would take forty-eight years, but finally, rock ’n’ roll received its apotheosis with the conferral of the Nobel Prize in Literature upon Bob Dylan. He skipped the ceremony. He already had skipped literature.

			The race riots continued. The student protests continued. Innovative acts of criminality were dreamed up, beginning with the poisoning of foods on supermarket shelves so that their containers had to be sealed before being put out in the stores. Letters began being mailed containing dangerous substances. There were drive-by shootings. Soon the campus youth and certain youngish politicos of a forward-leaning disposition would be experimenting with what the sociologists call “lifestyles.” Hollywood weighed in as the films with an expansive wholesome cowboy theme were dumped and replaced by angst and Deep Thoughts—something about Mrs. Robinson and Jesus. Jesus? What did He have to do with anything?

			Moreover, there were those who experimented with Eastern mysticism. Maharishi something or other led a motely of middle-class Americans and some other drugged-up lunatics, many of whom within just a few years were living life on the streets. They were called the homeless! Today, they have been elevated almost to the estate of Native Americans. Most were the walking dead. In sum and in fine, America was on the hem of what would be a country bereft of authority: the authority to define a sentence, the authority to defend its borders, the authority to assert itself against what became a free-floating moralism, the American Left.

			Robert Kennedy was himself a moderate with a mixed record. In his early years, he was very anti-Communist (he worked for Senator Joe McCarthy as an assistant counsel on the Permanent Subcommittee on Investigations and chose McCarthy as godfather to his first child), very Roman Catholic (he was given to making the sign of the cross when passing a Catholic church), and very patriotic (he treated the flag with reverence). Within a few days of my encounter with him, on April 28, to be exact, the New York Times ran an article about his campaign, chiding him with the headline: “Kennedy: Meet the Conservative.”1 The Times notwithstanding, in the swift currents of 1968, Bob Kennedy was, in fact, edging ever so steadily leftward. All Democrats driven by ambition would suffer this weakness for decades to come.

			Addressing the crowd at the Indiana University auditorium that day, he sounded an anti-colonial theme, a theme that he may have learned from his father, though by 1968 it had taken on revisions. He and his brothers were deeply influenced by their very opinionated father. Anti-colonialism had been part of his father’s political credenda, along with such Irish-American prejudices as isolationism, opposition to the British crown, and fleeting admiration for Germany. Bob Kennedy’s father, the fabulously wealthy conservative investor, Joseph P. Kennedy, had sounded such beliefs in the middle 1930s when he was chairman of the Securities and Exchange Commission, and in 1938 when he became the rambunctious American ambassador to the Court of St. James’s. He clung to his brand of anti-colonialism for years thereafter.

			Joseph Kennedy was, by today’s standards, bipartisan. The former ambassador talked his ideas up with the former Republican president, Herbert Hoover, and other Republican acquaintances, such as the aviator, Charles A. Lindbergh, who was by now a figure in the right-wing America First Committee. He tested his ideas out on the conservative Senator Robert A. Taft, as in the postwar period he became still more isolationist. He was a man whose ideas had no future, though his progeny certainly did. In the 1930s, he had even taken a passing shine to Hitler, dictatorship being in those days viewed as vaguely progressive by certain forward-leaners. The New Republic even put in a good word for Mussolini.2 As the decades passed, his views became increasingly controversial. By 2020, he would be yanked from television talk shows for some of the things he said in the 1930s. Anti-colonialism and even isolationism have had a long and respectable place in American history, tracing their roots back to the Founding Fathers, most notably to George Washington’s “Farewell Address” with its admonitions against entangling “our peace and prosperity in the toils of European ambition…”3

			Yet in the spring of 1968, Bob Kennedy put a different edge on the term “anti-colonialism” as it was used in the recent past. It was no longer the anti-colonialism that his anti-British father, and even President Franklin D. Roosevelt, inflicted on their World War II allies, Great Britain and France. They really were imperialists, and proud of it. Bob Kennedy’s anti-colonialism was the anti-colonialism that in the 1960s, left-wing critics applied to the United States of America. The Left was still raving about American imperialism as we entered the twenty-first century. Supposedly we were meddling in countries where we ought not to meddle. This meddling was also known as “foreign aid,” and often it was much appreciated by its recipients. In fact, in the years ahead it helped backward countries to develop. Though back in the late 1960s, for a Democratic presidential aspirant, it was keeping the downtrodden of the Third World—a term then coming into fashion—downtrodden.

			In the flat, nasal accent of Massachusetts, Bob Kennedy declaimed:

			It is unlikely that whatever the outcome of the war in Vietnam, the dominoes will fall in either direction…. Cambodia, under the leadership of Prince Sihanouk, has sought neutrality…but acted strongly and successfully against any internal Communist activity. Laos…has held back and even made progress against its domestic Communists, the Pathet Lao…. In Africa, the active anti-colonial movements, in Angola and Mozambique, are led by native nationalists, closer to the West than to Communism.4

			Few skeptics were in the audience that day, and in the following years, as the dominoes fell and each of the above countries suffered the totalitarian lash, few liberals ever acknowledged how tragically wrong they had been.

			On and on he went that afternoon, enthralling his audience. He kept mentioning the war in Vietnam, but in a curious way. He spoke as though it were winding down. So often, when we look back on public assessments tendered long ago, they seem to us oddly out of focus. Bob Kennedy’s Vietnam War was to last seven more years. Anti-colonialism gave way too often to a local strongman claiming the heroic mantle of George Washington or Gandhi or Mao Zedong. The junior senator from New York spoke of the minatory Soviet Union and struggling China, betraying no hint that in twenty years the Soviet Union would be a corpse, and China would be not impoverished and struggling but growing and prospering though still a totalitarian regime.

			Wearing a blue suit, as blue as the bluest sky, and rhythmically brushing a mop of brown hair from his brow, Kennedy employed his entire body, wiry and earnest, in a tireless performance. He was in top form there in Indiana! If his speech that day, which I have kept all these years, sounds invariably off-key today, in 1968 it was current to the utmost, and the applause cascaded down on him. He answered questions from the audience, clasped hands from the outstretched arms, then, suddenly, he stepped behind the curtain and, confronting me, he asked, “How do we get out of here?”

			Uh, I had no idea how to get out of “here.” I actually had no idea how I had gotten here. Earlier I had just edged sideways for about ten minutes, slowly, slowly, out of the range of the stagehands and the police. Then forward as the rows of curtain engulfing me slipped away, then—oh hell, by the time I got to center stage, I did not know how I had gotten there or how to get out. But Kennedy and I were all alone, and I had to figure out how we would exit. He obviously thought I was an advance man, possibly a security agent like those who could have been of assistance to him in a few weeks. Presumably, a car was waiting for him. My role as Bob Kennedy’s newly appointed advance man was too good to pass up. It might be years before I was again with a politician of his stature. Possibly, I might never meet another world leader. After all, I was a graduate student at Indiana University, and Indiana was a long way from Washington or any other center of power.

			So, I was very professional, even a bit assertive. Fortunately, no one was coming forward to help. But the pressure was on me—and I was lost. How does one maneuver through a vast maze of black curtains to Bob Kennedy’s waiting car, which was waiting, well, where? I thought it had to be off to the left. There was a backstage exit over there. He followed me through the curtains to the left. Then I sheepishly strode back through the curtains to the right. Then to the left and then to the right, again. There seemed to be a light off to the left, an “Exit” light! A car with its engine running was just beyond the light, outside the auditorium’s rear door. The crowd was forming as I led him out into the street. I had found the Kennedy car—at least I hoped it was the Kennedy car—and we hastened down the steps to it. He seated himself in the backseat and looked up at me, smiling. Then I suffered an inspiration. I took my “Reagan for President” button from my pocket and dropped it into his outstretched hand. He looked at it and laughed. Off his driver took him. I left Bob Kennedy laughing!

			My next memory of Bob Kennedy was some seven weeks later on television. He was in the kitchen of the Ambassador Hotel lying on the floor dying. A busboy named Juan Romero had thrust a rosary into his hand (coincidentally his brother, too, had a rosary in his coat pocket when he was assassinated), and as he lay on his back on the kitchen floor, his eyes wide open, his head illuminated in what looked very much like a halo, he put me in mind of one of the martyred saints he so revered.5 Later it occurred to me that the mortally wounded senator held the rosary in the same hand where I, seven weeks before, had placed a “Reagan for President” button, and he had laughed.

