



Advance Praise for


KING LARRY


“Larry Lee Hillblom (1943–1995) does not have the immediate
name recognition of Steve Jobs, Bill Gates, or Howard
Hughes, but the enigmatic founder of DHL has a story that 
is just as fascinating—and more mysterious—than any of 
these genius entrepreneurs . . . a gripping account of the mercurial,
visionary, complicated billionaire’s life.”


—PUBLISHERS WEEKLY


Praise for


MAXED OUT


“Fiendishly clever . . . After reading Maxed Out, you’re going to want to shed
your creditors and reacquaint yourself with the concept of cash.”


—BARBARA EHRENREICH


“He’s right on the money.” —THE WASHINGTON POST


“Astute indictment of the credit card industry . . . Smartly written
and by turns funny, irreverent, serious, and angry, Scurlock’s
book is well timed . . . he builds a persuasive case that
deserves serious attention.”


—THE CHRISTIAN SCIENCE MONITOR


“Debt is most certainly a taboo subject in our culture, which
makes Scurlock’s movie and book that much harder to eyeball. 
Do. Both, if possible. It’s scary stuff, and oh, so real.”


—USA TODAY


“James Scurlock . . . is an engaging guide to the
corporate numbers games and the personal side of financial ruin.”


—MOTH ER JONES


“The bone-chilling, bloodcurdling, hair-raising story of a country (guess which one?) that’s up to its eyeballs in credit card debt.”


—NEW YORK
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When globalization pioneer and reclusive billionaire Larry Hillblom disappeared in 1995, he left behind an international fiasco that is still unraveling today.


King Larry is a three-part journey, beginning with the early years of a mercurial young man who grew up fatherless on a peach farm outside of Fresno, California. Months after graduating from Boalt Hall School of Law in 1969, Hillblom cofounded DHL—three years before FedEx was formed—and it quickly became the fastest-growing corporation in history.


Hillblom’s expatriate life began twelve years later, when he retreated to a small tax haven in the Western Pacific. There, James Scurlock reveals, Hillblom led the resistance to American meddling in the Mariana Islands, rewrote the tax code and real-estate laws, and became a Supreme Court justice—among other unlikely exploits.


Hillblom’s voracious appetite for underage prostitutes is another facet of his convoluted story, illuminating the realities of the sex and human-trafficking industries in Southeast Asia. But Hillblom’s amoral, thrill-seeking nature finally caught up with him when his vintage seaplane disappeared off the coast of Anatahan in May 1995, and he left behind an estate worth close to a billion dollars. Weeks later, five impoverished women and their attorneys came forward to challenge Hill-blom’s will, his former business partners, and his alma mater, provoking a legal battle that has raged for over fifteen years.


From Howard Hughes to Mark Zuckerberg, the public has always been fascinated by larger-than-life entrepreneurs and their eccentricities. Now, James Scurlock engages us with the riveting story of one such man, who dressed in rags and lived in relative obscurity, but who has had a profound and lasting influence—a pioneer who shrank the globe, toppled the postal monopoly, anticipated electronic mail, and, most important, envisioned a world driven by economics rather than by laws.
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I had not heard the name Larry Lee Hillblom until his eulogy appeared on the front page of the Wall Street Journal, above the fold and under the headline “Heir Freight: How the Strange Life of a DHL Founder Left His Estate a Mess.” In my two decades as a Journal devotee, I’d never read any article more than once, but the moment I’d finished the last word of that piece, I started again from the top. Here was the tale of an eccentric multimillionaire who had disappeared in a small-plane crash one year earlier and of the already epic battle for his fortune—money that he had not seemed to care very much about in his lifetime. The reporter had woven the various aspects of Hillblom’s convoluted life into a narrative but had failed to resolve its glaring contradiction: Why would a hugely successful entrepreneur exile himself to an obscure island in the middle of nowhere at the dawn of his career? Imagine, for example, Bill Gates moving to Bhutan after the release of Microsoft Windows, or Henry Ford heading into the Alaskan tundra after the first Model T rolled off the assembly line at River Rouge.


The Wall Street Journal article teetered on a small shelf in the back of my mind for nearly a decade, slipping further and further from present concerns but refusing to leave my consciousness. Hillblom’s mysteries multiplied with time. Why had no one written about the man who had made globalization possible? Only after months of research would I learn that a biography had been in the works years earlier but was smothered by piles of lawsuits and confidentiality agreements that arose from what has been called the World Cup of probate. An unintended consequence of his notoriety was that it allowed him to remain anonymous. After a burst of publicity in the late 1990s that included two more Wall Street Journal articles, a Dateline NBC special, and a 10,000-word exposé of his sex life in GQ, Hillblom disappeared a second time. The story of his death is now far more familiar than the story of his life. That thousands of less important businessmen have become household names by hiring publicists to embed them on CNBC, ghostwriters to distill their success into ten catchphrases (humility is a popular one), and agents to book them on the speaking circuit would bother Hillblom not at all. Those who worked for Larry, as a friend of his once admonished, appeared on the covers of magazines; Larry did not. Another friend bristled when I mentioned the Wall Street Journal article that had inspired me; Larry, she said, would have hated it. DHL’s first general counsel told me that Hillblom was just not capable of examining his life.
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“You’re looking at the luckiest guy in the world!” (Courtesy of Michael W. Dotts)


But that does not preclude us from doing so. How a peach farmer’s stepson from a flyover town in California’s Central Valley linked continents, abolished centuries-old institutions, and became fabulously wealthy is fascinating stuff. That his accomplishments interested him so little makes him all the more compelling.


Not that he was, as most assume, reclusive or even antisocial. Hillblom was as relentless socially as he was in business. He loved meeting new people—particularly young women and fellow adrenaline junkies—as long as they struck him as authentic. He could cut it up at a disco, though he was a disaster at karaoke. (Here, unfortunately, we are soul mates.) He abhorred luxury hotels, opting to crash on friends’ couches or floors. If those were unavailable, he found the cheapest motels or the YMCA, which he claimed was far safer than the Ritz; after all, no criminal would go looking for a rich target at the Y. Picturing his long, pencil-thin body cocooned in one of those self-enclosed first-class “suites” that have become fashionable among the jet set is difficult. On the ground, he eschewed limousines for taxis and sidewalks. He may have prized his anonymity, but he lived far more openly than most men whose net worths flirt with ten figures. He wandered Asia’s concrete jungles on foot, among the masses, without bodyguards or an entourage of minions. He was often alone. Even the behavior that would become so controversial after his death was, during his lifetime, hidden in plain sight. On more than one occasion, I was speechless when a former friend or business associate denied behavior that Hillblom had flaunted before others. Not that it matters. Hillblom’s hopelessly outdated will confirmed what one of his lawyers would confide to me after our final interview: “Larry didn’t give a shit what happened after he died. He’d be dead.”


