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Part I

The Voice
of Liberty









 
 

Who Is That Guy?




I have this vision.

In it, all those right-wing radio talk show hosts and industry gurus who said progressive talk radio couldnt make it are staring incredulously at the radio speaker with my voice booming out the unfiltered truth about whats really going on in America. Like Butch Cassidy and the Sundance Kid running for cover from a relentless posse, I hear them ask, Who is that guy?

Its me. Big Eddie. The brain, the heart, and, yes, the mouth behind the fastest growing syndicated radio talk show in America: The Ed Schultz Show. They said we wouldnt make it. They said it couldnt be done. Yeah, well, here I am.

Let me tell you about myself. You already know my name: Ed Schultz. People call me Big Ed, and from the cover photo you can see I come by my nickname honestly. Im big: 62 and 250 pounds, although one of those statistics might be fudged. Im fifty years old, and you can see I am devastatingly handsome. The truth is, the touch-up artist was probably hospitalized with carpal-tunnel syndrome after the work she did on my mug. Im married for the second (and final) time to Wendy Schultz. Together, we have six kids from our respective first marriagesall adults, now.

How did a prairie-dwelling, red meat-eating, gun-toting former conservative become the hope of liberal radio? It all started with this annoying habit I have of speaking my mind. Sometimes when I open my mouth all hell breaks loose. Other times I feel like a voice in the wilderness and I wonder, Does anybody get this?

This time, the right man was listening.

Big Eddie was coming through loud and clear.

When Wendy and I attended the State of the Union Address in January 2003, we had no idea how profoundly it would change our lives and begin to re-sculpt the landscape of American talk radio. I came to Washington, D.C., unsettled by the changes in America. The economy was floundering. We were on the eve of war. The mainstream press had largely been cowed by the administration and a climate of fear that had allowed the Patriot Act to pass almost unchallenged and unread through Congress. The neocons had hijacked the Republican Party and, it seemed, America itself. The Democrats looked weak and ineffective.

Right-wing talk radio was spewing its propaganda relentlessly, de-crying liberals as unpatriotic, angry, hateful, and just plain loony. And it was working. Democrats were growing frustrated with the constant hammering they were taking: Three hours of Rush Limbaugh. Three hours of Sean Hannity. Three hours of Michael Savage. Three hours of Michael Reagan. The list goes on and on. I believe if Rush Limbaugh had been a liberal in 2000, Al Gore would be president today. Thats the difference talk radio can make.

I dont view this as a grand conspiracy, despite the fact that out of more than five hundred talk show hosts in America, only about forty are liberal or progressive. Rush Limbaugh made conservatism profitable. Some say he saved the AM dial, and maybe he did. But somewhere along the line, the industry got vapor-locked into believing that progressive talk radio couldnt survive and thrive in a nation split right down the middle between Democrats and Republicans.

Im here to prove that isnt so.

It all comes down to business and ratings. It doesnt matter what your affiliation is. The big question is: Are people listening? Were entertainers, not journalists. This isnt brain surgery.

Its simple. If you get ratings, you get to keep the job. Merchants line up to advertise on your show. Its incredible: We sell thin air for hard cash. And Merlin thought he was a magician! Im half-kidding. Theres real value in airtime. Listeners make decisions based on what they hear on talk radio. Thats why this is such a dangerous time for our nation. Talk radio today is dominated by a conservative mindset that is all too often mean-spirited and intentionally dishonest. There is no balance. America thrives on diversity of opinion. I truly believe thats part of the reason were not thriving now. The America I love has become an America of haves and have-nots. Theres an economic greed machine at work here that is swiftly creating a two-class system. That worries me. Wheres the morality? Wheres the justice?

All of this dishonesty and imbalance in the media and the Bush administration was a real burr under my saddle when I arrived in Washington to watch President Bush deliver that State of the Union. Id had enough! The day before the presidents speech, I was one of forty other liberal talk show hosts taking part in a seminar sponsored by Tom Athans, founder of Democracy Radio, an organization aiming to restore objectivity to talk radio.

