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“The President’s attackers are a motley band, consisting primarily of perjuring partisan politicians, strumpets, hags, bitter old segregationists, hired guns for cigarette companies, felons, judges who trade favors for jobs, bitter, defeated, pathetic former political rivals, Hillary-hating misogynists, wacko billionaires, gay-bashers, hate radio hucksters, mother-subpoenaing prosecutors, and mother-suing nutcases, all feeding an endless line of lies and half-truths to jealous journalists, envious editorialists, curmudgeonly columnists, and cranky commentators more concerned with their own self-importance and trashing the good name of a great President than the truth.”


–James Carville






Introduction:

I Meet the

Independent Counsel





You know something? I don’t like Ken Starr.

I don’t like one damn thing about him. I don’t like his politics. I don’t like his sanctimony. I don’t like his self-piety. I don’t like the people he runs with. I don’t like his suck-up, spit-down view of the world, how he kisses up to the powerful and abuses the life out of regular people. I don’t like his private legal clients. I don’t like the folks who work for him—or the people who apologize for him, either. I don’t like the way he always smiles at the wrong time. (I never trust a person a smile doesn’t come naturally to.) I don’t like the way he always compares himself—favorably, of course—to cherished American icons. And I absolutely won’t stand for the way he has single-handedly demeaned the Constitution of our great nation. No American should.

Now, don’t get me wrong, I don’t hate the guy. I don’t wish him personal ill. I just flat out do not like him. I think he’s an abusive, privacy-invading, sex-obsessed, right-wing, constitutionally insensitive, boring, obsequious, and miserable little man who has risen further in this life by his willingness to suck up to power than his meager talents and pitiful judgment ever would have gotten him. I wouldn’t want to have a beer with him—if I did, he’d probably subpoena the waitress. If I were forced to, I’d be cool and civil to him, like you might act toward a crazy brother-in-law at a family picnic. But you’ll still never catch me shaking hands with him and saying, “Aw, shucks, it’s all just business, Ken.”

That’s only an indication of my intense distaste—not hatred—of the man.

Let me say this—there are a lot of Republicans I do like (heck, I’m married to one). I remain on friendly terms with any number of GOP lawmakers, right-wing journalists, and conservative political operatives. Indubitably, I can disagree with someone politically without being disagreeable to them personally, and even admire them as friends and human beings. But for more reasons than a good bookkeeper could ever tote up, Ken Starr rubs me the wrong way.

Now, you might think my dislike of the independent counsel has something to do with this whole Monica Lewinsky imbroglio—and you’d be right about that. You might also surmise that I can’t stand Ken Starr because of his four-year, $40 million joke of a Whitewater investigation. Well, that’s true too. But in fact most of my contempt for Inspector Starr predates all of his current silly, worthless, and ridiculously expensive hatchet jobs. That independent counsel of ours has stuck in my craw for some time now.

I’m concerned that if we somehow let this man continue his jihad against the President, my worst sweat-sheet nightmare will actually come true: Ken Starr will never go away. The mean and menacing essence of him will remain with us forever like Strom Thurmond or a cheap tattoo. And whenever the right wing doesn’t like a popularly elected official such as President Clinton, they’ll throw plenty of lies and money around just to get their way.

Many of you know that I’ve been calling foul for a long time when it comes to Mr. Starr. From the moment he slid into place four long years ago (can you believe this joker has been around longer than George Bush?), this independent counsel has smelled funky. From the start of this whole mess, I’ve been working to get the facts about Ken Starr out. And now that Mr. Starr has the whole country’s attention with his bag of dirty tricks, I feel an even more pressing obligation to make a clear case explaining why the independent counsel’s investigation is nothing more than a partisan, fanatical plan to bring down the democratically elected President of the United States.

That’s just plain wrong, and that’s why I had to write this book. I wanted to put all the nasty facts about Mr. Starr in one place where everyone can finally see what a travesty of justice, and mammoth waste of taxpayer—your—money, his investigation is.


