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Colorful, riveting reportage from a one-of-a-kind Pulitzer Prize–winning journalist and New York
Times–bestselling author. In his career as a legendary New York City newspaper columnist,
Jimmy Breslin “leveled the powerful and elevated the powerless for more than fifty years with
brick-hard words and a jagged-glass wit” (The New York Times). How the Good Guys Finally
Won: Following the burglary of the Democratic National Committee headquarters at the
Watergate Hotel, as evidence increasingly mounted against President Richard Nixon, Thomas
“Tip” O’Neill, the Majority Leader in the House of Representatives, led the charge calling for
impeachment. In this New York Times bestseller, Breslin’s blow-by-blow, conviction-by-
conviction account is a gripping reminder of how O’Neill and his colleagues brought justice to
those who abused their power, and revived America after the greatest political scandal in its
history. “Breslin’s reporting is superb and so is his prose, his insights keen and often startling, his
wit unceasing.” —Chicago Tribune The World According to Breslin: In an illustrious career that
spanned decades, the seven years that Breslin spent at the New YorkDaily News sparked some
of his finest work. When New York City tumbled into economic and social chaos at the end of the
1970s, Breslin was there. In this collection of classic columns, he looks at the city not from the
top down but from the bottom up, heralding the heroism of average New Yorkers. “Superb . . . a
master of the tough-talking, thoroughly researched, contentious, street-wise vignette.” —San
Francisco Chronicle The World of Jimmy Breslin: In the 1960s, as the once-proud New York
Herald Tribune spiraled into bankruptcy, the brightest light in its pages was an ebullient young
columnist named Jimmy Breslin. While ordinary columnists wrote about politics, culture, or the
economy, Breslin’s chief topics were the city and himself. He was chummy with cops, arsonists,
and thieves, and told their stories with grace, wit, and lightning-quick prose. Whether covering
the five boroughs, Vietnam, or the death of John F. Kennedy, Breslin managed to find great
characters wherever he went. “Breslin’s touch is absolutely sure.” —The Washington Post Book
World

From Publishers WeeklyThis portrait of NASA climate scientist James Hansen and his decades-
long struggle to alert the public about global warming's perils and potential solutions ranges from
deeply disturbing and frightening to inspiring. Disturbing, as Bowen (Thin Ice) gives convincing
evidence that the Bush administration did its best to control NASA scientists' communication
with the public in order to undermine belief in global warming and belittle its consequences.
According to Bowen, the administration set up ideological political loyalists in positions formerly
held by career professionals, gutted NASA's earth science budget, then denied these actions.
Frightening, as Hansen concludes that climate is significantly more sensitive than two years ago
and that our choice may be not between no change and a significant change, but between a



significant change and disaster. Inspiring, in Bowen's portrayal of Hansen, who obeys the
Feynman admonition in both science and policy—describe the evidence very carefully without
regard to the way you feel it should be. Bowen's in-depth treatments of politics and science,
although hard going at times, give his arguments substance. Hansen's conviction that tools exist
right now to mitigate the worst effect—if only we will use them—is surprisingly hopeful.
(Jan.)Copyright © Reed Business Information, a division of Reed Elsevier Inc. All rights
reserved. --This text refers to an alternate kindle_edition edition.Review“Eye-opening…A must-
read not just for environmentalists but for all politically conscientious readers.”—Kirkus (starred
review)“Ranges from deeply disturbing and frightening to inspiring [and] surprisingly hopeful.”—
Publishers Weekly --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable edition of this title.About the
AuthorMark Bowen, Ph.D. (physics), is the author of Thin Ice, which was praised as “one of the
best books yet published on climate change” (New York Review of Books) and named the best
science book of 2005 by NPR’s Living on Earth. --This text refers to an out of print or unavailable
edition of this title.Read more
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Collected NonfictionHow the Good Guys Finally Won, The World According to Breslin, and The
World of Jimmy BreslinJimmy BreslinCONTENTSHOW THE GOOD GUYS FINALLY
WON“Guilty”1. “… impeachment is going to hit this Congress.”2. “The reputation of power is
power.”3. “He never even told his own family.”4. “Peter is the perfect man for this job.”5. “I know
one Republican … John Doar.”6. “The President talked with Mr. Haldeman.”7. “The night-school
students are saving the country.”8. “I hear you play tennis.”9. “Now, let me tell you what is going
to happen.”10. “God save the United States of America.”THE WORLD ACCORDING TO
BRESLIN1. “Dies the Victim, Dies the City”2. “Not a Social Viewpoint, Merely Addition”3. “A
Dream Character in Dancing Pumps”4. “You Give Them Food and They Die”5. “Only Shopping
Center Faces”6. “The Steam Was Evil”7. “The Smallest Slight Can Make a Feud”8. “You‘re
Cheaper Off”THE WORLD OF JIMMY BRESLIN1. How He Is Cared for and Fed2. How His
Column Grew3. In Which Some of His Friends Are Mentioned4. In Which Negroes Are Just
People5. In Which He Has Some Difficult Times6. How He Saw the War in Viet Nam7. In Which
He Sees the Dark Side of Life8. In Which Erin Goes Blaah9. How He Owns New York10. How He
Sold His Heart to the Newspaper Business for a Pot of MessageA Biography of Jimmy
BreslinHow the Good Guys Finally WonNotes from an Impeachment Summerfor Jim
Shanahan“Guilty”IT WAS AS GRACELESS at the end as it was at the start.The room was dim in
the late afternoon and a heavy rain beat on the smeared windows. The room, one of the witness
rooms on the second floor of the Federal Courthouse in Washington, was being used by
defendants in the Watergate case as they waited for the jury to come in. William Hundley, the
lawyer for John Mitchell, was standing in the doorway, taking the quick last drags on his
cigarette.“A note,” he said.“A note?” one of the other lawyers in the room said.“A note,” Hundley
said.“A verdict?”“All I know is the jury sent in a note.”The lawyer spoke in a low voice to Hundley.
“I hope we don’t get a verdict today. My guy’s not in shape to handle it.”“Well, you better go in
there with him now,” Hundley said. Hundley knew it was a verdict.The lawyer walked out.“Who
does he have?” someone asked Hundley.He bent down, taking the final drag on his cigarette
before dropping it onto the floor.“Mardian.”The hallway outside, empty all day, now was filled with
reporters running to get places in line at the doors to the second-floor courtroom. As Hundley
came out of the witness room, John Mitchell, courtroom gray stained into his face, passed by,
his walk heavy. Hundley followed him. As we left the dim waiting room, the windows suddenly
became filled with bright white light. Outside in the rain the television men, plastic parkas and
wet beards, were turning on their equipment.It was 4:25 p.m. of an empty New Year’s Day, 1975,
and now it was all coming to an end.The windowless courtroom was too bright, the neon ceiling
lights glaring off the blond-paneled walls. This type of American ceremony has no richness to it;
dark tragedies are played out in flat, harsh civil-service surroundings. The five defendants
already were in the courtroom when the doors were opened for reporters. There were less than a
dozen ordinary spectators. At the start of the sequence of trouble, there are large crowds of the
curious and knots of close friends shielding you from the curious. As the case wears on, and
next week becomes next month, the curious go elsewhere and the close friends live their own



lives, and at the end you always are alone with fear.The five defendants sit at separate tables
with their lawyers. Haldeman, the forehead seeming a little too large for the rest of his head. A
great deal of darkness about his eyes. Ehrlichman, thin-rimmed glasses, a bulging briefcase at
his feet. He carries it with him every day, the sides of the bag swelling with each new proceeding,
each new document. My case. The man in the most trouble in a courtroom always carries the
most papers. Mitchell, sitting up against the wall, saying something to Hundley, who tries to
smile. Mardian, lips pursed, eyes glaring, frightened. Parkinson, dull, clerkish, a cipher.It was
4:35 and they waited in the courtroom. Along the wall in the front of the room were two easels
used for exhibits during the case. One of the easels had been tipped over. The large white card
on it carried a heading, “White House Chart.” The squares showed which man was where in the
times when they all thought the power they had was real and permanent. The card on the other
easel said, “Committee to Re-Elect President.” Titles out of the past.The doorknob on the door in
the front of the room, to the left of the bench, rattled noisily, metallically. The courtroom froze. A
loud click. The door opened. A gray-haired clerk, carrying a sheaf of papers, walked in and sat at
the table in front of the bench. Who knows what the papers were? Clerks in courtrooms always
carry papers. Movement came back to the people in the harsh lighted room.The doorknob
rattled again. Movement in the courtroom froze again. Another loud click. Another clerk walked in
carrying another sheaf of papers.The defendants followed the clerk as he walked to his
seat.Minutes went by. It was 4:40 now. Reporters were standing, looking at the defendants,
making notes of what they were seeing, their hands shaking in the tension.The doorknob rattled
again. Silence in the room. Now the click. An immense black marshal, head shaved, looked into
the room.“All ready?” he said to the gray-haired clerk.“All ready,” the clerk said.The marshal went
out the door but did not shut it entirely. Now, without a sound, the door swung open. The marshal
slammed his hand on the wood.“All rise,” the gray-haired clerk said.Into the harsh light came the
judge, John Sirica. He went to his seat quickly, his face expressionless. He sat down and
immediately turned to the marshal.“Bring in the jury.”The marshal leaned out into the hallway
behind the courtroom and stood there a moment, his hand on the door, and now there was
another marshal in the hall way and behind him came the jury. They went to their seats with the
shoes of the black women jurors sounding loudly on the wooden floor of the jury box. There was
something pink around the neck of one of the women. There was an older woman, sparse gray
wiry hair pulled straight back, hands folded in her lap. Old black woman sitting in a train station.
Instead, she was passing judgment on a man who was the Attorney General of the United
States. The foreman, somber, in brown, held a large brown envelope, a civil-service
envelope.The gray-haired clerk, James Capitanio, asked the foreman to rise.“Has the jury
reached a verdict?”“Yes, they have.” John A. Hoffar was the foreman.He held out the civil-service
envelope. The dark-haired clerk walked up and took it from him. The clerk took the envelope to
the bench. It was 4:48. Everybody in the courtroom sat with mouths partly opened, breathing
against nerves. The two clerks stood at the bench, backs to the courtroom, while Sirica opened
the large envelope. He had trouble getting the papers out. He held the envelope up, reached into



it, and began taking sheets of long white paper out. He put on his glasses and began reading the
papers. One of the clerks shook the envelope to be certain it was empty. Sirica was saying
something as he went over each paper, the clerks mumbling something back. At 4:49, Sirica still
was reading and the clerks still mumbling with him. The mouths in the courtroom became a little
more open. At 4:50, Sirica nodded, his head came up, and he sat back. His face showed
nothing.“The clerk will read the verdict. Defendants stand.”James Capitanio turned around, the
papers in his hands. There was only this slight movement of the papers to show Capitanio had
any nerves about what he was doing.And now, around the room, the five men stood up. Their
wives, tight short hair, woolen suits, sitting in the first row. The five defendants who would have
ruled a nation in their way, standing so that a clerk could tell them of their future. From where I
sat, only Mitchell’s, Mardian’s, and Parkinson’s faces were visible.Capitanio began to read in a
flat courtroom voice.“Docket number seventy-four dash one hundred ten.“As to the defendant
John N. Mitchell:“Count one. Guilty.“Count two. Guilty.“Count three. Guilty.“Count four.
Guilty.“Count five. Guilty.“Count six. Guilty.“Signed, John A. Hoffar, foreman.”Mitchell’s face had
little flecks of white paste showing in the gray. He flinched, just slightly but enough to show it to
you, as the guilty-guilty-guilty hit him in the face. He looked like a man who was starting to drown
but was embarrassed by it and did not want anybody to think he needed assistance.Capitanio
went without pause into the next set of papers.“As to the defendant Harry R. Haldeman:“Count
one. Guilty.“Count two. Guilty.“Count seven. Guilty.“Count eight. Guilty.“Count nine.
Guilty.“Signed, John A. Hoffar, foreman.”The papers switched around in Capitanio’s hands.“As to
the defendant John Ehrlichman:“Count one. Guilty.“Count two. Guilty.“Count three. Guilty.“Count
twelve. Guilty.“Signed, John A. Hoffar, foreman.”Only an execution carries more formal pain, and
disturbs more, than this scene of men standing and listening to their lives being ruined.“As to the
defendant Robert Mardian:“Count one. Guilty.”Mardian’s head moved from right to left, as if he
had just been hit with a left hook. He looked at the jury and at the door and at the wall and at the
people in the first rows. He looked for something, for somebody, to tell him that it never had been
said, that this clerk in the front of the room had not said he was guilty. Face flushed, mouth open,
eyes darting, Mardian looked for help.Robert Mardian had stood on the balcony of the Justice
Department in the gloom of the late afternoon in the fall of 1969, stood there behind John
Mitchell and Richard Kleindienst. Sometimes Mardian was off the balcony and inside the office.
But you always could see his face. Out on the balcony, inside the office, when the curtains
parted. His face was red with anger and his mouth was contorted. He was pointing, the finger
jabbing the air in anger, at the young people who were running through the tear gas in the street
below. A huge antiwar demonstration had just ended at the Washington Monument. A couple of
thousand, students mostly, many of them high-school students, had marched to the Justice
Department. Some of them were looking for what they felt was trouble: climbing, window-
breaking, raising a Viet Cong flag on the empty flagpole. They were the older ones, lost in the
ridiculous dream of being Weathermen. Aside from these few—police could have easily handled
them—the crowd was made up of students. And Mardian stood snarling and shaking with anger,



and standing in front of him, Mitchell smoked a pipe. Kleindienst watched to see that his orders
had been carried out—that the students were met with tear gas and United States Marshals.
And here on the street in front of the Justice Department was a young girl, fourteen, laughing
and skipping through the patches of tear gas. On the balcony, Robert Mardian’s face became
the deepest red. In front of Mardian, John Mitchell sourly sucked on his pipe. Later, over Scotch,
he would say that they all should be arrested and deported to Russia. Next to Mitchell on the
balcony was Richard Kleindienst, then the assistant Attorney General. Agents were tapped on
the shoulder, orders were given to use more tear gas, to make more arrests, to go to the wooden
clubs against these Communist hordes, these fourteen-year-old girls running through the tear
gas. It was, on that late fall afternoon, a scene from another country—with the mean and
powerful men standing on a balcony. And another country is precisely what John Mitchell’s
Justice Department attempted to make out of the United States.And now, here in court, on New
Year’s Day, John Mitchell stood convicted of enormous crimes against the old America, the
America that has a Constitution. And Richard Kleindienst already had pleaded guilty and had
squirmed and cried his way out of a prison sentence. He went home hoping to be regarded as a
man who was misunderstood. And Robert Mardian was looking wildly around a courtroom for
help that was not to come.Parkinson’s verdict was read next. He was not guilty, the clerk said.
Parkinson’s lawyers slapped him on the back. John Mitchell looked across the room to him, his
mouth forming the word, “Congratulations.” Only Mitchell did this. The others stood in their own
trouble. The defendants were told to sit down. Mardian sat heavily. His face came into his
hands.The jury was sent home after a couple of words from Sirica. James Neal, the prosecutor,
slipped up to the bench. He told Sirica that he was leaving the job as of that moment. Neal had
come up from Nashville to do what he had to do. He had disliked doing it. Neal does not
prosecute for pleasure. Sirica said, “Thank you for your service to the country.” Neal went back to
his seat and stared at the table. He wanted what was coming next to be over as quickly as
possible. He wanted to get out of the room, out of the building, out of Washington.Sirica looked
at the papers in front of him. He moved them away from him. He picked up something else,
looked at it. Then his head came up.“Now …”With the one word—“Now …”—it was all different.
No longer was it a matter of guilt, of proving who was responsible for Watergate, for the
attempted theft of something of national value. “Now” meant that this phase was over. And it had
become time for the arrangements for punishment to be made, for dates to be set with probation
officers, for pre-sentencing reports, for consideration of placing men into prisons.Everything
became dark. Once is too many times to be around things like this. The moment I could, I
strayed out of the courtroom. Mardian was in his chair, motionless. His wife came up to place a
hand on his elbow. Mardian brushed her off. In the prizefighting business they used to call a guy
like this a mutt.I went back into an office they were using as a press-room to pick up my raincoat.
Ehrlichman came in with his wife. Reporters clustered around him and he answered questions,
his finger jabbing out somebody whose hand was up. The finger motion was accompanied with
a little compression of the lips. The German love for the mannerisms of authority is pervasive. I



