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To Momma
Your life inspired me to work passionately, dream, and
value those the world had discarded.
Even two days before you left us,
you were fighting for what you believed in.
It’s a few months too late for you to share this with us,
but, Momma, the “fiddle fartin’” is done.
I miss you deeply.


I thought today—what would this campaign have turned into without [Frank Bailey]? We’d have fizzled. I’m so thankful things evolved the way they did and he took over so many, many important tasks. Pretty much everything is what he handles!

—SARAH PALIN, EMAIL, TUESDAY, JUNE 20, 2006

Since the 2006 campaign, no one person has been closer to the epicenter of the Palin campaign and administration than Frank Bailey.

—ANDREW HALCRO, ALASKA GUBERNATORIAL CANDIDATE, IN HIS BLOG, NOVEMBER 6, 2009


FOREWORD


Tricks and treachery are the practice of fools that don’t have brains enough to be honest.

—BENJAMIN FRANKLIN



Frank Bailey’s memoir began when, through third parties, he and I got in touch via email. After extensive dialogue, we decided to begin a collaboration. Because Frank’s association with Sarah Palin’s campaign and administration involved one of the most controversial political figures in recent memory, we elected to tread lightly and work in anonymity. Two months into the project, it became evident that extensive knowledge of Alaskan politics and personalities demanded the addition of another brilliant mind. To that end, we invited Jeanne Devon, creator and editor of website The Mudflats (www.themudflats.net), to join our team. Amazingly, from that day forward, the three of us worked for over a year without a leak to the public. In late February 2011, we found an agent and finished the initial draft of the manuscript. All was well.

Then, as most of the world now knows, only days after submitting our rough draft manuscript to publishers for consideration, the unthinkable happened. Over Presidents’ Day weekend, we woke to find our working manuscript being quoted on websites, television shows, and in newspapers. How did this unpublished manuscript become so famous so fast?

In brief, the copyrighted words and work were distributed by a competitor. Not in America, we told ourselves. And certainly not initiated by an award-winning bestselling author—with his own Palin tell-all due to publish soon. Yet that is exactly what happened.

Joe McGinniss received an unauthorized copy of our manuscript and then took our property—the product of thousands of man-hours—and electronically distributed it en masse.

McGinniss undoubtedly knew this was, at a minimum, an ethical breech. In an effort to deflect blame, McGinniss’s attorney admitted in a letter to us (also released to the media) that while McGinniss did send Blind Allegiance “to a few people and media outlets in Alaska,” he’d advised them “that they should not reproduce any of the manuscript before contacting the authors for permission.” If it is true that McGinniss did attach such a warning—and we have at least one source who suggests that is not the case—why then did he not follow his own warning?

McGinniss contacted none of us prior to distributing our copyrighted work.

The simplest of Sunday school lessons would require recipients to report the violation to the appropriate people, starting with us, the authors, or at least ignore what was sent. In several cases, we did receive a heads-up. In many other instances, though, newspapers and television shows read and commented on excerpts, by and large agreeing that the revelations were significant, insightful, and entertaining.

Likely, the offenders may say of stealing our intellectual property, “It’s not really stealing.” They are as wrong as Sarah Palin was when she issued similar rationalizations for inexcusable behavior. In a line from one chapter, Frank noted, “Only later did I realize that everywhere we traveled in our campaign to make Alaska a better state, ethical challenges were so thick we no longer had the ability to see them, except, that is, in others.”

However, the unethically distributed manuscript was an early draft of the book you now hold. In addition to our adding new material to the original manuscript, as is customary in any editing process, our plight inspired a source to come forward and confirm in its entirety one of the most controversial of our many spectacular revelations in the book. Having painstakingly reconstructed the story of the coordination between the Palin campaign for governor and the Republican Governors Association in violation of election law (chapter 14, “The Republican Governors Association and Our Limbo Dance with Truth”), we had no question about the information Frank Bailey supplied. However, supporters of Sarah Palin who read the leaked text took exception by suggesting that there was only circumstantial evidence and “no smoking gun.” We now provide additional and incontrovertible evidence of this inappropriate coordination. And in that unsolicited confirmation is added credibility to the analysis and mountains of evidence provided in these pages. As such, it is impossible for me to deny that there is great truth in the cliché that the Lord works in mysterious ways.

On behalf of my cowriters, we thank Howard Books for recognizing that within the pages of this book there is an inspirational personal story of faith and redemption that accompanies the important look at how dangerous it is to elevate individuals to our highest offices based on image alone. We also wish to thank those brave people who came to us after witnessing the treachery of others to lend a hand and tell their stories. All of you helped salvaged our many months of work.

—Ken Morris


PROLOGUE

I Quit


But if any harm follows, then you shall give life for life,
eye for eye, tooth for tooth, hand for hand, foot for foot,
burn for burn, wound for wound, stripe for stripe.

—BOOK OF EXODUS 21:23–25, NEW KING JAMES VERSION

You have heard that it was said,
“An eye for an eye, and a tooth for a tooth .”
But I tell you, do not resist an evil person.
If someone strikes you on the right cheek,
turn to him the other also.

—JESUS OF NAZARETH, BOOK OF MATTHEW 5:38–42,
NEW INTERNATIONAL VERSION



A year before her July 3, 2009, resignation, Sarah said to me when discussing her husband, “Frank, we’re not like other couples; we don’t talk.” In some matters, like resigning from the governorship, that appeared true enough when Sarah said in her speech, “And I’m thankful that Todd flew in last night from commercial fishing grounds in Bristol Bay.” Hours earlier, Todd was rushed from his commercial fishing venture in Dillingham, a 360-mile journey from Wasilla made possible only by plane to be present for the shocking main event. About forty-five minutes before the press conference, he phoned me, sounding agitated when I said I’d known about the announcement for a few days; I guessed that he was perturbed at being the last to know. He tried to explain his wife’s reasoning for quitting but couldn’t recall the term “lame duck,” so I prompted him and he then said, “Yeah, she’ll be a lame duck.” It sounded as if he were rehearsing unfamiliar lines he’d just learned, using me as a test audience.

On resignation day—at the Palin home with family, a single engine plane, with shimmering Lake Lucille in the background—Todd stood in stoic silence and assumed the role of obedient prop, listening maybe for the first time to his wife’s puzzling explanations. He struck me as uncomfortable, if not a little dumbfounded.

I’d seen Sarah freeze out family and former friends many times before and had heard her say, “Watch out what you say to Todd; he can’t be trusted,” so my feeling that she excluded her husband from this monumental decision shouldn’t have come as a surprise. Nevertheless, it did.

Much later, when I heard from others that Todd had received a cell phone call from Sarah with the shocking news only the day before while waiting for the brief but lucrative “opener”—when the Alaska Department of Fish and Game determines that enough salmon have returned upstream to allow fishing to begin—I tended to believe the report to be true. Sometimes, despite all the pain he’d caused me, it was hard not to feel sorry for the man.

In her opening statement, Sarah said, “People who know me know that besides faith and family, nothing’s more important to me than our beloved Alaska. Serving her people is the greatest honor I could imagine.” For those of us by her side from the beginning until the end, we understood the words as another instance of Sarah parceling truth. Most decidedly, she did not enjoy serving the people of Alaska and she did imagine greater honors on a regular basis.