			Supposedly he asked the busboy, “Is everybody all right?” Harry Benson, the British photographer who twenty-six years later did a spread on me when Esquire was covering my Clinton pursuits, believes he heard Kennedy say, “My head,” and Benson thought he heard his wife, Ethel, tell him, “I’m with you, my baby.” Someone else heard him whisper, “Jack…Jack.”6 Then he was taken to a nearby hospital. Ethel remained at his side. He died early the next day. Once again, in California as in Indiana, he had had no security except, of course, for me in Indiana. It seems that Bob Kennedy, like his older brother, had shunned security. It was, to my mind, a brave thing to do, a defiant thing to do, but it denied America a new, never-to-be-examined chapter in its history. A new Kennedy administration, the second in eight years, would almost certainly be out of the ordinary. Bob Kennedy’s abruptly truncated campaign had made that much clear.

			Over the next decades, America attempted to sort it all out: the drugs, the sex, the demonstrations for random causes—some noble, some not. Progressive values, as seen from the vantage point of the twenty-first century, look like one pell-mell flight from authority. Each authority that was abandoned was usually never replaced. The rules of grammar, the rules of deportment, the rules for citizenship, the rules of governance, all were abandoned. There were no replacements, except for, perhaps, a soft tyranny. The goal of the radicals in 1968 was the New Morality. Oddly, the goal of the radicals in 2020 was nothing more substantial than a burp about progress.

			Though Bob Kennedy’s run had been uphill, and he would have still faced formidable opponents in Vice President Hubert Humphrey and the Republican candidate, Richard Nixon, he might have reached the presidency. After vanquishing Humphrey, he would have treated America to a second Kennedy versus Nixon contest, and had he won that race, he would have given us a second Camelot or perhaps Something New. One thing is certain: Washington would have been much different.

			A decade later, his old political aide Paul Corbin told me that by 1968 Kennedy was being widely misconstrued. Paul was now a confidant of my close friend and occasional lawyer, Bill Casey, Ronald Reagan’s 1980 campaign manager and later his head of the Central Intelligence Agency. Paul thought that that New York Times headline from April 28, 1968, was onto something. Bob Kennedy may not have led America to Ronald Reagan’s brand of conservatism, but he was not leading it into the quirky world of Jimmy Carter nor the jejune amorality of the New Morality.

			His unwritten chapter of American history would have been, Paul believed, more conservative, though for conservatives it might not have been conservative enough. It would have been, Paul said, a mixture of concern for the very poor and the New Conservative values: decentralization, local control, and federalism. Looking back on Bob Kennedy’s 1968 campaign, there is something surprisingly prescient about it. Could Paul have been right? Kennedy spoke in Indiana about partnerships between private enterprises and community development groups in the inner city. He talked about what the columnist Jack Newfield called “radical ideas and somewhat conservative values.”7 So his speech of 1968 was not completely out of focus. In fact, it might have, at least on domestic matters, anticipated the future.

			As for my candidate Ronald Reagan, his time would come years later. For now, he was merely the governor of California. The night after Sirhan B. Sirhan shot Kennedy in what some American historians have called the first act of terrorism against America, Governor Reagan made a public statement on Joey Bishop’s nationally televised program. Reagan, the rising Cold Warrior, said something that has gone unnoticed by historians ever since. Sirhan, a Palestinian Christian, claimed to be angry with Kennedy for his support of Israel the year before in the Six-Day War. The night after Kennedy died, Reagan told Bishop that all of California was under a “pall,” and that Kennedy had been struck down by a “senseless” and “savage act.” Then the California governor linked his death to something more ominous. Yes, Sirhan was the immediate agent of Kennedy’s death, but, said Reagan, “The enemy sits in Moscow.” Reagan continued, “I call him an enemy because I believe he has proven this, by deed, in the Middle East. The actions of the enemy led to and precipitated the tragedy of last night.”8 Reagan recalled that exactly one year before Moscow had confected false intelligence about phony Israeli troop maneuvers and shared these fictions with Egypt and Egypt’s Arab allies, goading them into action against Israel. The result was uncounted dead Arabs, Israelis, and now one American presidential aspirant, Bob Kennedy.

			I did not hear Reagan that night, but I doubtless would have agreed with the emerging Cold Warrior. I was always anti-Communist. Even at a time of national mourning, the governor still had his eye on what he as president would call the “Evil Empire,” an empire that in 1968 was worldwide. In twenty years, Ronald Reagan would personally expunge the evil. It might have sounded like a stretch at the time to link Moscow’s propaganda with Sirhan’s cowardly act, but it would not sound like a stretch years later when Reagan brought the Cold War to an end. By then, I think Reagan had earned his credentials as an expert on the Soviet Union. He knew evil when he saw it.

			Reagan continued to link Moscow with the Kennedy brothers’ assassinations eight days later, and like Woody Allen’s fictional figure Zelig, I again made an appearance. On June 13, Reagan, having thought about similarities in the two Kennedys’ assassinations, reminded an audience at the Indiana State Fairgrounds that Bob Kennedy’s brother, John, also was a victim of Soviet Communism, even more directly. “Five years ago,” Reagan said, “a president was murdered by one who renounced his American citizenship to embrace the godless philosophy of Communism, and it was Communist violence he brought to our land. The shattering sound of his shots were still ringing in our ears when a policy decision was made to play down his Communist attachment lest we provoke the Soviet Union.”9

			That day I led a group of students up to Indianapolis from Indiana University to support the governor during a press conference at the old Marott Hotel. He treated us to soft drinks and his legendary good cheer. So apparently my encounter with Bob Kennedy was not to be my last encounter with a politician of world stature, or at least potential world stature. Looking back on the whole rather astonishing interlude from April to June 1968, you will perhaps forgive me if I say that, for me, modern history is more engrossing than any modern novel.

			As I say, it took more than twenty years for the full import of the Kennedy tragedy to hit me. By then I lived in Washington. I had invited Kathleen Kennedy Townsend and her husband David Townsend over for dinner at my McLean, Virginia, home, and as the evening progressed, it slowly dawned on me that I had been alone on stage with her father some two decades before and in a position not unlike that of Sirhan B. Sirhan. Yet I chose a button and a joke to express my disagreement, and Sirhan chose a gun and the cowardliness of an ambush.

			Through my friendship in the 1980s with Paul Corbin I had been introduced to Ethel Kennedy’s soirées at Hickory Hill, a few blocks away from my home in McLean. I became familiar with many of the Kennedy clan at gatherings large and small. One evening when I arrived for dinner, Ethel said to me something to the effect that: “I know why you get along so well with Kathleen. She is soo conservative.” Well, her conservatism was somewhat debatable, at least in comparison to mine, but she is certainly elegant, sophisticated, and she has an unfailing sense of fun. We visited rather often until my reporting on the Clintons made our friendship—I guess the term would be “complicated.”

			That night at my home in McLean we had a grand time, made all the grander by my Grenadian housekeeper, Doreen Gibbs, who served dinner in the Grenadian style with a dish balanced perfectly on her head as she sashayed her 280-pound body around the dining room (she was a svelte 240 pounds when she arrived from Grenada). Kathleen remarked that I could not possibly be a racist, my conservatism notwithstanding. Kathleen noted that Doreen and I and her daughter, Nikki, got along so well. We talked a lot about public policy that night and other things, and slowly, slowly, the long-dormant memory of that faraway afternoon in Hoosierland so many years ago came to life. I woke up the next morning and thought of things that I had not thought about in many years. I had encountered many figures whom I did not plan on encountering back in 1968: figures in politics, business, sports, and the arts, abroad and at home; some common criminals; some uncommon Soviet dissidents.

			Of all those I had encountered, only one man was about to be assassinated. What is more, Bob Kennedy was the leader of his party. The thought occurred as I took my morning coffee and it has continued to intrigue me: how his party has changed from 1968 to 1992, and how it has changed even more as we have departed the Obama era and entered the era of Donald Trump and then Joe Biden.

			And what of Ronald Reagan, the other national figure whom I had met in the spring of 1968 amid the rolling hills of Indiana? His party has changed, too, but has it changed as much as the Democrats? By the 2020s, most of the Republicans’ changes were made mainly in response to the Democrats’ changes, or should I say their leaps to the left? Certainly, by the Obama administration, their leaps to the left made them the party of the Left. The liberals were liberals no more. Liberalism had died by 2011 when I wrote The Death of Liberalism. It took the political class a long time to note its passing. Some still talk of being liberals.