asked him if he didn’t think it was time for Richard Nixon to come out of the house and take a
little bit of the weight, assume the responsibility, in this matter that was wrecking so many lives.
Ehrlichman listened to the question, looked up for a moment, nodded his head—Now I know
what you mean—and began his answer. “I respect your opinion, but I just answered that
question in words within the judicial framework. Ah …” He started down a trail which I did not
understand. He was speaking in off-English, in words which seemed one half notch off true
meaning. He spoke earnestly, affably, but with one foot out of bounds. In the White House one
day, Ehrlichman had proclaimed that all government investigatory resources should converge
upon Larry O’Brien so that O’Brien would be put into a prison before the 1972 election. Yet
standing in the pressroom, trying to talk, getting a subordinate meaning out of anything said to
him, Ehrlichman was a mournful figure. Why is it that the science of getting even always
becomes desolate at the end?Nixon’s presence would have made things far gloomier.
Apparently, Nixon was perfectly capable of being the worst defendant ever. Early in the going,
Nixon is supposed to have mentioned something about committing suicide. And Haig
supposedly said, “That might be an idea worth considering.” And Nixon didn’t speak to Haig for
about a week.I left as Ehrlichman droned on. Outside the building, H. R. Haldeman was standing
in the rain in front of the television cameras. There was nothing profitable in listening to him. In
the end, all convicted criminals are boring.Back at the Jefferson Hotel, the bar and restaurant
were closed for the holiday weekend. The only sound in the lobby was the desk clerk turning the
pages of a newspaper. I went upstairs to pack. I left the door to my room open. From a suite
down the hall I could hear a loud voice, a hysterical voice, and the sounds of other voices trying
to calm everything down. Mardian in John Mitchell’s suite. It was to take Mitchell two hours to get
Mardian in some form of control of himself.The voices were quite loud, drumming in the ears,
while I waited for the elevator. It was a relief to step on the elevator, and have the doors close
against the sound. I don’t want to hear them, or hear much about them again. For there were too
many decent people, people with honesty and dignity and charm, who were an important part of
the summer of 1974 in Washington, the summer in which the nation forced a President to resign
from office. And if we are going to talk about the end of Watergate, as we are about to do here,
why don’t we take a walk away from the convicts and step into the shafts of sunlight provided by
some of the people who worked for their country, rather than against it. People who are so much
more satisfying to know, and to tell of.—1—“… impeachment is going to hit this Congress.”HE
DOESN’T REMEMBER the date, he wasn’t keeping notes on everything at the time, but
Congressman Thomas P. O’Neill, Jr., does know that it was just after he had become Majority
Leader of the House of Representatives in January of 1973 that he walked into Speaker Carl
Albert’s office and said, “All my years tell me what’s happening. They did so many bad things
during that campaign that there is no way to keep it from coming out. They did too many things.
Too many people know about it. There is no way to keep it quiet. The time is going to come when
impeachment is going to hit this Congress and we better be ready for it.”His opinion was not
received with great warmth. The House of Representatives is not a place of positive action. It is



an institution designed only to react, not to plan or lead. O’Neill had not often broken the rule.
Albert’s caution begins with breakfast. To speak of impeaching Richard Nixon was like asking
him to use his shoetip to inspect for landmines. As O’Neill persisted in his conversation, Peter W.
Rodino, Jr., was asked to the meeting. Through his years in Congress, Rodino had shown great
natural cautiousness; he once took the grave risk of getting out front to pass a bill declaring
Columbus Day a national holiday. And at this time, early in 1973, Rodino had just been made
Chairman of the House Judiciary Committee, and thus was moving even more hesitantly than
usual.When you see Peter Rodino now, today, he sits in the back of a car, the windows open to
the chill of a fall evening, and somebody in the car tries to close the window but there are so
many people on the sidewalk pushing their hands and faces into the car to say hello to Peter
Rodino that the window cannot be closed. The people are at the bus stop on Roosevelt Avenue,
in the Flushing section of Queens, in New York City, and one of them, a woman, puts her head
into the car and says she is Rae Grossman. “For what you did for America,” she says, “can I go
get you a cup of coffee?” “Thank you,” Peter Rodino says, “but we’re leaving in just a moment
now.” “For what you did for this country just let me get a cup of coffee for you,” she says. “No,
thank you very much, but we’re leaving,” Rodino says. Outside the car, in the wind swirling up the
block, the people coming home from work take a quick look at Rodino and then, talking
excitedly, jam onto buses.However, when it started, when Rodino was a Congressman from
Newark whom nobody knew, Rodino regarded impeachment as a word that had danger hanging
from it the instant it left the mouth. Rodino pointed out to O’Neill that there was absolutely
nothing to go on. This irritated O’Neill. Of course he had something to go on. What was it? Why,
he had what he just said, that an impeachment was going to hit this Congress and they all had
better be ready for it.There was one Sunday, in the summer of 1974, when O’Neill was talking
about how it all started. O’Neill was at Harwichport, on Cape Cod, and the church traffic had the
main street in town tied up. I got to O’Neill’s long ranch house at 12:15, just as O’Neill was going
out of the house into the early summer heat. The lawn was wet and trees were dripping. He got
into a well-used Impala, put a pack of Daniel Webster cigars on the dashboard for the trip, and
then we started driving to Boston, two hours away.“I’ll tell you how it happened, but of course you
can’t use any of this,” he began. In the weeks to come, I would learn that he began practically
every conversation with everybody in this manner, and those who heeded him, who did not write
what he was saying, almost invariably woke up in the morning to find it printed in some other
place.“Now,” O’Neill went on, “I was the Chairman of the Democratic Congressional campaign
dinner in Washington, and because of that I got to know every big giver to the Democratic party
in the nation. We had a guy everywhere to organize and to get you the money. You take New
York, we got a dozen in New York. Jim Wilmot, Mary Lasker, Abe Feinberg, Gene Wyman did a
terrific job for the party in California. And when he died his wife kept going for us. My job was to
come in at the end and talk to them, and then to talk to anybody they had been contacting. I did
the asking. Substantial contributors, I knew the majority of them in the country. You need them.
There’s no way it can be done without them until the entire system changes. As it is now, there



are four parts to any campaign. The candidate, the issues of the candidate, the campaign
organization, and the money to run the campaign with. Without the money you can forget the
other three.“Well, I can tell you that I started hearing from a lot of them. There would be a guy
who always was a big giver and nobody was hearing from him. I’d go over the lists for our dinner
and I’d say, ‘Hey, where is so and so? He always was a helluva good friend of ours. Why haven’t
we heard from him?’ So I’d call the guy and he’d call me back and he’d say, ‘Geez, Tip, I don’t
know what to tell you. Nine IRS guys hit me last week and I’d like to stay out of things for a while.’
I began getting that from a lot of people. Fellows like George Steinbrenner. He’s a helluva guy. I
called him up and I said, ‘George, old pal, what’s the matter? Why don’t we hear from you any
more? Is something the matter?’ You bet I called him up. He was one of these guys who would
get on the phone for you and raise up a half dozen other guys to come and help out. So what
does Steinbrenner say to me? He said, ‘Geez, Tip, I want to come to see you and tell you what’s
going on.’ And he came into my office. He said, ‘Gee, they are holding the lumber over my head.’
They got him between the IRS, the Justice Department, the Commerce Department. He was
afraid he’d lose his business.“Believe me, when they start doing IRS audits on you, there is no
way that they’re not going to get something on you if they want to. No way. So I talked it over with
Steinbrenner and what do you think he told me they wanted off him? He said Stans’s people
wanted a hundred thousand dollars for Nixon’s campaign. And then they wanted him to be the
head of Democrats for Nixon in Ohio. He told me he’d been in to see them and this is what they
told him. Well, there was nothing we could do to help him at that point. These other guys had
taken over the Republican party. They had set up independent financing. That would cripple the
Republican party. And now they were going to cripple the Democratic party. I told George to do
what he had to do. George said he didn’t think he was going to give in. Then he left the office and
I don’t know what he did. He went over to see this Kalmbach or somebody like that. I guess he
had no choice. This Maurice Stans. He has to be the lousiest bastard ever to live. Now, I was
getting this from all over. Guys began to come in and see me and say, ‘Tip, I’m having trouble
with a contract. I never had trouble before. It’s legitimate business. They tell me to see Stans.
What can I do?’“That’s what it was like. All our old friends, our best friends, were afraid to come
around. Well, you didn’t have to draw a map for me to let me know what was going on. It was a
shakedown. A plain old-fashioned goddammed shakedown. I can read pressure. I could see
what they were doing. And then out comes this great big newspaper ad. Democrats for Nixon.
And the ad had all the names of our people on it. The day the ad came out, they were calling me
up saying, ‘Tip, I had to sign the ad. They sandbagged me. It’s either sign the ad or go into the
soup.’ Well, I kept saying to myself, this Nixon and Stans have got to be kidding. What they’re
doing is too big. You never can get away with a thing like this. Not in this country. But they were
sure trying. Now I don’t remember when I said it, but I know I said to myself somewhere in the
1972 campaign. I said, ‘This fellow is going to get himself impeached.’ The strange thing about it
is that I never gave much thought to the Watergate break-in when it happened. I thought it was
silly and stupid. I never thought it was important. I was concentrating on the shakedown of these



fellas like Steinbrenner.”This ride ended in the rain in the parking lot of Suffolk Downs Race Track
in East Boston. The occasion was the thirty-ninth running of the Massachusetts Handicap. They
ran the 1974 Race on a Sunday and Thomas (Tip) O’Neill was going to be there no matter what.
In his life, only a swearing-in is more important than Mass Handicap Day. Inside the track, on his
way to the dining room, O’Neill shook hands with a head-waiter, with Joe Dugan, an old New
York Yankee third baseman, and with Rip Valente, the fight promoter. O’Neill sat at a window
table and looked over the menu. “I’m going to eat something very light,” he said. He put the menu
down. “A New England boiled dinner and a bottle of beer,” he told the waiter. When the food
came, he looked at the scattered strips of corned beef on his plate. “Bring us a whole plate of
corned beef on the side,” he said. He put his glasses on and began making pencil marks on the
program for the next race. “Class really stands out when there is no class,” he said. This is a race-
track saying older than the race track we were sitting in. It was direct evidence of part of the
higher education O’Neill received as a youth, training of inestimable value to a person who,
someday, was going to push for impeachment of a President. For at the race track, where life is
uncoated and speech is direct, there is an extraordinarily keen awareness of the possibilities of
larceny jumping up at any moment, in any form. And a man who spent time at the paddock of a
race track, as Tip O’Neill did, had no trouble at all in understanding exactly what was happening
to people in this country like George Steinbrenner.Early in 1968, at the big Democratic
campaign fund-raising dinner in Washington, great anticipation ran through the room upon the
appearance of George M. Steinbrenner III, the owner of a shipbuilding company in Cleveland,
who was taking his first step into heavyweight politics. Steinbrenner was new money, which in
politics is stronger than new love. Therefore, Steinbrenner had been given a great table, right
down front, where he could be thoroughly exposed to attacks by the great names of Democratic
politics. A tree facing a forest fire. But also a tree ready to join the fire: Steinbrenner owned a
company which did business with the government.On other counts, too, he was a natural to
come into the game. He’d been active in Cleveland, saving the National Air Show for the city,
walking through Hough at the time of the riot in 1968, and he also was interested in show
business and sports, two distant cousins of politics. At the end of the 1968 campaign,
Steinbrenner discovered how much of a natural for politics he really was. Nixon had just won the
election and the Democrats were in debt $8.5 million nationally and there was no money left in
the Democratic Senate and House campaign funds. At this point, Senators Daniel Inouye and
Gaylord Nelson spoke to Steinbrenner, asking him to be the chairman of the 1969 fund-raising
dinner. Steinbrenner accepted. In 1969, the dinner raised $800,000 for Congressional
campaigns. The next year it brought in over a million. Great national heroes are as prominent as
waiters when matched against a man who can raise big money for politicians.The record also
shows that from 1968 on, Steinbrenner was in continual difficulty with the government. How
much of the trouble was for legitimate reasons—and how much of it was illegitimate (the Nixon
re-election people at work)—is impossible to tell. Steinbrenner, over a gin at Shea Stadium in
New York—he owns the Yankees—refers you to lawyers. The Nixon people, all either in prison or



awaiting trial, also refer you to lawyers. It is understood, however, that this was an Internal
Revenue Service audit of Steinbrenner and his businesses after 1968. So, as O’Neill said later,
there is no such thing as an audit being done and nothing being found. If the IRS auditor doesn’t
find something amiss, his pencils are taken away from him and he has to write all reports with a
buffalo nickel. Steinbrenner also had problems with the Commerce Department. In purchasing
the American Shipbuilding Company in 1968, Steinbrenner inherited an obligation to build an
oceanography research ship for the government. The ship was to cost, Steinbrenner claimed, $8
million more than originally estimated by the owners of American Shipbuilding. Each department
Steinbrenner went to, Commerce and then Defense, gave him either no action or no hope. After
phone calls and letters, Steinbrenner finally was given word that Maurice Stans, then Secretary
of Commerce, would see that there was a hearing. In November of 1971, a Department of
Defense auditing team moved into the shipbuilding company. When the audits were finished,
Stans sent word that the results appeared favorable. In February of 1971, Stans ruled against
Steinbrenner. In 1972 he left the Commerce Department for the job of Chairman of the Finance
Committee to Re-Elect the President.On another front, Steinbrenner also was in difficulty with
the Justice Department’s antitrust division. Steinbrenner had entered into negotiations to
purchase the shipbuilding division of Litton Industries. The Justice Department said the
purchase would be in violation of antitrust laws. Steinbrenner became involved in the purchase
of a tug company, Great Lakes Towing. Again, the Justice Department said it would be in
violation. All during this period, industries of any size were being allowed and encouraged to use
machetes on all rules and consumers. The only anger Richard Nixon ever showed was at the
least hint of a government agency preventing an industry from gouging the people of the nation.
Yet all Steinbrenner, the Democratic Dinner Chairman, had was trouble. He began to entertain
the notion that somebody was trying to tell him something.Steinbrenner had in 1968 placed
some of his law business with a college classmate, Tom Evans, an attorney in the firm of Mudge,
Rose, Guthrie & Alexander—formerly Nixon, Mudge, Rose, Guthrie, Alexander & Mitchell. The
law firm had offices at 20 Broad Street in Manhattan. Upon senior partner Nixon’s election,
branch offices immediately were opened in Washington, on Pennsylvania Avenue. This did not
appear to be a move to discourage potential clients who had legal problems with government
agencies. If you stumbled coming out of the Mudge, Rose Washington building, you wound up
banging your head into the guard booth on the White House driveway. Evans does not seem to
have been of any spectacular help to Steinbrenner at first. Somewhere in their relationship,
Steinbrenner asked about a possible ambassadorship for his brother-in-law Jacob Kamm, a
professor at Case-Western Reserve University. The price list Steinbrenner saw for
ambassadorships was too high for him, brilliant brother-in-law or not. At the start of 1972,
attorney Evans and client Steinbrenner began to discuss Evans’ great desire to see Richard
Nixon re-elected. Steinbrenner admitted he was not in love with the thought of supporting
George McGovern, who at the time was methodically putting together the Democratic
nomination. At the same time, Steinbrenner primarily was in love with the thought of getting out



of his problems with government agencies. Nowhere has it ever been said that American
business or politics is an amateur sport. During these conversations, attorney Evans told his
client, “I’m setting up a meeting for you with Herb Kalmbach.”Steinbrenner asked who Herb
Kalmbach was. Evans told him that Kalmbach was the man in charge of big donors to the Nixon
campaign.Steinbrenner saw Kalmbach in the offices of the Committee to Re-Elect the President.
These offices were located in the same building on Pennsylvania Avenue as the Mudge, Rose
law firm. One of the beauty parts of royalty is that you don’t have to be subtle. At first
Steinbrenner and Kalmbach talked good, pleasant Republican talk. Football. Steinbrenner once
was an assistant coach at Purdue. Kalmbach knew the names of Southern California football
players.Kalmbach then said, “I understand from Tom Evans that you’re interested in contributing
to the campaign.”“Yes I am,” Steinbrenner said.“Well, if you’re thinking of coming in here for
under a hundred thousand dollars, don’t bother,” Kalmbach said. “We work up to a million around
here.”“That’s too steep for me,” Steinbrenner said.Kalmbach preferred not to hear. At this stage,
Steinbrenner was in the exact position of a person who has lost on gambling to a bookmaker,
and the bookmaker, seeking to get paid, has brought the gambler to a shylock with whom the
bookmaker has an alliance.“Do you intend to do this by check or by cash?” Kalmbach said.“By
check,” Steinbrenner said.Kalmbach took two sheets from his desk. Printed on them were the
various committees formed to receive contributions to the campaign. Kalmbach said, “Now, here
is what I would expect of you.”In the left hand corner of the top page, Kalmbachwrote in black
pen:33 @ 31 @ 1He pushed the paper across to Steinbrenner. The numbers needed no
explanation: give $3000 to each of thirty-three committees on the sheets and give $1000 to one
other committee. Steinbrenner could choose his committees. There were sixty listed on the
sheets: Effective Government Committee, Dedicated Americans for Government Reform, Loyal
Americans for a Better America, Stable Society Committee, United Friends of Reform in Society,
Reform in Society Support Group. No matter which of the exotically named committees
Steinbrenner preferred, the number would come out the same: thirty-three at three and one at
one equals $100,000.“You do a lot of business in Washington, you’d do well to get with the right
people,” Kalmbach told Steinbrenner. In other places, other men, better men than Kalmbach, tell
you, “Pay or Die.”Kalmbach has admitted to Watergate investigators, Dave Dorsen for one, that,
yes, he did have this way of speaking to potential contributors and he certainly could have
spoken this way to Steinbrenner. As Kalmbach sees it, all he was doing was suggesting amounts
and then sort of selling, prodding perhaps, the man into making the contribution. In a district
attorney’s office, this method he used is known as extortion.When Steinbrenner left Kalmbach’s
office, he felt he was in trouble. He knew he had gone too far with Kalmbach, and now he was
afraid to say no. And with the other side contacting him, with a Tip O’Neill calling him up, he
decided he had, through design and accident, put himself into a great deal of trouble. While he
was in Washington, Steinbrenner spoke to Tip O’Neill, Daniel Inouye, and Edward Kennedy. He
told them of Kalmbach’s demands. All of them said there was nothing that could be done at the
time. Everybody was helpless. Steinbrenner went home to Cleveland. Where, immediately, the