As part of the program, the talk show hosts were asked to speak. I had no idea at the time that this was really an audition. Tom, a former Congressional staffer and Air Force veteran, was looking for someone with the moxie to stand up against the juggernaut of right-wing radio. When I got on stage, I did what I always doI let em have it. I said, Democrats cannot combat nine hours of right-wing radio with a ten-second sound bite on the five oclock news. Its not going to work! You are being out-worked and out-organized. Until you fight back, youre just going to keep getting beaten up!

Afterward, Tom Athans pulled me aside. Youre my guy, he said, and then he told me about his dream to bring a progressive voice to Americas airwaves. It was far from easy, but today I have a nationally syndicated show, Im on satellite radio, Ive been featured on the Today show, the cable shows are calling, and Esquire made me the Man of the Month in February 2004. (I was against it until I found out I didnt have to pose naked.) Is my head spinning? Sure. I made the leap from a regional talk show to the national stage.

Some people have tried to anoint me the savior of liberal radio. Look, big as my ego is, even I know thats a reach. This is a start. Like the farmers in the heartland who feed this country, were planting the seed. And its growing. But you know what? I am the right man for the job. It sounds boastful, but its a matter of confidence. I believe in myself. I am secure in my philosophy. Dizzy Dean said, It aint braggin if yuh kin do it. I think I can. I know I can.

The righties know it, too. Otherwise, why would the attacks be so virulent from Hannity and the gang? Even Limbaugh has started taking shots at me, calling me that poor little guy from North Dakota. Yeah, well, everybody has an opinion. Everyone I know has an opinion about me. Im brash, egotistical, aggressive, passionate, big-hearted, talented, pugnacious, and meaner than a snakethose are some of the opinions. Like opinions on almost everything in America today, the ones about me are extreme.

So which one of those descriptions really applies to me? The truth is, probably all of them. I dont toe any party line: I take my stands based on judgment, compassion, and good old horse sense, no matter what Im told I should believe. And today that really throws some people off. Its ironic. Here I am, an average American, more blue collar than white, but Im not allowed to be in the middle. In todays Americaespecially on the political landscapeyoure supposed to be either right or left. Conservative or Liberal. We all get labeled and boxed, and you know what? Thats just plain dishonest. It doesnt do me justice. It doesnt do you justice. Were more complicated than that. America is more than black and white. It is brown and yellow and red, white, and blue. Thats the honest truth.

Honesty. Its a rare commodity in the media today. We hear half-truths. Omissions of the truth. We are intentionally misled. The truth may be right before our eyes, but some right-leaning talking head tells us it isnt so, and too many people believe it. I cant remember a time when I had so little trust in what my leaders were telling me. Thank God for a free press, and yet even the media has fallen short. We dont verify or challenge official sources nearly enough. If it looks like bullshit and smells like bullshit, it probably is bullshit. As an industry, were soft. And even when a journalist does ask questionssimply asks questionshe is vilified as anti-American. Good journalism is almost against the law nowadays. When did seeking the truth become anti-American?

My point is that I always strive for honesty. My parents instilled it so deeply in me, I just dont feel good if I dont say whats on my mindeven if its unpopular. Now that Im writing my first book, I am intensely aware of how liberating and painful this project might be. Talking about the glory days is easy. Revealing the warts, examining the contradictions, and exposing past bad behavior? It will hurt. But it will make for some good reading.

Ill tell it like it is.

The prospect of writing this book truly humbled me. (Admittedly, the word humble has rarely appeared in the same sentence with the name Ed Schultz, but in this case Ill make an exception.) After some people in New York publishing circles contacted me about writing a book, I protested, I think if you write a book, you ought to have done something! But my friends and my wife Wendy kept ticking off the list of things Ive done and the places Ive been, and it started to sink in that maybe I do have something to say. The more I thought about it, the more I realized that I do have a story to tell.