			Republicans were to change all right, but they remained the party of small government, the rule of law, and strong foreign policy. Barry Goldwater, the Republicans’ first conservative candidate in modern times, would at least recognize what his party has evolved into were he to see it in the 2020s. I am not sure that Bob Kennedy, or for that matter John Kennedy, would recognize the present-day Democrats. And one more thing, that faraway evening in my McLean, Virginia, home, Kathleen had revealed that she—proper Democrat that she was—believed that all Republicans, except for me, were self-proclaimed racists. Three decades after the passage (the bipartisan passage!) of the civil rights laws, most Democrats deeply believed that Republicans were self-proclaimed racists. Racism had not been an issue with me or with any of my associates for at least fifty years.

			
			
		

		




Chapter II

			The Sidewalks of Chicago

			On December 14, 1943, my twenty-three-year-old mother-to-be and my sixty-three-year-old grandfather-to-be went careening down the snowy streets of Chicago to St. Anne’s Hospital with me aboard, though I had no idea what was going on. All was dark around me, though I felt no discomfort and even gave a kick or two with my tiny legs. I later found out that I was in my mother’s womb and resting, except for an occasional bump from my grandfather’s lurching Cadillac. Truth be known, I would have been perfectly happy to remain in repose a while longer. But it was all out of my hands. Mother was uncomfortable and growing more so, and Grandfather had work to do at the factory. My father was miles away, for I was born in the midst of World War II.

			Thus, began my life, and I have often wondered: “How did I get here?” And, “How do I get out of here?” I never asked to be born, after all.

			Mother has always called December 14, 1943, the happiest day of her life. Though, she would say that. After all, she was my mother, and besides, she would be making two more trips to St. Anne’s Hospital for my sister and my brother. Printing this chapter in gray ink would be appropriate because that is how I remember the early stages of my life. I remember my early years in gray with no memory of why I did the things I did when young. I suppose it was out of fear, a vague fear, and excitement, a sudden excitement, and a sense of fun. Those last two motivations have remained with me all my life.

			I will always be thankful to have been born an American and to have enjoyed the freedoms inherited from our Founding Fathers. I hope we can pass those freedoms on to the generations that follow us. Not everyone has such a youth, certainly not if one is born beyond our shores, and then there is adulthood.

			My grandfather on my mother’s side was named J. Clarence Rogers, and he went by the name Clarence. His family was Irish, though they left the British Isles from Scotland. He pretty much built the Crown Stove Works, then a small shop that he inherited from his father. He would have taken an amazed exception to President Barack Obama’s 2012 utterance that he “didn’t build” the gas range company that bore the name Crown. Well, he did. There were no government subsidies around when he took the company over. Nor were there government grants or set-asides or any preferential policies whatsoever. He and the members of his generation never imagined the huge web of government programs, regulations, and policies, such as affirmative action, that encumber industry today.

			When he would take me down to visit the factory in Cicero, Illinois—also the seat of operations for Al Capone and his Mafia—Grandfather Rogers was the master of his domain. The place was greasy, noisy, and dangerous, with huge steel presses crashing down to shape the steel and other noisy machines finishing the job. Yet his workers, mostly Irish and Italian, often from the Old World, loved him. Years later, a factory foreman told me proudly that my grandfather had resolutely resisted the Mafia’s attempts to exact some sort of protection money or unionization from the Crown Stove Works. The Communist faction of the local union bombed the factory. A team of thugs jumped my grandfather, and he had to be hospitalized. Reputedly at the height of these confrontations, a Capone enforcer paid a visit to my grandfather, who got up from his desk, walked around to where Capone’s enforcer was sitting, and told him to tell Capone that he could have my grandfather killed, but my grandfather would go to heaven. When a mafioso dies, my grandfather declared, he goes to hell. With that, my grandfather bid his tormentor adieu. Capone’s consigliere was never heard from again.

			When I heard the story as a young adult, it put me in mind of de Gaulle’s meeting with the Russian ambassador to France during the Cuban missile crisis. Moscow’s representative got nowhere with de Gaulle, and Capone’s representative got nowhere with my grandfather.

			My grandfather died in 1948 of prostate cancer when I was five. Every afternoon, as his life slowly ebbed away, I would climb onto his bed and try to comfort him. How, I do not recall. All I recall is that he disappeared for a short period of time, and my sister and I stayed with his nurse, Mrs. Christianson. One afternoon, the doorbell rang. We looked down the staircase and saw my mother with tears streaming down her cheeks. We knew none of us would ever see her father alive again. I assume I burst into tears. I know that for decades thereafter, whenever I have thought of him, I have been overcome with grief. He was my first encounter with a great man.

			My family’s money came from my mother’s side. The entrepreneurship was supplied by my grandfather. The husbanding of his fortune after his death was left to my much younger grandmother, Bernadette, a strong moral force in the years after his death—and proudly and devotedly Irish Catholic, as were both sides of my family. My grandmother never understood what the feminists were so angry about. She saw that we children had all that we needed and were educated in private schools, so when I chose Indiana University over Notre Dame, she was dubious. My family’s sense of history came from my father’s side. The Tyrrells go back many centuries. They were a Norman family.

			William the Conqueror was a cousin and Walter Tyrrell marched with him. William arrived in England from Normandy rather spectacularly in 1066, as you might recollect. My family arrived more discreetly about 1076, though in less stressful circumstances. The Tyrrells eventually settled in Ireland in the late twelfth century, establishing a string of Norman castles across Ireland’s midsection, only one of which remains. It stands guard over a road that slices through the nearly impenetrable peat bogs of Tyrrellspass in County Westmeath. The castle was strategically located. It was probably an ancient tollbooth. Surprisingly, Tyrrellspass Castle is only a few miles south of the Longfords’ much larger Tullynally Castle, which is over 350 years old. Tyrrellspass Castle dates from 1411 and has always left a much smaller carbon footprint. I say surprisingly because when I visited with the Longfords at the home of Kitty and Malcolm Muggeridge in Sussex, England, in the 1970s and 1980s, I never realized that when they spoke of their Irish properties, they were talking about properties just up the road from Tyrrellspass Castle, and the Longfords were perhaps too polite to enquire as to my origins.

			The Longfords had been friends with the Muggeridges since their early days when they were all on the left. Now the Muggeridges had forsaken the Left’s promises of paradise on earth, but they remained close to the Longfords. I often visited the Muggeridges because Malcolm was one of the great characters of his day who wrote often and brilliantly for The American Spectator and because Kitty was a charming wit. She famously said of a vacuous television personality widely celebrated in the British Isles but endowed with a really cheap mind that “he rose without a trace.” Somehow the Longfords often showed up when I was around despite being staunch Labourites, often on the far-out edge of reform. Possibly the Tyrrells owed the Longfords some act of fealty from medieval times, and Lord Longford was trying to figure out how to collect from me.

			Still, our conversations were always cordial. On one occasion, I recall holding forth with gusto on my theory that a free society strengthens the virtues of its citizens. “Good heavens,” Lady Longford erupted, “I had heard there were Americans like you.” To which Kitty Muggeridge pronounced augustly, “I agree with Baub.” Somehow, I think in centuries long past when the Tyrrells fought the English in such battles as the bloody Battle of Tyrrellspass, I would have been glaring down upon his lordship, though now he was a very agreeable pacifist.

			At any rate, there were two strains of Tyrrells toward the end of the Middle Ages. Historians note that one strain was surprisingly peaceful and lived irenically, despite the English presence in Ireland. The other was more warlike and withdrew for a period to Spain, where they served as bodyguards to Philip II before returning to Ireland. I like to think that I would have ended up with the friendly Tyrrells. When the warlike Richard Tyrrell returned to Ireland late in the sixteenth century, he took up his aggressive ways and killed a plenitude of Englishmen before relative calm beset him. Slowly, things quieted down, though the English remained for centuries to the impoverishment of the Irish.

