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For my wife, Patsy Terrazas-Stallworth, and Mr. Elroy Bode




AUTHOR’S NOTE

If one black man, aided by a bevy of good, decent, dedicated, open-, and liberal-minded whites and Jews can succeed in prevailing over a group of white racists by making them look like the ignorant fools they truly are, then imagine what a nation of like-minded individuals can accomplish. Everything that follows was accomplished despite, and in spite of, the supremacists’ claim in some cases to being highly educated, having more intelligence, and being far superior in every way to blacks and Jews, and anyone else they deemed inferior. My investigation of the KKK convinced me that sooner rather than later we would, in fact, overcome those who tried to define minorities by their own personal failings of racial, ethnic bias, bigotry, religious preference, and the false belief that people of color and others who did not fit their definition of “pure Aryan white” were not deserving of respect, much less of being classified as “people.”



Each time a man stands up for an ideal, or acts to improve the lot of others, or strikes out against injustice, he sends forth a tiny ripple of hope.

—Robert Kennedy

The most common way people give up their power is by thinking they don’t have any.

—Alice Walker
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A CALL FROM THE KLAN

ALL OF THIS began in October 1978. As an Intelligence Unit detective for the Colorado Springs Police Department, the first black detective in the history of the department, I might add, one of my duties was to scan the two daily newspapers for any reports of information concerning any hint of subversive activity that might have an impact on the welfare and safety of Colorado Springs. It’s surprising what some people will put in the paper: prostitution, obvious money schemes, that sort of thing mostly, but every once in a while there’s something that really stands out. As I looked over the classified ads, one in particular caught my eye. It read:


Ku Klux Klan

For Information Contact

P.O. Box 4771

Security, Colorado

80230



Now there was something unusual.

The town of Security was a suburban housing development area located southeast of Colorado Springs near two main military bases: Fort Carson and NORAD (North American Aerospace Defense Command). The community was predominantly military, and there had been no known Klan activity in these parts.

So, I answered the ad.

I wrote a brief note to the P.O. box explaining that I was a white man interested in obtaining information regarding membership in the KKK and furthering the cause of the white race. I wrote that I was concerned with “niggers taking over things,” and that I wanted to change that. I signed my real name, Ron Stallworth, gave the undercover phone number, which was an unlisted, untraceable line, and used the undercover address, also untraceable. I placed my note in an envelope and dropped it in the mailbox.

Why did I sign my real name to the note, which would go on to launch one of the most fascinating, and unique, investigations of my career? Like all of our undercover investigators, I maintained two separate undercover identities with the appropriate support identification, driver’s licenses, credit cards, etc. So why did I have this lapse in judgment and make such a foolish mistake?

The simple answer is I was not thinking of a future investigation when I mailed the note. I was seeking a reply, expecting it would be in the form of literature such as a pamphlet or brochure of some kind. All in all I did not believe my efforts would have any traction beyond a few mundane auto-mailed responses. I believed this blatant placement of such an inflammatory racist ad was nothing more than a feeble attempt at a prank, and by answering it I would see how far the prank would play itself out.

Two weeks later, on November 1, 1978, the undercover phone line rang. I picked it up, and a voice said, “May I speak to Ron Stallworth?”

“This is he,” I said.

“Hi. My name is Ken O’dell. I’m the local organizer of the Colorado Springs chapter of the KKK. I received your note in the mail.”

Oh hell, where do I go from here? I thought.

“Okay,” I said, stalling for time as I grabbed a pen and legal pad.

“I read what you wrote, and I’m wondering why you would like to join our cause?”

Why do I want to join the Klan? A question I truly thought I never would have been asked, and I felt like saying, “Well, I want to get as much information as possible from you, Ken, so I can destroy the Klan and everything it stands for.” But I didn’t say that. Instead I took a deep breath and thought about what someone wanting to join the Klan would actually say.

I knew from being called a nigger many times in my life, from small confrontations in everyday life that escalated to an ugly rhetoric, to being on the job when I was giving someone a ticket or making an arrest, that when a white person would say that to me, the whole dynamic would change. By saying “nigger” he’d let me know he thought he was inherently better than me. That word was a way of claiming some false power. That is the language of hate, and now, having to pretend to be a white supremacist, I knew to use that language in reverse.

“Well, I hate niggers, Jews, Mexicans, spics, chinks, and anyone else that does not have pure white Aryan blood in their veins,” I said, and with those words I knew my undercover investigation had begun.

I continued, “My sister was recently involved with a nigger and every time I think about him putting his filthy black hands on her pure white body I get disgusted and sick to my stomach. I want to join the Klan so I can stop future abuse of the white race.”

Ken sure warmed up at that point, his voice easing into something sweet and friendly. He identified himself as a Fort Carson soldier who lived in Security with his wife.