In reality, the seeds of this head-scratching development were planted long ago.
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Sarah Palin may best be described as “serially dissatisfied.” It is well known that she enrolled and left four colleges before finally graduating after nearly six years from the University of Idaho in 1987. During her earliest political days, aspects of being the mayor of Wasilla enraged her—including dealing with an aborted recall; firing Police Chief Irl Stambaugh, for what he claimed was supporting her opponent in the election; and dismissing the city’s librarian, until being forced to rehire her. When Alaska’s newly elected governor, Frank Murkowski, appointed her to a highly paid job on the Alaska Oil and Gas Conservation Commission (AOGCC) in 2002, she openly complained about having to work with men whose loyalty was to big business. Palin quit that job about a year after accusing a powerful co-commissioner of un-ethical behavior. She first threatened to abandon her own run for governor in early 2006 before she’d even won the GOP nomination—and repeated that threat numerous times thereafter. Then, at what should have been her finest hour, during the 2008 presidential race, she rebelled against playing second fiddle on a ticket with John McCain, a man she didn’t support in the primary, thought “weird,” and whose wishy-washy politics she disliked.

On April 16, 2009, Conservatives4Palin, a blog dedicated to raising money for and furthering Sarah’s career, wrote as part of a longer piece:


It is irrelevant to us whether Sarah Palin runs for governor again, runs for president, or runs for any other elected office. If she were to say, “I’ve had enough. I’m going to retire and ride snowmachines in the winter and fish in the summer,” we would still support her.



By intimating that there was a wellspring of support that would flow no matter what she did—including quitting—the article greatly buoyed Sarah’s spirits. On April 28, 2009, a full nine weeks before walking away from her commitment to the state, Sarah wrote a simple but frequently repeated message: “I hate this damn job.” She sent the words to me, Frank Bailey, her director of boards and commissions, and to former administrative aide Ivy Frye, and then added, “I’ll quit in a heartbeat if we have the right message for Alaskans to be able to understand that I can affect change outside the system better than inside this flippin’ kangaroo court joke of a job.” Two days later, she wrote of blowing this “popsicle stand” in favor of “effectiveness outside this Juneau zoo.” Agreeing with a written assessment by Ivy, Sarah needed to “travel the country talking to people unfiltered every day [because] Rs/Independents will love it . . . the dems won’t know what to do with themselves.”

Several of us, including me, contributed to the dream of breaking the shackles of government scrutiny. Not that Sarah needed encouragement. In June I’d written to her—without consciously thinking that it would come to pass—“Again, can you affect more change from the outside? You certainly would lose the ties that hold you down.”

The Friday morning that Sarah resigned—symbolically timed to coincide with the nation’s own Independence Day—I was out of state, driving from Olympia, Washington, to Sedro-Woolley, Washington. Sarah had instructed key advisor and aide Kris Perry to alert me on the previous Tuesday of her plans, so when the time came, I was dialed into the press conference.

In a word, Sarah’s speech was confounding. Rambling and nearly incoherent, she attacked critics, spoke of dead fish going with the flow, and said, “You can choose to engage in things that tear down or build up. I choose to work very hard on a path for fruitfulness and productivity.” Those words made me choke. To say her path had been one of “fruitfulness” or “productivity”—at least as she intended those listening to believe—was ludicrous. Governing in any sense of the word had barely been on the to-do list.

Since she had no intention of running again for the “damn” governor’s job, she added something about not wanting to be a lame duck; there was, however, no mention of the multimillion-dollar deal for an autobiography that her inner circle had spent dozens of hours helping construct. Nor did she discuss the marketing and speaking arrangements that would net millions more dollars.

In her mind, Sarah had suffered enough and was entitled to riches, just like biblical Jabez (a frequently used Palin password), whose prayers for wealth were similarly answered by God. All those promises to deliver a better Alaska to our children and use her job “to usher change” were uttered before she understood how un-fun and unglamorous being governor would become—a realization more apparent after biting the apple of national acclaim as the future of the Republican Party.

On April 21, 2009, five months after she and McCain were defeated by the Obama-Biden ticket, in an email she wrote of the embarrassing fallout from her actions along the campaign trail:


Ridiculous . . . paying for the damn McCain campaign’s attorneys to vet me!!! Unflippinbelievable. The campaign was so disingenuous, who in the heck has to pay for themselves to be vetted when they didn’t ask for it??? I didn’t hire any attorney—they did! They ran up a bill and left me with it—just like they did with the damn clothes issue. Paying out of my family’s pocket . . . for the privilege of campaigning with a bunch of rich, connected people who have no burden after the campaign ends. . . . They have $ left over in different campaign accounts, but we’re stuck with their bill and a lot of embarrassment. This is an unbelievable chapter in a book.

(Note: the McCain campaign later revealed that this was not a vetting expense, but a legal bill associated with defending Sarah Palin against ethics charges in her dismissal of Public Safety Commissioner Walt Monegan in a scandal that became known as “Troopergate.”)



While Sarah Palin’s charisma energized followers, her fragile emotional makeup was unnerving. To stay in her good graces, counterattacking anyone who opposed her became top priority. We went after opponents in coordinated attacks, utilizing what we called “Fox News surrogates”: friendly blogs, ghostwritten op-eds, media opinion polls (that we often rigged), letters to editors, and carefully edited speeches. Nobody needed to be told what to do; we understood Sarah’s silent mandate to do something now. I personally participated in character assassinations, effectively casting undue ethical shadows on her opponents—something I deeply regret.

Minor slights, many of which would have withered under their inconsequentiality, became magnified obsessions that made governing the state of Alaska a lesser priority. An opponent uttering a statement Sarah regarded as an attack demanded retribution and, if possible, the destruction of that person’s reputation.

Love thy neighbor? Turn the other cheek? Forgiveness? These New Testament concepts were not part of Sarah’s Old Testament temperament. Both eyes for an eye was the rule, and vanquishing enemies became a goal. Nothing was more important, to any of us working alongside Sarah, than preserving her image or achieving retribution. Not our families, not our friends, not our financial well-being, not the state’s business. Nothing.

I have no doubt Sarah’s belief in God is real and passionate. Hers just isn’t the same God that I knew growing up, the One who preached the importance of love, honor, and charity. That I turned my back on these teachings and offered her blind allegiance is a cross I will bear forever. As for Sarah, her values—in and of themselves—have little to do with my writing this book. From my insider’s perch from November 2005 well into 2009, I write because I am convinced that her priorities and personality are not only ill suited to head a political party or occupy national office, but would lead to a disaster of, well, biblical proportions.
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How we arrived at this day, where the once most popular governor in America would suddenly leave her fellow Alaskans high and dry, is an incredible story. In our tumultuous journey together, there is much to be learned about human nature, politics, and the dangers of investing blind allegiance in any one person.

Having reviewed with my coauthors over fifty thousand emails (my nongovernment Yahoo! account emails, either to or from me) during the campaign and administration, my intention is to let recollections and Sarah’s own words tell the tale. You’ll find that the emails quoted in this book provide important insights—not only into the workings of Sarah’s inner circle and how her campaigns were run; but more important, they give us a picture of the mind and motives of Sarah Palin. All emails are reproduced as written—without correcting grammar, spelling, etc. Great care has been taken to quote these emails accurately and fairly, so let me tell you how we’ve identified them in text. Longer emails are set off from the regular text in a bold font; emails that are reproduced within a paragraph are identified with quotation marks and italic type. And one more detail: many of the email quotes are not the entire email, but just portions of it. When you see ellipses marks within an email, part of the email has been left out at that place. And following publishing style form, if the quoted portion of the email begins somewhere other than the beginning or ends somewhere other than the end, no ellipses are used at the beginning or end.