*   *   *


You know, for a guy who talks all the time, I seem to be misunderstood by an awful lot of people. Ever since I started telling the American public about the partisan abuses of Kenneth Starr, when I created the Education and Information Project (EIP) back in 1996, many people in the media and on the political right have maligned my motives regarding the independent counsel. Since I first voiced my disapproving opinion of Mr. Starr, members of the press have had a field day calling me names, including “rabid dog,” “court jester,” “clown,” and, one of my personal favorites, “Aging Enfant Terrible in Midlife Crisis.”1 Even my sweet wife, Mary, calls me a serpenthead.

Some folks have even tried to silence me with threats of hearings and investigations. Representative Bob Barr, the Georgia Republican and the House of Representatives’ resident impeachment fanatic,* called for public hearings on me because I was trying “to influence ongoing judicial proceedings by impugning the integrity of the chief prosecutor.”2 Mark Levin of the Landmark Legal Foundation, one of the many right-wing groups subsidized by anti-Clinton billionaire Richard Mellon Scaife, asked Attorney General Janet Reno to bring me up on obstruction of justice charges. And Larry Klayman of Judicial Watch (you guessed it, another right-wing Scaife-funded outfit) has subpoenaed every single piece of paper in my office, including such incriminating documents as my back copies of Time and Newsweek magazines, all in the hopes of shutting me up.


* Yes, this is the same Bob Barr who authored the Defense of Marriage Act and who has been married three times.


And, right after the national media became obsessed with Monica Lewinsky this past January, it became fashionable once again among Washington journalists to accuse me of being a “junkyard dog” for the White House, vilifying the motives of the honorable Judge Starr merely to obstruct his so-called “impartial” investigation.

Well, those schoolyard tactics won’t slow me down one bit. My contempt for this particular independent counsel started long before most of the world had ever heard of Monica Lewinsky or Linda Tripp, or even of Inspector Starr. In fact, my problems with this man began almost five years ago, in October of 1993, when Ken Starr was just a poisonous gleam in Jesse Helms’s eye.

That was just before my wedding to Ms. Mary Matalin. I was waiting for the love of my life at Washington National Airport. Mary was returning from making a speech in Hartford, Connecticut, and (as I found out later would be business as usual) she was running late.

So there I was at the USAir Club, sipping on a cup of coffee, thumbing through the sports pages, checking to see how the LSU Tigers were doing, when I noticed an intense, bespectacled man sidling up to me. I didn’t recognize the guy, but I figured I might have met him somewhere along the 1992 campaign trail, so I gave him a nod and flashed him a big, friendly Serpenthead grin.

Suddenly, from out of the blue, this guy started spouting an unsolicited and shameful tirade against the President. “Your boy’s getting rolled,” muttered the stranger with undisguised glee. As you can probably guess, I run into these goofy Clinton-hating types all the time at my backyard barbecues, so I didn’t give it much thought at the time. “Just another hate radio fan,” I thought to myself, and returned to my morning cuppa joe.

Now we fast-forward to early August 1994. One day, after my usual afternoon run, I settled into the couch to catch up on my CNN when, under the caption “New Whitewater Independent Counsel,” a familiar face stared back at me from the TV. It all came back to me with a jolt—the new independent counsel was the weirdo from the airport!

I’m not big on conspiracy theories, but boy, I can’t tell you how suspicious I became when I heard the details of his appointment. I read in the paper the next day that the judge who headed the panel that had removed independent counsel Robert Fiske and appointed Mr. Starr in his place was a Clinton-hater himself. This judge, a North Carolina lawyer named David Sentelle, was a protégé of Senator Jesse Helms, who has publicly threatened the President and is arguably the biggest Clinton-hater in Congress. Sentelle had dropped some of his official ties to the Republican Party when he was appointed to the federal bench. But just as I am a yellow-dog Democrat to the bone, I know that some things about a fella just don’t change.