Others do give a shit. Hillblom—at least, his initial—is emblazoned on tens of thousands of delivery vans, airplanes, and trucks worldwide. The foundation bearing his name gives away millions of dollars every year for medical research, and at least two women named their children after him. But more than a decade past the meltdown of his empire, Larry Hillblom remains radioactive. Family members refused to meet with me. When, by chance, I was seated next to DHL’s director of media relations at a charity party, the man groaned, “I guess my job is to convince you not to write your book.” DHL’s new owners, the German postal monopoly Deutsche Post, fear the retelling of Hillblom’s life as a potential PR disaster—a concern that is not a little ironic, considering the billions that the company has lost trying to make DHL a household name in the United States. The terse official corporate telegram announcing Hillblom’s disappearance is evidence of how difficult it would be to assess the legacy. “Larry was a true visionary who helped create the air express industry,” it read. “While Larry will be greatly missed, DHL’s day-to-day operations will not be affected. Our business continues as usual.”


By then, as one of the company’s vice presidents told me, Hillblom had become a legend, something not quite real. In America, Fred Smith, the founder of FedEx, is considered the pioneer of the express industry, yet DHL’s certificate of incorporation precedes FedEx’s inaugural flight by half a decade. Smith, in fact, would not transport documents anywhere until Ronald Reagan occupied the White House—and only after Hillblom had engineered a landmark victory against the United States Postal Service affirming the right of private companies to transport time-sensitive documents. By the time DHL’s better-known competitor flew over an ocean, Hillblom’s network already connected more countries than the United Nations. Not only did DHL make it possible for banks to go global, American engineers to develop the oil fields of the Middle East, and multinationals to exist, DHL sometimes served as the only means of communication between enemy states. During the Iranian hostage crisis, for example, DHL’s couriers flew in and out of Tehran without interruption. DHL couriers were also flying into Saudi Arabia, Vietnam, and North Korea long before it was acceptable—or legal—for American companies to do so. Probably the fastest-growing company in history when measured by pure geographical reach, DHL pioneered the notion of the truly global enterprise that flies under no country’s flag. When it came to stating a nationality, Hillblom himself seemed either agnostic or polygamous. He carried at least three passports. Officially, he died a citizen of the Commonwealth of the Northern Mariana Islands, whose legal status is currently being challenged in the federal courts—a process that Hillblom himself started a quarter century ago.


DHL was not his only adventure and certainly not his favorite. Hillblom also created one of the first word processors, bought two major airlines, led the fight for deregulation, stymied American imperialism in the Western Pacific (no less a character than Jack Abramoff was hired to replace him), and brought American investment to Vietnam years before the embargo was lifted in 1994. Less significantly, but more fun, were his side jobs: bartender, Supreme Court justice, island ambassador, backhoe operator, and pawnshop owner, among them. That he is remembered for his sexual exploits rather than any of these things is testament to our fascination with the hedonistic.


More than a few of those I interviewed believe that his “death” was simply a ruse to avoid responsibility for his actions. Fifteen years later, the name still provokes. “I have nothing good to say about Larry Hillblom,” one of DHL’s original shareholders barked at me before hanging up the phone. A previously friendly shopkeeper on Saipan groaned that her island was home to “the only law library named after a known pedophile” when I told her the subject of my research. And then there is the CNMI bishop’s bemused take on Hillblom: “Larry was my favorite heathen.”


Can one book do justice to a man so complex? Hillblom was honored with no fewer than three memorial services, each representing a different facet of his life. He has been described as the head of an octopus whose tentacles flailed uncontrollably after he vanished. A few of those tentacles, like DHL, were hugely valuable. Others, like his interest in an island pawnshop, were little more than hobbies. Assets amounting to hundreds of millions of dollars were never recorded on paper; shares he owned were sometimes assigned to others without their knowledge. That there was more to Larry Hillblom than can be reconstructed from the printed record is certain, though his probate alone amounts to more than a million pages.


But here is my attempt at exhumation, regardless. Not to attempt it would be to expunge one of the most important men of the twentieth century from the historical record. For efficiency’s sake, I must assume that Hillblom is actually dead, and not basking beneath a Southeast Asian sun somewhere surrounded by nubile young women, pineapples, and Vietnamese coffee, as many still believe, including agents of the Internal Revenue Service and the U.S. Department of State. I must disregard a former governor of Guam, who claimed to have seen Hillblom recently on a trip to Thailand, as well as an MIA organization that may or may not possess physical proof of Hillblom living in that country. Hillblom’s estate chose not to verify the latter, despite paying out nearly two hundred million dollars to law firms, of which millions have been spent chasing less credible rumors.


But questioning his death certificate now does nothing more than make Hillblom a little more like his idols Howard Hughes and Elvis Presley. There is mystery enough in his life without debating his death, so I will let him rest in peace somewhere at the bottom of the Western Pacific Ocean. What I will not do is allow him to disappear—at least not quite yet. . . .
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A Final Round


Saipan, Commonwealth of the Northern Mariana Islands May 20, 1995


By 9:00 a.m., the first waves of Japanese tourists had emerged from the bay below, shimmering aluminum tanks strapped to their backs reflecting patches of morning sun as blinding as halogen. On the sprawling golf course above, clusters of tanned men grazed a mass of former jungle carved into manicured greens. A handful paused to acknowledge a Tokyo-bound Boeing 747-400 loaded with newlyweds and a belly full of just-purchased Louis Vuitton luggage. The plane banked to the north, then disappeared into an azure sky as smooth as latex.


Bob O’Connor, a pristine Californian on the early side of middle age and possessed of the bronzed, chiseled features of a young Burt Lancaster, pushed a tee into the moist earth at the start of the eighteenth hole. As he stepped back to reach for a polished wood driver, he heard Larry snap, “Don’t use that one.”


O’Connor did as he was told—not because Larry Hillblom was his most important client, or because they were business partners in a half dozen ventures, but because he could trace nearly every accomplishment in his life thus far—with the notable exceptions of his wife and newborn daughter—back to the advice of the man standing beside him. O’Connor turned to his friend, tried his best not to stare at the right eye that had gone dark or the skin that the doctors in San Francisco had pulled so taut and smooth around his skull that his face seemed doll-like. Surreal. He was grateful to have his eyes diverted to the glimmering 2-iron that Larry extended with his gloved right hand.


O’Connor pulled back, uncurled his long frame, and hit a near-perfect drive. Then he slipped the gleaming shaft into his own bag.


