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Woke up this morning, what do I see? Three
thousand cameras, pointing at me

“Levi Johnston’s Blues”

—Ben Folds and Nick Hornby
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INTRODUCTION


    You betcha, she said, smiling, when I asked if I could come in out of the snow to wait for Bristol.

Sarah really used to say that, all the time. It’s the only authentic part left from her life before she was governor, before her failed national campaign, before Fox TV. Before my relationship with Bristol fell apart.

Sarah had welcomed me into her family back then; she’d called me her best friend. But as soon as I no longer fit into her oh-so-carefully-crafted moment in the spotlight, I was looking at the undercarriage of her campaign bus.

When I was a home-schooled freshman going over to Bristol’s, Sarah was often the only one home. As a twelve-year-old playing hockey with Track Palin, I’d called her “Mayor Palin.” Now, when I did, she waggled her finger.

Levi, you don’t have to call me Mayor.

How about Mrs. Palin?

She smiled and shook her head. Sarah, she said.

When I entered the Palin home on those high school afternoons, she would be in her favorite spot in the living room, on the leather sofa. She always had on a sweatshirt and PJ bottoms with silly little characters. She’d pat the cushion next to her for me to join her.

Sitting there, Sarah and I would talk about the kids, her clothes, and her Wasilla pals from years ago, the Elite Six, who met for lattes at Kaladi Brothers Coffee near Chimo Guns. She’d tell me about the home shows she followed on TV, and the soaps.

Sarah kept me from getting bored.

She acted like she loved me. I don’t mean romantically—like a son. She used to call me that: my other son. One night when Bristol and I were up in her room, my babe said, I think my mom likes you better than me.

I just couldn’t understand when down the road everything fell apart. I still don’t.



Las Vegas, Nevada: Happy Birthday to You…

You wouldn’t think Alaska and Las Vegas have a lot in common—but they do. In both places, it’s tough to know whether it’s morning or the middle of the night. Inside the hotels and casinos of Vegas, it’s like the sun is always shining. Lights burn around the clock and there aren’t windows to give you some clues.

In Alaska, there’s also a false daytime—for the part of the year when the sun never totally sets. You can wake up in Wasilla and start frying eggs and browning reindeer sausage thinking it’s breakfast time, then find out it’s only 2:00 a.m. It’s like there’s one of these Vegas showtime spotlights on your bedroom window all night long.

In both places, everything is over-the-top. Alaska has a park called Denali that’s larger than Massachusetts. Vegas has sky-blue limos like the one I’m riding in. It’s the size of a tank, and I’m sitting next to a guy named Tank. His real name is Sherman. I kid you not. He’s my ginormous manager and bodyguard, and he’s taking up most of the space as he waves his ham hock arms around telling me how awesome this party is going to be.

It’ll be packed, he says, pointing a kielbasa thumb at the Chateau Nightclub & Gardens we’re pulling up to.

It is going to be great. Just be yourself and everything will be fine.

He slaps me on my thigh. My upper leg goes numb.

He and I have just been delivered to yet another fifteen minutes of fame. I’m here to celebrate my twenty-first birthday, Las Vegas–style, at the nightclub of the Paris Las Vegas hotel and casino. Tank has told the press it’s going to be insane, but a class act nonetheless. No strippers. None at all. Then of course he backslides. We’ll see, he says.

He’s ridiculous. He’s got me primed for the reporters who’ve been cleared to interview me. He tells me what I should say, but he doesn’t go on about what I shouldn’t. It’s all about the buzz, he says. I know the club has instructed the press not to ask questions about Bristol Palin or Sarah, my never-to-be mother-in-law. I think Todd is okay but I’m not sure.

Tank leaps out of the car as fast as a three-hundred-pound guy can and lumbers around so he’ll be there when the driver opens my door.

I’m squinting into the spotlights as I step onto a red carpet. Several B-list celebs are already inside. I’m the last to walk the runner. I’m the star attraction. Levi posters are all over the place. This is my birthday. Twenty-one. The last year you really count. And the one that means I’m an adult.