I found it especially interesting that this “former” Republican, Judge Sentelle, was seen having a heated conversation over lunch with Jesse Helms and Lauch Faircloth, North Carolina’s terrible two (Republican senators, that is), just before Starr’s appointment. Now I’ll bet you dollars to doughnuts they weren’t talking about finding more funding for Head Start.

Later, I discovered that Judge Sentelle’s wife began working for the far-right Senator Faircloth as a low-level staffer five months after Starr’s appointment. Now, I’m not Columbo, but even to an LSU dropout like me, this situation didn’t add up to anything good.

As you probably know by now from seeing me on TV, I’m an excitable guy. And this whole Starr turn seemed like an injustice beyond belief. I was angrier than I’d been in a long time, so I wrote a letter to the White House, telling them how essential it was to warn the American people about who Ken Starr really was. I also forwarded the letter to the late Ann Devroy, a good friend of mine who wrote for the Washington Post. The way I saw it, the American people had chosen a President I had worked long and hard for. And I’d be damned if I would allow Mr. Starr to make partisan use of what was designed to be an impartial office for the purpose of smearing Bill Clinton.

Alas, the powers-that-be at the White House thought an offensive against Starr would be counterproductive, and they begged me to withdraw the letter. Woefully, I gave in to White House pressure. That night, I called Mrs. Devroy at the Post and informed her that, in the immortal words of Nixon press secretary Ron Ziegler, the letter was now “inoperative.” She was the kind of reporter who kept her word—she was a rare breed. The letter was never published.

Of all the twists, turns, and dead ends this ugly Starr episode has taken since August of 1994, I believe getting talked out of that fight was my personal biggest mistake.

And so, in spite of my adamant beliefs, and the quickly mounting evidence to the contrary, I went along with the accepted White House policy that Kenneth Starr was a man with impeccable motives who could be trusted to search for the truth. Over four long, bad years later, the whole country knows what a bunch of malarkey that is. Looking back at it, that letter I wrote still embodies my true opinion, then as now, of Mr. Starr and his investigation. Here it is.


August 9, 1994


The Honorable Leon Panetta

Chief of Staff

The White House

Washington, D.C. 20500


Dear Mr. Panetta:


I am convinced that the appointment of Kenneth W. Starr as Independent Counsel represents a historic and unconscionable violation of fairness and justice, and that his appointment has been engineered by fanatical opponents of the President and his agenda, who resent Bill Clinton’s success in turning our economy around and improving the lives of real Americans in unprecedented fashion.

It is now my intention to speak forthrightly on these issues.

I have previously been constrained from doing so because of my consulting role at the White House and Democratic National Committee. Therefore, I am relinquishing my White House pass (it is enclosed with this letter) and have written to the chairman of the DNC, David Wilhelm, asking him to terminate my retainer fee with the Democratic National Committee effective August 1, 1994. I will continue my policy not to lobby on behalf of corporate, special, or foreign interests. I will continue to disclose all relevant personal financial data, as I did on July 15, 1994.

The appointment of Ken Starr, it is now clear, was the result of political pressure from virulent opponents of the President, such as Congressman Dan Burton and Republican political operative Floyd Brown. A partisan judge, one who owes his allegiance to Senator Jesse Helms, has placed Ken Starr, also fiercely partisan, in a position which grants him subpoena power over the President of the United States.

Why? Because the President’s opponents have discovered that lies, political assassination, and the grossest partisan manipulation of our legal process I have ever seen can succeed at hiding the President’s achievements from the American people.

This decision to relinquish my White House pass and resign from my Democratic National Committee contract was a difficult one, born out of agonizing over this injustice and how ineffectual I feel I have become in defending the President and his achievements. This morning, I saw the wisdom of this decision affirmed in a front-page Washington Post headline, “Clinton’s Ratings Decline Despite Rising Economy.” The story starts off with the observation that “A booming economy has proven to be a political bust for President Clinton . . .” and goes on to express everyone’s mystification at the unprecedented disparity between people’s perceptions and reality. Well, I’m not mystified. We based the election campaign on a central issue–remember the sign hanging in the War Room–the economy drove that campaign and voter decision making, and the President has delivered big time.