			When John F. Tyrrell led his infant son P. D. Tyrrell to America from Dublin in the mid-1830s, it was difficult to say just which strain of Tyrrell was on the boat. I do know that P. D. Tyrrell eventually became a policeman in America and a very distinguished one. As the head of the Secret Service in Chicago, he broke the plot to steal Abraham Lincoln’s body from its crypt in Springfield, Illinois, in 1876. He was recommended by Lincoln’s son, Robert Todd Lincoln, to head the Secret Service nationally after the events in Springfield but was passed over. P. D.’s son, my great-grandfather Frank, whom I met before he died, was also a cop and for some years the sole survivor of the Haymarket riot of 1886.

			I still have the huge picture of our sixteenth president that Lincoln’s son, Robert, gave to P. D., according to its bronze plaque: “For Loyalty and Service To His Father, Abraham Lincoln.” It hangs in my library in Alexandria, Virginia’s Old Town district. We call the room the Lincoln Library, and Abe peers out toward the Confederate memorial on Washington Street. At least he once peered out toward the Confederate memorial. Now he peers out at a mysteriously cemented-over hole, which contemporary Americans are more comfortable with. Today, Abe’s struggles for the Union are remembered by a cemented-over hole. What side of the hole was your family on? There was never any doubt in my family whose side we supported in the Civil War, and that our cause was just.

			P. D.’s death was the occasion for one of my most personal encounters with “Fake News.” When he died on April 3, 1920 (the New York Times reported that he died on April 4) the newspaper in its obituary claimed he had died at age ninety-nine and that he had served as “one of the guards about President Lincoln when the Chief Executive was assassinated.” Now that is Fake News! P. D. was born circa 1831 in Dublin and died in Illinois in 1920. That would make him not ninety-nine but eighty-nine, and if anyone was guarding Lincoln at the time when “the Chief Executive was assassinated,” it was not P. D. but a Washington policeman who was probably drunk after drinking at the same bar where John Wilkes Booth gathered his courage for one last act. Incidentally, at The American Spectator, we always remember John Wilkes Booth as the first idealistic actor in a long line of idealistic actors leading up to the likes of Jane Fonda and Alec Baldwin.

			As for P. D.’s son, Frank, he, too, lived to a great old age, eighty-eight, and he, too, managed to attain distinction as a cop. The Haymarket riot has addled radical Leftists’ imaginations for years. In fact, the Weathermen faction of the Students for a Democratic Society (SDS) bombed the Haymarket Memorial twice in 1969 and 1970, until the Chicago Police Department had to relocate the memorial inside of a police station. Barack Obama’s old buddy Bill Ayers was behind the 1969 bombing and probably played a role in the 1970 attack. Years before, I, as a little boy, had appeared at a ceremony commemorating the riot and put a wreath on the memorial. Fittingly enough, the SDS attack missed me by twenty-two years.

			So, I began life with my grandfather Rogers’ money and the Tyrrells’ relish for combat. I was well prepared for the life that lay ahead.

			I grew up shadowed by the Cold War, though I did not recognize it until the Dominican priests at my high school, Fenwick High School, in Oak Park, Illinois, began to remind us students of the significance of domestic Communism, the Soviet invasion of Hungary, and Cuba’s fall to Fidel Castro. Anti-Communism was still taught in high schools when I was young, and from civics class, I learned the principles of a democratic society. I understand that today the young are taught sex education and something about sex changes, but in the late 1950s, we could figure such things out for ourselves if we were so inclined.

			At first, I lived in my grandparents’ house on Euclid Avenue in Oak Park and later in a house that my grandfather built for my parents in the neighboring River Forest. Both municipalities are suburbs of Chicago, and Chicago was a bustling place in those days. Oak Park was famous for the previous generation’s Ernest Hemingway and Frank Lloyd Wright, the architect, and because it was dry. River Forest was dry, too, and famous for its industrialists, its Mafia dons, and Chicago’s budding population of television personalities. One, Paul Harvey, lived on our street, Park Avenue. He was a conservative with a nationwide following until his death in 2009. He was also a jogger, trudging by our house practically every day in the 1950s and 1960s. Chicago was then called the Second City, but with television programming drifting to the coasts, its industry slowing down, and the Mafia increasingly on the run from the authorities, its Second City status was fading.

			If I were to revisit the Oak Park and River Forest of those days, I would expect them to be depicted in black and white. All my dreams from that time were in black and white. Moreover, everything would move in slow motion and very quietly. Such are my memories of my childhood.

			My first memory was gazing across the floor of my grandparents’ sunroom into a forest of tall legs. There was animated talking in the heights above me and glasses tinkling and the smell of cigarettes and cigars. The adults were having a cocktail party, and it seems today that I eavesdropped on the adults’ cocktail parties for years to come. A couple of years later, when I was four or five years old, I often sat on our spacious front porch with my mother and grandmother and watched the world pass by. I remember a very old lady from a huge mansion up the street who would bounce down Euclid Avenue in an ancient electric car that had survived World War I and World II, or so my mother told me. I think the electric car was called a Baker Victoria, and it looked like a black rectangle on wheels, not like today’s sleek electric Teslas. There were students from nearby Oak Park High School who seemed very old to me. And there was a man with a limp, wearing a woolen cap and smoking a pipe, who hobbled along Euclid Avenue every day. He fascinated me, and when my mother saw him limp along, she was very relieved. I, too, had been walking with a limp of late, and she was about to take me to her doctor.

			At the end of our block, a few doors down, there stood some sort of municipal building which was of little interest to me, but behind it, there was a stable with enormous horses. Were they Clydesdales? How were they employed? I never knew for sure, but I thought they had something to do with snowplows. There was a lot of snow in Chicago, and there still is. As I approached five years of age, my mother loosened the leash on my sister and me and gave us considerable freedom, which we did not always use prudently. On one occasion, we raided a neighbor’s enormous vegetable garden. We picked tomatoes and corn and cucumbers and took them home. We were quite proud of ourselves: The produce grew right out of the ground, and it was free! At least until my mother and the neighbor discovered our larcenous act, and then came our first lesson in private property.

			I began my formal education earlier than I might have expected. The reason was not because I was precocious but because our parish priest, Father Bianko was his name, feared that if I did not enter kindergarten at four years of age, my mother would perish. She was excitable, and I was combustible. It was Father Bianko’s view that I was out of control, always out of control, and so off I went to the gothic spires of our beautiful parish church and school known as St. Edmund’s. Thus, I began an exceedingly mediocre career as a student, not only in kindergarten but also in grammar school and even in high school and much of college. Frankly, I often found education baffling and boring. Fortunately, I never exactly failed anything, but I rarely excelled, though I found history and government increasingly absorbing.

			At any rate, after a year at St. Edmund’s, my family left Euclid Avenue for the nearby suburb of River Forest, where my grandfather had seen to it that a house was built for us on Park Avenue. It was on a block that was almost devoid of homes. There were a few homes there that had been built before World War II, but not many, and now in the early 1950s, a housing boom was underway as earthmovers dug into the virgin soil, or at least the prairie soil, which may have once been farmland but nothing more. With all the disruption, the land was alive with garter snakes, rabbits, chipmunks, and with what must be one of the most stupid animals on the Illinois prairie: gophers.

			Within a year, there were at least four young families on Park Avenue, which, with my brother and me, composed a gang of six boys. We terrorized the neighborhood, collecting lightning bugs in jars in the evening and putting jars to even grislier use during the daylight hours. We learned to run down gophers and trap them in their dens by putting a gallon jug of water over the dens’ entrance. The poor animals clamored into the bottles soaking wet, and then we did what with them? I know we kept them for a while, but what we eventually did with them, I have no idea. I recall what we did with the snakes we captured. We brought them to the home of the Birmingham boys, whose mother did not mind them at all. My mother always thought she was odd. At one time, the Birminghams had some forty of the black and yellow serpents slithering in cages on their back porch. Did Mrs. Birmingham sauté them? I can only tell you that I was never invited to dinner at the Birminghams.

			Our gang played other games in the early 1950s. As houses went up, there were mountains of dirt piled high from digging their foundations. On them, we would play King of the Mountain and would have “mud ball” fights. One of our most dangerous endeavors was to build underground clubhouses or “forts” at the new construction sites. Luckily, the neighborhood construction ended before any of us were swallowed alive by a cave-in. In the open fields, we played baseball all day in the summer and flew kites in the spring. In autumn, we played football. My father had played in the 1939 College All-Star Game on Chicago’s Soldier Field against the New York Giants. I usually wore his leather red, white, and blue helmet in our games until it could be worn no more and it just disappeared. As did my father. He was probably the most successful man I ever met. He never wanted to do anything, and he never did. We were never what you would call close.