“That’s mine,” he heard Larry say. And immediately, a sheepish O’Connor handed the 2-iron back to Larry’s caddie.
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Hillblom as best man at Bob O’Connor’s wedding (Courtesy of Michael W. Dotts)


They boarded the little white cart a moment later and moved forward up the green. O’Connor hesitated to make conversation. Hillblom had been unusually curt that morning, snippy even, and the usual subjects had become minefields. O’Connor knew better than anyone how Larry compartmentalized his relationships. “Larry is my best friend but I know that I’m not Larry’s best friend” is how he explained the asymmetry of their friendship to himself and others. True, Larry had agreed to be O’Connor’s best man two years earlier and had even showed up at his wedding in a suit and tie—a concession that, as far as anyone knew, Micronesia’s wealthiest man had made for only two other people: Senator Edward M. Kennedy and the secretary-general of the United Nations. And O’Connor was one of a handful of men who knew the true extent of Hillblom’s wealth, something that even the Ivy League–trained researchers at Forbes magazine had missed. (They had estimated his fortune most recently at a mere $300 million.) On the other hand, O’Connor also knew that Larry’s empire rested a little precariously. There was the $11 million in back taxes owed; the IRS investigation; the boy in Palau; the $9,000 checks that O’Connor’s junior partner, Mike Dotts, cashed on Larry’s behalf to pay for his extracurricular activities in Manila. Dotts was constantly calling DHL’s legal office in San Francisco for more money. As rich as he was, Larry was probably insolvent.


O’Connor briefly considered a conversation about his new daughter. When he’d mentioned her in the past, Larry had seemed to soften unexpectedly, had seemed engaged even, which was a departure from the hostility that any talk of children—or marriage—typically inspired. Maybe, O’Connor hoped, Larry would finally settle down with his Filipina girlfriend, Josephine, and start a family. It had taken O’Connor nearly ten years to warm up to Josephine, but the idea of himself and Larry being fathers appealed to him. Maybe their kids would even play together one day.


“You know,” Larry blurted suddenly. “You really ought to go flying with me tomorrow.”


O’Connor laughed. Never. Not in a million years would I go flying with you, he said to himself. Few of those who knew Larry would fly with him. Less than two years before, Hillblom had nearly died when he crash-landed his little Cessna 182 on the neighboring island of Tinian, in part because he’d been in such a hurry to take off. And the first time Hillblom had landed his World War II–vintage seaplane on Saipan, the landing gear had collapsed—probably due to lack of maintenance, id est, Larry’s cheapness. Hillblom treated his planes like most people treated their cars: jump in, start the ignition, and off you go. Checklists were a waste of precious time; maintenance logs were not worth keeping, much less reading. In one infamous case, Larry had forgotten to reattach the gas cap, only to think of it as he was hurtling down the runway at a hundred miles an hour.


O’Connor finally engaged. “Where are you going?”


“Pagan,” Larry replied. Pagan was one of the small, uninhabited islands of the Northern Mariana Archipelago that linked Guam to Japan. The island’s old military airstrip had been truncated by lava years ago, making it a notoriously tricky place to take off and land, but explorers were rewarded by black sand beaches and wild game. “I’ve got this new pilot,” Larry continued. “A Vietnam vet. Flew fighter missions.”


O’Connor nodded ambiguously. They took a few more strokes on the green. Larry’s mind was never in the present, especially when he was putting. Occasionally, he skipped that part of the game altogether. He derived no pleasure from sinking the ball in the little cup. He preferred hitting it as hard and as far as possible.


A cluster of local politicians had already gathered in the clubhouse by the time they arrived; of course they intercepted Larry, wealth and power both being magnets. Larry had known every member of every legislature for at least a decade. He’d traveled to D.C. or New York with most of them. O’Connor was known too. He was the island’s first registered lobbyist and the stocky, betel nut–chewing legislators were accustomed to his visits, usually on behalf of Hillblom. (“Larry’s the brains and I’m the mouthpiece,” O’Connor liked to say.) Today the brief conversation veered from how to prevent an imminent federal government takeover of the islands’ minimum wage and immigration policies to how great Larry’s new face looked. Avoided was the incident, a few months before, when Hillblom had been arrested for drinking at a legislative hearing. On the way to the police cruiser, he’d hurled expletives at a news camera and claimed he had a bomb. O’Connor’s junior partner had bailed him out of what, in Saipan, passed for a jail.


Hillblom’s clubs arrived first and he abruptly extricated himself.


By the time O’Connor’s caddie showed up, the lawyer had reconsidered Hillblom’s offer to go flying, mainly on account of his friend’s promise that he would not pilot the airplane himself. A few hundred feet distant, O’Connor could see Larry’s caddie walking back toward the clubhouse, empty-handed, and Larry’s red Corolla crawling out from under the shadow of a coconut tree behind him. O’Connor shouted out his nickname, the one reserved for private conversations. Then he raised his hand and waved, but Larry wasn’t looking back. He waited impatiently for the caddie to stuff his clubs into the back of his SUV, proffered the tip, jumped into the driver’s seat, and fired up the engine.


When ignorance is bliss, ’tis folly to be wise. O’Connor repeated it silently, the mantra that had guided his life from the moment he’d become friends with Larry, the smartest man O’Connor had ever met or probably would meet—but also the most fun, the most blissful. Because Larry had taught him that the important thing in life was not to be happy but to be adventuresome.


O’Connor shifted into reverse, maneuvered out of the parking lot, drove the straightaway to Kagman Road a little too fast, passed the guard gate without a wave, hung a left, and sped by the farms, looking straight ahead. He weaved up into the hills of San Vicente, threading a narrow road bordered on both sides by thick jungles of knotted, pea-green tangan-tangan trees, past the abandoned castle, then down toward the flats of Dandan, where he spotted the Toyota paused at a stoplight in front of one of the island’s ubiquitous video poker dens.


O’Connor brought his car alongside just as the light was turning green, but Larry barely glanced at him. O’Connor realized his friend, the perpetual teenager, had misread his intentions. Hillblom wanted to race. Of course he did. But as soon as Larry made a quick left turn ahead of the green light, O’Connor found himself blocked by oncoming traffic. He pressed on the accelerator and straightened the steering wheel, aiming for the townhome he shared with his new family.


The next morning arrived bright and hot. On the southern end of the island, the sun bounced off the airport’s twin Polynesian-style terminals and heat rose from the tarmac in phantom waves. Guy Gabaldon, Saipan’s second most famous resident, awaited its first in the area reserved for private aircraft. Gabaldon, a Mexican-American marine, had been stationed on the island during the tail end of World War II and never left. He’d become famous when he emerged from behind enemy lines followed by more than eight hundred demoralized Japanese troops who had surrendered to him after an unsuccessful banzai charge. His exploits had been memorialized in the 1960 film Hell to Eternity and, after a long wait, he’d received the Navy Cross Medal.