phone calls began from Herbert Kalmbach. If Steinbrenner was going to contribute, Kalmbach
said, he was to be certain to do so before April 7. All campaign contributions were allowed to be
in secrecy before that date. Steinbrenner had his treasurer, Bob Bartolme, make out the checks
for Kalmbach. Seventy-five thousand dollars of it, Steinbrenner says, came from him personally.
The other $25,000 was put together in the form of bonuses to executives, the bonuses
immediately turned over to the Nixon Committee as personal donations. This was breaking all
laws against corporate contributions. When the checks were in order, Bartolme sent a
messenger to Washington with the $100,000 for the re-election of Richard Nixon.That month, in
April of 1972, Steinbrenner told the people around him that he finally was all right, that the lawyer
Evans had told him that the three people running Washington were H. R. Haldeman, John D.
Ehrlichman, and Fred Malek, and that he, Steinbrenner, was all right with all three of them. A
lawyer from John Connally’s Democrats for Nixon called Steinbrenner and asked if he would be
head of Democrats for Nixon in Ohio. Steinbrenner resisted this. He did not make his new friends
particularly happy with his resistance, but Steinbrenner felt he had done enough. He had. He
was going to wind up with so many federal indictments against him that in August 1974 he
pleaded guilty to a felony.For at the start of 1973, instead of having such a smashing year with
the Kalmbachs blocking for him, Steinbrenner wound up being tackled by James Polk of The
Washington Star-News. Polk is first class. He spoke to Steinbrenner about the campaign
contributions made by American Shipbuilding employees. Steinbrenner told Polk a story which
Polk did not believe. Polk then went to American Shipbuilding employees. He found an
accountant who earned $16,000 in salary had contributed $3000 to Dedicated Americans for
Good Government and another $3000 to Dedicated Volunteers for a Better America. The
accountant said they were personal contributions, not corporate contributions which of course
were illegal. Polk learned that the employee had made out the campaign checks at the same
time he had received a surprise bonus of $6000 from American Shipbuilding. Oh, no, the
employee said. His contributions had been out of patriotism. Polk printed the stories. He also
called the situation to the attention of the Watergate Special Prosecutor’s office at the time it was
established. The Special Prosecutor’s office sent FBI agents out to interview Steinbrenner and
his employees.“Don’t worry about it,” John H. Melcher, Jr., American Shipbuilding counsel, told
the employees. He, Steinbrenner, and the employees told the same story to the FBI that they
had told to Polk. Subpoenas then were issued to the employees, calling them before a grand
jury. “Don’t worry,” Melcher told them again. This time they did worry. “He would be saying ‘don’t
worry’ to me the day I got put behind bars for perjury,” one of them said.Out of their testimony
came a sixteen-count indictment against Steinbrenner and Melcher. At this point, Steinbrenner
drove into the offices of Edward Bennett Williams, Attorney at Law, Washington, D.C. Any
criminal lawyer I’ve ever spoken to has told me that if he ever got into trouble he would try to
retain Williams. Life became less complicated for Steinbrenner when Williams stopped his
covering up and storytelling. With Williams plea bargaining, the sixteen counts were reduced to
two: illegal campaign contributions and aiding and abetting obstructions of justice.Finally, in



October of 1974, Steinbrenner entered a guilty plea in federal court in Cleveland.Nothing ever
happened on his claim of cost overruns on the oceanography research vessel. Steinbrenner has
taken the case to the United States Court of Claims. He also was forced to suspend his activities
as principal owner of the New York Yankee baseball team. Edward Bennett Williams asked
Baseball Commissioner Bowie Kuhn, “Well, how do you explain baseball taking no action
against Cesar Cedeno?” Cedeno plays centerfield for the Houston Astros, and in 1973 he was
convicted in Santo Domingo of involuntary manslaughter when a gun went off in a motel room
and shot a girl in the head. Kuhn said, oh, there was a difference. “After all, Cedeno did that in
the off-season.”Nobody knows how many cases of this sort there were. Businessmen who were
robbed would prefer to forget about it. The IRS agents burned files. They must have had a lot of
burning to do, because the operation came from the top and almost nothing was considered too
small. This can be attested to personally.In the fall of 1971, a friend, Charles U. Daly, soon to be
a vice president at Harvard University, had an enormously practical idea which involved
Congressman Paul McCloskey, with whom Daly had served in Korea. Daly wanted to help
McCloskey, a Republican, to run against Richard Nixon in the New Hampshire primary, in
February, in order to bring some sort of pressure, if possible, on Nixon to stop bombing people in
Vietnam. Daly and McCloskey agreed first to go to Laos and Vietnam, observe the bombing of
unarmed people, then begin campaigning on that issue in New Hampshire. In order to raise
funds for the trip to Asia and the start of the campaign, Daly and McCloskey came to New York,
and writer Jimmy Breslin took them around for an evening of fund raising. We met in the Sherry-
Netherland Hotel, which serves drinks strong enough to make a mule walk backward. We then
went out into the night after money. At the third stop, an East Side cocktail party, I cornered
Martin Fife, a plastics manufacturer. Fife called a gray-haired man over and introduced him as
Sam Rubin, an investor. Each said he would give $1000. I told Fife and Rubin that this was a
great undertaking. “The public will listen more to a McCloskey, he’s a Republican who fought in a
war. This isn’t some freaking New York peacenik going over there, like one of these trips this
Cora Weiss takes.” I walked away feeling great and reaching for another drink. How was I to
know that Cora Weiss was Sam Rubin’s daughter? The last stop of the night was at some high-
class brownstone on the East Side. I came out of the house holding a full glass of Scotch and
water, a fine crystal glass. I tripped as I hit the sidewalk. I held the precious glass up high as I
went down, landing on my shoulder. The glass was safe. The butler came racing from the town-
house doorway. He bent over me, snatched the fine crystal glass from my hand, then raced back
inside the house. I was lying in the cold on the sidewalk and I heard the bolt clicking as the butler
inside the house locked the door.Sometime later there was a prominent newspaper story which
mentioned that James Breslin, the writer, had helped raise money for the McCloskey venture.
Days after the article appeared, the IRS announced in the mail that it had discovered I owed
$7500 in back taxes. This was or was not a coincidence. I paid, McCloskey tried and failed to
make an appreciable dent in New Hampshire, and that was the end of it.And then in the middle
of 1973, during the Ervin committee hearings, a committee staff worker handed McCloskey



three sheets of paper, Xerox copies of evidence being compiled by the staff. McCloskey showed
them to me. The first said:FOR: Attorney GeneralFROM: John DeanAttached is some additional
information which Jack has collected re: McCloskey operation. I’ve passed a copy along to Jeb
Magruder.bcc Gordon StrachanThe second Xerox was of a White House Inter-Office
memorandum form:TO: John DeanFROM: John J. CaulfieldUnder the space for “Remarks” it
read, “AG should see these. They are very consistent with my report.”Attached to the memo
were a group of clippings, including The New York Times article about the McCloskey
operation.The third Xerox copy read:TO: John Dean, John MitchellFROM: John J. CaulfieldOn
the East Coast, McCloskey has sought and has accepted what is described as “New York Peace
Money.” At a New York City party McCloskey raised $11,000 which was used to finance a trip to
Southeast Asia. Some attending party were: Stewart Mott, left-wing philanthropist; Howard
Steen, Dreyfus Fund; Sam Rubin, investor.It was learned that writer Jimmy Breslin and former
Kennedy staffer Charles Daly were instrumental in this particular effort. Daly accompanied
McCloskey on the trip.They were playing, therefore, a game that was extensive as it was
dangerous. The fact that a Tip O’Neill could be aroused shows that. The man knows better than
anyone else that this nation has yet to hold its first canonization of somebody who remained in a
State of Grace while campaign fund raising. During the 1960 Presidential campaign, O’Neill was
an advance man in Missouri for John F. Kennedy and in the course of his duties he came upon
August Busch, who offered to round up thirty people for a $1000-a-head breakfast meeting if
Kennedy would show up. O’Neill called Kennedy, who quickly asked the comical question about
the proposed meeting. “What time should I be there?” The breakfast was arranged at an airport
motel and Kennedy arrived, stepped into the room, received the money nod from O’Neill, and
then said to the guests, “If you’ll excuse Congressman O’Neill and me for a moment.”The two of
them went out and jammed into what O’Neill remembers as the world’s smallest men’s
room.“Now I have twelve thousand in cash and seventeen thousand in checks, what do you
want me to do with it?” O’Neill said.“Give the checks to Kenny O’Donnell. I’ll take the
cash.”O’Neill handed Kennedy the cash and watched it disappear into the inside jacket
pocket.“Geez, this business is no different if you’re running for ward leader or President of the
United States,” O’Neill said to Kennedy.Kennedy said nothing and the two of them went back to
the breakfast.—2—“The reputation of power is power.”AFTER THE FIRST MEETING in which
O’Neill remembers the word impeachment being used, the three of them, Albert, Rodino, and
O’Neill went back to their business with nothing agreed upon. A few weeks later, Rodino
mentioned the matter to the chief counsel of the House Judiciary Committee, Jerome Zeifman.
Zeifman is the only person I ever have met who spent fifteen years in government and wound up
a radical. The moment he heard impeachment the blood rose to his mouth. Zeifman already had
a file on impeachment precedents put together. He had been forced to do research when the
House Minority Leader, Gerald R. Ford of Michigan, acting as he always did even upon the whim
of Richard Nixon, had called for impeachment of Supreme Court Justice William O. Douglas.
Zeifman gathered background and precedents for impeachment and on the vague chance that



the question would reach the Judiciary Committee. Which it did not. The files, however,
remained, and now Zeifman could not wait to put his files to work against Richard Nixon.
Somewhere in Washington there was a squealing, grinding sound, the hugest wheel in the
country, bureaucracy, was starting to turn.The problem was that there wasn’t even a shred of
documentation, only a race-track suspicion by one Congressman. Also the Chairman of the
Judiciary Committee, Peter Rodino, had been raised by an immigrant father who taught him to
hold the Presidency in respect second only to a statue in church. As Peter Rodino’s father told
him of the President of the United States, blue smoke appeared high in the sky over Newark and
young Rodino saw enormous things appear in it. From the start of our history, most of this
country lived in this manner. The Office of President is such a bastardized thing, half royalty and
half democracy, that nobody knows whether to genuflect or spit. At the start, George Washington
wanted to go to his first inauguration in a gilded carriage drawn by twelve white horses and
insisted upon being called “His Excellency.” Thomas Jefferson caused him to settle for less
horsepower and less title—“Mr. President.” Which accomplished nothing because now, two
hundred years later, in the Rayburn Office Building, Washington, D.C., Peter Rodino was frozen
by the illusion his father had created for him.Impeachment, Jerome Zeifman said to himself.
Impeachment, impeachment, impeachment. Jerome Zeifman knew John W. Dean III from the
period when Dean was an assistant minority counsel on the Judiciary Committee. Zeifman knew
Dean as a person who took no chances on his own; at all times John Dean wanted the full
authority of everybody over him. If Dean was performing any questionable acts, then Zeifman
knew automatically that Nixon knew of all of them. And of course Dean had to be doing
something wrong. Had to. Impeachment, impeachment. It came to Zeifman what he could do. He
called Gary Hymel, legislative assistant in the Majority Leader’s office. Hymel came around to
the Judiciary Committee’s offices. Zeifman worked in a space that was not enclosed. He looked
around, told Hymel they could not talk in such surroundings. He led Hymel to a vacant room and
locked the door.Zeifman is short, with thinning sandy-gray hair and a slow, measured way of
speaking. He will begin a sentence with a word and then stop completely as if what he is going
to say next will cause a corner of the world to come to an end. He comes from East Third Street
in Manhattan. Gary Hymel is tall, dark-haired, with the face of a boy who is just changing into a
man. He does not look like his experience, which is long. Hymel is from New Orleans, and his
predominant talent, a great one, is that of listening.“Gary, I am convinced …” Zeifman paused
and looked intensely at Hymel, “… by everything I see that there is going to be an
impeachment.”“I better tell Tip about it right now,” Hymel said.He left the room and went on the
subway from the Rayburn Building to the Capitol. He walked into the Majority Leader’s offices
and found O’Neill. He shut the door so nobody would disturb them. Then he told O’Neill of what
Jerome Zeifman, chief counsel, House Judiciary Committee, had told him. Impeachment. “I
knew it,” Tip O’Neill said.Dammit, now we better hurry up; the thing is starting without me. I better
get right onto it. Impeachment. You bet he’s going to be impeached. Why, they must have it in
their heads to get going right now.As he sat in his office, Thomas P. O’Neill, who is called Tip by



most people and Tom by those who know him well, never noticed that he had his hand on a
huge mirror that did not exist but did exist.Tip O’Neill at all times has one great political weapon
at his disposal. He understands so well that all political power is primarily an illusion. If people
think you have power, then you have power. If people think you have no power, then you have no
power. This is a great truth in politics that I was able to recognize in O’Neill’s ways, because I had
taken the enormous trouble to go out and learn this in the streets and clubhouses of the City of
New York and particularly as a candidate for citywide office in 1969, an adventure which left me
with the deep-lasting scars of one who went and learned the hard way, thus learning forever. For
those who take their politics from a book, an easier but much less effective way of learning than
mine, this same proposition has been advanced in print by Thomas Hobbes, who wrote in
England in the 1600s: “The reputation of power is power.” Power is an illusion.Illusion. Mirrors
and blue smoke, beautiful blue smoke rolling over the surface of highly polished mirrors, first a
thin veil of blue smoke, then a thick cloud that suddenly dissolves into wisps of blue smoke, the
mirrors catching it all, bouncing it back and forth. If somebody tells you how to look, there can be
seen in the smoke great, magnificent shapes, castles and kingdoms, and maybe they can be
yours. All this becomes particularly dynamic when the person telling you where to look knows
how to adjust the mirrors, tilt one forward, walk to the other side, and turn one on its base a few
degrees to the right, suddenly causing the refractions to be different everywhere. And then going
to the blue smoke, lessening it, intensifying it, and all the time keeping those watching transfixed,
hoping, believing himself. Believing perhaps more than anybody else in the room. And at the
same time knowing that what he is believing in is mirrors and blue smoke.This is the game called
politics and power as it is played in the Legion Halls and Elks Clubs and church basements and
political clubhouses throughout the country, throughout the world, while men try to please and
calm others in order to maintain and improve a public career. Always, no matter what country
you are in, the culmination of politics is considered to be the men who are in Washington and
who are the best in the world at taking an illusion and telling you, and telling themselves, that it
really is power.This thesis, this truth, never was clearer than it was in Washington in the summer
of 1974. Thomas P. O’Neill, Jr., had power, great power at times, because nearly everybody in
Washington thought of him as having power. In the book, Rules and Practices of the House of
Representatives, mention is made of every rule and roost in the House. There happens not to be
one single mention, direct or indirect, of a position known as Majority Leader. By law, there is no
such post. There is custom for it. There also is a line in the appropriations to pay for staff salaries
for the Majority Leader. The holder of the job has large offices and is driven in great limousines.
But by law or custom, there is no exact definition of the duties of the Majority Leader.When Tip
O’Neill decided that his primary duty was to make rapid the removal of Richard Nixon he took on
great power. Because everybody began to regard him as being quite powerful. And meanwhile,
each day, these little pieces of trouble dropped on the floor at Richard Nixon’s feet and more and
more people noticed it. As the level of regard for Nixon’s power dropped, the level of danger for
his career rose. At the end, Nixon had not the personal political power of a city councilman. He