			The Tyrrells were the first non-Protestants to raise a new house on the block. The other new homes were inhabited by Methodists, Presbyterians, and Lutherans. This was a cause for friction, particularly with the Tyrrell children who were outnumbered five to two, and my younger brother, being some three years younger than the rest of us, was not much help in a fight. The neighborhood continued to expand and what we now approvingly call “diversity” increased. In the 1950s, along with diversity came animosity among ethnic groups, and with that came a rich and colorful lexicon of ethnic slurs, which only encouraged fighting. The Protestants were now outnumbered by the Irish, the Italians, the Germans, and the Eastern Europeans—even a few Jews. Slurs, such as “mick,” “dago,” “turkey,” and “kike” followed, but not the n-word. There were no targets for the n-word in River Forest. Curiously, too, there was no slur for the Protestants. Was this an oversight or a manifestation of the Protestants’ lingering hegemony over us? I still do not know, but today’s experts on hate crimes should attend to this oversight.

			With all the contemporary attention that today’s advocates of diversity apply to society, they have still not repaired this longtime omission in our lexicon of ethnic slurs. We need to slur Protestants with the same ease that we slur the more recent arrivals. No, “old white men” will not do. Nor will “honky” do. For one thing, its origins are too obscure, and WASP is almost an honorific. They have all been tried, and they have failed.

			Yet as year chased year, and the animosities borne of diversity disappeared, all the boys began to get along, and the girls, too. By the time we reached high school—Oak Park High School for the Protestants, Fenwick High School and Trinity High School for the Catholics—we seemed actually to like each other. The diversity practiced in the 1950s was apparently a more effective cure for divisiveness than today’s version, given the present intensity of racial and religious friction. We even inter-married in the 1960s and, of course, inter-divorced.

			By now, I was enrolled in St. Vincent Ferrer grammar school, from which I would graduate in 1957. Though the nuns were kind and solicitous, I cannot say that my performance improved. Actually, I have no idea what kind of grades I got. All I remember is that I had not a clue as to why I was going to St. Vincent’s, and for most of my time there, I was hopelessly bored, but not all of the time.

			There was a girl in my class named Barbara Brown who never failed to interest me. One day during a question-and-answer session conducted by our teacher, Miss Sweeny, I noticed blue ink raining down on us. It took a while to ascertain the source of the sudden blue downpour. It came from Barbara’s fountain pen, held high above us, which she was shaking desperately. As I recall, she always had her hand up for something and she usually was desperate. Then there was the time she clouted me in the head with a teeter-totter. I have carried the scar from that encounter through the decades. It may look like it resulted from a ferocious struggle, but it was a memento from Barbara Brown.

			I had a habit of suddenly, out of the blue, finding myself in what I would call today enigmatic trouble, usually with my teachers. I could never really put my finger on any of a dozen plausible causes, though as I have aged and gained some perspective, I have arrived at one unavoidable conclusion: I usually deserved the trouble I was in.

			Sometimes I actually learned from my troubles. On one occasion, I learned a lesson that would shape my adult life and my political leanings. It was my accidental discovery of the Holocaust. My discovery came from another lapse into delinquency. I was in seventh grade and still apparently courting trouble. My teacher, Sister Sarafina, regularly exiled me to the back of the classroom, where she maintained a library of tattered old magazines dating back to World War II, which seemed like ancient history to me, though the guns had fallen silent hardly a decade earlier. There were back issues of Time magazine and of the picture magazines Look, Life, and Collier’s. There on the pages of these battered magazines I got, at the age of thirteen, my first glimpse of the cadaverous victims of Nazi concentration camps as they were liberated by the astonished soldiers of the US Army. Did it ever dawn on me that if I had been born a few years earlier I might have, with my comrades, stumbled into one of these gruesome concentration camps—or maybe even have been numbered among the American casualties? I doubt it, but still, I was sufficiently shocked by what I saw in those tattered magazines to stand by Israel in practically every scrape that the Israelis were to get into throughout my adult life.

			In religion class, we were then studying the Roman persecution of the Christians, but that was long ago. The persecution of the Jews had just taken place, and it was conducted by one of the supposedly most civilized European countries. It was done in the name of science, and, I guess, advanced thought. The Nazis were hauling the Jews from all over Europe to concentration camps and gassing them. Some had escaped to the British Isles or North America, but many did not make it. Later I learned that at least six million did not make it. I do not know if it was in the back room of Sister Sarafina’s classroom or sometime later, but the idea took root in my mind that the Jews, the Christians, and, later, the victims of the Soviet gulag, ought to stick together. They had a lot in common. That America led the resistance to Nazi barbarism made me proud. In time, it made me equally proud that America led in resisting and defeating Soviet Communism. We liberated Eastern Europe and even the Russians at the end of the Cold War. A milepost in that liberation was a White House dinner for Russia’s first elected president, Boris Yeltsin, that I was privileged to be invited to in June 1992.

			Toward the end of grammar school or in early high school, I learned another lesson: Some of my neighbors were really famous. One afternoon when I came home from school, my mother beckoned me to the television set. “Mr. F. was just on television,” she declared rather proudly. “He said ‘I refuse ta answer on the grounds it may incinerate me.’” I presume my mother misinterpreted Mr. F., but I let it go. I shall use the first initial of his last name so as not to disturb his corpse or any surviving relatives. Though by now they would probably be a bit long in the tooth.

			I never enquired as to what mother was watching on the television, though I did know Mr. F. His son hung around with us in late grammar school, though by eighth grade his appearances with us had become infrequent. Somewhat mysteriously, he had to help his dad at the family business, which was a liquor store, and therein lies the mystery or one of the mysteries that Mr. F. inspired. The family lived in a mansion in the posh end of River Forest with huge cars in the driveway and domestic staff. It was not how one would expect a liquor-monger to live. And there were other mysteries: bodyguards and much business conducted in the handsomely appointed basement of his mansion from a barber chair equipped with a telephone—a telephone!

			As a matter of fact, Mr. F. conducted his affairs much the way Francis Ford Coppola depicted his characters in the famous Godfather series, though without a hint of violence. He did live, as I have reported, in a posh neighborhood that abounded with gentlemen who followed his profession. Men with names such as Sam “Teets” Battaglia, Paul “The Waiter” Ricca, and Tony “Big Tuna” Accardo come to mind. You may have heard of them. But as for Mr. F., he was a perfect gentleman, and I never even heard him use the F-word. He even had his “guy” cut my hair when it got too shaggy, and he allowed us to shoot pool in his basement when he was not on the barber chair’s telephone. During clement weather, he would spend Sunday mornings seated in a beach chair outside his mansion and wave to us boys when we passed his house en route to Sunday morning Mass.

			I lost touch with his son and, of course, with him. Yet years later, one of my pals from River Forest, Tom Lescher, became a proctologist in Florida and he told me that Mr. F. had moved nearby in his sunset years. He became one of Tom’s most diligent patients. He was apparently very fastidious about following all the protocols of Tom’s artistry. Mr. F. died peacefully of natural causes at a grand old age. All those hours spent in the beach chair on Sunday mornings apparently paid off.

			I have one other story from my Mafia trove. At some point during seventh or eighth grade, a classmate, Jackie K. I shall call him, for he had his own Mafia connection—namely, his father—decided that I had offended him. He would pay for me to be beaten up. He was familiar with such modus operandi, for his father had recently been gunned down and left in the trunk of a car in the nearby Lutheran church parking lot. Jackie K.’s plans for me were much more temperate than the plans perpetrated on his poor father. He offered money to the biggest boy in our class, Bill Hanley, to teach me a lesson. Bill was a family friend and would not think of bringing violence down on me, though he did suggest that if I were to feign grievous injury from his blows, we could split his payoff. Owing to a heroic streak in me, I would not consent.

			Next, Jackie K. presented his project to Glenn Constantino, another playground heavyweight. Glenn agreed. My goose was cooked. On a sunny day, we presented ourselves for the showdown out on the playground, but I was in luck. Glenn immediately threw a powerful right jab, but it missed, and he stumbled. I responded with an otherwise puny counterpunch, yet it connected. I landed the punch right in Glenn’s eye, blinding him. That was it. We were not professional pugilists, and Jackie K. had to forfeit his purse, amounting to as much as a dollar, possibly five dollars. I have always hoped that Glenn got enough of Jackie K.’s loot to buy an ice pack for his eye. He looked terrible.