Gabaldon was standing next to his plane, watching another early riser crouched next to Larry Hillblom’s latest toy, tinkering with one of the cowlings. SeaBees were impossible to miss, their propellers pointing backward from a small, round cabin, causing the fuselage to dip before looping back up to join the tail. In profile they resembled cartoon whales, and they were old but very reliable. Republic Aircraft Corporation had over-engineered them to such an extent that the company had gone bankrupt when it proved impossible to sell such a well-built airplane at a profit. The only flaw was that they were notoriously underpowered. Most owners had solved that problem by replacing the single engine with two wing-mounted propellers, but that made them trickier to fly.


Hillblom’s SeaBee was a two-engine conversion, trimmed with light brown and orange racing stripes. It kept his pilot, a big American named Robert Long, plenty busy. Things were constantly falling off the plane; most recently the tail rudder had to be replaced. Hillblom had bought a twin just for spare parts, but many of the instruments were still unreliable and the gas line connecting the auxiliary tank didn’t work. But maintenance was only one of the SeaBee’s problems.


Gabaldon turned his attention back to his own plane. He was making his way through his checklist several minutes later when he heard the SeaBee’s engines start up. He turned to notice Larry Hillblom and another man, a heavyset islander, standing next to the Pacific Aviation hangar. Gabaldon had agreed to follow Hillblom to Pagan that morning and he would give the relatively slow SeaBee a decent head start. They had been doing test runs between Saipan, Anatahan, and Pagan for nearly a month; Long had to be sure of the plane’s range because Hillblom had ordered him to fly the SeaBee all the way to Vietnam and he’d have to do quite a bit of island-skipping to get there. All told, this morning’s journey would be a little more than 450 nautical miles, which was pushing the SeaBee’s fuel limits.


It took only a few minutes for Long to taxi the plane over, scoop up his passengers, and hustle to the end of the runway. When Gabaldon heard the throttle open up, he noticed that the engines did not sound quite right. Turning his gaze to the runway, Gabaldon watched as the SeaBee’s wheels finally left the pavement and cleared the thin border of jungle before banking over the Philippine Sea. It seemed to him that the plane was not climbing as fast as it should. Like it was struggling to stay in the air.
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The American Dream


The trouble with my life is that I do not think I am cut out to sit behind a desk.


—Howard Hughes





[image: Image] One [image: Image]



The Switch


By the time he reached his thirties, Larry Hillblom had invented a childhood in which he had been captain of his high school football team, a member of a radical liberal student group, and the son of a notorious bank robber executed in the electric chair at San Quentin. Like many things born of Hillblom’s imaginative mind, this version of himself was not true but not totally false either. He had lettered in football as a cornerback—number 29—of the Kingsburg Vikings. He had been something of a radical in law school, though hardly a liberal one. And his father had died, when Larry was just three years old, but not at the hands of prison guards. Instead, the young man had suffered heatstroke while repairing a roof in Bakersfield on one of the hottest days in the summer of 1946. Whether he’d died before or after he’d hit the ground was something that no one, including his son, would ever know.


As for Larry himself, neighbors remember an infant so prone to wanderlust that he chewed through his wooden crib. And who could blame him? Kingsburg, the tiny Swedish enclave equidistant from San Francisco and Los Angeles along the 99 freeway, where his parents had bought a modest house, was hardly a suitable place for the man who would one day shrink the globe. Downtown was a double-wide strip of pavement framed by banks, a hardware store, and the occasional restaurant. The neighborhood a few miles distant where he would spent his childhood was dark and deathly quiet by 8:00 p.m. Hillblom saved the money that his stepfather, a farmer named Andy Anderson, paid him for driving a tractor, then he switched to more lucrative work at the peach cannery near the freeway, driving a forklift and ultimately becoming a supervisor. He had to go to the local community college’s library to read the Wall Street Journal, which is how he learned to invest. “Someday,” he told Dave Crass, his best friend from sixth grade on, “I’m going to move far away, and I won’t write any letters.” He thought a moment more before adding, “I’ll call you once in a while, but I will not write any letters.”


Crass did not take the remark personally. Hillblom was small, maybe five-nine the day they graduated from Kingsburg High, but he was clearly destined for big things. He worked harder than kids his age and he was more ambitious. Larry’d joke about how he was going to make a lot of money, and Crass never doubted that for a moment, particularly when, barely out of high school, his friend bought a Corvette with part of his stock market winnings. Larry was luckier, too, uncannily so. He always won the all-night poker games they played at Reedley, the local college they both attended as a stepping-stone to Fresno State. And he always won the dice games, which made no sense unless he was cheating. How he pulled that off was, like many things, a secret. Larry cherished secrets more than anything.
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Back in Kingsburg, with half brother, Grant Anderson (left), and younger brother, Terry (right) (Courtesy of Michael W. Dotts)


In high school, they’d nicknamed Larry “Mountain Blossom” as a play on his last name. Freshman year, he was a skinny, stubborn, brainy mama’s boy fond of plaid shirts, his teeth hidden by gleaming braces and blue eyes framed by thick glasses. A square who taught Sunday school, played the piano, and earned perfect grades . . . then, poof! One day he showed up without the glasses, a shiny ducktail peeking from behind his neck. He stopped trying so hard in class and went out for football, basketball, and golf. In a school as small as Kingsburg High, even a small kid like Larry could play varsity football. But Larry had refused to use his smallness to his advantage by avoiding his opponents. Instead he met the gorillas head-on, resulting in several concussions; more than once, his contact lenses popped out, and both teams were forced to crawl the field on their knees until they were located—an event memorialized by a half-page photograph in his senior yearbook.


But being a jock was not the goal. Larry wanted to be popular, and guys who played sports just happened to be more popular than guys who played the piano and studied in the library. The switch worked. Mountain Blossom won a plum role in the senior play, and he was voted class president. He dated girls too, though none seriously; relationships with the female species entailed an unacceptable level of risk. When he and Crass discussed marriage, Larry’s most memorable observation was that he intended to marry a Catholic woman, because Catholics don’t get divorced, meaning that his fortune would be safe.