Tank says the club will be packed with two thousand partygoers. I don’t buy that. I do expect tables of cougars mixed with girls dressed in $400 jeans and skimpy tops. I’ve been here before, in Manhattan, Hollywood. I know the deal. These fans will want turns sitting on my knee, posing as their friends take photos.

From outside, standing on the red carpet, I hear music pulsing through the open doors. North to Alaska . . . The MC standing right next to me self-corrects his posture. He’s wearing an electric-blue tux. He checks out my open-collar, plaid shirt, Hugo Boss jacket, and pressed jeans, then holds one arm straight out over my head as he roars into his mic:

H-e-r-e’s LEVVVIIIIII JOHNSTON, folks!!!

His words, loud enough to carry halfway to Anchorage, make me think of my mom. Three short years ago she was screaming her heart out the same way—LEVVVIIIIII!—when I scored in high school hockey games. When she wasn’t there in the stands, the coaches would ask, Where the hell is your mom? We need her here to help us win.

I’m scoring tonight in a vastly different venue, for less than pure reasons. I’m getting paid $20,000 for showing up. The MC tells the fans lined up on each side of the red carpet—people I’ve never met—what they already know, that I’m turning twenty-one, right here, right now . . . even though my birthday was three days ago.

There’s a cheer and the MC turns to hold the mic nearer to me as the media presses in.

A blonde with a great smile approaches.

She looks at my manager, now functioning as my bodyguard, then back to me. She asks, Have you seen Tripp?

I feel myself come alive. Yes, I say. I had seen my toddler son recently.

He saw him recently, my manager echoes.

She offers to buy me shots inside to celebrate my birthday. She would later post on a political blog that I blushed and looked at Tank for help. That’s probably right. I don’t do shots and didn’t know what to say.

Are we going to like your book, Levi? She smiles.

You’re going to love it, I say back.

My manager says, You’re going to love it.

Is it going to tell what you know about Trig? Will you describe what it was like to pose for Playgirl?

I think, but don’t say, that I can’t answer these questions out of context, without their history. Without my own story—how I got to where I am today. That needs to come first.

Is the book done? I’m asked.

I’m on it, I say. It still needs a little work.

So does the rest of my life.
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North to Alaska
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If John Wayne hadn’t agreed to play Sam McCord, where the hell would I be today? His film and the Johnny Horton theme song, “North to Alaska,” were big hits back in the day, in 1960.

North to Alaska, go north, the rush is on. . . .

The movie was made in celebration of the Last Frontier’s statehood. My grandpa Joel Johnston saw it and, then and there, decided he was moving. Way north. To find gold, he told me. I swear to God. Before he died, I bought him the DVD of the movie and he just about cried.

That John Wayne movie—three guys strike it rich—had set the Johnstons on the right path for the wrong reason. Both my dad and my grandfather loved the glorious state of Alaska just for itself. They hunted together; they fished; and panned for gold. Both loved books and, of course, films. Grandpa Joel was crazy about John Wayne. So is my dad Keith—and so am I.

In the decade following the film, four families—Palins and Heaths; Johnstons and Sampsons—found themselves settled in Alaska. I don’t think anyone could have predicted how this would end.

My then teenaged dad ended up graduating in Anchorage, from Dimond High. I always hated that school; they used to beat my hometown hockey team, Wasilla High.

My dad and my mom, Sherry Sampson, met in 1986 in Wasilla, an hour outside of Anchorage.

As a teenager, Mom started working at one of the beauty parlors her mother, my grandma Myrna, owned, the one called E-Z Clippers. One afternoon Dad walked in. Mom, who says she checked out this tall handsome feller without missing a snip, gave him an extra-long shampoo, then a scalp massage. She then trimmed and shaped his hair, dragging it out as much as she could.