I remain a staunch Fox News conservative, so let me say—to borrow a phrase—my observations throughout these pages are heavily documented in an effort to remain “fair and balanced.”


PART ONE

Only in Alaska


1
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Alaska: Right Time
and Right Place


There is a place. Like no place on Earth.
A land full of wonder, mystery, and danger!
Some say to survive it: You need to be as mad as a hatter.

—THE MAD HATTER, FROM DISNEY’S
ALICE IN WONDERLAND, 2010



Within weeks of Sarah declaring her candidacy for governor of Alaska in November 2005, I joined her crusade for change. Once in office, I continued as a troubleshooting jack-of-all-trades while holding the title director of boards and commissions. Working up to eighty hours a week, I maintained that position during her selection as Senator John McCain’s vice presidential running mate and continued after their defeat.

Over our three years and nine months together, my perceptions of Sarah evolved radically, but whatever I thought, Sarah Louise Palin was becoming an amazing political and social phenomenon. Without experience, pedigree, or worldliness, individuals like her don’t often achieve statewide, much less worldwide, acclaim. Her story is a patchwork quilt of equal cuts beauty queen, lottery winner, political populist, Paris Hilton celebrity, and barnstorming evangelist. There is myth and reality to nearly every one of her story lines, whether it is God’s chosen one, devoted wife, mother, and political maverick—or unhinged diva, thin-skinned attack dog, and self-absorbed zealot. Sarah slipped into and out of these roles and personalities, unpredictably mixing and matching one to another. The complexity of the Palin psyche kept those around her alert, if not eternally anxious. That Sarah achieved eventual political rock stardom amid such interpersonal turmoil is an only-in-Alaska story.

Despite being a geographically massive state, Alaska’s population is less than that of Austin, Texas. Of our roughly 700,000 residents, about 40 percent live in and around the city of Anchorage. Juneau, the state capital, has no direct roads leading in and is accessible only by boat or plane. While Alaska could literally reach from the Atlantic Coast to the Pacific Coast in the lower forty-eight, locals refer to the state as the “biggest small town” in America. Outside of Anchorage (population 280,000), Fairbanks (metropolitan area population of about 90,000), and Juneau (31,000), we Alaskans hail from towns too small to be dots on most maps.
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When I was two, my father moved our family from central California to Kodiak Island where he taught instrumental music and third grade. While the second largest island in the United States, Kodiak’s population was less than 10,000 back in 1972, with our hometown of Kodiak City home to about 1,100 of these residents. The island boasts rainforests and heavy timber harvesting in the northeast, black shale cliffs in the south overlooking both the Gulf of Alaska and the Shelikof Straits, and sandy, rural, windswept vistas in the southwest, down near Alitak Bay and Olga Bay.

Like much of Alaska, Kodiak was a throwback to an earlier time, with bars outnumbering churches and schools several times over. Our first stoplight—a blinking affair at a three-way intersection—was installed around 1980. For my parents, the adjustment from sunny California couldn’t have been easy. In the worst of the December nights, I gathered branches or snapped apart pallets for firewood, but there was still little heat. In fact, it was not uncommon to find ice in the toilets come morning. We were poor even by local standards. If it wasn’t for the charity of our church, the Kodiak Bible Chapel, and the abundance of salmon, halibut, and crab, we’d have likely starved. As it was, our family of six (two brothers and a sister) often went to bed hungry. Paper routes, frying burgers at a Dairy Queen, and eventually working aboard sometimes dangerous commercial fishing boats became my way of contributing to the family income at an early age. These long hours instilled in me a willingness to work slavishly and an appreciation for people who struggle to keep their heads above water financially.

And while a person never becomes accustomed to hardship, we on Kodiak Island accept our relative isolation, fickle weather, and the ever-present potential for natural disaster as the price we paid for a lifestyle of freedom and self-determination. For instance, we have a volcano just across Shelikof Strait, Mount Katmai, whose sixty-hour eruption in 1912 represented the largest of the twentieth century. The resulting blanket of soot washed down and covered Kodiak homes with ash that is still evident today when one digs down only a few inches. It was nearly seven years before the acid-choked waters of Kodiak could support a salmon industry again, but most of the island’s early-century population of five hundred elected to remain and rebuild their lives.

On March 27, 1964, a second massive devastation struck the island. Centered less than one hundred miles away, the largest earthquake ever recorded in North America—magnitude 9.2 on the Richter scale—struck on Good Friday. Chimneys fell, windows shattered, and roofs caved. Devastating waves from an ensuing tsunami splintered homes and moorings. Like before, the citizens picked up, rebuilt, and started over. This far north, we know that it won’t be if we face a next challenge, but when.

With these extremes, neighbor depends on neighbor when life hangs in the balance. Once we give our loyalty and word of honor, we do so with conviction and faith.

In Alaskan politics, it is no less true.
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As Sarah Palin rose to prominence as a visible and sometimes controversial mayor from 1996 until 2002, she spoke from the heart about what we had in common as Alaskans, including a desire for freedom, a return to ethical governance, and the protection of our most prized and state-owned resources, especially oil. A tough-talking woman with a reputation for backing her words with action appealed to a broad cross section of our population. Head down, children in tow, and confrontational when necessary, she represented our unique spirit.

She was photogenic, she was charming, and she spoke to our concerns. Sarah Palin seemed worthy of our faith and trust. She arrived on the political scene at the right time, at the right place; she was accessible, willing to boldly state her case, say “hello,” or simply smile and shake a neighbor’s hand.

As for her experience, starting out as mayor of a tiny town like Wasilla from 1996 to 2002 wouldn’t inspire executive credibility in most of the civilized world. Yet with only six thousand residents, Wasilla was growing rapidly; it is now Alaska’s fourth-largest city with a population of eleven thousand. With a citizenry that prides itself on being independent thinkers—over 57 percent of registered Alaskan voters are not affiliated with either major political party—the burden of inexperience is not a major priority for most voters. That she engineered the construction of an indoor sports complex in tiny Wasilla was, by our standards, a big deal. (As we discovered years later, it also displayed her ability to downplay critics who complained she raised costs dramatically by failing to secure the land prior to construction, left the city $22 million in debt, and raised taxes to help with financing.)

Natural resources and the state’s legacy of political corruption are by far the two most critical issues on voters’ minds. Not surprisingly, oil industry money was the primary engine in producing the massive ethical lapses in what eventually became known as the Corrupt Bastards Club: a group of eleven lawmakers who received large campaign contributions from executives of the state’s oilfield service companies in return for political favors; the ensuing investigation resulted in five fraud-related indictments. Emphasizing her record for combating and attacking those whom she called evildoers, Sarah practiced the art of sticking to talking points that resonated with voters: business as usual, bad; oil companies, bad; all establishment politicians and bureaucrats, very, very bad. In a close but unsuccessful bid for lieutenant governor in 2002, she put herself in a bright statewide spotlight.

Friend and foe began predicting that this “no more business as usual” candidate was a force to be reckoned with. Stories of the housewife-ex-mayor who was toting kids door to door in a red wagon to solicit votes brought to mind that all-important pioneer spirit and mother-bear tenaciousness. Later that image would transition with her famous campaign question, “What is the difference between a hockey mom and a pit bull?”