Its more than the story of one man telling it like it is from a windy North Dakota prairie; its about what Ive seen. Its about the people I touch and those who touch me. Like the listener who e-mailed me to say, I had to decide between buying milk or gas today. Man, that hits home. These are my people, my listeners. I take my show on the road to Washington, D.C., and to the struggling rural communities that dot the landscape of the heartland. I make that effort every day because Ive seen the poverty. Ive seen the way the middle class in America is being gutted by a government that is increasingly by the rich and for the rich. My listener is the working stiff. Joe Six Pack. The mother who scrounges loose change because, when gas rises above $2 and milk is over four, shes in a pinch. Life on Wall Street is great, but its life on Main Street that people are concerned about. My people have grease on their hands, sweat on their backs, and damn little to show for it.

Hell yes, I have a story to tell.

You know why it never dawned on you to tell your story? a friend said. Because youre so busy looking ahead, you never bother looking behind you. Bingo. Thats me. Thats why I like the term progressive. Its positiveoptimisticand thats how I see myself. I have faith in America. I have faith in Americans. I know were smart enough to handle the truth. Once we understand the problem, we can fix it.

So I decided to write the book. I mean, how hard could it be? Limbaugh did it. Hannity did it, and he even got most of the punctuation right. Though this book offers my own brand of good old-fashioned straight talk from the heartland, it would be short a few lines of common sense if not for Wendy. She and I met and married six years ago, the second marriage for each of us, and it is no exaggeration to say she changedno, transformedmy outlook on life. Shes my most trusted advisor, my best friend.

It all started with a baloney sandwich.

My first date with Wendy was at the Salvation Army cafeteria in Fargo, North Dakota, where I live and work. She was this classically beautiful, blue-eyed blonde, who managed a homeless shelter. I was a hard-charging, whats-in-it-for-me conservative radio talk show host. Thats right. I said conservative. Republican. A shade right of Atilla the Hun.

So there we were, Beauty and the Beast, dining on baloney sandwiches with the homeless. There were Vietnam War veterans, Gulf War veterans, and other hard-luck cases all around me: The King of Fargo Radio, in creased slacks and a crisp shirt, fresh from signing a big-money, ten-year contract with Clear Channel Radio. I was pretty full of myself when I walked through those doors that day.

I left feeling pretty small, and Ill tell you why. More than once on the air Id lambasted the homeless as lazy and the unemployed as freeloaders. In that moment, guilt swamped me. I got a lump in my throat, and it wasnt the baloney. Then some of the guys recognized me.

Hey, youre Big Eddie!

Youre the man, Ed!

Their adulation embarrassed me further. I didnt see it then, but that Big Eddie was fading away. A baloney sandwich, a lovely blonde with wise eyes, and a group of straggly-haired homeless men: This reality check changed everything.

 
Those faces haunted me. I remember thinking to myself, You know, maybe youre not the most important thing in the universe. I havent looked at the world in quite the same way since.

To this day, certain people question the sincerity of my move from conservative to liberal. They suspect that this was a career move. Huh. Some career move. In a medium dominated by hard-right talkers, what I was doing looked a lot like career suicide. But it was simply a change of heart. A recognition that the world had a few more shadows than I had noticed before. How could I not talk about that? I had to be true to myself. I had to be true to my listeners.

Now before we go any further down this path toward sainthood, let me assure youI know others willthat I can still be a horses patoot. One of my most ignominious moments came in 1988, as I was doing radio play-by-play for North Dakota State University in Fargo. The Bison were playing Northern Michigan. There was something in the air that September day. There was lots of drinking and rowdy behavior in the stands. By the fourth quarter, the crowd in front of the broadcast booth was getting ugly. Suddenly, a whiskey bottle came hurtling through the glass and struck my co-announcer, Gary Barta, in the belly. Glass rained down on usall over me. It could have taken out my eye, and the close call enraged me.

We were live on the air, but to this day I dont know exactly what I said. Some people say I spoke in a language Dick Cheney would understand. All I know is that I threw down my headphones and waded into the crowd looking for the person who threw the bottle. I almost got in a fight. I dont think that I would have hurt anyone, but when someone like me does something like that, it makes news. The media lapped it up. Today, in North Dakota, its known as The Bottle Incident.

