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To Gudrun

Life-Giver


Author’s Note

This book had its beginning as a magazine assignment in the fall of 1973—to cover a Graham crusade in North Carolina at a time when Watergate was still fitfully unfolding forth. Very soon, though, I began to suspect that the story of Billy Graham and what had become his peculiar meaning in the life of this country might be a matter somewhat larger than a magazine exercise. It seemed to me that Graham presented one of those figures in whom something elemental in the character of a people and an age—in this case, Mid-America since World War Two—comes into a singular focus. It wasn’t only that he had served for over two decades as high pastor to the proud and mighty and prosperous of the land. More than that, he himself constituted something like the very embodiment of the common American righteousness—what has lasted, really since Plymouth, as the particular American sense of the upright, the American godliness and goodness.
How I wanted to tell this story, though, was through frequencies of feeling, mood, characterization—of realization—fuller to the reality than simple blank reportage or essay-like critiquing: that is, while carefully answering to the journalistic integrities of accuracy and equitableness, to write about the entire man and the entire matter with the deepest possible registers and sensings. Through all the years that Graham has abided as a familiar presence in the nation’s popular life, it seems the actuality of the man himself—his personal heft and textures and humors—has continued to be rather vaguely, flatly apprehended. He has existed in the general perception largely as a cliché, a kind of animated manikin. One reason for this, I think, is that all wider-range book takes of him have been more or less the handiwork of specially interested parties—whether diligently admiring or indicting, all principally arguments with their homiletic points to make. But the interests of neither commendation nor censure ever serve the fullest understandings, because life and human character are finally larger than all polemics, all forensics.
What I began to find was that there had accreted over the years a virtual Comstock Lode of unmined lore on Graham and his career, along with a multitudinous cast of attendant players throughout his past who had never really been engaged for a truly deep-dimensioned biography of him. At the same time, having grown up myself as the son of a Southern Baptist preacher in much the same religious barometrics that made up Graham’s world, I felt in a way that I already knew him, in a sense that I’d known him all my life. One must still remain always wary of such presumptions, of course. But after tracking through all the ponderous archive of commentary that has accumulated after Graham through the years, and then passing a long time among all that material out in the field, I wanted to commence the writing as if no one had ever tried to tell it before—so that, when it was finished, both Graham’s faithful and his critics, as well as those simply curious about him, would at the least know the man as they’d never known him before.
 
Perhaps I should indicate at the outset that the research—a more detailed record of which can be found at the close of this story—over thirty volumes alone on Graham and his career, extensive newspaper files, along with some 280 magazine pieces from 1949 to the present, but most of all a long succession of interviews ranging from Charlotte to Los Angeles to Toronto to Tampa, which included Graham and members of his family, his associates and old acquaintances, a number of whom I returned to for second and third sessions, continuing on in this live research until I reached a point where I found material beginning to repeat to a substantial degree. In some cases, I have elected to leave a source unnamed, even though it was not requested, when it seemed that specific identification might afford that party unnecessary discomfiture. In every instance possible, though, for what I considered especially pertinent or novel details, I tried to plot a coordinate of at least two sources, and often wound up with more. Certain remarks or circumstances or situations that I may have encountered first in reading I posed again to Graham and his people or other parties, not only for confirmation but for a fuller illumination and amplification. In particular, aspects and descriptive specifics of scenes in the past, if not actually mentioned in reference sources, came from direct queries—down to such details as “What do you remember the weather being like that afternoon?…In what tone of voice do you remember hearing him say that?” I also visited as many as possible of this story’s settings that have remained virtually the same—for instance, the grounds of that moss-muffled Bible academy outside Tampa with its golf course where, one anguished late night almost forty years ago, Graham more or less relinquished the earth and gave himself up to heaven. In addition, for other particulars of description, I consulted slide collections, old photographs, private film reels dating back to around 1938, and, at Graham’s World Wide Studios in Burbank, unedited footages and film documentaries going back to 1949.
The interviews with Graham himself included a first talk of perhaps two hours at his home above Montreat, North Carolina; scattered periods with him through a crusade in San Diego; but most of all, two marathon sessions over two separate days in Montreat, both of which lasted almost literally from breakfast straight through on past dusk.
 
It may be that, for this sort of biography, one just naturally, unconsciously, enters into a self-identification with one’s subject that would be something like an experiential, Stanislavski method of biography—in a way, one becomes for a while who and what one will be writing about; one comes to exist inside of it all in a kind of suspension of one’s own sensibilities and persuasions. In this instance, at least, very soon on moving into the live research out in the field, I was taken not only with a huge liking for and empathy with Graham, but with the greatest enthusiasms about everything around him. But the difficulty is that, when one arrives at the point where one has to begin the actual writing of it, one necessarily must withdraw into a detachment, a remove almost of impersonality—the only way, interposing that distance, to recognize the largest, last realities of the matter. And in this last stage of the work, one is totally alone, one belongs to no loyalties whatsoever other than the important meanings of the man and the story.
Whatever may be their differences now with the imports of this personal history of Graham and his ministry, to Graham himself and his people I would like to say that, among those final detached perspectives out of which it was written, was assuredly to measure and play everything against the nature and implications of Jesus’ own ministry and message—against the original. So in that sense, it can be considered also a religious account—in fact, for it to have any real authenticity, no way it could have escaped that.
 
Last, I must express my great appreciation to the following: to Billy’s family and his community of friends, but especially to Billy himself for his time and his openness; to Roger Donald, senior editor at Little, Brown, for both his logistical and editorial ministrations that carried this book on through to delivery, and to his wife, Diana, for her own gallant courtesies and graciousness; for a varied range of other assistances, to James T. Roe III, Sterling Lord, Robert Silvers, Berry Stainback, Steve Gelman, Jonathan Larsen, Franklin Ashley, Ed Kopeschka, Robert She-heen, Timothy Skidmore; in a more personal way, to Anne and Jack Williamson, and Emily and Joe Cumming, simply for splendid times of congregating and talk that enspirited more than they could have supposed; a particular gratitude and appreciation, for their long and patient cheerfulness (and no slight secretarial assistances), to Eva Reuter, and Nona Reuter, and Thomas too—and to my mother and father, for their many vital solicitudes through the course of this work. A very special debt I owe to my children—Katrina, Carson, and Shannon—for all the time over the past two years they have not had with their father.
But finally, I owe more than I could ever recount here to Gudrun, my wife.