Keith and Sherry married twelve months after that first shampoo and cut. I was born in 1990, and my kid sister, who in a nod to my grandmother was given the Mexican-American name Mercede, showed up eighteen months later. Mom always cut all our hair; she still does mine and Mercede’s. Dad’s, not so much. In fact not at all anymore.

All was great back then with the newlyweds. Dad, an electrician, used to have to travel outside Wasilla for jobs in Native villages. He’d be hired by contractors for six to eight weeks at a time. His employers boarded their construction workers in rooming houses. My dad had a different idea. He brought along our camper, and we’d choose a site to set it up, on a river or lakefront. It was like a summer vacation. When his job was done, we’d all go back to our house in Wasilla.

It was also in Wasilla that Sarah Heath met Todd Mitchell Palin, in high school. Up until then, Todd went to school in his hometown of Dillingham. He moved to Wasilla for his senior year.

After graduation he and Sarah took different paths. She would go off to colleges, while Todd ended up with a job on Alaska’s oil-rich North Slope. He worked for BP—and he would also run a snow-machine business with a partner.

Once Sarah graduated, she and Todd married, in 1988.

My mom and pop stopped at two offspring; the Palins kept going. Track, fourteen months older than me; Bristol, a half year younger than I am; then Willow and Piper. A second son, Trig, was last. Both families were doing their part to grow the population of our small bedroom community.

Bristol Palin, Todd and Sarah’s oldest daughter, and I would do the same. In December of 2008, she and I became parents to a son, Tripp Easton Mitchell Johnston. My goal was to bring up Tripp as an Alaska boy, just the way I was raised. As my grandpa Joel and my dad, Keith, would tell me, things don’t always turn out the way you plan them to.

The Johnston and Sampson males introduced me to God’s country. These days much of male bonding is done in tricked garages and basements and walking in malls. Back when I was growing up, at least in Alaska, no one needed to talk about what they were doing and why. They did it, always with their boys—teaching the upcoming wave of kids to read the woods and predict where the next rainbow trout might rise to a fly.

I have a mounted fish in my living room that brings those years back. I caught that lunker when I was a little older than my son, Tripp, when my dad took me fishing. I felt that trout’s weight and knew the hook was set. So I turned and, without reeling in, put the rod on my shoulder and walked back up the bank. There’s a video of that day and you can hear sniggers in the background, but they didn’t last long. My grown-up relatives shut up when a fish appeared from the water behind me and plopped on the ground.

Wow, they said. God damn.

My mom’s brother Robbie Sampson and my dad’s cousin Huck Johnston still talk about that day. I love to point out that it was a trophy catch. A serious fish, even for an adult. They still laugh.

When I speak of it, it’s like I can still feel the heft of that trout and the pride. I might have been a shrimp, but I was one of the guys. I’d been accepted into the brotherhood.

My male relatives, the hecklers, were ballsy, somewhat crazy, and still are. Not in a Deliverance kind of way though. They wouldn’t think twice about running a wild river in a canoe, catching air on a snow machine, jumping four-wheelers, or flying off hilltops 120 feet downslope. These same men had unending patience as they taught us boys what we needed to know to be out there, on our own and safe.

When we got home the day I hooked my fish, my dad pulled out his fillet knife to gut my first catch. He called me over to split the belly.

No, I yelled when I saw what he was up to.

Mom and Mercede—we called her Sadie—had stayed home that day. Whether they’d been on the adventure or not, the Johnston women prepared whatever was brought to them. I saw it as a signal to me when my mother reached up to take her cast-iron skillet off its hook. I was in charge of dredging the pieces of fish in a mixture of cornmeal and flour with a shot of cayenne. Then she’d fry them, and although I’ve eaten in some fancy places, I have still never tasted anything as good as my mom’s fried fish.

For this fish though I wanted something different than dinner. Dad and I took my first trout to Foster’s taxidermy the next day, and it still hangs on the wall above my living-room bay window for all to see. Seventeen inches of fish. Almost eighteen. Maybe even bigger. One of Tripp’s first words when I carried him into my house was a slobbery fsshhh as he pointed above his head and watched my face. I laughed.