My bad behavior made it onto Paul Harvey, and it got me suspended. Its a day Id like to forget. But the truth of the matter is, my actions were fairly typical for someone out here in the heartland. We settle things face to faceand nobody wants to take any crap from anyone.

I am not a cookie-cutter liberal. I dont walk lock-step with anyone. Ive got my own drum. Ed Schultz doesnt break the stereotype. He kicks its ass and sends it home to Momma. Roll over Marconi and tell Rush Limbaugh the news: The hard right tilt of talk radio is listing back to port, one degree, one radio station, one listener at a time.

In this book, were going to discuss the issues that matter to you.

Ill tell you about broadcasting from Washington, D.C., on September 11, 2001. It was by chance that Wendy and I were there. We were on the air, arguing for a decent Farm Bill for rural America, when plumes of black smoke rose from the Pentagon. I saw the shock, the tears, the confusion, and pandemonium. I saw children crying. I heard sirens blaring. Our world would never be the same.

Ill tell you about the day I met Army National Guard specialist Jon P. Fettigs family in Dickinson, North Dakota. Jon was the first North Dakotan lost in Iraq. I will never forget the look on his fathers face as he grappled with the loss of his son. I recall how heavily this weighed on Jon Fettigs young widow. I still remember his father leaning over to me and saying in a choked voice, We listen to you every day, Eddie. Now here I was, invited into their community to share their sorrow. I kept saying, God bless you, because its at such times when God needs to be brought into warafter fine young soldiers like Jon Fettig have fallennot to justify war itself.

Ill tell you about the proud ranchers and farmers in the Midwest who feed the nation and the world with livestock and grain but, in the grip of drought and uncertain commodity prices, struggle to feed themselves.

 
I worry about the very soul of this nation. This is the greediest generation America has ever seen. Man, I look around and wonder when were going to think about the next generation. What kind of world are we leaving them? The wealthy need a tax cut? Sure, break out the credit card and give our children the bill. Wheres the morality the conservatives talk about? Lost in the relentless rush for profit at any cost, thats where. And the middle class is getting trampled. Unchecked greed creates inequity. The hard slant of politics to the right has this country hurtling toward oblivion in ways most Americans have yet to grasp. These are dangerous times for America.

A great country requires balance in all things. Balance. Im not out to move the country to the left. Id be thrilled if we could get back to the middle. The middle is okay. You hear that, America? You dont have to be right or left. You can agree with both sides on some issues. I have some views that are viewed as Republican. Bullcrap. Theyre my views. Im not ceding them to anyone, and neither should you.

In 1998, a baloney sandwich changed my life.

This book is going to change yours.

 











My Journey to Here




Now that youve heard a little about my philosophy, I ought to tell you a bit about my journey to that perspective. Ive been portrayed as a man tilting at windmills. Many liberal and progressive hopes are riding on The Ed Schultz Show. Others think Im on a fools errand.

Well, Im not tilting at windmills, but I live in region that has a lot of them. The old steel windmills, which farmers once used to pump water for thirsty livestock, are still standing here and there in rural America. And now, spectacular wind farms are popping up across the countryside, generating electricity for farms, schools, and factories. People call North Dakota the Saudi Arabia of wind. I suppose I can take some of the credit for the breeze, as Ive been broadcasting from the prairie for twenty-six years. While my show went national, I stayed right here. I never bought into the idea that big-time shows and big-time thinkers had to come from big cities.

I live in a land where the weather is extreme and the people are not. Temperatures can sink to -40F in winter and over a 100F in the summer. The people in North Dakotaand this is true of most of the people Ive met on the Great Plainsare remarkably decent and honest. Despite the fact that our congressional delegation is comprised of three Democrats, this is a conservative state.