MARSHALL FRADY: A SON OF THE SOUTH
David Halberstam

Marshall Frady was young and singularly gifted when we first met, almost, I sometimes thought, as if he had been touched, because it all seemed to come so easily to him. We were all young writers back then, caught at the same place at the same moment in our careers, all of us a little overheated, thrilled with what we had already accomplished, but desperately wanting more. That is, we had advanced from newspapers to magazines, were making a living with words, and were being handsomely rewarded by the compliments of our peers (and mistakenly thinking that that was what mattered). We all, of course, longed for more, we all wanted to take our careers to the next level and become writers of books rather than of magazine pieces. My own sights—for we all had our literary heroes—were on men like Theodore White and Murray Kempton, and Marshall, I suspect, hungered to write novels eventually, great gothic literary masterpieces, with a fine Faulknerian undertow, for Faulkner always lived in the deepest part of Marshall’s literary subconscious.
Marshall loved words. Writers are men and women of ideas and events and words, and Marshall appreciated all of those, but he was more than anything else a man of words. He used them extraordinarily well and took uncommon pleasure in putting them in play. He was, in terms of style, the ultimate antiminimalist. His phrasing was always ornate, rich, but not, I think, florid—the words, and I think this is important, always had a purpose. He did not say simple things simply; he endowed words richly with a kind of special Fradyian touch—that is, he did not use them as an end in themselves. Quite the opposite. He had a wonderfully original literary and political sensibility, and there were always images that he was trying to create, places he wanted to take the reader. His was in no way a neutral presence. If you were reading one of his pieces, in effect visiting George Corley Wallace in Alabama or Lester Maddox in Georgia, you were always aware that Marshall was traveling with you, and that you were seeing these men through the brilliant, almost biblical prism that he supplied. He was a man of the South and a writer of the South, and because he had such a fine instinct for rogues, he could, if need be, go high South or low South. He did not, so to speak, travel on the interstate; he much preferred the old side roads, and as such most of his journeys were low South, because that was where all the rascals—he was part rascal himself—lived and played. He was, said Anne Rivers Siddons, the novelist who knew him when they were both young, half Southern aristocrat, and half Southern undertaker.
He did not just write that way, with the shadow of Faulkner over him, but he spoke that way as well. That too was completely natural, as though it were in his DNA. His father was a Baptist preacher, a man who had had to make his living by his beliefs, wits, and, lest we ever forget, his voice, in a difficult time in a poor part of the country as yet unblessed by affluence; thus the richer and more spellbinding your voice, the bigger your audience, and the fuller your collection box. Marshall always spoke reverently of his father, of the kind of man he was, with a genuine respect for what he did and the kind of life he lived; that Baptist experience was, I suspect, more a part of him than he had originally thought. He was shaped by it, by his father’s voice, blended as it was with his own formidable literary sensibility. Marshall was a Southern preacher manqué who did not want to be thought of as a preacher—though preach he did from the pages of America’s best magazines—just as he was a man of exquisite literary sensibility who did not want to be thought of as a literary swell, but whose last published work was in the pages of The New York Review of Books, which is the hometown journal of the swellest of the swells.
When you talked to Marshall, the conversation was never flat and never ordinary. I sometimes thought I could almost see the process take place—Marshall deciding what it was he wanted to say and routing it through that part of his brain where his father, Faulkner, and his other literary heroes lurked, and then in time it came out, exceptionally full, as if scripted in the nineteenth century rather than the twentieth, ready, I sometimes thought, to be set in type and printed as spoken. What you got from him, thought his friend Bill Hedgepeth, who knew him over some forty years, “was a kind of perpetual performance art.” With almost anyone else the verbal byplay might have seemed pretentious, but not with Marshall; it was simply Marshall being Marshall. Faulkner was, I thought, always with him, “an experience that a lot of Southern boys spend the rest of their lives trying to recover from,” he once wrote in a reflective, highly personal introduction to a collection of pieces called Southerners. But Frady, noted the shrewd and very admiring essayist Hal Crowther in The Oxford American, “didn’t try as hard as some.” Crowther once discovered a 255-word sentence, without a single semicolon, in that introduction to Southerners. I’m sure Willie Morris and Bob Kotlowitz, who edited him when we were at Harper’s, caught comparable manifestations of the same virus, smiled, and let them pass through into the magazine.
He was, I should add, always a wunderkind, even before he had written and published anything, always a writer, because that’s what he saw himself as being. The epiphany—that he was a writer, or at least wanted to be—had come to him while still in high school because he had been reading Shakespeare and had loved not merely the prose, but the fact that Shakespeare, on the Richter scale of durability, had lasted a long time, over four hundred years. That signified an admirable kind of immortality, unmatched by that of anyone else he knew of in Augusta. He started out as a journalist in the midsixties working for the far-from-liberal Augusta newspapers. (When his pal Will Campbell introduced him to a friend as a reporter, Marshall was irate. “I’m a journalist,” he said proudly, as if declaring a certain class distinction.) His timing in entering the profession could not have been better. It was a good time for a young Southern boy to be starting out—the entire region was caught in incipient revolution, the old order was being challenged and at least part of it was collapsing, and the darker side of its soul, which had lurked for so long just beneath the surface, had reluctantly come into the light in order to fight off the challenge. In 1966, looking for a second man in the Newsweek Southern bureau because business on the race beat was booming, Joe Cumming, the bureau chief, was told of a young man working for the Augusta newspaper in Atlanta, named Marshall Frady, all of twenty-five. That boy, he was told, surely can talk and he surely can write.
He was in effect already a star, young and strikingly good looking. Cumming interviewed him, was absolutely charmed, loved the sound of his voice and the way he thought. Still, he might have talked like a reporter, but whether he could write like one was another thing, and so Cumming asked him to write something. “He stayed up all night writing. The next morning he turned in a seventeen-page piece—I think on himself, I’m not even sure I remember what it was about. All I remember was how good it was. We hired him of course, but I knew that he was not long for Newsweek, that he was going on to other things…. He was,” Cumming added, “a warlock,” that is, an enchanter or a seducer in the way he used words. The other thing that Cumming understood, startling of itself, was that the gift had always been there, “that he had been writing that way since high school.” He worked for Newsweek for about two years, but there was always another project in the background. Two years later, in 1968, the book on George Wallace was published—and it was nothing less than an American classic. What Robert Penn Warren had done in fiction with Huey Long, Marshall Frady did in nonfiction with Long’s lineal descendant, one more in the long line of American Populist demagogues, this one with almost no redeeming side. In a way he gave Wallace more immortality than he properly deserves—if anyone remembers George Corley Wallace one hundred years from now, it may be because Marshall Frady took the time to see him and understand him and present him to us in all his true meanness and cruelty, the damage he did to so many people unsoftened by the passage of time. The book catapulted Frady to fame and great collegial admiration, if not to personal wealth. “I read it when I was a young reporter for the Huntsville Times,” said Jim Wooten, who thereupon went on to a distinguished career with The New York Times and a twenty-five-year career as one of television’s best foreign correspondents, “and I decided that if I could write something like that my life on earth would be worth it.”