			I proceeded from grammar school to high school equally baffled. In high school, as in grammar school, there was no area of study in which I excelled, though I did swim rather well. This was probably because my summers were spent at my grandfather Tyrrell’s vacation house in Long Beach, Indiana, on Lake Michigan, some seventy miles from River Forest. There I met two men who made an impression on me, more of an impression than any teacher I was to encounter until college, Frank Leahy and Gus Stager. Frank was the legendary Notre Dame football coach whose teams had won four National Championships. Gus was the swimming coach at the University of Michigan, and in 1960, he coached our Olympic team. Frank, who lived in Long Beach and had a son my age, was a fervent golfer. With a missionary’s zeal, he tried to prepare me for the links. Gus tried to turn me into a champion swimmer. He had more success. In the next two years, I won titles in the Chicago Catholic League swimming championships. I learned about athletic glory amid the trophies and pictures of the National Collegiate Athletic Association (NCAA) championship teams in Frank Leahy’s basement, and I experienced a modicum of glory after being coached by my first Olympic coach, Gus Stager. My next Olympic coach would be Doc Counsilman.

			There was one other thing I picked up in Long Beach, to wit: how babies are made. According to Tony Carey, who has remained my boyhood friend for all these years, babies are made by a mother and father engaging in a preposterous act after hours. Tony was the most energetic fabulist on the beach, but with this story, he had outdone himself, and I told him so. He went on to star at Notre Dame on one of Ara Parseghian’s legendary football teams, and in the 1964 season, he intercepted eight passes. Yet I remember him best for telling me how babies were made even before sex education was introduced in the kindergarten curriculum.

			Actually, looking back on my academic career, I find few glints of enlightenment coming from any coursework of mine. I think I am the rare editor and writer who got most of his education in a swimming pool. The one great lesson that set me apart in high school and college was that I never was on a swim team that lost anything, not the Catholic League championships, not the Big Ten championships, not the NCAA championships, not even the Amateur Athletic Union (AAU) championships. When I joined the conservative movement a few years later, there was a romantic aura of defeat enshrouding it thanks to such pessimists as Whittaker Chambers and Russell Kirk, the latter of which was given to rainy-day pronouncements, such as “I am a conservative. Quite possibly I am on the losing side; often I think so. Yet, out of a curious perversity, I had rather lose with Socrates, let us say, than win with Lenin.”1 Well, the hell with that. I always wanted to win and frequently succeeded.

			Doc Counsilman was my coach at Indiana University where I was to be a minor figure on his team, but the lessons I learned from him went far beyond swimming. He taught me many things, but most importantly, he taught me to prepare for every event. If you do not do your best in practice, you will not do your best in the championships or when you sit down at your writing desk or when you mount a debating platform or even when you appear on television. Doc taught me something that some unknown mentors taught Winston Churchill and Ronald Reagan: Preparation is never to be neglected. Later on in life when I studied Churchill and when I came to know Reagan, I was struck by how much preparation they put into every speech, every column, every public undertaking. Reagan never gave a major speech without going over it as much as a dozen times—and his critics called him lazy. His good-natured rejoinder was: “It’s true hard work never killed anybody, but I figure why take the chance.”2

			Though I was at best a mediocre member of Doc’s team that over the years could boast of sixty Olympians and many more world record holders, every now and then Doc would spend time with me working on my stroke mechanics and my conditioning. One day after a long session with me, he exclaimed jubilantly, “By God, you’ve got it Bobby. You’re going to be a world-beater,” and so I could swank about the pool for a day or two before collapsing into mediocrity once again.

			I think the most productive time I spent with Doc was, for me, not time spent at workouts, but time spent talking to him about life. He had grown up as a liberal. During my undergraduate days, however, he was drifting toward the right. By the time I had founded the magazine, he was a confirmed conservative, in fact, a supporter of President Reagan. I chatted with him long after I had retired from swimming and taken up handball in the handball courts next to the IU pool. Incidentally, Doc was in the 1930s a national champion handball player and a world-class swimmer. As life went on, the magazine made me a larger and larger figure, far surpassing my swimming career, though the magazine’s offices remained for a time in Bloomington.

			I remember my last conversation with Doc in Bloomington. We were down in the pool and alone. Earlier, when I told him I was moving the magazine to Washington, he warned me to avoid women “who might break up a marriage” and “avoid the limelight”—this from a man who had been in the limelight practically all his adult life. He could not even serve in World War II without attracting the limelight. He crash-landed his bomber in Yugoslavia, and because he got his crew to run to the back of the plane as it touched down, the bomber flattened out and they all survived. His crew would not desert Doc, so Doc had to figure out how to land his plane safely. I believe he attributed the landing to his knowledge of physics. We often called him the Great White PhD.

			Now I was stopping by the pool to bid him one last goodbye. I wanted Doc to know that I remembered what he had told me. Yet all I could summon on that sad occasion was: “Doc, I’m leaving for Washington”—long, painful pause—“and, Doc, I’ll remember your advice.” Slowly the old master of the natatorium, who was in failing health after becoming the oldest man to swim the English Channel, looked up at me and said, “And, Bobby, don’t forget what I said about fame.” Doc had probably coached more world record holders and Olympians than any swim coach in history. He knew what he was talking about when he warned of the dangers of fame. Fortunately, some ten years down the road, my friends the Clintons effectively limited my fame while I eventually ended their dominance in politics, as you will see, and as Tom Wolfe testified to at The American Spectator’s fortieth-anniversary gala in 2007.3

			Bob Knight, Indiana’s legendary basketball coach and a great friend of mine, had a similar admonition for me as I headed off to Washington in 1985. He warned me about the phoniness of fame in such magnets for it as Washington, DC, New York, and Hollywood. The former Pan American Games coach, the former Olympic coach, the winner of three NCAA titles and eleven Big Ten titles warned: “Bob, the wider you become known as a writer, the greater your swimming achievements become in the eyes of the public.” Bob Knight knew how easy it is to manufacture additional bogus achievements once one has attracted the public eye, but few get away unscathed.

			Think of former New Mexico governor and UN Ambassador Bill Richardson, once a presidential contender. He passed himself off for years as a Major League draft choice of the Kansas City Athletics (and helped President Bill Clinton by arranging at taxpayers’ expense a UN job for Monica Lewinsky). Or Richard Blumenthal, the senator from Connecticut, who claimed to have served in Vietnam after receiving five deferments during the war and never leaving the United States during it. Perhaps geography was not one of his strengths. Or think of Senator John Kerry’s whole career of bogus achievements. It is so easy to just add a little here and a little there, and before you know it, you have won the Congressional Medal of Honor. In fact, in the years ahead, The American Spectator gained a well-earned reputation for unmasking frauds. Recall 2017 when The American Spectator’s Dan Flynn and I caught the author, William Manchester, claiming a Silver Star, a Navy Cross, a second Purple Heart (atop his legitimately earned Purple Heart), and dozens of other contrived achievements on his résumé and in his bestselling autobiography Goodbye, Darkness. I have always been very careful to stress my mediocrity as an Indiana swimmer and as a student, at least until graduate school.

			I became a graduate student because of Robert H. Ferrell, one of the few profs that impressed me, and, apparently, I impressed him. Otherwise, how did I get into graduate school? He was a prominent historian, a gifted teacher, and a polished writer who lived to a great age and taught hundreds of serious students at Indiana University when IU was a surprisingly fine place to get an education. Now it is lost in the rabble of politically correct cow colleges. Professor Ferrell had high hopes for me, though I was rather wobbly at first. He insisted that as a graduate student working toward my PhD, I would get As or I would get out. I got As for the first time in my life and ended 1967 with an MA in diplomatic history and a minor in government from two great teachers: Professor Ferrell in history and Charles S. Hyneman, the former head of the American Political Science Association, in government. I continued to take courses toward my PhD, but by then, I had an idea of what I wanted to do in life. Irving Kristol told me I lacked the sitzfleisch needed for scholarship, but I could be a journalist. I agreed.