By this time, I was married, with a toddler and an infant, and I had spent several years in Anchorage working in the airline industry, first as a baggage handler and then in middle management. These responsibilities did not, however, lessen my financial struggles or grueling hours. With economic and personal struggles unabated, I became aware of the nasty state of Alaska’s political elite, people who sold out to special interests in what was a reverse Robin Hood. Our bountiful state wealth was being handed over to oil and gas company executives, to the detriment of Alaskan citizens. My own Republican Party, including Frank Murkowski, had sold us out for political gain.

When then senator Frank Murkowski (a man we came to call “Murky”) ran for and won election as the state’s tenth governor in 2002, he couldn’t wait to pounce onto a pile of political scat. The seventy-year-old lifetime politician had, as governor, the privilege of appointing his own successor in the U.S. Senate. After interviewing several candidates for show (including Sarah), he appointed his daughter Lisa to the powerful position. In a backroom deal, the senate seat went from father to daughter as if it were a family-owned asset. The governor’s subsequent self-serving actions galled Sarah and thousands like me.

Much later, in reference to Governor Murkowski’s shocking appointment, Sarah wrote to me, “I despise dynastic succession.” As far as Sarah and many of us on the sidelines were concerned, differences with the Alaska GOP political machine were irreconcilable. Somebody needed to address this egregiousness. I for one knew in my heart that this upstart beauty was the only person willing and able to take on that challenge. While Murky had the GOP machine and big donors, I believed that Sarah Palin had God’s blessing and people’s love and faith. Check and mate.

As a distant observer, I perceived a principled, clean-house Republican, unafraid of the entrenched good ol’ boys. Possessing Ronald Reagan’s conservatism and principles, she was David to Murkowski’s Goliath. And many of us suspected this was only the beginning. Sarah held similarly larger ambitions. During her 1996 run for mayor of Wasilla, her campaign manager, Laura Chase, once said to her, “You know, Sarah, within ten years you could be governor.”

“Governor?” Sarah answered. “I want to be president.”

As if hand delivered by fate, Sarah found a way to establish her anticorruption chops. Shortly after the outrage over dynastic succession—and maybe in an attempt to placate a potential foe—Governor Murkowski appointed the increasingly vocal Sarah Palin to a prestigious and well-paid post on the Alaska Oil and Gas Conservation Commission (AOGCC), an agency that helps determine how best to safely bring Alaska’s North Slope oil and gas to market. Within the first year of a six-year term, Sarah called out a fellow commissioner for ethical lapses and later resigned when told she was under a gag order and could not publicize her complaints. The commissioner in question happened to be the Republican Party chair, Randy Ruedrich. He eventually paid a hefty fine for passing along confidential committee documents to oil interests. Equally troubling to many was that as GOP Party chair, Ruedrich’s job was to solicit oil money from the industry’s top executives for political candidates. That he was simultaneously on the AOGCC was another example of grimy politics. What’s more, Sarah also exposed him for running Republican Party business from his AOGCC office, a violation of using state resources for political activity.

When later running for the GOP nomination for governor, Team Palin summarized this saga in an email written to counteract an editorial in the conservative Anchorage Times suggesting that she was a political lightweight:


Ruedrich was fined the largest ethics violation amount in state history. . . . I was the chairman of AOGCC, and was Ruedrich’s ethics supervisor. I was not going to let the integrity of this quasi-judicial agency go down the toilet by allowing the many questionable actions of a political appointment (who also happened to be the GOP boss) go unchecked. . . .

As Ruedrich was investigated by the Dept. Of Law, Murkowski promised to set the record straight . . . so the integrity of AOGCC, which regulates 20% of the U.S. domestic supply of energy, would be restored. Murkowski broke that promise . . .

I’m the only Republican candidate who stood up to Ruedrich and Murkowski . . . I did so at personal cost, including leaving a $124,000-year top-level state job.



While Sarah exaggerated the importance of the AOGCC (Alaska supplies not 20 percent but only about 2.4 percent of the U.S. domestic supply of energy), she displayed an early hyperbolic willingness to attack and defend.

In 2004 Richard Mauer reported in the Anchorage Daily News on the lengths to which Sarah went to uncover Ruedrich’s violation:


The next week, when Palin went back to work at the AOGCC, she noticed that Ruedrich had removed his pictures from the walls and the personal effects from his desk. But as she and an AOGCC technician worked their way around his computer password at the behest of an assistant attorney general in Fairbanks, they found his cleanup had not extended to his electronic files . ..

Palin found dozens of e-mail messages and documents stacked up in trash folders, many showing work Ruedrich had been doing for the Republican Party and others showing how closely he worked with at least one company he was supposed to be regulating.



With this widely reported and praised resignation for principle and antiestablishment rhetoric, Sarah branded herself the people’s champion. Sacrificing the arrogant party stalwarts to gain favor with true conservatives, she traded up.

[image: image]

Upon learning Sarah might take a run at unseating Frank Murkowski as governor in the 2006 election, I felt drawn to volunteer. I looked up the name Palin in the phone book. The Wasilla phone number was listed right there in the White Pages. (Don’t forget, this is Alaska.)

“Hi, is this Sarah?”

I explained about wanting her to run for governor and how the state, the party, and the people needed her. I said that I’d do whatever I could to help her win.

My wife, Janeen (Neen), thought I was nuts. “You just picked up the phone and called her like that, right out of the blue? Isn’t that kind of weird?” I hadn’t really thought about the implausibility, but, yeah, there was a certain amount of serendipity in what I’d done. Certainly Frank Murkowski wasn’t listed in the phone book, and I doubt he’d be interested in having Mr. Nobody do much more than write him a check.

Apparently my immediate follow-up email expressing disgust with Governor Murkowski struck a chord.


From: frank bailey
To: spalin
Sent: Wednesday, June 29, 2005 8:23 PM
Subject: Campaign Volunteer

Hi Sarah,

Once again . . . sorry about the odd phone call this afternoon. If you want a resume to see my skill set just let me know. I just decided that I wanted to get behind anything that could possibly make a positive change. I do know this . . . I will likely vote for a Democrat before I would vote for Murkowski again. His arrogance and his “slow to act” style of addressing ethics issues have disappointed me. We are a better state then we have become.

Let me know if there is anything I can do to help. Frank Bailey



Sarah responded, indicating that she’d be in touch if she decided to run. More than three months later, in October, she officially announced her candidacy. I sent another email:


From: frank bailey

To: sarah palin

Sent: Tuesday, October 18, 2005 8:16 PM

Subject: Re: Campaign Volunteer

Hi Sarah,

I caught you on Channel 2 tonight. You were AWESOME on TV. You spoke to the heart of most Alaskans . . . ethics, small government, practical experience vs a comfortable career politician.

Let me know if/how I can help in your campaign. My experience is fairly broad, but I’m willing to clean toilets if that’s what it is needed. I can send a resume so you can see my skill sets, but my involvement has been mostly management in the airline industry for the past 12 yrs . . . I . . . have done quite a bit with budgets (not huge budgets . . . 1mil/yr). Let me be clear though, I am not looking for anything in return. What I know of you and what I’ve seen of you in the media makes me excited about the future of kids. Let me know what I can do to help!

Frank Bailey

The next day, Sarah emailed back:

From: Sarah

To: frank bailey

Created: 10/19/2005 11:56:52 PM

Subject: Re: Campaign Volunteer

Thank you so much Frank! And it’s great to hear from you. I’m glad you’re happy to hear the decision. This all happened pretty quickly and we didn’t have the luxury of having any time between filing a Letter of Intent and then formally announcing the run for Gov. So, we’re hustling!