I grew up in Norfolk, Virginia. My father was an aeronautical engineer for the government. He was a good man, and like most fathers in those days, a traditionalist. My mother was an English teacherthe grandest lady I ever knew. I lost her a few years ago after a bout with Alzheimers. It was an ordeal that opened my eyes to the profound inequities of the health care system in America. Both of my parents are gone now, and some days I feel like an orphan. Other times, I can feel them looking over my shoulder. When I have a bad day, when I let my frustrations get the best of me and say things I later regret, I sense my mothers disappointment. Shes still making me a better person.

I grew up in a turbulent time. Vietnam was raging. There were protests in Norfolk, the biggest naval base in the world. The political unrest affected my family as it did families across America. As the youngest of five children, I heard a lot of arguments at the dinner table about the war, patriotism, and protests. I thought about joining the army. My parents never knew, but I did a lot of soul searching about it. The draft ended before it affected me. Today, as this country fights another unpopular war in Iraq, I am reminded that wars fought thousands of miles away profoundly affect us at home. With a son of my own, I worry about a draft being reinstated. I worry about my son the way my father must have worried about me.

My little league football coach Bill Bazmore died in Vietnam. My sister and I thought the world of him, and it broke both of our hearts. The last time Wendy and I were in Washington, D.C., we went to the Vietnam War Memorial and found Bills name on the wall. In my childhood memory, Bill Bazmore was an old man, but the records say he was just twenty-one years old when his life ended in Vietnam.

 
As a teen, I was bused to Maury High, a black high school of 1,800 students in the slums of Norfolk. It turned out to be a great experience. Although I was a minority, I never felt like one. The friends and mentors I met at Maury High helped shape my life. For instance, when I was still a third-string quarterback, my backfield coach, Joe Thornton, posted a sign on my locker: Hustle is the Key to Survival. I still live by these words.

By the time I was a senior in 1972, I was the starting quarterback and captain of the team. Athletics brought me together with friends like Larry Bellamy, Sam Davis, Moose Battle, Byron Brown, and my wide receiver, Donnell Leigh, who caught the passes I heaved down-field. In my mind, they werent black or white. They were my friends and remain so today.

I was a typical boy with the typical dream of being an NFL quarterback. I played college ball for Moorhead State University in Minnesota, just across the Red River from Fargo. When I arrived as a junior in 1976, Moorhead was getting ready to play crosstown rival Concordia College, a team MSU hadnt beaten in nineteen years. Jim Adelson, a legendary sports announcer for KXJB TV who liked a good controversy, came out to the practice field before the Concordia game. When he asked MSU coach Ross Fortier who might give him a decent interview, my coach replied, See that big redhead kid over there? Thats Eddie Schultz. He likes to talk. Sure enough, it didnt take much prodding from Adelson to get me going. Right out of the chute, he brought up the nineteen-game losing streak to Concordia.

Man, I hate losing! I said, I dont know what happened in those previous nineteen years, but I know I wasnt here. But Im here now, and let me tell you something, were going to win. I guaranteed it, a la Joe Willie Namath. The media exploded. Bragging of that caliber wasnt done in the modest Midwest. In fact, bragging wasnt done at all. You just fastened your chin strap and played ball. The papers had a field day with it, and Adelson must have run that film clip of the cocky redhead three nights straight.

As much as Id like to tell you I played a great game, that wouldnt be the truth. But we did pull it out, 147. Jim Adelson never missed an opportunity to talk to me after that. He liked that I was glib and fast on my feet. He said, You know, you have a talent for this. You ought to get into broadcasting.

But I had other plans.

I had plenty of attention from the NFL scouts after my senior season. The Green Bay Packers were especially high on me. Former Packer quarterback, Zeke Bratkowski, who backed up Bart Starr in the Packers glory years, worked me out. He loved my strong, accurate arm. Imagine, I was at the doorstep of a dream. Me, an NFL quarterbackwith the Packers, no less.