sat in the Oval Office, but he might as well have been in City Hall, in Dayton.The ability to create
the illusion of power, to use mirrors and blue smoke, is one found in unusual people. They reach
their objectives through overstatement or understatement, through silent agreements and,
always, the use of language at the most opportune moments.The night Nixon introduced Gerald
R. Ford as his nominee to replace convicted Spiro T. Agnew as Vice President, there were
strolling strings and champagne in the White House. The notion was to put Watergate behind us;
you have won, you have gotten Agnew, now let us forget about it and go on as before. In the
pleasure of the evening, James Lynn, the Secretary of Housing and Urban Development, spoke
with Thomas P. O’Neill.“Tip, did you ever think we’d be standing here in the White House with
history being made, the Twenty-fifth Amendment working for the first time. There’s probably
never going to be another night like it in the country’s history.”“Not for about eight months,” Tip
O’Neill said.Lynn’s mouth opened. Tip O’Neill gave this great street laugh of his and jammed a
Daniel Webster cigar in his mouth. James Lynn went away from the night with cement in his
stomach. When people around him would say hopefully that Watergate was finished, Lynn would
tell them it was not finished. Not anywhere near finished.Once, for Richard Nixon, there were
only two kids on The Washington Post newspaper who were causing trouble. Journalism, no
matter how skilled, how brilliant, is a passive trade. Words command only when used by
someone in command. Words written by a writer cause little immediate change. The full weight
of nearly all the newspapers and nearly all the television had been used for eight years to make
horrible the war in Vietnam. The war went on, more intensely at the end than it had at the
beginning.Another threat, another enemy for Richard Nixon now sprang up from another area. A
judge, John Sirica. He was painstakingly honest. Lawyers and law professors will point to him
forever as a reason for the law triumphing in Watergate; that in the end the actions of no other
institution was needed: the law handled the matter. Senator Sam J. Ervin, Jr., thundered about
the sanctity of the Constitution and Judge Sirica quietly, decisively applied it. And always, there
was the Supreme Court ready to make honest rulings. All of which is beautiful for speeches at a
Bar Association dinner or a law-school seminar. Yet all those associated with the law, from Sam
Ervin and his committee to John Sirica, crept and probed and yet never took the decisive step,
never reached out to grab anyone in the name of the law. The committee subpoenaed. The court
ordered. For months Nixon surrendered nothing. Always, he held up the results of the election:
61 per cent of the country voted for him. The Ervin committee said it was sad that the President
did not cooperate. The court coughed. The law crumbled in the face of an election certificate.
There was no evidence suggesting that Nixon planned the Watergate affair. All he did was enter
into a conspiracy to obstruct justice in the aftermath. Where I come from, this is only a
misdemeanor. The law says nothing about the true crime committed: that of repeatedly lying to
250 million people. All the law could produce was a minor complaint, and as the time dragged,
and time could help Nixon, it began to appear that nobody truly was going to press and attempt
to destroy a President for a misdemeanor. For if somebody wanted to treat Nixon as a citizen
and apply the law to him, the time element would have been minimal.Once, in a federal



courthouse in Newark, in New Jersey, I saw a businessman, ordered to produce his books as
evidence, tell a judge named Whipple that the books were lost. Whipple said that was all right
with him; the man could just go in the back there, go into the cells, and sit there until the books
were found. The businessman sat in a cell for three days. On the fourth day he was joined by a
large gray rat which came out of a crack under the base of the toilet. The next morning, Judge
Whipple, busy on the bench reading a motion, heard the doors in the courtroom squeak loudly.
Whipple looked up. Staggering into the courtroom, unable to see over the huge pile of blue
ledger books he carried, was the partner of the businessman. Your honor, we have just been
able to locate the books you requested. Now can my friend get out of jail? This is how it works
every place there is a courtroom.But it did not work this way in the Senate Watergate hearing
room and, despite the lore of Sirica, it did not work in his courtroom.Citizens would have been
thrown in the slam for contempt. But the half-royalty of the White House held everybody off. Even
when John Dean shook a nation with his testimony, there were only a few who felt anything ever
could happen to Richard Nixon. Clearly, then, journalism and the law were not enough to do
anything about the crimes of Richard Nixon. But this is only natural. This is a country of men, not
laws, and therefore the situation at this point needed a man; a working politician; a professional;
a drinking, eating, handshaking member of the Elks, Knights of Columbus, Knights of St. Finbar;
trustee of Boston College; Man of the Year 1962; National Conference of Christians and Jews; a
director to the United Appeal; a ten-term Congressman who had spent 4000 nights at dinner
tables everywhere in the city of Washington. Only a working politician could challenge and erode
the one thing Richard Nixon could not afford to lose: the support of political people. And now,
early in the game, so early in the game, Richard Nixon had a new opponent who was a popular
politician.This art which O’Neill pursues, this art of mirrors and blue smoke, is not fraudulent.
Rather, it is how all of life works: in politics, life is compressed into a small number of people who
spend a short period of time in a circle with a stunted radius. The practice of art can only be
done successfully, and for the good of others, by human beings who bring with them a little
intelligence, a little wit, a little honor—a seascapist must love an ocean before he can make its
movement stand still. And throughout the quest for justice in the nation in the years 1973 and
1974, Thomas P. O’Neill stood in the full nobility of his profession: a politician of the Democratic
party.As such, the man has no visible means of support. There is no badge, no tool kit, no
license that says you are allowed to be a politician. There, is only your word: I will do it; I will not
do it. And if there is one thing that makes Tip O’Neill so effective in his business, made him so
effective against Richard Nixon, it is his belief that a commitment—his word given—is an
extension of his religion.Go to any time in his career, pick out a situation and inspect O’Neill’s
conduct in it, and always you will see the worth of his word. Go to early 1946, the night a
Cambridge politician named Chick Artesani came to Tip O’Neill’s house with a skinny young
man named Jack Kennedy, whom Artesani introduced as the next Congressman from the area.“I
want you to be with us, Tip,” Artesani said. “Well, I’m delighted to meet you, Jack, but I’m sorry I
have to tell you and my old pal here that I’m already committed to Mike Neville.”O’Neill had



served in the state legislature with Neville for eight years, and O’Neill’s word of support for this
particular Congressional race had been given to Neville some time back.Artesani shrugged,
Kennedy and O’Neill shook hands, and the meeting ended. When the primary race for the
Congressional seat began some weeks later, O’Neill went out onto the streets with Mike Neville.
He toured his district, Russell Street, Orchard Street, Blake Street, and rang doorbells and
chatted with people.“Hello, I’m Tom O’Neill. I’m a member of the state legislature and I see you’re
new in the neighborhood here, and I haven’t had a chance to meet you yet. I just want to say I’ve
lived here in the neighborhood thirty-odd years and I’m not busy in the legislature at this moment
because the legislature is not in session. So I’m just coming around to point out to you, if you
don’t mind, that I think Mike Neville will make a great Congressman from this area; he’ll give us
the type of voice in Washington we deserve. I hope you’ll give him your consideration when you
vote on primary day.”And the woman he was speaking to excused herself and went to the dining-
room table and brought back a pamphlet with a picture of a PT boat on the front. “Is your Mr.
Neville running against this brave young Kennedy?”Tip shook his head and went on to the next
house. And then he began to work the people he knew. He came into Mrs. Murphy’s house on
Orchard Street, and she took him by the arm and led him into the kitchen for a cup of tea.“Tip,
how are you?”“Well, Nellie, I’m just great. I just came in to say hello. I’m running again for re-
election as you undoubtedly know, but I don’t have any opposition, so I want to come here and
talk to you about Mike Neville …”Nellie Murphy said, “You don’t have any opposition? Isn’t this
young fellow Kennedy running against you?”“No, Nellie, he’s running for Congress in
Washington against my friend …”“Oh, thanks be to God, Tom, I thought he was running against
you. What a wonderful boy. We’ve got all this literature. Oh, what a beautiful story about the PT
boat, getting lost in those islands. Dear God, I don’t know how I could have voted even for you
against such a wonderful, brave young man.”When O’Neill got home that night, there was a
phone call from candidate Mike Neville.“What are you doing?” Neville asked.“I’m taking a shower
and you better do the same thing,” O’Neill said.As the campaign went on, Chick Artesani called
O’Neill again. “I’m with Mike Neville, and that’s it,” O’Neill said. Jack Kennedy then called. The
answer was the same.One night, a next-door neighbor, Joe Healy, called O’Neill. “I’ve got Jack
Kennedy here and I’m bringing him over to see you.”“Don’t bring him here, it’ll only embarrass
him, and you’ll embarrass me too,” O’Neill said. “I’m with Mike Neville and that’s it.”“Kennedy is
going to win,” Healy said.“That doesn’t have anything to do with it,” Tip said.A few minutes later
the doorbell rang. It was Healy and Kennedy. O’Neill stood in his living room and said, “There’s
nothing I can do for you, Jack, I’m with Mike all the way.”From O’Neill’s house, Healy and
Kennedy went up to the home of Leo Diehl, O’Neill’s closest friend. Diehl was delighted and
flattered by the young Kennedy’s attentions. But there was no way he could help. “I gave my
word to Neville,” Leo said.On primary day, wherever Tip O’Neill looked, he saw coming down off
the porches of their frame houses, coming down to vote, hundreds of housewives with pictures
of PT boats in their hands.The day after the election, the first phone call Tip O’Neill received was
from Jack Kennedy. “Tip, I want you to know that the next time I do anything, I want you to be



with me. When you have a friend, when Mike Neville had a friend like you, a trustworthy friend,
then I want you to know I appreciate the position you were in and I will never forget how you
acted.”And in 1974, when it all began in Congress against Richard Nixon, most politicians did
not want to hear of impeachment. What is this impeachment? Freak John Dean, who elected
him? What the hell does a courtroom have to do with our business? Let the judge go out and run
for office. We’re elected officials. If you can impeach Nixon, then you can impeach any of us.
Translated into newspaper stories, this became a cry for national stability. But when a Tip O’Neill
began using the word impeachment on the floor of the House of Representatives, this changed
the issue. For he was no frivolous dreamer from the West Side of New York. This was a bone
politician, a man with a word, and he gave great believability to the prospects of impeachment
merely by saying it.And this, Richard Nixon could not stand. He was too removed, too isolated,
to watch the mirrors being arranged and the blue smoke rolling over them. You can’t play
baseball unless you get a baseball field and play baseball. Richard Nixon could not play politics
if he was not going to be in the room where they had the smoke machine going. The game
therefore began in his absence, and you had this first quiver, not a shudder, just this slight
quiver, which ran across the floor of the House of Representatives. Something was happening.
But you had to be there to feel the vibration on your feet.In June of 1973, when John Wesley
Dean III slipped into the witness chair at the Senate Watergate hearings, among those watching
television closely was Jerome Zeifman. Zeifman’s original suspicions hardened: Dean admitted
a number of illegal acts; it followed that Nixon was involved in each of them. Zeifman saw
O’Neill.“Mr. O’Neill, there is one thing you ought to know, Nixon has committed a variety of
crimes.”At the time, most people seemed to see it as a matter of John Dean’s word against the
word of the President of the United States. And that while a majority of the public might believe
John Dean, there was general agreement that this still was hardly enough to ignite Congress
into impeachment.Tip O’Neill saw it differently. Steinbrenner alone had been enough justification
for O’Neill to consider impeachment. With Dean’s testimony in front of him, O’Neill couldn’t see
how much more was needed. Not being a lawyer, he was stuck with his good sense, which told
him that Nixon was through.At the end of July in 1973, Congressman Robert Drinan sat in his
office late into each evening, hair matted with sweat, blue eyes concentrating on the piles of
papers about him. He was preparing a resolution for the impeachment of Richard Nixon. This
one was different. He was not using mirrors and blue smoke. He was using logic and reason and
right. Which is why the impeachment resolution was not only ludicrous, it was dangerous: it
could screw up the serious work that was already being done. The bill would have lost badly,
with damaging public effect. They refer to Drinan as the Mad Monk. He is a Jesuit law professor
out of Boston College and was one of the leaders of the antiwar movement. A McGovern man.
What more do you have to say? Drinan also happens to be a brilliant law professor. His
resolution called for Nixon to be impeached over the Cambodian war. But, shrewdly, Drinan did
not take up the issue of whether the war was wrong or not. He called for Nixon’s impeachment
on the basis that Nixon should have informed the Congress that he was conducting a war in a



country called Cambodia. As evidence of Nixon lying to Congress on this matter, Drinan had this
quote from April 30, 1970: “We have scrupulously observed the neutrality of Cambodia for the
last five years.” Drinan then showed that over 3700 bombing raids had been conducted over
Cambodia.Word of Drinan’s resolution reached Carl Albert, who immediately called in O’Neill.
Albert pointed out the danger to all their hard work represented in Drinan’s proposal. O’Neill
spoke to Drinan. There was, of course, no way to talk Drinan out of it.O’Neill took one last stab.
“Well, you know, it’s a little premature.”The use of the word surprised Drinan. He looked it up in
the dictionary. The definition was “coming a bit ahead of its time, a premature time.”Drinan told
himself that he had touched a nerve end with his idea. He informed other people of the use of
the word “premature.” More mirrors were moving.On July 31, 1973, Drinan stood on the floor of
the House of Representatives and began. “Mr. Speaker, with great reluctance I have come to the
conclusion that the House of Representatives should initiate impeachment proceedings against
the President.”An impeachment resolution is a privileged resolution—it must be heard and voted
on. Upon Drinan’s speech, Carl Albert hurriedly called Tip O’Neill over.“The floor must be
guarded at all times,” Albert said.“Absolutely,” O’Neill said.“One of us has to be here at all times,”
Albert said.A Republican could move at any time to have the Drinan resolution brought up for
vote. At this time, the most votes an impeachment resolution could possibly get would have
been twenty-five. Such a vote would appear in the newspapers as a vindication of Nixon by
Congress.“That would have been very bad psychologically,” Carl Albert explained.So each day,
from noon until 7:30 and later at night, either Albert or O’Neill or Whip John McFallsat on the
House floor, sometimes with only fifteen others present, in order to prevent any sudden
Republican move on the Drinan resolution. Albert and O’Neill had agreed that the Democratic
move would be to vote to have the resolution tabled. But as they took turns standing guard duty
each day, they became tired. It was late in the year for Congress, they were heading for an
adjournment, and the house dragged particularly slowly. Finally, O’Neill ambled around the
chamber to speak to Jerry Ford, the Minority Leader.“Jerry, you know the walls have ears around
here, and I’ve heard that some of your people want to bring this Drinan resolution up for a vote. Is
that so?”Ford said, “Tip, I’ve checked with the White House on that. They said it would be foolish
for us to force a vote now. Somebody would just put up another resolution tomorrow. It’s not the
most important thing in the world for us.”“Thanks, Jerry.”O’Neill left the floor smiling. He now had
some freedom of movement. And he also had established on the floor of the House this little bit
of tension. The word impeachment had been in the room, not as part of a move by the lunatic
Left, but as part of the normal business conducted by the Democratic leadership. Of course
there were only twenty-five votes in favor of it right then. But what the hell, how many people had
been exposed to the smoke? One other item of the day comforted him. Ford had not seemed
distressed by the topic. He listened to the White House. Obviously they were not even regarding
the possibilities of impeachment.—3—“He never even told his own family.”TIP O’NEILL LIVES at
26 Russell Street in North Cambridge, the part of Cambridge where people do not go to
Harvard. He lives three houses away from the two-family house in which he was born. The house



is a gray three-story house on a block with houses that are scarred from the years, a block that
has a driveway entrance to Salvi Ford Sales and, down at the corners, the Cambridge Nursing
Home, the Veterans of Foreign Wars post, and the Di Anthony School of Hairdressing. A couple
of black families live on the block. The cab driver taking you there slaps the dashboard as the
dispatcher’s voice snarls over the radio, “Junior, don’t you yell at me no more over the radio or
you’ll be sorry.” In a lunch counter on the main street, Massachusetts Avenue, the waitress
stands behind the counter shaking her head about her boss. “He’ll give me,” she says to the
painter at the counter. “He’ll give me all right. He’ll give me, he’ll give me drachmas. No, that’s
Greek. What is it in Italy they give you? Christ, it’s the same thing, anyway. He’ll give me nothin’.”
It is here at places like the Star Market, and with constituents like Red Fitzgerald, that Tip
O’Neill’s life and career are one.Two miles away on Massachusetts Avenue begins the part of
Cambridge where Harvard rules. Old red brick, old trees, old ivy, and old attitudes about the
people in government who look like O’Neill does. At six-foot-two, and weighing anywhere from
two hundred sixty-two to two hundred eighty-two pounds, with a great nose, Tip is not trim
enough, nor does he have the outward elegance to cause people to use Latinate words in
describing him. “I have an agreement with John Kenneth Galbraith,” Tip says. “I don’t say
anything bad about him, and he doesn’t endorse me in election years.” But O’Neill knows
Harvard. And he knows Radcliffe and Boston University and Suffolk Law and Massachusetts
Institute of Technology and Boston College and the other schools in his district, the Eighth
Congressional District of Massachusetts, an area with the greatest concentration of schools and
students in the nation. Tip O’Neill lists over 100,000 students and teachers as constituents. Just
as he does not have to be told what the waitress on Massachusetts Avenue believes, while she
gropes for the word “lire,” he also does not have to be told where Derek Bok of Harvard or John
Silber of Boston University stand on an issue. And by this time, by the summer of 1973, Tip
O’Neill knew it was right to be calling for an impeachment investigation of Richard Nixon. And he
also knew it was not going to hurt him a bit in his district to have the matter go all the way
through. There were no meetings at Harvard to pressure Tip O’Neill. Raoul Berger never
cornered him over sherry and implored him to act. O’Neill’s race-track instincts had him there
ahead of all of them. But through the months that were to come, when he would become known
as one of the strongest people in Washington pushing for impeachment, Tip O’Neill would
always be able to turn the mirror if he felt like it and have people see that he had no other choice;
it wasn’t personal, it was a matter of serving the people of his district, reacting to them, surviving
as a politician.There were many people and many forces responsible for the end of Richard
Nixon in the summer of 1974. It is difficult to determine which set of men and circumstances
were most responsible. The full story will never become altogether clear in our time. Who
becomes famous so often depends upon the politics of the academic world years later. Some
historian will gain access to bundles of dusty letters, and the historian promptly announces that
the author of the letters is a great force in history. He will receive the Sumner Prize for Originality.
It usually matters not how much actual value the man had in his time.The historian can produce