Larry had been by his mother’s side as she struggled to raise him and his younger brother, Terry, without a husband. They’d moved into a small apartment and she’d made money cleaning her friends’ homes for two years before Andy Anderson married her. By then she’d developed a toughness that was unusual in a woman, particularly one from a bedroom community like Kingsburg. She could be sarcastic enough to make less confident women cry. Rather than sacrifice her son to the culture, as did so many mothers, she held on tighter and raised her standards. The center of his youth was the Concordia Lutheran Church, a stately brick edifice across the street from the high school where Helen and Andy were called founding members. There she reigned with a sharp tongue that her son would learn to emulate. “Oh, that Helen!” was a knowing refrain back then. She was ambitious for the church and for the community, also becoming a founding member of the Kingsburg Business and Professional Women’s Club. And she was ambitious for Larry, who became skilled enough at the piano to substitute for the organist, and familiar enough with Scripture to deliver sermons on Sundays when the preacher was unavailable.


Helen resented prideful women but she was a terribly proud mother. On Halloweens, she rewarded Larry and his friends with hayrides. Vacations were spent in the foothills of the Sierra Nevada, where her three sons—Larry, Terry, and Grant Anderson—fished and swam in crystal-clear lakes as she sunbathed in a stylish black one-piece, beaming with pride, oblivious of Larry’s latent hatred. “He talked about all of the nice things she’d done for him in a negative way,” remembers one of his closer friends. “‘So she’s done all of these great things for me, the bitch.’”


When he moved out of the farmhouse and into an apartment at Fresno State, he declined to go home on the weekends like most of his friends. They would come back on Sunday night to find him shivering in a room without electricity, under a blanket, studying by candlelight. He purged his need for sleep and maternal love while fixating on careers that would take him far from the Central Valley—golf pro, at first, then actor, finally attorney. From that day forward, he aced every test, impressing his professors and ultimately earning himself an acceptance letter from UC Berkeley Boalt Hall School of Law, then the most prestigious public university in the country, and a universe away from home. Another switch.


Kingsburg, heralded by a water tower welded into a giant Swedish teakettle, is now a town of some ten thousand. Despite the inevitable additions of Taco Bell, McDonald’s, and Starbucks, the modest Swedish enclave has retained much of its 1950s charm. Polka music serenades mostly empty sidewalks downtown. Cookie-cutter horses and maps of Sweden, from which most of the original settlers hailed, decorate the sides of two-story buildings. Churches are ubiquitous. The locals chat with strangers about that “something in the water” that brought them back, or how, if the Sun-Maid factory had just been built a little farther south, “the Burg” would be the raisin capital of the world rather than its football rival Selma, just to the north. By the time he left for law school, Hillblom had internalized its core values of modesty, frugality, and, above all, hard work, more than most, but if he carried any nostalgia for his childhood home at all, that would remain hidden. He maintained his job at the cannery, loading peaches at night, into his first few weeks at Boalt Hall, but only because he was unwilling to lose his seniority. Helen picked him up in the morning, drove him to school, then drove him back after his last class as he slept in the car. But when the canning season ended, his mother and Kingsburg faded from memory. He would return only a few times over the next couple of years before abandoning both for nearly a quarter century.


At Boalt Hall, he flipped yet another switch. He let his hair grow out, traded the contact lenses for a pair of frames that dominated his small features, and swapped polo shirts and khakis for bell-bottoms and tight T-shirts. Like most young men his age, by the time he reached the marijuana- and tear gas–infused East Bay air, he was ready to be seduced by sex, drugs, and rock ’n’ roll, but there were more pressing items on his agenda than the diversions of youth.


“He was odd-looking and odd-sounding,” recalls Steven Kroll, rolling a joint from a jar of homegrown weed. Kroll became Hillblom’s first friend outside of the Central Valley and would fill a number of important roles in Hillblom’s life, the first of which as his study partner in law school. “Larry had a twang.” He smiles. “Country hick is what you might think, which is what I was but I didn’t look it. . . .” A long inhale. “Larry and I were birds of a feather,” Kroll continues. “He was a wonderfully odd bird.”


Today Kroll resembles the actor Kirk Douglas. The only clues to his counterculture past are a mane of white hair pulled back into a ponytail and a “Legalize It!” flag that flickers over the front door of his home overlooking northern Lake Tahoe. In the fall of 1967, when he returned to Berkeley after a long hiatus in Europe and Africa, avoiding the draft in grand style—hitchhiking, cutting a record album and, ultimately, marrying a pretty Afrikaner named Joy—Kroll was a compact young man with a cute face framed by a thin beard and a passion for social justice. He had been raised in even more modest circumstances than Hillblom had; his elementary school was only one room. But there was an exoticism to him, a result both of his Jewish heritage and his world travels, that his friend lacked. Hillblom had not yet been outside the state of California. A shared sense of fearlessness that cemented the friendship. Hillblom had run for president of the cannery union, a quixotic quest to be sure but also an important protest against the old men who he thought ran the show for their own benefit more than for the workers like himself. Kroll had been an activist since the fifth grade, when he’d protested his school’s policy of throwing away uneaten lunches rather than donating them to a food bank.


What struck Kroll immediately, as it would so many others, was Hillblom’s physical oddness, which made his confidence that much more disarming. “He said he had had a car crash and you could see bumps in his forehead,” Kroll recalls. “He told me he had a metal plate from a bad car accident and his face did look like it could have been reconstructed. He had an odd baby face.” More idiosyncratic than his appearance were Hillblom’s many tics. Parting his already parted hair with his pinkie and constantly shaking his legs are the two that his friends mention the most, but he was also germophobic. For a time, he carried his own bottles of Lysol and ketchup everywhere.


But most unusual of all was Hillblom’s take on politics. Berkeley was then ground zero of virtually every countercultural scene, from the antiwar movement to the free speech movement to the percolating feminist and gay rights movements. Kroll’s brother, a Berkeley undergrad, had been arrested for occupying the administration building a couple of years before, and Kroll himself would file a lawsuit on behalf of the student body when Governor Ronald Reagan took to the airwaves to chastise the students as a bunch of spoiled brats and their professors as a pack of overindulgent parents. Larry, however, found the notion of political activism beside the point—if mildly amusing. In endless debates that simmered from the library to Kroll’s tiny house a few blocks from campus, Hillblom dismissed the tens of thousands of Americans being killed in Vietnam as irrelevant when compared to the number of those who died in highway accidents every year. He blasted sit-ins as a waste of time. But the brunt of his ridicule was reserved for the muses of the antiwar movement, Joan Baez and Jane Fonda. “Who cares what an actress thinks?” he would taunt Kroll and his fellow liberals. Right or wrong did not matter to the young man who still smelled of peaches. What counted was success. To achieve their goals, Hillblom chided, the anti-whatever activists would need to put down their guitars and their flowers and pick up the Little Red Book, the bible of the man that Hillblom considered the master of manipulation: the brutal Chinese dictator Mao Tse-tung.