That was the year Earl Campbell went first in the draft. I knew a Division II quarterback like meeven with the passing numbers I hadwouldnt go that high, but the Packers led me to believe that I would be picked in the third or fourth round. They took James Lofton of Stanford with their first pick. I would be throwing to James Lofton! The Packers grabbed a defensive back named Estus Hood from Illinois State in the third round. They picked a line-backer in the fifth round. The sixth round came and went. Then the seventheighthninth

I was miserable and furious. The Packers called to say they werent drafting me. They said no team was going to pick me. They wanted to sign me as a free agent. What? Id gone from a third-round pick to a nobody? Pride got in the way. I told them to get lost. Well, not in those words exactly, but I was really pissed off! To hell with those people! Besides, there were three more rounds, werent there? I was very naive.

 
Round ten came and went. The Jets took Tennessee quarterback Pat Ryan in the eleventh round. Finally, the draft ended when the Cowboys took guard Lee Washburn from Montana State with the last pick. The NFL draft of 1978 was the worst experience of my life. They dont dig holes deep enough to describe how low I was.

With my dreams crashing down around me, Coach Fortierand I love him for thismade a few calls and got me signed with the Oakland Raiders, who were just a year removed from their 1977 Super Bowl victory over the Minnesota Vikings under Coach John Madden. I had another chance. I was rubbing shoulders with the likes of Fred Biletnikoff, Cliff Branch, Willie Brown, Dave Casper, Ray Guy, Lester Hayes, Ted Hendricks, John Matuszak, Art Shell, Otis Sistrunk, Ken Stabler, Gene Upshaw, and Jack Tatum.

The glory was fleeting. I got cut by the Raiders without playing a down. I had a hard time walking away from the game. I coached the freshman football team at MSU in 1978, and Jim Adelson put me to work on sports TV. I also did some sports announcing on KQWB radio in Moorhead. Still, I wasnt ready to give up on football. I signed with the Winnipeg Blue Bombers of the Canadian Football League in the spring of 1979. It was a disaster. The ball felt funny, the game was different, and I never adjusted. Mercifully, my time there was short. That summer I signed as a free agent with the New York Jets. But, again, I was cut. By then, the cold reality had sunk in: The dream was dead.

So I threw the same work ethic Id applied to football to sports announcing, and you know what? I got pretty good. I won a few awards and built quite a following. I realized that, while I outraged some people with my brash comments, even the ones who detested my cockiness still listened. Eventually, I brought that formula to talk radio.

 
For all the bombast on the airwaves, I consider myself a regular guy, shaped and scarred by my experiences. Im a man of strong family tradition, much like my father. Imperfect certainly, flawed, selfish, and stubborn, but I do my best to support my family. Every day I tell my son, David, one of the top-rated golfers at Texas Christian University, that I love him.

I work hard. Once a grinder, always a grinder. In every job, I have tried to be the best employee in the building. Maybe thats old fashioned. Hell, I am old fashioned, but Ive never been fired. I never was a resume chaser. Never kissed ass. Just tried to do my best. Out here, on the prairie, that makes me an average guy.

Living on the border between North Dakota and Minnesota gives me ample opportunity to enjoy nature. I love to hunt. Love to fish. And since Ted Williams died (temporarily), there is no doubt in my mind that I am the greatest fisherman in the world. Most fish are conservativesthey are cold-bloodedand my experience as a talk show host helps me devise the proper tactics out on the lakes of northern Minnesota. Ive developed the world-famous Big Eddie Spinner, which is so effective, walleye actually leap into the boat, fins raised in surrender. I cant tell you the secret of the lures phenomenal success beyond the fact that it involves yellowcake from Nigeria. Its hardly fair. I used to give the Big Eddie Spinner to listeners, but we had to stop for the sake of the fish population.

I catch conservative fish mostly on the far right side of the lake. Some days, just for fun, I put a picture of Bill Clinton on the hook. They attack. Sometimes I bait the hook with the Constitution. They attack. On occasion, I catch an extremely liberal fish. Its easy to tell them apart. Theyre the ones wearing the Ralph Nader buttons. I usually just give them a good talking toDont screw up the electionand let them go.

I eat the conservative fish for lunch.