the legend and the supporting evidence, and tell it throughout the academic world. In the small
of the night, working with his subject, beginning to live with a man he never saw and knows only
through letters and other papers, the historian naturally begins to make his subject larger and to
prove his theme of how crucial the personality was to great events of history. There was a back-
room politician in the Whig party named Thurlow Weed, who was active in the 1830s to 1850s,
active as far as the records show. Thurlow left great batches of letters extolling himself and all
that he said he had done. The letters were discovered over a hundred years ago by Glyndon Van
Deusen, University of Rochester, who proceeded to write a full-length biography of Thurlow
Weed.There should, however, be no difficulty in placing O’Neill. He appears to have done the
most to gather and pack together the first particles of the bureaucracy, the particles squeezed
together so tightly that pressure forced them to tumble over each other, tumble forward in the
granular motion of a glacier. A bureaucracy under way, just as a glacier, does not halt upon
command or obstacle. The bureaucracy takes on a life of its own and determines its own finish.
O’Neill, who was the first to start the bureaucracy off, the first to see its initial imperceptible
motion, also became the first to foresee its result. In October of 1973, when all available experts
counted one hundred twenty-five votes at most against Richard Nixon if impeachment ever
came to the floor of the House, O’Neill sat over Sunday brunch on Cape Cod and assured family
and friends that the votes would be there.Weighing as much as he does, O’Neill does not look
like a figure who has had anything to do with history. The thinness, the austerity, and the
haughtiness that glare at you from oil portraits of such men is totally absent in O’Neill. He comes
with the full blood of Cork City in his face. A great head of silver hair allows O’Neill to be picked
out of a crowd at a glance. He has a large bulbous nose that is quite red. Large blue eyes
sometimes seem to be sleepy-slow and have led a thousand victims into thinking that they were
on the verge of winning. When he has a thick Daniel Webster cigar stuffed into one corner of his
mouth, O’Neill appears to be a backroom politician who always has a drink or a contract in his
hand. Someday, when he gets very old, I think O’Neill might say that no matter how far he went
in life, how powerful he became, this appearance, as interpreted by so many others, prevented
him from going even further, from going to the places where his talents belonged. Because if you
see in a man and say of a man only that he is a big, overweight, cigar-smoking, whisky-drinking,
back-pounding Boston politician, then somewhere over the years the man himself, somewhere
deep down under the winces, could begin believing some of this himself and his momentum
would become diminished. In this case, the Protestant ethic has robbed us of our eyes. For if you
see Tom O’Neill as he is, not as conformity forces us to see, then there is coming into the room a
lovely spring rain of a man.He is not gruff; he is courtly. He is not cunning; he is open. His choice
of words and the rhythm with which he uses them are many levels above most people who are
great successes in private and public life. He does not become mesmerized with the sound of
his voice; he is a spectacular aural learner.However, he most certainly is one of those old-
fashioned politicians that most people prefer to detest. So much of his life has demanded
caution, waiting in line behind others, that he can often make going along sound like



accomplishment. In 1967, speaking at Boston College, he told a crowd why he was in favor of
the nation’s policy in Vietnam: “I’ve been briefed forty-four times by the President, the State
Department, the CIA, and the Department of Defense,” he said. “I know more than you.” He then
went into the light-at-the-end-of-the-tunnel speech. A student named Pat McCarthy stood up
and asked one question: “You’ve been briefed by the people in favor of the war. Have you ever
been briefed by the people on the other side of the question?” O’Neill was shot down by the
question, and he knew it. He began to go around asking second-level Pentagon and CIA people
about the war. They told him it was a disaster, that the country was being lied to. In August of the
same year, in the 150,000 copies of his newsletter to constituents, O’Neill came out against the
war. He informed no one else of it, however. It wasn’t until October that The Washington Star
heard about it and printed the story. That night, Lyndon Johnson had Secret Service men pull
O’Neill out of a card game. Johnson asked O’Neill why he had done it. O’Neill said because he
felt everybody was lying, even to Johnson, about the way the war was going. “Well, I’ve got one
request of you,” Johnson said. “Just don’t go around giving interviews about it.”“Why?” O’Neill
asked.Johnson then leaned on old friendships. He said that O’Neill had been allowed into Sam
Rayburn’s old “Board of Education,” that John McCormack was the one who had brought him
into such an inside society. Somehow, Johnson saw this as an obligation. Somehow, O’Neill saw
the same thing. He left the office and did not become one of the major voices against the war.
His instinct might have taken him to the right decision, but his talent was betrayed by the life he
had lived. Which makes his actions against Richard Nixon all the more important. We leave his
full career for others to evaluate. Much more important is that here, in this single rare instance,
O’Neill, and all these other politicians we scorn, stood up, stood apart from their pasts, and took
us to heights we as a nation never have seen before.Because of this, I decided to spend the
summer of 1974 in Washington, in the office of the Majority Leader of the House, and watch the
daily picture that would reflect and suggest the whole of what was going on. At the same time
there would be as both company and subject a participant in the impeachment who had all the
things that were missing so badly from the whole. In a time of lies and fear and weakness and
hypocrisy, in a time when evil was matched against evil and the results were pronounced as
good, O’Neill provided a few shafts of sunlight, of charm and humor and mature compassion.
Nobody ever said you have to torture life to produce history.We are not going to learn what
happened to the Administration of Richard Nixon for many years; those who would attempt to tell
the story now are only frauds in search of hasty profits. But from the bits and pieces gathered
over a summer, from what was seen and heard, some important impressions were drawn. Many
people feel that Republican politics in California—twisted, religiously negative—is responsible
for much of Nixon’s personality. Perhaps. And all the more reason to tell of real politicians on the
other side, who are involved in a hard business, a devious business, but a business that still tries
to work for people instead of against them. The people who come from real politics, from the
politics with a tradition of a Boston (supposedly the rowdiest in this country), have qualities that
should be examined before anybody from another area, from a California, is allowed to use his



business as an excuse for his tactics.O’Neill, one of the first to call for impeachment, was, at the
end, the only man I knew who felt that Gerald Ford was correct in pardoning Richard Nixon. On
the Sunday afternoon of the pardon, O’Neill was in a hall in Cambridge. With the crowd calling
for blood, O’Neill stood in the back and said to Walter Sullivan, the Mayor of Cambridge, “I don’t
want to ask you where you stand, but it looks to me right now like I’m the only vote in the place in
favor of the pardon.”Secular writers would make a mess of this, as they made a mess of most of
the reports on the demise of Richard Nixon. For it takes a belief in, and some comprehension of,
Original Sin before you can see enough of Richard Nixon to both remove him and then ask that
he be attacked no more. Original Sin is a cruel and vicious doctrine, subscribed to mainly by
conservative members of the Catholic Church, but a doctrine which at this time appears needed
by all human beings. For a belief in Original Sin is constant acknowledgment of the dark side of
man. Born with it, he walks with a darkness always in his nature. The Catholic form is to search
for forgiveness of Original Sin, and for a means to control it over a lifetime, through the Grace of
Confession. These ceremonies of the religion—the Confession, the liturgical services—form a
third-party intermediary; but with no way to externalize his evil, Nixon had only himself.
Therefore, with no outward doctrine calling for the continual planning for failure, for sin, Nixon
was unprepared for failure. Always, secular writers point out that Richard Nixon was a born loser
and that he continually acted as such. This theory is in opposition to reality. Nixon’s true fault was
that he had no way to plan for failure, no way to externalize his evil.In the 1970s, there are
nuclear physicists who write of uncertainties, of indeterminate action, all coming from
complicated third-party actions. In trying to understand this, in chasing the notion, they are
merely drawing abreast of ancient religious writings which called for man to externalize his sin,
his evil, to establish a third-party intermediary.It is depressing that Nixon never dealt with any of
this. Despite all the hysteria, he is not particularly different from anybody else. To look at him
objectively, as now you must, is to understand that Richard Nixon, not the Kennedys, is the
greatest American story—he ranged the furthest, from grocery store to world leader, and he
ended in enormous, self-inflicted tragedy. Keeping his evil internal ruined him. With him being
judge and jury of his own sins, a self-hatred was produced, resulting in continual accusations
against others: “Nobody drowned at Watergate.” A jury decision in a case against John
Ehrlichman was a “blot on the criminal justice system.” He twisted everything into instruments of
revenge: send draft evaders to prison in the name of those who died in the war. If he had had a
method of externalizing his evil he would have had a somewhat better chance against the life he
led. It does not cure to externalize, but it provides for a bit more mercy, a little more ability to face
the truth.On the day that Richard Nixon left the White House, stepped into the helicopter on the
lawn, and was gone forever, one of his chief defenders in the final months, Dean Burch, went
home and had a drink. “He never told me the truth about the thing,” Burch said. “He never even
told his own family. That was why they were fighting so hard right to the last minute. They were
the last to give in on resignation. They thought he was being screwed. He never told them the
truth. I think that was his major failure, being so cynical. The man didn’t believe in anything. He



didn’t believe in a religion or principle of anything. He was totally cynical.”This cynicism is one
reason why Nixon had his taping system.Late one day, on one of the last days of the summer’s
travail, O’Neill came into his office and watched the evening news on television. He almost never
sees the news on television, weekends once in a while, but for the past few days the set had
been on constantly. The newsmen on this night were talking, again, of Nixon’s tapes.“I’ll tell you a
story about these tapes,” O’Neill said. “Say, I’ll have Canadian Club and Fresca, I’m on a diet.
Thank you. Now, the night the Vietnam war ended, Nixon had a few of us over for dinner before
he went on television to tell the country that there was a peace agreement. We were over in the
Executive Office Building. They have a beautiful place there. There was Nixon, Kissinger,
Mansfield, Scott, Griffin, Rhodes, Byrd, and myself. We got there at six thirty and we had a
couple of drinks. Nixon was to go on television at nine. At seven o’clock we sat down to eat.
Naturally, we all were talking over dinner about the end of the war, and I had a question to ask. I
said, ‘Mr. President, I’m not going to address this question to you. I don’t want to embarrass you
and have you give an answer that perhaps you don’t want to. So I’ll address this question to
Henry Kissinger. My question is: you ended the war by bombing Hanoi and mining Haiphong
harbor. I happen to have been very close to Lyndon Johnson and I heard these same tactics
discussed many times. Bombing of Hanoi and the mining of Haiphong harbor. But President
Johnson could not get an off-the-record agreement with Russia and China, so he was afraid that
if he did combine the bombing of Hanoi and the mining of Haiphong harbor it might end up with
World War III. Five years later, we bomb Hanoi and mine Haiphong and the war is over.
Therefore, you must have had an agreement with Russia and China that allowed you to do
it.”“And Nixon says, right away, ‘Henry, I’ll answer that question. I’ll take this one myself.’ And then
Nixon says, ‘There was no implied agreement with Russia and China. No implied agreement that
allowed us to bomb Hanoi and mine Haiphong harbor. The President made this decision himself.
It was the President who decided it had to be done, that it was worth the risk to end the war.
There was no implied agreement with Russia and China.’“As he’s saying this, he first has raised
his voice. Then I see he’s looking upward, at the chandelier or whatever was there. ‘No implied
agreement with Russia and China. The President made this decision himself. It was the
President who decided.’ Now I see he’s not only looking up but he’s pointing with his finger, as if
he’s talking to somebody up there. And I say to myself, You’ve got to be kidding. He has this
place bugged. So now that night is over. That’s in January of 1973. Later that year, in October,
the Israeli war ended and the President had us over to his office in the White House to tell us
about how the war came to an end and what it was to mean. Remember, he had no tapes going
this time. The tapes had been discovered back in July and the system had been taken out. So
now Nixon is sitting there, with no tapes going, and he says that the major obstacle had been the
Russian propaganda machine in the Middle East. The peace settlement couldn’t have been
made without the help of the Russians. Nixon said, ‘We needed their help. It was the same with
Vietnam. We couldn’t have done anything unless we had been able to make an agreement with
Russia and China before we went ahead at the end.’ I’m taking down notes while he’s talking and



I just say to myself, Oh, boy!“Now that tells you what he was going to do with those tapes. He
was going to take them with him when he left and spend years editing them, and then he could
string together a record of his own which would show that he was the greatest man ever to live.
He’d be able to prove it with tapes. You never would have known about any of the other stuff.
That would have been thrown away. They would have only given you all these tapes with him
making a hero out of himself. ‘There was no implied agreement with Russia and China. The
President made this decision himself.’ ”“There is,” wrote Kierkegaard, “no temple-robber, toiling
in shackles of iron, so vicious as those who pillage among sacred things; and even Judas, who
sold his Master for thirty pieces of silver, is not more despicable than those who traffic in great
deeds.”On September 25, 1973, at 3:45 p.m., Carl Albert, Speaker of the House of
Representatives, waved to O’Neill, who came to the rostrum.“I’ve just received a call from the
Vice President. He said he wanted to see me at four. He’ll be in my office. Will you be here?”“I’ll
be right here,” O’Neill said.At 4:10, one of Albert’s aides came onto the floor and told O’Neill that
he was wanted in the Speaker’s office. The aide then went over to the other side of the chamber
to find Jerry Ford.O’Neill and Ford walked into the Speaker’s browntiled office to find Spiro
Agnew sitting stiffly, tensely waiting for them. Secret Service agents moved in and out, ear radios
squawking.“The Vice President has a matter he’d like to discuss with you gentlemen,” Albert
said.“My problem, gentlemen,” Agnew began, “is that in Baltimore we have a young United
States Attorney named George Beall. He is mean and ambitious. His father was my great friend.
This young man would not even have his own job today if I had not gone along with it. The father
would be spinning in his grave today if he knew what the son was trying to do to me. I helped get
this boy his job and here he is harassing me.”O’Neill remembered that he knew the father, former
United States Senator Glenn Beall. O’Neill had been introduced to Beall by Paul Dever, the
former Governor of Massachusetts. The meeting took place when O’Neill first came to
Washington, in 1952. They were all together in Maryland politics, the Bealls and Agnew, O’Neill
reminded himself. He does this all the time, goes over the players. He is a man who likes a score
card at all times.“I am being framed and harassed over campaign contributions,” Agnew said. “I
am clean. I have nothing to hide. But with this Beall, the way he is going about it, why, gentlemen,
no politician living in the greater Washington area is safe. Let me explain what he is doing to
me.”Agnew started outlining what he thought were new immunity provisions of the criminal law
put together by John Mitchell. Actually there had been no change. Federal law gives a person
immunity for testifying in a case only for those facts the person himself deals with. If the
government can prove by independent sources that the person is involved in the same crime,
the immunity does not protect the person. Agnew told the people in the room that this new
immunity law was designed to help the government break up narcotics rings. Now, horror, it was
being used against him.Agnew read part of the letter which said there were great Constitutional
precedents, involving the case of John C. Calhoun, which made it impossible for a President or a
Vice President to be criminally tried in court while in office. He was absolutely certain of this as
he spoke. O’Neill is not a lawyer, so he is unencumbered with such certainties. What the hell