“And what exactly does the Klan plan on doing?” I asked, pen at the ready.

“We have a lot of plans. With the Christmas holiday approaching we’re planning a ‘White Christmas’ for needy white families. No niggers need apply,” Ken said.

They were seeking monetary donations through the P.O. box, and The Organization, as he referred to it, not the Klan, maintained a bank account under the name of “White People, Org” at a bank in Security.

“We’re also planning four cross burnings. To announce our presence. We don’t know exactly when yet, but that’s what we want to do.” My pen paused over my notes as I heard this. Four burnings here in Colorado Springs? Terrorism, plain and simple.

Ken went on to explain that membership in The Organization would cost ten dollars for the remainder of the year, thirty dollars for the next year, and I would have to buy my own hood and robe.

“When can you meet?” he asked.

Shit, I thought, how do I meet this guy? “Ahh, I can’t for a week,” I said.

“Well then, how about next Thursday night? The Kwik Inn, do you know it?”

“Yes,” I replied.

“Seven o’clock. There’ll be a tall, skinny, hippie-looking white guy with a Fu Manchu mustache, smoking a cigar outside. He’ll meet you, then if it all looks okay, he’ll take you to me,” said Ken.

“Okay,” I said, scribbling furiously in my pad.

“How will we recognize you?” Ken asked.

The same question I had been asking myself since I picked up the phone. How would I, a black cop, go undercover with white supremacists? I immediately thought of Chuck, an undercover narcotics cop I work with who was about my height and build.

“I’m about five foot nine, a hundred eighty pounds. I have dark hair and a beard,” I said.

“Okay then. Nice talking to you, Ron. You’re just the kind of person we’re looking for. Looking forward to meeting you.” And with that, the line went dead.

I took a deep breath and thought, What the fuck am I going to do now?


2

JACKIE ROBINSON AND BLACK PANTHERS

WELL, WHAT I had to do was start an undercover investigation into the Klan and their plans to grow in my town. I had been working as an undercover investigator for four years, and had headed up many cases, but this one was going to be different, to say the least.

I hadn’t grown up wanting to be a cop. In fact, I always wanted to be a high school PE teacher, and the way to put myself through college was to become a cadet for the Colorado Springs Police Department.

I was hired by the city of Colorado Springs on November 13, 1972, as a police cadet at nineteen years old. The cadet program was designed for high school graduates between the ages of seventeen and nineteen who desired a career in law enforcement. Applicants underwent the same battery of tests as regular police candidates and were required to pass them with the same scores because they were, in essence, officers-in-training. Once accepted into the program, the young applicants were paid a beginning salary of $5.25 per hour, far above the minimum wage, which was $1.60. Duties included attendance at the Police Academy in addition to performing civilian support functions within the department, such as processing criminal history records and parking enforcement.

The cadet program had been a part of the police department for approximately four years before I joined. Its specific intent was to try and boost minority recruitment, particularly blacks, into the ranks of law enforcement. In this regard, the program had been a failure because up to the time of my hiring it had never employed any blacks. It had recruited one Puerto Rican and two Mexicans, but all of the program’s other hires had been white.

I still clearly recall my job interview. I sat across the table from the assistant chief of police in charge of personnel (a white man), the captain of the uniformed Patrol Division (a white man), and James Woods, who was the personnel manager for the City of Colorado Springs (a black man and civilian employee).

Mr. Woods took a special interest in me. He had an easygoing personality and was quick with a smile, which belied the fire in him to induce change in a system he knew was inherently biased against and prejudicial toward blacks. He had a passion to “fix” that systemic problem and eagerly pointed out the obstacles that I would be confronting.

“You recognize that there are no blacks in this department. This is lily white. You’re going to be up against a lot to make yourself a success. These people don’t deal with blacks unless they are arresting them. Would you have any problems interacting in an all-white environment?”

“No. I’ve been called names before. I can handle it.”

“You know Jackie Robinson?” he asked.

“Yes.”

“Well the thing about Jackie is that he was successful because he chose not to fight back. He confronted racism with silence. Think you can do that?”

“Yes, I can.” I stared Woods straight in the eye when I said this, my chin held high. I knew who I was. I knew my character. I knew what it was like to be called those names, looked at with suspicion, even hate. I’m not the type to keep my mouth shut when someone gets in my face, but I knew I could pick and choose my moments to do battle.

I was asked a series of questions regarding my background growing up in the Mexican border community of El Paso, Texas; in particular, what was it like being a young black man living in a southern state during the height of the civil rights movement of the 1960s. When I was growing up in that time period as a black person, El Paso was a very liberal southern city. We did not experience the volume of rhetoric or violence that was occurring in the Deep South against the civil rights movement. What we had was only what we saw in the evening TV news coverage. In that respect, the civil rights movement for me was not something in my backyard. It was a TV show. My own life was a multicultural mix of Mexicans, blacks, whites. There was a big military presence that was diverse. It was its own little corner of the country, which is not to say it was immune from racial intolerance. I was born in Chicago, and my mother’s moving our family to El Paso was the best decision she ever made, as the city was a far cry from the poverty, gangs, and conflict in Chicago’s South Side, where I would have come of age if she had not left. My entire life would have been different.