When I was a few years older than Tripp, Dad and two or three of my uncles would heft me and my cousins into a couple of trucks and we’d be off. I had a plaid hunting shirt I wore until the cuffs just about touched my elbows. I loved it; it was like the grown-up shirts on the men.

I’d sit squished in the truck between an uncle and my father, the rub of my flanneled shoulder against the bulging arm of Dad’s six-foot-three frame. The cab was full of the smell of men—wet leather, Red Man dip, gasoline dripped on the outside of the red fuel cans in the truck bed. When the weather was warm, we kids sat in the back on tackle boxes and spare tires, tickling one another when we slowed down, bumping into the cooler.

These are the kinds of memories I want my son to have. When he gets older, I’ll be bringing him along on these outings, continuing the traditions of generations of Johnstons. I’ve already taken him fishing, and it was such a cool thing, watching him do just what I did as a kid, and seeing him as my father must have seen me. He splashed and played, not caring about the catch. The little guy carried his rod on his shoulder back and forth to the truck, watching my reactions to see if he was doing it the right way. After he was born, I bought a flannel shirt just like mine, in a kid’s size four. He is still too small to wear it; it’s hanging in the playroom closet next to his little ice skates.

Every male in Alaska used to live to fish and hunt. Times have changed. Todd Palin, Track’s dad and Tripp’s grandpa, isn’t a serious hunter and neither is his son. I’ve heard that Track went out not so long ago and maybe did get a bear. Bristol, Track’s sister, had mentioned that to me. It was the first time I’d ever even heard of him hunting. There aren’t animals, live or dead, around the Palin house. One time at the dump, Sarah’s parents, the Heaths, saw someone throwing away a caribou skull. Oh, can we have it? they asked.

The Palins are typical of today’s Alaskan families: sport for them is more racing through, than being in, the wilderness. Track went snow machining with his dad now and then, and they commercial fished together in the summer. Other than that, the Palin men didn’t have the relationship to one another and to the land that for me and my father was like religion.

When I was five years old, Dad gave me my first gun, a new single-shot .410 shotgun. Dad showed me how to clean and oil it. He kept my shells buttoned up in the top pocket of his shirt. We drove to Eureka, then up into the mountains looking for ground squirrels. I got tired of carrying my firearm. A half hour later and a half mile away, my Dad said, Where’s your gun?

I set it somewhere.

So we spent all damn day looking for that gun. We ended up finding it leaned against a rock. Oh, God, did my dad yell at me.

I learned my lesson.

I still have that gun.



2
Son of the North Star
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When I was in elementary school, my mother was the Kool-Aid mom. All my pals came to my house after classes. She’d always have snacks and drinks waiting. My dad flooded a hockey rink on our property year after year that was packed all winter with my buddies and my sister’s, too. Track was one of the crowd, and every so often he, one of a bunch of ragtag kids, would stay for sleepovers. Not one of my good friends, though, like Matt Craver, Dom Nickels, Crosby, Chad, Tyson Sampson.

All my buddies were crazy about my mom and my pop. They were involved parents, no matter what I was doing.

Only a few years later my dad let me know he considered me to be responsible. I was in junior high, and the unspoken understanding between us was that I was good on my own, no matter what I ran into. I knew enough to know what I didn’t know. He had always told me that was important.

That didn’t mean he was no longer a part of my life. To this day, he can drive me out of my mind with voice mails. In the end, however, he leaves my life up to me. At times my father rode my ass. He called me all kinds of shit, depending on his mood. Numskull, idiot—and worse. I thank him for it, now.

My dad always made sure I had the gear I needed, the stuff we refer to as toys in Alaska. Guns, tents, rods, spinning reels, and, for hockey, helmets, face masks, pads for my shoulders, elbows, and shins. Big honking gloves. Warm-up stuff. Skates for my feet and a uniform up top.