ever happened to “No man is above the law”? he thought. Agnew also said he was turning over
in the morning all materials and records applicable to his case. He would send them to the Clerk
of the House.“If all these people being offered immunity by Beall were telling the truth, then I’d
be a rich man,” Agnew said. “This Beall is inviting people to come in and build a case against me.
People that I never saw or even heard of are being offered immunity. Now, gentlemen, as Vice
President I am presenting to the House, delivering by hand to the Speaker now, a request in
writing for the House to make an inquiry into my case. I request that my matter be turned over to
the Judiciary Committee for a complete investigation, an open investigation, gentlemen, on
television, so I can prove my innocence to the people of the United States. Gentlemen, I am
being robbed. My life, my career, my family, we are being threatened by young zealots. My God, I
don’t want to be the first Vice President of the United States indicted for a felony. It is
unconstitutional for them to do it. But I have no chance against these young zealots. They will do
anything to destroy me. Destroy us all. I don’t know whether it is out of jealousy or insanity. But
they are ready to do it to me, I will be ruined forever, and the name of my family ruined forever. I
ask, I implore you for help.”While the words were deferential, his attitude was not. Haughtiness
came out of him as he sat there, stiff-necked, slick-haired, smoldering eyes. But voice throbbing,
he had touched a common chord. They were of a trade, politics, which places everything on the
word survival. And here was Agnew, a fellow politician, whose survival was threatened. And
threatened by the one subject with which they were all too familiar, campaign
contributions.Albert decided that more people had better hear the story. He asked for Majority
Whip John McFall, Les Arends, the Minority Whip, and Lew Deschler, who at the time was the
House Parliamentarian. When they arrived, Agnew again told his story. As he was telling it, the
door opened, and Albert’s aides placed more chairs in the room. Barry Goldwater and Hugh
Scott arrived; the hallway outside Albert’s office was crowded with reporters and cameramen. It
was decided by everybody in the room that Albert would go to the rostrum, read Agnew’s letter,
and take no action. On the floor at this time, a debate over an immigration bill was taking place.
Albert walked into the pale light of the chamber, indicating the debate should halt.“I have a
communication from the Vice President of the United States,” Albert said. He read the letter.“ ‘I
respectfully request that the House of Representatives undertake a full inquiry into the charges
which have apparently been made against me in the course of an investigation by the United
States Attorney of Maryland.“ ‘This request is made in the dual interests of preserving the
Constitutional stature of my office and accomplishing my personal vindication.“ ‘I cannot
acquiesce in any criminal proceedings lodged against me in Maryland or elsewhere, and I do
not look to any proceedings for vindication.’ ”Precedents involving Calhoun, bits and pieces of
used hocus-pocus assembled into legal language by lawyers without a case. The letter ended
with Agnew saying, “… no grand or petit jury could fairly consider this matter on the merits. I
therefore respectfully call upon the House to discharge its Constitutional obligation. I shall of
course cooperate fully. As I have said before, I have nothing to hide.”Albert walked off the
rostrum and returned to his office.Tip O’Neill said, “I think the Vice-President should be allowed



to leave now so that we can discuss the matter.”Agnew rose and left. The room was tense
because of him. It was one thing to say, with ease, that Agnew had done something and thus
had to be removed. But Spiro Agnew also had run on a ticket elected by one of the largest
margins in history, he was a man with a great natural constituency, a group powerful enough to
gain for him the Republican nomination for 1976. Nobody plays light with these
circumstances.Albert immediately sent, for Peter Rodino and Edward Hutchinson, the senior
Republican on the Judiciary Committee.Ford, Arends, and Hutchinson took over the
conversation. Ford said he felt great sympathy for Agnew, and he thought the House should
proceed with his request. Hutchinson and Arends agreed. Scott and Goldwater nodded. Ford
then went on to discuss the method of taking the Agnew matter to the Judiciary and also the
public hearings on television. Perhaps somewhere, in old high-school papers in East Grand
Rapids perhaps, the record might show Gerald Ford as taking a stand on the merits of a matter,
rather than on interests special to him. Perhaps there is a record of such a thing happening. So
far the record is not to be found in his long, bland career in Washington.O’Neill made notes on a
small pad during the conversation. The letters grew larger as he scrawled, in agitation, that the
Republicans were speaking as if the matter had been settled. If they allowed Agnew to bring his
case into the House, the matter would take months. A year. And where would this leave them
with Richard Nixon? For months now, O’Neill had been telling Albert and Rodino that an
impeachment of Richard Nixon was going to hit the House and they had to be ready for it. How
were they ever going to handle the Nixon matter if the House, the people, the machinery were
groping through the matter of Spiro Agnew?The ready smile, the quick warmth, the fellowship
were gone when O’Neill stopped writing his notes and looked up and said, “I don’t go along with
this at all. We’re Democrats and we’re in the majority. Now, Jerry, why don’t you people go to
your office and we Democrats will stay here and discuss this thing. For, frankly, I’m bitterly
opposed to this right now.”The Republicans—Scott, Goldwater, Ford, Arends, and Hutchinson—
left. Remaining in the Speaker’s office were Albert, McFall, Rodino, and Lew Deschler. Rodino
called for his chief counsel Jerome Zeifman.As Zeifman came into the office, Albert said to him,
“What do you think of the Vice President’s letter?”O’Neill said, “Hey, let him read it first.”Zeifman
read the letter. It was a move he had been expecting. Agnew was being represented by Jay
Topkis, member of a New York law firm headed by Judge Simon Rifkind, the same New York
attorney whose firm was retained by Justice William O. Douglas, when Jerry Ford called for his
impeachment. For the Douglas case, Rifkind, who is as nonpolitical as an alderman, wanted full
hearings, counsel present and on television, in the House Judiciary Committee. Rifkind’s
philosophy was that any matter placed in Congress automatically disappeared. Now, as Zeifman
saw, Topkis was trying the same strategy with Agnew. Zeifman read the letter and looked up. He
of course was against it. He looked at O’Neill. Zeifman knew he had one vote with him
anyway.“I’m against this,” O’Neill said. “The matter is before the courts, and Agnew is going to
court to get an injunction to prevent the bringing of evidence before the grand jury. Now he says
the Constitution protects the President and the Vice President from criminal action. This is what



he says. I don’t know that at all. I think we ought to leave that up to the courts.”The meeting broke
up with no decision. It was agreed that there would be a meeting the following morning.At 9:30
the next morning, O’Neill was in the House restaurant having hash and eggs when Gary Hymel
came in to tell him the meeting would be at 10:30 in the Speaker’s office. O’Neill finished
breakfast and went down the hallway to his office. It was ten o’clock. McFall came in. He said the
Speaker was having the meeting at that moment. O’Neill reached for the phone.“Peter and I
have it all worked out,” Albert told him on the phone. “But you can come up if you want to.”O’Neill
went up the one flight to Albert’s office. Albert, at his desk, handed O’Neill a press release
stating that the House Judiciary Committee would begin inquiries into Vice President Agnew’s
conduct.“No,” O’Neill said.Albert and Rodino asked him why.“Because the man is lying. He says
he’s innocent and he’s being framed. I don’t know about that. I think he’s worried about going to
jail, but he won’t tell you that. He can’t tell the truth. If we put this into the Judiciary Committee,
we’re doing exactly what Agnew wants. He’ll have this stalled and delayed for so long that the
court would wind up having no rights in the matter. And another thing, and I can guarantee this, if
you let the man get away with this, then the Democratic caucus will skin you alive.”Peter Rodino
sided with O’Neill. Zeifman came into the room with Lew Deschler. Deschler spoke up in favor of
the House accepting Agnew’s request. Deschler is one of those creatures of large government,
elected by nobody, yet holding the illusion of power. Deschler began under Sam Rayburn and
lasted through the McCormack years. Now he sat in this meeting, conformist, royalty-leaning, he
whose power is threatened is to be aided—for mine could be diminished next—and he argued
that Spiro Agnew should have his case examined here, in what he regarded as the most
important place on earth, the House of Representatives. Here, where old politicians, not young
prosecutors, would know how to inspect allegations against the Vice President of the United
States.“I couldn’t disagree more,” O’Neill said. McFall, Rodino, and Zeifman agreed with him.
Albert looked at the press release. His pen began to go over it; go over it and make the words
come out that Spiro Agnew’s request for an inquiry—the start of a long impeachment process—
was being turned down.One problem was left. At the meeting of the night before nobody had
focused on the delivery of Agnew’s material, his records, to the House. If Agnew was able to get
all his materials to the House, it would be similar to a criminal getting rid of his weapon. Zeifman
told Rodino he felt the House should not accept the records. When this was told to W. Pat
Jennings, the Clerk of the House, bureaucracy rose to its highest form.“I can’t do this on my own
authority,” Jennings told Zeifman. “I’m supposed to accept any materials given to me.”Zeifman
argued with Jennings. Jennings took the problem to Lew Deschler, and came back to say, “Lew
says I’m supposed to accept it. He says that any person has a right to petition Congress, most
certainly the Vice President.”Zeifman made it plain that forces larger than Jennings’ career were
involved. But Jennings, a bureaucrat refusing either to lose face or depart from the rule book,
needed a way out.“Tell him he’s sick and he ought to go home for the day,” O’Neill said. “He looks
a little tired anyway.”Jennings kept his office closed all day.Agnew now was left for the
prosecutors. His chance to take a criminal case and stall it in Congress, as if it were another



appropriation to build a bridge, was gone. He told his staff it was O’Neill’s fault.—4—“Peter is the
perfect man for this job.”EARLY IN THE MORNING of October 10th, the Congressional
leadership was called in for a briefing by Richard Nixon; the Arab-Israeli war had erupted on the
6th; Those arriving at the White House were tense. O’Neill walked into the Oval Office, nodded
hello to Nixon and Henry Kissinger, and sat down. He took out his pad of white paper so he
could keep notes.Kissinger began to explain what had happened. The Arabs, taking advantage
of the Yom Kippur holy day, had crossed the Suez and…“Ah … we had trouble finding Henry. He
was in bed with a broad,” Nixon said. He began giggling and rolling his head around.Kissinger
went on with the details.“Henry, which girl was it that you were with?” Nixon said.Kissinger kept
explaining the war.“It’s terrible when you have a girl and the Secret Service has to break in on
you,” Nixon said. He leered and winked.On his notes, O’Neill wrote, “President is acting very
strangely.”When the meeting broke up, O’Neill rode back to the Capitol with George Mahon of
Texas and Thomas E. Morgan of Pennsylvania, the only Congressman who is a physician.
Morgan said he thought Nixon was sick. Laughter while others are being killed has a way of
being disturbing.O’Neill walked into his office, saw Bob Healy of the Boston Globe, then went up
to the floor. A messenger came and handed him a letter. Somebody called to Tip. He put the
letter into his pocket while he was talking. When he was finished, he went into the back of the
chamber and had a cigar. He was thinking over the morning. Nixon had acted loony. Then he
remembered the letter and he opened it. It was from Agnew. The letter said that he had resigned.
As O’Neill read the letter, Agnew was on his way to federal court in Baltimore, where Elliot
Richardson would ignore equal justice and whisk Agnew in and out in a matter of
minutes.O’Neill’s chest was now tingling with excitement and nerves, and it showed in his
flushed face when he walked into his office.“This must be what it’s like when history is being
made,” he said.He had dinner that night with Leo Diehl, who is listed as his administrative
assistant but is much more than that. He and Tip O’Neill have been together since 1932. Leo
Diehl caught polio when he was seven and it ravaged his legs. Thirty pounds of aluminum
braces encase his legs. It is terrible work for him to move on crutches. He has a powerful chest,
upper arms, and thick shoulders from supporting himself, body swinging in the air; the feet never
touch while he works his way on his aluminum crutches. He has fallen and split his face open
when he’s misjudged curbs. Many times he has tumbled down flights of stairs. Never is anyone
allowed to help him up, or even offer a handkerchief to wipe the blood. And he never has done
anything but smile once he got up. He has a sharp nose, gray hair, pleasantness in every line of
his face, and Massachusetts politics in his blue eyes.“No wonder Nixon was so happy,” O’Neill
said to Leo. “He thinks he’s free and clear now with this guy gone.”“He thinks,” Leo said.“You
know, Leo, if the guy would’ve said to us, ‘Look, I’ve got a family. I’m afraid of going to the can.’
Geez, that’s all you have to tell me. I don’t want to see any man go to jail. I don’t have it in me.
Maybe something could have been done for him. Give him some kind of hearing so he could kill
a little time and then disappear. But the way the sonofabitch lied to us. And he acted as if it was
our duty to believe him. He’s got to be kidding. I don’t like to be played for a sucker.”At the end of



the night, Diehl pulled himself up and headed for the car, body swinging between the two
aluminum crutches. They are a hardship, but it has been worse for him. For many years his
crutches were made of rosewood. Back in 1944, he worked in an Army accounting office on
Commonwealth Avenue in Boston. The officer in charge of the building was a general named
Sherman Miles, an old-line Yankee who also was in politics. General Miles went about as if he
were in the Ardennes Forest instead of an office building a few miles from his home. Among
Miles’s trappings were two huge mastiff dogs, which were walked each day by an aide. One
afternoon the aide brought the mastiffs to the elevator to take them out for a lunchtime stroll. The
elevator doors opened and the dogs rushed on, overjoyed to find Leo Diehl and his two fine
rosewood crutches in one corner of the elevator. Immediately, as the elevator went down, one of
the mastiffs sniffed the rosewood crutch, then began to turn around. “Get away,” Leo said. The
dog raised his leg.“You dirty sonofabitch,” Leo Diehl hollered.Words were too late. The dog was
peeing all over the rosewood crutch and all over Leo Diehl’s legs.Diehl put one shoulder up
against the wall for leverage. He put all his weight on the crutch the dog was peeing on. The
other crutch came around so hard it whirred. Here came the crutch whipping under the animal’s
raised leg and into the testicles. The animal went up in the air, giving an enormous howl, then
flopped down in such obvious distress that the injuries seemed permanent. The general’s aide,
catatonic, saw himself reassigned to the Battle of the Bulge.At the beginning of October 1973,
Dwight Chapin announced that if anybody dared bring him in front of the Ervin Watergate
committee, he would take the Fifth Amendment. And Jerome Zeifman, his impeachment
precedents piled high, asked Rodino if the material could be printed and distributed to
Congress. Rodino said this would be regarded as a direct attack upon Nixon. Zeifman had
stacks of Calhoun, of Colfax, of Andrew Johnson and the Journal of James Madison. Over the
summer he and Don Edwards, member of the Judiciary Committee from California, had gone to
London, where Zeifman, catechist at work, sifted the impeachment files kept by Parliament.
Before coming home, Zeifman sat in a hotel room for a week, reading the material until his head
hurt. Now he shuddered when Rodino announced they would wait.The amount of annoyance
kept rising; on October 5th, the American Civil Liberties Union had called on the House to begin
impeachment proceedings. On the 9th, Rodino sent the impeachment material to the printer. All
the printing is done by the Government Printing Office located in a set of gloomy brick buildings
in the northwest section of the city. It employs 7400 people who work on machines that run from
turn-of-the-century, hand-operated linotypes, matrixes jingling through the smell of hot lead, to a
silent light blue cabinet, a Linotron Model 1010, one of five in the nation, which sets 1000
characters per second. Copy for the daily Congressional Record, running up to 344 pages,
reaches the plant after 8:00 p.m. By 6:30 a.m., there are 55,000 sets of copies on Capitol Hill.
Jerome Zeifman’s impeachment papers reached the printing plant as part of the night’s work on
October 9, 1973. The report ran 718 pages of the size used in a quality paperback book. It did
not disturb the flow of work in the plant that night. Copies of the book, 1500 bound in a tan
paperback cover, arrived at the Judiciary Committee on the morning of October 10.House



Document No. 93-7IMPEACHMENTSelected MaterialsThe foreword was by Peter Rodino: “… to
promote familiarity with a critical point of American Law, I am pleased to transmit this document
as a committee print. It is my hope that these materials, some of them previously scattered in
select libraries and in some cases out of print for more than a century, will be more readily
accessible to members of the Congress and to a larger segment of the American Community.”A
copy of the book was placed on the desk of each Congressman; a loaded gun for use in a duel.
When Tip O’Neill came in, he picked up his copy, thumbed it, turned to the last page, saw to his
surprise that it was 718 pages long, and announced, “Peter did a hell of a job.”He walked out
onto the floor of the House. “Did you see the book Peter put together? Isn’t that some job he did?
Geez, that Peter is something. What a job he did. Did you see it?”“I have it in my office,
Tip.”“Well, geez, you ought to read it. Peter did the best research on impeachment that’s ever
been, they tell me. You ought to see the calls I’ve been getting.”“Who from?”“All the
Constitutional law professors at Harvard. Christ, I’m going to wind up without a copy of the book
for myself. The President of Boston College called and asked me and I only had the one and I
had it sent to him. We have to get more of these printed.”“It’s that good, Tip?”“Hey, you got to be
kidding. It’s a fabulous work. Hey, there’s Peter now. What a job he did. I want to go over and
congratulate him.”There was now a book on impeachment. It wasn’t an undefinable topic any
more. Now it was right there, in a book, that Congressmen could lift and feel and thumb through.
And on the cover it said, “Impeachment.” It was 718 pages long. Jeee-zus! Goddam big book!
Seven hundred and eighteen pages long. Keeerist! This is gettin’ to be important business
now.Nobody read a line of the book, but everybody held it and looked at the last page to see that
it was 718 pages long.On Tuesday, October 23, 1973, representatives of the White House were
due to be in court to answer a court order calling for the tapes and other documents to be turned
over to Judge John Sirica who would give them to the Watergate Special Prosecutor. This Nixon
did not want to do because the tapes would show among other things that he was very guilty.
Nixon had at this time a lawyer named Charles Alan Wright, a professor, a scholar from Texas.
Wright had done nothing to stop the rumor that he was the nation’s most brilliant Constitutional
authority. Charles Alan Wright sat in the White House while Elliot Richardson quit and Archibald
Cox and William D. Ruckelshaus were fired. Don’t think nothin’ of it, Professor Wright informed
Nixon.On Saturday, October 20, while it was all going on, Tip O’Neill was closing up his house at
Cape Cod for the winter. The phone started ringing. One caller was Carl Albert, who said he
would wait twenty-four hours before doing anything. The newspapers and television became
hysterical. O’Neill kept moving wicker in from the lawn. He knew at that moment, there were 434
other guys reminding themselves to take another look at that 718-page book on impeachment
that they had received ten days before.By Monday, October 22, most people who knew
Congress assumed there would be an investigation of the Saturday-night firings. Right away
maneuvering began by Congressmen who wanted to be a part of any special committee. There
were those who wanted to get the President, those who wanted to defend him, and those who
simply wanted to be a part of any history that might happen. Which was all normal. It was the