“What he liked, I don’t know,” Kroll sighs, as an Italian speedboat attached to a water-skier slices across the glassy water beyond his deck. “You could say that perhaps he liked Chairman Mao’s cold analysis and power, as an observer of history. He was always fascinated by power, as who wouldn’t be? Kissinger always said it was an aphrodisiac.” Hillblom seemed to embrace anyone’s thinking as long as it was revolutionary. When he decided, unsuccessfully, to run for student president, he borrowed a slogan from the Black Panthers: Burn, Baby, Burn! “I think”—Kroll smiles—“he wanted to put forward that his answer was blow it up and start again, but he was talking more about beginning again than literally blowing something up. He was saying that the system was broke. How could anybody say that was wrong?”


But Hillblom’s campaign for student president went nowhere, mainly because he was a terrible public speaker, incapable of holding even his own attention for more than a few minutes before branching off on a tangent—and then another, and another, until any vestige of the original argument was irretrievable. He was far more successful at being subversive in the classroom, where, sitting near the back of the room, he could throw off the entire class with a non sequitur. At Boalt, many classes were conducted as Socratic dialogues; students were respected as much as their professors. Hillblom’s ideas veered so far from the mainstream, however, that he seemed to be reading from a different set of books. His corporations professor frequently kept the inscrutable farm boy after class to try to reason with him, even if Hillblom’s unconventional thinking—and his stubbornness—made this impossible. For their part, his fellow students rolled their eyes as they waited for the discussion to veer back toward the familiar.


“They were interested in making money and pleasing their parents and being out there,” Kroll recalls of their classmates with a sniff, “but they didn’t really want to be at law school. Larry and I adored reading cases for what they said and what they didn’t say, and the beauty of their logic. What made us special is that you couldn’t ask us what kind of law we were interested in. We were interested in the law itself, as a way of thinking.”


Kroll may have questioned his classmates’ motives, but he won enough of their votes to become class president. And Kroll’s grades earned him a place in the Order of the Coif, meaning that he was technically a notch above Hillblom academically. But when they studied at the library together, it was Hillblom, not Kroll, who would stroll over to the legendary professor Stefan Riesenfeld, a Holocaust survivor known for his legal tomes, and chat with him as though they were equals. As for grades and honor societies, Hillblom simply could not be bothered—being judged on such standards was beneath him. “It was always the argument that counted,” Kroll remembers, “not the particular legal principle. He saw all the facets of the problem.”


Hillblom did not dwell on hypotheticals; he had to work, too. By his second year, he’d accepted a full-time job as a courier for a small Los Angeles firm called MPA—short for Michaels, Poe & Associates. The firm’s active partner, David Poe, was a former insurance man who had convinced his employer to fly him back and forth between offices to deliver important documents rather than use the post office, which was notoriously slow and unreliable. Poe had started a fledgling courier operation serving the Bay Area, Los Angeles, and Honolulu. Hillblom’s route was Oakland to LAX and back. Every afternoon, after class, he would drive around the Bay Area to pick up documents from insurance companies, law firms, and banks. He then stuffed the documents into suitcases, boarded a Western Airlines 727 to Los Angeles, and handed them off to another courier, who would give him bags to take back north. Hillblom studied on the plane, slept in the airport, and boarded the early flight to Oakland, arriving at Berkeley just in time for class. The schedule explained his disheveled appearance in morning classes—and, sometimes, his absence—but it had two huge advantages: since he was willing to crash at Kroll’s house or in his car on the weekends, Hillblom didn’t have to spend money on an apartment; and he met a lot of pretty young stewardesses and secretaries.


Kroll had a job too, slinging hash at Si’s Charbroiler on Ashby Avenue, Berkeley’s main drag. They both lived on caffeine and speed, rarely getting more then a few hours’ sleep. Hillblom appeared to be a nomad, his possessions fitting snugly inside a backpack, his hair perpetually dirty, his clothes always stained and frequently torn. For a while, he dyed his hair blond and he constantly fussed over both his weight and his beard, which he would trim whenever a pair of scissors ended up in his hands. He refused to buy a wardrobe befitting a law student because he had no intention of joining a law firm. With a prestigious degree in sight, Hillblom silently flipped another switch, set his sights on another goal unbeknownst even to his closest friend. By the time that Kroll assembled his small family for their move to Honolulu, where he had accepted an associate position in a corporate law firm after graduation, Hillblom would vanish amid the East Bay’s fog. The rumor was that he was sleeping in his car and foraging meals from a Dumpster.
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The Courier


Larry was the unbusiest guy I ever met. He would sleep a lot and watch TV a lot, but he was very laid-back. Larry taught me one great thing: that you could ignore 99 percent of problems and that they would eventually go away.


—Steven Kroll


He reappeared in the summer, materializing from a warm South Pacific trade wind at the front door of Kroll’s condominium because he needed a place to crash. Hillblom returned on a regular basis, first sleeping on Kroll’s patio; later, when Kroll’s parents, Max and Blanche, moved to Hawaii after a stint in the Peace Corps, Hillblom claimed their living room couch.


In 1969, no city in the world was as sexy as Honolulu, the sun-drenched paradise where Elvis Presley had played the ukulele in Blue Hawaii, and where Jack Lord now hurtled across rooftops in a tight blue suit, behind the badge belonging to Detective Steve McGarrett, the coolest character on television’s hottest series, Hawaii Five-O. Celebrities poured in to tape guest appearances, sip fruity cocktails out of coconut shells at Trader Vic’s, and be seen at Henry J. Kaiser’s Hawaiian Village Hotel. Shirtless young men dotted the surfline; tanned girls in bikinis awaited them on the beach under a perpetual sun. Within a year, brand-new Pan Am and United 747 jumbo jets stocked with prime rib and champagne would descend on the island’s gleaming new outdoor airport every few hours, as would Presley’s personal jet. The teenage Hillblom’s idol shimmied “Burning Love” at the International Center in a white-and-gold jumpsuit—a performance that would be relayed via satellite around the world. That such a place existed under the American flag defied belief.


MPA was his ticket there. But flying the company’s Oakland-Honolulu route, which he’d been unable to do during the school year, opened up more than the South Pacific. Secretaries who had turned the gangly courier down for dinner in San Francisco now jumped at the chance to spend a weekend in Honolulu. If Hillblom was traveling with enough documents, MPA bought two tickets rather than one, and he had an instant date. But Hillblom’s weekend trysts didn’t always pan out. Plenty of other couriers wanted to explore the land of Aloha. That he would have far more luck if he owned the company himself was obvious, but he had no experience starting a business and only a few thousand dollars left in the bank. More daunting, no major law firm or insurance company was likely to hand over their most important documents to a twenty-five-year-old in tight jeans and a torn Creedence Clearwater Revival T-shirt who slept in his car and was frequently jacked up on methamphetamines.