 
Its not about catching my limit, though. Its the solitude and the connection to nature that revives me. When Im in the city too long, I start to feel a little like Crocodile Dundee. You cannot live in North Dakota and be disconnected from nature. This vast plain is 70,704 square miles, most of it open prairie. The Red River Valley in the east is flat, green, and fertile. Out west, the climate grows more arid. Its the same cattle country Teddy Roosevelt loved when he ranched in the spectacular Badlands near Medora. The population per square mile is nine compared to Americas average of eighty. Even that is misleading. Much of the states population is in places like Fargo, Bismarck, Grand Forks, and Minot. Minot and Grand Forks have air bases.

Farms average 1,200 acres. You can travel miles of back roads without once spotting another car. In New York City, there are more than 26,000 people per square mile. I exist in both worlds. I travel extensively to the EastWashington, D.C., mostly, but my home is Fargo. You know, the one depicted in the movie. Well, we might as well tackle that one head on. Was the movie accurate?

Nah. We hardly ever use a wood chipper like that. Some of the accents were exaggerated but not altogether inaccurate. I think thats what riled some North Dakotans. Were a proud state with a proud history. But we do have an image problem. When Dave Barrys gentle ribbing about North Dakota got to be too much, the folks of Grand Forks invited the columnist for a visitin the heart of winterto take him ice fishing. Then, to prove they were good sports, they held a ceremony and named a sewage lift station after him.

The prairie has molded my outlook. It has allowed me room to grow. My passion for winning would have driven me to success in any environment, but would I have become Big Eddie in another environment? I dont know. People, like trees, need space to grow. I think that explains why I see so many big personalities in the small towns I visit in Minnesota and the Dakotas.

Several years ago, when my show went regional on stations that broadcast into seven states and three Canadian provinces, I realized I might be viewed as a city slicker to my listeners in more rural areas. I needed to connect. Thus, the idea for the Big Eddie Cruiser was born. I took out a loan, rounded up some sponsors, bought a thirty-eight foot RV and turned it into a rolling studio. Im like the Charles Kuralt of the Upper Midwest. I dont view my minions from the seat of a corporate jet. I see people at ground level. Flyover country is where I live. The Big Eddie Cruiser is a Tin Cup sort of outfit. You know, like the Kevin Costner movie. Its not fancy, but it brings me and my listeners together.

On one trip, Wendy and I fell in love with Mott, a west river town of about a thousand people. Nestled among the buttes of western North Dakota, it is the greatest place in the world to watch a sunset. We ended up buying a small house there. We call it Headquarters West. The pheasant hunting in that area is phenomenal. The people are even better. They dont treat me as anyone special, which is perfect because Ive never seen myself that way. Im just Ed, the guy down at the end of the bar having a cool one.

The place gives me perspective.

 











To Slay the
Right-Wing Radio Dragon




The seconds are counting down to airtime; the nation is waiting. Big Eddie Schultz, the anointed savior of liberal talk radio, leans into the microphone, headphones on, seatbelts fastened, andbleeds.

On January 5, 2004, I spoke the first words of the national Ed Schultz Show with blood dripping out of my nose. I had expected to be bloodied, just not this quickly.

With media requests from all over the nation to bring cameras and reporters into the new studio, I allowed just one man to enter the booth with me and Tank, my board op: Associated Press writer, friend, and rival, Dave Kolpack. The humane thing for him to do would have been to stanch the flow of blood with a tourniquet around my neck. After what Id been through, with the intense glare of the national media spotlight and the jeers from my detractors, it felt a little like an execution. Ed Schultz, the latest in a long line of liberal sacrificial lambs.

 
In retrospect, its appropriate that I was bleeding from the start. So much blood had been spilled just getting to this point. Dave Kolpack wrote, Ed Schultz is unfazed when his nose begins dripping blood a few minutes before the Monday debut of his national radio show. He called it the perfect prop to open the program. Im so mean, theres blood on my sheets of paper, smiling Schultz tells his listeners, kicking off a project that members of the Democratic Party and others have
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