My dad gave and expected me to perform 100 percent. He rode me so hard to play high-level hockey that I once took $2,000 worth of gear he’d bought for me and threw it on the top of the burn pile. He made me go out, get it all, clean it, and put it away.

I was pissed but learned to pay attention to his advice. Those times when I didn’t listen, it came back to bite me in the butt. It still does—but I’ve not been real good at remembering that for the last few years.

When I was growing up, he was my dad; now it’s more a buddy relationship. I trust him, and he’s still the first person who would come to mind now if I were to draw a Kodiak brown-bear tag—the pass that gives me the right to hunt on that island-world southwest of the Kenai Peninsula.

Kodiak is the second-biggest island in the United States; only Hawaii’s Big Island is larger. The Island of Hawaii isn’t inhabited with brown bears; Kodiak is brown-bear heaven. They grow bigger there than anywhere else in the world. These beasts aren’t managed like herd animals; density is maintained through the number of tags issued to hunters. Wildlife biologists estimate there’s a bear on every one and one-half square miles of range. Kodiak Island is 3,500 square miles so that’s 2,333 brown bears.

This part of Alaska is their house. These bears are ten feet tall, the King Kongs of the bear world. They grow to fourteen hundred pounds, the bulk of eight men. Their noses are damn long.

Even when you don’t see them, they’re there. They come at you on all fours. We’re the slow-moving ones. Their eyesight is better than ours and their hearing is as good as a dog’s. Their sense of smell is four times that of a bloodhound. These guys aren’t stupid. I know what they can do to me and they do, too.

I’d always wanted to test my nerves by hunting Kodiak with a bow and arrow—but only if my dad had my back with his rifle. When I finally did draw a tag and Dad couldn’t make it, I hunted with a muzzle-loader—a black-powder, single-shot weapon. Bow or muzzle-loader, I would only have one shot. With the muzzle-loader, I’d be farther away, safer than with a bow and arrow. More of a challenge than with a rifle.

On that last trip, me and Dominic Nickels—so close a friend that we’re like brothers—packed our huge hunters’ packs with one thousand pounds of gear for a one-week outing. We brought along someone I knew and liked from L.A., who had never hunted for anything anywhere before. We put together clothes, ammo, tents, stuff sacks, weapons, emergency supplies, satellite phones, GPS. We drove it all out to Anchorage to ship to Kodiak. Then we three guys jetted to the island and hooked up with our backpacks out there. Once on the island, we took a float plane that dropped us off at Deadman Bay. None of this was cheap.

There were no roads. No people. If we got in trouble, we were in trouble; we were not going anywhere. I would only go out there if I knew when and where I was being picked up. There was no room for error.

We brought along freeze-dried food packets that we would heat on our collapsible camp stove. Freeze-dried noodles and chicken. Freeze-dried breakfast skillet. Freeze-dried blueberry cheesecake, sandwiches, and cooked shrimp. Although that cheesecake turned out to be pretty good, we weren’t out there for the eats. For the brown bears though, this area was like a huge buffet: salmon from the rivers and berries from the mountainsides, carrion—and any humans who pissed them off.

I know who I am from hunting. It’s my identity—a world and an activity I know as well as anyone. Better. It’s a place where I can survive.

Kodiak brown-bear country is different from the heavily treed home of black bears near Wasilla. Kodiak land is mushy, swampy in the valleys, with alder that has been stunted by the wind, the cold, and the fog. The saplings are ten, twelve feet high. Sometimes you can see the tops of these thickets trembling as a bear pushes through, on the move. You guess the direction and cut that bear off or you’ll lose it.

My elbow cousin Dom and I had a silent communication, like twins, because we’d been doing this together for so long. Dom’s dad was my dad’s number one hunting partner. Dom and I grew up hunting with them, so he had the same experiences I did.

No matter how connected we are, Kodiak isn’t our comfortable home turf. The bears live out there year-round. They don’t just fly in for a week. They know what they’re doing. If we hear as much as a twig snap, Dom and I are alert. We know something is messing around in there. We protect each other and get ready for the worst.