Thanks again Frank. I sincerely appreciate your support. God bless,

Sarah
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While I don’t wear Christianity on my sleeve, I know in my core that God’s teachings are best for this world, me, my family, and all of our relationships. Having attended Capernwray Bible College in England for a time and been an active member of the evangelical ChangePoint church in Anchorage, Sarah’s “God bless” sign-off didn’t seem strange to me at all. As for Sarah, the connection between her faith and politics seemed profound; in my mind, God had chosen her, and this was His will.

Even after this second email, I heard nothing back. It wasn’t until I approached Sarah at her first official fund-raising event at the Reagan Building in Wasilla in November 2005 that matters moved forward.

Present that day were several individuals I would grow close to in the coming years, including prominent longtime local attorney Wayne Anthony Ross, better known as WAR; Sarah’s husband, Todd; Don Benson, a volunteer from nearby Palmer; and Kris and Clark Perry, friends of Sarah’s from Wasilla.

At that fund-raiser, in front of notables and nobodies, Sarah inspired us, talking about how, “Man was created to work.” With the Murkowski administration, she said, this wasn’t happening. I took her words about being created to work personally and applied it to a verse that my mother instilled in me as a preteen that says, “Work heartily as unto the Lord.”

At this time, the depressed price of oil was damaging Alaska’s economy, and people were scraping to get by. Pouncing on that theme, Sarah pointed out that Murkowski’s Petroleum Profits Tax amounted to an oil company giveaway. The people who actually owned the resource in the ground—by state constitution, Alaskan citizens—were being shafted. Rather than receiving potential increased revenue from the resource itself, they received a piddling tax while business enjoyed the windfall. Her words convinced me anew that our current governor was taking the state in the wrong direction. All the heads in the room nodded like bobbleheads. When she uttered the phrase “time for change,” the room broke out in spontaneous applause. For the first time in all the years I’d observed politicians, someone was uttering unvarnished truth.

In the midst of the excitement, I made my way in her direction to meet face-to-face. What, I wondered, could a simple man, a political novice, a kid raised in a small town on a remote island, possibly do to aid a future governor? All I knew was that I had driven almost an hour because I wanted to make a difference. Maybe I could offer ten words of encouragement. Maybe I’d hand off a check for fifty dollars. Whatever she’d accept from me was on the table.

“Sarah. Hi. I’m Frank Bailey. We exchanged emails . . .” In a voice that surely betrayed my nerves, I explained I hadn’t heard back from anyone about volunteering.

“Frank, I am sorry nobody contacted you.” She sounded annoyed with her current unpaid staff.

“I can paint. Clean floors and toilets. Wash windows.” What I really wanted to say was that I’d help flush and scrub away Alaska’s massive political corruption.

While I did not know then the level at which I’d be working for the campaign, my naively sincere offer struck the right chord. With little more than this brief introduction, Sarah invited me inside the campaign. As I’ve learned since, only in Alaska is it possible to be invisible one day and in the middle of a political movement the next. After all, I’m just an amateur musician and former airline manager of average height, balding, with a hefty build. I have a wife, whom I love deeply, and two wonderful children, along with a German shepherd named Shiloh and a cat named Kalsin (named after a picturesque bay in Kodiak). I have a hankering for burgers, fries, shakes, and most anything sweet and salty. We live modestly in middle-class South Anchorage, about twenty-five minutes from downtown. If Sarah were an unlikely political icon, my future intimate role—in her election, governance, and resignation—was even more so. As I made plans to turn my life inside out at the age of thirty-five and devote massive amounts of time in pursuit of landing Sarah Palin in the governor’s office, I felt light-headed. What an adventure lay ahead. I walked away convinced that if my future boss applied her potential to running the state, better days lay ahead. This woman from Wasilla had a down-home charisma, a laudable work ethic, and she would never lose her ideals.

In hindsight, I guess I forgot the adage “Never say never.”
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Rag Tags: On
Your Marks, Get Set, Go


Part of my message is to let swing voters know I recognize
the Governor’s job is to serve all Alaskans, all parties,
not just members of the party in which I’m registered.

—SARAH PALIN, EMAIL TO VOLUNTEERS,
THURSDAY, DECEMBER 22, 2005



In November 2005, driving my weary blue 1997 Isuzu Trooper SUV, I barreled along the Seward Highway under a white canopy of a sky that blended in with the snowcaps of Sleeping Lady Mountain and distant dormant volcanoes. I was armed with a five-gallon bucket of tools, including a paintbrush, toilet bowl cleaner, and a hammer, and there was never a man more ready to roll up plaid sleeves, get down on denim-covered knees, and do “work unto the Lord” than me. Window washer, painter, gofer deluxe, whatever it took was more than okay.

I was on my way to Palin campaign central in Anchorage. After passing an Avis car-rental dealer and an adult bookstore, I pulled up to the curb in front of the ground-floor office. White butcher paper covered the windows as if to hide whatever went on inside, casting back my reflection. Short of breath, I felt goofy and reminded myself, Don’t forget to smile, be confident; let Sarah know how grateful you are.

A pessimist might suggest that the building’s grimy exterior, cracked cement and brick, and rusted railings foreshadowed a future with crumbling dreams, but as an incurable optimist, I saw the reverse. To me, the disrepair of the headquarters, which was the former home of the Alaska Aces minor league hockey team administration, symbolized the current sorry state of Alaskan politics. In a moment, I’d enter and meet a team of people who had the heart and soul to fix ’er up into a shining jewel. As I surveyed the chosen building for launching a governor, I decided that—modest digs aside—this location had merit. On the corner of busy West Fifth Avenue and B Street, the eventual campaign banners would attract plenty of eye contact from pedestrians and drivers. The offices were set within a building that housed the well-worn 5th Avenue Mall parking garage, the far end of which had a sky bridge leading to the trendy shopping area anchored by the Nordstrom department store. Traffic noise and busy streets were perfect for campaigns operating on a shoestring.

As I’d soon discover, we were a half lace short at that.

I yanked open the metal door, which stuck against the base plate before yielding. Water-stained overhead tiles and spotted blue carpet led to an elongated lobby with a built-in countertop for a nonexistent receptionist. Cartoons, a pinup-girl calendar, and sheets of tacked-on paper littered the walls, floors, and windows. Were it not for the optimism filling my heart, the word dump might have crossed my mind.

With a bathroom that self-locked and required a credit card to pick open, a large storage closet, two mini-offices, and a third office for candidate Palin, command central was a diamond in the rough. Sarah’s ex-brother in law, Jack McCann, had contributed some decent desks and chairs, so we had at least a small sense of office potential.

I’d arrived at around ten o’clock and met a small group of volunteers who came and went over the next hours. I would soon learn that with the exception of me and an ex-correctional officer named Kelly Sharrow, this was a family affair.

Sarah arrived shortly after me, dressed for work in jeans and with her hair pinned back. She set down paint supplies next to her omnipresent oversized red shoulder bag.

“Frank, thank you,” she said, shaking my hand. A radiant smile, framed by chocolate colored eyes that would later charm hardened members of the media like Bill Kristol and Sean Hannity, lit up the room. Sarah asked me repeatedly about my wife, kids, and extended family. When I explained that my father had passed away two years earlier—and was unable to mask the pain of that loss—her condolences were sincere. She asked questions and got me talking about myself. Her interest in a person she’d known for all of an hour was flattering, endearing, refreshing, and energizing all at once.