			A few years earlier my roommate, Jerry Gerde, after listening to me pop off about politics with the utmost confidence but almost no knowledge, told me to do what he had done—join the conservative Young Americans for Freedom (YAF) and the conservative Intercollegiate Studies Institute (ISI). I did, and my intellectual foundation as a libertarian conservative gained heft. YAF was the conservative activist organization, the equivalent of the left-wing Students for a Democratic Society, though without the SDS’s bomb-making facilities. ISI was the scholarly conservative organization that stressed learning. By the late 1960s, there was no scholarly left-wing student organization left. Both YAF and ISI fortified me against the liberal line that was then propounded by the moderately liberal faculty at IU. Professor Ferrell was dubious. Professor Hyneman was more favorably disposed. He had taught such luminaries as presidential candidate Hubert Humphrey and television journalist Sander Vanocur. Charlie had grown skeptical of liberalism. Before he died, I believe Professor Ferrell had, too. Both men would soon be writing for me.

			The war in Vietnam, the civil rights movement, and protesting youth had been gaining strength on campuses across America since the early 1960s. By 1968, it was all coming to a boil. That was a seminal year for the 1960s protests. Though my conservative impulses grew with every student protest and every library destroyed (IU’s was damaged twice and bombs were going off all over the country), so did my libertarian impulses, propelled by a libertarian’s love of liberty and a young man’s sense of fun. Along with some of the more literary swimmers, I began hanging around with beatniks and hippies and what were once called bohemians.

			Also, in our group, there was Steve Tesich, who went on to become a serious writer, eventually the author of highly acclaimed plays, and an Academy Award–winning movie. The movie, Breaking Away, brought him back to Bloomington in the late 1970s to film his vision of a bicycle race that he had participated in when he was a student back in 1963. But in keeping with Hollywood’s proclivity to falsify reality, Tesich had to change the winners of Breaking Away from the world-class swimmers and seasoned bicycle riders that they were in 1963 to the impecunious “townies,” which they were not and who could not qualify for the race anyway, as they would not be students. Anyway, whatever Hollywood touches it fictionalizes, and when it comes to fiction, Hollywood transmogrifies it.

			We also picked up with folk singers from local coffee houses, as IU had a distinguished Folklore Department. I particularly admired Joan Baez and Dave Van Ronk, but I drew the line at Bob Dylan. There was always a hint of contrivance about Dylan, and when I hung about Greenwich Village, there were rumors that he pilfered peoples’ music. When in 2016 this rock singer, who in his early days always was in need of a bath and a pair of dry socks, won the Nobel Prize—complete with his theatrics about whether he would accept it—my suspicions were fortified. However, Joan Baez, with her crystalline voice soaring out over an audience, was another matter. Whether she was in need of a bath or not, I never learned. Years after the tumult of 1968, I was invited by NBC to come to Woodstock, New York, to reminisce with some of the original participants, who had somehow survived the ensuing fifteen years: William Kunstler, the radical lawyer, Bobby Seale, the cofounder of the Black Panther Party, and some “pathetico” named Wavy Gravy. I was told Joan would be there too; so how could I resist? For a while, after the fall of Vietnam, she had shunned the North Vietnamese and taken heat because of it.

			NBC drove us all out to Woodstock to solemnize the fifteenth anniversary of this idiotic jamboree, and I appeared on stage as the lone dissenter. Andrea Mitchell moderated the show that was called Summer Sunday U.S.A. Fifteen years before, I was washing my car or sunning myself as the Woodstockians frolicked in the mud, but I confected a plausible story to satisfy NBC’s interest in me. Possibly, I told the producer that, while Woodstock was underway, I was practicing the national anthem on my harpsichord or perhaps I was stamping envelopes down at the local American Legion post—all the activities that the network news expected of a young conservative. At any rate, NBC fell for it. It balanced a panel of several leftists with me, only me. My judgment, which I rendered with Kunstler on my right and Seale on my left, was that all the Woodstock generation could take credit for fifteen years ago was a “growing rate of illegitimacy along with a rise in petty lawlessness, drug addiction, welfare, venereal disease, and mental illness.”4 Kunstler was not amused, nor was his colleague Wavy Gravy.

			The other thing that I remember about the fifteenth anniversary of Woodstock was how melancholy the leftists were. They drank beer throughout the show, and by the time the taping was over all were downright lugubrious. Wavy Gravy blubbered that: “It is strange to see lines on faces that 15 years ago looked so young.”5 Bobby Seale confided to me that a corporate deal for him as cofounder of the Black Panthers to write a cookbook had fallen through because Bobby failed to turn in the contract’s obligatory number of “low-salt recipes.” Well, Bobby, what did you expect with Ronald Reagan in the White House? Even I felt a little blue. Joan Baez never showed up. She taped her interview from a studio in Manhattan. Possibly she had even reneged on her repudiation of the North Vietnamese. Yet one thing never changes: the leftists’ addiction to politics and lying. A couple of weeks later, Kunstler complained in The Washington Post that I left Woodstock in “a limousine.”6 Actually, everyone on the show left Woodstock in a limousine—Bill, even Wavy Gravy, who was by then sobbing uncontrollably. We were all guests of a giant corporation.

			Always, during my brief period of being fetched by folk singers and hippies, I dissented when they began to move from a libertarian’s free-spiritedness to their left-wing obsessions, which constantly menaced freedom. I never saw what the folk singers and Hollywoodians admired in Che Guevara, Fidel Castro, or Mao Zedong. All I had to do was read Armando Valladares’s Against All Hope—his Cuban prison memoirs—to comprehend the immutable evil of Communism, and there were hundreds of other books chronicling Communism’s métier, preeminently those of Aleksandr Solzhenitsyn. Even when American national interests called for support of Chile’s General Pinochet or of the Argentine military, their usefulness and appeal did not last very long. Compare the longevity of General Pinochet and the Argentine regime with that of the Communist regimes in China, Cuba, and Vietnam.

			There was a lot of youthful madcap in the 1960s and early 1970s, and naturally, The American Spectator was part of it. After all, we were barely twenty years old in the run-up to the magazine’s founding, and I was but twenty-three when I put our first issue to bed. I know of no other intellectual magazine started by college students that went on to become a national magazine and lasted for more than fifty years. So, it should not surprise anyone that the formative years of the magazine were not marked by sobriety, much less sophistication. That changed pretty quickly.

			There was the time I disposed of my 1952 Packard sedan from a fifty-foot cliff overlooking the placid depths of a quarry made famous by an elegant diver in Tesich’s movie Breaking Away. Possibly, inspired by a scene starring James Dean in Rebel Without a Cause, I remember getting into my car—nicknamed Midnight, which I paid sixty-five dollars for the previous year—while some teammates pushed it toward the precipice. The idea was that I and a compadre riding shotgun would leap from the vehicle just as it was about to go over the cliff. We hardly made it out of the car, but what a spectacle the Packard made when it landed in some twenty feet of water, its roof smacking on the surface of the quarry as it descended slowly amidst a profusion of bubbles and foam. It settled quietly on the quarry’s bottom.

			Of course, the police got wind of the car’s watery demise and sent down divers to reconnoiter. Then they went to my residence, in a trailer camp, just off campus. Fortunately, I was not home, and they never came again. Today I would be jailed, if not for attempted murder, then almost certainly for an environmental violation.

			I had one final brush with death that ended my fascination with wild rides for good. One night Eddie Kin, a promising swimmer from Indianapolis, appeared at my bedside in a dormitory at IU and wakened me to go for a ride with him. He wanted to show off his restored hot rod. Like an idiot, I agreed, or maybe I should say like a college student I agreed. It was about 11:00 p.m., and all I had to do the next morning was to attend class. The car was a sleek coupe from the early 1950s. I piled in and off we went to a quarter-mile running track off campus. The night was dark, but Eddie figured out how to get his car onto the track and accelerate it around the first turn and head up the back straightaway. We were going about thirty miles an hour when suddenly the white lines on the track proved to be more substantial than white lines. They were the ends of a set of bleachers that a crew had apparently pulled forward onto the track for the next day’s events. Eddie slammed on the brakes, but too late. The boards of the bleachers had penetrated the hot rod’s roofline and protruded neatly around my head. If they had come any closer, they would surely have penetrated my skull.