The interview continued, and Woods let the others begin to pepper me with questions. My personal lifestyle was heavily questioned: Was I a womanizer? I was not. Did I like to frequent nightclubs? I wasn’t very active in that scene. Was I a heavy drinker? I rarely indulged. Did I use drugs? Only drugs prescribed by a doctor. I had never used any illicit drugs such as marijuana, which for someone my age during that cultural time period was virtually unheard of, and I was vigorously challenged regarding my answer. Had I ever been involved in anything that would bring shame to the department? I had not.

As the interview progressed, the questions got more pointed to include the use of the pejorative “nigger,” and as to how I would respond to various scenarios if it were used in reference to me by department personnel or citizens during the discharge of my duties as an officer.

Could I hold my tongue and instinct to lash out at those who crossed the line in this regard? What about my loyalty to the department? Being the sole black, once word got out to the black community that I worked for the department, efforts probably would be made to compromise me by appealing to my sense of “community” with my “black brothers.” Could I, the interview panel asked, withstand that pull?

Such questions are racist when viewed in hindsight and in the light of today’s laws governing employment interviews. This was 1972, barely three years removed from the time when America’s major cities were burning as a result of racially fueled riots over the issue of civil rights and equality for America’s black citizens. Though a dying breed, the Black Panther Party, with its racially tinged rhetorical slogans of “Black Power,” “Kill Whitey,” and “Revolution Has Come, Time to Pick Up the Gun,” was still a social force to be reckoned with. For a department that had been “lily white” for much of its history and had not experienced blacks except in an extremely negative context, such questioning from their perspective was deemed to be natural and necessary.

I was asked several times if I could withstand the barrage of scrutiny that would come my way—should I get hired—during the one-year probationary period that would immediately follow, without jeopardizing my job by retaliating against my tormentors.

Again and again they asked in one way or another if I could respond in the same fashion as Jackie Robinson, who did not fight back against those who baited him with racial insults and physical assaults during his first year in the big leagues. Could I, they asked, set an example that a black man was just as capable of wearing the uniform of the Colorado Springs Police Department as a white man, and that a man of color deserved to walk among them as an equal?

My answers to their questions were that yes, I could do all that the job asked of me, and would be honored to do it at the same time.

What I didn’t tell them was that as a child in the time period when I grew up, the 1960s, we had to literally fight for our self-respect. I was raised by my mother to do just about the opposite of what the CSPD was asking of me. My mother told me that if anyone called me a nigger I had better “knock them in the mouth” and teach them to call us the proper way. As a child I had gotten in three fights with other children who had called me a nigger.

All of those fights resulted in some trouble with school, and I had to speak to my mother about them. She wasn’t upset with me, far from it, but she did ask me, “Did you whip their ass?” I always said yes, even though two of those times I was lying to her. I might have been the one who got “whipped,” but none of those other kids ever called me a nigger again.

I must have answered their questions to their liking, because I was sworn in as a cadet on November 13, 1972. My first assignment was the far from exciting job of graveyard shift in the Identifications and Records Bureau, filing records and navigating mountains of paperwork. But first I had to receive my uniform.

My cadet uniform consisted of dark brown slacks and a light brown shirt. That was it. A policeman’s uniform was dark blue pants and a royal blue shirt. Both shirts had the Colorado Springs logo, and most important, we were required to wear a policeman’s cap.

I reported to the lieutenant in charge of equipment and supply requisition, who was responsible for issuing all newly sworn personnel their uniforms and equipment.

At this time, I wore a small Afro hairstyle and the department did not have experience in dealing with anyone wearing an Afro. This lieutenant measured my head size but did not take into account the amount of hair on the top and sides of my head. He deliberately pressed the measuring tape down as deep as he could to my skin, rendering a false hat size, about one and a half sizes too small. When he gave it to me and I tried it on, I told him it was too small and showed it to him on my head. It literally sat on top of my Afro because I could not pull it down over the side of my head. I looked like one of those cartoon monkeys that wears a hat several sizes too small while amusing a crowd, begging for money while the organ grinder plays music.

“You can either wear this cap, or get a haircut,” he said to me, then laughed.

I decided to flip his snarky arrogance back at him by taking the hat without any further challenge.