The timing of that book, and of the rest of his work, is important. A profound change was taking place in nonfiction letters, driven as it was by a kind of tectonic change in the technology of communications. Television was at once destroying certain newspapers and magazines, taking their advertising away, and in their death throes a good number of them opened up their pages to a freer, more personal kind of journalism as they never had before, when they were wealthier and surer of themselves, and had insisted on a more formulaic kind of reporting. At the same time, print editors, finding that television was by far the faster carrier, were looking for something that print could offer that television could not match, places where a lone journalist armed with only a pencil could go but where a large team with a camera and sound equipment could not. The result of this, first in magazines and then later coming more slowly in newspapers, was a flowering of nonfiction writing and the coming of a more personal, more literary journalism. It was known in the beginning as the New Journalism (a title, I always thought, that was absolutely wrong—it was classic journalism that had been practiced throughout history but had been pushed aside in recent years for a rather modern, odorless version, which attempted to create a kind of bloodless objectivity). The leader of the new breed, its most expert practitioner, writing primarily for Esquire, was Gay Talese, and Marshall Frady was soon one of its leading stars. It is interesting to note that Talese, of Italian-American ancestry, in two of his most famous pieces, on Joe DiMaggio and Frank Sinatra, was exploring his own roots and ethnic subculture, and thus in some way himself, while Frady, in most of his great pieces—which constituted an epic journey in search of Southern reprobates—was also discovering his.
It was a perfect time for him to come of age as a nonfiction writer. Print was momentarily in a kind of standoff with television (though television was sure to win, and it was a standoff that would last no more than ten or fifteen years, just long enough for a writer to show his or her stuff). The libel laws were more liberal and flexible—if you were writing about a public figure, you had a lot more freedom than you would have had ten years earlier, and you could say harder, truer things without being hauled into court. At the same time a new generation of editors had effectively suspended all the old rules of what you could and could not do in a book or a magazine piece. It was an era tailor-made for Marshall; he had, I think, always been the Great Marshall Frady, even before he had written a single word, and now he was a genuine star, one of the beau ideals of a new generation, and he bore the special reputation that everyone in the business quietly seeks but is bestowed on very few indeed: he was known as a writer’s writer. It was as if somehow the gods of journalism, knowing that he was coming along, had prepared things so he could flower in his chosen profession in this wonderful, ever freer era where there were fewer rules and restraints.
Marshall and I met in 1970. The Saturday Evening Post was closing down, one more victim of the profound changes taking place in the world of journalism, marking the migration of advertising money from print to television. I had helped hire him before I met him. When the Post went down, Willie Morris, who was the editor of Harper’s and who used me as something of a literary scout, asked for a list of names from the Post that he should go after as contributing editors, and I suggested three on my first list—Joan Did-ion and John Gregory Dunne, who were married, and Marshall. Joan had already signed a contract to write a column for Life, and John Dunne wanted to write books, but Marshall quickly accepted the offer. It was the perfect mooring for him, under the aegis of Willie, who was almost preternaturally talented himself, the son then and forever of Yazoo City, Mississippi, almost professionally Southern and a great admirer of good writing (and something of a closet Faulknerite). Willie was surely the editor that Marshall had always wanted to work for, and Marshall was the writer that Willie had always wanted to publish.
Marshall was twenty-eight at the time, and Willie probably all of thirty-five. We were, I suppose, in the eyes of older colleagues, a bunch of children. Willie wanted to make Harper’s a home for writers, and he knew how to do it: he got the best writers of an era to write for him, knowing that if he published them, then the others would want to publish there as well. It was not by chance that he published a huge chunk of Bill Styron’s The Confessions of Nat Turner, nor by chance that Norman Mailer’s brilliant piece on the march on the Pentagon—arguably his best work ever—a mere one hundred thousand words or so, was published in its entirety for, as I recall, about $10,000. Willie’s way with writers was simple—he would try to find out what it was that they wanted to cover, give them their head, and trust that writers directed by both their heart and their intellect would do their best work. He was almost always right.
Harper’s was the perfect place to showcase Marshall’s great ability. It did not bother Marshall that he was in some way out of step with the times, when less was becoming more, and if you were as he was, a maximalist rather than a minimalist, the critics might on occasion come down on you. He had his voice, it was very much his own, and he was like Ted Williams and his swing—he had it, it worked, and he was not about to let anyone tinker with it. I think Marshall was the most talented of our group, the one whose work the rest of us most wanted to read when it came in. Bob Kotlowitz, who was our managing editor, once told me that of our group, Marshall was the one he most liked to edit, because there was no ceiling to his work—there was simply no telling how good he was going to be one day.
Our group did not last long. The same pressures that were destroying Collier’s, The Saturday Evening Post, Life, and Look, and eventually squeezed even Esquire, soon got to us. We had thought we were immune to those pressures because of benign ownership in Minneapolis, the fact that our editorial budget was so small—for we made about half of what our colleagues at The Saturday Evening Post had been making—and, we also thought, because the magazine was so good, but we were soon to be disillusioned. We lost money, and there was no chance that we were ever going to make any. We were—and none of us wanted to admit it, for we thought of ourselves, with the cockiness of self-employed writers, as the ultimate in professional independence—a charity case, and we were going to be treated as such by the ownership. Willie turned out to be an infinitely more talented arbiter of literary matters than of fiduciary ones. By 1971 it was over. I think it was hardest on Marshall. He was already an established star and there were offers from other magazines, but the magazine dollar, under the best of circumstances, when you had a semigenerous contract from the magazine, was even then a hard one and getting harder—it was a little like finishing up a five-thousand-meter race, stumbling over the finish line, and, as you are being revived by friends, water still being poured over your forehead, being asked by your editor what your next piece was and when he might have it. You were always behind, in terms of work promised, work delivered, bills arrived, and dollars owed to creditors.