For me, it took only a minute to see beyond her physical charm to a warming heart. Though not yet a powerful political voice, Sarah was more than a former beauty queen (Miss Wasilla, 1984), she was a concerned Alaskan woman on a mission. As we spoke, there was none of that “You betcha!” folksy manner that provided so much material for political satirists, standup comics, and impressionists during the 2008 presidential campaign. It was straight-up, neighbor-to-neighbor or parishioner-to-parishioner, from-the-heart conversation. Later on, in March 2006, as I was recruiting a woman to join us as a fund-raiser, I summed up my impressions this way:


Sarah is an absolutely wonderful woman . . .

She’s a mother of 4, her husband works on the slope. They are commercial fishermen in the summers out in Bristol Bay. Just regular folks, but she was a 2 term Mayor out in Wasilla and really pulled that city out of its regulatory doldrums to turn it into one of the fastest growing cities in the U.S. . . .

Her last run for political office was for Lieutenant Governor. She went up against Loren Lehman, who outspent her 5 to 1, and he only beat her by 1400 votes or 2% . . .

I have had people write to us at the campaign and tell us that while they don’t agree with a stance Sarah has taken, they support her run for Gov, because they respect her being open on the issues . . . She is not fake, but a real everyday person.

She is EXTREMELY fiscally conservative.



It took no more than a minute for me to appreciate her honesty and integrity; a theme she emphasized throughout the campaign. In one early bout of pique about a gift she’d received after speaking to the local Bartlett Democratic Club, she answered a question about a gift disclosure this way: “That was just a $4.00 cup they gave me . . . I’m so dam honest I even disclosed that gift!”

While I was surprised at how few of us there were on that first day—maybe ten or twelve people in and out—we accomplished a great deal. Over seven hours, we completed most of the painting (the best touch being the gold stars of the Big Dipper on the Alaska state flag splashed across the entryway ceiling), shampooed carpets, vacuumed floors, and cleared trash.

Sarah had brought along her younger daughters, four-year-old daughter Piper and eleven-year-old Willow. During the morning, the girls quietly shuffled in and out, more interested in organizing a shopping trip across the avenue with their cousins than getting down on hands and knees to scrape gum off splintered floorboards. Sally Heath, Sarah’s mother, was there as well. She spoke with a slight tremor and possessed a sweet, caring nature. Sally is not one to speak up against stronger personalities in the family, especially Sarah or her husband, Chuck Heath, but she is the spiritual rock of the family. She joined me in applying coat after coat of paint to bury the grime and muck left behind by hockey execs who apparently enjoyed the ambiance of a frat house after rush week. All the while, Sally lathered me with endearments such as “Oh, you are so wonderful to help us, Frank,” and “It’s so good of you to take away time from your family to help Sarah.”
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Lesson learned on that November day: Sarah Palin clearly had the gift for motivating people through emotional osmosis. I don’t recall her directing anyone to task. We directed ourselves. Galvanizing people to work tirelessly on her behalf are strengths; prioritizing tasks, delegating minutiae, and big-picture focus less so. We’d confront the need for that second skill set later, when attempting to run a campaign and eventually the state. For now, all of us assumed that Sarah had more than enough fortitude to reshape Alaska.

Late that afternoon, with my brand-new Levi’s 501s speckled with paint, we wound down. While they were ruined, I never did toss those jeans; they remain a reminder of the best of our days together, the beginning of what Sarah would come to fondly call her “Rag Tag Team”—especially when she grew disappointed with the performance of her so-called political professionals, as was often the case. The name, an immediate source of pride, stuck.

I’d return to this office and a second midtown office we opened in August 2006 regularly for the duration of the campaign, watching it fill with campaign detritus such as posters, bumper stickers, and Palin-Gov buttons, along with a growing army of volunteers and supporters. My initial job was to coordinate many of the early personalities through the upcoming campaign—when not responding to daily requests from Sarah for computer tutoring (“Frank. I’m totally numb to the real world of computer technology. Glad you and Stevie know the language!”) or dishing out the positive reinforcement she needed to sustain focus (“Sarah. You are real and that’s why everyone loves you”). Within a few weeks, the sound of voices pitching ideas for an all-Alaska gas pipeline, spending cuts, and the elimination of waste, fraud, and “same ol’, same ol’ ” filled the rooms seven days a week. Nurturing emotions, soothing egos, and assigning wildly divergent personalities to daily tasks consumed my life as the campaign and Sarah’s prospects grew from that first day forward.

By the time we closed the office in November 2006—just after our successful gubernatorial election—it had become as unrecognizable as the woman whose career it launched as well as those of us who marched in lock step alongside her.

Definitely different, but would it be better?
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An Honestly Cheap Campaign


I brought you a track-ball, because I gave away all of the extra
computer mice I used to have. Try it out. If it’s still frustrating
we’ll get you a mouse. I put in a request for a free one so
maybe in a day or two we’ll get one without having to pay for it.

—FRANK BAILEY, EMAIL TO FELLOW VOLUNTEER,
MONDAY, JANUARY 30, 2006
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Only a few weeks after my volunteer debut, the campaign for the Palin GOP nomination was under way, and I was right in the thick of it.

“Frank, can you answer this guy’s question about picking up campaign signs?” I’d answer that question, and the next one would be, “How do we send out this campaign message to everyone who’s submitted an email address?”

Before addressing that issue, Sarah might say, “This is flippin’ confusing. I just wrote a letter in Word, and now it’s disappeared. Frank, where’d it go?”

For all the chaos, this was more nonfamily fun than I’d ever had.

While our message to the voters was simple and did not yet include major policy directives, Sarah’s business-unusual tone, Reagan populism, and unwavering ethics resonated. Sarah didn’t need to understand how to cut and paste in Word or how to save a document. When she spoke of God, home, family, “real Alaskans,” change, less government, and more accountability and transparency, she believed what she said, and so did we. Hope and ideology guided and motivated us—so much that I threw myself into this with every molecule of my being. Nothing seemed half as important as the outcome of the next election.

By this time, I was commuting to the Anchorage headquarters on a full-time basis and assumed the duties of an office manager, a job that included setting up phone systems (initially cordless, then refurbished cell phones), a groaning first-generation fax machine (a loaner we called Smoky Joe because it literally did just that, smoke), secondhand computers, and discount laptops while also coordinating a growing legion of volunteers.

At both ends of the day, extending my hours to as many as twelve, I also fielded emails. As such, I soon discovered that for Sarah, not all advice was welcome. One concerned supporter wrote: “Sarah, I am a Teamster, a family man, a Christian and I am angry. . . . Your name is not out there. If I were wealthy I would give you what you needed, but alas I am not. Fifty dollars is my commitment. I think you WILL bring honesty back to Alaska.” Sarah snapped, “Man, I get annoyed with messages like this one.” Any criticism, in this case tiny and wrapped in support, did not sit well with her.