Yet Hillblom was not as out of synch with the corporate world as his appearance suggested. A year before, as tear gas from the antiwar protests had seeped into the hall where Hillblom and Kroll had taken their final exams, the rest of America was swinging back to the right. At the same moment that hippies were making their last stand in People’s Park and amid the muddy fields of Woodstock, Time magazine was declaring the resurgence of what it called “Middle Americans,” who could pass for today’s Tea Partiers. “They feared,” wrote Time’s editors, “that they were beginning to lose their grip on the country. Others seemed to be taking over—the liberals, the radicals, a communications industry that they often believed was lying to them. No one celebrated them: intellectuals dismissed their lore as banality. . . . But in 1969, they began to assert themselves. They were ‘discovered’ first by politicians and the press, and then they started to discover themselves . . . in a murmurous and pervasive discontent, they sought to reclaim their culture.” The Middle Americans’ game-changing accomplishment had been the election of Richard Nixon to the White House the previous November. Hillblom, according to his friends, admired Nixon, though it’s doubtful that he actually took the time to vote for him. Nixon’s pro-business, pro-trade, antiunion conservatism dovetailed nicely with Hillblom’s emerging worldview. The young law school graduate could have had no idea that his new president’s penchant for cronyism would soon present a formidable challenge to his own ambitions.


If DHL’s official corporate history is to believed—and we really have no choice here, since only two men were there and both are long gone—the company was conceived during a chance encounter in a grocery store parking lot between Hillblom and MPA’s salesman, a silver-haired, gray-suited fifty-eight-year-old bon vivant named Adrian Dalsey. Dalsey was the opposite of Hillblom—an impeccably groomed smooth talker who lived in a suburb northeast of San Francisco with his loyal wife of thirty years; by his mid-fifties, the silver fox had spent enough money on other women that none remained for his and Marge’s golden years. Hillblom’s conservative politics and his work ethic should have endeared him to a man of Dalsey’s generation, but he lacked the older man’s finesse, meaning that their encounter was probably more intense than respectful. Customers who happened to push their shopping carts by that fateful meeting might have mistaken them for a wealthy father tolerating a relentless son.


But they eventually agreed that their boss, Mr. Poe, had left a lot of low-hanging fruit unpicked. Insurers were not the only ones with time-sensitive documents. There was tremendous value to be captured if, for example, a shipping company could forward its bills of lading to customs in advance of a ship’s arrival, saving days or even weeks in port. Ditto for banks, which could only begin collecting interest on deposits once the original canceled check was received by the Federal Reserve, or for a law firm that needed a physical signature in order to effect a contract. Sending these documents via the postal service might take two weeks, if they reached their destination at all. At a time of double-digit interest rates and looming postal strikes, both men knew that the market for a fast, reliable courier service was huge—and growing. They understood that their skills complemented one another almost perfectly. And they disliked each other immensely.


“Larry and Dalsey had a visible acrimony,” Kroll tells me. “Dalsey liked to snipe and he had this, he was a bit unctuous, he had this—it wasn’t a lisp, but an impediment—speech pattern that was distinctive and a little bit patrician. He was a distinguished-looking guy, a ladies’ man, and thought himself so. He used to snipe at Larry in a scornful, patronizing way, and it annoyed you. So here you have these two people, with totally different worldviews and different functions within the company, at loggerheads, creating the nascent IBM—unknowingly.” Kroll pauses for a moment and smiles. “Or maybe not.”


Regardless of the natural tension between two very different people of two very different generations, Hillblom and Dalsey ultimately understood that they needed one another in order to make a go of it. Hillblom was overflowing with ideas and energy; he was willing to work twenty-hour days and could do a lot of the legal legwork. Plus, he had $6,000, which would become the company’s seed capital. Dalsey had credit cards and client connections. They incorporated in September, using the initials of their last names and adding that of Robert Lynn, a real estate–investor friend of Dalsey’s who had promised to help them raise capital. Lynn, however, dropped out of DHL almost immediately. He told them that the company could not succeed.


Dalsey quickly signed DHL’s first client—the shipping giant Seatrain Lines, which needed to courier bills of lading between Los Angeles and Honolulu. Then he hit a wall. Hillblom and Dalsey had hoped that Lynn’s financing would carry them through the lean months, but now they were forced to rely on a trickle of cash to survive. Marge, Dalsey’s wife, became the corporate secretary and did the books on her dining room table. Hillblom was forced not only to travel with DHL’s bags but also to pick them up at Seatrain before boarding the plane and drop them off after he arrived. During the few hours he was not working, he slept or studied for the bar exam. And waited for his supersalesman to sign one of their dream clients. But Dalsey, scouring the Bay Area in an old Plymouth Duster whose unmatched doors were salvaged from a junkyard, had stumbled on the first in a long line of catch-22s: DHL needed banking clients in order to become profitable, but they could not afford the expensive insurance that banks demanded. While the value of the checks that the banks were sending was, on its face, negligible—nothing more than paper and ink—if even a single large check became lost or delayed for more than a few days, the interest lost could be substantial. Nearly a year would pass before an insurance agent offered up a solution. In the meantime, Hillblom nearly starved to death in paradise.


“I was hired as an operator in 1969 at American Telephone Answering Service,” she begins, sizing me up from behind a pair of square-framed schoolteacher’s glasses. Her name is Marilyn Corral. Until her retirement two weeks before Hillblom’s presumed death, Corral was the longest-serving employee in DHL history. Her last title was vice president of human resources. A woman with a cherubic face that belies a suspicious nature, Corral has retired to the tiny town of Mariposa, in the shadow of the great Sierra Nevada, not far from where the young Hillblom and his two brothers used to fish.


American Telephone Answering Service happens to be the company that Adrian Dalsey hired to answer DHL’s phone calls—usually clients calling to schedule a pickup. Corral, then a new military wife, was in command of a turret wired with ten phone lines, each marked with a particular customer’s name so that she would know how to answer the phone. This personalized “executive” service cost more, but Dalsey had decided it was worth paying for because callers were duped into believing that they were calling an actual DHL office. When Dalsey returned to San Francisco, Hillblom suddenly began to appear in Corral’s office to pick up DHL’s messages. “He’d always show up at mealtime”—Corral smiles—“and we felt guilty because he looked like he was starving to death and never had anything to eat. So we bought more than we normally did—Chinese food or whatever—and he would eat lunch with us.”