Marshall was probably a little worse in that regard than the rest of us. He was not just a very good writer, but a surprisingly, if idiosyncratically, disciplined professional, and deadlines were always met, but he did not have a great commercial touch. Why that is, I am not sure. It was quite possible that members of the great American reading public, noting in some book review section that Frady’s book on Wallace was the definitive one, decided they already knew more about George Corley Wallace than they wanted. His books did not easily buy him the time that writers needed, and he was a world-class romantic, a little too charming on occasion for his own good, as I have suggested, much given to falling in love with love and marrying a bit too often, and he had little sense about (or for that matter interest in) how to prorate the money he got for advances over the period required to do the book in question. When he got a wonderful (for the time and for him) $100,000 advance for his book on Billy Graham, his first instinct was to throw an immense party.
It was not surprising that in time, constantly pressed by financial responsibilities, he joined the migration from print to television. He was hardly alone. The magazine world was in decline: some magazines were dying; some were merely pathologically sick; some, though successful, had become too specialized. The book world was changing too—as television became more powerful, it changed the value system of the country and the value system of print, the subject matter becoming less serious each year, more about entertainment, celebrities, and other deservedly transitory figures of the popular culture. Of all my colleagues who went over to television, I worried most about Marshall. In television, pictures or images were of the essence; words were not secondary, they were, at best, tertiary. The best television news writers I knew, Charles Kuralt and Jim Wooten, learned how to be minimalists with words—poetic men still, but their writing was the equivalent of cut-lines to the photographs, and by the nature of the medium was doomed to be understated and ancillary. Marshall was, whatever else, not a minimalist, nor much given to understatement. He went there, did well at it, but I doubt the psychic rewards were those he had sought when he started tracking Shakespeare back in high school.
Mercifully, even as he worked in television he kept writing. The subjects he took on during that career are revealing: Billy Graham, Jesse Jackson, George Wallace, and Martin Luther King and the rogues of the Southerners. “It was as if,” said Will Campbell, a great figure of the civil rights movement, a minister himself, and a kind of wannabee rogue, “he was always in search of himself—that this was all part of a lifelong journey of discovery.” Billy Graham’s people were not happy with the book when it came out, for while it was in no way harsh or unsympathetic, to no small degree it demythologized and made human the Reverend Graham. In it he sometimes seems smaller than the forces gathered around him—perhaps a bit innocent, and perhaps not worldly enough to understand the various manipulations that others, less innocent, might have in mind for him—but an immensely decent and sincere man whatever else. Writing about Graham, Marshall later said, had been unusually difficult to do. “He was more about a kind of denatured, cool, sterilized albeit Wagnerian niceness of righteousness, himself being as clean and shadowless and simple and sunny as an April morning.” When the Graham book came out there were rumbles of unhappiness from some of Graham’s people because of that, with fingers from various underlings pointed at each other as if to find out who had let this man Frady inside the tent to discover not so much the reverend’s warts as his humanity and, perhaps more than anything else, how ordinary he was. It is in that book, as Hal Crowther has acutely pointed out, that perhaps the most telling exchange of all in terms of Marshall’s own autobiography can be found. At one point Graham asks Frady, “What is your own spiritual standing?” “I would have stammered and stared,” Crowther notes, but Frady answers quite promptly. “Well, I don’t know that I have accepted Jesus exactly in the sense you would mean, but I believe in him, I love him, he’s a living reality to me.”
Marshall was drawn in a different way to Jesse Jackson, a Baptist preacher too, but very different from Graham, a black son of South Carolina, an illegitimate child, as talented a man as he is a wounded one. By the nineties, as Frady began to pursue Jackson, the Reverend Jackson had generally lost much of his standing with the senior American media people—there was a sense, for lack of a better summation, of Jackson turning into too much of a media figure, and thus something of a cartoon of himself, more oriented, and even addicted, to the presence of television cameras than perhaps to the gospel, his very cadence from the pulpit, once enthralling, now increasingly too easy to imitate and mock, regrettably more and more a caricature of what he and the movement had been. But Marshall looked a little longer, deeper, and I suspect more generously, and saw all the wounds and all the talent, bound up as they were in a tragic kind of insecurity. He was, Marshall once said in an interview about Jackson, in words at least as revealing about Frady as about his subject, “prodigious, prodigally gifted, but with chasmic insecurities despite all he’s done. That aggrieved and brooding little boy growing up solitary and outcast in Greenville is very much in him—the bottomless hungers of old hurts…I could never have guessed all this about him when I started out. But Jackson’s story is one you don’t come across every day. He’s way beyond just a journalistic or political figure. He’s fully got the magnitude of some character in say, Ibsen, Dostoyevsky, Richard Wright, Graham Greene, [or] Dreiser. Even close to the Euripidean, if I may so venture.”
I mourned slightly when Marshall went over to television. I thought that the people who ran it would never entirely respect what he was and what he did, and that turned out to be both true and untrue; to their credit they knew that they had an original, and they cut him more slack than they did most people who had comparable ambitions—if not comparable talent—and had made comparable journeys. But it was not where he should have been. Fortunately, he kept writing books even as television seduced him and he in turn seduced television. He never lost his marvelous literary skill—he retained the touch of the warlock, as Joe Cumming had put it. What is remarkable about his body of work is how well it stands up, that it is curiously timeless—as so much of the journalism of that era is not—that it comes together finally not as fragments but as a whole, a universe of George Wallace, Billy Graham, Jesse Jackson, Martin Luther King, and all the contemporary Snopeses and other tricksters and dime-store rascals who populate his book Southerners, as if all of it put together forms a kind of autobiography, a kind of chorus for what is finally a portrait of self, albeit seen through the reflections of others. But the work stands, wonderfully original, ever rich and ever fresh—“Prose too exuberant to die,” in Hal Crowther’s lovely epitaph.