More than anything, issue number one in getting Sarah elected was money—or more precisely, the lack thereof, especially when compared to our GOP rivals: former state senator John Binkley and Governor Murkowski. In Binkley’s July 24 filing with the Alaska Public Offices Commission (APOC)—the state agency charged with enforcing all campaign finance laws—he reported spending $794,000, with many of his 1,100 donors coming from his hometown of Fairbanks. He also tossed in $379,000 of his own money over a six-month period. Murkowski’s 438 donors contributed $260,000, of which $50,000 was his own. Not surprisingly, most state department commissioners—many of them appointed by Murkowski—contributed the maximum $1,000, as did oil industry executives from VECO Corporation and Udelhoven Oilfield System Services. In contrast, Sarah’s 1,200 contributors managed to raise $194,000, of which only $1,500 came from Palin bank accounts. The vast majority of our contributors gave less than $250, with many below $50. By typical election standards, we were scrapping for funds, and so I became preoccupied with making a loaf of bread and a fish or two feed the hungry masses of a gubernatorial campaign. A financial number that might look small to the rest of the political world represented a fortune to us.

One of the first strategic goals was to create a sea of yard and building signs with Palin for Governor in white letters set against a blood-red background. In Alaska, these low-tech anachronisms mean something to voters in the same way they did in 1952, when the slogan I Like Ike appeared across the nation and helped elect Dwight D. Eisenhower president. And just as General Ike’s name meant something important to his generation, to us the name Sarah Palin symbolized fearlessness in the face of huge corporate interests.

During each Alaskan election cycle, armies of volunteers with hammers pound signs into the ground—or on trees, if the ground is frozen. Each camp battles for prime location. The visuals along well-traveled roads, on lawns, and in the parking lots of local businesses, serve as indicators of public sentiment. Local businesses often display a favorite’s sign. I even had a barge owner ask if we had a sign seventy feet long: he wanted to hang the biggest banner in Alaskan history from his vessel anchored off the Port of Anchorage in Cook Inlet. I laughed and told him we did not. He pledged to make one out of tarps and canvas. We needed these kinds of believers to offer up a window or a rooftop (or a boat) and join sides with our underdog upstart.

We knew the importance of primacy and wanted to be first in the race to generate and distribute pins, buttons, bumper stickers, wrist-bands, logoed Frisbees, and those glorious signs. Sarah felt this urgency acutely and wanted to get her signs out before the opposition got its out.

Her goal was to see “a sweet splash of red all over the areas. . . . Rural AK needs them sooner rather than later.” Somehow we’d figure a way to impress upon the state’s seven hundred thousand residents this message: A vote for Palin is a vote for change. Conservatives, ironically, later compared our hero to Barack Obama: they both sailed the winds of change, just tacking in different directions.

The first batch of Palin signs arrived just prior to Christmas 2005, and that delivery of fifty small yard signs and four four-by-eight-foot signs confirmed for us that, wow, this was really official now! The freshly minted signs had a just-off-the-press smell that I associated with our growing confidence, and a few were so new that the damp ink smudged (providing an excuse to haggle for additional signs at a reduced price). These early posters were plain with few variations. Later we added a photo of Sarah and the motto Take a Stand. The one thing that never varied was that signature shade of red—the same color that Sarah’s high school girls’ basketball team wore in 1982, the year that its star point guard, nicknamed Sarah Barracuda, led the Wasilla Warriors to a state championship. Eventually we constructed over 6,800 yard signs, a huge number by Alaskan standards. It made our rivals’ signs look like random weeds in a countryside of red flowers.

As for the cost of distributing our handiwork, especially to remote rural communities, we had a plan for that too, as I shared with Sarah in an email: “Love the idea of having people carry signs out when they go. Kerm is working on lightweight-sturdy packing to accommodate that.”

Sarah endorsed the human mule concept wholeheartedly: “In fact people can transport them for free as carry ons or luggage when they travel to their communities.”

Strategic sign placement, we learned, was as important as volume. We targeted the properties along the most traveled roads. Each prime spot we found became a cause for celebration. In one instance, when we secured a spot on the Palmer Flats—a wide-open area that is the only north-south route between Anchorage and the scenic Mat-Su Valley, which includes Sarah’s Wasilla—we took that as a coup. Since billboards are outlawed in Alaska, there was nothing to obstruct the view for the thousands of weekday commuters who zipped along Glenn Highway. Palin supporter and valley resident Don Benson, who owned a parcel of land on the inlet side of the highway, built a large riser and mounted one of our impressive four-by-eights surrounded by American flags and ribbons. Sarah, unable to contain her enthusiasm, wrote, “Whoo Hoo!!! This is awesome!!! I saw it tonight on my way into town. It’s the sweetest spot in the entire state of Alaska.”

Later, when future radio host Eddie Burke secured a building owner willing to hang a large sign, Sarah had a similar outburst: “Oh baby—yeah!!! We’ll owe Eddie for this one.” If Sarah’s Whoo-hoo’s and Oh baby’s made it sound as if we were easy to please, we were.

The larger signs cost $40 each, while the yard signs ran us around $8. In the volume we desired—thousands—this represented a staggering sum. Saving money to buy these visuals meant soliciting donations of desks and chairs and shopping in thrift shops. We researched at length matters that were budgetary trifles for our opponents, such as calling around town to price out a four-drawer locking file cabinet that could be bolted to the floor. Of course, I’d do the bolting myself for free. In the meantime, Sarah noted, “I’m looking around for a table or whatever . . . we can’t purchase any furniture so we have to scrounge around for desk, table etc.” We became great fans of Craigslist and the giveaway cyber-community known as the Freecycle Network. Since I lived much of my life on tight budgets, Sarah learned that if she wanted to run a campaign on the cheap, I was her guy.

For example, I devised a double-up scheme to cut down on parking costs in the Fifth Avenue Mall garage: “For the garage behind us we can get a $54/mo rate per vehicle . . . if 2 people coordinated, one person could park, then exit, THEN somehow drop the card back in the office for the next person to use later that day.”

Sarah added this partial solution: “And remember I have quarters for you now in the office—for those stinkin’ parking meters.”

Not to belabor the point, but when I say we were not above collecting coins from sofa cushions, I am not exaggerating. I sent the following e-blast to our volunteers:


Hi folks,

If anyone has a good quality 10-key calculator that we could borrow for the next 5 months that would be great.

ALSO . . . we’re in constant need of washers & wood screws for our signs (as well as scrap lumber to build stakes out of). If you have some lying around in your garage that you’d like to donate, bring ’em on down! We have some extremely resourceful minds working on this project, but it takes the resources of all, not just a few, to make stuff happen.

Thank you so much!



Volunteers extraordinaire Cathy Fredericks and husband Dave made thousands of campaign buttons in their living room, printing out sheets of round designs on an ancient inkjet printer; our cost of 19 cents per button compared to $1.20 for those of lieutenant governor candidate Sean Parnell (later our running mate). The buttons bore simple logos like Sarah Gov or simply Sarah, but they got our name out the door and pinned onto coats and shirts. When we could afford to, we purchased a $350 machine and had volunteers stamp out more sophisticated buttons by the thousands. Truly, we were learning that necessity is the mother of invention—or in our case, the mother of low-cost innovation.

In most of the political world, media-buy decisions revolve around whether there is more bang for a million-dollar commercial on CNBC or on Fox News. Or the campaign controller might have to decide between taking out a half-page black-and-white ad in the New York Times at a cost of $35,000, and splurging on a full-page color ad for $100,000. But for the Rag Tag Team, when it came to advertising, we agonized over a $362 ad in a local newspaper announcing a campaign event. One insider fired off an email advising, “That is an expensive ad and perhaps not the best use of our dollars.” Literally, we were a campaign for which a $100 outlay might require the attention of Sarah, me, and as many as three or four others.