			Suddenly, an eerie quiet descended on the track. I brushed aside the remnants of Eddie’s windshield. Eddie restarted his hot rod, for on the driver’s side the boards caused little damage. We limped back to campus, and Eddie got the bright idea to park his wrecked car in front of a construction site and claim his hot rod had been stolen. I returned to my dormitory and tried to go to sleep. I never saw Eddie again, though I did see the campus cops. During their uneventful interview with me, they told me the owner of the car had left it parked in front of what would soon be their new headquarters. Well, at least my pre-magazine adventures involved only fast cars, never unwilling women, as apparently was the case with Bill Clinton.

			Though there were willing women whom I resisted. For instance there, was my trip to the whorehouses of Terre Haute, Indiana. It is a good story and ends with my virtue intact, though it has been told before. During Christmas break toward the end of my graduate work, I was finishing a research paper before returning home for the holidays. One evening, two left-wing friends stopped by to announce the good news that one was going to elope the next day with his preternaturally ugly girlfriend. They wanted me to solemnize this important event by my taking in the whorehouses of Terre Haute with them. They had even brought some cheap wine to make the fifty-mile drive even more pleasurable. Brothels, as a site for coitus, did not appeal to me on several counts: I am careful about how I spend my money; I am shy and do not make new friends easily; finally, I am a hypochondriac. And there were also questions of morality—I believe it is immoral to exchange bodily fluids (to use the New York Times’ coinage from the early days of AIDS) without the requisite affection and tax breaks. Yet my friends were in need, and I was bored.

			Terre Haute was at the time the Pigalle of southern Indiana, and so we had no trouble finding the red-light district; it covered most of the town. (I believe the authorities have now replaced it with a university.) Once in the right neighborhood, we only had to walk the dark streets for a block or so before sin found us. Ghostly old frame houses stood but a foot or two from the sidewalk. Soon, from behind a dimly lit screen in a window at shoulder height, painted lips whispered lewd enticements. Instantly, my comrades clambered onto the porch and through the front door. In the vestibule, where pale pink wallpaper peeled from dirty crumbling plaster, a naked light bulb dangled above our heads, casting grotesque illuminations on us and three ebony working girls in black ballet outfits and wigs.

			They immediately began their bargaining. My friends were eager and paid a high price. Soon they were gone, and I was left with my scruples and a very temperamental lady of delights who also happened to be about the age of my grandmother—though not as nice. Coitus was now completely out of the question. I tried to be polite. But I am afraid that I couched the reasons for my purity in terms that were somewhat unfamiliar at a whorehouse. The highbrow in me came out. While this elderly black lady spoke in an earthy dialect of her special talents, I am afraid my protests sounded didactic, perhaps even haughty. Of a sudden, she either adjudged me a homosexual or a nut and briskly departed to her quarters. I like to think she went off to read a good book. I know grandmother would have.

			Now I was free to browse. The old house was beginning to creak in lascivious rhythms. Groans and sighs sounded as I meandered down a narrow hall toward the back of the house. At the end of which, I found a kitchen where an ancient black cook stood staring pensively into a pan of greasy chicken parts. We were then living through the great days of the civil rights struggle, and I was properly gung ho for black emancipation. Thus, I attempted to strike up a hearty conversation.

			Unfortunately, the chef was not much given to hearty conversation, or, for that matter, any talk at all beyond an occasional wary grunt. He did tell me that he had cooked in whorehouses since the 1920s, but that was all. Possibly the lady to whose unemployment I had just contributed was a friend. I tried another line of conversation and another. Like so many young white men of the time, I was earnest to show my goodwill to blacks, and when simple conversation failed, I decided to compliment the chef on his chicken. Alas, I went too far. Though I only meant to point to a particularly inviting wing, the old man abruptly determined that I was about to grasp the morsel, and he bellowed fiercely: “Git yo filthy hand away from dat,” he warned, pretty much putting the kibosh to our friendship. I nervously withdrew into the street, feeling like a dog. That night I may have protected my health and virtue, but I had failed miserably in advancing racial understanding—perhaps another time and under more wholesome circumstances.

			For a short period of time in 1966, I was employed by YAF to spread the message of libertarian conservatism throughout all the campuses in the state of Indiana. At the time, YAF was much larger than SDS, though we never got the publicity that SDS got. As I was to demonstrate within a couple of years, YAF’s reliance on learning was never quite as newsworthy as SDS’s reliance on violence. Nonetheless, though the 1960s are even today known for left-wing violence and sexual liberation and drugs, YAF and related conservative groups had larger memberships than SDS (and the Young Socialist Alliance), and there were few druggies on our side. In fact, the youth vote went for Richard Nixon in 1972—in 1968, 15 percent of the youth vote went for the segregationist Democrat George Wallace! Actually, the conservative movement in those days seemed to be gaining ground, and by 1980, with Ronald Reagan’s presidential election, we had in fact won. Still, there was a madcap atmosphere surrounding our endeavors even when they were au fond serious.

			I need, however, to relate one more madcap moment from the world of sports before moving on to the world of politics in the late 1960s. It has to do with my friendship with Kenny Sitzberger, who was destined to be an Olympic champion in the 1964 Olympics and dead by the time he was thirty-eight. His life in the 1960s and tragic death might open our eyes to how fame and drugs do not mix.

			Helping Doc win national titles in the pool was his jolly, albeit shrewd, sidekick diving coach, Hobie Billingsley. Hobie lived to an ancient old age and was almost as successful with his divers as Doc was with his swimmers. One afternoon, Hobie asked me during a poolside chat if I would help him recruit a Fenwick High School diver who was four years behind me at Fenwick and in his last year there, Kenny Sitzberger. Hobie had been as kind to me at IU as had Doc, so of course I began seeing Kenny as often as I could on trips home to River Forest. He was a neighbor of ours and already a city champion. Under a great coach like Hobie, he would someday be an Olympian.

			One evening, Kenny and I were having a beer or two in the back of Jimmy Guilfoyle’s tavern on a busy Chicago thoroughfare, North Avenue. We had about had our fill and so we proceeded to make our exit by walking the length of the bar to the front door. As we did so, I noticed that the Irish guys were gathered at the bar and the Italian guys were across from them in the banquets. Once again, “diversity” was being practiced in the 1960s, and it had its usual effect. As I recall, I distributed a few, choice, ethnic slurs as I passed between the two mildly hostile groups, and by the time we got to the front door, what looked like an archway of bodies—from the Irish on my left and the Italians on my right—had locked in fisticuffs to the ruin of Jimmy Guilfoyle’s tavern. The place was, in no time, a mess. Unfortunately, Jimmy Guilfoyle was standing at the front door and fingered me as the provocateur. I still remember his Solomonic decree pronounced as though he uttered it just yesterday: “Bobby Tyrrell, you’ll never have another drink in here.” I was back in a few weeks.

			Rather pleased with ourselves, Kenny and I proceeded up North Avenue a few paces, whereupon two rather massive Italians emerged from Jimmy’s catastrophe and confronted us. The larger of the two stripped off his coat, heaved it out into North Avenue and prepared to do me violence after yelling at his Sancho Panza to retrieve his coat from the street where it was now being pummeled by every passing car. Apparently, his Sancho took offense at the big fellow’s tone and refused. This proved to be the break we needed. The big fellow took reciprocal offense at Sancho’s reluctance to retrieve his coat and the two squared off, thus allowing our hasty getaway under the cover of darkness. My last sight of the two bully boys was of them walloping each other fiercely while the big guy’s coat was still flapping in the street every time a vehicle went over it. I attributed their impromptu fisticuffs to strong drink.

			Kenny and I laughed about our adventure at Guilfoyle’s for years. He went on to IU and to the 1964 Olympics in Tokyo where he won a gold medal on the three-meter springboard. He then began a sixteen-year career as a sports commentator for ABC Sports that ended on New Year’s Eve in 1984 when he got in a fight at his home, hit his head on a coffee table, was put to bed, and never woke up. He was thirty-eight years old, and whether his death was an accident or a homicide remains a mystery. At the time of his death, he was under a subpoena as a federal witness in a cocaine-trafficking case, which only adds to the mystery.

			Kenny probably should have slowed down by the end of the 1960s. For a certitude, I had slowed down. For one thing, I was now an officer of YAF, and run-ins with the authorities would be unseemly. What is more, by 1967, I had embarked on a very pleasant full-time job. I was the founder and editor in chief of a conservative magazine. As things turned out, it would be the only job I ever held. Who says a dead-end job needs to be disappointing?
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