However, the band of political hacks, for whom the President and the Administration are an affront and a threat, have hidden these achievements with manipulation after manipulation. Their latest effort is to pressure the federal judiciary to appoint an avowed political enemy of the President to do their bidding.

This is an intolerable situation and I plan on saying it often, speaking only as an individual citizen and not on behalf of the White House or Democratic Party.

Sincerely,            

James Carville     


As you can see from my letter, I was still mad as hell, and, finally, in October 1996, after hearing that the taxpayer-funded Ken Starr put in an appearance at Pat Robertson’s school, I couldn’t take it anymore. My mother, Miss Nippy, raised me to be a fighter, and now, embarrassed by my cowardly behavior, I could no longer allow the White House to constrain me to keep quiet about something I knew in my heart was wrong. That’s when I began my new campaign, the Education and Information Project (EIP), to inform the American people of how unjust and unfair Kenneth Starr’s persecution of the President and the First Lady had become.

And man, how the media tore me up for EIP. No surprise, the name-calling started again, and all sorts of malignant motives were attributed to my actions. I showed my letter of August 1994 to some of these detractors. As it illustrates, my motives haven’t changed, and my indignation hasn’t diminished a bit, since that dark day when Ken Starr was first made independent counsel by a bunch of kooky Clinton-hating conservatives.

Of course, recent events have now validated my position as the first lone voice of dissent against Starr. These many months later, Americans have watched in disbelief as the independent counsel has subpoenaed bookstore owners, lawyers, and mothers in an obsessive attempt to get the President. The good people of this country have heard about Inspector Starr’s ties to cigarette companies, Paula Jones’s lawyers, and right-wing payola. Every citizen now knows that Whitewater was never anything more than the longest-running political dirty trick in American history, and that Ken Starr’s continuing “investigation” is just a partisan witch hunt that goes far beyond the bounds of anything Congress ever had in mind when it created the independent counsel statute.

This book will lay out the case against Mr. Starr’s investigation. There’s been more hot air than usual blowing in Washington these last couple of months about this mess. It’s enough to make you dizzy. But what I’m gonna do is take apart Mr. Starr’s octopus of an investigation point by point and show you that it’s little more than a sham. It ain’t always easy to understand, because there are just so many instances of manipulation, orchestration, and backscratching, but it will become clear that, like the good First Lady warned us, there is something of a conspiracy afoot. But I promise to go nice and smooth, so by the end you’ll know the absolute facts as well as most of the so-called experts and television pundits who make a living jabbering about this trumped-up pile of nothing.

Chances are, if you’ve bought this book, you don’t like Ken Starr either. And I have to warn you, once we get through the smoke and reveal the truth, and see just how out of control Mr. Starr has become, you’re going to be as mad, upset, and outraged as this here ragin’ Cajun.






He Crawled from the Deep:

Ken Starr and Whitewater





As with mosquitoes, horseflies, and most bloodsucking parasites, Kenneth Starr was spawned in stagnant water.

The independent counsel first emerged on the national scene in 1994 to investigate Whitewater, a failed Arkansas land deal that dated from 1978 in which the President and the First Lady had the misfortune to lose an investment of $42,000. With the craven aid of a tightly knit gang of right-wing operatives, Ken Starr came forth like the Creature from the Black Lagoon, hell-bent on terrorizing the inhabitants of Little Rock in a single-minded quest to defame the President of the United States.

And so before we look at Starr’s more recent deceptions, intimidations, and screwups, it’s important to revisit this old Arkansas haunt for a spell. Like me, most of you have heard so much mind-numbing blather about Whitewater, the last thing in the world you want to do is take a trip back there. But bear with me here, because the origins of the Whitewater scam shed light not only on the early stages of the anti-Clinton media madness, but also on the independent counsel’s countless conflicts of interest since the first days of his appointment. Over four years and $40 million after he first started peeking under stones in Little Rock, the only thing Ken Starr ever exposed was himself: the fact that his investigation was an absolutely baseless, politically contrived, right-wingbacked, taxpayer-subsidized smear campaign from the get-go.