Billy Graham

But the form of Billy Budd was heroic…the moral nature seldom out of keeping with the physical make…. A virtue went out of him, sugaring the sour…. Much of a child-man…he possessed that kind and degree of intelligence going along with the unconventional rectitude of a sound human nature, one to whom not yet has been proffered the questionable apple of knowledge…. Nor unaware was he of the peculiar favorable effect his person and demeanor had upon the more intelligent gentlemen of the quarterdeck….
HERMAN MELVILLE,

Billy Budd, Foretopman



PROLOGUE

—Then, from about two in the afternoon, I’m in the room. I go over the sermon. I have to be alone. Even my wife doesn’t disturb me; I like to go to the service physically refreshed. Toward the late afternoon, I lie down to about five-thirty…. I dream sometimes, in a very light sleep.
—What do you dream?
—I dream…well, I dreamed I was in another country, and they held the presidential election here, and I didn’t know who had won. I went all around asking people, but nobody would tell me who had won….

He awakes, opens his eyes into the vacant and spacious hush of his dim motel suite, the drapes drawn. For an instant, it could be a room anywhere in the world—Miami, Hong Kong, Seattle, Jerusalem—the span of carmine carpet with a pair of vaguely Mediterranean lounging chairs sitting over by the veiled window, the shadowy glaze of the television screen, glasses wrapped in cellophane resting on the tiny plastic wafer of a tray atop a frail desk, on the walls the few pale indefinite scenes of wraithy gondeliers, anonymous piazzas. There is no sound, no sign of what actually lies outside beyond the muffling fabrics of the closed drapes, only a dull lurk of light around their edges. He swings up and hangs at the edge of the bed for a moment, and then snaps on the small glow of the lamp over the telephone—this is North Carolina, of course, this is Raleigh now.
He will be leaving for the service in an hour. In the bitter white glare of the bathroom, he briefly showers, moves about with small clinks and rustlings. Before finally setting out for the stadium, standing before his own towering solitary image in the dresser mirror, he sips lightly from a cup of thin tea.
 
Already they have begun hauling in out of the wide darkening spaces of the countryside—from all directions, an endless converging of cavalcades over the dust-hazed parking field, old school buses enameled now in candy-bright tints, heaving and wheezing in one after another, strung with banners, CALVARY METHODIST CHURCH—HONK IF YOU LOVE JESUS, IMMANUEL BAPTIST CHURCH—GOD’S IN-CROWD, steadily spilling forth a scrubbed and cheerful multitude, neatly combed and barbered, matrons in spun-glass bouffants and rhinestone butterfly spectacles nestling Bibles in their arms, their men in pastel leisure suits with binocular cases slung over their shoulders, all moving in little murmurous rills and shoals everywhere over the grass with a sedate briskness—a continuous unloading under the high white flare of the stadium lights like some systematic unpacking of population out of the far comfortable deeps, the Swiss-cupboard kitchens and pine-paneled dens, the dishwasher hums and color-TV luminescences, of Inner America. They are still filling the stands, brimming on up to the last top tiers, on up to the very edge of the empty dimming sky, with faint scattered waftings of sweet perfume, soap, Aqua-Velva, pizza and fried chicken from the supper tables they have just left, toothpaste, Juicy Fruit gum, like a mingling pleasant incense tinging the chill blue evening—as the service commences with a vast organ-billowing surf of singing over the high parapets and chasms of the stadium: “O Lord, my God, when I in awesome wonder consider all the worlds Thy hands hath made; I see the stars, I hear the rolling thunder, Thy power throughout the universe displayed”—mighty Christ-anthems, exultant with virtue, surging and pealing against the pale twilight sky slowly extinguishing into night, “Then sings my soul, my Savior, God, to Thee! How great Thou art! How great Thou art!…” There is about it an authentically skin-prickling pageantry, a certain fugitive Nuremberg grandeur, its effect being to somehow translate the snug tidy modest respectability of this host of ordinary citizens suddenly into a dimension of galactic splendor; it is niceness cast on a scale of Wagnerian majesty. And as the mammoth choir behind the field platform is swelling into the last celestial cascadings of “The Lord’s Prayer,” and everyone’s head is bowed, abruptly and almost stealthily he comes striding, swiftly, over the grass along the sidelines.
Tall and preened in a shimmerous dark suit, even now at middle age he still has that look of some blond, gallant, crystal-eyed prince out of a Nordic fairy tale—young Hansel grown to a stalwart golden manhood, unaging, changeless. His Bible snuggled in one hand to his chest and his chin sturdily clamped in a resolute little smile, he moves with long rapid swipes of his legs in a small immediate space of aloneness, among an encircling bevy of security guards in sober suits, walkie-talkies cupped discreetly in their palms—an entrance curiously like a small idle reflection of the comings and goings also, in this late September of 1973, of his auspicious friend, President Nixon.
When everyone then lifts his head at the end of the choir’s chorale, he is discovered suddenly and simply delivered onto the stage down there before them. All over the stadium, there is a myriad glimmering of binoculars. Among this evening’s platform gallery of miscellaneous notables—a lieutenant governor, a football coach, a vaguely famed television songstress—he sits composed and motionless, his hands folded formally over the Bible in his lap, his long thin legs elegantly crossed and his theatrical, luxuriously maned Viking’s countenance lifted just a little in musing abstraction into the middle air, as the current Miss North Carolina swims up to the pulpit mike in a scintillant gown to trill, “I’m so excited to be here with all these people. Listen—are yawl depressed or lonely? If you are, I’ve got a little song for you,” and in a breathless little-girl’s voice, proceeds to lilt thinly, “It’s a wonderful, wonderful day….”
At last, he arises, swoops to the pulpit. “I’m going to ask now that there be no walking around, no moving of any kind, no talking.” His voice comes like an abrupt, startling clash and boom of bronze. “Only one person moving around in a great stadium like this can distract many people, and there are those here tonight who have great burdens that need to be lifted, sins that need to be forgiven—” He takes a step back from the pulpit and cocks one hand, palm downward, against his hip, his other arm swinging high like a windmill’s blade in the air over the host banked around him. “Battles will be going on all over this stadium tonight, greater battles than are ever fought on this athletic field—battles of the soul, with all eternity hanging in the balance. And while I am talking to you, there will be another voice deep down inside speaking to you. That voice will be the voice of the Spirit of God….”
From the far altitudes of the stadium, his figure is tiny and miniaturized, like a dwindled and hectically gesturing form viewed through the wrong end of a telescope, but as he circles and paces the pulpit, actually seeming to stalk it with a rapt swarming urgency, all of his movements, his long arms looping and lashing and whisking downward like a flourishing of scimitars in the air, are all minutely and precisely distinct, absolutely discernible. It’s as if he had been singularly constructed, with his El Grecan attenuation of limb, to be perceived across great distances, among huge spaces. But down at the field platform itself, there is an odd intimate calm of detachment from the throng ranged panoramically around him, as if the area here were contained within some glass bell of solitude—some secret hush of remoteness and privacy, with the magnolia leaves arrayed around the edges of the platform quietly clacking in a black night wind, the pages of his Bible ruffling and slapping in stray small whispers, his vented coattails flipping and muttering as he strides and wheels about the pulpit.
—Yes, it’s a strange thing, but when I begin to preach, I feel almost totally alone. It’s almost as if I’m not even aware of the thousands and thousands of people out there. I’m preaching just to the first six inches in front of my face….
His voice clangors beyond him in surreal amplification like the shout of a titan over the expanse of the stands. “We have seen during the past few weeks how morally weak we really are in this country. It seems almost that some sinister force has taken hold of our country and is ripping it apart….” In fact, it is a period, with the Senate Watergate Hearings still in progress, when magnesium flares seem to be dropping everywhere over dark unsuspected landscapes of evil in Washington, but this is his only allusion, random and fleeting, to those successive lurid illuminations that have begun now inexorably approaching the person of the President himself, his old confidant. “Listen—” and he pulls far back from the pulpit, flinging high one arm with his Bible sagging from his hand, his other hand outstretched and tautly slicing, fanning back and forth “—if I didn’t know my name was written in the book of life, you couldn’t drag me out of this stadium tonight, I would stay in this stadium until I knew!” His voice, with its haughty and faintly autocratic East Shore society intonations, is like a ringing of cymbals in a canyon. “You can say of Jesus Christ what you will, you can say he was a great revolutionary, you can say he was mad, you can say he was the son of the living God—” and he lunges back into the pulpit again, smacking down his Bible, and leans urgently forward, his eagle’s profile edged with a bright dazzle against the high batteries of field lights, his eyes crackling with an arctic brilliance of some icy fierceness, as he unleashes his long arms straight out in front of him with both fists desperately clenched “—but he loves you, loves you, loves you! loves you!”
Finally, as the choir behind him begins massively hymning “Just as I Am,” he calls, “I’m going to ask you now to come. Up here—down here—” One lifted arm planes and arcs about him in the air, palm extended, as if stroking the vast spaces around him. “You, way up there in those last rows, you might say, ‘But it’s a long way from up here.’ It ought to be a hundred times as far; Christ carried a cross all the way up to Calvary to die for you—” Already they are beginning to ripple down the aisles, to sift heavily down out of the stands, flowing on out across the floodlit Easter-green field. “That’s it, that’s it. A little voice down inside is speaking to you, telling you that you need to come. That voice is the voice of the Holy Spirit, wooing you, asking you to come and give your life over to Christ, who died for your sins. I want you to come. You can find a new life here tonight by a complete surrender to Jesus Christ. You may be a church member, you may not be, but you’ve never had that living encounter with God, something’s missing in your life. Father, mother, young person—you need to come. You may never have another moment like this one. If you don’t come tonight, you may never come, you could go out of this stadium tonight and have your life taken from you before the sun rises tomorrow. That’s it, come on. You stand at the crossroads of life. There’s still time. I want you to come….”
By now, there has collected around the platform a wide lake of uplifted faces, vague of expression, as if mildly dazed. Others are still filtering across the field. The choir sings on, like the soft persistent slow concussions of tide on distant reefs, “…to rid my soul of one dark blot, to Thee whose blood can cleanse each spot, O Lamb of God, I come….” His arms crossed over his Bible and his head slightly bowed with one forefinger curled over his chin, he stands finally silent, still, looming tall above the starburst sprays of gladioluses and lilies around the pulpit, alone against the blind inky sky, draped now in a pale luminous raincoat against the mist that has begun ghosting down.
 