Department policy stated that whenever a person in the uniformed ranks left the building he or she was required to wear his hat. Beginning the very next day, I started leaving the police department to walk the downtown streets in search of a lunchtime eatery. I would put my one-and-a-half-sizes-too-small hat on the top of my Afro-styled head, hold my head up high, and proudly walk down those city streets in my police cadet uniform, looking like a damn clown, acknowledging, with a tip of my cap and a “How d’you do,” the funny looks from the people who stared and pointed their fingers at me.

This went on for about a month until one day the chief of police saw me coming back from one of my lunch breaks.

“Why are you wearing your hat like that?” he asked.

“The lieutenant refused to give me one that fit my head and my hairstyle,” I said.

The chief ordered me to advise the lieutenant to immediately issue me a hat that fit my head appropriately and that it was a “direct order.” I gave the lieutenant that message with a big smile on my face. He was not very happy with it or my obvious enjoyment in delivering it. He asked me the hat size I needed. I told him I didn’t know. He angrily went and got a couple of different larger hats, and I finally settled on one that appropriately fit my Afro-styled head. I had beaten him at his own game. Jackie Robinson would have been proud, I think.

There was also another incident that stands out in my mind from my early days as a cadet that’s painful to look back on. It occurred during a graveyard shift in the Records Bureau. John, an elderly white I.D. technician, was in a jovial, somewhat frisky mood as we described our ideally attractive favorite female celebrities. He described his fantasy date and I described mine. We went back and forth, with me mentioning a couple of white women who met with his approval. I then mentioned the multitalented, voluptuous, and sultry Lola Falana, then one of the most popular entertainers on the Las Vegas scene. John recognized her name, and the smile that had dominated his face as we bantered back and forth immediately disappeared. His response shocked me because he said he could not relate to my choice in Ms. Falana as “beautiful” because he did not know what constituted beauty in a “colored” woman. After all these many years, I distinctly remember John’s next statement to me: “I don’t know how you people define beauty in a woman.” He said this very casually without any intended, overt malice. He stated he had never looked at women of color in terms of physical attractiveness and therefore to describe Lola Falana as “beautiful” was something he could not understand or relate to in any way.

I was dumbfounded to say the least. This nice, elderly man had unknowingly and unintentionally slapped me in the face with his statement. To my nineteen-year-old innocent way of seeing the world, an attractive woman was, well … an attractive woman, regardless of skin color. If she had big, seductive eyes, a shapely figure, and a sultry, sensuous demeanor about her—as personified by Ms. Falana—it did not matter if she was black, white, or any other color in the rainbow. My relationship with John, a man I had looked forward to seeing at work each day, was never the same.

It was during my work in the Records Bureau that I first encountered Arthur, Sgt. Jim, and the other members of the Narcotics Unit. Chuck, the man who would go on to be my double in the Klan investigation, had not yet joined the police department. The narcotics office was located in the basement of the police department, and they would come up to the first-floor office of the Records Bureau requesting criminal histories of suspects they were investigating.

From the start, I was intrigued and fascinated by these unkempt-looking, long-haired “hippies,” as they were respectfully called by everyone in the department. I was immediately told to never acknowledge their identity in public unless they acknowledged you first, because they could be operating in an undercover capacity and that recognition could jeopardize their investigation and put their lives in danger.

They looked like the bad guys with their long hair, beards, and sloppy street clothes, but they carried guns and enforced the law with the good guys. I wanted to be one of them.

At the bare minimum I was looking at four years before I could hope to entertain the possibility of being considered for a detective position in the Narcotics Unit, and that was only on the chance that there was an opening. And there was one last major obstacle standing in my way: there had never been a black detective in the history of the Colorado Springs Police Department.

After some time the narcotics detectives had gotten accustomed to my presence in the Records Bureau, so I struck up conversations with them—in particular Arthur—about the mechanics of being an undercover cop. I questioned them about every nuance imaginable when they came to my desk for criminal history records requests. I asked about the language of the street, slang terms for drugs, and price ranges in various weight categories. I wanted to know how I should respond in a particular scenario if something out of the ordinary was said. If I heard a drug reference in a movie, I would later question one of them about the factuality of it in practical use. Within a short period of time I
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into the Klan until this has been paid. Those persons applying for membership who are not required to pay this initiation fee must pay their
dues with this application.

Name (Please_print clearly, I(O/I/ Sta/s W7 H
Address /;p( ). ﬁ/"))( 9945
aity (L0, SPGS. State zip JOF 3O phone (303) M

Binh date _(O —/F— 53 ion SUBLIC  (frliz7ES

Any talents which might be useful o this Explain

I certify that the and il i herein is genuine and accurate. 1 that any
application for membership will result in this application being declared null and void.

Make all checks payable to: gnature of Applicant
Patriot Press Box 624 Metairie, LA 70004 7

L =S F=P 5 Date

LOCAL UNIT ADDRESS:
Aea
]/Oﬂ ¥ F2z/ !
Gy s G saty,
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