other calls concerning the matter which bothered Carl Albert. Industry people were calling him
on behalf of Congressmen who wanted to be placed on the committee. Albert says nothing
about it, but it is presumed that at least some of the calls were from oil and natural gas people in
his home state of Oklahoma. It was obvious to Albert that the White House was behind the calls,
a point he made to O’Neill at a morning meeting. A special committee would be best for Nixon.
By custom, the Republicans would be able to name their own members to the committee, in this
case men religiously sworn to uphold their own and obstruct all else. There would be no Caldwell
Butlers or Tom Railsbacks. Therefore, Albert shut off his phones and told O’Neill that the
investigation would be conducted by the Judiciary Committee and that sentiment for any other
form must be thwarted. O’Neill walked out of Albert’s office and began looking for his people.
Already, Bob Eckhardt of Texas was saying that he regarded Rodino as incapable of handling
such a major assignment. Eckhardt spoke of Richardson Preyer of North Carolina as a man
suitable to run a special committee investigating the conduct of Nixon.O’Neill ran into another
thing out in the halls, the rumors that Rodino somehow was connected to the underworld in
Newark, the Mafia, and would be a disgrace to the Congress as chairman of a committee
conducting hearings on the President. “Sometimes the minds of men run bad,” O’Neill says. “And
somebody had to be feeding some kind of nonsense. Somebody from the White House, you can
bet your life on that. All I kept hearing about was Neil Gallagher and Hughie Addonizio, and Peter
being involved with them.”Cornelius E. Gallagher, a Congressman from Bayonne in New Jersey,
who had been convicted of income-tax evasion and was in prison. A magazine story in 1971,
pushed by Charles Colson, had pictured Gallagher as a front for gangsters. Addonizio was from
Newark. As a Congressman, he had roomed with Peter Rodino in Washington. One day
Addonizio announced he was going back to Newark to run for mayor. “Hughie, what the hell are
you doing that for?” O’Neill asked him. Addonizio said, “Christ, do you know what the budget for
the City of Newark is? Take one per cent of that and I’m going to have something.” O’Neill
remembers saying to him, “Hughie, you got to be kidding. The game isn’t played that way any
more.” Addonizio shrugged, went to Newark, and not only began stealing but, worse, was
caught. At his trial, names of several hoodlums came up. Addonizio was given a ten-year
sentence. In the White House on this Monday in October, the normal move was to connect
Rodino to Addonizio and Gallagher—and then take the story over to the House of
Representatives and try to sell it, just as you sell a transit bill.O’Neill heard the stories. He also
knew about the phone calls Carl Albert was getting from the big money interests on behalf of the
White House.“Peter is the perfect man for this job,” O’Neill kept saying. This is known as an
official word. He wanted to put this one together in a hurry.On Monday the House Judiciary
Committee also had a regularly scheduled meeting. As Peter Rodino walked up to Room 2141 in
the Rayburn Building, shoulders swinging, big thick heels clicking on the marble hallway, he felt
excitement. The newspaper reports the next day said that “Whether the discussion of
impeachment becomes more than talk depends upon the cautious chairman, Peter W. Rodino,
and the equally cautious House Democratic leadership. Of nine committee members contacted



yesterday, six said they favored moves leading to impeachment and three said they were
opposed.” Excellent. Nobody even mentioned the possibility that the Judiciary Committee had
not been given the impeachment matter by the full Congress.On Tuesday, October 23, Charles
Alan Wright dressed himself in the Madison Hotel, his mind concentrating on lofty Constitutional
principles he would place before the court—issues that turned to glue when you touched them.
He would have lawyers, clerks, judges stuck together like wolves in heat for so many months
that nobody would know what was going on. Wright did not include Congress in his calculations.
Nor had he actually sat down and listened to Nixon’s tapes.The problem was, Washington on
this day was like an electric wire downed in a storm, snapping in the high wind, bolts of electricity
sizzling and exploding out of its soaking frayed ends. Constitutional principles or not, if Nixon
defied the court order—on top of the Saturday-Night Massacre—an authentic accident just
might have occurred: rapid history. The White House asked for a delay—from noon until 2:00
p.m.—before Professor Wright appeared before Judge Sirica. When Congress opened at noon,
they were waving and calling out for a chance to get up and offer impeachment resolutions.
O’Neill called for the matter to be given to the House Judiciary Committee. Throughout the
chamber and in the cloakroom, more Congressmen were calling for a special committee to be
set up. O’Neill said in his speech on the floor, “… to the House Judiciary Committee for speedy
and expeditious consideration. The House must act with determined leadership and
strength.”Over at the White House, Richard Nixon sat and brooded. He knew two things that his
lawyer did not. One, that he, Nixon, was a liar. And, two, the Congress was in a turmoil. Who
needed more trouble because of these freaking tapes? Nixon said something which interrupted
Professor Wright’s preparations. Professor Wright’s face got about six inches longer.At two
o’clock Charles Alan Wright walked into Sirica’s courtroom. Tall, large, sharp nose, hair slicked
back. Watching Wright as he walked, particularly his stride and head carriage, one had
enormous admiration for the long hours Wright must have spent in front of mirrors learning to
look just like John Wayne. On this day Wright wore a brown suit, lime shirt, and lime tie. He was
impressive as hell. Only the moment Charles Alan Wright sat down, his hand went right for the
water pitcher. He gulped a paper cup of water, filled it again, and gulped some more. One thing
about John Wayne, even when he was in the middle of it all at Wake Island with the Japs
crawling onto him and the sun glaring, even when it was this tough, John Wayne didn’t take a
drink of water. Next to Wright sat Leonard Garment of the White House staff. Garment ran a
hand over his face. Now he ran the hand through his hair. The hand went back to the face again.
Garment’s entire weight shifted in his chair.There was a slap on the desk for attention as Judge
Sirica came in. There was a bit of red in Sirica’s face. His head had this little irritated nod as he
sat down. Charles Alan Wright went to the water pitcher. Then he walked to the lectern. Head
bowed to the judge, Wright spoke in a low voice. He said that “this President obeys the law.” After
weeks of high-sounding, confident talk about the separation of powers, Professor Wright was
quitting in the pit in front of the judge. At noontime that day with client Richard Nixon, Professor
Wright had discovered a thing he never learned about in all his reading of Marbury v. Madison:



when the client is a liar and you believe him, he takes you down with him.At the end of the day,
O’Neill was at a party at the Congressional Hotel, down the street from the Capitol. It was a
campaign fundraiser for Charles Wilson, a Congressman from California. Wilson proudly took
O’Neill around the room. When they stopped, O’Neill said to Wilson, “You know, Peter will do a
very good job with this.”“If you say so, Tip, anything you say,” Wilson said.Hugh Carey was in the
next room, which is the bar of the Democratic Club. O’Neill and I went in and had a drink with
him. Carey was then on the strong, influential Ways and Means Committee.Carey was telling a
story about somebody’s wife who was flying-from Boston to Ireland on a Saturday night and had
neglected to bring a passport with her.“Seamus calls me and says, ‘Geez, I got my wife at Logan
Airport and they won’t even let her on the plane.’ So I said to him, ‘Well, let me see what I can
think up here.’ And Seamus says to me, Of course, I’m not in any trouble if you don’t deliver.’ ”“I
know just what you did,” O’Neill said.“Sure,” Carey said, “I called Gene Krisak.”“That’s right, Gene
Krisak. He’s a good fella.”“And I told Gene, ‘Look, this woman has absolutely got to get to Ireland
tonight and the plane is due to leave in a half-hour.’ And of course you know only on matters of
life and death are they allowed to do it. So I said it was absolutely a matter of life and death.”“And
you weren’t lying,” O’Neill said.“Absolutely not. It was going to be her life if she got to Ireland, and
it was going to be Seamus’s death if she didn’t get there.”“That’s good,” O’Neill said. “Say,
Hughie, we got to have Peter do this.”“Absolutely, we can’t give it to anybody else.”“They’ve got
to be kidding if they think they can put it anyplace else,” O’Neill said.“No question,” Carey
said.Elizabeth Holtzman came over from her office to have a drink with us. It was more to say
hello than have a drink—a Bloody Mary at eight o’clock at night is not drinking. She is a friendly
woman, an intense woman. She talked about the people in her office who were going to stay on
through the night working on impeachment material. A New York lawyer, active in reform politics,
overheard her and cut in with a display of his great knowledge of the phrases and clauses that
make up the books on impeachment law. The man would not stop talking. Elizabeth Holtzman
listened with great courtesy. Carey made a face. O’Neill cocked his head so he could appear to
listen most attentively. The cigar moved from one side of his mouth to the other as the lawyer
from New York talked on.O’Neill reached out and took my arm. “I was just thinking,” he said.
“What was the greatest fight you ever saw?”“Two guys you probably never heard of,” I said.
“Heavyweights Joe McFadden and Nino Valdez. They fought in a place called the Sunnyside
Gardens around where I come from in New York. Eight knockdowns in six rounds. I never saw
anything like it.”“Do you remember when Tony De Marco fought Carmine Basilio?” O’Neill said.
“Do you remember that one, do you? Geez, what they did to each other! You must be kidding,
you don’t remember the fight? Poor Tony, he was from the Narth End, you know. I used to see
him all the time. Well the poor guy ran out of gas in the last couple of rounds and, geez, this
Basilio, what a job he did on him. But until then, I never saw a fight like it in my life.”Then we went
to dinner and he talked about Rocky Marciano. He never mentioned impeachment.At noon the
next day, O’Neill was on the House floor slipping into a seat in the front, then a seat in the back,
moving in and out of the cloakroom, going behind the rail to have a cigar. Talking, talking, talking.



In two spots he heard the same thing: “Why should we let Rodino get all that national television
time? I’ve been heading up a committee a lot longer than Rodino has. Let’s get somebody we
know better in there.”O’Neill chewed on his cigar and thought about the argument. Later he got
into a conversation with Gillis Vanderbilt (Sonny) Montgomery of Mississippi. On impeachment,
Sonny Montgomery had taken his stand and never was to leave it: “Ah’m the first mate on the
Sequoia and I intend to stay that way.” Yet virtually nobody in Congress dislikes Sonny
Montgomery personally. In the market place of legislating, he is one of the men you always go to,
no matter how opposite his views.“You know, Sonny,” Tip said, “about this impeachment
business going to the Judiciary Committee. Don’t you think it would be a wonderful thing to give
Peter Rodino a chance to finally get a little television exposure? Let people see what a great guy
he is. After all these years of being on the bottom, nobody knowing him, wouldn’t it be nice to
give him his little chance?”“Sure, he deserves a chance,” Montgomery said. “Thing isn’t going to
go any place, so we might as well give Peter a little publicity.” Montgomery would tell this to
others. O’Neill went on to somebody else.At this point, Peter Rodino decided it would be very
good to have another meeting of the House Judiciary Committee to discuss impeachment. In
going through the envelopes dealing with Mr. Rodino’s career, as recorded in the reference
library—the morgue—of the Newark Star-Ledger newspaper, I came across a yellow clip, the
paper falling into pieces between your fingers, which showed that in 1940 an attorney from
Newark’s First Ward, Peter W. Rodino, candidate for the New Jersey State Legislature, had been
endorsed by Mrs. Eleanor Roosevelt. I am told that Mrs. Roosevelt came to Newark on behalf of
her husband, and posed for pictures. At which point the young lawyer from the First Ward, Mr.
Rodino, came slicing through a wall of people and he stood, beaming, alongside Mrs. Roosevelt.
Pictures were taken. When one of the pictures appeared in the Newark newspapers, Rodino
said, of course, the picture speaks for itself; he had been officially endorsed by Eleanor
Roosevelt. Blue smoke rose high in Newark that day.And now, thirty-four years later, in the hall of
Congress of the United States, Peter Rodino slipped through the doorway into the Judiciary
Committee room. As he was going through, Rodino put his hand out and tipped a huge mirror a
few degrees forward.A vote was taken at the meeting which gave Rodino the power to subpoena
any agent of the government, and his papers, public and private, for examination by the
Committee. The vote was on straight partisan lines. But there had been a vote. What the hell, if
they were voting on it already, then they must be in charge. There also appeared in the
newspapers at this time a syndicated column by Charles Bartlett which told of how Rodino
would handle the impeachment hearings.Among the first to believe this was Tip O’Neill. He
asked Rodino what he was going to do about a counsel for the hearings. That’s the first question
you ask. Christ, the counsels for big publicity committees have become famous and if you’re in
politics you want to know who has a chance to become famous. Kill the baby in the crib if you
think he’ll grow up to be an enemy. Rodino said he was going to bring in a big name from the
outside. He ruled out his staff, including Jerome Zeifman. O’Neill went back to his office and
began sending Rodino the names of prospects for the job. Rodino said thank you, but did not



bite. Others suggested names to him. Rodino took none of them. Days turned into weeks. In
November, O’Neill stood behind the railing in the House, smoking a cigar, muttering about the
mail and phone calls from his home district. He put the cigar into the brass ash stand and walked
onto the floor and sat alongside Peter Rodino.“Now, Peter, when can we get this counsel and get
going on this thing?”“Well, I have to take my time; I want this done, I want this to be very carefully
done.”“Now, Peter, for Christ’s sakes, you have to get it done before we go home for
Christmas.”Rodino began to talk about his problems. Like any successful politician he has
several styles of speech, all of which must be calibrated in terms of how direct he cares to be at
the moment. A Rodino answer can run from one word to six pages. For this moment, Rodino
chose a long, rambling answer about the proper counsel for such a massive job.O’Neill cut in.
“Hey, Peter, we have to have a guy by Christmas.”Rodino writhed in the seat. “Hey, Tippy! Do you
know how hard it is to find a counsel? Look at the names you sent me. Do you know what one of
them was? This, this Cronin. He was a disciple of Father Berrigan. They’d kill us if we had a guy
like that around.”“I gave you names so you could look at them. You look at one, you get an idea
for another. I don’t care. We have to get the man by the time this Congress goes home for
Christmas.”“You’re not a lawyer, you don’t understand.”“Hey, I can read the calendar.” They sat in
the brown leather seats, in the high-ceilinged old chamber, and they talked about getting started
on the impeachment of the President of the United States. Neither had a ruling or a license to do
what he was doing. They were surrounded by mirrors and fighting with both hands over what
each thought he saw in the blue smoke.It was lunchtime as the two argued.” In the White House,
Richard Nixon sat alone, as he did every day, in a small sitting room off the main office—the
Oval Office—and he had the same cottage cheese and apple that he had every day that he was
in Washington. He never deviated. Alone with cottage cheese. The word impeachment had not
even been mentioned inside the White House, and it would not be for months. Nixon never
thought about it. The cover-up was a necessary, aggravating political job. There was nothing
beyond it. To the nation at this time, and even to most of the men prowling the floor of the House
of Representatives, impeachment was totally improbable. But Tip O’Neill and Peter Rodino saw
it as a thing that was very real. Nothing, O’Neill knew, was as improbable as the way in which the
two of them got to this afternoon in November when they could argue about getting rid of a
President.—5—“I know one Republican … John Doar.”FOR TIP O’NEILL, his steps to the
Majority Leadership began with problems others got into.On January 12, 1970, in Room 902,
United States Courthouse, Foley Square, New York City, Clifford Sanders, foreman of the grand
jury meeting in the windowless room, called for a vote. Under consideration on this wet chill day
were the possible criminal activities—fixing an SEC case—of Nathan M. Voloshen, a
Washington lobbyist, and Martin Sweig, administrative assistant to John McCormack, Speaker
of the House of Representatives. A quorum of jurors was present—sixteen of the twenty-three
must be seated—and when Sanders asked for a show of hands on whether there should be an
indictment against Voloshen, all were raised. He asked for a show of hands on Sweig. Again, all
were raised. Sanders pressed a buzzer. Into the room came a short, dark-haired man who in



those days always was first taken for a student, or a well-dressed messenger boy. He was an
Assistant United States Attorney named Richard Ben-Veniste, and he was learning about crime
by politicians, knowledge which would not hurt him four years later. Sanders gave Ben-Veniste
the tally. Ben-Veniste watched the indictment placed into the grand-jury log. The grand jury left
for home, and Ben-Veniste went downstairs to the fourth-floor offices of United States Attorney
Whitney North Seymour. “I want to tell the Speaker about this myself,” Seymour said.After his
phone call, the federal indictments of Nathan Voloshen and Martin Sweig were released to the
public. Voloshen had backslapped and smiled his way into the company and confidence of
Martin Sweig, whose life had been spent as assistant to the Speaker of the House John
McCormack. Out of this great friendship between Voloshen and Sweig grew a few small
schemes, all of which were conducted over the telephones in the Speaker’s office. In an office
such as this, in the Capitol Building itself, a telephone trumps a machine gun. Sweig and
Voloshen, most unpardonable sin, were caught.This was the first of two accidents which brought
Tip O’Neill to the Majority Leadership of the House of Representatives, to a position from which
he could, in 1974, do much to influence the course of a nation. But until you tell the story of the
accidents, you cannot properly tell of O’Neill in Washington in 1974.For the House of
Representatives is not an active, thoughtful body. It never acts; it always reacts. Any strong,
definite course taken by Congress in the spring and summer of 1974 was a rare instance in the
history of the House.“Nothing would have happened without O’Neill,” my own Congressman,
Benjamin Rosenthal, was saying one day. “If Hale Boggs was there, as much as I liked him
personally I just know that Nixon still would be President. The same thing with Peter Rodino. We
never would have had an impeachment vote in the Judiciary if Manny Celler were still in
charge.”At the time when Nate Voloshen and Martin Sweig began manning the phones, O’Neill
under normal progression of House politics did not seem to have much of a chance ever to get
as high as Majority Leader. The Speaker, John McCormack, a wiry, frugal New Englander—“Is
the pudding fresh today?”—was perfectly willing to live forever. Majority Leader Carl Albert
waited behind McCormack. Third in line was Majority Whip Hale Boggs of Louisiana. Below
them, all waiting, all with much strength of their own, were such as O’Neill, Hugh Carey of New
York, Morris Udall of Arizona, Edward Boland of Massachusetts, and Daniel Rostenkowski of
Illinois.In the working of Congress—up to January of 1975—there is no such thing as a man
jumping over another. Certainly not for such posts as Speaker or Majority Leader.As John
McCormack explained it to me, “One day, Mr. Sam told me that, ‘Someday you’re going to be the
Speaker of the House.’ And I stayed in the House and waited. And then one day I was the
Speaker of the House. Pray to God that it always will work the same way.”By September the
judge in the case was recommending that Sweig and Voloshen go home and get toothbrushes
for the trip to Allenwood Prison camp—John McCormack’s time was done before he wanted it to
be.He announced he was leaving Congress at the end of his term, in November of 1970. The
House elections for Speaker and Majority Leader—House Democrats vote in caucus—would
take place in January of 1971. It was assumed that the chain would move smoothly, that Carl