Some two and a half years later, one spring morning over a year after Nixon’s fall, up in the high hushed air of North Carolina’s mountains, on up a narrow looping drive twining along a deep plunge of woods down through far spills of space, on beyond the fortress-like stone ramparts of his gate, at his tidy gray log-and-shingle home curled and scrolled in primroses and morning glories, he comes around the side of the house—emerging suddenly out of a glimmer of leaves with a curiously lurching and off-tilt lope, a precipitous and galumphing eagerness. He greets his visitor, a stranger who has flown up that morning, with a huge glad grin flaring lavishly under his dark sunglasses, yet there seems in his manner some vague momentary falter of abashment, distraction—his commodious hand-shake loose and tentative, in the cordial blare of his voice some vapor gap of light uncertainty—a furtive shyness that is faintly startling after all the awesome theatre of those stadiums over the years.
They amble on back through the archway of leaves to his sideyard, a flat glittering expanse of lawn as immaculately mown as a golf green, immediately giving off, beyond a split-rail fence, to emptiness—a giddying measureless swoop of mountain ridges heaving off into lost blue distances. Here, on the brick-floored veranda running along the side of the house, he settles into one of the rocking chairs distributed along its length that were shipped up to him by Lyndon Johnson from Johnson’s own porch gallery along the Pedernales—his rambling storklike frame, garbed now in an old golf sweater limply buttoned once over his checkered slacks, arranged in the rocker in a loose lounging slouch. On a small table beside him, a Bible lies plopped open among a disarray of papers with notes, notions, phrases dappled over them in scrawls of red ink.
“Of course,” he grins, the sunglasses still over his eyes, “you know we bought all the land for this place way back when we were able to get it for only about twelve dollars an acre. We’d never have been able to afford what it’s probably worth now.” After a few more moments, he blurts, “By all means, call me Billy, please; I’d certainly be uncomfortable if you didn’t. Why goodness, man, I’m just like any other fella you’d meet along the side of the road out there,” and he tosses his long arm widely out at the airy mountainscapes around him, and with that, removes his glasses at last—his eyes are strangely clear and transparent like light held in quartz, like the translucent eyes of a leopard.
A housekeeper presently materializes from the mirror-windowed silences of the house, bringing out a simple lunch of fruit salad and mint tea. He hunches over his spindly tray-table, his elbows propped on the sides of the rocker, and delivers a short casual prayer, mentioning the stranger sitting across from him—“And Lord, we’d ask you to bless him and bless his family, and be with us in our talk here this morning.” It has the peculiar effect of producing in the stranger, as he hears this with bowed head, an unexpected little interior bloom of gratitude. They chat then idly over lunch in the chapel-like quiet of the late morning, a washed glistening morning in early April, with no other sound than the scattered ring of birds in the steep woods around. Hanging over his tray with his plank-end knees splayed wide underneath, he snatches another gulp of tea, swipes at his mouth with his paper napkin, and then inquires amiably, almost incidentally, “And you, what is your own spiritual standing?”
“Well, I don’t know that I have accepted Jesus exactly in the sense you would mean, but I believe in him, I love him, he’s a living reality to me. I’m a Christian, yes, though a terribly imperfect and faltering one.”
He grins generously. “Well, I would say that’s the case with all of us—we all are.”
He leans back in his rocker, slinging one leg sideways over his knee, his spacious winglike hands folded now over his shallow waist, and continues his leisurely, random reflections over what has happened to him through the past thirty years: “I heard just the other day, you might be interested, there’s somebody doing a study now of the effects of all our crusades in Europe. They say they’ve found over twenty-five different religious groups and movements all over Europe that have come directly out of our work over there. I was amazed, I had no idea there was anything like that, but that’s what they tell me they’ve found….”
Eventually he mentions Johnson. “You know, he made me stay at the White House every time I was in Washington, he just wouldn’t let me stay anywhere else. He’d call me up and say, ‘What are you doing over there, you know your room’s waiting over here, get on over here now.’ The White House became almost my hotel whenever I was up there. But that was back then before—”
And for an instant, his expansive grin goes flat: he announces then with a slightly louder and toneless clang of resolute blitheness in his voice, “But, uh, of course, never again. I mean—” and he gives a quick little cough of a laugh “—I’ve had my turn getting mixed up in politics, you can be sure of that. Oh, no, never again.” It is no more than a momentary passing rumor of unease, a shadow’s flicker glimpsed and gone in the morning’s calm sunniness. “We’ll be going back over to Europe next month,” he cheerfully continues. “I’ll be holding several meetings in Germany. Wonderful things are beginning to happen among the young generation in Germany, I think, and among the young people all over Europe, for that matter….”
The aide who drove the visitor up from the airport now appears from the house to report that he has managed to arrange for a seat on a flight that afternoon back out of Asheville, a flight that the visitor had been told only a few hours earlier was fully booked. Billy tilts forward in his rocker. “I’m sorry you have to go. I wish we had more time, I really do; I’ve enjoyed talking with you. But I look forward to getting together with you more later on.” Conducting the visitor on back around to the front driveway where the aide’s station wagon is parked, he declares, “We’ll be praying for you,” and gives him two pats on the back. “All right now, have a good trip back. Good-bye now.” He pauses a few seconds longer in the drive, wearing his gracious splendid grin as he loftily hangs there with that vague dangling awkwardness again, giving his arm one last loose wave as the station wagon pulls on away. Then he turns and disappears with his lunging lope back through the leaves.
But some touching sensation of benediction lingers on the way back down the mountain. It’s as if his simple presence has the effect of a kind of blessing—leaves a mellowness afterward of a spontaneous, guileless, eager, fond absorption and regard. But more than that, one is left with a surprising sense in him of an ineffable utter innocence, as clear and blameless as that crystalline mountain morning. It prompts the stranger to turn and declare to the aide behind the wheel, “I have to tell you, I’ve never gotten off of anyone I’ve ever met such a feeling of natural goodness—sheer elemental goodness. What a wickedness it would be to ever visit mischief on a soul like that.” And then one realizes—he’s Billy Budd. Melville’s welkin-eyed Billy. He has exactly that quality of raw childlike unblinking goodness. He could be Adam just stepped forth out of the soft flare of his own creation, strolling bright and silvery-eyed in the Garden….
 