In the midst of all this financial caution, Sarah was keenly aware that her legitimacy as a candidate was, in some measure, dependent on showing the media (and by extension her rivals) that she had the ability to raise money. The amounts we’re talking about seem trivial in an era where a Meg Whitman can spend more than $144 million of her own money in California’s 2010 gubernatorial election. Our goal? On December 19, Sarah put her request in an email to staff:


We need to raise another $15,000 before Dec. 31st. That’s when APOC closes this year’s recordings, the press does a story on how much has been raised by the candidates, and our credibility is measured in part by the amount we’ve raised. . . . Thanks!!



We made that $15,000 with a few thousand to spare. Nonetheless, Binkley, the GOP hierarchy’s favorite son, swamped us. Money, when you’re not in the party’s good graces, is as hard to find as the end of a rainbow.

However, our seat-of-the-pants operation suited us. I believed that the way we operated was how government should run and would be run under Sarah Palin: cutting waste and chopping expenses to the bone; fiscal conservatism at its finest. Sell assets, reduce government, and simply do more with less. I didn’t know much about government, but I did know that politicians spent a lot more of our hard-earned money than necessary. Sarah and I spoke the same language: Waste not, want not.
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Thrilling Chaos


Does the flap of a butterfly’s wings in
Brazil set off a tornado in Texas?

—EDWARD LORENZ, A MATHEMATICIAN SPECIALIZING
IN CHAOS THEORY, DECEMBER 29, 1979



As crucial as funding was, the need for volunteers was equally important. Having people man phones, distribute flyers, and hold banners across a freeway overpass can make or break a candidate in our state.

When a new volunteer came on board, Sarah often personalized a note that might sound corny in most circles, but it played perfectly at this time, in this place. In one such note to Red Secoy, a Mat-Su Valley acquaintance of Sarah’s who enthusiastically committed to the cause, she gushed, “Right on Red! I’m excited about you being on board. You’re a hoot . . . and a good worker & good man. Thanks so much!”

All of us cherished each willing body, and with Sarah’s charisma, the body count grew rapidly.

Over time, our Rag Tag Team included Sarah’s immediate family (especially husband Todd) as well as early arrivals like ever-loyal Ivy Frye (attacked mercilessly by her critics); father figure and decades-long Palin family friend Kerm Ketchum; tech guru Stephen (Stevie) Bailey, my baby brother; gas-line brainiac Bruce Anders, brilliant attorney Jeff Lowenfels, whom Sarah tried to recruit as running mate; my “sister from a different mister” and untitled campaign manager for the general election, Kris Perry; and early campaign spokesperson Curtis Smith.

Others joined our group after Sarah won the governorship, including sometimes problematic and controversial spokesperson Meg Stapleton (with her pejorative nickname, Stapletongue), attorney Thomas Van Flein (ultimately private council to the Palins), eventual state attorney general Talis Colberg, radio host Eddie Burke (if we needed a story reported, Eddie was our local guy), and conservative radio shock jock Dan Fagan.

One person in particular epitomized what this wave of volunteerism was all about. Marvin Morrisett, a highly decorated veteran, was eighty-six years old during the ’06 campaign. Marvin lived with his wife in a beautifully stained wood house in Chugiak, a bedroom community between Anchorage and the Mat-Su Valley. Shortly after he joined us, we noticed a sudden shortage of yard signs. When I caught Marvin on his third trip in and out of the office, loaded up with Palin-Gov posters, I realized he was hauling placards and hardware to his house, assembling the signs, and then walking house to house up and down Eagle River, Chugiak, and nearby Peter’s Creek. This octogenarian single-handedly planted over two hundred signs. After that, whenever he showed up with his enthusiastic smile, we did our best to treat him like royalty. Standing eye to eye with me at about five foot seven, he would say, “Don’t want to take up your precious time, Frank. I know you are so busy. I just need more signs.” Marvin was always humble and polite, as if I were doing him a service instead of the other way around.

People started calling in, saying, “Eagle River’s all red, Frank! You guys are doing an amazing job there!” It was all Marvin. On top of that, when kids stole signs from an entire street, Marvin discovered them in a ditch, cleaned them up, and hammered ’em right back into the ground. His motivation for all this effort? “Sarah’s so refreshing, Frank,” he used to say to me. “She’s exactly what this state needs.”

While Sarah would gush her thanks in personal emails, when I repeatedly asked her to please pay a quick visit to Marvin, she never did. I didn’t understand her unwillingness. My wife and I had the honor of visiting Marvin in his beautiful home filled with pictures of grandchildren and extended family. Sarah missed out on something special.

Sarah was sometimes dismissive of others as well. Bill Arnold, working alongside two elderly volunteers from the Kenai Peninsula, spent ten hours a day pounding signs, lobbying voters, and doing communications work. In private, the candidate referred to them as the “crazy old men’s club” on the peninsula. While that might sound endearing, Sarah’s tone was belittling. After election night, Bill Arnold presented Sarah with his lucky fedora, festooned with campaign buttons, and told her to keep it through her reelection in 2010. Rather than being touched by the gesture, Sarah quickly tossed the beloved hat in the trash, explaining to me that it was “icky.” She seemed to have a callous streak and a way of trivializing others’ efforts on her behalf. I began to wonder if Sarah didn’t view relationships based primarily on what folks could do for her.

However, at the time, I convinced myself that I was merely misreading her intentions. Maybe in Marvin’s case, Sarah didn’t feel that visiting a single volunteer was the most productive use of her time. If so, she had a lot to learn about time management, as she spent countless hours on details that likely deserved delegation. If a request for bumper stickers came in, Sarah would typically handle it personally.

In yet another time gobbler, Sarah read and responded to hundreds of individual emails. For example, when a woman expressed concern that Sarah was in favor of a ban on bear baiting—luring bears with food, then shooting them as a means of predator control—Sarah replied personally:


Hi Nahtalie.

I’ve never changed my position on predator control or bear baiting. I don’t support the ban on bear baiting, and I also support scientifically sound practices of predator control, too, so human consumption of our game resources can continue in a strong manner.

Thanks for asking . . . Please contact me anytime.



Was this efficient? We didn’t initially think in those terms. In her first campaign for Wasilla mayor, in 1996, she’d won by just 211 votes: 651 to 440. In even closer races, Mark Begich (now a US senator) won the mayorship of Anchorage by 14 votes in 2003, while the following year, Mike Kelly of Fairbanks won election to the US House of Representatives by 4 votes. Wasn’t this just a bigger Wasilla or Fairbanks campaign, with the results possibly hinging on a handful of votes? If there was a disgruntled voter, like Nahtalie, Sarah either responded directly or had staff do so ASAP on her behalf. Win that voter over, no matter how long it took or how inefficient that strategy would become. Unfortunately for our earliest efforts, this wasn’t the Wasilla mayor’s race and our candidate needed to woo an entire state, not just a handful of local voters.

[image: image]

By the end of February 2006, the volumes of email and paperwork began to swamp our primitive and inefficient systems. In classic understatement, I wrote to Kris Perry: “Don’t really like the idea of Sarah taking credit card stuff home, as I think she’ll make lots of stops and would hate for that to get stolen out of her car.” My suggestion that we hold contributions and records under lock and key instead of having them pile up in Sarah’s backseat seems obvious, yet we went months without a solution.
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