Back then, women like Corral were “girlie” or “honey,” and silver foxes like Dalsey were allowed to let their eyes wander and linger wherever they wished. But whereas Dalsey came across like a dirty old man—“sleazy,” says Corral—Hillblom was charming. He would loiter around the office for a couple of hours, teasing Corral about everything from her constant dieting to the fact that American Telephone’s office was on Hotel Street, where the hookers had solicited navy boys during the war. Not long after Hillblom started showing up, he hired her as DHL’s first employee—albeit part-time.


Number 911 Alakea Street still stands, a narrow two-story colonial squeezed between two much taller office buildings in downtown Honolulu, only a few blocks from the ocean and two miles from the Honolulu International Airport. In 1970, it was occupied by two tenants: on the first floor, a Hawaiian restaurant with a rat problem; and, above it, the law offices of Curtis Carlsmith, a classmate of Kroll and Hillblom’s. Larry had sublet the inside office from his friend Carlsmith; it was just large enough for a few desks. He’d hired a handyman to build a small loft space, where he eventually laid a mattress. Corral kept her day job at the answering service. But at night, she would drive over to 911 Alakea to schedule the courier calendars. And on the weekends, she would climb up into the loft, gather Hillblom’s underwear, T-shirts, and bedsheets, and take them home to launder them because she knew that he never would.


“I would have all the filing done on Friday evening, and Monday morning the files would be all over the floor”—Corral sighs—“because he was looking for one document and couldn’t find it. I wanted to kill him. He lived on the telephone. He looked like he was always nervous, and he was blind as a bat. Most people didn’t like riding in the car with him.”


Demand for DHL’s service mushroomed. Although, on average, Dalsey was signing only two new accounts every month, existing customers wanted DHL to expand in order to service more offices. Growth was exponential and, considering the size of a few of DHL’s early clients, such as Bank of America, limitless. Hillblom and Dalsey had tapped a vast well of demand that was just beginning to gush; their only obstacle was that they did their job too well for some. “People wouldn’t believe that we could have their material on the mainland before the office opened,” Corral recalls. “We had to give a lot of free service to get people to try us out. And once they tried it, they were sold.”


DHL wasn’t just faster and more reliable than the post office. It was far more elegant in its simplicity. Clients paid a flat rate for a nylon pouch that traveled between two destinations every business day. The smallest pouch was rated at four pounds, but customers were charged the same rate whether it carried nothing or whether they managed to stuff twelve pounds of documents in it. That the pouches expanded was, in fact, an unintended selling point. Mailroom workers who managed to “overstuff” their pouch thought they were getting the deal of a lifetime.


As DHL expanded to more destinations, the pouches were color-coded by city, then stuffed into bright green weatherproof duffel bags in a sorting area—sometimes a grocery store parking lot where the drivers would meet after finishing their rounds. The bags were then driven to the airport and loaded directly onto the airplane from the tarmac—last, so that they would be the first to arrive. A DHL representative would then meet the courier at the counter, hand him (or her) a plane ticket and a small pile of baggage claim receipts. Hillblom often drove to the airport to help load the planes, goofing off with the drivers as he had with Corral and her fellow operators at the answering service. Meanwhile, Corral scoured Honolulu for anyone willing to give up their baggage rights for a free ticket to the mainland or to Guam. She called schools and churches first. A few of Hillblom’s old Boalt Hall professors became couriers, as did Steven Kroll and both of his parents. So did a good portion of the Mormon congregation in Honolulu. Hillblom and Dalsey both had a tendency to offer pretty young women jobs. And at one point, two FBI agents showed up at Alakea to investigate reports that DHL was giving people airline tickets for free, as long as they were willing to take only carry-on baggage. The fact that would-be couriers were instructed to meet a Mr. Monty Hall at 11:00 p.m. underneath a digital clock beside the Pan Am ticket counter did not help assuage suspicions that there was something nefarious going on. But by the time the FBI agents finished their investigation, Corral had convinced them to become couriers themselves.


So it was with DHL’s customers. Once they understood the company, their trust seemed absolute. DHL’s couriers accumulated large rings of keys that permitted them entry into banks, law offices, insurance companies, and the mailrooms of large shipping firms. Corral was amazed that anyone would give Hillblom and his minions, who were often even younger and more questionable-looking than himself, access to their inner sanctums.


Of course, expansion required more than just couriers. Every station, particularly one like Honolulu, where pouches were being forwarded east or west, needed a manager. Hillblom and Dalsey naturally turned to a couple of their former coworkers at MPA, Bill Robinson and Jack Atwood. To foster an entrepreneurial spirit—and to save cash—Hillblom decided that each station should be owned by its own managers under contract with DHL. Robinson ended up with Los Angeles. Atwood quickly left to open an office in Seattle. That freed up Dalsey and Hillblom to focus on Asia, where their big shipping clients already were and where their banking clients wanted to be. Dalsey did most of the traveling, making sales calls and chatting up potential station managers, often in hotel bars. Hillblom stayed in Honolulu, devising a network that could grow exponentially but still be controlled. In theory, moving documents around the globe was not unlike moving crates of peaches from a farmer’s truck to a loading bay. The real challenge was building the network, which involved a number of thorny legal and logistical issues. Legally, for example, most countries required that a shipment’s actual owner (or an employee of an owner) clear customs. DHL was a third party. If DHL was using a subcontractor in another country, its client was twice removed from the shipment’s original owner. Then there was the question of payment. If the shipper was a DHL customer, and a DHL courier shipped the pouch from Hawaii to Guam, for example, but another company shipped it onward to Singapore or Tokyo, how much did each company get paid? And whose customer were they? Then there were technical issues. If you loaded a shipment at point A and picked it up at point B, the courier business was pretty straightforward. But the hub-and-spoke system envisioned by Hillblom meant that shipments could become delayed—or lost—at several points along the way to point D or E or F. How did you keep track of thousands of important documents that could be in dozens of places at any given time?

OEBPS/images/common1.jpg





OEBPS/styles/page-template.xpgt
 
   
     
       
    
     
	 
    
     
	 
	 
    
     
	 
    
     
	 
	 
    
     
         
            
            
            
            
             
        
    
  
   
     
  




OEBPS/images/f0006-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/title.jpg
KING
LARRY

The Life and Ruins of a
Billionaire Genius

James D. Scurlock

Scribner
New York London Toronto Sydney New Delhi





OEBPS/images/f000i-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/promo.jpg
Sign Up Here







OEBPS/images/bm-02.jpg






OEBPS/images/bm-01.jpg










OEBPS/images/f00xii-01.jpg






OEBPS/images/f0xviii-01.jpg






OEBPS/images/dead.jpg
Dead or Alive







OEBPS/images/f00iv-01.jpg
~RIBNER