He has endured. Since his first exuberant emergence back in those brave sunny simplicities of America right after victory in World War Two, he has somehow kept imperviously preserved through all the attritions and abrasions of the years—the duresses of the Cold War, racial convulsions, assassinations, Vietnam, the street melees of the Sixties, finally Watergate—that chaste glamour of Sunday-morning sanctity. It has been a phenomenon not without its mysteries. An affable and vibrantly ordinary farm boy out of the bland midlands of North Carolina, suddenly glaring it seemed out of nowhere, Billy Graham has abided ever since as a folk totem-figure, virtually a mythic eminence, in the popular life of the nation: the icon, the breathing, bodied image of the native American rectitude.
The magnitude of his meaning to his vast constituency has reached registers of the uncanny. Through the little mountainside community just below his high-fenced home, there browses a ceaseless traffic of cars, station wagons, campers, church buses, passing endlessly through the seasons in private pilgrimages from all over the continent. At word some years ago that he was suffering from a small blood clot behind his retina, telegrams immediately came milling in from devotees offering to furnish him one of their own eyes, and after he underwent an operation following a kidney attack, his doctors received a blizzard of letters pleading for at least one of his kidney stones. From the multitudes that surround him in his stadium services, scrawled notes to him are slipped into the collection plates, making up a kind of unspoken collective psalming of communion between him and his masses—“Thank you Jesus! for Dr. Graham!…Rev. Dr. Billy Graham, I am a Christian, baptized twice. This year I’ve developed a problem only God can cure and I’m waiting and praying for his help. What I have is Amyothropic Lakral Sclerosis. Please pray for my cure…. Please do not permit the unjust criticisms of pseudo prophets to undermine your strength…. We love you We hope you will honor our humble request to just meet you. God bless you…. God bless a very beautiful godly like person.” The reflexes of these faithful to any intimations of impoliteness toward him are instantaneous, massive, and tend toward the sulfurous: when the Charlotte Observer once carried a less than enchanted commentary on him by columnist Bob Lancaster, one of the letters that batted in advised briskly, “Bob Lancaster would be better off playing with lightning than someone of the spirit of God…. Bob Lancaster, and you people, too, had better ask God to have mercy on your souls. The Lord said, ‘Touch not my anointed.’…There’s going to be people praying—you watch.”
To the conventional sophistication over the years, he has always seemed somehow unaccountable—never much more than a kind of marceled Tupperware Isaiah. But he has simply, obliviously outlasted all the cynicisms of those particular Philistines, as if he has all along inhabited some medium, some physics of reality, finally beyond their ken. He has seemed as undamageable, unshatterable as chromium. To his own enormous congregation over the obscure expanses of the American interior, he has remained the imperishable demi-angel of the common righteousness. At the same time, not incidentally, he has acted as standing high chaplain, a kind of staunch-jawed American Jaycee Wolsey, to successive generations of the proud and powerful of the land. Whatever else, he has transmuted into a peculiar sort of megacelebrity, megastar of his age: his rangy wheat-haired form has been personally beheld, the reverberant bay of his voice immediately heard, by more people over the face of the earth than any other single human being in the history of the race.
The truth is, growing up a genial and lambently handsome but sturdily uncomplicated country youth, he simply happened to be somehow, somewhere stricken by a staggering passion for the pure, the sanitary, the wholesome, the upright—a transport has since proven, by almost any measure, epic. It has been suggested more than once that behind his highly varnished dramatic handsomeness and lordly bearing of Elijah-like authority, there dwells only a bright emptiness. But as one old acquaintance notes, “He can walk into a room full of people, there can be Senators and Cabinet officers and even a king or two in there, but immediately they’re all silent for just an instant, just a little hold of breath—and then they’re all humming and swatting around him like they were just popped with about ten thousand watts of electricity.” If nothing else, his presence holds the mystic voltages of a certain order of greatness—a monumental certitude that, in its own way, approaches the heroic.
“The simple secret of Graham’s genius,” one religious commentator suggests, “is his own feeling of just a natural closeness with the reality of Jesus. He lives totally in that. That’s what his prodigious certainty, his absolute unflappability owe to. It’s as if nothing whatsoever—criticism, calamities, any adversities on this earth—can ever intrude between him and that feeling of a personal intimacy with Jesus.” Graham has explained on occasions his own sense of Jesus: “He was no sissy. I have seen so many pictures of Jesus as a frail, sad-faced weakling with a soft, almost feminine figure, that I am sick of it. You can be sure he was straight, strong, big, handsome, gracious, courteous,” he would boom—as in Berlin’s Olympic stadium once, standing tall and sun-gilded against a bare enameled blue sky with his golden hair whipping in a chill breeze—“All over the world, young people are searching for something to believe in. They want security. They want to be controlled. I believe Jesus Christ can become that controller! I’m not believing in some effeminate character. I’m believing in a real he-man, a real man who had a strong jaw and strong shoulders. I believe that Jesus Christ was the most perfectly developed physical specimen in the history of the world. He never had sin to deform his body. His nervous system was perfectly coordinated with the rest of his body. He would have been one of the great athletes of all times. Every inch a man! I can believe in that Christ! I can follow that Christ!” As he further defined him once, “One of Jesus’ most appealing traits was his wide-ranging sociability. He was gregarious and companionable…. Among the patricians of Jerusalem he was a sought-after guest. Yet ‘the common people heard him gladly.’ He spoke their language—simple, forthright, familiar—not the lofty rhetoric of the rabbis and intelligentsia.”
On the whole, Jesus emerges in Graham’s perception of him as a figure remarkably not unlike Graham himself. And in fact, as one Baptist cleric privately muttered while a Graham crusade was underway in his town, “To most churchgoing folks in this country, Billy Graham has become nothing less than the nearest thing to Jesus on this earth. He’s sort of like Christ’s American son.” Indeed, the singular significance of Billy Graham through the deepening disquiets of the American experience since its last great triumphant war is that he has endured as the incarnation, the very articulation into flesh of the native American ethic: he has derived directly, acted directly out of the very quick of Inner America’s sense of virtue and guilt, decency and dishonor, goodness and evil. One close associate over two decades, John Connally, has pronounced him “the conscience of America.” An old friend allows, “In a way—never having really been sullied himself by defeat, or poverty, or tragedy, eternally optimistic and enthusiastic—Billy Graham is America….”
But for all the executive suites and chandeliered chambers of power through which he moves now so easily and familiarly, he carries with him a sense that, behind his finely tended tan and ambassadorial coiffure and sleek excellent suits, there still lurks just a long and gangly country-grown Candide, plain as a cornstalk. One morning in the midst of his crusade in Raleigh, as he stood on the sidewalk outside a downtown church chatting convivially with a huddle of local ministers, he had about him the air of merely a lank and amicable hill boy arrived now at a well-cured middle age, gone only a bit gauntish, casually hugging his Bible to his chest in his folded arms with his beltless slacks gently bagging from the slightest loose sag of a paunch below his middle coat-button. From his boyhood on his father’s dairy farm, there still seems a quality about him, like a lingering ambiance from all those years of milking twenty cows every day, of fresh cream and butter and custard, a certain pasteurized dairy-like mildness.
But it is no accident that he has wound up now with his image translated into a stained-glass window in Washington’s National Presbyterian Cathedral. He constitutes finally the apotheosis of the American Innocence itself—that plain, cheerful, rigorous, ferociously wholesome earnestness which, to some, as one Egyptian editor put it during the days of Vietnam, “has made you nice Americans the most dangerous people on the face of the earth.”
 