Albert would become Speaker and Hale Boggs the Majority Leader. The chain clicked once:
Albert was going to have no trouble. Then it clanked and went off track. Hale Boggs had
opposition. Morris Udall was going to run against him, as was James O’Hara of Michigan. The
main reason they would run against Boggs was Boggs’s own behavior over the past year. He
took a drink, old Hale did. He once held a press conference that lasted two hours and consisted
mostly of him reading from news clippings, the Bible, and from his personal appointments book.
When a reporter would arrive, Boggs would rush back to seat the reporter, then resume reading.
But when his living was threatened, Boggs shook his head, buttoned his jacket, and went to
work. He gave a large party and walked about sober and affable. Udall still seemed well ahead,
but in Hale Boggs’s office, Gary Hymel carefully went over the list of freshmen Congressmen
due to arrive in Washington in January. Boggs began calling them. When the newcomers arrived
in Washington, they came around to Boggs’s office. Could he help them? The newcomer
mentioned some personal problem with finding an apartment or a school for his children. Boggs
pressed a buzzer. An aide came in, and Boggs told him to handle the problem. The votes turned
the election for Boggs.In January of 1971, new Speaker Carl Albert and new Majority Leader
Hale Boggs sat down and discussed who would be named Whip. The candidates were Hugh
Carey of New York and Tip O’Neill of Massachusetts. Carey had bitter opposition from Brooklyn
Congressman John Rooney, an important man on the major Appropriations Committee. Rooney
was from Red Hook and spoke like it. He considered Carey, who lived on Prospect Park West in
Brooklyn, as being “Lace Curtain Irish.” It was a bitterness that started long before 1970, 150
years before at least, and it damaged Carey’s chances. O’Neill, on the other hand, was liked by
everybody and had the mantle of John McCormack still about him. O’Neill was chosen
Whip.Now, in January 1971, Tip O’Neill was the third-ranking Democrat in the House of
Representatives. Fine. But still a long way from the posts from which the illusion of power could
be used against Richard Nixon.In October of 1972, Hale Boggs went to Alaska to assist in the
campaign of Congressman Nick Begich. Boggs went this far because Begich had voted against
him in the 1970 election for Democratic Majority Leader. The theory of Hale Boggs, and any
other politician who has more than a cabbage for a head, is that you immediately try to win over
the man who voted against you. Go to any lengths. In this case, Anchorage, Alaska. On the night
of October 15, 1972, Boggs, exhausted from a full day’s tour of that part of the territory, decided
he was not going to punish himself and get up at 7:00 a.m. to catch the commercial flight from
Anchorage to Juneau. Begich chartered a private plane. The pilot, Don Jonz, flew down from
Fairbanks on the night of the 15th. He called the weather bureau before he went to bed. “Looks
like I’m not going to Juneau,” he said. When he woke up in the morning, the weather was still
bad. Jonz went to the airport anyway. He fueled the plane and taxied over to the terminal. His
plane was a twin-engined Cessna 310. The destination, Juneau, was 560 miles to the southeast,
a long, tiring flight in such a small plane. Jonz didn’t expect anybody to be at the terminal. He
was surprised therefore to see Begich and Russell Brown, his administrative assistant, talking
forcefully to a tired, thoroughly wary Boggs. There were, Begich said, television commitments in



Juneau and the dinner was a sell-out because of Boggs’s appearance. Boggs shrugged and got
into the plane. Jonz took the plane out to the runway. It was nine o’clock. He had not expected to
be flying in the cold, murky weather. But it did not necessarily disturb him. At thirty-eight, Jonz
had been flying in Alaska for ten years. “You gotta be willing to cheat the devil,” he told people.
He wrote an article for a flying magazine which was entitled, “Ice Without Fear.” He flew this time
without a personal emergency locator transistor. He had left it at home, in Fairbanks. As the
plane left the runway, the weary, uncomfortable Boggs looked at the cold rain streaming down
the windows. The plane was heard from once, just before it went through a mountain pass. Then
never again. At nine that night Mrs. Lindy Boggs was notified in Washington that her husband
was missing. She called Gary Hymel, Boggs’s administrative assistant, who was home watching
the Monday-night football game on television. They left for Alaska the next day. The military
meanwhile put on an exhaustive search—private and military planes spent 3600 hours covering
325,000 square miles. There was nothing.On November 7, Tip O’Neill voted in North
Cambridge, then slipped off to the airport with Leo Diehl. They flew to Washington. That night, in
the Whip’s office, they began taking election returns. Thomas Hale Boggs, Jr., and Gary Hymel
joined them. Throughout the night, O’Neill made casual calls to friends who had won elections.
He also made calls to the new Democratic Congressmen. All the new winners were flattered and
some awed by receiving a call in their local headquarters from the House Democratic Whip. As
the night went on, O’Neill, Boggs, and Hymel talked about the Majority Leader’s position. On
Wednesday morning, Tommy Boggs arranged for O’Neill to call Mrs. Lindy Boggs. Tommy
Boggs sat next to Tip O’Neill as he spoke to Mrs. Boggs about the post her husband had held.
“Well, all I can tell you is that we have to be practical,” she said. “If Hale were around here in a
similar situation, he’d be about to want to get started.” When O’Neill hung up, Leo Diehl began
punching phone buttons. Three people began to help him place calls to the Congressmen
scattered all over the country. Leo knew from the start that it was going to be all right. And Leo
was holding Teno Roncalio of Wyoming.“He’s talking to Brademas, Teno, and the second he
gets off, I’ll put you through.”“Is this for the Majority Leadership?” Roncalio said.“Yes, it is, he
wants to ask for your vote,” Diehl said.“Oh, hell, I’m voting for him anyway. Let me hang up and
get off your back. He doesn’t have to ask for my vote.”“Yeah, but he’s going to ask you anyway,”
Leo said.By Wednesday night, O’Neill had sixty-three committed votes. On Thursday, he put
together forty-six. On Friday, they came up with eleven more. This gave him a hundred twenty
votes. He was one shy of a majority of the Democratic caucus. In New Orleans, Gary Hymel
went to a gathering for Mrs. Lindy Boggs at the home of Hale Boggs’s brother, Archie Boggs.
Congressman F. Edward Hébert of Louisiana was there. Hébert had been the city editor of the
New Orleans States when Gary Hymel was a reporter. At the reception, Hymel said to Hébert,
“Eddie, you always said to call you if I needed something. And I need you now.” Hébert listened.
“Tell Tip he has my vote,” he said. Hymel went to the phone. He caught O’Neill in Logan Airport in
Boston. O’Neill got the news at the airport counter that he was Majority Leader of the House. He
and Leo Diehl left the airport singing.Congressman Sam Gibbons of Florida announced that he



too would run for Majority Leader. He made no impact and withdrew on December 26. On
January 2, 1973, the 93rd. House Democratic Caucus reelected Carl Albert as Speaker. Then
Sam Gibbons got up and said, “Tip, I am going to tell you something that nobody else in this
room can. You haven’t got an enemy in the place.”It came another way for Peter Rodino.One
night in February of 1972, I was starting to fall asleep on the Eastern Airlines 10:00 p.m. shuttle
from Washington to New York when a hand grabbed my shoulder and shook it. Standing in the
aisle was Meade H. Esposito, the Democratic leader of Brooklyn.“Hey, where were you tonight,
you should have come to the party,” he said.“What party?”“The party they gave for me. Manny
Celler threw a party for me. He had two hundred and fifty Congressmen and Senators come
around to meet me. He said I was the greatest political leader in the country. Manny gave it for
me in this big room the Judiciary Committee has. You ought to see the size of the room Manny
has.”Esposito took a seat. In front of him sat Eugene Gold, the Brooklyn District Attorney.
Esposito slapped Gold on the head.“Look at this guy, I make him District Attorney and what does
he do? Arrests two Italians a day and says he’s doing his job.”Meade then held up a
plaque.“Here, see what they did for me? They gave me a plaque. That’s Manny Celler’s work. He
has all the Congressmen and Senators give me a plaque for political leadership. Isn’t that
something?”Meade held the plaque and looked at it for a full minute. Then he shrugged and put
it down.“One thing about the plaque that’s good, it’s a small plaque so I can shove it up my ass
like I’m supposed to.”“What was the whole thing about?” I asked him.“This is how Manny runs a
campaign,” Meade said.“He gives me a plaque and I’m supposed to make sure everything is all
right in his district. He never comes around. Well, what’s the difference? I’ll take care of things for
him.”“He has no trouble, has he?”“Well, there’s some broad says she’s going to run against him
in the primary or something. You know these freaking broads. Who knows what she wants? It
don’t matter. How the hell can you run against the Chairman of the House Judiciary Committee?
Manny’s a national landmark.”On a morning a month later, I stopped into Woerner’s Restaurant
on Remsen Street in Brooklyn, just downstairs from Esposito’s headquarters, and Meade, in a
back booth, waved for me to sit down.“I don’t know what to do, I can’t get this freakin’ Liz
Holtzman out of the race.”“Who is that?”“The broad running against Manny Celler.”“Well, is it a
fight, or what?”“Nah. Shouldn’t be a fight. It’s just that this Manny, you know, he never comes
around. And I hear this girl, she’s got all kinds of young girls running around for her. Indians.
Freaking squaws. I’ve tried to talk her out of the race, but it looks like I can’t do it. Maybe Manny
better get his ass up here and see some people. That plaque he gave me can’t go out and
campaign for him.”On March 29, Elizabeth Holtzman, a thirty-year-old attorney, announced she
was running in the Democratic primary against Emanuel Celler, eighty-four, the famous
Chairman of the House Judiciary Committee.“As far as I’m concerned, she doesn’t exist,” Celler
announced.The years had destroyed Celler’s ability to see. By this time he thought of himself as
actually holding power, rather than holding the illusion of power.The next morning, Ms. Holtzman
was on the subway platform handing out literature describing Celler’s interest in legislation that
helped Fishback & Moore, a company he held interest in.Only 23 per cent of the people in the



district voted in the June primary. Elizabeth Holtzman received 15,596 votes; Emanuel Celler
had 14,896. By the margin of 610, she was in Congress. The fabled Celler was retired, and in a
Washington apartment on the morning of June 21, a virtually unknown Congressman, Peter
Rodino of Newark, New Jersey, found he was the next Chairman of the House Judiciary
Committee.The primary election between Holtzman and Celler could be considered one of the
most meaningful elections the nation has had. If Celler had won, he would have dominated the
impeachment process with the Judiciary Committee, as he dominated everything about the
Committee for his thirty years as Chairman. Brilliant but egotistical, he would have been quite
abrasive in such a delicate process. Particularly to needed Republican votes. Celler’s large
private law practice certainly would have been brought up, much more searchingly than
Elizabeth Holtzman had been able to do in Brooklyn. For so many years, Celler had regarded
himself as both brilliant and above the normal rules. Any detailed accounting of his personal
business would have badly damaged the impeachment process in the Judiciary.One day, while
the Judiciary was studying the case behind’ closed doors, I ran into Celler, coming off a shuttle
at Washington. “What do you think of how they’re doing?” he said. “They’re taking too much time.
They’re trying to get it bipartisan. That can’t be done. The other side is only going to make it a
partisan issue at the end anyway. So you might as well just go right ahead and call them on it.
What was it Macbeth said, ‘If it is going to be done at all, better it be done right away.’ ” He was
stooped and his legs seemed unsteady. But his voice was strong. He certainly could have run
impeachment hearings. But I kept wondering about his idea of shoving the vote down
Republican throats. At that moment, Peter Rodino was carefully, delicately, trying to put together
the group of Republicans and Southern Democrats that would give him the vote he needed to
convince Congress and the country.Later that November afternoon, Rodino complained about
the pressures to Francis O’Brien, his administrative assistant. O’Brien is small, dark-haired, and
with a serious face. He had worked for Mayor John Lindsay in New York; at the time of
widespread prison riots O’Brien was assigned to be the Mayor’s liaison with police who were
lined up at the House of Detention in Kew Gardens, in Queens. The police inclination was to
storm the prison. O’Brien’s was to wait. In a prison riot, time never killed anybody. The
disturbance ended without a death. When the Lindsay term of office was running out, O’Brien,
through his brother, and relatives in Newark, found there was a position open on Congressman
Rodino’s staff: Rodino, Washington and, in the background, possible impeachment of a
President. This dictated an energy and enthusiasm in O’Brien which was visible almost
immediately to Rodino. Francis O’Brien also had a mother who is Italian, which is not considered
a deterrent by Rodino. Now, as O’Brien listened to Rodino complain about his arguments with
O’Neill, he kept thinking of one name.“It must be a Republican,” Rodino said.“I know one
Republican,” O’Brien said. “John Doar.”On November 20, John Doar was in his office at the
Bedford-Stuyvesant Restoration Corporation on Fulton Street in Brooklyn, in the center of the
largest nonwhite area in the northern part of the country. Doar’s phone rang with a call from
Abraham Goldstein, Dean of the Yale Law School.“There’s a funny question I have to ask you,”



Goldstein said. “Would you be interested in being the special counsel to the Chairman of the
House Judiciary Committee?”“Yes, I would.”“Well, that’s all I have to ask you,” Goldstein
said.“Well, good-by,” John Doar said.He knew enough to go back to his work and not let the
possibilities plague him. The Bedford-Stuyvesant, two-and three-story scarred brownstones and
ramshackle wooden houses, rags stuck in broken windows against the winter, sprawls for miles.
The Restoration Corporation, private and public money, was an idea of Robert Kennedy when
he was the Senator from New York. Restore entire blocks, with local labor, and have the streets
stand there as an example and inspiration for what can be done in the ghetto if an orderly
attempt is made. You drive through the broken streets and the heart suddenly is lifted by a
swatch of pastel-colored fronts, gleaming black iron railings, gas lamps on the stoops, brightly
painted window frames. John Doar came to the Restoration Corporation in 1968 from the Justice
Department. He had been in the Justice Department since 1958, arriving as an Eisenhower
Republican from Wisconsin. In 1961, new Attorney General Robert Kennedy was afforded one
look at John Doar’s work. Bobby Kennedy’s blue eyes flashed. “Isn’t there some way that we can
have his door locked so he can’t leave us?” Kennedy said. “It wouldn’t look terribly nice for me to
be chasing after him down the street, would it?”By the end of the summer of 1973, John Doar
felt he had little more to give to Bedford-Stuyvesant. After nearly fifteen years of long hours and
low public-service salaries he had college educations to worry about. He’ decided it was time to
earn money and intended to leave before Christmas. That was before the phone call from Yale,
and the one that followed some days later from Francis O’Brien.“Would you like to come down
one night and talk to the Chairman?” O’Brien said.Doar said he would, and a date was made.
Francis O’Brien had never met John Doar, but he knew him. John Doar is a legend to anybody
who has worked the streets of this country and has had to work with the tensions and fears
brought about by the divisions of race and class.
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