On that trip with the L.A. pal, we all were walking in, careful and quiet. We heard but could not see something ahead. We got closer and closer. Suddenly, around a turn in the game trail we were following, there was a bear, hunched over, head down. He was grunting quietly. Then he picked up his head and stood. He puffed up, trying to scare us, and stomped his rear paw on the ground. Whop.

The California guy started to quiver. Maybe moaned. He’d been between us; now he took a step back behind Dom and froze, not knowing what the hell was going to happen.

The bear perked.

This wasn’t a big bear. Dom and I knew we didn’t want to shoot him. We had a moment of indecision, as did the bear. He started to charge and we aimed. Just as Dom and I began to squeeze our triggers, the bear changed his mind. Turned and walked away.

It took the third member of our team about a week to calm down. We’ve invited him to come up again, but we haven’t seen him back yet.

If you don’t bug them, most Alaskan bears are like the one Dom and I and the L.A. guy ran into. Live and let live. This had been the unofficial motto for Alaska’s hard-bitten citizens, too, for many a year. Back when there was a lot of room between tar-paper shacks. Once a few more of us were up here with actual settlements, everyone started to mind everyone else’s shit. The flip side of this and the part I like to focus on is that everyone also knows when someone needs help.

People like my family and the Palins lived out the rugged life they dreamed about before they moved to Alaska. I grew up in a house that, like my friends’ places, was more or less square, on similar pieces of land. Our plot was tucked away in a subdivided tract cut out of the woods. My folks could have afforded a nicer place in a better location, but my dad loved his toys and wasn’t about to spend money on what he saw as frills. He’d lay out thousands on hunting equipment, a boat, the newest truck. Not a house.

Our three-bedroom bungalow had a bathroom, a living room, and an eat-in kitchen. Dad had painted the outside gray, and wired it.

The Palins lived a ten-minute bike ride away from our house—in a green, tin-roofed house. It was bigger than ours, but not so very different.

The Palins and the Johnstons lived in similar houses—and our politics weren’t all that different either. Until they changed. There had been a constant quiet battle in town between those who wished to leave things the way they were like my parents, and newer residents who wanted to keep up with the Joneses and needed department stores and the newest fast foods. I was six when Sarah Palin became our mayor. Her support came from those who wanted the town to grow. More businesses; fewer regulations. More population.

Once these new folks had settled in, they tried to make Wasilla like what they’d left behind—because it was what made them comfortable. They were looking for opportunities for themselves and their children. The pro-growth folks pushed hockey for the kids—and for themselves—during the long winter months.

The larger world had Little League, Pop Warner football, and soccer moms. Wasilla had hockey, Mini Mites to semipro, and hockey moms. In my case, a hockey mom and dad.

My parents came along to see me play in these organized games. Mom, who knew all the players, would root for me and all my friends even when they were on the opposite team. I can still see her in my mind, jumping up and down, from back when I was an elementary-school kid—even though she was usually sick.
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It took years for the docs to finally figure out what was wrong with Mom: her body couldn’t use the vitamin C it needed, so she had developed scurvy, a painful joint problem. It makes you think of old sailor stories. It was an awful thing for her. Aside from the damage the scurvy caused, she was left with a mess of scar tissue and nerve damage from the exploratory and correcting operations removing this and that. She couldn’t keep up the beauty-parlor business, so she did what she could out of our house. Eventually she became too disabled for even that. She wasn’t a complainer, even though it wasn’t an easy ride for her.

In 2003, when I was in seventh grade, my dad had started work on the Slope, for the Arctic Slope Regional Corporation. Like Todd Palin, my father worked his way up to a top position in his company. He was an operations manager, making a fortune compared to people in the rest of the country.

Whether Dad was away or home, every night my mother somehow made us dinner and we sat down to eat like a family. She kept our house clean and did the laundry. She helped us with homework.