Perhaps part of it is that we are a nation that began stray-born as an urchin and foundling of history, pastless, abruptly blurting forth out of nothing but a proposition, a doctrine, and even yet have never really concluded exactly who we are. Instead, it’s as if some fitful unspoken duality and ambivalence has run through our experience from our very inception: that original didactic from Plymouth’s starch-collared theocracy of probity and diligence and order and conscientiousness that has ever since made up the commonplace beatitudes of our daylit world—the world of Eisenhower and Norman Rockwell and The Reader’s Digest—all the while in dim struggle with the other half of our nature, more obscure and submerged, our night-being: a dreaming of larger and more prodigal mysteries about us, a reckless fever for adventure which is not unacquainted with the exhilarations of anarchy, that headlong yawping glee of the frontier for the far, unknown, windy margins of life, a second half of us most tellingly intimated by our lyricists and mystics like Whitman, Twain, Woody Guthrie, Kerouac, Thomas Wolfe, Hemingway. And all of our history, all of our past—from Salem through Shays’s Rebellion to the Wobblies, from John Brown through Sacco and Vanzetti to Vietnam—could be read as the unending violent reenactments of that unresolved schizophrenia in the American psyche, our long and continuing travail with that primal mystery of who we actually are and what we are for: our meaning.
It remains, in the end, the immemorial dramatic game, as old as Othello and Don Quixote and Oedipus—the everlasting mirror-play between reality and illusion, innocence and evil, life and emptiness. And it continues to be the most desperately critical game in which we are ever engaged.
 
As he sits slumped in a wingback chair in his office, talking on in a slow muted husking voice now at the end of the day with a clock ticking discreetly somewhere, shadows of the cedars outside noiselessly stir and float in the white gauze curtains behind him, murmur in the long declining light of the late afternoon.
—I just couldn’t understand it. I still can’t. I thought he was a man of great integrity, I looked upon him as the possibility of leading this country to its greatest and best days. And all those people around him, they seemed to me so clean, family men, so clean-living. Sometimes, when I look back on it all now, it has the aspects of a nightmare….
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