*   *   *

According to the original article that let the monkey out of the cage (written by Jeff Gerth for the New York Times in 1992 and widely promulgated since by the Times, the Washington Post, and other purported bastions of national journalism), the Whitewater story goes a little something like this: In 1978, the Clintons, along with old friends Jim and Susan McDougal, invested some money in a real estate deal in the Ozark Mountains. When it turned out that the McDougals had no capital, then Governor Clinton may or may not have helped to secure a $300,000 loan for his business associates so they could attract more investors to the land deal, which, along with that original loan, eventually tanked.

Some have speculated—wrongly—that $50,000 of this bad loan went toward covering the Clintons’ interests in Whitewater. Further baseless speculation claimed that Hillary Clinton, then an attorney for the Rose Law Firm, may have cooked the books on the Whitewater deal in order to cover up any evidence of Clintonian wrongdoing regarding that loan. Of course, there never was, nor has there ever been, any evidence of malfeasance by either the President or the First Lady. But that didn’t stop the scandal-hungry media and Clinton-hating Republicans from crazy-legging for the end zone with the fable.

Sometime after Gerth’s confused and confusing 1992 newspaper piece, the national press went into full-froth mode. While the Sunday morning pundits professed their shock and indignation for the television cameras, every major newspaper, magazine, and news program in the country sent its crack journalists to Little Rock to uncover the “truth” about a busted twenty-year-old land deal. It wasn’t too long before publications across the country were jam-packed with badly reasoned, badly written stories by Bob Woodward wannabes, each one trying desperately to inject some life into an absurd heap of baseless, nonsensical allegations.

Woodward on Whitewater

While most of the media community has tried every which way to make a Watergate out of Whitewater, journalistic legend Bob Woodward sees the Whitewater investigation in a completely different light. When Woodward was asked to compare the two investigations on Larry King Live, the man who brought down Nixon had this to say about the allegations against President Clinton:

“No, [Whitewater is not like Watergate], because there are no tapes. There are no witnesses that are really credible, who are contemporaneous, to say ‘I was there, and Clinton said, let’s do this that’s illegal, or let’s do this that’s corrupt.’ And we have years of inquiries, and you have to think as a reporter on all of these things, you know, maybe he didn’t do any of them.

“There are kinds of allegations that shoot all over the place all of the time, and no one is a greater repository of allegations than Bill Clinton. And no doubt some of them, or maybe lots of them, are false—or maybe even all of them are false.

“But the things linger. There’s no closure. All of the Clinton scandals, if you look at them, they’ve piled up. They’re like airplanes circling National Airport, and none have landed.”1

For example, check out this howler penned by columnist Michael Kramer for Time magazine (and later dissected by Gene Lyons in his book Fools for Scandal: How the Media Invented Whitewater):

“[Whitewater is] different—or could be—because the wrongdoing (if there was any) may have involved abuses of power while Clinton was serving as Governor of Arkansas. On the other hand, Whitewater too is from the past. So even if the worst were proved—and no one yet knows what that is—the offense might not warrant impeachment [italics Lyons’s].”2

Hmmm . . . With all that crazy logic, all those ifs, mights, maybes, and could bes, it sounds like something that might’ve been written by Seinfeld’s Kramer instead of Time’s Kramer. Back when I was a student at LSU Law School, we had a saying: If “ifs” and “buts” were beer and nuts, we’d have ourselves a heck of a party. Nevertheless, wrongheaded reporters like Michael Kramer weren’t the only ones to lose their minds over Arkansas real estate. Still nursing their wounds from the 1992 presidential election, the fringe right was champing at the bit to find anything, real or imaginary, that could take down America’s new President.
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