The homework arrangement wasn’t easy for her because I didn’t pay much attention in school. I felt like a prisoner. You know how when you’re a kid in school you do a book report or a project and then you have to stand up in front of the class and talk about it? I hated that; I got nervous and fake-sick every time I had to do one.

If you didn’t do your thing in front of the class, you got an automatic C. I took that C all day long.

They said I was restless, and it was true. I wanted to be anywhere but in that classroom.

They told Mom I had ADHD, attention-deficit/hyper-activity disorder. I was medicated with a healthy dose of Ritalin. It made for good housecleaning. I used to scrub the house, read books, and work on the house again. I wasn’t good for much else though. I didn’t talk and didn’t eat. I felt terrible.

Before the Ritalin, everything was fine at home. When I was on it, my mom and Sadie were at the end of their ropes. My dad couldn’t wait to get out of the house and back to work. He finally put his foot down when Ritalin screwed up my hockey game. My concentration was on the wrong thing. Unfolded towels on the bench. Trash on the floor. Not the crease, or the puck. It was all bad.

He says he’s the one who took me off it. Mom says she made the decision, that she just got fed up with Levi #2, so one day she threw away the meds.

That’s as close as they get to agreeing on things.

I got off Ritalin but not off chew. All the hockey kids chewed tobacco. Dom’s dad started me, without meaning to. He chewed Red Man. He always had these big old cheeks. Dom and I always wanted it because our dads were doing it. One time when I was ten and we were out fishing, Dom’s dad and my dad were chewing, and so were Uncle Robbie and Uncle Mike.

I asked for some as usual, knowing the answer.
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Best known as Bristol Palin’s baby daddy
and Sarah Palin's favorite whipping boy,
Levi Johnston sets out to clear his name
and—with any luck—end his run as Alaska’s
most hated man.

Whether spontancous or deliberate, Sarah Palin's quest for
a pound of Levi Johnston’s flesh has made for a very public
and often messy coming-of-age story. In Deer n the Head-
lights, Johnston shares his story of  boy thrust ino the
spotlight and hung out t dry. He is now working to put ll
the pieces back together—including figuring out ow o be
aman and a dad

Hockey jock and Governor Palin's almost son-in-law,
Johnston was jus eghteen when Pain became the vice pres-
idential nominee. His unique place as daughter Bristol’s
live-in boyfriend provided him a true insider’s view into
Palintologyat 2 critca ime. Coud this be why the Pain family
tumed on him so callously? After al, he's seenthe Pain pack
atitsbestand ts wors;crtainlyhehas storestotell.But who
would believe a backwoods boy painted as a deadbeat dad?

After being bulied, lied about, and outspent i the courts
when attempting to bond with i new son,Tripp, Levi Join-
stonfires back,straight fom the hip. e wites vith humor
and clarity about what it's like for a small-town Alaska kid
tobe enfolded into 2 campaign ke no othern history and to
weather a perfect storm of negative publicity. This deer in
the headlights somehow managed to slip back into the
Woods—even as the bus continued to double back to run
him down again.

LEVI JOHNSTON uastomin
atiny Alaskan town perched on the edge of untamed wilder-
ness. Now twenty-one, Johnston has
since he was big enough tohold aishingrod and i a i, He
has worked as an electricia's apprenice and roustabout in
PortValdez and on Alaska's North Slope. After s appearance
as an honorary Palin family member at the 2008 Republican
National Convention,Johnston modeled for Playgir; was pro-
filed in GO, Vaniy Fais and New York Magazine; and has been a
guest on Today, The Last Word with Lawrence O'Donel, and
Lamy Hing Live Heis the fatherof a young son, Tripp, andlves
in s hometown of Wasillz.

been an outdoorsman

For more, visit
www.deerintheheadlightsbook.com.

MEET THE AUTHORS, WATCH VIDEDS AND MORE AT
SimonandSchuster.com

~THE SOURCE FOR READING GRAUPS -
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